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Chapter One: A promise is a promise











She looked at her surroundings confused, her
body trembled as if she was cold but her skin burned. Her breath
felt as if it left her face only to rebound on something. The
darkness around her should have comforted her. She had always felt
safer in the dark it was easier to hide in, instead she felt lost
in space. Something was moving her. She put an aching hand out to
find how far the wall was from her but her hand was stopped within
inches. The wall was a carpet of sorts. She felt a rumbling beneath
her and looked up, she was in the trunk of a moving car.

As with most people who do not enjoy small
places, the diminutive space shrunk around her as she panicked.
Suddenly it was as if she were Alice and had eaten the cake to make
her grow instantly, filling up the trunk. She felt her bitter
shivers increase as she panicked and blood left her extremities.
She closed her eyes and decided to focus on the other obvious
problem she was being faced with instead of falling victim to a
panic attack.

She moved her hands over her aching body feeling
her clothes torn, shredded almost. She could feel the tattered ends
of her shirt hanging open. She flexed her muscles that felt tender
but not wounded. She closed her eyes trying to recall the last
thing she could but her thoughts seemed stuck, as if the gears in
her mind required oiling. Everything was hazy except her heartbeat,
which pounded fierce enough that she could feel it in her socks.
Scratch that, tattered socks. Her toes dangled from the ends of
them.

“I’ve been raped.”

The statement rolled off her lips as a subtle
whisper but it felt as if it weighed a ton once it hung in the air
around her. Abruptly, as if sent on a twisted path beyond her
control, her mind thought about the recent summer still fresh and
warm on her skin. She thought about how she’d dated Jimmy Stratton,
who had waited eight months for them to lose their virginity
together. It had happened on a hot August afternoon, lazily by a
river near his parent's house. She remembered how it felt, not
great considering the effort that went into making it a perfect
experience, but also how violated she had felt afterward.

That feeling of violation was suddenly fresh in
her mind. She felt the tears slipping silently down her cheeks, how
had this happened? Where had she been? She pushed her mind flexing
it as she had with her muscles, desperate to recall something. Her
memories were going back days not hours.

It didn’t matter what she could remember, she
knew that girls who woke up in trunks sore and exhausted with
clothes ripped to shit had been kidnapped and raped. There was also
a real possibility of torture. She thought about the pain involved
in torture and decided instantly, cringing with disgust, she would
be a good girl. She would do whatever her cruel attacker wanted,
she wanted to live. She planned it out in her mind as the car
rumbled along the road, she would live through this.

Then she would recover from her PTSD by becoming
a nun or a monk. She puzzled over whether girls could be monks,
swearing she had seen something about female monks.

Her thoughts slowed along with the tires of the
car, stopping altogether as it did. She felt panicked and decided
fake sleeping might buy her a little time. It would at least get
her a few answers as most were less guarded around sleeping
people.

She felt her body relax as she pretended to be
unconscious but her muscles refused to play along, they twitched
wanting to come to life and fight for her freedom. She knew she
would never get back the memories and with the state of her
clothing she didn’t truly care if she ever got them back. What
terrified her was the possibility of making any new memories with
her attacker.

She heard the car go into park.

She heard the parking brake.

The keys pulled from the starter.

Driver door opened.

Feet crunch down on the gravel, soft gravel.

Door closed.

Feet crunching closer to the trunk.

Feet stopped outside the trunk.

Breath of the stranger.

Keys sliding into the lock.

Cold night air rushed into the trunk as the
latch opened. She fought with her eyes forcing them to remain
closed. Desperately they struggled against her to see him, who was
he? She thought about the possibilities, janitors or construction
workers, fellow grads, teachers. Realistically it could be
anyone.

“I see you're holding your breath, I know you’re
not sleeping and honestly I don’t want to carry you anymore.” The
voice was old, she could tell. Old and English. Continuing to hold
her breath she thought long and hard but came up blank. She didn’t
know anyone matching that description.

He didn’t touch her or bend down to her. He
wasn’t threatening her. He just stood there. She waited ten more
seconds and opened one eye very slowly.

He was incredibly old, she paused for a moment
focusing on him, “You? You raped me?” The words crept from her
mouth.

He jumped back startled, “My word, I most
definitely did nothing of the sort.” His cheeks flushed as he
stammered, “I-I only rescued y-you.”

He looked truly offended. Hanna looked down at
her ripped clothing looking confused, “You found me like this?”

He nodded holding a hand out to her.

Before taking his hand she stopped and thought
for a moment, “You found me like this and decided to put me in your
trunk instead of taking me to a hospital. I need a rape kit done.
You’re going to have to answer to the authorities.”

He frowned looking confused, “Miss Hanna, no one
has harmed you.” He tilted his head off to the side, “You did this
to yourself. I put you in the trunk to protect myself.”

Her eyes widened as did her mouth wanting to
speak but instead her jaw remained open in confusion.

She shook her head, “I don’t understand.”

He pulled a dark green fleecy blanket from the
trunk near her feet. He reached in very slowly and held it up for
her, “Please come inside and your father will explain
everything.”

She looked at the warm blanket and the very old
man holding it. She looked, realizing she had been to the courtyard
surrounding her. She knew where she was.

“I hurt myself?” Still hazy she asked
softly.

He nodded raising his eyebrows, “Your answers
are inside.”

She looked to her right at the large manor house
her father had recently brought her to. She had loved it, making
small fantasies in her mind about growing up there. She imagined a
childhood in the old Tudor home with a tire swing out back. She
imagined her father hugging her and letting her into his life. It
could have been their home if he had let it. She closed herself off
from the imaginations of a hopeful lost little girl. Instead she
welcomed back the snarky comments of a bitter and twisted young
woman. She climbed from the trunk on shaky legs taking his
weathered soft hand and allowed him to cover her mostly naked body
in the warm fleecy blanket. She wrapped herself completely and
winced. Walking on the gravel hurt her feet. She stepped gingerly,
trying to find the path of least resistance.

“Who are you?” She asked not looking back at
him, still nervous enough to not want a silence surrounding
them.

“I am your family's man.”

She played with the words in her mind. The word
'man' struck her as odd. She had questions but decided they should
wait for her father.

The front of the huge home was a magnificent
wooden double door with carvings of an old forest scene. The
handles were golden colored, although she wouldn’t be surprised if
they truly were gold. Her father was odd in a way only rich people
were allowed to be. Gold door handles would be one of the lesser
weird moments for her.

The older man opened the door standing rigidly
waiting for her to enter. She walked through the threshold slowly,
still worried about how she had landed in a trunk with nearly
nothing on.

She followed beside him, silently along the hard
stone floors. Her father had a thing for granite. She followed him
to a back room she had not seen before. Inside was a four-poster
bed with extravagances all around it. The furniture was dark cherry
wood, suiting the Tudor home perfectly.

She looked at the figure on the huge bed,
squinting to see his face in the muted lighting.

A weak looking discolored individual she had
never seen before lay on the huge bed. Suddenly she realized it was
her father. The sickly looking version of him had replaced the
robust handsome man.

“Father?”

He turned his eyes to her, looking further
disheartened, “Hanna, oh thank god you found her Roland.” He spoke
breathlessly. It was as if he struggled to breath.

“I did Sir and I will leave you two now unless
you need something further?”

Her father waved a sickly looking thin hand, “No
please go and rest old man.”

Roland chuckled bitterly, “Old am I? Then you
Sir are ancient.” He bowed and left the room silently.

Hanna walked to her father and sat in the huge
wooden rocking chair at his bedside. She felt concern cross her
face and struggled to look as if she didn’t care.

His dark eyes glossed over, “I-I-I am s-s-so
s-s-sorry Hanna.” His wrinkled face trembled. She noticed how much
he had aged in the few short months since her last visit.

He smiled weakly, looking humble and cleared his
throat. He seemed to be fighting himself to gain his composure.

“I have betrayed you in every way.”

She frowned not speaking, terrified to ruin a
moment she had waited her whole life for.

“I don’t even have enough time now to explain
the entirety of the situation to you.” His voice grew grainy. He
cleared his throat again.

"How are you this sick?" She couldn’t believe
how old and haggard he looked.

“I am a monster, there is no denying it. You
were an accident, as was your mother. Both accidents along the
highway of my life and instead of stopping to help, I left you
there stranded. I never knew how to fix any of it. I've tried to
find a cure Hanna, I really have.” His eyes watered, Hanna watched
as he began to cry. She felt distraught, not only for being called
an accident but that he had waited until his last moments to reach
out to her. She couldn’t believe he hadn’t told her was ill.

“I left you with them as your mother asked me
to. She thought she knew them, we both thought we knew them. Now I
see, I see what they are. Of course now it is too late.” He coughed
as if the liquid making his voice grainy were drowning him inside,
“You’ll need this, it's your only hope.” He passed her a sheet of
paper with markings across it. It looked like math and diagrams.
She frowned wondering if he had seen her final grades, or how bad
she had done.

His hand gripped hers as his eyes changed into a
madman's, he gasped, “Trust no one but Roland, he has been with me
for a long time. You need to get away from those people, your aunt
and uncle. I have loved you always.” He exhaled softly and closed
his eyes. “Tell her to come in.”

Hanna frowned, “Who?”

“The girl in the hall, I’m ready.”

She hesitantly rose, “I don’t understand, you’re
speaking cryptically to me, you’re not explaining anything and I’m
scared, I'm half naked.” She sighed realizing she was shouting, “I
just don’t understand what is happening. I can't believe I'm
standing in front of you with my clothes all ripped and all you can
talk about is yourself. Nothing changes with you. ”

He shook his head still closing his eyes,
shutting her out, “I don’t have any time left Hanna. She is being
gracious allowing me a moment with you.” His eyes opened filled
with regret, “I only wanted you to know that Roland is your only
hope and that I loved you everyday. Everything else will be
explained when I am gone. Your life is going to change Hanna and
for that I am truly sorry. Please hurry I can't hold it.” The
desperation in his voice frightened her.

She ripped her hand from him, “I don’t get any
of this and by the way I know you never loved me. You left me when
I was eight, with relatives you hated. You barely came to see me.
You've always made me feel as if I were an inconvenience.” Her eyes
burned, “That is not love father.”

She stormed away, ignoring her aching body and
opened the door. Stopping suddenly she saw a tall beautiful girl
with dark blond wavy hair and grey eyes standing in the hall. She
wore high-heeled boots and leather pants with a purple silk blouse.
She looked about Hanna’s age but older somehow, as if life had aged
her using pain. She smiled but Hanna could see there was nothing
inside of her eyes, her smile was a mask.

She walked past Hanna and sat at the chair with
her father, “Do you want her here for it?” She spoke softly.

He nodded, “A promise is a promise.”

She nodded, “It is.”

He looked at Hanna, “I have loved you for
hundreds of years, long before I ever knew you.”

He closed his eyes as the girl took his hands.
She sighed as if a lover caressed her, she inhaled in ecstasy.

Hanna watched as he died in front of her, still
holding the hand of the mysterious young woman.

Tears slipped from her eyes as she shivered,
watching his exhale that seemed to go on for an eternity. It
matched the inhale of the young woman. Hanna gripped the piece of
paper he had given her, it was the last piece of him.

The girl rose looking at Hanna with glowing
steel colored eyes, “Now you see what happens, remember the ancient
reed, ‘Do what ye will but harm none’ and we will never have to
meet like this again young Hyde.”

She was gone from the room before Hanna could
comprehend what had happened, she knew better than to try.

She walked back to his bed and sat in the chair
beside her father gripping the piece of paper. She waited for
something to make sense.












Chapter Two: Dear Diary











“I’m sorry miss, your father was an amazing
man.” She turned to see Roland standing in the hall looking
heartbroken. His lower lip trembled as he spoke, "He will be
missed."

She looked at her father, once more he had aged
in death, but she could see the face that was his. She squeezed his
hand one last time before letting go. She walked to Roland and
murmured, “I’m sorry for your loss. Mine was minimal, I barely knew
him.”

He nodded, looking as if he were going to lose
control any second. “Shall I call and have your things moved here?”
He asked looking hopeful.

She frowned, “Here?”

He nodded, “Yes, the manor is yours now.”

She grimaced, “My father isn’t even gone yet. I
can't stay here.”

He nodded, “The coroner will be here any moment
with an ambulance. The bed will go out with him and the room will
go back to being the storage room.” He continued nodding, “I dare
say miss when you see the study you will want some time to go over
everything.”

The doorbell chimed causing Roland to nod
suddenly, "Please excuse me."

She looked back at her father once more trying
not to remember the good times with him. She wanted to remember how
it felt to hate him. She wanted to let go of the paper and forget
he ever existed.

He had left her all alone.

Hanna walked down the hall to the large over
stocked kitchen and grabbed a glass of water. She wanted to think
about herself, she wanted to know what happened to her. Deep down
she knew she wouldn’t be able to bear the burden of anything
else.






****






She didn’t know how long she had stood in the
kitchen, staring at the cupboards, seeing pictures in the knots and
grain of the wood. When Roland appeared again her feet ached. She
didn’t notice him at first. She didn’t notice the tears that had
streamed her face long enough to soak her shirt. She didn’t notice
the heaving sound her throat made.

She did notice the shapes in the wood grains.
She noticed a man's face laughing-tilting his head back, she
noticed a dove soaring, she noticed a waterfall with logs
below.

“Miss Hanna you need some sleep, your father
always slept for a day or two afterward.”

She nodded, she didn’t know what afterward meant
but she knew she needed sleep.

She let him lead her away. She let him help her
up the huge Gone with the Wind staircase she had loved the first
time she had seen it. She let him tuck her into the giant bed her
father had bought her. She had sworn that she would never sleep in
it only months prior. She had sworn that she would never sleep in
the new house. She never wanted him to know how much she loved the
house. As her face landed softly on the feather pillow sleep took
her, before she stood a chance at arguing with herself.

She slept like the dead do, she dreamt similarly
too. Her dreams were full of shaky images she couldn’t pinpoint and
flashes of faces she knew all too well.

She saw Rebecca, her best friend in all the
world sitting with her. She saw food, a car and a forest. But like
everything else the vision seemed locked to her. It was as if a fog
covered it all, only allowing small pieces to be revealed in a
sudden flash.

As she became less exhausted her mind cleared,
the fog lifted revealing the forest again. It was dark and thick.
She didn’t know the forest, she walked through looking for
something or someone. Her hands scratched moving the heavy
branches, her shirt tore revealing her stomach. She ignored it,
desperate to find something. She looked at her hands as they moved
the branches. Each finger was coated in something thick and red.
She looked again, trying to make her eyes focus but they would
not.

The forest cleared in a small meadow making her
panic. She was not alone, the meadow had someone else in it. She
couldn’t see who the other person was, as they lie on the ground in
an awkward position. She stopped running as she got close, she knew
the shoes, bright green DC runners.

She screamed as she pulled her best friend into
her arms. Thick red streams trickled from her mouth, eyes, ears and
nose. The crimson was shocking against the powdered white skin. Her
dark brown eyes looked up into the canopy above. She lay limp in
Hanna’s arms. Hanna looked on the ground, horrified at the puddle
of blood where her friend had laid. She screamed as loud as she
could. She hugged the bloody body to herself crying for help. The
trees surrounding the meadow seemed to grow into a wall, trapping
her in. She rocked holding her friend and stroking her dark locks
softly.

Suddenly she shot up screaming. She looked at
her surroundings gasping for air. She was alone in her room. Her
face and hair were soaked from the tears running down her cheeks.
She shivered looking around, remembering the events that had taken
place before her wretched sleep. She felt like a child opening a
five thousand-piece puzzle for the first time and sitting on the
ground staring at all the pieces wondering where they all fit. Her
life had fallen apart.

Her door opened quickly, “Miss Hanna are you
alright?” Roland entered looking deeply concerned.

She shook her head, “I don’t know.” She looked
at the bed and frowned, “I need to go home.”

He shook his head, “No that’s impossible. They
did this to you.”

She looked at him puzzled by what he said, but
also frightened he could be right, “When you found me, did you find
my friend?”

His eyes dropped to the floor suddenly, “It
isn’t your fault, you mustn’t feel responsible. Until the elixir is
completed you will not be able to control yourself when you
change.”

Her mind reeled, “What happened to her?”

He smiled, “You need the other answers first,
you can't start on a trail at the end.”

Worry filled her, “I need to know if she is
okay? I dreamt she died in a forest.”

He nodded, “She did.”

Her heart dropped into her stomach, "She
died?"

He held the door open for her, “There are
clothes and towels, shower and change. All shall be revealed in
your fathers study.”

"We need to call the police. Immediately."

His face looked as sickened as she felt, "No
Miss Hanna, they know already. She was found days ago."

"How? How did this happen? I have to get to her
family. Did I do this?" Her breath began to explode inside of her.
The world surrounding her grew hazy.

He shook his head, "You must calm yourself. Most
of all you must read everything Hanna, everything before I can even
come close to that question."

She nodded feeling ill. She knew deep down she
had had something to do with Rebecca’s death. Roland wasn’t telling
her something, she feared that something.

Hanna shower and changed in a trance. She felt
nothing. She knew she was lost in thought and fear. She grew
increasingly afraid she would never come from the numb her heart
seemed to be lost in.

She walked slowly feeling every step of the cold
wooden floor down the stairs to the hard granite main floor.
Unbeknownst too her, her father had planned for every single one of
the footsteps she took.

The study was at the opposite end of the house
to the storage room that had been a make shift bedroom for her
ailing father. It was a massive room with maps and sketches of
people lining the walls. To one side was a huge mahogany desk
covered in hundreds of papers with writing at every angle. The huge
leather chair looked warn but comfortable to sit in.

Roland looked stricken as he held his arm out at
the over sized brown leather chair, “Have a seat.”

She nodded, "Where do I start?”

She looked at the mess the office was. She
wondered how she could be related to a man who kept his things in
such disorder.

Roland turned grabbing a huge pile of journals
from the bureau behind him. He slumped them onto the table in front
of her. She looked at the dust rise from the collection of decrepit
artifacts and sighed, “You want me to read all of these?”

He nodded, “They are the story I cannot tell
you.”

She looked up at his old gentle face. She
pondered his place in it all for a moment before turning back to
the heap of journals.

“They are in chronological order already, top of
the pile is book one.”

She shivered still weak and exhausted, “I cannot
sit here and read for the two days it will take, my family is
probably looking for me. I can't miss Rebecca's funeral. They'll
want to question me. I think I'm a witness.”

Roland looked down at her and shook his head,
“They are not your family firstly and secondly they are not looking
for you my dear, just read.”

She didn’t know what to say. Nothing about the
last twenty-four hours seemed like the real world. She reached and
picked up the first book as Roland left the room.

The writing was her fathers, he spoke of tests
on street cats. Hanna cringed imagining him torturing animals for
science. He seemed like a mad scientist in his writings, too
passionate about finding the answers he sought. The first journal
seemed entirely about his desperate need to create some kind of
formula. It would be an amazing creation. It sounded like it would
transform a man into something more. She neither saw the need nor
the reasoning behind his mad writings. Gasping she looked at the
date of the last Journal entry of the first journal, June 7th 1803.
She closed the book and looked at the cover again. It did seem as
if it were handmade.

She opened the book again and squinted her eyes
shaking her head. She took a deep breath and looked at the date
again. 1803.

She looked up from the book to see Roland
walking into the study with a huge tray.

“1803?”

He put the tray down and nodded, “It gets much
more interesting the further you read. 1803 becomes the least of
the fantastical things you need to understand.”

She took the fresh steaming cup of coffee and
sipped, “How do you know how I like my coffee?”

He smiled, “You’re a teenager, you all like
those two sugar two cream coffees. Only later will you discover
espresso and its need for only steamed milk to make a perfect cup
of coffee.”

She sipped again enjoying it, “I'm not a
teenager, I'm almost nineteen. I don’t think age has anything to do
with liking espresso. I wont ever like it.”

“Wait five years.” He muttered and left the room
silently.

She picked up the second journal. Her father's
writing grew more and more fanatical and impassioned. He wrote of
destroying his lab with fire, in anger. She noted how he wrote only
of his lab work, he seemed to have no life outside of the lab. He
wrote of no women, no friends, no relations. She couldn’t imagine
what his life was like, living in isolation as he had.

Halfway through the third journal something
shifted, she stopped and reread the last few pages to see where the
change took place. He seemed free of his lab, he spoke of people.
He spoke of a woman, a girl named Mary. He seemed to love her. He
went to a ball and danced the night away, with Mary. He was
suddenly free of something.

She read feverishly, as the story began to get
interesting. He had met a man, a young man, who wanted to discuss
his work. His name was Marcus Dragomir, her father noted he was
more than he seemed. He was a young unmarried baron, who had helped
her father finish the formula. He spoke of trials, but never
mentioned animals again.

Her father wrote of a string of murders that
concerned him, people ripped to pieces or trampled within the city
limits of London. Needless to say the third journal had grown
increasingly alluring.

“It’s bed time Miss Hanna, a quarter past one in
the morning.”

She looked up as her eyes focused on Roland
standing in the hall. Suddenly she felt as if she were inside the
story. The Tudor home, the English butler, mysterious journals, a
dead father and a woman who killed him then vanished into thin
air.

She looked at the tray of dinner dishes in front
of her but couldn’t recall having eaten the meal.

She stood bringing the book with her. She
wrapped the blanket, she couldn’t recall having around her back,
tighter and walked along side Roland.

“Engrossing isn’t it?”

She nodded clutching the book, “Its insane, he
was a madman. I feel like I know less about him thus far
though.”

“Its gets more divulging.” He opened her bedroom
door and smiled kindly, “Try to sleep.”

She nodded closing the door looking at the huge
bed, knowing she needed sleep. She put the book on the nightstand
and drifted quickly.

She slept soundly again even though her dreams
were vivid. She was standing in an alleyway. She watched as her
father, dressed in Jane Austen period clothing, stepped out into
the alley. He glanced around suspiciously and pulled a vial from
his pocket, he drank the vial. Suddenly his clothes became colorful
instead of black and white. The dream remained black and white, the
only color being her fathers clothing. He smiled and greeted
people. He seemed outgoing, not at all like he seemed in his
journals in the beginning. He met a woman, she had black hair and a
dark dress. The dress was not as dark as her hair, but in a black
and white dream color wasn’t easily observed. They walked hand in
hand. They laughed and strolled until a young man came upon them.
He was devastatingly handsome. Even in black and white it was
obvious, he was the most handsome man Hanna had ever seen. She
could see nothing in the dream suddenly, as he was the only thing
her eyes would acknowledge. He tipped his hat at the lady on her
fathers arm. He smiled and spoke, his sensual lips moved slowly,
making Hanna’s mind get lost for a moment. He smiled again and said
farewell to her father. He walked away slowly. Before turning to
mist, he made eye contact with Hanna. It was as if he knew she
watched him. He smiled at her a knowing smile filled with a
confidence in something she didn’t understand. She knew suddenly he
was Marcus, the young baron. She didn’t question how, she just
did.

The next day the fourth journal proved to be as
engrossing as the third. Her father wrote of successes with his
formula and enjoyed his time with Mary. He even wrote more of his
blossoming friendship with the young baron. He seemed to be at the
top of the world, with the only bother being the amassing deaths in
London and the sightings of the horrid monster causing them.

She finished the fourth journal feeling the
flourishing romance between her father and the mysterious Mary. The
year was 1806 and all was well in the world.

She looked out the window lost in the story, the
yard was suddenly full of blossomed cherry trees. Her father was
walking hand in hand with the remarkably beautiful Miss Mary. He
wore his top hat as she imagined and bowed like a gentleman. He was
kind and sweet, caring for the young lady more than anything in the
entire world. A pang of jealousy rushed through of her as she
wondered what it had been like to have his attentions. She couldn’t
remember everything from before her mother's accident but she
remembered what it had been like to see him smile genuinely toward
her.

The fifth journal again contained a switch, her
father seemed to come to some kind of a realization. He awoke with
blood on his hands and his clothing torn. She thought back to her
own memories, wondering if finally she was at the part she needed
to read, to understand her own dilemma.

He again burned the lab, not in anger but in
fear and desperation. He ran in terror, unable to understand the
changes he had undergone. Somehow he had come to an understanding.
He was, without a shadow of doubt, a monster.

He didn’t fully recall how long he had been a
monster, but he started to link the numerous deaths in London to
his changes. She watched as he traced his vials of elixir with
deaths and monster sightings. She trembled reading feverishly.

The symptoms were exact, chills, torn clothing,
blood, aching body, memory loss, weakness, exhaustion, and severe
hunger. They were all there, every one of her symptoms.

The worst was the missing memories, he seemed
desperate to attempt to rekindle his mind with his memories.

He missed Mary. He missed being normal. Slowly
he became the same recluse he had been before the magical potion
had saved him from himself.

He recalled the smallest details, her lips, her
smile. He remembered her eyes as they sparkled, speaking to him
while her mouth remained unmoved. He wrote of the way her cheeks
flushed when he touched her chin, lifting her face to meet his. His
heart broke as his mind cracked.

The ramblings of a madman returned, as he became
lost in his work, hiding from the world and himself. He was crazy,
insane even.

She recalled her memories painfully. His
insanity was no doubt hereditary. She too would lose her mind in it
all.

Tears slipped down her cheeks as she read
feeling his pain. She knew why Roland had been so adamant for her
to read the journals. She couldn’t help but see her father in a
different light.

Her father wrote of paranoia and mysteries he
couldn’t solve. He was like a man with schizophrenia, who believed
the world he lived in existed outside of everyone else. Even when
the world tried to reach him and pull him back, he believed in his
paranoia over the reality he saw.

One page in hundreds contained sentences she
understood, words that made her believe he had come out of his
stupor. He would write of love and anger, but in a sensible way she
could comprehend.

The sixth and seventh journals were no different
than the fifth, he remained lost and alone.

The eighth journal brought back a character from
previous journals. He was the same man who had so actively
befriended her father. He was the young Baron, Marcus Dragomir. He
had searched high and low, traveling everywhere, searching for her
father. He found him in Paris, hiding below a church. He had
survived on the kindness of a priest, who saw the man behind the
madness. Her father's rarely occurring clarity had convinced the
priest that he must help him. The priest believed it was possible
god was testing him.

Marcus brought him to an Inn with fineries he
had not seen in years. He spoke of Mary who had long since married,
as the year was 1810. She had mourned and waited considerably
longer than was expected of her. Hanna’s father wrote of a pain in
his chest he had never experienced. It was a pain that ripped
through him, destroying the man he had been. He was left the cold
and solitary man, she had known nearly all her life.

Marcus then offered him a deal. As he was numb
and closed off, he accepted without thought. What did he care what
happened to him when everything had been lost? It would be the
fresh start he needed to redeem himself. He suspected he was guilty
of many crimes at the end of the eighth journal. Perhaps too many
crimes to be redeemed, but he would try in Mary's honor.

The ninth and final journal was a rebirth for
her father. He seemed determined again. He started his experiments
again in a new lab in Paris, which Marcus had built it for him. He
tried to create a new elixir, one that would stop the changes he
was aware of. He asked Marcus to watch him in the night, watch him
sleep. He believed it was when he became the monster he assumed
himself to be.

Marcus confirmed his worst fears, in his sleep
he transformed into something Marcus troubled at explaining. He
roared, attempting to escape the chains and shackles he had donned
before sleep every night.

His clothes had ripped, his skin had stretched
and he had become something he would call his alter ego, Mr.
Hyde.

She put the journal down.

"Mr. Hyde?" She spoke her skepticism allowed to
no one.

She looked around the room.

In disbelief, she continued reading.

His first elixir had worked in creating a man
who was more, but in the attempt he separated his good from evil.
He had made himself something unnatural. He recalled the many times
he had woken in the hall of his home or on the step of his back
door, covered in blood. He recalled his tattered clothing.

Some nights the blood on his clothing had been
his own. He believed Hyde was trying to kill them both. His only
chance at survival had been the blood of the young Baron. It had
healing properties her father had yet to experiment with.

He knew what he had done, the murders in London
had his name upon them.

Marcus disagreed convincing him that he had no
responsibility for what his alter ego did. He could only take the
blame for what he did as a waking man.

Her father listened to reason but knew deep
inside he was to blame and the guilt would rule his life for nearly
two hundred years.

She put down the ninth journal. She felt sadness
and confusion but she knew at least what had happened to her
friend. The dreams were real, they were memories. She knew she had
murdered Rebecca. Regardless of the fact her father wrote the words
alter ego, she could not let go of the pain and guilt that wreaked
havoc on her heart. Heaving sobs shook her.

Roland entered the room with a tea and a box of
tissue, “You must see it is not your fault.”

"I have schizophrenia. I've murdered her like my
father did in London. I'm a monster like he was. You need to lock
me up."

"No my dear. It's not what you think at
all."

She shook heaving, she felt as her father had.
She remembered the smallest thing about her friend. Hanna
remembered her smile, her tears over a broken heart only six months
prior, learning to skate, laughing at the horror movies they had
shared a love for.

Her friend would never grow up, would never
marry, would never have children, she would never become the nurse
she always wanted to be. Hanna smiled softly recalling how odd
Rebecca was. When everyone wanted to be a princess or figure skater
or veterinarian, Rebecca had wanted to be a nurse.

Hanna knew it stemmed back to her older brothers
death. Rebecca had been four when her brother Tyler died of
Leukemia. The nurses became part of her family, they lived at the
hospital with him for nearly a year as he slowly declined. Only the
nurses brought a smile to his face. Only the nurses knew the
smallest sweetest things to make him happy, when the pain became
too much for an eight year old to bear.

Hanna cried wishing it had been her, if only it
had been her. She wished for death and wondered why her father had
never just killed himself?

Roland rubbed her back softly, he stayed quiet,
just as she needed him to. Slowly she became what her father had, a
shell of a human.

"I want you to commit me. I need to stand trial
for the murder."

Roland took her hand. He led her down a hallway
to a room. She shivered as he helped her sit.

He flicked the lights off and walked away.

She heard nothing but her breath as she sat
alone in the dark.

Suddenly light filled the room from a
projector.

A black and white movie began to play on the
wall in front of her. Hanna looked around for Roland, but saw that
she sat alone in the room.

The movie was of her father. He stood in a
boxing ring with a man. The other man had his back to her. Her
father nodded as the man swung out violently and struck her father
in the face. He was knocked back. She gasped. The man ran from the
view of the camera quickly.

He father staggered slightly and then began to
tremble. The camera got closer to him as his skin began to crawl.
She felt as if she were trapped inside of a horror movie as his
legs began to grow. He fell back onto the mats. She closed her eyes
as his clothes began to tear away from his expanding body.

It was special effects, she was certain it
was.

She peaked through her fingers, as suddenly
where her father had stood, a giant monster took his place. It's
face and body was hideous. It bulged muscles from every limb. It
looked around, it realized there was a camera on it. It ran after
the camera, which dropped instantly.

The movie stopped as it closed in on the
monsters face. She looked at the eyes, they were his, there was no
doubt.

She sobbed.

















Chapter Three: How do you say stupid in
Americano











The days turned to weeks before she knew it.

The video had proved it. She had made Roland
play it over and over. He was a monster, her father was a monster.
He had created her and she had turned out like him.

She felt as if she watched herself withdraw,
growing mad just as her father had. She wondered to herself what
had brought him back from the brink? Had it been her mother? She
recalled him laughing, she recalled him smiling. They were few and
far between the memories of such things, but she remembered them
just the same. She remembered his face when she lost her first
tooth, he had seemed overjoyed in the smallest things.

“You must stop this nonsense, your aunt and
uncle have filed missing person reports and are declaring you dead
to the police as your friend is. They have filed to have you
declared dead.”

She looked up from the oversized brown chair not
even realizing she were in the study. She looked out the window
wondering when the trees had turned brown?

“I wish that I were.” Her words were as empty as
her heart.

“That is nonsense and we both know it. Yes your
friend died as you changed. Yes your other you might have been the
one to kill her but it was an accident.” He walked to her, kneeling
on the ground before her. Worry filled his eyes so deeply she
couldn’t see his face beyond them, “Yes it is the worst thing that
could possibly have happened. Yes.”

He shook her slightly, “If he had known you were
like him even slightly he would have taught you about it. Your
blood showed nothing of the sickness. Something has triggered this,
don’t you want to know what made you this way?” His eyes filled
with something else, anger, “Don’t you want to know who made you
the way you are?”

She looked at him suddenly realizing he was
right, “Yes.”

He stood, “Your father has tested your blood
every year since you were born and never has it shown the slightest
mutation. You were normal. It is possible this was dormant and
awaiting a catalyst. Honestly though you've gone through the change
he feared the most, Puberty. He assumed it would be puberty that
changed you. But you've gone through puberty, you’ve grown up,
nothing has changed until two months ago. When I brought you here
that night I checked your blood. It has changed, it is his blood
now. Someone has to have known they could turn you and how.”

She looked at him biting her lip, trying
desperately to recall what had happened.

She remembered nothing, the days surrounding the
fateful night were still blank.

“Will I change again?”

He nodded, “Yes but it will be slow like it was
for your father. We only have him to compare to but his changes
were several months apart in the beginning. Then when he started
taking the elixirs he never changed.”

“I will shower and we will go see my aunt and
uncle.”

His lips tightened.

She frowned, “What aren’t you telling me?”

He sighed, “They will think it was you, whatever
happened to her they will blame you. You have been gone a while,
missing since the night your best friend died. Not to mention you
were the last person to see her alive. They will blame you.”

"I am to blame. I deserve to be sent to
prison."

"You will never find out who triggered this from
prison. What happens if you change in prison Hanna? They will
experiment on you. The government would use someone like you. Your
father dealt with this all his life."

She nodded, “You're right. What can I do
then?”

He looked sickened, “I have an idea.”






****






Sounds filled the air around her suddenly, as
the cold air clung to her. She could see the blue and red lights
flashing. She could feel the warmth of something touching her arm,
as a voice spoke, “It will be alright.”

She glanced around dazed, her head hurt where
Roland had bashed it with his flashlight. Her hand shook as she
tried to lift it to her head, to feel where the warm liquid
dripped.

The person, lifting her and wrapping her in a
blanket, spoke softly, “Miss Holland everything will be
alright.”

She felt his warm strong arms lift her up into
him. He pulled her close to his chest. She felt everything coming
back, Roland's ridiculous plan seemed to be working.

“I’m confused.” She whispered. Something about
the man carrying her was making her body feel odd. She leaned into
him more, as he carried her out of the woods.

“I know sweetie, its okay now.”

Her voice cracked, “Where is Rebecca?”

“The doctors need to see you Hanna, they need to
examine you.” He pulled her back and looked her in the eyes. His
piercing blue eyes filled her hazy focus, “Everything is going to
be different but I promise you're safe now okay.”

She nodded curling into him. Something about him
made her believe the things he said, even though she knew they
could never be true. She found herself smelling him, her mind
questioned it but her body wouldn’t listen to reason.

He put her down on the cot and she was suddenly
filled with the cold air that rushed between them. The paramedics
stepped in to examine her. She watched the police officer who had
carried her, as the other men strapped her into the cot for
transport. She watched as they closed the doors to the ambulance,
ending her view of him. In the small gap of the closing doors she
caught a last glimpse of the dreaded forest. She wished she never
had to see again, but couldn’t help wondering how they had ended up
there in the first place. It looked just as it had in her dream.
She shivered and tried to relax into the cot.

The doctors examined her at the hospital,
everyone was excited about her survival of whatever had happened.
She knew they would find small traces of GHB. She knew she looked
underfed from not eating. She hated the fact that it had helped her
look as if she were truly an escaped captive.

When grilled about the events by the young
handsome blue-eyed police officer, she played the part well. She
was devastated about her dear friends death and sickened by her
lack of memories. She was generally no help what so ever, as she
recalled nothing they could use. She didn’t have to lie, she
remembered nothing. It wasn’t like they would ever believe she had
turned into a horrid monster. She didn’t even believe it.

She lie in the bed quietly looking out the
window at the city of Portland wondering what she would do to start
the search for answers. Lost in thought, she hardly noticed when
her aunt and uncle finally made their first appearance.

She felt her eyes watching them, studying them.
Her father believed them to be behind it all. He believed them to
be evil.

Her aunt's face looked truly relieved. She was
genuine, as tears rolled down her grief stricken face. She sat at
her bedside and sobbed, “Oh thank god. We thought you were dead. We
thought they hurt you like your friend.”

Her uncle squeezed her hand, as his lower lip
trembled, “What can you remember love? Did they hurt you?”

She shook her head, “Nothing, I remember
nothing.”

He looked down at his shoes, he looked sickened.
He truly looked upset by it all. She knew her father had wanted
them as an easy culprit. After watching them she had no doubts in
her heart, her aunt and uncle had not done it. They never even knew
a thing about her father, beyond his lack of parenting abilities.
They wouldn’t know how to make her become like her father. They had
no reason to do it.

“Are her parents okay?” She asked trying to
focus on Rebecca.

Her aunt shook her head, “No, first the brother
and now her. No.” The words burned her soul, what remained of
it.

She nodded, “I will need to see them.” She
needed to punish herself, she needed the horrific pain the sight of
them would bring. She also knew that if she truly had no knowledge
of her best friends death, she would be there for them. She would
feel their loss with them, it was her loss too.

“Well when do you get to come home?" Her uncle
spoke softly.

"Tomorrow."

Something happened in that moment that caused
her some doubt. An exchange between them occurred, she didn’t know
what it was but something stood out. His tone and her eyes darting
at him. They knew or feared something.

"So soon?" Her aunt asked looking confused.

Hanna smiled sweetly, “Yes I’m very excited to
come home.” Again their eyes exchanged a look. It was so subtle
that had she not been looking for it she would have missed it.

"The doctors don’t think that maybe you should
stay in?"

She frowned at her aunt, "No. There is nothing
wrong with me beyond a slight concussion and malnutrition."

Her aunt pasted the fakest smile on her face, it
was rigid, "Well you get some sleep sweetie. We will see you at the
house tomorrow."

She frowned as they both walked toward the door,
"Will you pick me up?"

Her aunt shook her head, "Oh of course. Silly
me. Yes we will be here in the afternoon."

He uncle nodded along, "Night Hanna."

Their incredibly short visit and strange
behavior made her suspicious. Her father could have been right
about them. Something was up, of that she was certain.

Roland came to visit her directly after they
left, as if he had been awaiting their departure.

He looked handsome for an old man, in a white
golf jacket and black chinos. She smiled at his inability to look
casual.

He smiled back at her sweetly, “Well good to see
you on the mend then.”

She nodded, “Yes, my head is starting to feel
better, slight concussion they said.”

He winced, “I wish there had been another
way.”

She shook her head, “No this is perfect. It's
exactly as it should be.” Her eyes misted, “I deserve at least a
smack on the head.”

He frowned, “No you deserve to be rid of this
curse, which is why I’m here.”

Confused, she tried to imagine what he was
talking about.

He looked at the floor momentarily and nodded as
if arguing with himself, “Against my better judgment I bring a
message.” He cleared his throat nervously, “A Mr. Marcus Dragomir
would like you to accompany him to out tonight.”

She frowned, “I’m not allowed to leave here
until tomorrow.”

He nodded, “Yes he will take care of that.”

She grimaced deeper, “Marcus Dragomir, the man
from my fathers stories that took place in the 1800’s? The one
whose blood had healing properties according to my deranged
father?”

"Hanna."

She shook her head, "What? It's too much
Roland."

He nodded once sharply, “He will pick you up at
eight sharp.”

She sighed, “I have nothing to wear but a
hospital gown. I'm not leaving here with my ass to the wind.”

He picked up a large shopping bag, she hadn’t
noticed he had brought it in with him.

“Stop cussing. Everything you need is in here.”
His eyes grew very serious, “I can't advise you on this and god
knows your father never listened to me, but I would be very careful
with him if I were you. He is not what he seems to be. His plans
always benefit him, even when they seem to be helping you.”

She nodded, “Thank you Roland. I will be very
careful.”

He leaned in and kissed her forehead softly,
“Goodnight miss.”

“Night.”

He walked to the doorway but looked back at her,
“Your aunt and uncle, did they betray you as we suspect?”

She nodded, “I believe they have an agenda. I
don’t know what but something is off with them. I need to know how
they knew to trigger it and why.”

He nodded, “Very good.” He walked from the room
leaving her feeling confused.

The moment was all she got as the young
policeman entered smiling. He brought her a tea, “Hi.”

She smiled not able to help herself, something
about him made her happy, “Hi.”

“How's the head?”

She sighed, “Sore but not nearly as sore as my
back from laying in this bed.”

He laughed, his laugh sent a shiver up her skin,
“Yeah these beds make you want to get better.” His dark blond hair
and blue eyes gave him the wholesome boy next-door look she
enjoyed. She assumed he was within a few years of her age.

“So I need to go over your statement again.” He
spoke softly.

She nodded wrinkling her lips, “I don’t think I
recall anything else.”

He nodded, “I just want to make certain, the
first few hours are usually the best.”

She winced, “Wow then we're screwed.”

He laughed again, sending a shiver over her
body, “Well either way lets try shall we?”

She watched as he pulled out a pen and a small
pad of paper. He looked at her and smiled, “So you were seen with
Miss Macmillan the night you both disappeared, can you recall
where?”

She shook her head, “No. We always did the same
things though so if I had to guess…”

He stopped her short, “No guessing. If you don’t
recall its okay.”

She shrugged, “Nothing then.”

“Okay well you were at a Starbucks. You were
caught on video camera around eight in the evening. It’s the last
place you were seen.”

She smiled lost in the thought for a second,
“The pumpkin spice latte.” The words were a whisper.

His eyes jumped in surprise, “You remember?”

She realized she did, “Yes, we went to Starbucks
because it was the first day of the pumpkin spice latte. It was her
favorite. She always got a latte on the first day of that one.”

Her voice cracked as she realized tears trickled
down her cheeks. She stared off into space not blinking, recalling
the evening, “We went to my aunts house. Rebecca called her mom and
dad because we wanted to go to the movie, but they weren’t home. My
aunt made cookies, pumpkin chocolate chip.”

“Did you have a latte too?”

"What?"

"The drink, I'm just trying to see if you both
ate and drank the same things."

She shook her head, “I don’t like espresso. I
had an Americano.”

He chuckled, “That is espresso.”

She blinked, sending more tears down her cheeks,
“Its coffee.”

He shook his head, “Espresso and boiling water.
Its what they made in Italy for the Americans who hated the
espresso.”

She frowned, “I didn’t know that.”

He smiled, “What happened after the cookies and
coffee? Did you make it to the movie?”

She shrugged, “I don’t know. I remember not
feeling well, I was sort of sick or something. I told Rebecca I
couldn’t do the movie, my stomach hurt. I don’t think we went to
the movie.” She bit her lip searching her mind.

She wouldn’t tell him anything else if she could
remember. Anything else would incriminate her. The memories stopped
at the hazy stomachache, “I don’t know. There is nothing else.”

He smiled, “Well remembering Starbucks and the
cookies is something.”

She nodded weakly, “Yeah.” The memories she did
have were plaguing her. She remembered Rebecca's face clearer than
any memory she had in her entire mind. She was holding her coffee
and laughing about the very good-looking and extremely flirty
barista.

He put his hand on hers encompassing it
completely, his skin was warm to the touch, “I’m so sorry for your
loss.”

She looked up at him feeling the tears again,
she wanted to tell him everything. His honest face demanded it from
her. She hated the idea of lying to him.

“I will see you at your parents house tomorrow.”
He spoke standing.

She looked at him confused, “My parents
house?”

He closed his eyes, “Right sorry your aunt and
uncles.”

She nodded, “Tomorrow?”

He nodded, “Yes, I will be posting a watch at
your house. The drugs the kidnapper used on you are blocking your
memories. The kidnapper might not know that.”

She bit her lip, “You think I could be in danger
still?”

He nodded, “Whoever did this to you and Rebecca
may want to finish the job.”

Terror filled her, the lack of answers was
alarming. Her aunt and uncle could want to finish what they
started, if it was really them. If it wasn’t a madman could be
after her. Either way she didn’t like the way she felt.

He squeezed her hand once before letting go,
“Don’t worry, we wont let anyone hurt you.”

He walked from the room.

She whispered, “Can you stop me from hurting
anyone?”












Chapter Four: Mithter Marcuth











She changed into the jeans and the sweater
Roland had left her. He had even bought her the very clogs she had
wanted from the shoe store at the mall. She frowned wondering about
him and put them on. She waited for the mysterious Marcus Dragomir
to enter her room.

She remembered the face she had given him in her
dreams, she wondered what he would look like.

She felt him before she saw him, the room grew
cold and her heart rate quickened. Suddenly a slight breeze lifted
her hair. She smelled a dark amber incense fill the air and she
looked at the entrance of the room, knowing somehow, he would walk
through.

He stepped in looking exactly as she had dreamt,
only his clothes were different. He wore dark jeans tailored to fit
him perfectly and a pea coat.






“Hello love.” His dark voice filled her with
thoughts she hadn’t known her brain could muster. Well except when
reading her aunts trashy novels about Scottish lords and young
helpless maidens.

“Hello Mr. Dragomir.” She wanted to seem more
mature, but her voice cracked under the pressure and she slightly
lisped the Mr. part of his name.

He smiled, “Marcus, please call me Marcus. Are
you well?” His English accent was completely intact. It was as if
he hadn’t lived in the US for very long.

She smiled back, feeling lost for a small
moment, “Fine Marcus, I’m fine.”

He clasped his hands together, “Then shall we be
off?”

She stood from her bed and walked behind him. He
paused at the door letting her go through first. They walked until
they came upon her doctor.

Marcus smiled extending his hand to him, “We are
leaving.”

The doctor smiled at Hanna, “You're a very lucky
girl, Dr. Dragomir doesn’t usually take patients on. I hope your
memories come back to you.”

She looked confusedly at the Dr. and the
supposed Dr. and nodded slowly, “Yeah thanks, me too.”

Marcus put his hand out for the doctor, “It was
nice seeing you again Frank. Happy Thanksgiving.”

He smiled and shook his hand, “You too. Take
care Hanna.”

“Thanks.” She felt more lost than ever. They
walked to the elevator.

She stepped in shaking her head as the doors
closed, “Doctor?”

He laughed looking at her, “Eternity is a long
time love. I have several doctorates.”

She frowned, “Is one in psychology?”

He nodded, “It is indeed.” He stood rigidly at
the entrance not looking at her. She watched him like a tiger would
watch a hare. She couldn’t bear the smell of him, it made her want
to spin him around and kiss him passionately.

The elevator dinged for the ground floor, waking
her from the visions she was having.

He turned smiling at her, “Sorry I’m a bit like
Santa would be for little kids, its not intentional.” She blushed
realizing he could hear her panting as she imagined ripping his
clothes off and licking up his throat.

She bit her lips, “How can I make it stop?”

He shrugged, “Not sure but I know women have
grown to detest me so intensely they learned to hate the scent.” He
stepped off the elevator holding the door for her, “Perhaps you
will be one of those lucky ones.”

She nodded wishing it as well, she hated not
controlling her feelings around him. She didn’t even know what he
was. Not like she knew what she was either.

She made it as far as the black car waiting for
them at the front of the hospital. An older driver opened the door
for them. She climbed in first, feeling her head clear of her
feelings for him, until he got into the car. The smell filled the
car putting her into a trance. She opened the window as the driver
started the car and put her head out.

Marcus laughed, “Its not that bad is it?”

She groaned, “It's making me car sick is all.”
She lied. His smell was making her insane, she wanted to destroy
him. She wanted to sink her teeth into his skin, hearing him moan
in pain and pleasure simultaneously.

“Who are you?” she asked out the window.

He chuckled, “All in due time love.”

“Its Hanna, not love.”

“Hanna isn’t actually your name.”

She pulled her head in the window giving him a
look of absurdity, “What?”

He shook his head, “No your real name is Maria
Hanna Jekyll.”

She burst into laughter, “Jekyll, no it's
Holland”

He put his hands in the air, “Its true your
father changed his name several times in his life. But your real
last name is Jekyll. Your first named came from his mother, an
Italian woman who married a Scottish man named Jekyll.”

“In the seventeen hundreds right?”

He grinned mischievously, “You’ve read the
journals.”

She nodded as the car made its way into the
night traffic downtown, "It's too bizarre to understand."

He leaned into her, “There is much for you to
understand Hanna.” His breath swept softly across her face
increasing her heartbeats. Her breath became ragged as he leaned
against her speaking slowly, “I’ve always wondered about you. I was
forbidden to make contact while he was alive."

She looked into his dark blue eyes, so dark they
appeared to be black from a distance. Up close they were crystal
clear and navy. The darkest longest lashes she had ever seen,
framed his beautiful eyes. His skin was olive and smooth, as if no
beard grew on his face but up close she could see the stubble very
faintly. His dark hair sat perfectly coifed on his head, as if a
stylist had readied him to come and see her. He had a slight faux
hawk with his hair being pulled forward and not one strand out of
place. His face was strong with chiseled cheekbones and jaw line.
His lips were as sensual as she recalled. They moved with his
breath, that was apparently as ragged as her own. He examined her
as she did him. She noticed how his upper lip twitched as if he
wanted to say something.

She smiled, “Where are we going?”

He leaned in pressing his lips against hers
softly at first. The taste of his mouth filled hers, the amber
incense filled her nostrils. She moaned into the kiss as he pulled
her up onto his lap. She met the hunger and passion in his kiss and
upped the ante with her fingers sliding through his perfect hair,
pulling it slightly. He moaned into her, gripping the pockets of
her jeans, grinding her against him. The car stopped bringing her
back to reality.

She pulled away breathless looking at him, “What
are you?” She whispered.

He frowned, “Nothing. And everything.” He
smirked, “Well after you my lady.”

She sighed, “I know what you are.” He looked
nervous as she kissed his lips, “You’re trouble.”

He laughed into her kiss, “Without a doubt.”

She climbed off of him feeling ridiculously, as
she exited the car door. The strange and silent driver held the
door for her. She looked at the older man, “Thank you.” He tipped
his hat at her. She knew instantly he was like his boss, like her
father, he was old but much older than he seemed.

Marcus climbed from the car and gave her his
arm. She took it feeling like Mary in her father's journals
suddenly. She looked around realizing she was home.

She looked at him confused, “Why are we at my
house?”

“This isn’t your house Hanna, this never was.
The Tudor is your home. This is your aunt and uncles home. We are
here because it’s the night they never thought would come.”

She rolled her eyes sighing, irritated by the
cryptic behavior everyone around her seemed to have.

He laughed, “No I’m serious, they never loved
you. Your father and I were friends, I’ve watched you grow up.”

She cringed away from him, “You’re like a creepy
uncle then? No wonder he forbid you to make contact with me.”

He laughed again, “No not quite but I guess in
some ways I’m the closest thing you have to family. Well and Roland
of course.”

She looked at him disgustedly, “You kissed me,
you think of me as family and you kissed me.”

He tilted his head, “I don’t think of you like
I’m related to you, I’ve just known you your entire life and you
father nearly all of his.”

She looked away seeing the light of her aunt's
house from the suburban street where they walked, “Why are we
here?”

“I want you to see what they are doing this
evening, the night before you return home.”

His voice sounded distant, as if he were already
disappointed for her.

She looked up at the two-story house, it was
like any house on the block. The lights were on inside making it
look warm and homey. They walked from the sidewalk of the quiet
empty street to the lawn of the house she had always considered
home. They crept along the side of the house to the back porch. He
walked first to the kitchen window, crouching so as not to be seen.
She glanced around feeling guilty about sneaking around the house
like a criminal. She walked slowly to his side and peered in the
kitchen window carefully, so as not to let her face be seen from
the inside.

Her uncle was at the table mixing something, a
white powder into the sugar canister. She looked at Marcus who
nodded, “Poison.” He mouthed. She frowned again looking in the
window to see him wearing rubber gloves while doing it. He closed
the lid and handed it to her aunt, who looked distracted by
something she was reading. She put it down on the table in front of
him, it was a piece of paper. She couldn’t read it from the
distance the table was from the window. She watched as her aunt put
the canister on the counter and frowned, “Now bloody well remember
not to use the white sugar, tell her you’ve switched to honey.”

He nodded reading the letter, “What if we just
asked her for the money?”

Her aunt flew into a rage slamming her hand down
on the counter, “YOU IDIOT. YOU KNOW WHAT WILL HAPPEN IF WE TELL
HER ABOUT THE MONEY. SHE WILL LEAVE AND TAKE IT ALL WITH HER. SHE
WILL FORGET ABOUT US. SHE IS A SELFISH TEENAGER WHO HAS NEVER
THANKED US FOR RAISING HER. WE ARE OWED THIS.”

Her rant caused Hanna to wince and shrink down
from the window. She looked at Marcus who nodded, “The cookies.” He
mouthed.

Her eyes flew wide-open, “The cookies? They
killed her?”

He nodded, “She was poisoned, it never got
released to the media because you were missing and the culprit was
never found.” His whispers were hard to read but she got he
point.

“I will kill them both.” She whispered softly
not looking at him, "How could they?"

"Money Hanna. You have a lot of it."

Her skin crawled.

She crept back from the window and snuck off the
deck into the back yard. She ran into the bushes behind the house.
She wanted to scream, she wanted to run until her legs collapsed
beneath her. How had the police missed it? How had her father not
seen it was a possibility? How had Roland let her feel guilty about
Rebecca’s death? How had someone like Marcus known and no one else?
How had the beautiful police officer not told her about the poison?
What was she? She wanted answers, she knew where to get them but
she didn’t know how to get them. She didn’t know what Marcus wanted
from her. She didn’t know where she fit into his plan but she could
see from what he had done he wanted something. Why else would he
have cared enough to show her what he knew about her aunt and
uncle?

She screamed when she was deep in the woods
nearly to the stream, which was a mile from her house. She stopped
running and screamed, she screamed for Rebecca who never got the
chance to scream. She screamed for her parents who never got to
know her. She screamed for good measure, in case she missed
anything she couldn’t put her finger on at that moment.

“You can't kill them, you will be caught.”

She spun to see him standing beside her not out
of breath, not sweaty as she was from the run and she screamed at
him, “WHAT ARE YOU?”

He laughed, “I am everything and nothing,
literally.”

She started to laugh and cry simultaneously,
“You’re god then. Hey, god? Well god what I want for Christmas is a
gun.” She laughed harder realizing she was making no sense, but
then she felt it. The sweating progressed, the world spun and a
scream filled her ears. She looked at Marcus as her world
distorted. The last thing she would later recall was his beautiful
face laughing at her, but backing away.












Chapter Five: Even grumpy pancakes can't
cure that











“Miss Hanna?” Roland’s voice soothingly woke her
from her restful slumber. She moaned feeling his warm hand brush
against her face, “Oh Miss Hanna I’m so sorry. I thought it would
be like your father.” His voice sounded devastated.

She opened one eye feeling the dim light of the
room bring on an instant headache. She squinted, “Roland?”

He smiled, “Yes, it happened again.” He looked
over his shoulder, “Fortunately Mr. Dragomir was with you.” His
voice changed to something she recalled from earlier, when he
warned her against the man.

She looked past him to Marcus standing in the
entrance to her room. His face was like reading a stone. She
wondered if he were worried or disgusted at the hideous monster she
no doubt become.

Her throat was raw, “I need some water.”

Roland passed her a glass from her nightstand.
She smiled weakly taking it, “Thanks.” The water felt amazing.

Everything from before the change came rushing
back, “My aunt and uncle, I need to deal with them.”

Roland nodded, “Yes Mr. Dragomir was kind enough
to fill me in on the latest discovery although I dare say he might
have known the entire time.” He looked at her deeply, “Forgive me
for assuming you had done it.”

She shrugged, “Nothing to forgive, it isn’t
exactly impossible I would kill someone when, I uhm change.” She
hugged him tightly. She looked past him at Marcus, “What did I look
like?”

He raised an eyebrow, “Do you truly want to
see?”

She nodded pulling back from Roland whose face
grew severe, “Don’t look.” He warned.

She shook her head, “No I need this. I need to
see what happens. I can't stand not knowing.”

He closed his eyes and nodded, “Just as your
father would have said.”

He stood from her bedside and walked to the
doorway, “I will leave you two to it then. I will make you
something to eat.” He left the room silently as usual.

Marcus walked to her side pulling out his
iphone, “I think I can reasonably say that man doesn’t like
me.”

She frowned at him, “No kidding. You don’t
exactly inspire trust in people.” She felt as if she had known him
an eternity. It was possibly from reading about his life from her
father's perspective. To her father he was a savior and true
friend. She didn’t quite share her father's beliefs. Something
about him bothered her, perhaps the way he made her feel.

He touched the phone several times and then held
it to her face. She took it as the video he filmed started. She was
in the forest behind her house, she screamed in agony clutching her
face. Her knees buckled. She knelt on the forest floor screaming as
her face twitched unnaturally. She felt her eyes widen at the
sight. She fell back with her legs trapped underneath her. Her skin
quivered and twitched as if snakes slid around under it. Suddenly a
leg shot out from the forest floor stretching to size of a whole
human being. The other leg did the same. Muscles bulged from her
veining legs. Her pants and socks ripped revealing her ruddy skin.
Her body grew from the waist up, again shedding her clothes, except
what seemed to stretch with her. Her head shook back and forth
violently.

She turned away from the phone for a moment as
the screaming grew to a horrendous level. She sounded as if she
were being murdered slowly. Her face seemed to rip as suddenly the
screaming stopped. Where she had been, stood something she couldn’t
imagine. It was nearly identical to the thing in the movie she had
seen of her father.

It was huge and bulging with hideous features.
It was a monster of horrifying proportions. It looked around
itself, smelling in the air. It looked at the phone and laughed. It
charged at Marcus but the video ended suddenly. There was no hair
on its head, no feature that looked as if it could be her, except
the eyes. They were her honey brown eyes.

She sat still horrified.

She looked at Marcus, “It's true. It's all true.
I’m a disgusting freak.”

He laughed, “That’s not you, that is something
unnatural Hanna. It’s a part of you that can't be controlled nor
helped.”

She sighed, “I need to find my fathers chemist.
I need the elixir he was working on, Roland said its something that
will control the changes.”

He smirked, “Do you have any idea who it
was?”

She tilted her head, “I thought maybe you but
really there are so many secrets I haven’t been able to find my way
through them all yet.”

He clasped his hands together, “Well you are in
luck, I have been helping your father with his work for a couple
hundred years. I know of the tincture you’re thinking of and yes
the whole point to it was he would be able to control himself while
changed. I believe the main feature was that he would control when
he changed, change at will so to speak.”

She shivered thinking about the hideous creature
she had become, “Why would he want to change?”

He shrugged, “I need to discuss the possibility
of a partnership with you.”

She blushed, “What kind of partnership?” She
couldn’t help think of the scent of him and the passion in his
kiss, as he spoke of partnerships.

He chuckled to himself quietly, “Not the kind
your wicked mind is negotiating. No, your father and I had an
agreement which required an exchange.”

“What kind of exchange?”

“A simple one. I would need only a few droplets
of your blood every now and again in return I would give you what I
gave him.”

She nodded, “Help in chemistry.”

He looked puzzled for a fleeting second and
smiled, making laugh lines appear around his ancient eyes. He
looked older for a passing moment, as if a shadow had cast upon the
room. It was lifted as quickly as was set, "Not exactly but
yes."

“So you will take a bit of my blood and you will
work on the elixir my father was trying to perfect? It will cure
me?” She asked again watching his eyes intently.

He nodded not flashing even a slight hesitation,
“Precisely.”

“Your meal my dear girl.” Roland interrupted
carrying the tray to her lap.

“I will see myself out Roland,” Marcus winked at
her walking from the room.

She looked at the tray and then Roland, “How did
you know?”

He chuckled, “Oh trust me, your father hasn’t
cooked a meal in the seventy-five years he and I have known one
another. I made this for you as a small girl.”

She looked at the chocolate chip pancakes with
happy and angry faces and frowned, “Why don’t I remember you?”

“We were never to meet you and I.”

“Why?”

He sighed, “Can't we just leave it at that?”

She nodded, “For now.”

She watched as he left as silently as he
entered, as always.

She looked at the phone beside her bed and
called out to him, “Roland wait, I want to call that police
officer.”

After a second he poked his aged face back in,
“The young officer from the hospital, his name was Andrew
Paulson?”

She nodded, “Yes.”

He nodded leaving again and shouted at her from
the hall, “I will find the number and arrange for him to come right
away.”

"No I want to call. Please."

She picked at her angry faced pancake,
remembering how she had always eaten it first. She always wanted
the anger gone first. It had always made her parents laugh. She
remembered the pancake but never her parents making them, they just
brought them in for her. She thought back at all the meals,
realizing every meal was that way. She wondered what Roland could
have done in his past that would warrant treatment such as he had
endured. He had never eaten with her family, she had never even
seen him until he found her in the forest.

The pancake tasted perfect, she savored the
memory they brought. She remembered her parent's faces, together
they had seemed happy. She remembered her mother’s face. So
beautiful. Raven black hair, stark white skin with subtle freckles,
grey eyes and a bow mouth. She was a tiny woman, shorter than
Hanna. Her mother had looked plain upon first sight but when she
smiled it was as if her heart shaped face exploded beauty. Her
perfectly straight teeth glistened brightly, her eyes sparkled, her
lips remained full even in a smile. Her dark eyebrows framed her
expressive eyes, as if a painter had brushed them on to ensure
every face she made was enhanced.

She looked at the huge mirror at her bureau
wishing she could see something of her mother in herself. Her thick
strawberry blond hair was her father's, her thin upper lip that
vanished when she smiled was her father's, her honey brown eyes
surrounded by thick black lashes were her father's and her thin
face was also her father's. She looked at herself seeing nothing
but her father.

She closed her eyes trying to remember what her
mother had looked like right before the accident. She had promised
herself she would never forget her face. It had grown harder to
remember it exactly, as the features faded with the time.

She remembered her father before he’d grown
sick, she remembered him standing tall and proud smiling at her
when she had graduated. He smiled and yet somehow his face was
still hollow and distant.

Suddenly her memory of him had become altered,
she saw a something in his eyes she hadn’t seen before, regret,
love, and fear. She could see it on his face as plain as the nose
on her face, which was also his.

Tears welled in her eyes, realizing he had loved
her all along, he had wanted to be with her. He chose her aunt and
uncle to protect her and keep her out of harms way. He sacrificed
the relationship they might have had to ensure she would always be
safe and away from the dangers he possessed.

Lastly she recalled Rebecca, she felt relief
seeing her friends face. She knew Rebecca had died as a result of
being her friend but at least she knew it hadn’t been her fault.
She breathed a freeing sigh thinking of her friend until she
remembered the cookies, her aunt had made them for her. Her aunt
hadn’t thought Rebecca would come home with her. Her aunt hadn’t
been home, they ate the cookies from the plate. They were laughing
about the recent Saturday Night Live skit, before getting in
Rebecca's car to go for their Starbucks. She realized they had
already ingested the poison when they had gone for coffee.

“The number.” She opened her eyes to Roland's
smiling face and a piece of paper in his hand.

“Thank you.”

He nodded regally and left the room ever
silent.

She picked up the phone, taking a breath trying
to figure out her story.









Chapter Six: In that a gun in your pocket, or are you happy to see
me?











“The young officer is in the front room.” Roland
spoke again sneaking up on her.

She smiled, “How do you do it?”

He smiled, “I have no idea what you are
referring to but I will let the young man know you are coming
down.” He was gone again making no sounds, his feet never scuffed
or shuffled or made a single step noise on the hard woods.

She looked at herself smiling, her afternoons
reflection seemed to increase the amount of pride she felt seeing
her father's face in her own. The navy v-neck sweater and black
skirt offset her red hair. Her pale skin and slight amount of
freckles seemed to glow in the color. The leather knee-high wedge
boots fit like a glove as if they had been made for her huge size
nine feet. She even loved the argyle knee socks he had left her in
the bundle. She tried not to think about the fact he had also
picked out her under garments. She imagined it was equally as
painful for him.

Her straight thick hair looked shiny from the
amazing products Roland always seemed to supply the house with. She
wondered if he hired a personal shopper or if he honestly knew what
Alterna’s Bamboo Collection for shiny hair really was. She loved
the silky feel of her hair but had been stunned by the price of the
small bottle.

She left the room wondering how the conversation
would go, once the young police officer knew the truth about her
friend's disappearance.

Hanna smiled seeing Officer Paulson in the front
room, admiring her father's painting above the mantle of the lit
fireplace. The room was warm and inviting with over sized dark
leather furniture and over sized rubber wood coffee tables. Her
father had actually picked the stone around the fireplace from a
river, he hand selected every stone. Since learning so many of his
hidden truths she pondered what year it had been exactly he had
selected the stones? She had assumed he had bought the house when
he had brought her there, only months prior. Seeing the way Roland
fit into every nook and cranny made her more convinced it was
possible her father had built the house.

“Good evening Officer, thank you for
coming.”

He turned taking her breath away. His piercing
blue eyes sought the truth out, speaking directly to her soul. He
smiled preventing her breath from returning completely.

“Hanna it's so nice to see you again. How are
you?” His tone was genuine as were his eyes.

She shrugged, “Getting better I guess, I need to
tell you something.”

She pointed to the large couch, “Please take a
seat Officer Paulson.”

“Thanks and it's Andy. So you live here
then?”

He sat next to her instead of across the sofa.
She smiled sweetly batting her eyes lashes, “My parents are both
dead.”

He nodded, “Yes I’d heard of the passing of your
father recently.” His eyes grew full of concern, “I’m so sorry.
You're so young to be an orphan.”

She nodded, “Thanks, anyway when my father died
he left me some family secrets. Secrets I hadn’t been made aware of
until recently.”

His eyebrow raised, “Secrets?”

She nodded, “Yes.” She treaded very carefully
around him knowing her heart wanted to tell him the entirety of the
tale, “My mother died in an accident and so my devastated father
felt it would be better if I were raised by my aunt and uncle. His
life style never suited a child. They have raised me for eleven
years.”

He followed with nods.

“Anyway it turns out my aunt and uncle have
enjoyed certain aspects of my being there more than others.”

His brow furrowed, “What aspects?”

She bit her lip, “As I’m sure you noticed this
house is nice, my fathers things are all very nice. He had a lot of
money, he compensated them to ensure I never went without.”

He frowned, “He paid them to take care of
you.”

She nodded, “I didn’t know about this. I was
only informed after his death. I turned eighteen and apparently was
then given an enormous amount of money in trust. No one ever told
me about the money.”

He grimaced seeing where it was all going, “Are
they your next of kin?”

She nodded biting her lip again.

He took a deep breath, “This changes
everything.”

“I thought it might.”

He bit his lip, making her focus on his mouth,
he had a beautiful mouth. She couldn’t deny the fact she was
insanely attracted to him.

“So have any memories come back then?”

She nodded, “Yup, I remember we went to my aunts
first then Starbucks. We ate cookies at her house, she had left
them for me on a plate. We ate them and then went to Starbucks. I
remember telling Rebecca I wanted to go home and I had my coffee in
my hand. My stomach was starting to hurt.”

“She poisoned you both with cyanide then?” He
looked confused at her still sitting beside him and not dead like
her best friend.

She shrugged, “I must have gotten sick, at any
rate I don’t remember anything after the car ride. She must have
stopped the car by the woods and I got sick there. Then whatever
happened to us happened there.”

He looked very gravely at her, “This is serious
Hanna.”

“I know, I went back to get proof.”

He looked lost again, “I’m not following
you.”

“I snuck into my aunt and uncles back yard. I
watched in the kitchen window as they ground something white up.
Then they stirred it into the sugar canister on the counter. My
aunt told my uncle not to eat it and to tell me how he had switched
to honey in his coffee and tea. She was reading a letter and they
started talking about my money. It was awful. She was saying I
would take it all with me when I left. She said they deserved the
money.”

He looked disgusted, “What happened then?”

“I got very upset and ran into the woods. I ran
really far and started to feel sick again. I called Roland and he
came and got me. I've been here since.”

He shook his head, “I see so many bad things
everyday but this takes at least one cake. Why would she poison
your cookies with cyanide?”

She looked up at him through her lashes, “How do
you know it was cyanide?”

He sighed, “It was what we found inside Rebecca,
she died of cyanide poisoning. We thought she had been around
something radioactive at first. After the autopsy we found out what
it was.”

“How could we eat that and not know?”

“Baking is a good place to disguise it. It’s a
type of poison I wouldn’t have thought of, it comes from apple
seeds.”

“That’s ridiculous apple seeds aren’t
poisonous.”

“Oh yes my dear they are highly poisonous. But
processing them can be a bother.” Roland laughed as he brought the
tea tray into the room.

“You know how?” She asked raising an eyebrow at
the old man.

He nodded, “I’ve read a lot of mystery novels in
my many years dear girl, the inside of the seed is highly
poisonous. One must split it and remove the guts of the seed then
grind that very fine. I've never heard of it used in baking I will
say.”

She looked at Andy who smirked, “I am almost
wondering where you were that night Roland.”

Roland laughed, “Oh officer Paulson you flatter
me, I don’t have the energy for such adventures.” He turned to
leave the room but turned back and smiled mischievously, “Not
anymore anyway.”

Hanna laughed nervously wondering about the old
man more than she cared to acknowledge.

Andy laughed, “Well I have to say we have enough
for a warrant.” His eyes turned back to Hanna, “Thanks so much for
calling.”

She nodded, “I feel so guilty that Rebecca died
because of me.”

He put a hand on hers covering it completely,
“You can't take the blame for something you had nothing to do with.
They made the choice and they committed the crime. You were a
victim as much as she was.”

She tried to focus on his hand and not the tears
threatening to spring from her eyes.

His eyes grew puzzled again, “Where were you for
all those weeks then if you didn’t end up like your friend?”

She frowned fighting her bodies want to tell the
truth, “No clue but where ever it was I almost hope I don’t
remember.”

He nodded, “Yeah we found GHB in your system,
that doesn’t bode well for your missing time.”

“Yeah my thinking too. Maybe its better I don’t
remember anything.”

He looked at her putting his hand through her
hair and tucking it behind her ear. She shivered against the feel
of his warm hand, as it brushed against her face, “I feel anger and
disgust when I think about you missing for all those weeks. Scared
and alone with strangers or worse your crazy aunt and uncle.”

His blue eyes seemed to grow in color and
intensity.

“I feel scared too.” She wanted to stop his
fears, she wanted to tell him the truth.

“I never want you to be afraid again.” He leaned
in brushing his lips against hers softly. He pulled back suddenly,
“Oh my god I’m so sorry. That was so inappropriate.”

She shook her head, touching his face marveling
at how beautiful he was, “No it wasn’t. Please don’t be sorry.”

He smiled lifting one side of his mouth
slightly, “I’m not sorry I kissed you I just can't do it again
until I’m not working your case, its not right.” He looked down at
her, “Can I get a rain check for this exact moment?”

She nodded biting her lip, wanting to kiss him
again. She didn’t want the light feathery kiss, she wanted
everything she could tell he was capable of.

“I will be here the minute this is over and it's
not a conflict of interest.” He stood from the couch creating a
space of cold air between them, “Like the second its over. But I've
got to go. Now.”

She laughed, “Goodnight.”

He waved, “I will call you when the warrant has
been executed.”

She watched him leave feeling a burning desire
to chase after him. She picked up the throw pillow beside her,
hugging it to her body grinning.

“It can't ever be more than flirtation
love.”

She turned sharply frowning at Marcus, “What do
you know of anything beyond flirtation, you're the devil, I know
it.”

He laughed, his booming voice echoed throughout
the room.

She frowned at him wanting to throw the pillow,
“I get now why my father would want to be able to change on demand,
moments like these. What are you doing in my house? Does Roland
know you're here?”

He cleared his throat as he sat on the couch
next to her. He scent made her want to strip naked and rub up
against him, “Contrary to popular belief love I have never driven
your father to wish for a change. He and I got along in perfect
harmony. I let myself in, as I always have.”

She looked at his blue black eyes regretting it
instantly, he had a hold on her the moment she saw the color, “Its
those. They make me want you.” She pointed at his eyes shuddering
as she forced her face to turn away.

He snuggled against her, “You're quite the
little tease Hanna.”

She pushed away from him but his arms encased
her, pulling her in, “It can't ever be with the police officer
because you can't control yourself. Young officer Paulson would
never get out of harms way fast enough.”

Struggling to get free she looked at his arm
beside her face. She bit as hard as she could into his bicep.
Something very odd occurred, not what she expected, he moaned. She
listened to him moan realizing she loved the feel of his strong
muscled arm in her teeth. She let go pulling back. She didn’t know
what to say. She closed her mouth and looked at the other wall as
he started to laugh.

“You're my favorite monster Hanna. Of all the
monsters in all the world you're my favorite. You're feisty and
spicy but deep down in a place you don't let anyone see, you're
sweet too.

She grimaced, “I could never be sweet to
you.”

He laughed harder, “I would never want you to be
sweet to me,” he kissed her cheek roughly, “I like spice better
than sweet.”

Feeling anxious about being so close to him she
changed the subject, “How many monsters are there?”

He tilted his head, “Many.”

She rolled her eyes pulling back as he slowly
let her go, “So vampires and werewolves and trolls exist?”

He raised an eyebrow not answering her. He
examined her carefully making her more nervous.

“What about mermaids?”

He nodded, “Yes its all true. Do you really
believe there is a human gifted enough in imagination that they
could create beings so amazingly accurate in strength and
weakness?”

She nodded, “Yes, Frankenstein.”

“It happened.”

Disbelief crossed her brow, “What, no not
Frankenstein.”

“Yes Frankenstein and yes Dr. Jekyll and Mr.
Hyde obviously. I find it hilarious you turn into a monster and
doubt the existence of other monsters." He pointed to her and
continued, "And yes count Dracula and yes the Mummy.” He picked up
a piece of her hair smelling it, “You smell delicious for such a
naughty beast.”

She snatched her hair back, “You are a pervert.
How old are you anyway?”

He shrugged, “What does time matter to me? Only
the dying considers time.”

She sat for a moment thinking about other
questions he might answer if she let him sit so near enjoying
himself, not that she minded much.

“Did my aunt and uncle drug me?”

He rolled his eyes looking bored, “You know they
did.”

“How long have you known? Not only that they did
but would?”

A snake like grin crossed his sensual lips, “Ah
there it is, the right question.” He twirled a new piece of hair,
“For some time.”

“Can you read my thoughts?”

He laughed, “As well as you can read mine.”

She frowned, “How did you know then?”

He looked at her sharply, “I pay attention.”

She inhaled rapidly, frightened by the look in
his eyes. She proceeded cautiously, “Did you tell my father it
would happen?”

“What do you think?”

She shook her head, “I think no, you wanted me
to be poisoned. But why?”

“I think I’ve answered enough questions for one
night."

"How could you let me turn into this?"

"I never let you turn into anything. I never
poisoned you."

"But you knew?"

He grinned, "You assume I knew. How about you
answer one for me?” He looked down at her keenly.

“What?”

“How did your mother die?” His question seemed
sarcastic, as if he knew the answer and was asking to hurt her.

She answered softly, beginning to see the full
scope of the cruelty he was capable of, “She was in a car accident
on a freeway. It was a ten car pile up.”

He nodded, “Hmm, did you ever try looking it up
online?”

She scowled, starting to grow increasingly
anxious, “No, I was seven years old.”

“Did you see anything in the paper?”

“I was seven.” Her words turned firm and
adamant.

He stood up from the couch, “Well I must be
going, goodnight love.”

She watched as he walked from the room. She
loathed him in a lustful and perplexing way.

She sat on the couch wondering where he had been
going with the accident. Her aunt was her mother's best friend,
surely she had looked into the accident. Surely she would have told
her the truth. She thought about the poisoned cookies and sighed,
maybe not.












Chapter Seven: The Roses and The Thorns











Hanna sat on the edge of her bed watching the
sunrise. Her skin had started to itch, as if it needed something.
She couldn’t put her finger on what it was.

"I have someone I need you to meet." She looked
up at Roland standing in the doorway.

She smiled, "Who?"

"A woman who can help you, well try to fit into
the world in which you were born."

She felt confused but nodded, "When do I meet
her?"

"She's down stairs now."

Hanna frowned, "Roland that's called
ambush."

He laughed, "No my dear that's called concern. I
wont be around forever and Mr. Dragomir can't very well be the only
friend you have."

Hanna rolled her eyes, "Whatever, you’ve
probably been alive for centuries. Fine I will come down now." She
climbed off her bed and walked after him down the hallway and grand
staircase. He led her to the front sitting room and smiled at the
older woman sitting on the huge couch, "My dearest Ms. Crane may I
introduce my Ward Miss Maria Hanna Jekyll."

The older woman had white hair tucked up in a
bun and a wrinkled kind face. Hanna liked her immediately.

"Hello my dear girl. Thank you Roland." She
stood, taking one of Hanna's hands softly in her own. She smiled
delightfully.

"Tea ladies?"

"Please, thank you Roland." Ms. Crane spoke
softly.

"I feel like I'm on a BBC movie set." Hanna
blurted out watching them in action.

"Well Roland and I do go back quite a ways. Now
dear my name is Lydia firstly and secondly I want to say how
dreadfully sorry I am about your father."

Hanna frowned, "You knew him?"

She nodded, letting go of Hanna hand and sitting
back on the couch.

Hanna sat across from her bewildered, "Are you
different like my father was?"

Lydia nodded, "I am. I have my own gifts,
nothing quite like your father. I understand you however have
become more like him in the last few months?"

Hanna sighed, "Yes. I didn’t even know he was,
well, different until I read the journals."

Lydia's expression changed, "You read them?"

She nodded.

"I am very sorry you had to read that my dear.
He was quite mad for a time." Lydia smiled compassionately, "I want
you to know I am here for you if you need anything."

"Thanks, but how did you know my father?"

"Lets just say we ran in the same circles."

Roland carried in the tea tray, "You mean your
circle ran after him."

"Oh Roland."

Hanna took a cup of tea and began sipping it.
She didn’t really like tea but she didn’t want to hurt Roland's
feelings.

Lydia smiled at her over her cup of tea.

Roland sat down shocking Hanna. He never sat or
participated in discussions.

"Have you told her yet?"

Lydia shook her head frowning, "I was waiting
for you."

"Told me what?"

Roland's face grew very serious, "Your father
was hunted for a time. If you read the random madness in some of
his journals you must have seen he suspected something or someone
was hunting him."

Hanna nodded, "I remember that."

Roland nodded, "Excellent. He was actually
hunted, there is a society of people who are different like you and
Lydia and your father. They are the governing law."

Lydia cleared her throat, "We are called the
Roses, the Devil's Roses. We ensure that society is kept safe from
people like us. Harming anything is forbidden."

Hanna gulped, "That girl. The one who killed my
father?"

Lydia nodded, "He was dying already. He was
suffering. He made Aimee promise to take him when it got so bad he
couldn’t stand it. His body would force a change and who knew what
he would do."

Hanna shook her head, "I'm lost. I don’t
understand any of this."

Roland interrupted, "Of course you don’t. Your
father had been fighting his changes. He hadn’t changed in over
seventy years. Marcus Dragomir helped him with an elixir to stop
the changes. The problem with it though was that his body was
slowly getting sick from it. The Roses made him agree never to
change again."

"So essentially they forced him to die slowly
and painfully?"

Lydia put a hand up, "Of course not. Many of us
offered him a way out."

"You offered him death?" Hanna felt disgust.
What were they offering her?

Lydia nodded, "In a way but also freedom. He had
made himself into what he was Hanna. You must see that he wasn’t
happy."

"Why didn’t he choose death then?"

"You're mother." Roland spoke delicately.

Hanna frowned, "He met my mother only
twenty-five years ago. You never offered him death before that? You
waited till he was in love and then offered it?"

Lydia smiled shaking her head, "He met your
mother seventy years ago. She was the one who made him agree to
stop the changes. He stopped them for her."

Hanna felt the room spin, who was her
mother.

"This is too much for her right now." Roland was
beside her instantly, wrapping an arm around her shoulders.

A knock at the front door interrupted their
conversation. Hanna looked at Lydia as Roland walked casually, as
if they'd only been discussing current events, "Excuse me a
moment."

Hanna felt betrayed by them, both of them. They
had forced her father into a choice that ultimately killed him.
Questions whirled around her brain confusing her further.

"Officer Paulson is here to speak with you
Hanna."

She looked up feeling everything moving too
quickly. Her skin started to sweat as she felt the itch start.

Roland saw the look in her eye and rushed across
the room, opening a small-jeweled box on the coffee table next to
Lydia. He pulled a bright blue vial from the box, tearing the top
off with his teeth and grabbing her face. She tried to fight but
his sudden burst of strength overwhelmed her. The bitter drink
sparkled as it made its way down her throat. She shivered, "What
have you done?"

He looked desperately saddened, "Saved Officer
Paulson."

The itch in her skin was gone, replaced by a
fire that burned her from the inside. She wanted to scream out but
she knew Andy would be scared. She dropped to her knees and curled
into a ball on the floor waiting for it to pass.

As if she were suddenly submerged into an ice
bath she cooled. Exhaustion started to fill her as her body fought
the change and tried to heal itself.

She looked back to see Lydia holding her hand
and chanting something.

Roland was on the floor in front of her, handing
her a cup of tea gently, "Sip some of this. It will help."

Her shaky hand reached out for the tea spilling
it. She managed to get a sip into her feeling the tepid tea helping
immediately.

"Will I die now?" She asked terrified.

Roland closed his eyes regretting everything,
"Not yet but this will kill you eventually. Your father never took
it till he was well over one hundred years old and had changed
hundreds of times. You've changed twice. Plus you're only a few
years off from the age you should be. We don’t know what it will do
to you."

She nodded, "Better dead than a monster I
suppose."

Roland tilted his head, "We will find the
cure."

Lydia sighed behind her, "My love, we won't stop
until we do. Now before the police officer gets suspicious, lets
try to get you onto the couch and Roland will see him in."

She felt Roland lift her to the couch. She sat
taking a deep breath and nodded, "Okay. I'm ready."

Roland walked from the room with Lydia on his
heels. Hanna watched as Andy walked into the sitting room alone. He
was dressed in jeans, a dark blue t-shirt and holding a black
fleece. His face looked tired, well it looked handsome there was no
way around, that but he looked as if he'd been up all night.

"Hanna how are you this morning?"

She nodded trying her best to ignore her insides
and the pain she was in, "I'm doing okay."

He sighed, "Well there is no easy way to say
what's happened. Your aunt has murdered your uncle. We arrived last
night with a warrant and she was on the floor beside him. He was
dead. She had hit him in the head with a frying pan."

Hanna felt a tear fall from her right eye as she
sat perfectly still taking it in.

Her aunt who had been like a mother. Her aunt
who had tucked her in and told her stories. Her aunt who shopped
with her and brushed her hair had murdered the people she loved
most in the world.

He sat on the couch next to her and took her
hands in his. The warmth of his hands wrapped around hers was the
only thing she felt.

"Hanna I'm so sorry."

She couldn’t sob, she just sat untouched by it
all. Her brain refused anything else past its walls.

Tears leaked down her face.

She looked at Andy, feeling her forehead wrinkle
with worry, "Where is she now?"

"Holding cell until she sees a judge."

She nodded, "I need to see her."

He frowned, "No Hanna. She's a murderer."

Hanna shook her head, "I need this."

He grabbed a tissue from the coffee table and
leaned in wiping her tears away. He kissed her cheek softly, "I'll
go with you."

She nodded.

He stood up offering her his hand. She took it
terrified of, not only the drug in her system but also her feelings
for the police officer. She ignored her shaky legs. She needed to
see her aunt.

Roland walked into the room, "What's
happening?"

"Andy is taking me to see my aunt."

His eyes narrowed, "That’s a terrible idea
Hanna."

She nodded, "I know." She walked out of the
house still holding Andy's hand, nearly dragging him.

She smiled when she saw the car, "A Prius?" Even
his car cheered her up slightly.

His cheeks blushed, "Hey it's very energy
efficient and cost effective." He opened the door for her and
smirked, "I'm manly enough to drive it and not be ashamed."

She laughed weakly, still feeling the cloud
moving around her mind.

The car didn’t purr, it hummed along as they
drove to the holding cells. He didn’t try to fill the air with
nonsense, she liked that.

He pulled into a huge parking lot next to a
massive building.

"What is this place?"

"It’s the police detachment, we have the holding
cells here."

She turned, looking him straight in the eyes.
She didn’t speak, she looked at how beautiful he was. She let it
distract her from all of the sadness that had over taken her life.
His blue eyes were filled with yellow specs, almost like they were
blue hazel. His thick lashes enhanced the color.

"You okay?"

She nodded blushing, "How old are you?"

He smiled making her heart beat faster,
"Twenty-two."

She smiled, "Don’t you want to know how old I
am?"

He chuckled, "No I already checked on your
file."

She blushed again, "What?"

He winked climbing out of the car, "Best part of
being a police officer, I can run pretty girls before I ask them
out."

She climbed out of the car and smiled, "That's
sneaky, it's like cheating."

He shrugged, walking around the car and taking
her hand and enveloping it with his, "Hey, better I know everything
up front."

She smiled wondering if her eyes revealed the
secrets she had, the ones that weren’t in her file?

The inside of the detachment seemed sterile,
void of life and the special secret ingredient that separated
people from computers. People worked maintaining the same even look
upon their faces. The only color and excitement was in the obvious
criminals. Andy walked her past it all so quickly she was barely
able to notice them.

He stopped at an elevator. Other vacant looking
people entered the elevator with them. They never spoke or joked.
It wasn’t how she imagined an office at all.

He pulled her off the elevator, taking her to a
guard's desk.

"Hey Tom."

The older man in an odd uniform smiled, "Morning
Paulson."

Andy pulled his badge out and signed some
papers.

The door made a buzz and Andy brought her to a
room with a small plain wooden table with four chairs surrounding
it.

Nerves suddenly filled her stomach.

She hadn’t been prepared to be afraid to see her
aunt, but fear crippled her, as Andy pulled out a chair for her and
she sat.

He sat beside her holding her hand.

She had assumed it would be done through
Plexiglas with phones, not sitting at a table with her in the same
room as Andy.

The door opened, a tall blond woman in uniform
led her aunt in. Her aunt looked terrible, her long brown hair was
disheveled and her face was puffy from crying.

She looked defeated as she waked into the room
until she saw Hanna. Her face then filled with disgust, "I thought
I was meeting my lawyer."

The tall blond looked at Andy "You okay?"

He nodded and she walked out of the room locking
it from the outside.

Hanna sat staring at her aunt. Her body wanted
to jump up and hug her and straighten her hair and tell her
everything would be okay. Her heart wanted to pick up a chair and
smash her over the head with it.

Instead she sat in the chair returning the
unfavorable look.

"What do you want?" Her aunt asked and sat
down.

Hanna held back her tears, "Why?"

"Huh?"

Why?"

"Why what? Why did I do it? You spoiled little
bitch, I gave you everything and then when you turned eighteen you
got it all. None of it was mine anymore. I earned it." She leaned
back in the chair smugly.

Hanna nodded, "It wasn’t anything but money with
you ever?"

Her aunt raised her eyebrows smirking.

"You never loved me in even the tiniest amount?
You never cared for me when you tucked me in and sang to me and
read me stories? How about when you bandaged my wounds? DID YOU
FUCKING LOVE ME THEN?" She raged across the table. She felt the
change starting inside of her skin again. She took a deep breath,
fighting to stop it.

Andy put a hand on her, "Hanna."

Hanna took a deep breath watching her aunt fight
any emotions. She sighed, "I would have given it all to you."

Her aunt broke then. She cried, sobbing into her
shackled hands.

"You killed them both for money and now you're
dead to me. You've put us both in the same boat with no family and
no friends." Hanna stood and walked to the door. Andy knocked at
the door. The tall blond opened it.

Hanna looked back at the sobbing mess that used
to be her aunt, the only mother she had had for nearly a
decade.

"I would have given it all to you." She walked
from the room.

Andy gripped her hand tightly, pulling her
through the doors and back to the elevator. Hanna felt exhaustion
coming to take her but she fought it. She needed to go home.






****






Hanna sat up on her bed realizing how late she'd
slept. She glanced around the massive room and lie back. She closed
her eyes to fall back to sleep again. Nothing in the world mattered
anymore. Rebecca was dead, her father was dead, her uncle was dead
and her aunt was dead for all intents and purposes. Hanna knew she
should have died with Rebecca, not live on as the monstrous freak
she was.

Her skin still ached from the drug they'd made
her take. Everything was tragic. She recalled only months prior
planning shopping trips, prom, her team finishing first in
volleyball state finals, breaking up with Jimmy Stratton. All
things that made her feel young and alive. The past weeks had
pretty much destroyed all of those things.

A knock at the door pulled her from her pity
party.

"Come in." She spoke softly knowing Roland would
hear it, she swore he was part hound.

"There is someone I'd like you to see."

"Like a therapist? Cause honestly I think the
sanity ship has sailed and my ticket wasn't valid."

"Hanna, please."

She thought about getting out of bed and sighed,
"Roland how did I become this?"

"I believe it was a freak accident my dear. Your
body naturally fought against death with the only tool it had,
rage."

"Who is downstairs?"

"A friend. Come down."

"No. Send them up."

Roland cleared his throat, "To your
bedchamber?"

She laughed, "Yeah my bedchamber. Roland you're
so crazy."

He closed the door looking shocked, which made
her laugh harder. She wondered if she'd stayed in bed for too long.
She wondered if she had finally lost her mind from boredom and lack
of stimulation. Before she knew it, she too would have her own
series of crazy journals.

In the week she'd been in bed Andy had been by a
few times to check on her. She had told Roland she wouldn’t see
him. She wasn’t ready yet, he reminded her of the bad things she
didn’t want to deal with. She wasn’t ready for those other things
just yet, her pity party was still a full-fledged rager.

Roland opened the door looking flustered. Hanna
leaned on her elbow, still fully covered in blankets and snuggling
her pillow.

"Miss Hanna may I introduce Aleksander. He is in
a similar situation to you and I felt he might be able to help you
understand your new life."

Hanna gasped as the sexiest man alive entered
her room. She watched as Roland frowned at her and walked from the
room, leaving the door open. She yanked the covers up nearly to her
chin.

He was a god. He was a beautiful god. Dark blond
hair cut short and styled slightly messy. He had the whitest blue
eyes that she had ever seen. She imagined he could see into her
soul with them. He had perfect lips and to top it all off, he was
massive. He looked like a huge sexy Viking but in jeans and a
t-shirt. Her thighs burned just seeing him across the room.

"Hanna it's nice to meet you." He sat in a chair
on the other side of the room. His words were like listening to a
song on the wind, like they spoke only for her. Everything about
him was sex. He could have bottled it and sold it.

She watched him talking but she didn’t know what
he was saying. She liked watching him speak, noticing the way his
jaw flexed.

She closed her eyes for a second, she imagined
him touching her. She knew it would be amazing, life changing. His
touch would set her on fire just as his voice had.

"Hanna."

She opened her eyes seeing him frowning at her
with a sarcastic look on his face. She sat up dropping the covers,
not noticing she was in a flimsy pale blue tank top. She crossed
her legs with the covers floating over her legs and listened as he
said her name again.

"Hanna." It was as if he sang it. She wondered
if he was an angel. His beauty was easily worthy of it.












Chapter Eight: I like my Viking shaken, not
stirred











Aleksander






He had come as a favor to Roland, who had always
been more than kind to him in his moments of inner turmoil. He
hadn’t realized what he was dealing with when he had agreed. Roland
had called her a child many times. Aleks had assumed she was twelve
or thirteen, not nearly nineteen. He felt it completely
inappropriate being in her room. He tried speaking to her but his
effect on her seemed to be beyond difficult. He too was drawn to
her. He stood up and walked to her bed.

As he sat down he felt the error in his ways.
Something about her drew him in.

He spoke her name softly, "Hanna." It sounded
different than it had across the room.

She looked at him and as if snapping out of a
daydream, she frowned, "Sorry, I don’t know what's wrong with me. I
just don’t think I can be around you."

He laughed, "I feel the same way."

"I want to feel you."

He blushed, "Okay well I will go and tell Roland
we probably can't do this."

The smile left her face, "I want to do it."

He couldn’t stand looking at her sad. He wanted
to kiss her pink lips and wrap his hands in her silky thick
strawberry blond hair. He felt mesmerized by the long thick lashes
and honey brown eyes. She was gorgeous. He forced his eyes to
remain above her neckline. He tried to ignore her chest, which was
barely covered by the thin flimsy cotton fabric of the tiny tank
top.

She leaned in kissing him. Her lips brushed
against his softly. He felt his own lip's betraying him, kissing
her was unacceptable.

He tried to push her back but her hands reached
up grabbing at him, pulling him onto her.

His hands gripped her shoulders, as if to push
her away but they followed instinct over orders. They slid up her
arms and ran along her back instead. He felt himself sliding her
body against his, her flimsy tank top riding up as they kissed.

He pulled himself away, flashing across the
room.

She looked confused, "How did you…how did you do
that?"

"Please excuse me." He left the room suddenly,
leaving behind nothing but the warm wind.

He gasped for air standing outside Lydia's
house. He hadn’t felt anything like that before. How had the girl
made him feel desire that strong?

He paced, looking up at the house ashamed of
himself, he walked up to the front door.

He pushed away the feeling of her warm skin
against his, her soft luscious warm skin. He shivered and went into
the kitchen.

"Mister Aleks, you be needing something to drink
I think. You look all hot and bothered about something."

He frowned at Annabelle, the ghostly maid at
Lydia's, "I'm fine."

She shook her head, passing him a cold tall
glass of lemonade, "Nuh uh, I seen it before. Someone has got you
inside out. Annabelle's lemonade be fixing that."

He growled taking the glass and looked at Lydia
who was smirking at him from the other side of the kitchen, "Oh my
Aleks. Talk about the wrong girl and the wrong time."

He lifted the glass into the air toasting her,
"I'd hate to go against tradition."

Lydia burst into laughter, just as Aimee walked
into the kitchen smiling.

"Hey guys."

Aleks raised his eyebrows taking a long cold
drink, "Speak of the devil."

Aimee smirked, "Nice. You look weird."

He nodded, "Thanks."

She blushed, "Not like that, just you look. Uhm
Different." She looked at Lydia, "You rang masta?"

Lydia rolled her eyes, "Yes. I need you to go
and get the Jekyll girl. Her name is Hanna."

Aleks choked on his lemonade, feeling his face
flush, "She's staying here?"

Lydia nodded, "What did I say about timing? Yes
she is staying for a few weeks. Marcus Dragomir has been trying to
help her."

Aimee sighed, "Oh great, not only is she
possibly going to turn into a monster who I will no doubt have to
kill, but she has Marcus Dragomir after her? Great! Lydia I was mid
dungeon when you called."

Lydia frowned, "I've been meaning to talk to you
about that Aimee. You've got Danny addicted to World of Warcraft.
Yesterday I went in his room and he looked as if he hadn’t blinked
in a day."

Aleks felt heat fill him as he jumped to Hanna's
defense, "She's no different than you or Ari. Why shouldn’t she be
allowed to come here and get helped? You were allowed even after
you murdered that girl." He felt sickening regret as he said
it.

Aimee's face turned ashen, "I-I d-didn't mean
t-to." She winked away quickly, but Aleks saw the first of the
tears rolling down her cheeks.

He slumped, "That was an asshole thing to say."
He didn’t know what was wrong with him. He didn’t love being near
Aimee, but he had tried not to be rude to her.

Lydia sighed, "It certainly was Aleks. My word,
what's gotten into you? You will have to apologize to her."

He nodded, "Yes mother." He left his glass on
the counter and flashed away, feeling the warm wind filling the air
around him.

His heart still hurt when he saw Aimee, there
was no fixing that sad fact. Suddenly however, he desired Hanna. He
had only been with her minutes but his heart craved her over Aimee.
After two years of watching Aimee pine over the human it was a
refreshing change, alarming and refreshing.

He looked, realizing where he was, the beach. He
walked along kicking the sand where he'd brought Aimee, the night
he'd explained everything. Well nearly everything.

He put his hands on his face rubbing them back
and forth. He wondered how things could have gotten so out of
control. It was as if his curse had worsened when Dorian had it
broken. He thought about the medicine man and shivered, his
soulless black eyes bearing down on him and his red lips speaking
the words. The words that ruined everything.

He had never wanted to be a Rose. He'd never
fought against them but he never planned on joining. The curse had
been his out with them.

Lorri had let him live out his existence in
peace because of it. He was no use to the Roses when the only bad
guy he followed was his father. Not to mention that the only time
he showed up was after the deed was done.

He didn’t blame Dorian for having his curse
broken in a trade to save Aimee. At least with no curse he was able
to hunt everyone equally. It even benefited his hunt for his
father. He had nearly tracked him twice in six months, which was
more than he had ever done in six hundred years.












Chapter Nine: Secret Agent Man











Hanna






The shower had felt amazing. She needed to find
out who he was. She blushed thinking about the way she'd attacked
him. Something about him had bewitched her. She blushed thinking
about his fingers touching her, his lips caressing hers and their
bodies sliding against each other. She felt her skin lighting on
fire again. She wondered about how he'd crossed the room in the
second it didn’t even appear to take him?

She walked into her room sad he was gone, but
happy to still smell him in the air. She wondered if he was
downstairs, but she blushed imagining he didn’t want to hang out.
She didn’t want to have Roland realize they had never talked. She
became curious about what Roland had thought he could help her
with.

She changed and left her room, feeling more
alive than she had in ages.

Her head was filled with millions of questions,
stemming from the visit with Lydia more than a week before.

She walked down the stairs to see Roland leaning
over a gadget he had pulled apart on the table in the entryway.

"What are you doing?" She asked quietly, trying
not to make him suspicious.

Roland laughed, "Oh just fixing the toaster
oven, so how was your visit with the ever handsome Aleksander?"

She felt her face flush, "Interesting. Anyway
who is he?"

Roland looked at her raising an eyebrow, "Oh you
didn’t cover that while you were up there?"

She put her hands on her hips, "I thought it was
Lydia wanting to see me again. I didn’t know it was some huge blond
guy. You could have let me in on that."

He laughed, "You wouldn’t leave the room. What
could I do? At any rate, your nineteenth birthday party is in a
week, I've arranged for a ball as it's your last birthday."

She frowned, "What?" Her stomach fell. "Am I
dying now? I actually was just thinking I feel pretty good. That
elixir isn’t making me feel sick anymore."

"I should have said last birthday as a human.
Lets not dwell on it now. I have dresses being brought to the
mansion, I want you to choose which you'll wear. It’s a
masquerade."

She laughed, "Who will we invite Roland. I have
no friends any more and no family left. My cell phone has over a
hundred texts from my friends. Honestly I don’t know what to say to
anyone. Rebecca's death is the only thing buying me time with them.
Everyone thinks I'm lost in a depression."

He winked, "Leave it up to me. First things
first, Lydia wants you to go see her."

She frowned, "You seem weird, why are you being
all funny again and not telling me stuff?"

He sighed, "Lydia, dress, then we answer
questions dear." He looked back to the toaster over he had pulled
apart on the small table.

She frowned and walked out the front door, "Will
you at least tell me how to get there?"

He nodded, "She'll be here any moment."

As if on queue the blond girl who murdered her
father was at the front door. She looked different somehow, less
distant and frightening. She looked vulnerable as if she'd been
crying.

Hanna couldn’t pity her, she hated her instantly
upon seeing her, "What are you doing here?" She seethed.

The girl looked at her empathetically, "I have
to bring you to Lydia."

Hanna looked back at Roland who smiled and
nodded, "Aimee is much faster than a car. Now go."

Hanna crossed her arms, "I want answers before I
agree to anything."

"Death Dealer."

Hanna looked up to see Marcus Dragomir walking
up the front step with a curious look on his face.

The girl's face twisted, "You have no right to
be here."

He laughed, "I have every right to be here.
How's Lorri? Last time I saw her she seemed to be under some pretty
heavy fire."

Hanna gasped as the girls hand shot out gripping
Marcus by the throat. He smiled wickedly as if not afraid of
her.

The girl pulled her hands back, looking at it as
if she were mystified.

Marcus laughed harder, "You didn’t think I
brought my soul with me everywhere now did you Aimee. Tsk Tsk Tsk.
Foolish girl. Now if you will excuse me." He looked at Hanna making
her stomach flip, "Shall we?"

Hanna looked at Roland and the girl called Aimee
and nodded. She walked away from them both taking Marcus's arm.

"Hanna go with Aimee. I need to speak with Mr.
Dragomir myself."

Hanna looked back at Roland and frowned, "I
won't be going any where with her. If you want me to see Lydia I'll
get Marcus to drive me there. I'm sure he knows the way."

Roland looked angry but he kept his mouth shut,
thankfully. Hanna felt Marcus squeeze her arm.

She looked at him and frowned, "Just because I
chose to come with you doesn’t mean you aren’t going to be doing
some serious explaining. I want answers and I'm done with the shit
explanations."

He chuckled walking her to the large black car
in the driveway with a man in a bowler hat sitting at the drivers
seat.

"Is he for real?"

Marcus frowned, "Do you mean is he alive?"

She laughed, "No I mean is he seriously wearing
a bowler hat? Why? Is he dead?"

He laughed, "No, not that I'm aware of. I don’t
actually believe he can be killed."

She put her hands on her hips pulling her arm
from his and looked back at the house.

He opened the door for her but she bit her lip
and took a step back, "You know all the bad guys drivers wear
bowler hats in James Bond movies. It's like a signature."

His dark blue eyes sparkled, "You think I'm the
villain?"

She watched his lips move and nodded, fighting
her body, "I do. You smell like sex, you make me think about sex
and I'm not one of those girls. You're smug and cocky. That’s a
very villainous trait and you're too good looking. Oh and you have
an accent and a driver with a bowler hat."

He tilted his head examining her, "Well James
Bond is sexy, he makes every woman fall in love with him and he's
smug, oh and cocky. I dare say he has an accent, Scottish even and
he's very good looking." He put a hand up to his mouth to whisper,
"Maybe the driver with the bowler hat is trying to be badass."

She laughed and looked back at the Tudor, Aimee
was gone but Roland stood at the front door watching her. His old
eyes looked concerned.

She hated the way he avoided every question. She
put a hand out to Marcus, letting him pull her into the car and
closed the door.

The driver started the huge black car and drove
away. She tried not to look at Roland, knowing she had not listened
to her father's dying wish but she wanted answers.

She turned to Marcus trying not to breath him in
as she had the last time she had been in the car with him.

"What are you?"

He smiled, "Nephilim."

She frowned, "Uhm Bless you."

He laughed, "My father was an angel who came to
earth and got my mother pregnant."

"When?"

His dark eyes twinkled like crystals as he
grinned as if he were toying with her, "Some time ago."

"Did he stay with your mom?"

The sparkle in his eyes faded and a hostile look
crossed his brow, "He did not. I was raised by my
grandparents."

She didn’t want to ask about his mother knowing
she wouldn’t want anyone to ask where her mother was.

"What am I?"

He shrugged, "For now a girl. Maybe a woman,
although I think that line has already been crossed."

She blushed looking at the driver in the
rearview and shook her head, "What kind of monster am I? If you're
half an angel am I half the devil?"

He laughed, "The Devil is actually a very funny
woman named Lorri and no I dare say she has never reproduced anyone
or anything. You my dear are something very special indeed. You are
the worst kind of monster, man made. Though you're a special blend
of things."

She shivered feeling the attraction to him
overwhelming her. She held her breath.

He smiled leaning in, "Is it easier if I just
get it over with and kiss you."

His words brushed against her face.

She fought with the feelings over taking her and
shook her head.

He pulled back shrugging and looked at the
driver, "Lydia's Henry, if you please."

The bowler hat nodded.

Hanna watched Marcus with her eyes narrowing. He
was toying with her.

"How do you do that? How do you make me feel
like this?"

He laughed reaching up, touching her face with
his cool hand. He dragged his thumb along her lower lip, "Side
effect of what I am. Can't be helped."

She fought the urges her mind was desperately
making into images in her mind.

"Do I smell Aleksander on you?" He asked
fighting a laugh.

Her eyes widened, "What?"

He leaned in smelling her neck, "Yes, yes
Aleksander. Did he come to see you this morning?" His dark blue
eyes fought to hide something.

She imagined for a second it was jealousy and
nodded, "Roland thinks he can help me with something."

"Humph, fat chance of that. He is like you in
one respect, he to is man made." His voice was affected with
pretentious mockery.

She felt a wall come up between them, he seemed
to believe himself better than her, as if she could help the kind
of monster she was.

She turned, looking out the window. Her sudden
dislike for him made her impervious to his effects. She felt her
face flushing.

The car turned onto a dead end street lined with
huge old trees. She smiled seeing them. They reminded her of her
fathers Tudor home.

Henry stopped the car in the middle of the
road.

Marcus looked out the window speaking softly,
"The car is permitted no further." He climbed out and walked around
to her side.

He opened the door offering her his hand. She
imagined his bare hand touching hers but recalled his disdainful
feelings toward her. She climbed out refusing his hand. He didn’t
step back as she left the car. He stood his ground, forcing her to
step directly in front of him. He looked down on her, "I can't come
with you but if you need any help just ran back out here. I can't
protect you in there."

She glared at him, "She's like two hundred years
old Marcus not a Titan."

His dark eyes narrowed, "Its not her I'm worried
about."

She gulped, "What do they want with me?"

He shrugged, "They may try to keep you against
your will. If you want to I will take you to my place right
now."

She looked around him at the massive white
mansion at the end of the road and shook her head, "I need some
answers."

He took her hand in his and kissed the back
softly, "I will not leave this spot until you return."

She blushed, "Stop being nice to me and then
mean to me. You can't have it both ways."

He smirked and stepped aside creating a pathway
for her to walk to the mansion.

She felt a warm wind surrounding her as she
walked nervously up to the old house.

A girl stood at the front door on the porch, she
had dark hair and mocha skin. She wore an old fashioned dress and
an apron. She waved at Hanna excitedly.

Hanna turned back at Marcus, who smiled at her.
She didn’t know which way to walk, but she wanted answers and Lydia
seemed like the only person who could help her.

The closer she got to the house the less color
the girl on the porch seemed to have. She seemed almost translucent
as Hanna approached the porch.

"You must be's the Miss Hanna we's been hearing
bout."

Hanna raised an eyebrow seeing the front door
through the girl.

"Are you, uhm, are you a, a.."

"Oh just say ghost and get it out. Lord
suffering I don’t has all day to be standing here waiting on you.
Come in before the flies gets ya."

Hanna didn’t know what any of it meant. She
looked back at Marcus who stood at the car waiting for her to
return. She felt afraid walking up to the door to the huge
house.

The door was wide open. She crept in slowly
looking around at the huge entryway and old-fashioned iron benches
and coat hanger. She smiled at the wrought iron umbrella holder, it
suited the décor perfectly.

"Well now dear come on in and get settled. We
have much to discuss." Lydia stormed into the room grabbing her
hand and dragging her into the house as the door closed unassisted.
Hanna watched as Lydia spent a brief second looking out the front
window as they walked into a large sitting room. She seemed to be
noticing who stood on the street outside her house.

She smiled at Hanna and put her old hands on
Hanna's arms, "Well now my dear you had some nerve coming here with
Marcus. Did Roland not tell you we don’t associate with the Dark
Ones?"

Hanna frowned, "Dark what?"

Lydia rolled her eyes, "Oh I suppose we have a
lot of explaining to do. Roland seems to have left it all to me."
She grabbed Hanna's hand and marched her across the sitting room to
a large sofa.

Hanna couldn’t believe the size of the rooms nor
how many there were. She gaped, looking around. "Why am I here?"
She asked looking at the artwork on the walls. It had to be worth a
fortune.

Lydia smiled, "Well firstly we need to get
working on that elixir your father left you and secondly we need to
get you into training. You need to start working on controlling
yourself when you change."

Hanna felt her hair start to rise on her arms,
"Change?"

Lydia nodded, "Well of course, we have people
who can work with you. People who can help you in a safe
environment."

Hanna shook her head, "No. I won't change. Not
if I can stop myself."

Lydia laughed, "My dear the potion we gave you
was only ever meant to be a short term solution for your father. He
stayed on it for a long time and it killed him. He was very old and
very strong and it killed him. I swore with everything I am that I
would help you."

Hanna felt her eyes start to water, "I would
rather die than become that monster."

"Who is that man on the street?"

Hanna wiped away her tears seeing a girl walking
into the sitting room and sitting down. She was athletic looking
and plain but in a cute sort of way.

"Ari this is Hanna and that is Marcus
Dragomir."

"Is he a dark one? Should I go get rid of
him?"

Hanna smirked at the young girl who was no more
than a day older than her, if that.

Ari laughed, "Oh my god sorry, is he with
you?"

Hanna nodded, "I guess. He wont come in."

Lydia's eyes burned, "He can't come in."

Hanna watched as Ari's face fell, "Hanna you run
with rough crowds."

A hugely tall and thick boy walked in, Hanna
couldn’t gage him either. He seemed young and yet like Aimee, his
eyes spoke volumes.

"Hanna this is Lucas."

He nodded at her sitting on the couch next to
Ari. The way he sat, almost wrapping around Ari but not touching
her made Hanna uncomfortable. He seemed to be protecting Ari, as if
Hanna would hurt her. She felt a small amount of shame knowing they
must all know her for the monster she was.

"Don’t be ashamed Hanna, everyone here has
something they don’t like about themselves."

Her face flushed. Her embarrassment increased,
"I came for answers."

"Answers take time."

They sat in awkward silence until Hanna laughed,
"Okay look I need to know what the hell is going on? My friend
can't come in your yard and this guy looks like he might eat me if
I move suddenly and you look like you're ten. Are you guys dating?
Sort of gross you must be like what thirty. Dude. Lydia you want me
to come here so you can do science projects with my blood. Aimee
killed my dad and you sent her to come get me, like we could maybe
hang out and shit? This is fucking bizarre, sorry for swearing but
it is. I'm pretty sure I'm done here. Please excuse me." She
couldn't help but be slightly polite at the end.

She rose from the chair watching as the big guy
moved himself as if readying for her to do something dangerous. She
rolled her eyes and walked from the room.

"Hanna dear wait a moment please." She ignored
Lydia's voice.

She walked to the front door pulling it open to
see Aleksander standing on the deck leaning against the railing.
She started to laugh shaking her head, "You live her too? Here at
the Monster Mansion, what is this some kind of school for monster
and angel kids?"

He grabbed her arm pulling her into him. His
white blue eyes mesmerized her, "You need to stay away from him."
He pointed to Marcus.

She shook her head, "I think I need to stay away
from all of you. You're some kind of toxic weird cult. I heard
about this side of town and the cult. I just didn’t know my dad was
a card-carrying member. But it makes sense now." She pulled her
arms away from Aleks and walked down the stairs.

"Hanna wait please."

Marcus stood on the street looking ready to
break into a run. She walked to him hearing Lydia calling her back
to the house but she ignored them all.

Marcus looked relieved as he pulled her to him,
holding her tight against his hard body she felt his lips graze the
top of her head. She could feel him fighting to flex his muscles,
her body nearly groaned against the force of his embrace.

"She meets you on neutral ground from now on."
He spoke softly against her face.

"Hanna you do whatever you want to do okay. If
you want to come here we will help you. We want to help you."

She pulled out of Marcus's grip seeing the hurt
look on Aleks's face. She nodded and climbed into the car.

Marcus laughed, "Well mate I'd say she decided
how she wants this to go. So guess we'll call you if we need
you."

Aleks took a step toward Marcus but Lydia
shouted something making him stop.

Hanna felt relieved when Marcus got into the car
and closed the door, "Home Henry, if you please."

Henry started the car and drove. Hanna watched
out the back window as the mansion and the people in front of it
got smaller and smaller. Something in her gut told her she was
making the wrong choice. With everything that had gone on she
couldn’t convince herself the old woman meant her no harm.












Chapter Ten: You live in a castle, in
Oregon











When the house came into view she felt her
breath pull from her lungs, the house was huge. It made her fathers
mansion seem as if it were the guesthouse.

"You live in a castle?" She asked feeling odd
about him. She recalled the way he'd belittled her and Aleks for
being lowly monsters.

He laughed, "It's not a castle, it's a gothic
revival. I suppose it looks like a caste. I had it built years
ago."

"Like how many years, it makes Lydia's place
look brand new."

"Well Miss Smarty Pants I suppose it is a bit
antiqued in comparison to Lydia's but it's very new to me."

She frowned at him, "Gross, how old are
you?"

He laughed, "Old enough to know a nice style of
house. You young people seem to think those boxes with yards that
resembles a puzzle piece in size and shape are homey."

She laughed at him, "You're a snob."

He looked offended, "I am no such thing. I have
educated tastes and a refined palette."

Henry drove up to the huge brick castle. She
marveled at the different colored bricks in gold, beige, yellow,
tan, olive, grey and white. The colors gave the castle a luxurious
feel, which wasn’t hard. It was a castle. Henry parked under what
appeared to be a covered drive-through, like in a hotel for guests
to drop off luggage. The arched and peaked windows looked frosted.
The roof pitched and peaked in several different places, adding to
the castle look. A huge veranda wrapped around the home with pale
green metal posts and pitched tent like canopy roofs. The yard was
filled with old trees and gardens that appeared to be preparing
themselves for winter. The driveway was even artistic with mosaics
done in brick and cobblestone. She couldn’t help but look every
which way all at once, stunned by the sheer magnificence and
magnitude.

"Do you house Orphans or just live here
alone?"

"You really are a pain in the ass."

She looked at him and smiled, "What? You don’t
like being made to realize you live ostentatiously, giving to no
one?"

He smiled, "Well you're an orphan and if you
want you can live here with me." He tried to look stern, "I do have
rules about sleeping arrangements."

She rolled her eyes, "You're a dork."

He looked affronted, "I'm a what?"

She laughed.

He walked to the house but stopped to turn back
to the older man in the bowler hat, "Henry we have no further need
for the car. Park it for the night I should think, if you
please."

She frowned at him, "I'm not sleeping here with
you."

He laughed, "I never said we would sleep." He
opened the door for her grinning. She never would have entered the
house had she not had the burning desire to see inside. She'd loved
watching International House Hunters on HGTV with Rebecca and knew
she would be betraying that memory if she didn’t at least have a
glance.

The inside proved to be more incredible than the
outside. She was floored seeing the tapestries and old world charm
in the every corner, somehow matched perfectly with modern and
stylish décor. The rooms were huge, she felt silly being the only
person in them as she walked through. She felt his eyes on her as
she looked around at each fragile carving or exquisite painting. He
had a whole room dedicated to etchings.

""How long have you been collecting art?" She
whispered, somehow knowing he would hear her from across the
room.

"Too long to recall. Shall we?" He asked,
pointing to a room through a huge hallway.

She nodded following behind him, noticing
everything. She drank in the vivid colors of the abstract art and
the smooth seamless finish of the marble carvings.

The floors gleamed, making her wonder if a maid
would follow him around wiping up after he walked through a room.
Nothing seemed out of place or lived in.

"Your house is so sterile. If feels like a
museum." She spoke not thinking about how harsh it sounded.

He laughed, "Would you rather I had children
running about with a little wife tucked away some where here?"

She laughed not responding.

He walked to a huge dark grey metal door with
machines on either side of it. He looked into one machine as if it
read his eyes and put his hand up against the other. She could see
the scan reading his handprint. She raised her eyebrow at it, "Is
this the bat cave?"

He stood up as the huge door slid into the wall
with a loud groan, "It is. I will have to erase your memory before
we leave."

She smiled not certain if he was telling the
truth or joking. His humor still seemed to be too old for her to
catch up to. She hoped he was joking and left it at that.

The lab was too stunning for her to recall anything else. The white
room was huge with microscopes and glass walls with metal behind
them. The huge metal door slid back into its place but she ignored
it seeing only the most spectacular thing she'd ever seen.

"God, I wish I cared about science. This is
incredible."

She looked back at him but he ignored her and
walked to the huge metal counter in front of them with the glass
slabs and three microscopes.

"I will need that piece of paper your father
gave you." He spoke softly.

She spun watching his face, "What piece of
paper?"

His jaw clenched, "The one you carry in your
cleavage at all times." He looked up from the chart he held. His
dark blue eyes hardened, "Lets agree not to lie to one
another."

She nodded, she wasn’t sure if she wanted to nod
but his look terrified her. Okay and maybe aroused her. Something
about being afraid of him made her think about the car ride make
out session they'd had.

He smiled bringing her back to reality, "Right
well then, the paper." He put a hand out.

She put a hand into her bra and pulled the paper
out. It felt almost like cloth having spent so much time in there.
She grimaced handing it to him. He brought it to his nose and
smiled, "Smells like you."

"Oh, god, don’t do that."

He laughed seeing the desperate discomfort on
her face.

He laid the crumpled paper out and pondered over
it.

She stood watching him, wondering what help she
could possibly be.

She looked around for a chair but saw nothing
beyond the three stools at a huge counter behind him. She walked
around him and the large counter. She tried to pick up the stool
but it seemed to weigh a ton. She dragged it, making a nasty squeal
fill the open space.

He turned back giving her a disgusted look, "Do
you need some help?"

She nodded letting the stool sit back on its
four feet.

He sighed picking it up and placing it, as if it
weighed nothing, next to where he stood.

She felt her face burning and looked at the drag
marks on the concrete floor.

He muttered under his breath, "Looking less
sterile and museum like every second you're here."

She sat on the stool noticing how comfortable it
was.

"It's not my fault, this thing weighs a
ton."

"One hundred and eighty five pounds.
Considerably less than one ton."

"Whatever." She looked down at the paper and
wondered what it all meant.

"My favorite answer by far. You teenage girls
and your whatever mentality will be the declination of your
species. Imagine the results you will have on your children who
will no doubt adopt your whatever and careless attitude."

She frowned, "I can go home anytime you want to
say the magic words to Hank."

He laughed, "Magic words?"

She raised her eyebrow at him and mimicked his
accent, "If you please." She followed it up with a subtle bow.

"What?"

"You didn’t think I was smart enough to notice
you say that every single time you get him to take you anywhere? I
know I'm not a genius like my father but I didn’t just fall off the
turnip truck."

She beamed.

"You've waited your whole life to say that
sentence haven’t you?"

She nodded as she stood up from the stool and
dragged it with all her might across the floor to its original
resting place. The marks on the floor made her laugh. She walked to
the door expectantly.

He never moved. She turned back, "Scan me out of
here. I'm going home."

"Home? Home where? Back to your aunts and uncles
where they tried to kill you? Back to your dads where Roland will
no doubt send you to Lydia's where by the way they will kill
you."

He never lifted his face from the wrinkled
paper.

She slid down the door sitting on the floor and
put her hands over her face.

Nothing was making any sense.












Chapter Eleven: Sweet momma hot






Aleksander











"Want to dance?" The girl's eyes looked
dilated.

He shook his head, "Thank you but no."

"You're hot, you want to fuck instead?"

He snorted nearly spilling his drink everywhere,
"What? No. Go away."

He looked back at Mike the bartender who was
doubling over laughing.

"Asshole." He muttered.

Mike shrugged, "What did you think would happen?
You have your thingy making all the ladies want you and every girl
in here is either drunk or high."

Aleks smirked, "I forgot about that. This is why
I never come here. It's disgusting in here."

Mike frowned, "Dude not cool. I don’t come to
your house and make nasty comments. How's the drink?"

Aleks laughed, "It's great what is it?"

"Vodka mixed with tangerine, ice and oxygen
shots."

"That's weird."

"I know but the humans can drink more if they
have more oxygen which equals more money for me."

Aleks nodded, "Genius. Evil genius but whose
taking notes?"

The bar wasn't his usual sort of hang out but he
had been asked by Mike to stop in and have a chat about Roses
Business.

Mike's bar, Master Mike's was neutral territory.
No business was allowed officially but sometimes if the Dark Ones
were getting out of control or breaking the more harsh laws the
Roses would unofficially step in, for a drink.

Mike leaned over the counter, "Let me refill
you."

Aleks handed his drink to him leaning across the
counter.

Mike nodded to the right, "The guy in the blue
shirt, obvious vamp, he's the one. Brought girls every week. I
never stepped in or cared cause they always walked out looking
happy. Last few weeks he's been bringing the same girl. She's hot.
Like sweet momma hot. I actually thought for a sec she was a vamp
or a siren maybe because she was so hot. Anyway, she's starting to
look rough. I tried to step in but they are claiming her. They're
blood drugging her for sure."

Aleks felt his jaw tighten, "Where is she?"

"Back corner leaning against the wall. Hot.
Maybe Asian."

Aleks took his drink and slipped Mike ten
dollars, "Thanks."

Mike nodded.

Aleks walked away looking around the bar. Women
noticed him, human women and everyone else. His presence made them
aware of their sexuality. He couldn’t help it. It had been part of
his curse, a part of it Dorian hadn’t felt necessary to have
removed. He would attract the women so his father would get
interested in them and murder them. They had been destined to be a
team. He cringed thinking about the latest of his father's crimes.
The girl had been young and sweet. He took a large drink shaking
off the memory. The Roses liked that he could distract with his
looks.

He hated that the price Dorian had wanted was
the draw of his father's murders. Aleks had been the only one of
his kind and loved being able to avoid the Roses roster. He only
ever obsessed over his father's killings. Dorian saw the
possibility of Aleks hunting all the Dark Ones, not just his
father. He took the draw in a bargain to save Aimee. Aleks never
regretted it, he just wish the price had been something else. He
hated feeling nothing. Even more so he hated not knowing where his
father was, or at least had been.

Turning his head to the back of the room he
nearly dropped his drink to the floor.

Leaning against the wall was the most beautiful
girl he'd ever seen in his life, Giselle.












Chapter Twelve: Stuck by a buck






Hanna











She woke not realizing she had fallen asleep.
Her head rested on something. She squeezed her eyes shut and opened
them again as they focused. She was no longer within the inner
sanctum of his lab. The room was dark and eerie. She looked at the
dark blue walls and the huge fabric curtains draping at the window.
The light framed the curtains, where it seeped in the cracks around
them.

"Morning sleepyhead."

She jumped, startled at Marcus smiling at her.
She frowned, "What are you doing in here?"

She looked down to ensure she had clothes on
still.

He smirked, "This is my bed."

"Then what am I doing in here?"

He smiled and leaned down to kiss her forehead,
"You fell asleep on the floor. I thought I was doing you a service
by putting you in a bed. The floor would have been
uncomfortable."

She wanted to pull away. The smell of him was
drawing her in again. She couldn’t force herself to hate him as she
had tried before. He was being sweet, he smelled like sex and she
was already in a bed.

His eyes were full of passion, she knew the
look. It was the same as the car.

"Hanna you have me turned upside down."

She laughed, "If you weren’t such a dick I'd say
I feel the same way." She climbed off the bed, only to be pulled
back on, "You can go when I say you can go."

His mouth met hers crushing it. His tongue
forced its way into her mouth.

His hand slid up her shirt.

She panicked. His fingers bit into her skin as
his kiss grew needy.

She shoved him back feeling a ripple under her
skin, "No."

She twitched feeling the shift coming. She ran
off the bed and from the room. The hall started to get fuzzy. Her
eyes couldn’t focus. Sweat started to burst from her pours. She
could hear her screams echoing from the rooms she passed. She ran
into a room seeing a window and dove through it. She needed to be
outside. The glass shattered cutting her skin. She screamed but the
pain of the glass cuts were nothing in comparison to the war going
on inside of her. She landed with a thud on the grass below. She
was recovered and on her feet running into the forest within
seconds.

She could hear him screaming her name, as she
felt her skin tearing itself from her body. Suddenly the sound
switched off and everything went black.






****






She woke to something sharp stabbing at her
stomach. Her right eye didn't open, but her left one noticed
movements around here. She looked at the beige colored shape beside
her. Suddenly as if the sound was turned on in her ears, she heard
a scream. She shot up, forcing her right eye open. The pain of
everything hit all at once.

The scream filled her ears again. She touched
her lips feeling them closed, she wasn’t the one screaming. She
blinked seeing the beige thing move again, it moved in sequence
with the screams.

She looked at it letting her brain catch up and
recognize it. She blinked looking around. There was no way it could
be what she thought she saw.

A full-grown deer with one of its horns ripped
off lay on the ground next to her. Blood seeped from its stomach.
She reached for it but as her own hand came into view she noticed
the blood on it. She looked down at the deer's horn sticking
through her stomach.

Tears formed in her eyes as she panicked. She
tried to pull the horn from her stomach, which made her insides
scream.

She cried out, "Help me. Please help me."

Sob's filled her as she watched the animal
suffering needlessly. She had changed and wounded it. She looked
down at her clothes seeing only her underwear intact and part of
her shirt. Her whole front of her body was covered in blood, some
was hers and some the deer's. Blood seeped lazily from her stomach.
She was shivering and alone in the forest with a badly wounded
buck.

She sobbed but dragged her wounded body even
closer to the deer. The animal thrashed as if recognizing her as
the predator that had wounded it.

She laid a hand on its face. She didn’t know what to do. She looked
around the forest for a solution. Everything was bright and green
and alive. There was nothing to kill a deer just lying about. She
tried to walk but her legs buckled making her fall back down as if
her legs were broken. The huge antler in her stomach felt as it if
were ripping her open more with every move.

"HELP ME PLEASE. MARCUS PLEASE COME TO ME!"

She heaved, crying hard as she watched the deer
struggle. It screamed again never taking its dark eyes off her.

"HENRY SOMEONE PLEASE!"

She lay back feeling the pain becoming too
much.

"HANNA?"

His voice truly was like music. She sighed
knowing he would help her. She felt his feet hitting the ground
with every step. His warm hands touching her frozen naked skin was
a relief.

"Hanna, Jesus Christ what have you done?"

She looked up to see Marcus's worried eyes
taking it all in.

She smiled, "You found me. The deer. Marcus you
have to put it down."

He nodded, "I will."

She watched as his face changed slightly, his
eyes went completely black and fangs dropped as if his teeth grew.
He turned away from her. She heard the deer start to scream again
but it was cut off by a gurgling sound.

She listened to the sounds terrified of what she
wasn’t seeing.

Marcus wiped the blood his mouth, "That was
disgusting." She screamed at the sight of him.

He bit into his wrist dripping the blood near
her face, "You have to drink this as I rip the antlers out."

She shook her head, leaning away from the
crimson stream. "No. No I'll be fine I'm sure."

"Hanna drink."

"Please Marcus don’t make me do this. My dad
lived through all his injuries."

He shook his head, "I made him an immortal long
before he ever sustained anything major."

"I don’t want to be an immortal."

"Hanna my blood will heal you, that’s all. I
gave him something else to become an immortal."

Her hands shook trying to push his bleeding
wrist away from her face.

"Hanna drink or you will die."

"Its for the best. They will kill me
anyway."

He growled, "Not if I can save you." He forced
his wrist into her mouth pushing his warm, sweet blood into her
lips. He squeezed his arm as, if pumping the blood into her. She
tried to fight him but it was no use. The blood flooded her mouth.
Her only choice was to swallow before she drowned in it.

She gagged as the hot liquid filled her mouth
and slid down her throat.

Suddenly a ripping pain filled her. The blood
still pumped into her mouth making it impossible to scream. She
pushed his arm away letting the scream fill her throat.

She looked down at Marcus licking the blood from
her stomach.

"You taste much better than the deer."

She cringed, "What are you doing?"

He looked up at her, frightening her with his
black eyes, "Saving your life."

Her hands shook, her body trembled as if going
into shock. He picked her up and carried her through the woods.

She snuggled into him for warmth, "You're a
vampire?"

He laughed, "I'm thee vampire."

"The only one in the world?"

He laughed, "No silly, the first one in the
world."

She shuddered, "You're Dracula?"

He nodded, "The very one."

"But you said you were Nephilim?"

"I am."

"You're both?"

He nodded, "My father was an angel and my mother
was a human. My mother died and my father left. My grandparents who
were completely unaware of my abilities raised me. I got into
trouble because of them and was cursed."

"Cursed?"

He nodded, "My heart was taken so I would never
find love."

"Can you love?"

He laughed, "Of course I can. It was figurative.
It's harder for me to feel things though."

"Are you going to kill me? Drink my blood and
make me your blood slave?"

He laughed, "What? You would make a terrifying
blood slave. I would bite you and you would change and snap me in
half." He chuckled and shook his head, "I don’t take blood slaves.
I don’t need to eat very often, one would get bored feeding
me."

"How are you out in the sun?"

"I'm the only one like me."

"There are no others?"

"Of course there are. I made some of them and
they in turn made others." His jaw clenched.

"Is that why Lydia hates you?"

He nodded, "Yup. I broke the law." His black
eyes looked frightening against his beautiful face. The color of
them slowly turned from black to dark blue.

"What law?"

He laughed again, "All of them."

She felt off, as if something happened inside of
her. Her body began to heat up. She felt strong instantly as her
heart rate quickened.

He smiled, "There. You're all better."

"What?"

He nodded toward her stomach, "You're
healed."

She looked down at her stomach, it was smooth as
it had been before. No rips. Blood stains still covered her but her
wounds were gone.

She struggled, "I can walk then."

He shook his head, "No you have no shoes and I'm
in a bit of a hurry Hanna. Your change shouldn’t have occurred this
quickly. The elixir should have held it at bay for at least a
month. Something is different this time. I need to run tests." He
squeezed her tighter to him, "I'm not letting you out of my sight
until I have this fixed."

She wanted to fight him on it but she knew it
was pointless.

"Have you ever used your vampire abilities on
me?"

He smiled.

She frowned, "What?"

"Well once when you were about seven you came
upon me doing something not very good, with a woman in your fathers
study. I ensured you grew up without that horrid memory to haunt
your dreams."

"Oh my god that’s disgusting. That’s how I knew
your face."

He looked startled, "You remember?"

She shook her head, "No but when I read the
journal I knew what you would look like."

He looked puzzled, "That’s not a good sign."

She frowned, "Do you think my father being an
immortal is what's making me different."

He nodded, "Yes I do."

"I'm scared."

He nodded again, "Me too."

That didn’t make her feel better.












Chapter Thirteen: ADHD and Ecstasy don’t
mix
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She tried to pull her arm out of his grasp,
"Please don’t hurt me. I'll just let you do it."

He sighed pulling her into the bathroom and
shaking his head. Suddenly they were standing on the beach. It was
the safest place he could think of.

She bent over and threw up all over the rocks
and sand.

"Like what the fuck are you?" She retched
again.

He felt disgusted watching her. She was so
beautiful, probably the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen.

She stood up wiping her mouth off, "What? What
do you want? You think you can kill me? Go ahead. I've lived
through everything else."

He put a hand to his face, "Giselle you know who
I am. Think about it. Aimee told you about me. The guy you thought
was the killer and the guy who drugged you. I saved Aimee at the
party when she was choking."

Her face lit up, "Aleks. You're the Aleksander
guy. Aimee's Aleks." She started to cry, "Where is she? Is she
okay? I miss her so much. I don’t have any friends left."

He shook his head, "She's fine. She's the reason
I'm saving you right now."

She looked confused, "What? Are we in Port Mac?
This looks just like a beach we had back home. Is this home?"

He nodded, her brain was exhausting.

"So is Aimee like, here?" She asked sniffling
again.

He shook his head, "Aimee is at home, in the
city."

"Seattle? That bitch lives in Seattle and has
never called me. Are you kidding me? Oh my god that’s so not, like
cool."

He put a hand up trying to stop her, "No, no
she's in Portland."

She crossed her thin arms, "Well whatevs that’s
the same shit. I can't believe that girl. She's as bad as her
sister."

"I need to know what you're on?"

She clenched her jaw, "Huh, oh uh uh."

"What?"

"No."

He looked her deeply in the eyes and smiled
softly, "Giselle I need to know what you're on."

She batted her eyes lashes at him and frowned,
"Dude what are you doing? Are you kidding me right now? Have you
never heard of Ho's before Bro's? You're Aimee's boyfriend and
you're coming onto me." She raised a finger to him, "Don’t think
I'm keeping this shit secret. I'm telling her like everything
homie."

He sighed, "She's dating Shane again."

"What, no way. Oh my god that's so awesome." She
started to cry again, "I can't believe she never calls me. I can't
believe how much we've grown apart. I thought she was my bff."

He wanted to grab her by her thin little arms
and shake her, till answers started to pour out of her."

"Giselle I will take you to see Aimee as soon as
you answer some questions for me."

She nodded, "Okay. But I don’t want to see her
if she doesn’t want to like see me."

He looked at her doubtfully.

She conceded, "Okay I do but I'm not happy about
all this shit. Last time I talked to her dad she was still in the
center. Alise and Blake told me that she wasn’t really there and
she was really a zombie but obviously that’s not true. Alise told
me everyone thought she was dead."

He put a hand up again raising his voice,
"Please stop talking. Please. Just answer the questions, short
answers."

She jumped at him shouting at her. She looked
like she would cry again.

He ran a hand through his hair. He wondered how
she was able to resist his charms? It would be easier if she wasn’t
immune to him.

"Who has been feeding off of you?"

She bit her lip and looked down at the ground
ashamed, "A guy named Tony."

"Is he the only one you’ve fed?"

She shook her head.

"Who else?"

"Well like there was a bartender about a month
ago at some club downtown. He and I like did it once. He was my
first but then he told me to stay away. Then Tony saw me standing
outside Master Mike's and he asked if I wanted to come in with him.
I wanted him to bite me so like I said yes."

He felt disgust seeing how thin she'd gotten,
"How long has this been going on?"

"Uhhhh like a few weeks, he made me come back
every night. He's been feeding me his blood to make me like heal
faster but I just keep getting more tired. The bartender at Master
Mikes tried to help me last week. He told me to leave but then a
group of them told him that I was like their blood bag." She
sniffed again.

"Is it only Tony feeding off of you?"

She shrugged, "I don’t know. Me and Tony, we
like did it while he bites me."

"You did it right in the club?" He felt his
blood pressure shooting up. He wanted to rip Tony open.

She nodded. The ashamed look on her face was
killing him. He took a step toward her and put a hand on hers. Her
skin was damp and cold. He looked at her eyes seeing the dilated
pupils.

"When he feeds you his blood how do you
feel?"

She shook her head, "Good, like I don’t know. It
feels like I'm superwoman. Like doing ecstasy."

He closed his eyes. He had heard that some
vampires liked to take intense amount of drugs. They would then
feed their blood to humans. Most humans would be fine but Giselle
wasn’t most humans. She was never going to be as strong as a
regular human would be. Her liver transplant had been a success but
she would always be weaker. He knew that meant she would always
have to be extra cautious.

It was no wonder she looked weak and thin. The
bartender who had her the first time would have tasted her weakness
in her blood but the Dark One at the club wouldn’t have cared what
he tasted.

The bartender had tasted the illness and told
her never to come back, he'd been trying to save her.

He looked back to see her sitting on the
driftwood, huddled into herself.

His fists clenched thinking about what he would
do to Tony. He smiled thinking he would bring Lucas and Ben with
him. Nothing was more classic than vampires and werewolves
fighting.

He looked out at the sea watching the waves roll
in, thinking about how he would tell Aimee about her sister.

















Chapter Fourteen: You're making me Batty,
not that kind of Batty
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She watched him working quietly.

"So do you eat animals or people?"

He smirked not taking his eyes off the work in
front of him, "Never eat animals. You are what you eat my
love."

"Have you killed people?"

"What do you think?"

"I want you to say no."

"I killed your father."

"I watched that girl do it. I know you
never."

He glanced at her, "I made the elixir he was
taking for nearly a decade. It was killing him, suppressing the
beast."

She shrugged, "Its not what I mean. I mean have
you drank until they were dead?"

He watched her face as he spoke plainly,
"Yes."

She shivered, "When was the last time?"

He sighed rubbing his eyes, "Few years ago, no
wait. Uhm well it was at a movie release. Scarlet O'Hara, Gone with
the Wind. So it was, uhm. I don’t know. What year is it now?"

She laughed, "2012. The last time was in the
thirties? You last drained a human in the thirties and you thought
that was a few years ago?"

He blushed, "I'm old Hanna. Like old, old. Time
passes when a hundred years have gone by. I don’t recall what was
going on. I just remember that when I tasted her blood it was good.
I couldn’t stop." He laughed, "No that’s not true. I could have
stopped, but I didn’t want to."

She cringed, "What is wrong with you?"

"I have no soul. No beating heart. You've seen
the movies I would imagine. They're not so far off."

"How did the information about you and my dad
get published into novels?"

He laughed, "Disinformation of sorts. People
have discovered us. Witch hunts, burnings, the Spanish inquisition,
all our fault. Fortunately none of our kind was ever harmed, just
regular people. Women mostly. So rumors were spread, myths and
lore. It made it seem as if it were entertainment instead of
fact."

"Garlic and holy water?"

He looked annoyed, "Totally false but the day
light thing is true for every vampire beyond myself. It's partly
why I've never had a relationship with a vampire. I can't imagine
being with someone who couldn’t go out in the sunlight."

She hadn’t ever imagined he would have a
relationship with another person. He seemed so closed off and
cold.

"Your skin isn’t cold."

He chuckled looking back down at the map he was
drawing with weird letters and numbers, "No it isn’t. It also isn’t
hard as a diamond. It cuts, its soft."

"Can you be killed?"

He shook his head, "I am what Aleksander is, I
am cursed. I heal instantly. No man made weapon or even Aimee can
kill me. I believe if Lorri ever got the chance she might be able
to, but I ensure I'm never around her."

She thought about everything that had been
explained to her about Lorri being the devil. Roland and Lydia had
rambled many things at her.

"Who are the good guys and bad guys in it
all?"

He pointed at her, "Last question. I don’t
believe there are necessarily good or bad. I believe the good have
committed the same crimes as the bad so who are they to judge. The
Roses, Lorri's goon squad thinks they're the good guys, protecting
the humans from us freaks. Daniel and his monsters, who used to be
Roses, think of humans as sheep. They believe humans are the lesser
species and must bow before the rest of us as gods. They believe
what they are doing is for the good of the rest of us."

"Where do you fit in?"

He dropped his pencil and walked to her. He
stood between her thighs looking down on her, "With you. I said
last question and I bloody mean it. You're driving me batty."

She opened her mouth but he growled, "NO I don’t
turn into a bat and don’t you dare even think about asking it."

She snapped her mouth shut and smiled. He bent
kissing her lips softly.

The questions were rolling around in her
mind.









Chapter Fifteen: Boston be Damned
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The doctor shook his head as he spoke, the words
got lost but in the sentences somewhere he heard, "No
chance…hopeless…such a shame…"

Aleksander looked at Giselle taking it all in.
Her face never changed, she accepted the fate with grace and calm.
He found her behavior alarming.

He looked at her sitting on the bed in her
hospital gown, "I will be right back. I need to make a call."

She looked at him breaking his heart with her
devastating beauty, "Okay."

He walked from the room feeling desperate.

He dialed quickly.

His heart clenched as she answered her phone,
"Hello."

"Aimes I need you to come to the hospital. I'm
in Portland at the Science University. I'm at emergency."

"I don’t understand. Are you okay?"

He chuckled bitterly, "Yes of course, I'm here
with Giselle."

"What? Be there now."

The phone went dead.

Suddenly he could hear the telltale click of her
boots on the linoleum floor.

He looked back at the entrance to the emergency
ward.

Her face was drawn and panicked.

He pointed to the room, "Wait for the doctor to
leave. She'll be a mess when she sees you. She doesn’t understand
why you’ve left her alone in the world."

He hated saying it to her. He hated hurting her
that way.

Her face pinched, "I never thought, my dad said
she was fine. I just didn’t know how to fix it." Her head hung.

He put his arms around her trying desperately to
control himself and not smell her hair or kiss the top of her
head.

"How did you find her?"

He pulled her back and looked into her blue grey
eyes, "It was a tip from a friend at the blood bar Master
Mikes."

She looked confused, "She's hanging with
Vamps?"

He nodded, "She has been blood drugged
repeatedly for the last two or three weeks. Her liver has started
to shut down again. The transplant with her was always fragile I
guess."

"Well wouldn’t their blood heal her?"

"If they gave her a day or two in between
feedings and gave her blood that wasn’t loaded with drugs yeah. The
blood is probably the only reason she isn’t dead right now."

Aimee's tears rolled down her face, killing him
inside.

"I need to message Shane, he needs to be here
for this."

Aleks nodded, "I'll wait with her."

He turned and walked away wishing he could find
some closure. He wished for even the smallest ability to not think
about kissing her or the memories of her.

Giselle sat alone in the room, "They're like
admitting me. I'm being taken to the room in like the next five
minutes."

He nodded, "Aimee is here. I called her."

She looked around, "Where are we?"

"Portland."

"How? We were on the beach and then like
everything went black."

"You fainted. I have the ability to move to a
place quickly, like flying sort of."

She snickered, "I've seen it all I guess. Like
this one time I was at that blood bar and this one girl had these
green eyes. They looked like cats eyes and Tony said they were
tiger's eyes. She was a tiger. I was like no way but he said those
shifters are every where."

"You need to get some rest. Try not to get too
excited when Aimee comes in okay. You could hurt yourself."

She shook her head, "I feel pretty good."

"It’s the drugs."

Her face went pale, "What drugs? I don’t do
drugs. The doctors know I can't have any drugs right?"

He shook his head, "The vampires at the bar take
mass amount of drugs and it's in their blood stream and when humans
eat their blood they get high. It makes the humans more free and
willing, well to try new things." His voice cracked.

She gasped, "What? No."

He nodded.

Her dark doe eyes filled with tears making her
face considerably more attractive. He felt his knees getting weak
watching her.

He would have calmed her down and made her more
relaxed if his charm worked on her but it didn’t. He wondered about
it.

"Giselle?"

He looked back seeing Aimee enter the room
slowly.

"AIMES! Oh my god! Aimes you look hot. No wait
I'm pissed at you."

Aimee looked full of remorse, "Giselle I had to
stay away. I was sick."

Giselle raised an eyebrow, "Your sister and
Blake said that you were an evil killer now."

"You've seen them?" She asked without
answering.

Giselle nodded, "Yeah. Alise has been by a
couple times when Blake had work here. Well in Seattle not
here."

Aimee looked confused, "His work. I thought he
was at MIT?"

Giselle smiled, "Yeah duh, he works at the
school now."

Aimee didn’t look convinced, "He works at the
school. After a year and a half he's working there?"

Aleks felt the answer hitting him square in the
face suddenly, "Who took you to the blood bar for the first time,
the one down town Seattle?"

She shrugged, "Blake took me and Alise. They had
been there before."

Aimee looked like she would throw up,
"What?"

Giselle nodded, "Yeah he wanted to see the
vampires. He liked to watch them bite me and Alise." Her cheeks
reddened.

Aleks could see the shift in Aimee from the
sweet girl to the psychotic killer, "He does what?"

"Yeah, he asked if he could watch them bite me.
It felt weird letting him watch us do it. He seemed like Blake the
nerd though, like he was going to pull out a clipboard and take
notes."

Aleks looked at Aimee, "I think he might be
working for the Dark Ones in Boston."

"Doing what though?"

"Not a clue."

"My sister?"

He nodded, "She's probably being used to
experiment the effects of blood and drugs on humans."

Giselle put a hand up, "Whoa wait, Aimee are you
part of all this too? You let them bite you?"

She seethed, "NO, but I'd like to." She sighed
and sat at the bedside taking Giselle's hand in hers, "I gave up my
life, as it was, to live. I didn’t have enough time to wait for a
liver. I am what Alise and Blake said. I'm a monster like the
vampires now."

Aleks shook his head, "No you're not. Giselle
don’t listen to her, she doesn’t hurt anyone and she doesn’t kill
anyone who doesn’t deserve it. She works for a group of people
determined to keep people safe and prevent things like what's
happened to you from happening."

"Who did this to her?"

Aleks sighed, "Guy named Tony. He's always at
Master Mikes in Seattle."

She looked at Giselle and smiled, "I love you
and I wont let you die. I'm sorry I never told you the truth before
but I didn’t know how. Not without sounding nuts."

Giselle nodded, "It's okay Aimes. It's not your
fault. None of this would have happened if Mr. Mac hadn’t tried to
kill me."

Aimee bent and kissed her cheek. She was gone
before she even stood up from Giselle.

"What was that? Where did she go?"

Aleks sat at the chair waiting for the doctors
to come in and take Giselle up to a floor and sighed, "It's a long
story Giselle."

She laughed, "Dude where am I going?"

"Well it all started the summer Aimee and
Alise's mom died…."












Chapter Sixteen: Home/Castle Wrecker
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The dark halls of the creepy castle had started
to close in around her. She paced, wondering when and if she was
ever going to be able to leave.

He had given her another shot but it had made
her tired for days. She could feel it killing her as the beast
inside of her fought to get free.

She looked down at the plate of watermelon and
pushed it away. The huge table was filled with food, all of it made
just for her.

She thought about the taste of Marcus's blood,
the excitement that had built in the bottom of her stomach after
getting past the thought of drinking it. She had been more aware of
him for days afterward, smelling him out like a hunted animal. He
seemed to keep his distance from her. No doubt disgusted by finding
her and a partially slaughtered animal in the woods. She knew she
was hideous but she had hoped that his fangs and hunger for blood
would help him see her past her inner beast. He had said she was
his favorite monster, maybe it had all been a ploy to get her to
give him the paper.

She wondered about the paper. She knew nothing
about what was on it. She needed someone nerdy and smart to read
the paper for her. Someone she could trust, someone besides Marcus.
He seemed to have his own agenda.

She couldn’t help but like him regardless of the
fact she knew he was selfish and self-centered. She wanted nothing
like she wanted for him to take his flirting and kisses further
than they were going at the moment. She wasn't the most sexual
person the planet, of that she was certain. She had waited until
the end of high school to lose her virginity and never gave it much
of an afterthought. Somehow he had her wanting things she wasn’t
even sure how to do. It was as if some kind of fire was being
stirred inside of her.

She walked along the lonely halls wondering
where he had gone.

She walked until she reached the lab. The huge
metal door was open halfway. She had never seen it that way before.
Fear crept across her as she peered into the crack of the open
door. Seeing no one inside of the extremely well lit room she
stepped in. Florescent lights covered the ceiling of the empty
room. She glanced around wondering where he was. She hoped he
wouldn’t come back to find her inside and alone. She walked to the
table where he had left her note. He had improved upon it at the
very least. It was covered in scribbles and a bunch of further
nonsense.

She picked it up feeling the guilt and betrayal
inside of her, warning her to put it back. She folded the paper and
tucked it into her bra again. It was the only thing of her fathers
she ever carried with her. It was her salvation in his eyes and he
had sacrificed everything to keep her safe.

She turned running from the room. She couldn’t
hear anything beyond her own footsteps. She took her shoes off and
padded in her sock feet. Marcus, or rather Henry, had brought her
bags of new clothes. They weren’t sexy clothes either, they were
her type of clothes. The bags were full of jeans, t-shirts,
hoodies, flip-flops and sneakers. She had half expected him to
bring her dresses to go with the castle motif but he had not. Even
her pajamas had turned out to be her favorites, fleece. Marcus had
let her sleep in her own room.

She carried her runners softly creeping through
the castle halls. The muted light made the anxiety she was feeling
overwhelm the guilt.

Suddenly in the muted light and eerie halls she
heard a noise. She stopped dead in her tracks holding her breath
and willing her heartbeat to give pause.

The old wide halls echoed the sound as if it
came from every room all at once.

It was a woman's giggle.

She felt a rage build inside of her.

A woman was in her castle.

Her castle? She shook her head. Suddenly she
realized she considered Marcus hers. Even the beast inside of her
seemed to concede he belonged to them.

She felt her feet start walking toward the noise
before she had formulated a plan. Her fingers gripped the sneakers
in her hands. She felt the canvas tear between two of her fingers
but she ignored it, she had a mission. She needed to find the
noise, or rather find its source.

"Marcus stop, really it's not funny." The
woman's voice filled the hall again but this time she could tell it
was coming from Marcus's room.

"Monique please for the love of god just let me
do it." Marcus sounded light, he never sounded that way with
her.

Hanna froze in her steps again. Her heart was
racing.

"Fine but I want something in return." The woman
giggled again.

Hanna didn’t wait to hear the rest of the
conversation. She quelled the need of the beast to escape and eat
the girl in the other room, she ran. She ran hard and fast until
she was free of the castle.

She looked at the car and jumped into the front
seat.

She started the car throwing it in reverse and
squealed the tires, burning out of the circular driveway.

She watched as a shirtless Marcus appeared at
the entryway of the castle screaming her name.

She threw her middle finger into the air
screaming obscenities she knew he would hear and raced down the
road.

She knew he could chase the car and probably
would. She didn’t make a single stop sign or light. She nearly got
hit several times as she headed out onto the freeway and back
toward home.

Rage wasn’t the right word, blind hatred was and
it rode every inhale and exhale she seethed.












Chapter Seventeen: Don't mess with Texas or
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He paced outside of the room as he tried to
listen. He wished his hearing were better as he tried desperately
to make out the hushed words spoken beyond the closed door.

"She said she wished she had just died.
Everything would be different if she had just drank the lemonade
alone."

Aleks turned smirking at Lucas, "Thanks."

Lucas shrugged, "So is that the hottest girl on
the planet or am I crazy?"

Aleks nodded "She is, there is no doubt. I've
lived hundreds of years and that is the most beautiful girl ever
created."

"She yours?"

Aleks frowned, "How is Ari, speaking of girls
you're interested in?"

Lucas chuckled, "Not for me man, I was just
asking is all. Ari is Ari, you know. She's still different from all
the pushes affecting her life but I like her that way. She's moody,
I like moody."

Aleks shook his head, "That’s weird. Where's
Ben?"

Lucas laughed, "Speaking of weird…he's around.
He was in Boston a few days ago. Something is up there."

"Tell me about it. This shit storm here has
Boston written all over it."

"Who is she?"

"Aimee's best friend from back home."

Lucas made a face, "Yikes, someone messed with
Aimee's bff, wow. Death wish much? Where is Aimee?"

"Doling out the punishment no doubt. Where's
Ari?"

"Hopefully not with Aimee, she'll be scarred for
life, if she is."

Aleks frowned, "Why?"

Lucas raised his eyebrows, "Have you ever seen
Aimee in action, pissed off? She can take the soul nicely or she
can rip it from your flesh." He shivered, "Not pretty. I will say
though my wolf likes to clean up her messes."

Aleks laughed, "That’s disgusting."

"So did you see the invitation we got? Roland
has invited the whole mansion to a ball. Hanna's nineteenth
birthday."

Aleks laughed, "What?"

"Yeah dude. Roland invited everyone. I think he
even invited Annabelle."

"A ball?"

"Yeah."

Aleks scratched his head, "Like gowns and tux's,
but with werewolves and vampires and angels and demons?"

Lucas frowned, "Yeah. Seriously how is this that
hard for you to grasp?"

"I don’t know its just weird."

Lucas laughed, "Do we get a gift?"

"Not sure. What do you get for the
multimillionaire daughter of Mister Hyde?"

"Clothes. I heard she shreds more than me and
Ben do."

Lydia opened the door, "Could you eavesdrop a
little quieter?"

Aleks felt his face flush, "Oh uh, we were just
chatting. Sorry. How is she?"

Lydia's eyes dropped, "Oh good. On the mend."
She looked up at Aleksander when she said it. He nodded knowing
exactly what she meant.

He looked at Lucas, "Tell Aimee to text me when
she gets here."

Lucas nodded, "Alright."

Lydia looked at Aleksander horrified, "You
can't!" She spoke in a whispered tone.

He nodded, "I can and I'm going to."

He was gone before Lydia could say anything
else.
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She drove confusedly for blocks. She didn’t know
where she was only that they had headed east the one time she had
been there. None of the streets felt right to her.

She drove until she smelled it. The amber
incense she had thought was Marcus but had been in the wind at
Lydia's old mansion.

She turned onto the street and within a few
blocks of driving, with her head out the window, she was at the
street lined in huge old trees. She turned onto the street and
drove until the car died. She looked around. The car stopped in the
same spot that Henry had stopped it the last time. She sighed and
rolled her eyes climbing out of the car. The magical people and
bullshit guards and weird cars were beyond annoying.

She looked up at the huge mansion at the end of
the road. She walked along the road noticing the massive trees and
the smell that always seemed to be around. If she was honest with
herself she would swear the wind spoke to her, calling her name. It
smelled inviting but scared her at the same time. She felt her skin
shiver as walked into the yard.

She walked until she reached the front door. She
rang the old fashioned buzzer.

The ghost maid appeared instantly at the door,
"Miss Jekyll you be back. Ms. Lydia be up the stairs."

She floated back into the house never actually
opening the door. Hanna reached out and opened the door. She walked
inside noticing the silence of the house immediately.

She stalked silently into the kitchen. No one
was there. She walked around into the sitting room to find it empty
also.

She went to the grand staircase, taking it one
stair at a time and listening for sounds.

"Are you crying dear?"

She jumped seeing Lydia at the top of the
stairs.

"Are you alright?"

Hanna nodded, "I want you to put me to
sleep."

Lydia's face dropped, "Why, what have you
done??"

Hanna looked down ashamed of the pain she felt
for loving someone who was using her, yes she could admit it to
herself, she loved him. She felt horrified she had wanted to kill
that woman and if she had hadn’t fought with every inch of her
being that bitch would be dead.

"Darling those aren’t reasons to be put to
sleep. We don’t call it that anyway. That’s barbaric."

Hanna sniffed, "I killed a deer too. Harmless
little deer. He never did anything to me but I murdered him."

Lydia laughed softly, "Oh my sweet girl no.
Murder is only something people do to each other. You accidentally
hurt that animal. You weren’t in your right mind."

Hanna knew her suffering wasn’t about the deer
but the loss of her heart. She'd left it back at the castle.

"Come, Annabelle pours the most remarkable
healing bath. We have your room already done up."

She looked at the old woman and frowned, "You
do?"

She nodded, "Yes of course. It's been ready for
you since the day your father died. This is where he wanted you to
come. We got your birthday invitation. Are you excited?"

Hanna felt shocked, she had only spoken to
Roland a handful of times in the past days. He hadn’t mentioned the
ball since she'd left him standing at the front door of the Tudor.
He also had seemed to forget to mention she was supposed to be
staying with Lydia. She wondered why they wanted her to live in the
old house?

"Not really. Everything else feels pretty
overwhelming right now."

Lydia took her hand, "Hanna sweetie, a girl only
turns nineteen once. Try to enjoy it."

Hanna walked along the hallway letting Lydia
push her until she heard a moan. She turned to see a stunning young
woman, maybe her age in the bed of a massive room. She looked ashen
and sick but absolutely gorgeous otherwise.

"Who is that?"

"A friend of Aimee's, she's not well."

Anger welled inside of Hanna, "Is she going to
mercy kill her like she did my dad?"

Lydia sighed, "She wont get the chance I'm
afraid."

Hanna felt her phone going nuts in her pocket.
It was new so she knew who it was. She checked just to be certain
it wasn’t Roland. She looked at the messages pouring and clicked
the off button. She didn’t want to hear his pathetic attempts at
getting her back. She knew it was the piece of paper he wanted.

She followed Lydia up a second set of stairs to
a large room with a huge dormer. Annabelle was there, already
pouring the bath, "Now miss you just lie back and lets Annabelle
take good care of you."

For the oddest reason she couldn’t explain she
let the maid undress her, she let her help her into the steaming
hot water and she let her scrub her back. She looked out the window
as Annabelle went to work all the while humming the most haunting
song she'd ever heard.












Chapter Nineteen: I. Will. Owe. You.






Aleksander











He had always considered the old gloomy castle
as over the top, he had despised Marcus for years. Seeing Henry
brought back memories of the time they had all spent together
before.

He knew he was desperate if he was making the
walk up to the ostentatious heap of glamour and attention
seeking.

Henry answered the door smiling wickedly.

"Is he home?" Aleks didn’t have time for the
nonsense.

Henry nodded opening the door and walking from
the massive entryway. It was the size of an apartment.

"What could you possibly want beyond the moments
gloat I will permit? You have won but I will not give up."

Aleks frowned, "I have no idea what you're on
about and honestly I neither care nor have time for it. I need a
favor." He struggled to maintain his composure, "I. Will. Owe.
You."

Marcus burst into a fit of laughter, "You don’t
have her then? Where would she have gone? I've spoken to Roland but
the old goat told me she wasn’t there. He could have lied."

"MARCUS!"

Marcus turned to him suddenly, "What?"

"I need you to save someone."

Marcus looked puzzled, if not a slight bit
intrigued, "Save? Like create?"

Aleks nodded. He was unable to speak. He knew
what he was doing was wrong but he had no choice. Giselle had
suffered more than anyone deserved to and Aimee had nearly died
saving her. Aimee would never come back from the brink of insanity
if Giselle died. He feared she would end up with the Dark Ones.

"You? You want me to save someone? A human?"

"For Christ sake, yes. How else can I explain
this? Do you have some paper and a pen? I could draw it like we all
did in the eighties."

Marcus beamed, "You would owe me?"

Aleks nodded, "Yes."

Marcus thought for a moment and then shook his
head, "No."

Aleks frowned, "You understand what you are
turning away?"

Marcus nodded, "As much as I want you dead,
because I can't stand your tormented soul nonsense, no. Who ever it
is will just have to die."

Marcus turned away stalking down the hall. Aleks
wanted to go after him but he knew Henry could hurt them both.
Aleks didn’t want that anymore than Marcus did.

"I will kill you before I let her die."

Marcus turned back, "We're deadlocked mate. You
can't kill me and unfortunately I can't kill you. Shall we wrestle
in the garden like men?" He turned and walked away again.

"I know where she is."

Marcus stopped. Aleks was bluffing but Marcus
didn’t know that.

He turned back, "You're lying."

Aleks shook his head, "She wants to be with me
now. We had a thing, not sure if she told you about it." It was a
gamble but it was entirely worth it watching Marcus's face
bend.

Aleks beamed, "Surely you must have smelled me
on her that morning you came for her. I had been there first. If
you know what I mean."

Marcus screamed running at him. He dove in the
air moving as quickly as a bullet. Aleks whisked himself to the
right suddenly letting Marcus hit the wall with a thud. Bits of
rock and castle fell to the floor spitting dust into the air.

Aleks laughed sending Marcus into a fit of
rage.

Something black moved in the background and
before Aleks could leave the castle he was slammed against a
wall.

He watched as Marcus too was ripped from the
ground and flung against the opposite wall.

Henry walked into the room pulsating energy at
them both.

Aleks groaned desperate to breath, "Henry.
Please. Stop."

Marcus laughed, "Henry, we will stop this
nonsense if you could put us down, if you please."

As abruptly as they were dangling in the air,
they were both on the ground in a heap.

Aleks wheezed for a moment trying to get his
collapsed chest to puff back up. He watched as Marcus did the
same.

"You bring her back to me. We have a deal."

Aleks nodded vanishing from the castle before
Henry killed them both.












Chapter Twenty: We can do it the nice way
or Aimee's way






Hanna











Voices filled the space, it sounded like the
house was full. She walked from the room she'd been given down the
hall.

"You the Hulk?"

She turned sharply seeing a guy about her age,
"What?"

He smiled making her smile. His face was
handsome with dark hair and eyes. She felt herself getting lost in
the dark pools beneath the long thick lashes.

"The Hulk, you know turns green, rips his
clothes off as he grows huge and acts like a giant psycho."

She laughed, "I don’t turn green."

He laughed with her, "That does make all the
difference in the world."

"Do I know you? Who are you?"

"Sam."

She put a hand out, "Hanna."

He looked at her hand. He took it in his own and
pulled it up to his lips, kissing it softly. She felt heat spread
from her hand to the rest of her body. Her face flushed.

"Never let anyone in their house touch you
Hanna. You never know what their hands do."

He kissed her hand once more. Pleasure filled
her making her knees buckle. She ripped her hand away swallowing
hard, "You look familiar. What are you?"

He grinned, "A little of this and a little of
that mixed with Nephilim."

She shook her head, "I don’t know what that is.
I know it means half angel and half human but I don’t know what it
means."

"That’s probably for the best. Nice seeing you
Hanna."

He turned and walked back into his messy room.
Hanna stood still for a moment, catching her breath.

She walked down the stairs unable to get Sam out
of her mind. His lips pressing against her hand made her forget to
breath. Remembering the kiss made her forget to breath.

She walked down the second set of stairs to the
kitchen. She was starving.

Voices filled the kitchen as Hanna walked around
the corner, feeling like an intruder.

"Hanna my dear you're awake, how lovely. Come
and have some breakfast."

She looked at the kitchen, it looked much larger
than the last time she had been in it. She looked at the grin on
Lydia's face and frowned.

"The house always makes room for everyone Hanna.
Come and have a seat."

She looked at the huge long table. Kids sat at
it, young kids. She smiled at a girl with pigtail and missing
teeth. Suddenly she wasn’t there anymore.

"Sorry they're still getting used to the idea of
you." Lydia passed her a plate of food filled with waffles and
bacon and sausage.

She looked at the open chairs deciding on one
next to a guy near her age.

She looked at Lydia again who laughed, "Hanna
once people like you and these guys, hit the age where their bodies
are finished developing they age ridiculously slowly. Nephilim age
slightly faster than Fae. Vampires don’t age at all and neither do
Death dealers like Aimee. The fallen don't age obviously."

Hanna shook her head, "I don’t know what you're
talking about."

A young chubby boy with glasses got up from his
chair and walked to Hanna. He looked up at her and smiled. He put
his hand on her arm.

Suddenly the brightest light she could imagine
filled her eyes as knowledge filled her mind.

She saw everything from his point of view,
making the Roses a positive. She saw things as if a movie played
inside of her mind.

The light was gone as quickly as it had come. He
was still smiling but he had removed his hand.

Hanna staggered back a bit, "What are you?"

He put his hand up again but Lydia grabbed it,
"Use your words Danny."

"Nephilim." He sat back down to finish his
breakfast.

"God everyone is Nephilim."

Lydia laughed, "Yes well. These kids aren’t even
close to their full power. Most non-humans don’t gain power until
they're past the age of puberty. Nature's safe guard I believe.
These guys are very early to have any power. Their parents are very
strong though."

Hanna looked at Lydia, "What does that make
you?"

"Witch."

"Like which you or you're a witch?"

Lydia laughed, "Eat your breakfast, I'm a
witch."

"So are none of you my age? You're all old but
look young I bet. Am I the youngest at the table?"

"Some are younger than you. Sam is your age and
Ben is a little older. You and Ari are close in age."

Hanna looked at them all, "So you turn into a
wolf and you're little half angel kids? Ari is like you half angels
and wolfie is Fae?"

They nodded.

She shrugged and sat next to the good-looking
wolf guy Danny's mind flash half explained.

He smiled at her, "I'm Ben."

She smiled back, "I'm Hanna."

"So is this a training camp?"

Ben shook his head taking a bite of waffle.
Watching him chew was a very nice experience, his jaw muscles
flexed. His emerald green eyes sparkled, as he spoke, "No it’s a
haven. These little rug rats are here for safekeeping. Everyone
here…"

A commotion filled the hallway interrupting
Ben.

Hanna looked up as the girl who killed her
father and the dark haired girl walked in smiling. Aimee was
covered in blood and the other girl, Ari, was wiping her bloody
hands off on her pants.

"Girls!" Lydia sprang into action.

Aimee laughed, "It's not our blood Lydia."

Ari looked evil as she spoke, "The blood club
wont have much in the way of business for a while."

Hanna looked at Ben who was smiling, "Aimee you
go all agro on them?"

She smiled wickedly.

Ari shook her head, "I may never be the same
again. I have never been that grossed out in my life."

Aimee laughed, "It was just rewards."

"Ari you should have called me. I would have
come for sure." Ben looked miffed he'd missed a good battle.

Hanna misunderstood still. The little Danny's
visions had cleared up what The Roses was and sort of what they
were but it didn’t clear up exactly what they would be fighting
against. Or why they were fighting.

She knew Marcus had told her about the
intentions of the Roses and the Dark Ones, but she didn’t
understand how wars could still be happening.

It seemed very cut and dry to her. Don't tell
humans, don't hurt humans.

Aimee smiled over at Hanna making rage build
inside of her. She felt the slither under her skin, but then Lydia
was in front of her, "Remember the deer sweetie."

Hanna took a breath nodding. She wanted to
change, she wanted to rip Aimee apart in revenge for her father.
She didn’t want to hurt anyone else.

Hanna tried not to lose control of the beast
inside of her.

"Babe, you shouldn’t have gone without me."

Hanna looked up to see Lucas, who she realized
was almost identical to Ben next to her. He wrapped his arms around
Ari and kissed her.

Hanna watched, as Aimee looked away, everyone in
the kitchen looked away.

Ari pushed him back, "You would have been
distracted. There was a lot of blood."

Aimee smirked at him, "It was like a Quentin
Tarantino movie."

Everyone laughed.

Hanna got scared, children were laughing about
killing a bunch of other people, like it was a video game. But it
wasn’t a game, they were real live people. No one in the room cared
at all for loss of life. None of them respected anything. They
craved bloodshed.

"Hanna it isn’t like that at all." Lydia spoke
frowning.

Hanna got up from the table suddenly and walked
from the room. She worried her father had been nothing but another
notch on Aimee's belt. Aimee and Ari, she wondered what kind of
girls they had been before they became what they were?

She walked up the stairs to the second floor.
She passed the room where the smell of sickness filled the air. She
looked in to see the sick girl smiling at her.

"Hey."

Hanna smiled, "Hey."

"You can come in if you want to."

Hanna nodded and walked into the room.

The girl looked sick and fragile. Her long silky
dark hair sat around her thin face. Her eyes looked weak.

"Are you the new girl?"

Hanna shrugged, "Maybe. I'm Hanna."

"I'm Giselle."

"Are you one of them?"

She shook her head, "I'm friends with
Aimee."

Hanna frowned, "Oh wow, you're like a human. I
didn’t think she had human friends. She's pretty cold."

The girl shook her head, "No she's the best.
Aimes is like the sister I never had. I've known her for like a
million years, she's awesome."

Hanna nodded, "I'll take your word for it I
guess. Why are you in here?"

"I'm dying. I let Vampires feed off of me and I
fed off of them."

Hanna frowned recalling her and Marcus in the
woods, "You can die from that?"

The girl laughed, "No duh. I had a liver
transplant, Aimee and me were drugged by a rapist science teacher
at like a party. It made Aimee what she is now and almost killed us
both. I got my new liver but it was still crazy weak. The vamps
were doing mad drugs and feeding me their blood."

"It's called Blood Drugging. It makes the human
high with the Vampire."

Aimee walked into the room.

Hanna felt a low growl in her throat, seeing the
girl standing there with streaks of blood on her.

"I am sorry Hanna. I was only ever doing what he
asked me to. I didn’t want him to die, but he was going to change
any second. It would have been the last change of his life, his
body was dying. The beast was too strong for his weak body to hold
back any longer."

Hanna watched her face. She looked sorry and yet
she was covered in someone else's blood. "You're apologizing for
killing my dad, my only family. Yet you're covered in the blood of
someone else."

Aimee lowered her grey blue eyes, "I had no
control. When I saw what they had done, I lost it. There were other
girls…" She looked up but her eyes were haunted, "I killed every
one of them. No one will ever suffer from them again."

Giselle smiled, "Dude you didn’t have to do
that. I wanted to go to the club."

Aimee shook her head, "You were becoming an
addict. The blood is addictive on its own, adding cocaine and
ecstasy to it only makes it worse. They knew that."

Giselle shrugged, "Whatevs nut ball, you got goo
all over you. It's nasty."

Aimee blushed, "I'm going home for a shower. I
have to speak to Lorri and find out what we can do to fix you."

Giselle laughed, "Girl you can't like fix this.
I'm like a cat with nine lives and this is the ninth."

Aimee reached for her hand but Giselle pulled
back horrified making Aimee laugh, "It's going to be okay. We will
find a way."

"Go shower, you smell."

Aimee nodded, looking at Hanna, "I really am
sorry Hanna. Your father was an amazing man. I never knew he meant
for you to be there. I promised him in the end I would do it the
way he wanted."

Hanna nodded, feeling the piss and vinegar wash
out of her, "Thanks."

Aimee turned and left, "Be back in a bit." She
was gone from the room with a whoosh.

Giselle frowned, "Don't let it fool you. She
isn’t always like this. She's super worried about her sister. She
used to be, like, funny. She was a huge nerd, like I mean science
camp smart."

Hanna looked up, "Seriously?"

Giselle nodded, "Dude she was like quiet and
smart and nerdy. She saved my life. Now she's kind of hard and
cold. You only ever see her laugh and shit with Shane. We went to
school with him."

Hanna nodded, "Crazy." She couldn’t help
thinking about her fathers note. She wondered if Aimee would be
able to decipher the numbers and letters in the equations. If she
could solve it without Marcus things would get a lot simpler for
her.












Chapter Twenty-One: Look into my eyes, you
are feeling sexy, very sexy






Aleksander











He felt ashamed of himself as he walked into
Giselle's room seeing Hanna there.

He smirked at her, "Hey."

Hanna blushed, he could see her eyes remembering
their first meeting.

Giselle seemed oblivious, which wasn’t new for
her.

He cleared his throat, "Can I talk to you?"

Hanna nodded and got up from the chair, "It was
nice hanging with you." She spoke softly.

Giselle smiled, "Yeah come back and visit. The
circus freaks here are not as entertaining as I thought they would
be."

Hanna laughed and followed Aleks out into the
hallway.

He felt anxious about saying what he was about
to say, "I need you to go back to Marcus."

She frowned, "What?"

He felt the shame crossing his face, "I need him
to save that girl and the only way he will do it is if you go
back."

She crossed her arms, "No."

He looked at the hurt on her face, "Hanna, look
I know we had a weird meeting for the first time. I'm confused by
it too. I can't seem to keep my thoughts on what they need to be on
when I'm around you." He looked her directly in the eyes and smiled
his most charming smile, "I don’t want you to go back to him but I
can't let her die. It's all my fault she's even sick."

He watched as her eyes dilated, as she drank in
his charms and nodded, "Okay."

He smiled again.

She reached into her shirt and pulled out a
piece of paper, "I need Aimee to go over this and text me the
answers."

He took the paper, "Okay I will get her to do it
when she gets back. Can I take you there now?"

She smiled staring up into his face. He bent
kissing her lips softly. He couldn’t help himself. She kissed him
back wrapping her arms around him.

It seemed when he used his charms on her they
bounced back on him.

He lifted her into the air, holding her against
him.

"I need to go home. I need to see Roland first.
I will go right after my birthday party. I promised Roland I would
be there for it. It's tonight."

He nodded and instantly they were standing in
the foyer of her house. She looked peaceful seeing her
surroundings. He watched her sigh and lighten up. He didn’t know
how she had been able to fight his persuasion but she had. She had
chosen her birthday over Giselle. He assumed she didn’t realize the
severity, not the way he did.

Roland walked in smiling, "My dear girl you made
it in time. I have the dresses and all the ladies to do your hair
in your room upstairs. They've only just arrived."

Aleksander couldn’t bear to smile at the old
man, he had betrayed Hanna in the worst way.

Hanna squeezed his hand, "See you tonight
then?"

He nodded, bowing slightly, "Tonight."

He was gone and back to the house instantly. He
only hoped Giselle would last long enough for Hanna to celebrate
her birthday.












Chapter Twenty-Two: The Monster's Ball






Hanna











The dresses all fit remarkably but the pale
green one made her hair come alive. She twirled looking at it as
her reflection floated past in the mirror. She was excited and
nervous. She stood still as the finishing touch was added to her
face, a small beaded black masque. It covered the top of her face
only.

Roland walked into the room beaming, "You look
like a princess. My word that is a dress."

She looked at her reflection and nodded. The
dress was a sweetheart cut with silver beading along the bust and
hemline. It was pale green with a shimmer to the material. It was
strapless and fit perfectly. Her chest made attempts at escaping
through the top, making her wish she had a cover of some sort.

"Your parents would have loved to be here at
this moment. They would have done anything to be here Hanna. This
was your mother's wish. Its tradition in her family."

She nodded trying not to tear up.

"Your guests are waiting."

She turned to him, "Who have you invited?" She
honestly couldn’t think of any friends who would want to come. She
had vanished from her world. She responded to no one. Her old
friends had stopped texting and messaging her at all.

"Trust me." He offered her an arm. She took it,
gripping for dear life.

He led her down the stairs and through the long
hall to the great room. As she entered the large opening clapping
started up. She looked to see a massive room full of people.
Everyone was dressed in gowns and suits. Their faces all wore a
masque. They sang happy birthday, making her face blush beneath
hers.

The room was transformed. She had never wanted
the birthday party. She had ignored the day for years, forcing her
aunt to treat it as a normal day. Her mother had made a big deal
out of it every year, before she passed away. Hanna had never felt
up to it after that.

"I asked Lydia to let you stay with her. I know
she wants you there. I needed to prepare. I only hope I was able to
do your mothers wishes justice." Roland whispered in her ear.

She felt her eyes water, "It's beautiful. Thank
you Roland."

The ceiling was covered in twinkling lights and
the walls were filled with vines of a sort, making it seem as if
the room went on beyond them. There was a bar set up in one corner
and soft music playing from a string quartet in the other
corner.

Roland gripped her hand leading her into the
room. It felt surreal, the room was packed with people.

Lydia was suddenly in front of her, her eyes
sparkled behind a dark purple masque. Hanna would have known it was
her from a mile. No ones eyes sparkled like Lydia's. She embraced
Hanna warmly, "Happy Birthday dear girl."

Hanna hugged her back, "Thank you Lydia."

Instantly she started to recognize the eyes
behind the masques, Aimee, Ari, Lucas, Ben, and the little kids
from the breakfast table.

A man she didn’t recognize walked up to her
smiling with soft looking lips, "Happy Birthday Hanna."

She nodded allowing him to take her hand, "Thank
you."

"You don’t recognize me do you?"

She frowned, "No. Sorry."

He laughed, "It's Andy."

She frowned looking harder. Behind the masque
she noticed his eyes and laughed, "Thank you for coming."

He shook his head, "I was stunned when Roland
asked me to come."

"I'm glad you came." She was telling the truth.
She liked him. He was the boy next door.

Aimee walked over with a man, Hanna was pretty
sure she didn’t know.

Andy turned and smiled brightly, "Bagley."

The tall man next to Aimee put a hand out,
"Paulson, nice to see you man. Weird seeing you here."

"I know right. I'm a friend of the birthday
girl. You?"

The tall man pointed to Aimee, "My girl."

Hanna watched his eyes meet Aimee's. Her grey
blue eyes sparkled and came to life. Aimee giggled. It was fleeting
and Hanna had to pinch herself lightly to be sure she heard it.

"How did you two meet?" Aimee asked still
looking randomly at the man beside her.

Andy looked at Hanna and shrugged, "Pulled her
from the woods."

Aimee's eyes flashed fear, as if she suddenly
realized where they were, "He found you?"

Hanna shook her head, "No he was the police
officer who was on my file."

"Weird. I'm being rude, Hanna this is Shane my
boyfriend. He works with Andy."

Hanna put her hand out "Nice to meet you."

"You too. Happy birthday."

"Thank you."

Regardless of the fact it was her birthday and
all eyes were on her, Hanna felt someone watching her from the
other side of the room. She looked up to see the most beautiful
eyes in the room, fixed upon her. They watched her from behind a
dark grey masque. She felt her breath leave her chest. She bit her
lower lip, no longer aware of anyone else in the room.

He walked to her as she turned toward him and
away from the people she was speaking with.

"May I have this dance?"

His hand came out for hers. She put her hand
into his. The warmth of it sent a shiver up her back.

As his arms encompassed her, he spoke softly in
her ear, "Hanna I told you not to take anyone's hand."

She smiled remembering his beautiful face.

"Sam."

He chuckled, "You didn’t recognize me?"

She shook her head. She couldn’t speak, feeling
her chest being crushed into his.

"Sam why do I feel like I know you?" She spoke
softly, struggling with her words. Something about him made her
thighs ignite.

"I feel the same way. I find myself lost,
watching you." He kissed her cheek tenderly, "Happy birthday
Hanna."

He held her against him as if he were savoring
every second he got. She forgot anyone else was in the room.

The song felt as if it was over too quickly. He
stepped back smiling, "Thanks for the dance."

She gripped his hand, but his eyes darted behind
her. She heard a throat clear in the background, but all she saw
was Sam. His eyes were black pools she wanted to get lost in. He
let her hand drop and stepped into the crowd. The further away he
got the colder she got.

She turned to see Andy smiling at her, "Want to
dance?"

She glanced at the people milling about and
nodded. Andy pulled her to the open space near where the quartet
played and took her in his arms.

"Are you having a good birthday?"

She nodded as she looked across the room,
wondering where Sam had gone.

"Weird your friend came with my friend." She
spoke after a moment, realizing she was being rude.

He nodded, "It is weird."

"How long have you known him?"

"A couple years, we joined the police at the
same time."

She looked into his eyes, she felt the same
attraction for him but something was in the way suddenly.

As the song ended she felt another tap on her
shoulder, "May I cut in?"

She recognized the dark blue eyes immediately,
"No."

Marcus stared her down, "Please."

She felt Andy tense, "She said no."

Hanna flinched watching Marcus react to being
spoken to by Andy. She turned back to Andy and smiled reassuringly,
"It's okay. I was joking."

"Are you sure?"

She nodded and let Marcus take her into his
arms.

She felt as if they were floating above the
ground, she wouldn’t be surprised if they were.

"Hanna I need to explain."

She looked away from him, "No."

He kissed her cheek softly, "Hanna please come
home with me. I need to explain everything. What you think was
happening was not. I would never do that…"

She turned sharply cutting him off, "I don’t
want to know."

His eyes pleaded with her, which she was certain
was new for him, "Hanna."

She shook her head, "No." She hated him. She
hated that he'd hurt her. She'd been in his castle for days and
he'd tried nothing. Instead he brought his own entertainment. She
felt disgusted.

"Hanna you are mine."

She felt another tap on her shoulder. She felt
Marcus tighten himself around her, as she looked to see Aleks
smiling down on her, "May I cut in?"

She pushed Marcus back, "Of course."












Chapter Twenty-Three: That puts a Sam in
the works






Aleksander











His hands took hers and in a swift and fluid
motion he pulled Hanna into his arms and away from Marcus.

"Aleks." Marcus growled.

Aleks smirked, "Maybe she will save you the next
dance." He danced them away from Marcus.

He looked down at Hanna, "You okay?"

She smiled, "Yeah just tired of the
nonsense."

He laughed, "I know the feeling."

She looked around, "Who is everyone?"

"Us, what's left of the Roses. Daniel has done a
number on us. This is about half of what we had for numbers."

"How does Roland know them?"

"I don’t know, he and Lydia have a thing I
think."

She made a face, "Ewwww, really. Wow. They're
old."

He laughed, "Hey I'm old."

"You look good still."

He kissed her cheek, "Happy Birthday Hanna."

"Thanks, so who is Sam?"

"He's Nephilim."

She rolled her eyes, "I wish everyone would stop
saying that like it meant something to me."

He laughed, "Half angel and half human. He's
more powerful than the others."

"He has the strangest effect on me. I feel like
I've known him my whole life."

They finished their dance and he stood off to
the side as she danced with everyone. The night seemed magical. He
felt horrid knowing he would be delivering her into the arms of
evil at the end of the night. He had ensured she had drunk several
glasses of champagne. Every time he saw her he used his charms to
remind her of her promise. He felt anxious thinking about it. He
watched her dance with Sam again. He could see the spark between
them. He knew he would need to quell it for at least a few days. He
would need her to enjoy being with Marcus.

"You better not be double crossing me,"

He turned to see Marcus sipping a scotch beside
him.

"If I didn’t need your help I would tell you to
shove it."

Marcus smirked, "We used to be best friends
Aleks, what happened?"

He felt a burn in his stomach, "You, you always
happen. You ruin everything."

The smirk never left his face but Aleks could
see the haunted look in his dark eyes.






****






Hanna came to him at the end of the evening,
"I've said goodnight to Roland. I'm ready. Aleks I want you to know
I'm not happy about this."

"Why? I thought you and Marcus had a thing."

She sighed leaning into him, "We did, maybe we
still do. Something feels different. Anyway I told Roland I was
going to be spending more time at Lydia's. I'm giving you a couple
days to get this sorted with Giselle and Marcus."

He hated asking it of her, "You're taking one
for the team?"

She laughed bitterly, "Yeah. Lets go before I
change my mind."

He was about to ruin her night. He knew Marcus
believed he loved her and would behave himself. He still hadn’t won
her over.

He took her hand softly in his and walked her
out to the garden. She pulled herself into him.

He looked down at her, feeling the pull coming
off her. His mouth ignored his brain. He bent his face and pressed
his lips into her. He lifted her slightly, feeling the full weight
of her against him.

Instantly they were outside the castle. He
placed her back on the ground. She looked drunk off the kiss. He
felt drunk off it.

"Why does that happen when we kiss?" She asked
trying to gain her composure.

He laughed, "I don’t know. Something about you
makes me crazy."

She laughed, "I'm attracted to you but I don’t
know you and I don’t really feel like I want to be with you. I
didn’t want you to kiss me but I just couldn’t stop myself."

He nodded, "Exactly how I feel."

She smiled and walked up to the castle door
where Henry stood smiling at her.

His skin crawled as he saw Henry.

"I will have Aimee text you as soon as possible
with the answers you're looking for."

Hanna looked back and stopped, "I don’t want to
be here."

His charms had worn off her completely somehow.
He ran up to her side, "You do." He felt sick as he looked her in
the eyes and compelled her completely, "You want to help Giselle."
He gulped, "You love Marcus."

She nodded weakly, "Okay."

He walked her directly to Henry who smiled with
his lips, but threatened Aleks with his eyes. As Henry took her
arm, Aleks stepped back gingerly.

"I'll see you soon Hanna."

She nodded, "I love Marcus."

He was gone before Henry could get his greasy
hands on him. He was back at Lydia's standing beside Giselle's bed.
He was happy she was asleep.

"Hey."

He turned to see Aimee, he noticed his heart
still didn’t hurt seeing her. He smiled and pulled the paper from
his jeans pocket, "Here Hanna needs you to find out what this all
means."

Aimee took it and nodded, "Wow this is advanced.
Where is she?"

He looked down, he was ashamed of himself, "I
traded her."

Aimee took a step back, she looked horrified,
"What?"

He nodded, "Marcus would save Giselle if Hanna
would come back to him."

"Did she want to go back?"

He licked his lips shaking his head, "No."

Aimee closed her eyes, "You made her go back to
him? Did you know Sam is madly in love with her?"

"I didn’t know, I suspected. She mentioned
something about him but I thought it was the Nephilim thing."

Aimee sighed, "No madly in love. He's known her
forever. Loved her forever."

He looked back at Giselle and nodded "This is
all my fault. She wouldn’t be dying if it weren’t for me. I had to
do something. We will get Hanna back after the deal."

"What if he hurts Hanna?"

Aleks shook his head, "He believes he loves her.
I could tell. He wont hurt her. I've known him a long time." He
couldn’t help feel a sickening guilt inside of himself.

Aimee cringed, "Dracula has never been known for
loving his women nicely. You've sent her back to him knowing he
believes he loves her. He always loves everyone to death. How do
you think he ended up the way he did?"

Aleks felt his anger rising, "Aimee I was there,
I know what he did. He was my friend back then. I made a choice, it
was the right choice. It was the only choice. I gave Giselle my
friend Mike's blood the other day, she didn’t even wake up. The
blood of a regular vampire isn’t healing her. She will never
survive the change without Marcus's blood."

Aimee looked hostile, "You better pray Hanna
lives through this, and not just survives but comes out of it
unharmed in anyway."

"Don’t threaten me Aimee. I'm doing my
best."

She snorted, "Your best has always been a little
lacking."

He seethed, "Fuck you Aimee."












Chapter Twenty-Four: Beauty and the
Beast






Hanna











The warm air took her happiness with it. She
looked up instantly seeing the castle entryway and Henry.

"I don’t want to be here." She remembered Aleks
telling her she loved Marcus. He had made her mind fuzzy. The
feelings were gone and in their place her dislike for Marcus
returned.

"My love you came back." She saw Marcus walking
toward her.

She shivered at the sight of him with his open
arms. She imagined what the girl looked like who had been in his
arms before. She felt her skin start to crawl and twitch.

She looked at Henry standing beside the door,
guarding it. She knew she couldn't make a run for it without
serious injuries. He wore a bowler hat, he was trouble. He'd throw
it at her and cut her in half just like on James Bond.

She looked at Marcus then walked around him. She
could smell him as she passed by him, she could feel her body react
to his smell. She ignored it and walked away.

"Hanna, love it. Please lets talk."

"I'll be in my room. Unless of course it's not
my room anymore because you’ve started moving your harem in."

He chuckled, "Hanna. Be reasonable. I have to
eat."

"I don’t want to hear you dirty stories Marcus.
Keep them to yourself." She felt her body trying to change, but she
was too tired to change. She fought it, thinking how peaceful it
would be to cry in her pillow instead. Aleks had betrayed her and
Marcus had lied to her. She shook her head, he hadn’t even lied. He
never told her he was hers, he never made it seem as if they were
together. He had said she was his. It wasn’t a relationship but
rather an ownership. She hated him. He played with her like she was
there for his entertainment. She knew exactly what she meant to
him, she was no different than any other girl.

The more she thought the angrier she got. Her
feet made angry sounds on the floor.

She could hear him pursuing her. He called after
her, not getting too close, "Hanna, please just let me explain. I
didn’t do anything I swear. I was just feeding. I removed my shirt
so I wouldn’t ruin it. Sometimes people bleed more than you're
prepared for and it's hard to get those stains out."

She walked into her room and slammed the door
shut.

She lay on her bed and cried. She made certain
she was extra loud. She hated him. She hated the castle and Henry.
Well maybe not Henry and the castle but she refused to be
reasonable.






****






She woke to darkness filling the room. She could
smell him, he'd been in the room. She looked down at her clothes,
seeing fuzzy fleece pajamas.

She growled. He had changed her clothes while
she had slept.

She walked to the massive window. The night was
beautiful. The garden seemed magical under the moonlight. She could
see the small plants and trees swaying softly in the late fall
breeze. Winter would be there soon. She wondered if he would let
her go home for Christmas. The thought stopped in her mind, home.
She wondered how the Tudor looked at Christmas. She thought about
Roland there all alone. Tears trickled down her cheeks.

She never should have left, her father had been
right. Roland was the only person who cared for her. She knew going
back to the Tudor meant dealing with her father's death and
Rebecca's. She had let her new life swallow her whole instead of
dealing with the old problems. She knew eventually they would need
to be dealt with. Her heart felt like it was missing something.

"Please stop crying. I can't take it. Your
broken heart is killing me." He was at her door.

She turned to see him standing in the entrance.
The muted light of the rooms down the hall gave him an eerie shadow
on her floor.

He took up the entire entryway, leaning against
the frame with only his silhouette to be seen.

"Get out." She spoke softly, but her anger was
more than evident.

"Hanna I swear to you nothing happened."

"Why would I care if it did? You're a monster.
Get out of my room or let me go home."

He reached in closing the door, leaving her
alone in the blackness of the night.

She turned her back to the door, looking out the
window again.

Suddenly she felt his breath on her neck, "I
know you care." He whispered onto the nape of her neck.

His hands wrapped around her, encompassing her.
His words became kisses sending shivers down her. She wanted to
fight him but again, as if against her own will, she felt her body
relax and melt into him. He picked her up and carried her to her
bed. Once in his arms, his face met hers. His lips caressed her
softly, as if checking the temperature of her kiss. Her brain
panicked, it didn’t want what her body wanted. Her body won the
argument.

Slowly his kisses went deeper, his tongue
caressing her lips, parting them. She felt her arms wrap around his
neck.

He picked her up again and carried her to the
door to her room.

"Where are we going?" She asked still kissing
him.

"My room, the bed is bigger."

"Not unless your intention is wrecking the mood.
That bed is getting burnt tomorrow."

He chuckled turning around and carrying her back
to her bed. He laid her down softly sitting next to her.

She reached with both hands grabbing his face,
she climbed into his lap. Straddling him, she looked up into his
eyes. She lifted her face pressing her lips into his. His hands
reacted wrapping around her, pulling her into him. Her legs circled
him. Her hands ran through his hair, caressing him as her lips
passionately sucked his. She couldn’t stop herself, everything
about him was tantalizing.

He slid his face along her neck breathing in her
in. She moaned reaching down pulling her shirt off. He kissed her
throat making the hunger grow inside of her. Her thick hair was
freed from the ponytail with one quick pull. He slid a hand up into
the mass of locks and gripped it. He pulled her head back making
her moan harder. He kissed along her jaw line tracing it with his
tongue. He slid his other hand up cupping her pert breast.

She cried out grabbing his face, kissing him
feverishly. Her hands roamed his chest, reaching down and ripping
open his dress shirt. Buttons sprayed across the floor, making
small noises everywhere. He moaned as her warm skin met his. He
held her tight to him, she liked feeling her breasts squeezed
against his chest. His palms burned against her skin as he caressed
her back. He stood up lifting her with him.

He carried her to the top of the bed and laid
her down. She gasped seeing the sheer size of him looming over her.
His hands caressed her arms, trailing his fingers along her hands
to her waist. He brushed them against her as if he were making an
effort to pay homage to every inch of her. His fingers trailed
along her ribs to her breasts. Her skin was ablaze waiting for him
to touch her chest.

Slowly, painfully slowly, he slid his hands up
her breasts. He bent taking her nipple in his mouth. He massaged
her other breast. She began to move against him, pulling him down
onto her. He reached down grabbing at her pajama pants sliding them
down her long legs. She helped kicking them off. He never took his
mouth from her nipple, flicking and licking it with his tongue. He
was driving her insane.

She sat up reaching with her hands, unbuttoning
his pants. She thought he would burst through his pants, he was
pressed hard against his button and zipper. As she got the button
undone his zipper fell open against the pressure. His dress pants
dropped down to his knees leaving only his boxers on. He slid his
mouth up her neck, licking her skin, sending her into fits. Her
long fingers clutched the waistband of his boxers, toying with
them. He pulled back from her smiling a seductive smile. She slid
her hand into his boxers and pulled them off completely.

He stood back looking at her lying there
expectantly. He stroked her flat belly, sliding his hands down her
waist and below. She ached for him to be inside of her. She had
never felt the excitement she was feeling. She could see his dark
blue eyes filled with burning desire, as he laid himself between
her legs. He paused dangling over her with a grin. She could feel
the heat emanating from him. He kissed her softly again, as if
toying with her. His tongue sliding in and out of her mouth lazily,
caressing her. He pressed himself against her.

She gasped tensing.

"Shhh, relax."

She nodded taking a deep breath. He slid into
her leisurely, letting her envelop him slowly. He moaned into her
mouth, rocking her back and forth softly.

"Oh my god Hanna." His words were whispered
against her cheek.

Her legs wrapped around him pressing her against
him. She felt her body respond to his, as his chest rubbed against
her. She gripped tightly as he cried out into her neck thrusting
violently. She didn’t feel the sheets or the bed, just the man
taking control of her. Suddenly everything came in highs and lows
like waves. Her body began to build upon the waves. Rapidly and
unexpectedly the waves grew in intensity. As it climaxed she felt a
release. His body jerked against her as hers tensed around him. He
moaned her name as if chanting it.

She couldn’t help but smile as she panted
feeling the world come back to her.

He collapsed on top of her unable to hold
himself up. Her breath was ragged in its desperate attempt to
breath under the weight of him. He lifted himself slightly smiling
at her.

She loved him…Her body loved him…Something loved
him.

"Am I crushing you?"

She nodded, "In a good way. If that makes
sense."

He nodded not moving. She never wanted to leave
the bed again. He lifted himself off, but her legs wrapped around
him tighter, holding him there.

She had no idea what to say to him.

"Hanna, what are you thinking about?"

She smiled tilting her head, "Nothing and
everything."

"I'm thinking we should take a shower and then I
would like to do that again."

She laughed at how serious he was.

Hanna slid out from under him and dragged a
sheet with her wrapping herself in it. She felt his eyes watching
her leave the room for the bathroom.

She looked at her reddened face covered in sweat
and murmured, "That was no Jimmy Stratton."

She started the shower still clutching the sheet
to her body, something felt different. The world had more color and
the air dripped honey but deep inside of her she felt as if a
switch had been turned on.

She felt him press against her, "Why are you
wearing the sheet? Are you taking it in the shower?"

She laughed, "No. I don’t know. I've never been
in a shower with a naked guy."

She put a hand into the huge walk in shower. The
water was searing hot. She stepped in dropping the sheet and
letting the water burn her.

She looked back at his naked body as he stepped
into the hot water.

He was perfect.

"Jesus this is hot." He pulled back.

She burst out laughing, "You can't take the
heat?"

He lifted her up holding her against the tiled
wall, "I can take anything you dish out."

She laughed kissing him as the hot water poured
down over them.












Chapter Twenty-Five: Blood debt






Aleksander











Aimee had sat in the same spot for hours.

Aleks had tried to stay and be of any help he
could but he soon realized he was out of his league. He was still
angry with her but he knew she was right.

Shane smirked at him, "Want to watch the
game?"

Aleks nodded, "Sure. I probably know less about
sports than I do about chemistry and biology but it's got to be
more entertaining."

Shane laughed. They had tried to make a
friendship, which had been hard in the beginning but as Aleks grew
less fond of Aimee it had become possible.

Knowing it was entirely his fault she had
changed in so many ways didn’t make it less annoying.

The only time he saw the old Aimee return was in
the arms of her boyfriend.

As painful as it had been in the beginning he
knew it was the right choice.

"Oh my god. Oh my god. You guys look at this."
Aimee called to them.

They both walked back into the room looking at
the sheets of paper she had scribbled on, covering the small table.
She looked like Old Aimee, her hair was messily in a bun and she
wore lose fitting dark clothes. He would have laughed at it but her
face was panicked.

"Aimes what's wrong?"

"They're using her blood to make a weapon. If
you look here first, it was like they were trying to reverse
something but then here it changes. Then it looks like they're
taking their findings and using it to make something."

"What is it?"

She shook her head, "I don’t know. It doesn’t
say what they're using it on. If they gave it to one of us it might
make us like her. Make a beast but maybe a vampire beast or demon
beast."

Aleks felt ill, "Oh come on. Seriously. I sent
her back to him and he's using her blood?"

Aimee nodded looking at him, her eyes full of
emotions.

Shane frowned, "So they're taking blood from
her, lying and telling her they're trying to fix her but really
they just want to make something with it? Then what?"

Aimee shrugged, "Not sure. The piece of paper
wasn’t specific."

Aleks felt his hands clench into fists.

He pulled his phone out and dialed, trying
desperately not to crush it in his hand.

"Aleksander, why my favorite Viking. What could
you possibly want beyond my blood?"

He inhaled slowly to calm himself, "I want your
end of the bargain. Now."

"Tsk Tsk Tsk Aleksander. Demanding anything from
me will never get you anywhere, you of all people should know
that."

"I will tell her what you're doing. I will tell
her what her blood is being used for by the Dark Ones."

"You will leave Hanna alone."

"Did you like how she smelled when she got back?
I can give you the details if you like. How her sweet lips tasted.
How she moaned for me." He squeezed his eyes shut. He hated
speaking of her that way, especially in front of Aimee.

Marcus growled into the phone, "You meet me
tonight. I will save your little friend and you will forget you
ever met Hanna."

He bit his lip, "Deal. At the Bridge."

The phone beeped from signal loss.

He would never stick with the deal he made, but
Marcus didn’t need to know that.

He walked back into the room seeing Aimee
texting.

"Who are you texting?" He knew instantly seeing
the glare coming off Aimee.












Chapter Twenty-Six: I'd like to shake your
hand






Hanna











The winds had picked up bringing winter to the
west coast. She shivered walking through the garden.

She looked back at the house seeing Marcus on
the phone. He looked angry. She wondered what was wrong. He saw her
watching and waved. She waved back concerned. He was covering up by
waving at her. He never waved.

She turned around and pulled out her phone
feeling the vibrations.

'RUN!!!!!!'

'MARCUS IS USING YOUR BLOOD TO MAKE A MONSTER
FOR THE DARK ONES. RUN NOW.'

Hanna looked at it frowning, 'Who is this?'

'Aimee.'

It was weird Aimee not only had her number but
texted her.

She texted back, 'My father made up that formula
not Marcus. Marcus has only been working on it for my father.'

'NO. Your father only wrote the first part.
Marcus changed it mid way and turned it into something else. This
will never save you. It's to change something using your blood. To
make a weapon.'

Hanna looked back up at the window and knew what
the phone call had been. Something to do with his business with
her. He had waved to make sure she didn’t suspect anything. She
recalled the steamy nights, sex in the shower, random acts in
hallways when Henry wasn’t around. She felt dirty.

Her skin started to tingle.

She felt the change building inside of her. She
started to walk taking deep breaths. She wanted to run out into the
woods and change into the beast and never feel anything again, but
she needed to know. She paced in the cold back yard.

She walked up to the window he stood at, writing
something down.

She dialed his phone number.

"Hi. What are you doing?"

She watched his face as he spoke, "I can see you
Hanna, come inside I want to show you something." His voice was
sexy.

She wanted to throw up.

"Have you been giving samples of my blood to the
Dark Ones to make a weapon?"

His face dropped as he stammered, "Hanna, love
come inside the house."

She took a step back, seeing his face grow
angry, "I have my answer Marcus."

The cell phone crushed in her fingers as her
skin stretched. It felt like it was ripping apart. She felt herself
stay with the beast. For the first time she felt the beast take
over but she was there, along for the ride.

Marcus jumped through the window, landing on the
ground in front of her as she changed.

"Hanna don’t do this. Let me explain. Stay calm
Hanna."

He put a hand up.

She screamed as the transformation occurred. She
saw him through the hazy eyes of the beast. She heard the ragged
breathing as the beast panicked.

Marcus's face darkened, as his forehead grew
distorted and his fangs dropped from his teeth. He screamed at her,
"HANNA DON’T DO THIS!"

The beast turned and ran into the woods.

The beast knew him, the beast felt her feelings
for him mixed with her anger. It ran away laughing menacingly to
itself, as she struggled to gain control.

It laughed, tearing through the woods ignoring
her pleas or thoughts.





















She woke next to a dumpster. She looked around
feeling the paranoia set in. She didn’t know where she was.

She could smell garbage and something else, rank
and filthy. She glanced down, seeing a hand next to her leg. She
reached for it but stopped seeing it wasn’t attached to anything.
She screamed a muffled cry.

She wanted someone to find her. She wanted Sam.
She wanted him to hold her and tell her everything was going to be
okay.

She got to her feet by gripping the side of the
disgusting dark green dumpster. Her fingers touching things she
ignored. She looked down at her ripped pants and torn shirt. Her
feet were bare again. Her right toe was bleeding heavily. It didn’t
sting until she acknowledged the blood was hers. She looked down
seeing a shard of broken glass sticking out of it. She pulled it
out, gagging at the blood pouring from the large gash.

She felt her bra for her cell phone. It wasn’t
there. She recalled it crumbling in her fingers in the courtyard as
she changed.

She looked down again at the hand. It was a
man's hand. It had a ring on it, a platinum band. It was his left
hand. She trembled imagining what kind of horrors she had inflicted
on the poor stranger.

She didn’t deserve to live. She didn’t deserve
to be saved.

She walked, limping and hobbling down the greasy
alley until she came to a park at the end of the street. She knew
where she was, she knew how to get home.












Chapter Twenty-Seven: Nærøyfjord






Aleksander











Shane gripped his throat, both of them
raging.

Aimee sobbed, "I'm sorry. I didn’t know." She
trembled.

Aleks let go of Shane and put his hands in the
air.

He struggled to find his calm, "She will die now
Aimee." He looked down at the ground.

"Aleks that’s not Aimee's fault. Marcus is evil.
Dude, you made a deal with the devil. What did you think was going
to happen?"

Aleks nodded leaving them. He felt the warm air
as he walked into Giselle's room. He picked her up from the bed.
She was barely awake.

She weighed nothing in his arms. He remembered
how ill Aimee had been when she had felt like a bag of bones in his
arms, as Giselle did.

"Where are we going?" She asked weakly.

"Shhhh. Just rest against me."

She laid her head against his chest, letting him
carry her away.

He stood outside the castle. He knew Marcus
would never help him but he had to try.

He rang the ancient buzzer and waited.

Henry didn’t answer the door, instead it was
Marcus. He looked rough.

"You have some nerve."

"I never told her. I never said a word. Aimee's
been working on the paper. She figured it out and told Hanna before
I could stop her."

"You think I CARE HOW SHE FOUND OUT?" He
screamed.

Aleks shook his head, "I will help you get her
back again. I know you love her. I just don’t know why you would do
that to her."

"Because I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t figure it
out." He ran a hand through his dark hair. "The only way to save
her was to trick those fuckers into believing I would give them
what they wanted if they helped me. Jesus Christ." He bit his wrist
letting the blood pour from it and grabbed Giselle's face. He
shoved the wrist in her mouth.

She started to choke, but he held it there not
looking at Aleks. Aleks tensed, feeling her struggle against the
blood filling her mouth.

He felt her swallow.

Marcus bent to her throat, sinking his teeth
into her tiny fragile neck.

Aleks cringed, feeling her body stiffen against
the pain.

Marcus drank until Giselle went limp in Aleks's
arms.

"Get off my property." He turned covered in
blood and walked back into the house, slamming the door.

Aleks was gone before Marcus could realize he'd
helped him for nothing. He would kill Giselle out of spite.

Instantly he was home. The frozen ground beneath
his shoes crunched softly as he walked. He carried her up the hill
to the graveyard he'd buried his family in. It was older than any
graveyard he'd ever seen. It overlooked the Nærøyfjord.

He dug the hole with his bare hands.

He lay her in the shallow grave, her soft skin
still held a tiny amount of color. He knew the blood would keep her
heart beating, even if it were weak. Vampire blood was like
blowfish poison, the heart seemed to be stopped. The person
appeared dead but in reality they were alive.

He covered her with the dirt, just enough to
complete the transformation. He wouldn’t leave until it was
completed.

Three days would go by slowly, waiting to be
able to see her smile again. He thought about the random crazy
things he found amusing and annoying about her. Like how she never
stopped talking and how she abbreviated everything she said. Tmi,
ftw, omg, ttyl, omfg, cya, lol, rofl, T.A.B.B.Y and many others he
had to Google.

He watched the mound of dirt lie still, knowing
it would be interesting when she woke. He wondered why he felt such
guilt over her death, why he couldn’t just let her be? He realized
he was getting peace and joy from saving her. Saving Giselle had
replaced helping the families his father had hurt. He looked at the
mound of dirt gratefully.












Chapter Twenty-Eight: Out Damn Spot!!






Hanna











The Tudor never looked so good. She hobbled
along the gravel driveway, remembering climbing out of the trunk
and hobbling the same path only months before.

"My dear girl, come inside immediately." Roland
rushed out onto the gravel and scooped her up.

He smelled clean like Old English.

"Roland." She sobbed.

"We will talk about this but right now you need
a shower. You stink and you're filthy."

She nodded. She owed him a huge apology, "I'm
sorry I lied to you about going to Lydia's."

"It's nothing Hanna."

"I really will go there."

"You should stay here and get better first."

He placed her inside the bathroom off the
garage. She had never even seen inside but knew what it was
immediately. It was her father decontamination chamber. He had
built a bathroom in case the beast had ever gotten out.

"Towels are below the sink. Throw out your
clothes and everything else."

She nodded, turning on the shower as Roland
closed the door.

The shower had a seat in it thankfully. She sat
letting her feet rest. Everything felt out of control.

She wanted Marcus. She wanted him to touch her
and make her feel good. She wanted to feel pretty, regardless of
the grotesque monster she turned into. She shivered seeing his face
in her mind, his face screaming at her as her beast ran off into
the woods. Why had he not chased after her?

Tears slipped down her face as she realized he
had only ever been after her blood. She wondered what he was
getting out of it all? What had he received as payment for her
blood?

She watched the dirty water drain from the
shower, as the filth was washed off of her. No amount of water
would take the blood from her hands. She understood Lady Macbeth
suddenly.

She sat in the shower, letting the water sooth
her. She really could go for one of Annabelle's baths. She longed
for the smells of the oils and soap mixed with the haunting songs
Annabelle would sing. She barely knew her and yet felt instantly as
if she loved the ghost.

She thought about Lydia's house realizing she
didn’t completely agree with their actions, but she understood
their beliefs and justifications. She would never want something
such as herself out in the world.

The hand with the platinum wedding band filled
her mind. No matter how long she stayed in the shower, she would
never rinse that off. She had taken a human life.






****






She climbed into her bed after the shower,
donning her favorite fleece pajamas and wrapped herself in her
blankets.

Roland came in with a small kit.

"We need to bandage that toe. I have actually
got a few things left over from your father's injuries. This is his
old kit."

"I'm sorry I've been avoiding you."

He sat and looked at the toe, "No my dear. This
has been a hard few months for you. I cannot imagine what it's been
like."

"Something is wrong with me Roland. Beyond the
other stuff. I have never been one of those sort of girls, you know
the ones who, uhm well mess around."

He snickered, "Hanna we don’t need to have this
conversation."

She gulped nervously, "I know but I feel
weird."

He nodded, "It happened to your dad a lot. He
felt off or odd." He patted her leg and stood from her bed, "It's
all better."

She smiled, "Thanks."

He nodded and walked from the room, "Sleep
tight."

She lay back wondering how it had all changed in
such a short amount of time.

"I'm sorry."

She looked up to see Marcus in her doorway.

"I'm too tired Marcus. I can't do this right
now."

He walked toward her slowly.

She could see the worry on his face.

"I came to explain."

She closed her eyes, not wanting to hear him out
and rolled over away from him.

She felt his weight on the bed near her
feet.

"I have fed off women, I know you said you
didn’t want to talk about this but I have to explain. From the
moment I met you I have not been with anyone. I have bitten them
and that’s it. I never give my blood to anyone. What you and I did
where you had some of my blood and I had some of yours. I have not
done that in hundreds of years. Until today. I made a vampire
today."

He sounded stressed. She wanted to ignore the
pain in his voice.

"I turned that girl Aleks wanted to save. I did
it for you. I want to be a man worthy of you and she was an
innocent who was dying because of men I created. I love you and I
only ever gave your blood to the idiots in Boston because they have
a new young chemist who is smart. He's smarter than I am and he's
only in his twenties. I can't even imagine him in twenty years? I
wanted him to make the cure for you so I traded him your blood. I
was at a dead-end and so was your father before he died. The new
chemist is changing the formula, he's making progress. I will have
your cure before the end of the week I believe. If it means the
Dark Ones get some weapon from your blood, so be it. I would let
them amass an army if it meant I could cure you."

She turned over to reach for him but he was gone
already. She could smell him in the air still. Tears filled her
eyes but exhaustion took her before she could cry.












Chapter Twenty-Nine: So like, can I fly






Aleksander











The dirt shook as if an earthquake were
occurring. He watched as her small hand broke through the dirt.

He jumped down into the hole and began pushing
dirt off of her.

He grabbed her hand, pulling her from the mound
of dirt.

She gasped, "What, what is happening?" She kept
her eyes closed as he pulled his jacket off her face. He brushed
her off and made sure no dirt was in her face. In the moonlight it
was hard to see.

"Giselle you can open your eyes now."

She opened her dark brown eyes, fluttering her
long lashes, "Where are we? My stomach hurts. Is that a river? You
smell good."

He laughed, "We will find you someone to eat but
in the mean time I brought you this." Her ADHD seemed worse.

He bent over to the cooler he had grabbed on the
first day she had slept. He pulled a bag of blood out. He had
stolen a few bags from a blood bank.

She looked at it hungrily and grossed out
simultaneously, "Is that blood?"

"Yep, you need to drink it."

She scrunched up her nose but put her hand out.
She looked at her hand and gasped pulling it back in, "What's wrong
with me?"

"Drink this and we will talk."

She took the bag, she tore at the top of it and
sucked from the hole she made. She guzzled the whole thing in one
breath. Her red stained lips smiled, "That was good. Weird
huh?"

He shook his head, "Not so weird. Come sit by
me." He sat down on a huge rock, overlooking the frosted hillside
and river.

"Shouldn’t I be cold?" She asked walking to
where he sat.

He laughed, "Yeah but you wont get cold or hot
any more. After you drink blood your body will be at its warmest
and then it will cool off incredibly slowly until you eat
again."

"Am I vampire?"

He nodded, "I did this to you so if you want to
hate me forever I understand."

She smiled, "I feel amazing. You stopped all the
pain." She grabbed his face roughly and kissed him.

He laughed, feeling her lips crushing his and
the taste of the blood on them.

"Wait, you will have to listen to me for a
minute."

She giggled, "Okay."

He sighed, "You can't go out in the sunlight,
ever. You'll burn up. No more sunshine, no matter what."

She nodded.

"You have to eat blood. If you eat human food
you will have to use the bathroom. If you eat only blood, you will
never have to use the bathroom."

She smiled showing her bright white fangs, "I
have new teeth."

He tried not to notice how sexy she looked with
them.

"You will be very fast and strong, you will kill
people if you aren’t careful. Your strength is going to take some
getting used to."

"Will I be desperate to eat every person I
see?"

He laughed, "Were you addicted to food,
shoveling it into your face as a human?"

She shook her head.

"Then I wouldn’t expect it. You will need to be
careful of your compulsion. Marcus doesn’t make vampires anymore
because his vampires are the strongest in the world. If a regular
vampire makes you then you'll be weaker than him and anyone who is
older. Because Marcus made you, you will be stronger than any
vampire. Only Marcus's other vampires will be as strong as
you."

She grinned a fanged grin, "Sweet."

He nodded, "I guess yeah. So ready to go home
now?"

She leaned in kissing him very softly, "Thank
you."

He felt his face blush, "Don’t thank me. I have
cursed you."

She grinned, "At least we have each other. Can I
fly?"

"No."

"Can I swim really fast?"

"Not sure, I've never watched Marcus swim
laps."

"Can I run super fast?"

"You'll be faster than a regular human. You're
stronger now."

"So I don’t sparkle?"

"What? Uhm, I don’t think so."

She looked down, "Man. What can I do?"

"What do you mean?" He felt himself getting
impatient.

"My super powers?"

"What super powers? You can't die and like I
said you're strong."

"Hmm, kind of lame. Do I change into like a wolf
or a bat?"

He laughed taking her hand, "Lets go."












Chapter Thirty: Pretty sure I need to be
strip searched






Hanna











"Ari how long did it take you to get control of
the other people inside of you?"

Ari groaned, "Forever. It was brutal. Why?"

Hanna grimaced, "I have to try to control my
beast."

"Oh yeah. Good luck with that."

Hanna laughed, "Thanks."

Lucas sniffed the air in the sitting room,
"Anyone smell that?"

Ben raised his eyebrows, "I do. Giselle is
back."

Ari rolled her eyes swatting Lucas, "I hope she
bites you."

Ben grinned, "I'd be happy to bite her
back."

Hanna watched as Giselle walked in looking
healthy and stunning. She smiled, "Hey."

Giselle beamed, "Hey guys."

Ben moved over on the huge sofa, "Come have a
seat Giselle."

She looked behind herself and grinned, "Uh okay.
Come on." She grabbed something from the hall and dragged Aleks
into the room. Ben looked bummed making Ari laugh.

Hanna looked at Aleks noticing her attraction to
him. She wanted to ignore him, especially considering he had made
her feel things for Marcus after her birthday.

"You look remarkably better."

Giselle nodded, "I feel so much better. I'm
still getting used to how bright everything is and how much better
my vision is. I can hear shit like its no bodies business. Hanna
your heartbeat is going nutty."

Hanna blushed, trying not to look at Aleks.

Ben laughed, "How fast can you run?"

She smirked, "Faster than you I bet."

"Want to race?"

"When the sun goes down." Aleks pointed out.

Hanna frowned, "Well I better get home before
Roland sets the hounds out looking for me. He's been weird
lately."

Aleks stood, "I will walk you out."

She blushed, "Oh that’s okay."

"No I want to."

She walked from the room to the front door.

He took her hand, "I'm sorry."

She nodded, "It's cool. I get it." She did but
it hurt nonetheless. He had convinced and fooled her with his mind
tricks. That would take some time to forgive.

"I deserve your anger. I just want to thank you
for your part in saving her."

She raised her eyebrows, "I was going to do it,
I just didn’t want to do it. You didn’t have to force me into
feeling something for him. You used your mind tricks on me?"

He nodded, "Yes."

"Well you're welcome. I'm glad she's alive and
healthy. Just be honest with me from now on though and don’t use
that Jedi mind trick crap on me. It doesn’t make me feel good to be
traded like some kind of commodity to save girls you think are
hot."

He reached for her hand and pulled her into him,
"I saved her because I had to. It wasn’t because of her looks."

She pulled her hand back, "Whatever, fine. We're
cool."

She walked out of the house, fighting turning
back and running and jumping into his arms. She hated the way every
guy was making her feel that way.

"I will talk to you later okay?"

She waved backwards not looking back. She
couldn’t, she wasn’t strong enough for whatever it was that linked
them.






****






The drive home was frustrating. One part of her
wanted to phone Aleks and tell him to meet her at her place.
Another part of her wanted to just drive to Marcus and forgive him.
The largest part of her wanted to hunt down Sam and tear his
clothes off. She wondered why he hadn’t been at the house when she
had been there?

She didn’t want the drama of any of the
scenarios she played in her mind. She could tell how Giselle felt
about Aleks. She had no intention of making any moves on him. The
further she got from him, the worse she felt about being attracted
to him.

She laughed as she pulled into her driveway to
see Officer Paulson standing at the front door speaking with
Roland.

She sighed wanting to back up and drive to the
airport.

She climbed out of the car smiling.

"Hey, just the girl I wanted to see."

She smiled at him. He was in his uniform, she
tried not to notice how his body filled it out. She tried not to
notice he had handcuffs and how hot those had suddenly become.

He walked toward her, "So how you feeling?"

She frowned, "Good."

"You're concussion and everything that happened
with your friend."

She nodded, instantly feeling awful about not
seeing Rebecca's parents yet.

"I feel great but still upset about my friend
and all that."

Roland looked like he was about to start
laughing, "Come in out of the cold you two. I will fix some
cider."

She looked at the wreath on the door. Inside the
house Christmas decorations were everywhere.

"Wow Roland this looks amazing."

"Thank you. It is my favorite season."

Andy laughed, "Yeah mine too, less crimes
committed. Well more suicide attempts but less other crap."

She laughed at him, "You sound very concerned
about the suicides."

He shrugged, "You kind of get to the point where
you almost want to give them a hand with it. How many times can the
same miserable person attempt it and how in many different ways
before they eventually succeed?"

She nodded, "Wow cold. I guess you have to be
there to get it. How's the case?"

He scowled, "You're aunt is a piece of work.
It's why I'm here. I didn’t want to bring it up at your
birthday."

She pointed to the sitting room, "Lets sit."

He pulled his coat off and hung it up on the
coat hanger.

She pulled off her boots and slipped on her
fuzzy slippers.

The couch was warm and inviting with the
fireplace ablaze and stockings hung in preparation.

"She isn’t your real aunt. It turns out her and
your mother were friends for years before you were born. What do
you recall about her?"

Hanna shrugged, "I knew she wasn’t a blood
relative. They always said she was like my mother's sister. She was
really my godmother."

He nodded, "Well I'm glad you know she isn’t a
relation to you. Anyway we found out she was spending your trust
fund wildly. She owns three other houses, all bought in the last
six years. And even worse she owns five vehicles."

Hanna's scowl matched his, "I don’t
understand?"

"She wasn't your real family and she was taking
care of you after your mother died. Basically it seems she only
took you in to get access to the money."

"I knew that but not about the houses and cars.
So she has all these places everywhere? When did she go to them? We
never took trips."

"I think they were part of the after you died
plan."

"Oh wow. So she's in jail and still owns a ton
of things she bought with my money?"

He nodded, "Well had. I've had court orders to
have them all transferred into your ownership as your money bought
them. She tried to argue she was taking the money as payment to
look after you but the judge was adopted as a child. It didn’t go
well. Anyway it’s a fraud case now."

Hanna sighed, "How did I miss all of this?"

"Hanna she is a sneaky woman and apparently an
amazing actress."

She shook her head, "I'm so stunned. I honestly
always believed she loved me."

He shrugged, "I figured you'd be a mess about
it. I actually almost never came to the party. I was scared I would
remind you of everything that happened."

She looked into his bright blue eyes and nodded,
"You do but that isn’t your fault."

He put his hand on hers, "Hanna I want you to
know I am here for you."

She smiled, "Thank you."

He leaned in brushing his lips against hers. She
responded to his kiss. It was gentle but not expectant.

He stood up, "I'd like to see you again."

"Unofficially?" She laughed.

He nodded, "Very unofficially."

"That's too bad because seeing you in the
uniform makes me want to confess to some crimes."

He laughed, "So bring the cuffs first date
then?"

She nodded, trying desperately to get her mind
back on track, "Give me a call. I'm not sure what Roland has
planned over Christmas."

He laughed again, "Yeah it looks like Martha
Stewart came by to help him out."

She nodded, "Pretty much."

She walked him to the door, "What do I do now,
regarding my aunt? Or rather Cecile."

"Well the judge has the weekend to go over the
paperwork and court orders. She will be deliberating on Monday if
you want I could call you when she calls me and tells me her
decision? Most likely she will liquidate the assets and you'll be
owed the money." He grabbed his coat and smiled at her.

She nodded trying to be casual, "Let me
know."

He opened the door, "Okay well I have to get
back to work. Tell Roland I said thanks anyway for the cider."

She nodded smiling at his uniform, catching
herself staring at his chest.

He smirked, "Yeah yeah yeah. Stop looking at me
like I'm a piece of meat."

"You look like a stripper."

He chuckled, "Nice. Okay I will call Monday if
you don’t call me first."

He walked out and she tried hard not to watch
his butt in his police pants.

"Your cider."

She turned to see Roland holding a tray. She
smiled and took a mug of steaming cider. She waved as Andy drove
out of the driveway.

"Roland does God hate me?"

Roland chuckled, "Why would you ask that?"

"Because I have this sweet cop trying to date
me, but I can't make myself forget about the freak show guys like
me." She sighed, "Marcus is exactly what he said, everything and
nothing. And something, maybe an unnatural force, makes me want to
be with Aleks. Then there is Sam. Oh my god Sam is driving me nuts.
I actually forget where I am when he's around. He has the sweetest
way about him."

"You need to look at all those relationships and
those people and decide which one lifts you up, improves upon what
is already inside of you. I think that you are too young and you
should wait to make decisions."

"I guess, yeah."

He smiled taking the silver tray with one mug of
cider back to the kitchen, "You don’t want to walk onto the car lot
and buy the first car you see, you have to test drive them. You're
young, have fun with it and relax."

She struggled to keep her cider in her mouth.
She coughed as it went down the wrong passage, "Oh my god."

He chuckled softly leaving the room.

Her face flushed thinking about test-driving.
Andy may not make her heart soar the way Marcus did but she could
definitely imagine taking him out for a spin. But then every
naughty thought led her back to Sam.

She followed Roland back to the kitchen, "Who
was my mother?" She asked quietly watching him tidy up.

He frowned, "Why?"

"My father met my mother seventy-five years ago
Roland. I'm assuming she was something more than a regular
mom."

He nodded, "Yes well I suppose that’s the truth
of it. I was told we would never have to have this conversation and
yet here we are. Your mother was a Siren."

"The women who call ships to their death?"

"No. That’s not entirely true. They don’t need
to sing, they just need a strong breeze. They used to hang out
along the coastline when ships were the mode of
transportation."

"I'm confused."

"She was a Siren, a temptress, a
seductress."

"My mom?"

"Yes."

"Did she kill men?"

He laughed, "Only with her looks. No she was a
sweet woman. Her and Cecile became friends before you were born.
Cecile hated your father but loved your mother."

He turned smiling, but his dark eyes seemed
hollow, "Humans can't help themselves. Human women and men love
Sirens. Supernatural men lust after Sirens. But most supernatural
females despise Sirens. Cecile was a regular human woman, she loved
your mother like a sister."

"Why would they leave me with her if she was
evil?"

He shook his head, "No one knew she was evil.
She was a very devoted friend to your mother. No one believed her
capable of anything. Your father tested your blood yearly against
your mothers and his. You never showed any signs of either of them.
Cecile was the best bet. She was human, you were human."

"Up until Cecile poisoned me, I was a regular
human?"

He nodded, "Your father realized a couple years
ago that you had none of the Siren in you and none of him. It was
assumed you would grow to be a normal kid. He would have brought
you to live with us if you had been abnormal in anyway."

"What changed it all?"

Roland shrugged, "I'm afraid all we can ever do
is guess it was the poison. All I know is no one from our world was
ever allowed to know you until the day the change occurred. He
wanted you to have a normal life."

She rolled her eyes, "That panned out well."

"You know what they say about best laid
plans."

"So if I'm half a Siren?"

"You're a whole lot of trouble for men."

"My life just keeps getting better."












Chapter Thirty-One: Toast with a side of
trouble






Aleksander











She had insisted on sleeping in his bed. He
hadn’t been certain how to convince Giselle he wasn’t interested in
her in that way. She had been adamant that he had saved her because
he was developing feelings for her.

Hanna was all he thought about, he couldn’t
describe his feelings for her. It was if there were no feelings,
just animal lust.

He walked into the kitchen to see the youngest
of the Nephilim children sitting at the table.

"Morning."

Sarah faded becoming nearly as invisible as
Annabelle.

"Did Annabelle make you breakfast?"

She nodded letting her color come back.

"Danny had a bad dream last night, he saw them
breaking in here and taking us." Her little squeaky voice spoke
softly as she bit off a piece of toast.

"Do his dreams come true?"

She nodded, looking up at him with her dark eye,
"Yup."

He frowned, "Hmm, maybe I better talk to Lydia
about that. Where is Danny?"

"He's hiding in Annabelle's room."

He turned and walked out of the room. Annabelle
had the attic all to herself. He walked up the stairs not wanting
to just appear in her room. He knocked on the small brown door at
the very top of the second flight of stairs.

"Yes."

Aleksander opened the door, "Morning Annabelle,
I was wondering if I could speak to Danny quickly?"

"Oh Mister Aleks you knows you can comes and
goes in here. He be in the window cupboard." She pointed to the
huge dormer closet as she left the room.

He walked softly, "Danny can I ask you
something?"

He opened the closet and smiled. Danny had built
himself a fort out of blankets in the closet. He sat with an Archie
Comic and a flashlight.

"How's it going?"

Danny shrugged.

Aleks sat on the hard wooden floor, "Want to
tell me about your dream?"

He nodded, "K."

Aleks waited but the chubby boy never spoke.

"Now?"

Danny put down the comic with a sigh, "I was
standing in the kitchen and we were eating. I was getting juice. A
woman came into the house, she was a human but she was special
somehow. She grabbed Sarah and stabbed a needle in her arm. She did
the same thing to me. I dropped my juice. Then another woman was
there and she did what Aimee does and winked us to a new house, it
was cold and dark. I just remember the glass shattering to the
floor and juice spilling everywhere."

"I see. So something like this would come true
normally? Your dreams come true?"

He nodded, "If it’s the last dream before I
wake."

Aleks put a hand on him, "Well lucky you have
them then. We can bump up security at the house."

Danny picked up his comic again and started
reading, "I'm not going in the kitchen, just saying."

Aleks laughed standing up, "Okay. I will get
Annabelle to bring you breakfast up here."

"Milk no juice."

He smiled and let the warm wind take him to the
kitchen.

Sarah had finished her breakfast and was
laughing talking with Sam. He was the oldest of the Nephilim
children. He was twenty-eight but looked to be about nineteen. His
strength was unmatched. Aleks suspected his parentage to be one of
the Archangels.

"She tell you about the dream?" Sam asked
looking at him sternly.

Aleks nodded, "I spoke with Danny, sounds pretty
possible. They’ve been taking blood from Hanna. They could make a
weapon with her blood."

Sam smirked, "Hanna Hyde? Yeah we decided when
we make the toys to sell from our super hero franchise Hanna Hyde
will be her name. It has a nice ring to it."

Aleks frowned, "Don’t push it. You piss her off
and she tears the house down, you'll be sorry."

Sam laughed, "I can only imagine what she's like when she's angry."
His black eyes sparkled.

"What's for breakfast Annabelle?" Lydia asked
walking in pulling her long gray hair into a bun.

"Trouble Miss Lydia, today it be trouble for
breakfast." Annabelle pointed to the window.












Chapter Thirty-Two: Sell my soul to sleep
with a siren






Hanna











"Is that why Aleks is into me? Why he can't stop
coming on to me? Why Andy wants me? And Marcus?"

Roland nodded, "I believe it is. People can't
fight their love and attraction for Sirens. You force feelings on
them."

She stopped pacing around the kitchen and
pointed, "You said people, Aleks isn’t people. Neither is
Marcus."

"I told you supernatural beings feel lust,
incredible lust. Some even mistake it for love."

"This is disgusting. I was wondering what was
going on. I went from regular girl to, well something else. God
hates me, I know it. Shit. So even Nephilim can be affected?"

"Well I once knew a man who was a very powerful
Fae Shifter, definitely not a man. Anyway he was so in love with a
Siren he lost everything. He swore an oath to serve her and her
children for the rest of his life. He gave up everything to be near
her.

"She let him do that? What kind of people are
Sirens?"

"They're known for being fickle in love. One
minute they love you and the next they can't stand the sight of
you. They love a new man every week sometimes. No man can take the
loss of a Siren."

"Where is the rest of my family?"

"Greece and Italy. You have a grandmother and
Aunts who are like you."

"I have family?"

He nodded, "They will want to see you now that
you are the way you are."

She frowned, "Maybe we should wait until I get
the other me under control."

"Wise choice."

Hanna walked to the table and sat down, "So my
father was besotted with a Siren and they had a kid. Half monster
from my father's blood and half Siren from my mother's? Oh my god
my mom was a slut who made my dad want her. I'm the product of some
filthy affair."

"Never speak that way of her Hanna. She was a
dear woman. She loved your father dearly."

She ignored him and thought about Marcus. She
nearly threw up.

Roland sat across from her, "I am sorry my dear.
I wanted to tell you but I was sworn to secrecy. Your father never
wanted you to know about this world. He would have died if he
thought you believed your mother didn’t love you and him. She
did."

"How could he not love her? She forced him. She
took his love against his will. I bet everyone loved her. This just
gets better and better."

"The worst part is that you feel a natural pull
to supernatural beings. Hanna what you feel isn’t real. It's apart
of your ability. You fall as hard as they do. Nephilim and Fae and
Vampires, Aleks. All of them. What you feel for them isn’t
real."

"So I magnetize them as much as they do me?
Great. My poor father."

"No Hanna, you don’t understand my love. Marcus
made an elixir that stopped any Siren's magic from working on
anyone who drank it. He thought he was saving your father from the
clutches of a Siren. However when the elixir went into his system
he fell more in love with her. The love was real."

Hanna put her face into her hands, "Marcus,
again Marcus. Do you think he knows he's under my spell? Maybe he
should take the elixir as well."

Roland laughed, "He may not think you possess
her charms since you are much like your father and it's all so
new."

"I need some of that for them all. I can't have
them loving me against their will. Think of poor Andy. He's
completely in the dark about it all."

"You could ask Marcus to make you some."

She groaned, "I need a bunch of it. God how
pathetic am I, no one loves me for me. They love me because I
forced them to." She thought about having sex with Marcus. Her skin
crawled imagining what he really thought about her.

Roland put his hand on hers, "Hanna at least you
see it for what it is. I have been trying to help you be more
cavalier about love. I would hate for you to develop feelings for
one of them, only to find out they don’t love you the same
way."

"How long have you known I was like this?"

He sighed, "The day Aleksander came to the house
and you refused to get out of bed. I sent him up there to lecture
you but when you came down the stairs I knew. I could sense
something was different. I never would have guessed it was this
until you stared to have so many men in your life."

"I'm a menace." She got up from the table and
walked out of the kitchen, "I'm going to see a man about a
potion."

She walked out the door and climbed into the
small car her aunt had convinced her to buy when she had turned
sixteen, a shitty old civic.

The drive to the castle made her uneasy, but
seeing it as she pulled up made her out right nauseous.

Henry stood at the front door smiling at her.
She got out of the car and walked up to the mansion, trying to
ignore the clenching in her chest.

Henry opened the door not speaking but smiling
like a fool. She wondered if she needed seven batches of the
cure.

"Is he inside?" She asked as she walked in.

Henry nodded and pointed.

She walked toward the lab knowing he would most
likely be there. Her flats made a slapping noise along the hard
floors. She knew he would hear her coming.

She walked up to the lab door and knocked
softly. The metal door felt painful against her knuckles.

She waited but heard nothing.

Suddenly the huge metal door slid into the wall
revealing the stark white lab. The light from it hurt her eyes.

He stood inside in jeans and a charcoal grey
turtleneck. It showed every muscle along his body. She felt her
pulse quicken at the sight of him. His dark crystal blue eyes
looked pained. "To what do I owe the honor?" His voice sounded
wounded.

She took a deep breath, "Why do you love
me?"

He laughed bitterly, "Oh Hanna can we play these
games later? I am quite busy today."

She watched his expressions.

"In your blood tests did you ever test it
against my mothers?"

He looked up sharply, "What?"

"I'm a lot like my father but it seems I've
inherited a few of her, charms."

Her heart hurt watching him take it all in.

"A red haired Siren. I'm pretty sure that's
never actually happened before."

"Yay I'm special. I was wondering when I would
get to be special?"

He laughed, as he walked to the far side of the
lab and opened one of the huge white cupboards. As he opened it,
steam blew out into the lab. She frowned wondering what kind of
cupboard it was.

"I need a six doses, well unless you think Henry
could possibly fall under my spell."

With his back to her he spoke softly, "It's
better if Henry is smitten with you. You will always be safer with
him on your side."

He gripped a silver tube. It looked like a
toothbrush holder.

He closed the cupboard she was becoming
convinced was a fridge.

He walked to the table and grabbed several
vials. He poured a bright pink liquid into the vials, the same
amount for each.

"Give them these. It will take it away
instantly. For you to prevent it from happening again you need to
get Lydia to make you a charm. It will put a wall up around you
that stops the manipulation."

He put the vials into a dark purple bag and
passed her the bag.

She took it, feeling the soft satin of the
bag.

She sighed, "You need to drink one too."

"I drank one years ago my dear. When I met your
mother."

She felt ill.

"You loved her?"

He nodded, "For a moment but it wasn’t real. I
took the cure and it faded instantly."

"Did she love you?"

He shook his head.

Hanna nodded, "Well thanks for this." She felt a
small burst of excitement that his feelings for her had been
genuine.

His face was stoic.

She stepped toward him, "Marcus I'm so sorry. I
assumed the worst of you at every turn and you didn’t deserve
it."

He smiled, "I deserve it in every way Hanna." He
took a step toward her, taking her small hand in his, "I am
unworthy of you."

She shook her head feeling her eyes mist over,
"No you're exactly the man I need. I think I could really love you
Marcus."

He pulled her hand, crushing her against his
chest. She felt his hard body against her.

He squeezed her, "Hanna I swear I will do
everything in my power to protect this, what we have."

"From what?"

"Myself." He whispered.

The smell of him filled her, making her light
headed.

His face came down on hers, kissing her
intensely.

Her phone started to ring. She pulled it out and
answered.

"Roland?"

"Annabelle has had word sent. The house was
attacked."

Hanna frowned, "How is that possible? Lydia has
the guards. Nothing can get through there."

"Something has. I believe they were humans. The
guards don’t keep out humans."

"Roland humans can't defeat Aleks and Sam and
Lucas and Ari and all those weird little kids. Not to mention the
powerful witch that live there."

She looked up at Marcus, his reaction spoke
volumes.

"I will go there directly." She closed the phone
looking at Marcus. "Oh my god, what have you done?"

He looked stunned, "I, well, I didn’t think he
had it done yet. I thought we had more time."

She stepped back, "What did you do?"

He shook his head, "We had more time." His voice
changed, he wasn’t the confident vampire she always saw him
for.

"WHAT DID YOU DO?" Her heart was bursting. She
needed to know where Sam was.

He grabbed her arm, "We need to go now."

He dragged her down the hall, she could hear the
lab door closing.

"Henry, Henry if you please, get the car. Henry
the car." He dragged her down the hall.

His long legs taking steps she couldn’t match at
a run.

By the time they reached the front door, Henry
was sitting in the car waiting for them.

Marcus opened the door, threw her inside and
jumped in.

Her head bounced off the other door, "Ouch.
Marcus what is going on?" She shouted.

"The chemist I told you about. He must have
completed the experiments he was doing with your blood. He has made
the humans like the beast." His jaw flexed.

"How could you let that happen?" The word spun
as her anger increased.

He turned to her, "You are my number one
priority. If everyone else dies but you live then so be it."

She started to feel dizzy, the change gripped
her, "How could you? I could never live with that."

"Well I can."
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Voices filled the smoky air, he couldn't
understand them but they rattled around in his fuzzy thoughts. He
recalled the hoards of people over running them. He recalled the
children screaming. Everyone panicked.

He lifted his head realizing he was on the
ground. His vision cleared, it had been a long time since anything
had been able to debilitate him.

He looked down at the blood staining his hands.
His eyes glanced at the wounds in his stomach. They seeped blood
slowly, matching his heartbeat.

He shivered.

He knew he had been drugged by something.
Something he hadn’t known existed.

"What the hell Aleks? What happened?"

He turned pushing himself to a standing position
to see Lorri. She looked livid.

"I don’t know. They were humans, the guards
couldn’t keep them out. I couldn’t kill them. I wounded them over
and over but I couldn’t kill them. It was as if they felt
nothing."

She screamed, "FUCK!"

She stormed past him through the kitchen to the
sitting room.

He followed, to where Lydia lay unconscious on
the ground. Her heartbeat was barely there.

"Is she dying?" Lorri asked savagely.

Aleks nodded, "It feels that way."

"Son of a bitch I am going to rip his limbs off
and eat them slowly in front of him." She seethed leaving the
sitting room.

She returned with a small glass of red
liquid.

He shook his head, "You know Lydia's opinions on
such things. She wouldn’t want this."

Lorri sank into the chair, "I don’t have any
other choice. The children are all missing, except the chubby one
who sees the future. Annabelle is blaming herself, she thinks it's
her fault."

Aleks frowned, "How could any of this be her
fault?" He pulled Lydia up into his arms, cradling her.

Lorri sighed and put the glass down. She put her
pretty face into her hands, "Annabelle controls the guards. She's
powerful, more than Lydia. It never was Lydia's guards. How could
this happen?"

"I think I know."

Aleks looked up to see Hanna standing in the
hall. She looked ill. It hurt him to see her upset.

"Who the hell are you?"

Hanna flinched at Lorri's biting words, "I'm
Hanna."

"She's Dr. Jekyll's daughter."

Lorri laughed, "Oh Christ, no. Oh my god. You're
like him aren’t you? You smell like your mom though."

Hanna nodded slowly, "I gave my blood to Marcus
Dragomir, he was using it to make a cure for what I am. I found out
he was also using it to help the Dark Ones."

Aleks closed his eyes devastated. He knew Hanna
would be upset.

Lorri shot up from the chair, "Where is he?"

Hanna shrugged whispering, "I don’t know." Her
eyes filled with fear and sadness.

Lorri was gone, with a flash.

Hanna slumped onto the floor on her knees
sobbing, "It's all my fault."

Aleks picked Lydia up and placed her on the
couch. He walked to Hanna and picked her up. He cradled her in his
arms, holding her tight to his chest.

She sobbed in heaves, "I-I-I didn't know he made
humans like me. I-I-I swear."

He hugged her, "I know. I know you didn’t."

She wrapped her arms around him. He forgot about
everything in the world, as the warmth of her body pressed into
his.

"Aleks?"

He looked up to see Aimee's horrified look.

"Help Lydia." He spoke softly.

"What happened?"

He shook his head, he didn’t know where to
start. He knew Aimee would lose control and kill Hanna, even if it
wasn’t her fault.

Aimee rushed to the couch feeling Lydia's weak
pulse.

"Giselle. Come quick."

"No Aimee, you know her wishes."

She started to cry, "Aleks, we have to save her.
Giselle's blood can save her."

"You can't save her like that. She wouldn’t like
it."

Ari ran into the room covered in sweat with a
huge brown wolf beside her.

"What the eff?"

Aleks put Hanna on the couch and sat beside her.
He could feel her fighting her shift.

"Everyone stay calm. If she changes she could
kill you all." He continued softly still holding Hanna's small
hand, "Her blood has things in it that can make a weapon." His eyes
instantly darted to Aimee, "She wasn’t aware of this. Marcus
Dragomir tricked her and took her blood and gave it to the Dark
Ones. They used it on humans and came for the kids. Aimee
discovered it the other day. We've been trying to find out more. We
thought the formula was in the works not being used already. "

Aimee frowned, "The guards should have kept
everyone here safe."

Aleks shook his head, "They don’t keep humans
out. We never thought he would be using it on humans."

Ari looked savage, "I can push her and send her
back. It'll undo all of this."

Aleks thought for the smallest of seconds, "No.
No she could die or change and kill people."

Lucas crept along to the couch and sniffed her.
He walked away after a moment, leaving the room.

"What are we going to do?"

Aleks looked at Aimee, "Come up with a
plan."

Hanna sat up looking as if she had control, "We
need to kill the chemist. He's in Boston. Some new young chemist.
Marcus said he was smarter than anyone. He is almost done making
the cure for me."

Aleks wrapped an arm around her, "No, we have to
wait for him to finish your cure. You will die if you fight without
immortality."

Hanna smiled looking broken, "You aren’t
thinking for yourself Aleks." She lifted the small purple bag she
clutched. With trembling hands she reached in, puling out a small
vial filled with bright pink liquid.

She placed it in his hand.

"You need to drink this."

Aleks looked confused, "What?"

She nodded as more tears fell from her eyes.

"She's a Siren." Lucas walked into the room
fully dressed.

Gasps filled the room.

Aleks felt ill, he looked at her shaking his
head, "No."

Hanna touched his face softly, "Drink it. Trust
me."

He shook his head, "I don’t need to."

"You have to if she's a Siren Aleks. Don’t be
foolish."

Hanna nodded, "It will take away the
effects."

Aleks took the vial and opened it. He drank the
liquid feeling it burn its way down his throat. As it burned he
noticed Hanna grew less appealing to him. His heart didn’t ache
when he looked into her eyes. Her lips were the last things he
thought about as the fog lifted from his brain.

"Hanna." He spoke as if seeing her for the first
time.

Tears poured from her face, "I didn’t know. I
found out today." Her lips trembled. He felt angry but he knew she
was a victim of it all as much as he was. She should have had a
charm bracelet from birth.

Hanna looked at Lucas, "You knew? How can you
stand it? How is it not getting to you?"

He shrugged, "My wolf has a mate. There isn’t
anything as strong as that."

Ari looked at Lucas and smirked, "Nice. Brownie
points for later."

He chuckled, "I've smelled one before. In Italy.
She was like dessert, a rich chocolaty dessert I wanted to bite
into. You smell the same."

Ari frowned.

Hanna nodded, "I have a few people I need to
give the cure to." She looked at Lydia, "I need her to make me a
charm. She has to live."

Aimee stroked the old woman's face, "She will.
It's Lydia. Nothing can kill her."

Suddenly and with a small amount of flame Lorri
reappeared in the room, "Well they're all in Boston. They have a
witch too. The building is completely fortified. We need our own
human army."

She sat down next to Lydia and Aimee.

"Her heartbeat is getting stronger, she will
live."

Aimee smiled.

Aleks noticed her smile instantly, it made his
own heartbeat quicken. As Hanna's fog left his brain Aimee had
invaded. He sighed.

Aimee's smile stopped after a moment. She looked
at Aleks horrified, "It's Blake."

He stopped for a moment, thinking, "Yes, you're
probably right. New chemist who is smarter than anyone. He took
Giselle to a vamp bar. It's him."

Aimee looked sickened, "He took my sister there.
Oh my god what if he's using her to test the different experiments
he's doing. I bet you he is. It's probably more than just the blood
drugging. I've been trying to find them but I haven’t been able
to."

Ari looked confused, "That nerd who worships
your sister, that guy who didn’t believe any of what was happening
to you was real? He's the chemist?"

Aimee nodded, "He obviously believes now."

Lucas shook his head, "You're guessing, we need
answers. We need to know how to get into the building."

Hanna sighed, "I can get in. I'm human and once
I change nothing hurts me. Its like I don’t notice it till after.
This is all my fault, I should be the one to fix it."

Aimee nodded, "She's right."

Lorri shook her head, "We aren’t going to send
you in there to get killed." She glared at Aimee.

Ari pointed to Lydia, "She's going to be fine.
We need to move before they kill the kids."

"Or worse, leave. If Daniel and the chemist get
away I will be pissed."

Lucas looked around, "Where is Annabelle?"

Aleks pointed to the ceiling, "Upstairs. She's
upset."

Aimee frowned, "Annabelle?" She called out.

Howling filled the room along with a cold
wind.

Aleks spoke soothingly, "Annabelle it wasn’t
your fault. Lydia needs you."

The young maid appeared, sobbing at Lydia side,
"I be sorry. I never made the guards for humans. The smoke took my
magic from me."

Lorri looked at her with the most caring
expression Aleks had ever seen her wear, "Annabelle her heartbeat
is getting stronger. That means she will live. She just needs
someone to protect her and care for her until she wakes up. Can you
stay calm enough?"

Annabelle nodded sniffling, "I can do it. I can
change the guards."

"I can help her too."

Aleks looked to see Danny standing in the
hallway. His tear stained cheeks looked flush.

Lorri nodded, "Thanks kid."

"Its all my fault. I had the dream but I didn’t
think it would come so soon. Usually they happen a few days
before."

Aleks shook his head, "There is no way this is
anyone's fault. Each of us is a victim of the circumstances. What
we need is to stand together and get back those kids before Daniel
kills them."

He looked back at Hanna, "You ready?"

She nodded, "Yeah." Defeat and the recognition
that she would die, filled her eyes. It didn’t kill him to see it
but it hurt him on some level.
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She tried to stay close to Aleks as they walked,
the smell of him was over whelming. She could feel his indifference
to her. She wished she too was apathetic but her feelings and
attraction for him were as potent as they had ever been. She
noticed everything about him. She needed it to calm herself. She
didn’t want to prematurely become the monster. She needed to save
Sam. She felt an anger and fear that frightened her, not knowing
where he was.

Aimee had winked them to a parking lot several
blocks from the building in Boston. Hanna had never been to Boston
before. She never considered the history or heritage of the place,
only the pain she would soon be in and the death that would follow
her shift and saving Sam.

They walked to the large building. It was
several stories high, looking more like an apartment building than
anything.

She looked up at it thinking about the things
she hadn’t gotten to do yet. She hadn’t stopped by Rebecca's
parents house. She hadn’t been to her grave yet. She never got to
have a Christmas with Roland and she never got to watch her aunt
tried for her crimes.

She looked at Aimee, "Punch me in the face,
hard."

Aimee looked at her and nodded, "I don’t hate
you. I just don’t have all the facts okay?"

Hanna nodded, "Yeah whatever. Ari told me you
were a LARP dork. We could never be friends."

Aimee frowned and punched her in the face. Hanna
saw stars the moment her head snapped back.

Rage filled her instantly.

The shift started. She tried not to scream. She
tried not to make too much of a spectacle of herself.

Her skin rippled, straining as if it would tear.
She felt her hands grip her face, as her clothes ripped from her
body.

Her legs dropped to the concrete, her vision
went hazy and her mind went numb.

She heard herself chuckle as the pain
subsided.

She looked at Lorri who was smiling and pointing
to the building.

Hanna could see everything the beast saw but not
the thoughts the beast had. Somehow Lorri seemed able to control
the beast though. She turned and ran at the building as hard as she
could.

She saw the huge hands rip the front door from
the building and throw it. A man came out but her hands reached for
him. She pulled him apart. The laugh was there again. The beast was
laughing at the ripping and tearing.

Watching the blood shed of the second person
Hanna slipped into the black just leaving the beast to do its
work.






****






She woke to screaming. She recognized voices but
couldn’t understand the words they said. Blood pounded in her
ears.

She leaned forward, throwing up all over the
concrete. She felt the cold pavement against her hands. She tried
to push herself up but everything ached. She opened her eyes to the
pool of blood she lay in.

"I WILL KILL THE NEXT PERSON WHO MOVES!"

She looked up to see Marcus and Henry. Henry
held his arms out, they trembled as if they held something. She
looked to see Aleks, Aimee and Ari pinned to the ground but nothing
touched them. Lorri was gone.

She looked up at Marcus whose hands trembled. He
carried something in his fingers.

He knelt on the ground beside her smiling, "My
love, you must drink this. It will save you. I found it. He
finished it."

She looked down at her arms, pieces of flesh
were ripped from them. She gasped. Her stomach bled, as did her
face. She put her hands to her face touching the parts that hurt.
Her cheek had a hole in it. Her tongue moved to feel the hole. She
cried out seeing the desperation in his eyes.

"I'm dying Marcus."

He shook his head, a small tear formed in his
eye, "You will live if you drink this. It's the cure."

She looked at her body, "I don’t w-w-want t-to
live this way." Her words were broken as blood gurgled in her
throat.

He shook his head, "My blood will heal you after
you drink the cure."

She took the vial looking at everything around
her. She looked at Henry and drank the vial.

It seared its way through her. Her mouth
struggled with something that was building in her throat. She
choked on it until suddenly it ripped its way from her in a cry.
She screamed as the liquid felt as if it cut its way through her
body.

The pain grew beyond agony, she had no reference
points for it or ways to express it. Her mind had gone blank as her
body convulsed on the ground.
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He had been stunned watching her grow into the
beast. The looks on the faces around them were one part disgust
mixed with two parts of something else, hope.

Lorri spoke to the beast in a tongue he didn’t
understand.

The beast seemed to know what she wanted.
Suddenly like the giant lumbering monster it was, it ran at the
building. It ripped open the door. The guards placed around the
building weakened it but only for a second as it passed through
them.

It grabbed a man tearing him to pieces. It
destroyed the front of the building. People began pouring from the
doors attacking with weapons and magic. The beast screamed in pain
but continued to rip everything it saw. It crushed beings with its
massive foot and squeezed others until blood burst from them.

Aleks watched in horror as the thing attacked an
army worth of creatures and monsters. Anyone else would have had to
work incredibly hard to kill a third of what she did in no time.
The few that trickled from the building, and past the thing, were
destroyed instantly by Lorri or Aimee or Ari. He and Lucas stood
back watching. Lucas remained in wolf from. The blood bath was the
most horrifying thing he had ever seen.

Aleks looked at Lucas, "Ready to find them?"

Lucas stood and sauntered to the side of the
building. Aleks whisked himself inside the door, opening it for
Lucas. They climbed the stairs slowly together. Voices filled the
rooms as orders and commands were shouted.

Aleks cloaked himself instantly and Lucas stayed
low to the ground. The halls were filled with papers and people.
Lucas hid behind a door as Aleks walked along hurriedly, trying to
find where they were being held.

He walked down the stairs to the lower levels of
the building. It smelled dank and wet. The building was old, making
the basement musty.

"I can't seem to hear anyone's thoughts.
Everything is blank." A girl spoke softly.

"It’s the one with the smug look on her face." A
guy answered.

Aleks walked back up the stairs a bit and
whistled low, he knew he was in the right place.

He waited until Lucas came creeping down the
stairs. Fresh blood coated his muzzle.

They walked together back to the basement.

Aleks remained cloaked as he snuck behind the
girl as Lucas prepared to attack the man.

As Aleks reached around the girl, she tried to
spin, "What the fu..." Her neck was broken.

"Where did…?" The guy spun but Lucas launched
himself, knocking the man to the ground and ripped his throat
out.

Aleks kicked the door open to the small
room.

"Aleks!" Little arms rushed toward him crying
out and jumping to him. "You came for us." He hugged the kids.

Anne sneered, "About time." He shook his head
wanting to swat her.

Dawn looked like she was ready to cry. She knelt
to the ground to hug Lucas but pulled away, "Ewww you have skin in
your teeth. Oh my god I'm going to get sick. That’s nasty."

Sam smiled, "Hey guys."

Aleks looked at them, "How did they get
you?"

Sam shook his head, "It was brutal. They had a
smoke bomb that disabled every one of us. I watched them knock you
out and shoot you several times. They have something like Anne,
every time I tried to use my powers they worked against me." He
looked around, "It was weird. Must be Nephilim too. The humans shot
us with something and we woke up here."

"Did they hurt you?"

Sam shook his head, "No, not really." He smiled,
"Everyone likes me Aleks, you know that."

Aleks rolled his eyes.

A loud crash happened above them. Lucas wined
and started toward the door.

"What is going on up there?"

Aleks sighed, "We need to get going before she
destroys the entire building."

"What did you bring?"

"Hanna."
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She woke to the muted light of the castle. She
sighed feeling safe at long last. Terrified of what she would find
she lifted her fingers to her face. Her cheek felt normal again.
She lifted her arms seeing nothing but her normal skin.

"Oh thank god." She whispered.

"Pretty sure the name is Marcus."

She looked up seeing him sitting in a chair
across the room, "What?"

He smiled standing in the dim light and walking
to her, "The person you need to thank is not god, it's me."

He sat on the bed beside her. She smiled,
"Thanks."

He bent kissing her lips tenderly, "Never scare
me like that again."

She nodded, "Okay."

He lay down on the bed beside her and held
her.

"Is everyone else alright?"

"Yes, Lydia is waking up now, a few hours a day
she actually speaks and tries to do magic."

"What about those kids?"

He laughed, "Those wicked little brats are
fine."

"Aimee and Aleks and Ari and Sam?"

He pulled her back, "Everyone is fine. Honestly.
You were the only one hurt. Well and Lorri a little bit but that
was nothing to do with the Dark Ones."

She frowned, "You and Lorri got into a
fight?"

He smirked, "One doesn’t fight with Lorri. One
attacks savagely when she is distracted and then retreats."

"I remember Henry there." She felt puzzled by
her jagged memories.

He laughed, "I told you it was better for Henry
to be smitten. I told him what was going on and he was very adamant
we went to help you out."

"He is stronger than any of you isn’t he?"

He nodded, "He is ancient. He is a magic we
cannot ever compete with."

"Why does he stay with you?"

Marcus beamed, "I captured his soul. It was a
foolish thing to do but I was bored and it was a challenge."

"What happens if he finds his soul?"

"He can kill me. He cannot kill me until the
moment he does find it."

She gasped, "You idiot, why would you ever do
that?"

He shrugged, "I was young and foolish."

"Give it back and beg his forgiveness."

"No, I cannot. He will never forgive me. He will
only kill me and be done with it. He will return home and it will
end."

She felt sad for Henry. He was a kind man who
didn’t deserve that as a fate. She wondered if she gave back the
soul if he would just leave and not bother with his revenge.

Her phone rang. She looked at Marcus who grabbed
it for her and looked at it, "Roland. Again."

She took the phone, "Again? Hello."

"My dear you're awake. Lydia told me what you
did. That was imprudent and reckless."

"Roland I'm sorry, it couldn’t be helped. I
needed to redeem myself. Marcus got the cure from them too. I'm
free of the beast, I think anyway."

There was silence.

"Roland?"

"I'm here. What did he tell you the cure
did?"

She looked confused at Marcus whose face
darkened slightly.

She sighed, "Nothing. Why?"

"Your father had a cure once too but it would
have turned him into something unnatural. He chose to stay with the
devil he knew."

"I will get the information and get back to you.
I will be home tonight."

"Excellent. I will prepare us a feast. Dinner
will be at six."

She hung up the phone and looked at Marcus,
"What happened to your rule." She mimicked his English accent,
"Lets agree to not lie to one another shall we?"

He chuckled, "How else could I get you to
listen. You were dying. My blood would heal you but the changes
would come more frequently, as your body was weakened. I watched
your father go through it."

"What has it done to me?"

He bit his lip, "Well it's made you strong,
stronger than the beast. Your anger, when provoked, could be quite
bad but honestly it will be controlled by you one hundred percent.
In theory."

She closed her eyes, "You made me into a small
beast. I won't change shape but I'll still potentially kill
people?"

"In theory you should be able to control all of
it."

She sighed, "In theory, in theory means eff all
Marcus. Who could you possibly have tested this on if I'm the only
one of me?"

"I know you're concerned about what you might do
but let's focus on what you won't do. No more shifting into the
beast, no more black outs, no more injuries randomly."

She frowned, "No more injuries?"

He shook his head, "You're strong now. Like
me."

"Will I age and die like a normal person?"

"No. When you were sleeping I gave you the same
thing I gave your father a long time ago."

She didn’t know how to feel about that.

"You might have lived longer than a normal human
because of your mother."

"What was she like?"

"You. She was kind and funny and beautiful. She
laughed all the time. She adored your father."

"How much did you love her?"

"I feel you tensing up, I know it's weird that
seventy years ago I was in love with her but in truth I took the
potion and then I didn’t love her. I saw her as I saw any regular
human. She wasn't anything special to me then."

"Did you love my father?"

"Like my brother. When he and I met we were both
so alone in the world. He was terrible with other people. The whole
experiment was to give him normal social graces. To make him more
than the man he was."

Hanna laughed, "Well he definitely got his
wish."

Marcus laughed with her, "Oh he got more than he
bargained for."

"Were they happy when they found out about
me?"

"You ask a lot of questions."

She turned to face him. He kissed her nose.

"Were they?"

His eyes twitched, she knew he was hiding the
truth from her. After staring into her eyes he spoke, "No."

Hanna nodded. She watched his eyes and smiled
even though it hurt, "You were thinking about using your mind thing
on me weren’t you?"

He laughed.

She smiled, "I saw your pupil flex almost."

"I never want you to feel pain."

His lips brushed hers.

"How bad of shape was I in yesterday?"

He pulled back, "I just want to kiss and maybe
touch a little. Can we ask questions later?"

She stayed frozen watching him.

He sighed annoyed, "The worst shape I could have
imagined. Most of the skin on your body was gone. I didn’t think
you would live. Your legs were broken and your hair had been ripped
out." He pushed a hand up into her thick strawberry locks, "I
didn’t think you would live."

She knitted her brows seeing the pain on his
face, "I lived Marcus. I lived because of you." She leaned in
letting his lips encompass hers. His arms wrapped around her
pulling her into him. He didn’t seem to want to let her go.












Chapter Thirty-Seven: Daddy Dorian
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"How is she?"

He looked up to see Giselle standing in the
doorway. He couldn’t help but notice how she looked all of a
sudden. Her limbs had filled out again, her color was peaches and
cream and her hair looked like live silk.

"She's good." He didn’t realize he spoke to her
lips. Her luscious pink lips.

She smiled seeing his face, "What's up with
you?"

He shrugged, "What do you mean?"

"Dude." She tilted her head mocking him.

He smiled, "Anyway, she's fine. She's waking for
short periods now."

"It's Christmas in like four days. What does
everyone here do for Christmas?"

He laughed, "Oh we usually blow it up. It's over
the top and ridiculous. This year Annabelle would have done things
to this house none of us would have recovered from. In the wake of
the last few days, I don’t know what we'll do."

She walked to Lydia's bed and sat beside her,
"She's the most amazing lady. Annabelle told me she's like over two
hundred years old. How is that possible?"

"She uses a type of magic, good magic that
replenishes her. It wont make her live forever but it will give her
a lot of extra time."

Giselle looked at the older woman with care and
compassion, "She has been so kind to me. My own mom has never been
that loving to me."

Aleks felt his jaw tighten thinking about how
cruel Giselle's parents were. Aimee had told him all about it when
Giselle had been in the hospital. He smiled thinking about what
Dorian had done to her mom's boyfriend.

"How is your mom?"

Giselle shrugged, "She's okay. Since Mom's
boyfriend left she's been kind of bummed. I think she thought she
was in love even though they barely knew each other."

He nodded, "Where did he go?"

She smirked, "I don’t know but I wish I
did."

Aleks laughed, he laughed because he knew where
her mom's boyfriend had gone. Dorian enjoyed pedophiles more than
the average criminal he usually ate or fed to Lorri. He cringed
imagining what those last few hours had been like for the horrid
man and felt a warm fuzzy feeling.

"Do you think I'm pretty?"

He looked up startled by the question, "What, of
course. Even blind men can tell you're pretty. Pretty isn’t the
word. Ravishing, stunning, startlingly beautiful."

She blushed laughing, "So do you think about
me?"

He felt his face blushing as hers had, "Yes of
course. I think people who have met you accidentally on a bus, for
only a moment think about you for the rest of their lives."

She looked sad, "So you don’t think about me in
the way that you thought about Aimee?"

He felt a tightening in his chest, how did he
think of Giselle? He liked her, he more than liked her. He wanted
her safe and would kill anyone who touched her. He wanted her happy
but did he want to make her happy? Since taking the cure from Hanna
he noticed her more. It was if his heart had made room for
Giselle.

He frowned, "The week has been so chaotic, I
don’t know what I think about anything."

She nodded sweetly, "Of course. I totally
understand. Well I better be going. The sun makes me tired now."
She got up from the bed and walked from the room. She stopped and
looked back at him, "See ya."

He nodded feeling off about it all. He hadn’t
meant to say any of it. He hadn’t been prepared for her to say
anything to him.

She looked at Lydia who smirked in her pretend
sleep.

"Lydia, you sneaky old woman."

She smiled outright, "You are a fool Aleksander.
A great huge fool. That sweet girl is head over heels for you. Not
because of your odd pheromone disorder either. You know you have
zero impact on her with that? When has that happened? She likes you
for you."

He frowned, "I noticed it before. I thought it
was because she wasn’t clever enough to recognize what was
happening."

Lydia frowned at him, "That’s a cruel thing to
say."

He blushed, "Its not what I meant, I meant I
just thought…"

She cut him off, "You thought she wasn’t smart
enough to sense you. You don’t deserve her."

He nodded, "Lydia I'm sorry. I never meant that.
I do think she is smart, in a different way than I am."

Lydia raised an eyebrow at him, "She's smart
enough to recognize love at least. Tell Annabelle I would like some
tea or soup. Something warm."

He stood up from the chair, "Of course."

He felt like an ass. He had always considered
Giselle as a trophy a man would hold, not an equal partner in life.
It was why he'd made Marcus not only heal her but also turn her.
She could defend her own beauty for a change. He walked to the
kitchen feeling lost.

"Lydia would like something warm, tea or
soup."

Annabelle nodded, she hadn’t returned to her old
self. She was quiet as if embarrassed or angry and not wanting to
talk about it. It was odd seeing her so silent.

He looked over to see Dorian sitting in the
kitchen, "What are you doing here?" He asked smiling.

Dorian looked at him and frowned, "You look like
hell. I'm here seeing Ari. I'm trying to make a friendship."

Aleks grimaced, "How's that going? I know she
isn’t fond of you."

Dorian laughed bitterly, "Yes well I deserve
that I'm afraid. I haven’t been a good father, or any kind of
father."

"Is she even here?"

He smiled wickedly, "No but I did notice Giselle
is here. I have longed to enjoy an afternoon with her. The moment I
met her I knew she would be a delicious little snack I would savor.
I see she isn’t as breakable as before."

Aleks was across the table before he could even
reason with himself, "You touch her. I will fucking end you."

He grabbed Dorian by the chest pushing him off
the chair and landing on him. His hands wrapped around his
throat.

The last thing he could recall before the
blackout was Ari standing over them both shaking her head.
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She looked at her red dress and smiled, she had
never felt so alive. She walked from the room and down the long
hallway to the staircase. She looked down at Roland and smiled.

"You look lovely my dear."

She laughed, "Thanks Roland. You look pretty
good your self."

She was careful on the stairs. She took his arm
and let him lead her to the huge dining room table where a huge
feast was set for them.

"This looks incredible. You made it all?"

He laughed, "Yes of course. Now have a seat." He
pulled the chair out for her.

She heard a knock at the door and looked puzzled
at Roland who grinned like the Cheshire cat.

He left the room quickly.

She could hear voices but not well enough to
pinpoint the owner.

She stood as Andy walked around the corner.

He looked handsome in dark brown cords and a
navy polo. He was considerably under dressed, compared to her and
Roland but his muscles made his clothing inconsequential.

"Andy, what a nice surprise." It was.

"Hanna you look stunning. I feel under
dressed."

"No you look great."

He wrapped his arms around her and held her
close. She savored the scent of him. It was a natural smell.

He pulled her back and kissed her cheek softly.
She felt dizzy. She forced herself to think of dinner but the smell
of the detective was too overwhelming.

She stepped back and walked from the table, "I
forgot something up stairs, I'll be right back."

She climbed the stairs quickly to get the vial.
She hated the idea that he too would see her as a normal girl, but
she owed him that. She hadn’t been able to get the charm bracelet
made.

She picked it up out of the purple sack and held
it in her hand tightly. She wanted to cry realizing he would feel
nothing. It would leave her still be attracted to him, just as she
was with Aleks. She wondered if there was a cure for the way she
was attracted to the opposite sex?

She picked up the Christmas gift she had bought
him and walked down the stairs.

She went into the kitchen first and looked at
Roland, "I need his glass of wine."

Roland looked at her confused, "Why?"

She held up the vial, "I need to free him."

He looked at it and nodded. He passed her the
glass and watched as she drained the vial into the glass. He took
it back and poured red wine into it.

He passed her a glass as well. She smiled and
carried both in with the gift under her arm.

"So what are you plans over the holiday?"

She passed Andy the wine still smiling even
though a small part of her heart was breaking.

"Well I was thinking that maybe I might see if
you wanted to go to the outdoor rink and skate. Then I have dinner
at my moms." He took the wine from her, "Thanks."

She nodded watching it hit his lip press against
the glass. He swallowed nodding, "Bit tart for me."

She grinned, "Drink up and I will get you a
glass of white."

He laughed, "You trying to get me drunk?"

"What, me? No way." She knew her eyes were
dazzling him, her charms were at their peak. Any second he would
realize there was nothing special about her. She couldn’t feel her
heart beating. The absence of a beat scared her.

His glass emptied, he made a face making her
laugh. He took a step toward her looking at the gift, "Is that for
me?"

She nodded passing it to him, he looked at her
as if nothing had changed.

"Can I open it now or will you come with me to
my moms?"

She nearly spit her wine across the room, "Oh
uhm, what?"

He laughed, "I'll just open it now. I left yours
at my place, so you'll have to come and get it."

Her face flushed, "You want me to come to your
house? No don't open it. I will come to your house."

"Its an apartment not a house, it is definitely
not this place. My dad owns a pharmacy so, yeah we don’t have a
Roland at my moms."

She laughed, "No one has a Roland."

Roland walked into the dining room with a fresh
glass of white wine, "I am taking that as a compliment Hanna
dear."

She giggled nervously giving him a look, "It was
meant as one. Andy wants me to go to his house over Christmas." She
gave him her best-panicked look, "What day am I free?"

Roland looked as if he were thinking but Hanna
knew he was processing, "Boxing Day. Unless you want to hit the
shops?"

She frowned, "No I'm cool. No shops for me."

Andy looked at her glass of wine, "You drink?
You're how old?"

She laughed, "Well I am nineteen, but my mom was
European so I've always drank wine with dinner. My aunt and uncle
were good with it."

Roland nearly choked with laughter.

Andy raised an eyebrow, "Well it's twenty-one
for legal age."

Roland smiled, "I believe there is something
about your parent or guardian allowing it in the home though is
there not."

Andy grinned back, "Maybe something like
that."
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"That was rude, it was bloody rude. How was I to
know you'd spit on her like she was the last donut as Aimee always
says? For bloody Christ sake I am your oldest friend." Dorian
dabbed the bit of blood from his forehead.

Aleks snarled, "You are a terrible friend."

"Well that doesn’t make me less of a
friend."

Aleks looked homicidally at Ari, "You ever do
that to me again."

Dorian growled at him, "My turn to warn you of
the boundaries of our friendship."

Aleks felt himself about to leap from the chair
but Ari laughed at him.

"You both are retarded. This is nuts. I get
she's hot, but honestly."

Aleks looked at Ari and nodded, "You're right,
our behavior was atrocious."

Dorian grinned wickedly, "Speak for yourself. I
haven’t murdered anyone today. My behavior has been
impeccable."

Aleks rubbed his jaw where Dorian had punched,
"You hit like a girl."

Dorian laughed, "You better be nice to me or I'm
going to hit your girl."

"She isn’t mine."

Dorian laughed, "Yeah because she doesn’t know
how strongly you feel about her."

Ari rolled her eyes, "I'm outtie, peace out
daddy." Her tone was sarcastic.

Aleks felt for Dorian in a small way, even if
his efforts had been sad and he was reaping his own rewards. Ari
still had not accepted he was her family. Her only family. Her
uncle was kept safe by believing he'd won a free winery in Italy
that he couldn’t sell. In reality it had been Dorian's winery.

Dorian waved, "Thanks for hanging out."

Ari laughed going upstairs.

Dorian wiped the last of his black blood from
his eyebrow. He groaned rolling his eyes exactly the way his
daughter just had, "Look mate you need to tell her how you feel.
She's fucking sexy. I've thought about the things I would do to her
since the minute I saw her. Had she not been on deaths door I might
have. Now she looks ungodly hot."

Aleks growled again.

Dorian put his hands in the air, "I'm just being
real with you. She's a smoking hot vampire. Her sex drive is going
to explode. One of us is going to be there for that."

Aleks laughed, "You're awfully confident for
someone she barely knows.

He shrugged, "I only need a minute."

"Wow, not something I ever imagined I would hear
you admit to. I mean there have been rumors."

Dorian stood up quickly, "Oh that’s it."

He was gone in a wink.

Aleks realized what was happening and quickly
flashed from the room to Giselle's room. It was ajar.

Dorian was hovering over her bed, he whispered
in her ear. She moaned in her sleep.

Aleks crossed the room in a step grabbing his
arm, "You are sick." He whispered harshly.

Dorian grinned, "Look at that face. Can you
imagine your…"

Aleks dragged him from the room quickly before
he could finish his sentence.

Aimee was standing in the hallway with an
eyebrow raised, as they wrestled their way from the sleeping girls
room.

"What's going on?"

Dorian grinned at Aimee, "Aimee James. My
favorite death dealer."

Aimee looked at Aleks who shrugged, "Nothing.
Just making sure Giselle was comfortable. You know."

Aimee nodded giving Dorian a disgusted look, "I
see."

She walked around them to the door and peered
in, "Don’t mess with her." She spoke more to Dorian but Aleks felt
his share of the anger.

Aimee walked away shaking her head, "Perverts.
You're acting like frat boys. Act your age."

Dorian licked his lips watching her walk
away.

Aleks shoved him, "Get a grip. Find a girl I
haven’t been in love with, please."

Dorian raised his eyebrow, "Like that new Hanna.
I hear she's a siren. You know what they're like in the sack. I
barely survived the one I was with a while back. She was nuts, it
was amazing."

Aleks rubbed his temples, "Being around you is
like being around a sixteen year old boy. You walk around letting
your cock do all the talking."

"Least I use mine for something beyond getting
rid of the odd glass of wine."

He was gone from the hall before Aleks could attempt choking him
again.
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Andy had kissed her goodnight, he'd let his hand
run up her back, he'd done everything a guy really into a girl
would do.

She sighed filling her wine glass up again.

"He called you a minor." Roland chuckled.

"I am a minor, eternally."

Roland frowned, "No you're not. You were eight
when your dad gave you up but you weren't eight in human years,
more like eleven in real age."

She gasped, "I'm twenty-one? How is that
possible?"

Roland sighed, "No in real years you're more
like twenty-eight. You age differently as a child when one of your
parents is a Siren."

She grimaced, "Twenty-eight? Gross!"

He laughed, "I think the bigger problem is what
you're going to do about the police officers feelings? I can tell
you like him, a lot."

She nodded, "I do. He's sweet and kind and
gentle and respectful. He would never lie to me, I just know that.
I could trust him with my heart and he would treat it like it was
the most delicate flower." She flopped onto the couch nearly
spilling her win. "He does birthdays and holidays and lives a
normal amount of time. He probably has normal families with weird
aunts and his mom smothers him in love. He's the all American boy
next door."

Roland sat across from her frowning, "Sit nicely
in your dress Hanna."

She sat upright and scowled at him.

"You need to think about this seriously. You
can't like one guy and really like the other and lead them both on.
That’s a terrible thing to do to someone." He sighed, "You need
that charm bracelet as well."

She nodded, "I just don’t know who to pick. Andy
is sweet but Marcus is hot. He makes me think things and want
things. He opens my mind and my bod.."

"STOP!" Roland put his hands over his ears, "By
the gods is there no female friend you could discuss this with. My
word."

She laughed, "I think of you as a father
Roland."

He nodded, "Trust me my dear, no father wants to
hear this conversation, not even by accident. This is best
discussed with a friend."

She tried not to look hurt.

He softened his face, "Hanna try Aleksander, his
life is always some kind of disaster. If anyone can offer some kind
of advice on this its him."

She laughed, "I will. I'll see him tomorrow."
She got up off the couch, "Thank you for dinner Roland. It was
spectacular."

He smiled, sipping his brandy, "It is as always
my pleasure."

She went up the stairs to her room. She looked
at herself in the mirror. She wondered what it would be like to be
with Andy. His handsome rugged good looks and strong muscular body.
She imagined his arms around her waist, kissing her neck.

She smiled feeling the imaginations coming true.
She looked into the mirror, she tried to see what they saw. Her
eyes were boring, her hair was shiny and pretty but not enough to
drive men to madness. Her thin upper lip always bothered her more
than anything. Her ruddy skin seemed so imperfect compared to women
like her mother. Even in a picture you could fall in love with
her.

"You look beautiful."

She turned seeing Marcus sitting in her
windowsill.

His grin looked cruel.

She felt her stomach twist, he knew about Andy
coming for diner. Guilt filled her.

"How was dinner?"

She smiled, "It was delicious."

"Of course it was, Roland is a master chef. Did
he make lamb?"

She shook her head, "Pheasant."

"Ahh yes." He stepped into the window, with
every step toward he looked more menacingly at her, "I do love his
pheasant. Was it the cranberry stuffing?"

She took a step back toward her door, "It
was."

"How did Officer Paulson enjoy his meal?"

She sighed, "He enjoyed it."

Her back pressed against the wall near the
closed door. His next step brought him directly over her, "Of
course he did, he had my girl with him."

She frowned, "I did nothing wrong?"

"You never kissed him once?"

She wanted to shake her head, but the smell of
him had her mind playing tricks on her. Had she kissed him? She
recalled his kisses on previous occasions but Marcus was over
powering her mind.

"I don’t know, maybe a small kiss. Like I would
give any friend."

He bent down into her face, "He isn’t just any
friend though is he?"

She swallowed hard, she wasn’t afraid of him.
Not completely. "No, he isn’t."

His face dropped down into her neck, he licked
his way up her throat.

"No he isn't. Do you know how I know that?" He
planted a hot kiss on her jugular.

She shook her head, "You smell him on me?"

He pulled back from her neck, his fangs hung
slightly from his mouth over his lower lip.

He kissed her cheek directly beside he mouth, "I
do smell him yes. But," his hands roamed the front of her body, "I
also can smell your response to him."

His hand rested at the bottom of her stomach.
His mouth continued to kiss her cheeks, always staying out of reach
of her lips.

She felt her breath grow ragged, she wanted him
to lower his hands and touch her where he was making heat build
inside of her.

"Has something happened you need to tell me
about?" He kissed her mouth, taking control of it. His lips sucked
her in, his teeth dragged softly against her lower lip as he bit it
gently.

His hand grabbed the dress, pulling it up as his
other hand held her against the wall tightly.

He held the dress up but bent on one knee. He
placed a kiss on her thigh. His warm wet lips dragged their way
across her thigh to the inside.

"Is there something you need to tell me
about?"

She heard his words but her body was buzzing
from the anticipation of his next kiss.

She moaned. His lips pressed harder against her.
She felt herself spreading her legs slightly, she remembered the
feeling of him inside of her. His hands began to move up and down
her thighs. She hadn’t noticed his hand no longer pinned her to the
wall. He caressed her and continued to place soft kisses against
her.

"I love how you taste." She felt as if she were
floating above the room. She couldn’t feel her legs, just the
pleasure.

Suddenly he was standing with his mouth on her.
He kissed her hungrily.

"Is there something you need to tell me?"

She shook her head.

"Who do you belong to?"

She let his mouth invade hers. He pulled away
caressing and kissing her throat, "You. I belong with you."

He pulled away. His warmth was gone. She looked
up to see an empty room. His laugh seemed to ride along the wind
coming in her open window.

She screamed, "GET BACK HERE!"

He was gone.

She looked down at her red silk underwear around
her ankles over her red pumps, "Fucker." She whispered. Her satin
dress was hiked up around her thighs still.

She ripped the dress off and kicked the panties
across the room. She stormed to the window and closed it. She
locked it for good measure.

She stomped to the bathroom to at least attempt
to calm herself before bed. It was Christmas in the morning and she
didn’t want to mess it up for Roland. He'd worked hard at making it
special for her. She had hardly noticed the season, the death of
her friend and father had been hard to handle. Becoming a monster
and seductress had been impossible.
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He paced by the lake, seeing the calm of the
water made him feel better, usually.

"Aleks?"

He turned to see Hanna. Ben followed behind her.
He saw Sam watching as well.

He stared to laugh, "Oh wow. Uh Ben, want to
give us a minute?"

He gave him a look filled with daggers.

Hanna walked looking back, "It happened the
minute I got out of the car here with Ben and at the gas station.
The attendant tried to kiss me."

He grimaced, "Kind of glad I took the cure, no
offense."

She laughed, "None taken. I would never want my
free will messed with like that either. I don’t blame anyone for
not wanting to have their emotions played with."

"I don’t think it’s the emotions you're messing
with."

She looked up the yard frowning at Ben watching
her. She laughed, "Its awful isn’t it."

"Funny, now that I'm on the other side of
it."

Her gaze fixed on Sam at the top of the yard. He
pretended to be milling. "I need some help. Some advice
rather."

He nodded, "Shoot."

She looked tense and stressed, "I have a
predicament." She ran a hand through her strawberry bond hair.
"It's worse than that. It's bad. I could be madly in love with
Marcus, he makes me feel things I never knew I could. It might be
love. I really want to be with him but at the same time I have some
feelings for other people. Plus I don’t even know if my feelings
for Marcus are real." Her eyes turned pained as she looked up the
hill at Sam again, "I don’t know if any of my feelings are
real."

Aleks felt a small laugh building but he kept it
contained, "Am I one of those other people?"

She looked humiliated but nodded subtly.

"You don’t need to worry about that. I have that
reaction on every woman. Well except for Giselle."

She looked relieved, "You make every woman want
to uhm, well you know?"

He nodded, "Yeah, part of the curse."

She smiled, "Oh well that’s good news."

"Not when you’re the guy making everyone feel
that way."

"And Marcus?"

Aleks nodded, "He has the same effect. It isn’t
real Hanna. He can't really even feel love. You force people to
feel something, unless they take the cure."

"So well anyway I also feel that way about other
guys. One is a guy I met a while ago. But it's different with him.
He's like the boy next door. He makes me happy and makes me feel
like a normal girl. He's regular, you know?"

Aleks frowned, "A human?"

She nodded, "A cop named Andy Paulson."

"Hanna that’s a tough one but I think what you
need to do it step back from both guys and take yourself out of the
equation. Marcus is a tough bastard, I've tried killing him tons,
it never takes. So you're safe from hurting him but you're not safe
from him hurting you. He's still Marcus. If I were you I would use
the advantage you have and kill him in his sleep."

"Aleks!"

He laughed, "Well it's true. I'm trying to work
something out with Henry but unfortunately he hates me just as
much."

She laughed.

He continued, "The cop is a tough guy I'm sure
but at the end of the day, he's a human. Hanna that’s a dangerous
game to play. Aimee is with a human and she hides it everyday, from
everyone. Shane never comes here, ever. If she sees him it's behind
closed doors at his house or her dads new place."

She looked upset by the answer.

He felt guilty but smiled weakly, "Look at it
this way, if you ever got angry someone like me or Marcus could
defend against the beast whereas Andy would probably die. Or worse
end up like Giselle, changed into a monster just to survive."

"How do I make myself stop wanting to be with
him?"

He laughed, "When you find the answer to that
you let me know."

She looked at him, "Aimee?"

He nodded, "I loved her more than I can tell
you." His stomach ached as he spoke the words.

"You still love her?"

He nodded again, "Of course, in a way. How does
the heart stop wanting what it feels is best?"

She sat on the bench by the water, "If I never
see the cop again I feel like that human, simple, fun loving part
of me will be dead. I will live in the darkness and magic of this
world. All that will be left of the old me is the memories of when
I was a simple regular human."

"Hanna once a long time ago I was a regular boy
thinking I made the right choice to help my father. It's been six
hundred years and I can't seem to find an end to this world. You
just have to accept what you are."

Her eyes glistened, "Have you done it yet?"

He shook his head, "Not completely."

She laughed, "Is that why you haven’t asked
Giselle out yet?"

"I don’t know." He laughed, "I can't stand the
way she babbles on about nothing. She uses the word 'like' as if
she has no education. She constantly tells me things I know, stupid
things that everyone knows. She lacks common sense and she shops
too much."

"You like her, no one gets that worked up about
how much someone shops unless they like them. Or they have to pay
the bill."

He shook his head, "She drives me insane."

"What if she went on a date with another
guy?"

His chest tightened, "Why? What do you
know?"

Hanna laughed at him, "Nothing. I barely know
her. She hangs with Aimee all the time. Aimee's not really my type
of fun. I'm just saying though that Giselle is hot, blind men can
see how hot she is. Someone is going to ask her out."

He smirked looking up the hill, "Not while
you're around."

Her smiled vanished, "Ha ha ha, have you ever
been stalked?"

"Yeah, I have the same problem as you. I thought
we had this discussion."

She laughed, "So you think I should pick
Marcus?"

"I think you should do whatever feels right but
I think you should also think about why you're choosing Andy. Is it
love or the fact he makes you feel like you used to?"

A dark voice interrupted them, "Aleks, my dear
brother is this her? Is this the infamous Siren? Dear god someone
has gotten you ruffled up lately haven’t they love?"

Aleks watched Dorian walk down the path.

Hanna smiled at him, "Who are you?" She looked
lost in his eyes.

Aleks put his hands over his eyes, "Not a good
time Dorian."

Dorian glared at him, "You can't have all the
single girls to yourself." He grinned at Hanna.

Aleks could smell her response to Dorian, it was
strong.

"Shall we?" Dorian asked offering her an
arm.

Hanna took it, not even looking back at Aleks,
"See you later Aleks." She muttered still staring at Dorian.

"You smell delicious."

Hanna smiled, "Imagine how we would smell
together?"

Aleks watched them walk half way up the yard and
called out to Sam and Ben, "Guys, Dorian thinks he's won her
over."

Ben phased into a wolf mid air and Sam vanished
only to reappear behind Dorian. Aleks hadn't even realized Sam
could travel like that.

Suddenly Hanna screamed as Sam and Dorian both
grabbed at her.

Aleks flashed behind them instantly. He shoved
them into each other and grabbed her.

Away from the scent of Dorian and his magical
eyes, she came out of his spell. He could tell she was puzzled,
"What was that?"

He laughed, "Dorian. You need that charm
bracelet."

She looked confused seeing that they were
standing beside her car. She hugged him, "Thanks Aleks. I
think."

He waved as she drove away and went to the
backyard to watch Dorian in his death match.

He chuckled seeing that Sam appeared to be the
champion. Ben was unconscious and naked on the grass while Sam held
Dorian on the ground. It appeared as if Dorian was missing a large
piece of thigh.

"Okay guys she's gone. Sam is the winner."

Sam laughed, "Where is she? Where is my
prize?"

Aleks shook his head, "She went home, she
doesn’t like violence."

"You traitorous bastard." Dorian shouted at him,
climbing off the ground and brushing dirt and blood off his
designer jeans.

Aleks laughed, "You were using your mojo on her.
You know that’s against the house rules."

"She uses hers. I could sense her from the front
of the house."

"Not the same, she can't control it. You were
cheating."

Sam shoved past him, "Cheater."

Dorian growled, "Next time that kid leaves the
house, it's on."

Aleks laughed watching the skin fill in on the
bite marks, "You got beat up by a couple kids."

Dorian raised an eyebrow, "The guards prevent me
from using my powers."

"Not the ones that get you into trouble
unfortunately."

"Where did she go?"

"I would imagine Marcus Dragomir's house."

Dorian snorted, "You mean his castle.
Insufferable wanker." He gave it thought and frowned, "Is Henry
still there?"

Aleks nodded, "Yup and he really likes
Hanna."

"Not worth it, even if she is in heat."

"You're an animal."
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She drove around the block but decided her need
was too desperate. She went back to the house sneaking through the
halls. She crept up to Lydia's room to find her alone.

"Hanna dear how are you?" She asked from what
had appeared to be a coma.

Hanna laughed, "I guess I should have expected
you to know I was here."

"Yes and I know why." She opened her eyes and
reached for a small box on her night table. It was white with
shells on it.

She passed it to Hanna, "This will stop the ones
that wouldn’t normally be attracted to you. The ones your charms
are forcing."

Hanna took the small white box and opened it.
Inside was a small white bracelet with four small shells hanging
from it.

"Thank you Lydia."

Lydia frowned, "The ones who can smell what you
are, like Dorian and Sam and Ben and Marcus, this won't stop them.
Regular humans and a few odd special people will be safe from
you."

Hanna tried not to be disappointed, "Okay. What
can I do about them?"

Lydia laughed, "Run."

Hanna frowned, "Will they always just love
me?"

"The cure is the only hope. You have some?"

Hanna nodded, "I have a little. I can ask Marcus
to make more though."

Lydia smiled like a sweet old grandma, "I would
save what you have for people you will be around a lot."

"Okay."

Hanna took the bracelet in her hand and closed
the box. She passed it to Lydia, "No dear you keep it. Always store
it in there. It is charmed to make it protected against anyone who
would try to take it. Only a Siren can open the box." She paused
and gave Hanna a once over making her uncomfortable.

"You know you're blasting sexual energy
right?"

Hanna blushed stammering, "W-W-What?"

Lydia nodded, "The last book on the shelf over
there, the one that has the dark purple spine. You may borrow it.
It will explain things. The bracelet probably wont be able to
handle the work load until you're feeling more yourself."

Hanna turned humiliated and picked the book up
from the shelf. The book was old with a broken spine. She turned
back, "I'm going to go home now. I'm so sorry. I didn’t know."

Lydia shook her head, "No dear, never be sorry
for what you are. None of us can help it. If you were down town
tricking humans into giving you all their money and possessions
then I would expect that sorry."

Hanna raised an eyebrow, "I can do that?"

"Read the book." Lydia chuckled.

Hanna turned and walked out of the room, "Thanks
for everything Lydia."

"Lorri will be coming to see you next week.
You're being tested for the Roses. If you want?"

Hanna paused in the doorway, "The Roses? Me?
What can I do?"

Lydia's eyes sparkled, "I guess we will have to
wait and see."

Hanna nodded sneaking back out of the room and
down the hall.

"There you are. I knew I could still sense you
here." Words were whispered into her neck.

She felt someone press against the back of her.
He smelled like dessert. She turned to see Sam.

His hands wrapped around her waist pulling her
into him. He spun her around. His lips met hers instantly.

His tongue invaded her mouth. Her free hand slid
up into his hair pulling him down into her. His hands reached back
lifting her up into the air. Her legs wrapped around him. Her
tongue caressed his.

His mouth slipped down her throat kissing and
caressing her. She moaned.

"STOP!"

He froze and slowly placed her on the ground.
Hanna stepped back from him panting.

Annabelle put her hands on her hips, "Now this
aint that kinda of house. You needs to be doing that nonsense in
your rooms."

Hanna stepped back again but she felt her body
pull, she wanted to be back in his arms.

She could see the sparkle in his eyes as he took
a step toward her. She turned and ran from the house as quickly as
she could. He was instantly behind her as she ran out the front
door. She gasped and jumped in the car. She started it as fast as
she could and drove away. She remembered Aleks once saying that
they couldn’t flash into moving objects.

In the car, tears formed in her eyes. She drove
away without looking back, she knew he watched her leave from the
front door.

She drove to Marcus's house. She needed to free
of at least one of them. She couldn’t make Sam not want her without
the cure and if she was truly honest with herself she didn’t want
to. She wanted him the most out of them all. Even though she knew
nothing about him.

Andy was a different story though. She needed to
make the list of men who loved her smaller. She was a monster and
Andy was never going to be safe around her. He would never
understand why other men were attracted to her so fanatically.

Henry greeted her with his usual smile. She
looked down at the charm bracelet she held in her hand wanting to
throw it across the yard. Maybe the bloody thing was broken.

She stormed into the house, "Marcus." She called
out.

"Came back for more did you?"

She growled at him, "You need to help me. I need
to free Andy from my evil clutches."

He walked from the shadows in the huge hallway,
"You want your list of suitors smaller? How can I help? I might
even be able to help with Aleks. Henry owes him a death. I bet if
you asked he would do it."

"Not even funny, Aleks had the potion. Use your
mind tricks on Andy. I gave him the potion and he's still attracted
to me. You can convince him he barely knows me and wasn’t very fond
of me. I will end up hurting him. Tell him something. Maybe that I
was a spoiled rotten bitch. I don’t know. I disgust him.
Something." She was on the verge of tears again but the struggle
was the only thing stopping her from ripping her clothes off.

As he got closer she felt the shiver strike her
body, "Oh my Hanna. You seem to be blossoming."

She gave him her best you disgust me look while
trying not to stare at his crotch, "Just do it."

He nodded, "Your wish is my command."

He was gone instantly. She knew he couldn’t fly
but she wondered how he moved so quickly.

She ran from his house.






****






Back at her house she locked the doors and
windows and poured herself a glass of wine and a hot bath. She
ignored Roland completely, or rather he ignored her. She'd messed
up Christmas completely by getting mixed up in the Roses
nonsense.

The hot water only made the ache in her stomach
worse. Images of sex and Marcus filled her mind. She shook it off
downing the glass of wine and pouring another.

She opened the book becoming fascinated from the
first words.

'Sirens are never to be trusted.' She nodded
along with the opening line, "No kidding."

She became absorbed in the details. Her powers
started to make sense to her. Marcus turning her on without
releasing her was like pulling the pin on a grenade. She had reeked
of sex all day. Strangers trying to kiss her and Sam. She thought
about him again. The book started to slip in her fingers as she
imagined Sam.

Her thighs tightened, as her breathing grew
intense. She couldn’t think about anything except wonder what he
looked like without clothes, what his hands felt like on her, what
he tasted like?

She sat up feeling a fever crash over her skin.
She ached everywhere. She got out of the bath and put on her lest
sexy pajamas.

She paced still reading the book in front of her
fire. The fire made her images of Sam's naked body with flickering
firelight dancing across the floor. She sighed.

"Why do I have a terrible the feeling you're not
thinking about me?"

She spun seeing Marcus standing in her
doorway.

"How did you get in here?"

He laughed, "Hanna. Locked doors and windows
will never keep me from what is mine."

She whimpered, "Marcus I can't do this right
now. I don’t want to play games. Some thing is horribly wrong with
me."

He chuckled walking toward her.

She backed away, her body tried to push her
forward but she fought it.

His arms encompassed her, his eyes burned down
on her, "You are mine Hanna."

She nodded staring into his dark blue eyes.

His lips met hers. They stroked her lips too
softly, she wanted the fire to burn her aching skin. She wanted his
fangs to bite down. She wanted things she couldn’t say aloud for
fear of humiliation and rejection.

"What do you want my love?"

"You." She moaned into his ears.

He kissed her neck, "Someone has been kissing
you Hanna." He stepped back.

The distance between them felt like miles.

"You got me very, uhm, into it the other night.
It makes me a walking sex bomb."

He laughed, "What?"

She pointed to the book on the table beside her
fireplace, "That book explains everything."

He looked at it, "Well maybe we should read it
together."

She lunged at him, "Later." Her voice scared
her. A wave of heat filled her. Her mind was shut down as her body
took over.

She continued to push him until his legs hit her
mattress collapsing him on her bed.

He chuckled as she ripped the pants from his
body in one swipe.

She didn’t know how she'd done it, but the fear
in his eyes was worth destroying jeans that had hugged his ass
perfectly.

She bent dragging her lips across his body, down
his torso.

Suddenly he was gone, she fell forward on the
bed.

She felt his warmth behind her. Her pajamas were
gone, she couldn’t recall the moment they were removed. His hands
pushed her into the mattress, as his legs spread hers with a soft
kick.

"You want me to show you what you do to me?"

She whimpered, unable to form words. He pressed
himself against her. He entered her but withdrew instantly, "How
badly do you want this Hanna?"

She pressed her bottom at him unable to
speak.

His hands rubbed her back. She tried to stand
up, but he pushed against her and shoved her face back on the bed.
His hand went up into her hair, he pulled on it as he pushed
himself all the way in.

Her skin lit on fire as a single shiver rocked
her entire body. His right hand pulled her hair while his left hand
held her down on the bed and he thrust wildly.

She screamed in ecstasy as her body convulsed.
Suddenly as if he sensed she needed it, he slowed his rhythm and
released her hair. His face brushed along her back where he left
little kisses, as he rubbed and massaged her. His thrusts were long
and slow. She moaned into the bed, her mind was numb.

He grabbed her hips pulling her back as he began
thrusting harder again.

His hands made their way to her chest. He began
massaging her breasts. He pulled her hard and fast as he squeezed
her.

She felt him flexing and throbbing inside of
her, as he filled the room with loud moans and grunts. His body
collapsed completely as he finished.

He lay atop her breathing heavily, "Hanna if I
ever die I have no doubt it will be in your embrace."

She wanted to laugh but her body felt drained.
The heat and the energy were gone.












Chapter Forty-Three: Vikings don’t have
faults, they have clubs
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"I need your help."

He looked up to see Aimee in the hallway.

He frowned, "What's wrong?" He would help her,
he knew he would. He would still walk across a mile of broken glass
for her.

"My sister. I need to save her."

"Do you know where she is?"

Aimee shook her head, "I don’t know. She's so
stupid. She could be anywhere. Giselle doesn’t know either. I've
looked all over Boston but I can't find her."

"What can we do to find her? Where was she last
seen?"

"I don’t have any of those answers Aleks. I
would be there already obviously."

He tried not to be offended by her tone, he knew
she was worried.

She sighed, "I'm sorry. I'm not trying to be a
mega bitch. I'm just so mad. How did I not see this happening?"

Aleks laughed, "How could you? Blake is the last
person I would ever imagine siding with them. Ever."

"I know it. Chess club, mathaletes, science
major, me as a best fried. How could he have gone so wrong?"

He stood up from his chair and walked to her,
"Maybe you were more important in his life than you realized. Maybe
he hasn’t dealt with the loss of you."

She glared, "This is not my fault." Her face
dropped, "Oh who am I kidding, it is my fault. I went to his house
and freaked him out."

Aleks laughed rubbing her arm, touching her was
hard for him, "Aimee I never meant it was your fault. I meant that
HE hasn’t coped with the loss of you as a friend. You're way to
smart to blame yourself for this."

She nodded, "No you're right."

"What have you got so far?"

She shrugged, "Nothing. I moved my dad again,
which FYI he isn’t liking. I told him no calls to or from Alise.
He's not impressed with me right now. I took his cell and gave him
one of ours. Shane is staying with him. Shane had to take vacation
time until we have this figured out."

She started to pace the room, "I don’t even know
if it's Blake. I need to see that Marcus guy and confirm it."

"I can help there." He sighed not liking the
idea of Marcus and Aimee in a room together.

Aimee nodded, "Can we go now?"

"Sure. Just let me message Hanna and see where
they are?"

"They?"

"Marcus is with Hanna."

"Like with, with?" She seemed upset.

He nodded, "Yeah why?"

"Sam said something happened between them. I
just thought. Never mind." She was upset for Sam, he could see
it.

"Aimee she can't help what she is any more than
you can. This has been going on for her for a couple months. She
doesn’t understand how to keep it under wraps. She's trying."

Aimee laughed, "Seems like a pretty intense way
to be. Sirens seem pretty awful."

Aleks nodded, "Yup they are but they don’t
normally take a human as a permanent lover. They love them once and
move on. Her mother did something no one ever imagined. Sirens fall
in love everyday, they can't even help themselves. Her mother loved
the same man until her death."

"She falls in love that often? Why is Marcus
with her?"

Aleks shrugged, "He believes he loves her. It's
her charms. She makes men fall under her spell the same way me and
Ari and Dorian do."

Aimee blushed, "Sam does it too. Why is it
there?"

"In the born ones, it’s a survival and
reproductive instinct. In me it was the shaman's way of
guaranteeing I would suffer. Girls fall for me, I make them follow
me around and my father kills them. Pretty sick actually."

Aimee cringed, "How's the hunt for daddy dearest
going?"

He sighed, "It never seems to end. He's always a
step ahead. Now that I don’t feel the longing to help the families
we don’t even know how many victims there are."

"I'm sorry."

He nodded, "Me too."

She took his hand in hers, "No Aleks I'm sorry
for everything that happened. Shane and everything."

Aleks felt his heart being crushed by her touch,
"Aimee I fell in love with you, you the way you were before. Then
all the chaos and drama changed you. The you that is in this room
right now is not the girl I fell in love with."

Her eyes glistened but he could see she couldn’t
argue the point with him.

He cleared his throat, "I see that girl when
you're with Shane. As much as it kills me inside I know you made
the right choice. I still get to see the girl I love and that’s all
I need. With him you're the Aimee from before, the you before me
happened."

Tears rolled down her face, "Thank you. I needed
to hear that."

He nodded. He hurt more than he was capable of
showing but he knew his words were the truth. With Shane she was
funny and sarcastic and shy and sweet. With him she was a demon
slaying heartless Rose.

She sniffed, "I want you to think about
something, I don’t think you're seeing. I was always under your
spell. I fell for your magic hook line and sinker."

He nodded, "I know." He smirked remembering the
nights he'd spent with her.

She blushed, "Giselle never has. She thinks
you're hot but annoying. She doesn’t see you as this perfect Adonis
every other girl sees. She just sees you. She likes you for you.
She sees your faults too."

He frowned, "I don’t have faults."

She nodded laughing, "Yes you do and she sees
you, past them and with them."

He laughed, "Well I guess that is something.
It's all someone like me wants in life, to be seen not smelled or
felt."

Aimee leaned in closing her eyes, "I still like
the way you smell."

He felt his reaction to her and stepped back,
"Okay lets go before I do something I won't regret." His eyes
burned.

Aimee blushed, "Sorry. Sometimes I forget how it
affects me."

"Take us to Hanna's." He spoke quietly.

Instantly they were staring at the front door
with its forest scene, which always made him smile.

Aimee looked at it skeptically, "Who buys a door
like that one?"

Aleks laughed, "Someone old."

He knocked and waited for Roland to answer.

"Do you smell that?" Aimee asked raising an
eyebrow.

Aleks chuckled, "That’s Hanna."

"Wow I get why they don’t really do the whole
staying with one person thing. Marcus might be dead in there."

Aleks sighed, "Ahhh but to die that way."
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Hanna watched Marcus as he slept. She reached
into the small box and pulled the bracelet out. She examined it
again and slipped it on. She held her breath and waited to see if
she felt different. A cooling sensation slipped over her, it was as
if her feelings and emotions were pulled into the bracelet. The
white shells turned bright red. She watched them change color. It
hadn’t done that when she held it in her hand.

Marcus woke from his slumber stretching like a
cat, his muscles flexed making her think about biting him
again.

He smirked at her wrist, "You put the bracelet
on?"

She laughed, "Yeah, I think I need it. I feel so
much better with it on. Like my emotions are normal sized
again."

He looked puzzled, "You'll take it off when we
make love right?"

She blushed, "I don’t think that’s what we did
and no."

He smirked, "I love you and you made me love you
more. That’s making love."

She laughed covering her eyes in embarrassment,
"Oh my god you're a loser."

He sat upright, "Aimee is here."

She shot up, "Aimee, death dealer Aimee?"

He climbed off the bed, "The very one."

She jumped up and grabbed some jeans and a
t-shirt.

Marcus smiled watching her dress.

She frowned, "What?"

He shrugged, "Nothing. I just like you in jeans.
They sit perfectly on your hips."

She shook her head, "I think I need two
bracelets or an anklet too."

Roland knocked on the door, "Miss James and
Aleks are here to see you."

She called out, "Okay I'll be down in a
minute."

She looked at Marcus, "Go out the window and
come in the door."

He laughed, "Not a chance. I'm older than anyone
in this house, except Roland. I will absolutely not climb out a
window like a teenage boy."

She raised an eyebrow at him, "You'll climb in
like one though?"

He smirked, "That’s different."

She opened the door and walked down the stairs.
She felt him beside her instantly. He was buttoning his shirt
still, "Wait Hanna. Aimee is never to be trusted.

She felt her eyes blaze, "Neither am I, haven’t
you heard?"

He chuckled, "I'm pretty sure I got the memo on
that one."

She felt nervous seeing Aimee in her house
again. She thought about the problems she'd caused at Lydia's and
the people she was certain her beast had killed before she got it
under wraps.

Aimee sat in the sitting room with Aleks. Hanna
tried not to notice how hot he was in his light blue t-shirt and
dark blue jeans. She tried not to notice his white blue eyes or how
tall he was compared to Aimee.

She barely noticed Aimee.

"Hey Hanna."

She smiled brightly at Aleks, "Hi Aleks."

She knew she sounded like a schoolgirl. She
rubbed the bracelet to try to gain some composure.

"To what do we owe this honor?" Marcus asked
placing one of his warm hands on Hanna's. She loved the feel of his
touch but knew it was his way of peeing on her leg and marking his
territory. She was surprised he hadn’t peed on the trees in the
yard.

Aimee smirked, "We need to know what the new
chemist looks like. I have a picture of the guy I think it is."

She held up the picture but Marcus never budged,
"Why do you want to know this?"

Aimee sighed, "Please Marcus no effing around.
Please just answer."

Aleks looked at Hanna, "Have you ever seen the
chemist?"

She shook her head and looked back at Marcus. He
looked stoic that was a bad start.

Marcus never flinched, "Why do you want to know
this?"

Aimee stood and paced, "My sister is involved
with him. He was my best friend when I was a teenager."

Marcus remained perfectly still, "Why do you
suspect him?"

Aimee looked like she was going to lose it, "He
hurt a friend of mine, got her hooked as a blood bag. She was being
blood drugged. I just think it's him. I think he's gone evil."

Marcus looked deep in thought. Hanna watched him
closely, "Marcus just answer the question."

He looked at her, "Stay out of this love." He
looked at Aimee, "If I do this you will do some thing for me."

Aimee nodded, "Fine, whatever I can."

Marcus licked his lips, "Oh Aimee don’t toy with
me. Its my way or no way."

Aimee laughed, "I hate you Marcus. I hate the
things you've created almost as much."

Aleks looked at Aimee, "Giselle?"

Aimee flushed, "Well not her obviously."

Marcus laughed, "I want the Roses to leave Hanna
alone. No convincing her to join the club or campfires at Lydia's.
Leave her be."

Hanna looked at him appalled, "Don’t you
dare."

Aimee looked at her, "You want this?"

Hanna shook her head, "No. I want to know more
about the Roses and choose for myself."

Aleks laughed, "Okay well maybe we will just
wait for your answer in another room."

Hanna ignored his dig, she never took her eyes
off Marcus. He looked adamantly at Aimee. He wouldn’t meet Hanna's
eyes.

"I will give you this answer now but Lorri
leaves her alone."

Hanna looked at Aimee, "Don’t promise him
anything. I will get your answer for you myself." She stormed from
the room, "It was nice seeing you again Aleks."

She couldn’t believe Marcus. She felt sickened
and betrayed again. She knew it would be the way things would
always be with him. He couldn’t help but be old and set in his
ways. She didn’t even know exactly how old he was, just old. She
stomped up the stairs to her room. She slammed the door and huffed.
She pulled out her new cell phone and dialed.

"Yes?"

"Lorri it's Hanna I was wondering if I could
come now to the Roses?"

Lorri laughed into the phone, "Eager to be
killing bad guys again Hanna?"

She frowned trying not to recall the things
she'd seen the beast do, "No. Marcus is trying to forbid me from
doing it. He wants me excluded from the Roses."

"Ahhhhh, yes you would never be one of those
stay at home Sirens. He is a fool to try to make rules for you. I
will send Aimee tomorrow."

"She's here now. Well not here but she's down
stairs."

"I will send her a text with instructions now
then."

"Thank you."

Lorri laughed, "Don’t thank me yet Hanna."'

Hanna pressed end and grabbed a suitcase.

Roland appeared at the door. He looked at the
suitcase, "You're leaving?"

She nodded, "For a while. I'm going to be
trained."

"The Roses?"

She nodded.

He beamed, "This is the miracle your father
always wanted for himself. He always wished to have the control you
now have."

Hanna frowned, "Yeah but it's like I gained
control of one monster and now another has suddenly appeared."

Roland laughed, "Yes well life can't always be
easy. I want phone calls every other night."

She smiled, "Okay." She ran to him and hugged
him. He tensed.

She pulled back, "Even you?"

He nodded making a sickened face, "Even me.
Everyone can feel your special blend of emotions my dear."

She felt nauseous. She let go of him and stepped
back, "I'm sorry Roland. I guess I should have noticed you were
keeping your distance."

"The same thing happened with your mother. Well
until she committed herself to your father."

She frowned, "What?"

He nodded, "A Siren's power is dulled the moment
she falls in love, true love. The kiss and declaration mutes the
power."

She laughed, "Sounds like a fairytale."

"It does but its true. She was never easy to be
around until it happened. Even then she needed a charm bracelet for
some of us."

"How did they fall in love?"

He smiled, "The old fashioned way, he attacked
her. Tried to force himself on her. She beat him with a bat. He
changed. Even his beast couldn’t resist her. She ran, he chased.
She got hurt, he felt terrible. He brought her to Lydia. He begged
for her help. He offered himself up if Lydia would help her.
Obviously the Roses had wanted your father dead for some time.
Lorri agreed they would fix her if he would allow himself to be
killed."

Hanna sighed, "How tragic."

Roland's eyes sparkled, "Not so tragic. Once
they saved her she convinced him to take the elixir until they
could find a cure. He and Lorri agreed, obviously since he ending
up living another seventy years."

"How did she die?"

His face hardened, "Have a great trip my dear.
Since the Roses Institute is gone I have no idea where you'll be
going but I imagine Aimee will tell you soon enough."

Marcus stepped into the room, "Tell her
what?"

Roland turned and left the room, "Don't forget
to call." He spoke softly leaving her alone with Marcus who looked
less than pleased.

"Aimee. She should be up here any moment so if
you'll excuse me I need to pack."

She turned away from him but he grabbed her arm,
"Don’t you dare turn your back on me." He spun her to face him,
"You can't be serious?"

She nodded defiantly, "Well I am. You'll just
have to suck it up and accept that I want this."

He shook his head, "No you don’t. You're doing
this because I spoke for you. I apologize, I shouldn’t have done
that."

She shrugged, "Apology accepted." She walked
into her massive closet and grabbed a few things. She stuffed them
in the bag.

He walked to the suitcase and ripped it in half,
"NO HANNA!"

Her clothes spilled out onto the floor. She
giggled nervously.

"I'm leaving Marcus. You may accept that and say
goodbye nicely or leave now."

She pointed to the door.

He grabbed her hand crushing it, "You're not
leaving."

She ripped it away from him, "You're hurting
me."

His voice broke, "They will kill you. This is a
ploy."

She shook her head, "No they want me to join
them and I want to go and see if it's where I belong."

He stepped closer to her, "You belong to
me."

She trembled, "No I don’t."

His eyes bore down on her, "You belong to
me."

She felt her will being taken from her. She
pulled away feeling horrified, "How dare you. Leave now."

She stomped into her closet and grabbed another
bag.

He grabbed it and ripped it to pieces.

She laughed at him, "You are ridiculous. You're
a child. Ripping everything I own to pieces will not stop me."

His nostrils flared as his breathing became
harsh and uncontrolled, "You will not go Hanna. They will not take
you from me."

She felt hot tears roll down her cheeks, "They
could never have taken me from you Marcus. You're pushing me away
yourself." She turned and walked to the door.

It slammed in her face.

She felt the rage filling her, as the room
became a cage. She grabbed the door ripping it off the hinges and
throwing it in his direction.

Aimee stepped through and touched her arm and
everything was gone instantly.

As her feet touched the ground in the dark alley
she bent and threw up everywhere.

Aimee jumped back quickly as Hanna heaved and
gagged.

"I-I-I'm sorry." She heaved again.

"No don’t be. I hated it in the beginning to.
Are you alight?"

Hanna stood wiping her mouth off, "I will
be."

Aimee looked truly remorseful, "I'm so sorry all
of this happened Hanna. I know what its like to just wish
everything could be normal."

Hanna nodded, "I don’t get how my personal life
can be so fucked and then my romantic life has to be a train wreck
too. Like one thing can't just be easy."

Aimee laughed, "Oh god my sentiments exactly. We
need to go this way." She pointed down the dark cold alley. Hanna
didn't know where they were.

She followed Aimee, scared Marcus might have
been right. Aimee might have led her to her death.
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He paced inside the building waiting. He knew
things had started to deteriorate at Hanna's house when Marcus
realized what was happening. Aleks hadn’t even known Hanna was
being considered as a Rose. He was scared they were bringing her to
her death but he felt better seeing Sam and Anne in the room as
well. Surely they weren't doing a mass killing and there was no way
Anne was a threat to anyone. Her gifts were simple and never harmed
a soul. He actually felt she was the only one who could live a
normal life.

He watched as a pale Hanna and angry looking
Aimee walked through the doorway.

He looked at Aimee, "How'd it go?"

She looked annoyed, "Marcus was a dick." She
looked back at Hanna with a huge smile, "She handled it well
though. Needless to say Roland will be doing some renovating while
she's gone."

Hanna looked around the large finely decorated
room.

He smiled at her, "You okay Hanna?"

She nodded, "Yeah just feeling funny. I got so
angry, I swear I saw red."

He looked at her bright red bracelet and smiled,
"Yeah no kidding."

She saw where his eyes went and blushed, "Not
that kind of red."

He laughed, "You know Sam and Anne
obviously?"

She smiled at Anna and avoided Sam's gaze
altogether, "Hey."

Anne twitched a smile, "Yo."

He pointed to the other kids he'd only just met,
"This is Lisa, she's from Kansas and this is Don he's from DC. This
is Hanna she's from Portland."

She smiled at them. Don instantly brightened up.
He'd been gloomy but seeing Hanna smile lit him right up. Aleks
winced watching her reaction.

Lisa seemed lost in it all.

Hanna groaned, "Well do we have rooms or what?
Are we sleeping on cots in this apartment?"

Aleks looked at Aimee and shrugged, "No
clue."

Aimee smiled, "I've been here once. I didn’t get
a tour. Lorri should be here soon."

"Lorri is here now. This is Giselle, she'll be
here with you all training. Thank you everyone for coming a couple
days early. I know it was sudden but we had to move the date up."
She spoke sharply as she strolled into the room wearing tight white
pants, a teal jogging jacket and silver strappy flip-flops.

Aleks couldn’t help but notice how nice she
always looked. Her fiery red hair and perfect skin were always
flawless.

Giselle followed in behind her making Lorri look
plain. She wore a dark purple sweater and light jeans. He wanted to
peel every layer of her clothing off slowly to see more of her
skin.

She glanced at him smiling, he tried not to grab
her hand and pull her into him.

Lorri looked around the room, "Alright kids lets
get some basic rules down, do what you want in your own rooms. The
communal rooms are not for anything that makes anyone else
uncomfortable. No bringing anyone here, ever. No friends and no
family. No fighting in the house. No leaving. We've down sized a
bit recently and need to be extra careful. Everyone is kind to
others, unless we're in the ring. Then its no holds barred." She
pulled a cigarette out and looked at everyone, "Your rooms are that
way, down the hall. We have the top four floors of this building.
No exploring without someone else with you, as in me or Aimee or
Aleks or Dorian or Ari or Lucas or Ben. We will be your instructors
here. No one else is permitted inside." She walked through the huge
room to the massive balcony.

Aleks looked at Giselle who stood beside Hanna.
They both looked panicked.

Aleks smiled, "So you guys want to see your
rooms?"

Anne snarled, "Whatever, I just need some TV. I
am so not watching GCB on my iphone again."

He laughed leading them down the hall. He'd
never been down the hallway either. It was huge and wide like a
museum.

The walls were a sand color with paintings and
the rooms were full of beautiful furniture. The rooms were set up
like they had been back at the Roses in New York. Each room was
filled with a double bed, a desk, a table, night-light and a rug.
The rooms were large and shared a massive bathroom with the room
next to them.

Lisa took the first room on the right and Don
took the room on the left. Giselle took the next room on the right
and Anne took the one on the left. Hanna took the next room on the
right.

Aleks watched her walk in and smiled, "Maybe
just call him and let him know you're okay. It would be bad if he
showed up."

Hanna looked distressed, "I will."

She closed her door. He looked at Sam and
smirked, "Keep your pants on. She could break your neck."

Sam laughed never taking his eyes off Hanna's
door. He took the room next to hers and closed the door.

"Aimee I'm going to the take this one." He
pointed to the one across from Hanna.

She smirked, "Still under that spell?"

He shook his head, "Nope just worried about
Marcus."

Aimee nodded, "I will take the one across from
Sam, I'm a little worried about him."

Aleks felt a grin cross his lips, "This might
actually be more entertaining than TV."

She rolled her eyes, "Ah yeah, more fun for you
dudes. Hot Giselle and horny Hanna, sounds like porn. Should be
absolutely nuts."

He walked into his room and thought about how
close he was to Giselle's room. He wondered if she was as scared as
she looked.
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Fidelity






Hanna











She looked around the room feeling terrible. She
picked up her phone seeing she'd missed seven calls.

She checked them, none of them were from Marcus.
She dialed his number frightened by his response.

"Hanna." His words bit at her.

"Marcus can we talk rationally?"

"No, absolutely not."

"Marcus can we try?"

"No."

"Are you going to hang up on me?" She asked
trying not to smile imagining his stubborn face.

"No, what are you wearing?"

She laughed, "Nothing."

"Liar."

"Can we talk about this?"

"No."

"Admit you are you being a big baby?"

"I'm not."

"Liar."

He laughed into the phone, "If they harm one
hair on your head I want you to know I will destroy the entire city
and I will unleash the Henry beast on them. Tell me where you
are."

"No. Behave yourself. I'm fine really."

"I will be there tomorrow to ensure that. I will
find you."

She inhaled sharply, "No please don’t come. It's
one of the rules. No outsiders."

He was silent. She could hear her heart
beat.

"Marcus?"

"I'm an outsider?"

"You're not a Rose."

"Fine but I will need to see you're okay. Not to
mention the fact you will become quite difficult to live with in
about a week." He chuckled.

She frowned, "Why?"

"I've been reading that book of yours. You need
to release weekly to avoid tension build up."

She smiled, "Well I'm pretty sure I can handle
myself there."

He laughed, "We could use that Facetime thing on
your phone, I think that might be interesting."

She laughed feeling her face flushing, "No you
don’t. That’s such a bad idea. You would rip the building apart to
come to me and finish."

He chuckled, "Hanna I love you."

She smiled, "I know you do."

"When will you love me and only me?"

She shrugged, "I don’t know. I don’t know how to
turn it off and on."

"Sleep tight."

"You too."

She pressed the phone off and sat on her bed
staring out the massive window at the city below. She didn’t even
know what city she was in. The lights of it gave way to her
imagination.

"Hanna."

She turned to see Sam walking into her room from
the joined bathroom.

Her stomach flipped, "Hey Sam." Her eyes darted
from the bathroom to the door to her room.

"I need to talk to you."

She smiled, "Okay. Want to go to the living
room?"

He smirked making her very uncomfortable and
aware of his scent filling her room, "No."

He took a step toward her but changed his mind
and sat on the chair in the corner.

His eyes searched her.

She gulped, "What's up?"

He looked down at the bracelet, "Where did you
get that?"

"Lydia made it for me. It stops me from making
everyone go nuts."

"Have you tried taking it off?"

"No but apparently the feelings you all had
before, where you couldn’t stop following me, come back but much
stronger."

He smiled wickedly, "So I take it you want to
keep it on?"

She nodded, "I do."

He shrugged, "I still feel something for you.
Even with the bracelet on. I know which room you're in and where
you are exactly. I can sense you no matter where I am. I can smell
you in the air around me. You smell sweet. It's why I'm here. I
want to talk to you about something. I've been meaning to talk to
you for a while but…"

"I need to get you a cure. It'll go away. Sam we
can't do this. I'm seeing someone. You only feel that way about me
because of the way I am and…"

He smiled and interrupted her, "No Hanna, it
only works on me when you're really…"

She argued cutting him off again, "No, you being
Nephilim makes me feel that things about you too. It's not real.
It's what we are that's making us feel this way. I'm seeing someone
so we can't."

"The old guy?" He looked defeated for a
moment.

She laughed, Marcus looked twenty-five tops even
though he was crazy old. She nodded.

"I'm pretty sure he's too old for you. Besides
isn’t what he is making you want him?"

She nodded, he was right, "I need space from
everyone of you."

He got up off the chair slowly. He walked to her
bedside and knelt on the floor in front of her. He was a big boy,
kneeling he was still taller than her sitting on the bed.

His lips parted in a seductive grin. She wanted
to look away from his lips. She wanted to move away from him but
the smell of him was intoxicating. He was by far the worst as far
as her little problem was concerned. Even Marcus couldn’t make her
breath get lost in her throat the way he did.

He leaned in looking into her eyes. She got lost
in the darkness of them. She watched as he took a deep inhale of
the air around her. She felt the betrayal in her mind but her body
was pushing ahead.

He brushed his lips against hers. The
electrifying kiss was exactly as she remembered it being,
perfect.

He pulled back laughing, "You are going to be a
problem Hanna Hyde. We can talk later."

He was gone instantly.

She felt sadness fill her as she realized what
she'd nearly done mixed with her heart aching for him to come back.
She would have had sex with him in a heartbeat if he'd tried. The
bracelet looked like it would ignite any second.

She thought about what Roland said. Her mother's
power was gone the moment she fell in love, true love. True loves
kiss and a declaration. She wondered if she loved Marcus or if his
powers made her feel things? She wondered the same about Sam. She
didn’t want her heart full of different guys. She decided to take
the time at the Roses to rid her heart of everything. As long as it
was empty she might find clarity in her feelings.

She sighed looking out the window again.






****






The next morning training started, full
throttle.

Lorri taught them about the possible types of
things they would run into. They studied lore on creatures thought
extinct and how to defeat them just in case they weren’t.

Hanna felt the days pass quickly. Her brain was
more full than it had ever been. Giselle was the surprise student,
she was a star at it all. Her combat skills came fast and furious
and her natural interest in the knowledge part of it made it easy
for her to remember.

Hanna on the other hand was distracted at every
turn. Sam smiled at her and she stopped hearing everything Lorri
spoke about. Aleks walked past her and she thought of nothing but
the smell of him. Marcus texted her and she thought about him
pulling her hair again.

She was getting exhausted with the dreams she
had every night. The bracelet was a fiery glowing red. It glowed in
the dark at night. Her thighs ached constantly.

The only saving grace was her bracelet stopped
her from projecting her feelings and emotions onto everyone else in
the room.

The ring was the easiest for her, one hit to the
face and she became a psycho. Even Lucas and Ben tag teaming her,
couldn’t bring her down.

Ari couldn’t move fast enough to knock her out.
Hanna had shot Ari across the room, before she even had a chance at
pushing her. The only threat that was real for her was Lorri. She
had been able to get her down every time. Hanna learned to control
her strengths and anger. She was surprised the monster side of her
was easier to control than the Siren. The ring also stopped the
sexual build up. When her thighs ached and she craved release, the
beast unleashed inside of her. She released and exhausted
herself.

She wondered about true love, she remembered
snow white and the true loves kiss. Snow white had known instantly
that the prince was her true love. Hanna wondered if she would ever
meet hers if he even existed. The distance between her and Marcus
had given her a lot of clarity. Her feelings for him resided almost
solely in her thighs. She knew deep down she didn’t love him.

"Hanna in the ring."

She looked up from her daydream to Lorri
smirking at her. Hanna stood up making sure her hands were taped up
properly. She climbed up over the railings and dropped into the
huge wrestling pit they called the ring.

"Lucas and Ari you guys inside."

Hanna gulped, she hadn’t ever gone against a
couple before. She knew they would feel territorial and protective
of their lover. She glanced up at Sam, he was sitting on the edge
of his seat. He looked upset.

She looked back at her opponents and prepared
herself.

Lucas jumped down making the mat shake slightly.
He was huge. Ari was small and thin. She was never to be
underestimated. Her hands were deadly and she moved with speed and
strength.

Hanna knew it would take one hit to ignite her
fury. She kept her back to the wall as Lucas rounded toward
her.

As he leapt at her Ari darted to the other side.
Hanna tried to maneuver to the left, but Lucas jumped back knocking
her instantly. Hanna tried to jump over him but his teeth came down
on her thigh. She screamed as the teeth bit down into her skin. Ari
was there instantly. Hanna felt the surge filled her. She shoved
Ari hard before her hands could make contact.

Ari's scream made Lucas clamp down harder.

Hanna screamed again. She grabbed the wolf's
face but as he whimpered, Ari was back diving at her with her hands
out. Hanna ducked trying to get the wolf from her leg.

She saw the end coming. They were beating her,
she had ducked out of Ari's reach but she was back. Hanna grabbed
the wolf's face hard, she dragged his teeth along her thigh and
threw him across the mats. Ari dove at her and pushed just as Hanna
looked at the bracelet. She ripped it off. It turned white as it
dropped. Before it hit the mat she saw Sam throw Ari across the
huge room.

She could see Dorian attacking the wolf. Even
Ben, in wolf form was attacking his brother.

Hanna knew what she had done was wrong, as her
eyes slipped behind her lids.
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It was chaos. Hanna had unleashed her Siren.
Ben, Dorian, Sam and Don each flew to her rescue. Ari was knocked
out completely as Sam tossed her out of the mats and away from
Hanna. Even he felt as if he should rush to her.

Lorri jumped down into the pit as Ben's teeth
went for his brother's throat.

"STOP!" She shouted. She grabbed the bracelet
and tied it around Hanna's wrist. The bracelet instantly flashed
bright red again. Aleks sighed as the compelling feeling to rush to
Hanna ended.

Lorri turned laughing like a mad woman. Her
teeth grew into sharks, "Next person who moves dies." She seethed.
Her shark like, blood lust filled her body, making her eyes turn
completely black.

Aleks walked to her holding his hands out,
"Lorri."

She snapped her face toward him. Seeing him
unarmed she got herself under control and let the blood lust
go.

Sam walked toward Hanna's limp body, "Someone
better check on Ari, Lucas is too hurt." He still seemed off about
Hanna. He gripped her tightly.

Aleks looked back to see Lucas phased, he lie
naked on the mats screaming in pain. His leg was broken.

Ben leaned over him, "Dude I'm sorry. I don’t
know what happened to me."

Don nodded, "It was like I had to save her. Its
all I could think about."

Aleks looked at Sam, "Get her to her room.
She'll need someone there when she wakes up."

Aleks walked from the ring and walked to where
Ari lay unconscious. Her legs both looked broken. He sighed knowing
it would all heal in a matter of an hour but he was glad she was
unconscious. Listening to Lucas scream was more than enough. He
knew Hanna would be devastated when she realized what she had done.
Hanna was one of the few beings that could actually break bones in
the others. They always healed rapidly but he knew she would still
feel awful.

He picked Ari up. She weighed nothing in his
arms.

Dorian stood in front of him looking menacing,
"Give her to me."

Aleks got a flash of her covered in tattoos and
scars as he passed her to her father. Her abilities came with
strange consequences.

She moaned, "Lucas."

Dorian held her tightly to him, "It's okay
darling. He's okay. You'll be fine in a bit."

"Is she okay?" Lucas asked as his brother
carried him to a seat. Lucas's face was covered in blood.

Dorian never took his eyes from Ari's limp body
but spoke softly, "She'll be fine. You alright?"

Lucas laughed bitterly, "I'm fine. Hanna is a
nightmare."

Lorri laughed as well, "I'm glad she's our
nightmare."

Aleks looked at Aimee who sat stunned on the
bench, she, Lisa and Anne were the only ones who hadn’t been
involved in the battle.

He sat beside her.

"She is something."

Aleks nodded, "Yeah she's deadly."

Aimee looked worried, "Do you think she's too
much?"

Aleks shook his head, "Nope. We need her. Marcus
emailed me just before this. Blake is the guy in the lab. He has
your sister. Marcus knew her the minute he saw her. He said she's
looking rough. He is doing experimentation, not blood
drugging."

Aimee frowned, "Why didn’t he take her?"

He shrugged, "Aimes it’s the same with him as
with all of us, we don’t get involved in other peoples business. He
has no intention of joining us."

"He's a dick."

Aleks laughed, "Yeah he is but he's Hanna's dick
not ours."

"Ewww dude. Why? Gross."

Aleks laughed, "That came out wrong. Not quite
what I meant. Anyway. He said that Blake is working with Daniel and
they are making an army. Daniel has him convinced he's saving the
world. Imagine Hanna with an army of evil monsters all attracted to
her. She'll be like the pied piper."

Aimee laughed, "Nice. Again we sacrifice her for
the greater good. I watched her get her skin ripped from her body
once. I don’t want to see that again."

Aleks frowned, "I never meant it like that. She
would always be able to get away." He shivered, "I never want to
see that either."

Aimee sighed, "At least I can tell my dad Alise
is alive. Blake hasn’t murdered her yet."

"We'll get her back."

Aimee's grey eyes turned cold as stones, "Then
I'll fucking kill him."

Aleks frowned, "Potty mouth Aimes."












Chapter Forty-Eight: Are those
Goldfish?






Hanna











She woke with a gasp. She shot up out of bed
screaming. She leaned over the edge and grabbed for the waste paper
basket. She emptied her stomach into it.

She heaved for a moment and sat up.

"Water?"

She looked up to see Sam, "Oh my god you just
saw that."

"Well if it makes you feel better I got sick
after Ari did that to me last time too. I think she's getting
stronger."

She lie back down on the bed and shivered, "That
was horrid. What happened?"

"What do you remember?"

She shook her head, "Not much. It's hazy. Ari
was looking at me, like down on me and I pulled my bracelet off."
She looked down at her wrist seeing the brightly glowing bracelet
still there.

"Yeah you did. It was nuts. Instantly as if they
were your servants Ben and Don were there defending you. Dorian
grabbed Lucas and broke his leg it was nuts." He looked
embarrassed, "Even I couldn’t fight it. It was so strong. I've
never felt it like that before. I even threw Ari across the
room."

She winced, "Is everyone alright?"

He nodded, "Yeah. It was bad though. I've never
felt it that strong before."

Hanna felt a tear slip from her cheek, "Oh my
god." She looked at the bracelet and gripped it to her skin. She
held it so tightly the shells cut into her skin. Droplets of blood
hit her pants but she ignored them and sobbed.

Sam sat beside her, holding her, "It wasn’t your
fault. It was survival. Everyone one of us uses what we have to
survive."

She shook, ignoring him, she cried ashamed of
herself.

She lie back on her bed and wished she could
fall back to sleep. The vomit smell was too overwhelming.

Sam held her, wrapping her in warmth.

"You stink."

She laughed, "I know. I feel sick again
though."

"Is that all you feel?"

"Don’t make me turn around to face you, my
breath is bad."

"Knock a buzzard off a bandwagon bad or just
regular bad?"

She laughed again.

He got off the bed where she laid cold and
shivering. He lifted her up off the bed and carried her to their
bathroom.

"No." She said softly, not even convincing
herself.

He put her down and turned his back turning on
the shower.

He turned back smiling. His warm fingers went to
the hem of her shirt. She protested with her eyes but his did
something she hadn’t expected. His eyes looked at her, not full of
lust as they had before, but honest and sweet. He lifted her shirt
off gently. She trembled with the temptation he represented in her
mind.

His fingers were back, before she could reason
with him. They touched down on her torso, sliding down her waist to
her hips. He pulled her Lulu Lemon yoga pants off. She stepped out
of them. He stood up blushing after having his face so close to her
torso. She smirked as he reached around and pulled her ponytail
out. He pulled his shirt off making her inhale sharply. His skin
matched hers in color but his had muscles she hadn’t imagined. His
body was a man's body, there was no doubt. His shoulders were full
and rounded. He unzipped his pants dropping them to the bathroom
floor. He stood in their bathroom in yellow boxers with gold fish
all over them. She giggled.

"Would you believe laundry day?"

She nodded, "You let me throw up in front of you
and never got too grossed out. I can let fishy undies go without
judgments."

He held his hand up, "Wait." He grabbed her
toothbrush and pushed his own toothpastes onto it and passed it to
her. She frowned taking it.

He pulled open the glass door stepping inside
and taking her hand. He pulled her in and closed the door. They
stood under the warm water in their underwear. She was grateful she
wore her sports bra with yoga underwear and not something sexy.

She laughed as the warm water washed down over
them. She quickly put the toothbrush in her mouth. She scrubbed her
teeth brutally and turned her back to him to do her tongue. She
bent over spitting as close to the drain as possible.

He laughed, "Hanna your spit doesn’t gross me
out."

She stood up facing him again smiling a mint
fresh smile, "It bothers me. Seriously someone could pee on me and
I'd be pretty pissed but if they spit on me. Death."

He laughed harder. He pulled her under the water
scrubbing her hair for her. She closed her eyes under the water as
he grabbed the shampoo and proceeded to wash her hair. The smell of
the mint lavender filled the steam. His strong fingers massaged her
head.

He tilted her head back into the water and let
it remove the shampoo.

The feel of his strong hands running along her
scalp was relaxing. She started to see him in a new light.

He pulled her out of the water again.

She smiled up at him and squeezed the lavender
shampoo onto her hand. She poured as much as she would use for her
own long thick hair.

He looked skeptically at her, "Is that for
me?"

She nodded lifting it up to his head.

She started to laugh as she coated his head in
thick shampoo.

"Overkill Hanna." He spoke nonchalantly as she
pulled him under the stream of water and rinsed his head. "It's
going to take all night to get that off my hair."

She scrubbed feeling her arms fatigue from the
effort. She was weak from the fight.

His hair rinsed clean making a puddle of suds
under their feet.

He looked down and smiled shaking his head.

He grabbed the conditioner and poured out a
small amount. She reached out and squeezed the bottle a lot
more.

His eyes grew wide, "That’s a lot."

"Yeah did you notice how much hair I have?"

He smirked, "I did." He put his hands up into
her hair again massaging her scalp.

"This feels nice." She closed her eyes letting
him pick her knots out and stroke her strands with the silky
conditioner.

He tilted her face up into his, she thought he
meant to kiss her but he put her back into the water to rinse her
head off. Her face got covered in warm water making her sputter
slightly.

She opened her eyes under the steady stream. He
was grinning hard.

As he finished rinsing her hair she leaned in
again to kiss him.

"No Hanna."

She pulled back, "Why?"

He smirked, "I want you to see me not feel
me."

"You thought getting semi naked in the shower
and doing gentle sweet sensual things to each other was a great way
for me to see you?" She had to admit it was working. The sick
feeling had prevented her from feeling sexually charged so all she
saw was him. Dark hair pasted against his face from the water, eyes
so dark she could see herself in them, a devastatingly handsome
face and a genuine smile. His eyes truly showed care and concern
for her. She wondered how he was able to stay calm and enjoy being
around her? He didn’t seem affected by her charms.

He raised an eyebrow looking like the epitome of
boy next door, "Yes. I thought we could be girlfriends. You know
wash each other's hair, maybe have a pillow fight. Later I will
braid your hair and you can tell me all your darkest secrets."

She laughed, "You're a dork." She liked that he
made her laugh. He never tried anything.

The warmth from his body started to emanate
toward her. She caught his scent in the air. She felt her body
begin to react.

"Shall we towel off?"

She pushed him against the wall of the shower
hearing a tile break behind him. "Lets." She smiled up at him
through her lashes.

"Easy Hanna. Take a deep breath. Don’t let it
rule you."

She looked at him and nodded, "Thanks."

He turned the shower off. She climbed out
feeling much better. She grabbed a fluffy towel and passed him the
other one.

"Why are you doing this? You could have just
taken advantage of that lapse in self control."

He laughed looking back at the broken tiles,
"That's going to be a tough one to explain. I fell maybe or you
slipped. No it's much too high and large for you. I guess it'll
have to be me slipping on the excess amount of conditioner you use.
Not like that couldn’t happen."

She sneered at him.

He leaned in and kissed her forehead but backed
away again quickly, "I'm doing it because I want you. I want you
too much in fact. More than I've ever wanted anything. That’s not
healthy."

"So you're redefining our relationship to make
it healthy?"

He nodded, "Clever huh? You and I will be
friends before we are anything else."

She grinned, "Are we friends yet?"

"No."

"Well goodnight, friend." She needed to get away
from him, before she embarrassed herself.

She walked into her vomit-scented room and
closed the door. It brought her back to reality quickly. She looked
down at the puke bucket and sighed. She opened the window feeling
the rain and cold of the night air and tossed the bucket out the
window.

She looked down at her cell phone realizing it
had been days since she'd spoken to Marcus. She wanted to call but
even her fingers felt her betrayal of him and left the phone where
it was. He had taken the cure and still loved her. Being away from
him had proven she didn’t love him, not even a little.

She looked around realizing she needed to end it
all. She would deal with Marcus when she saw him but Sam, Ben,
Dorian and Don she could deal with right away.

She picked the phone up and dialed a different
number.

"I need you to get him to make something for me
and have it at the house. I will send Aimee." She spoke softly,
feeling her heart bursting with regret.

"How many?"

"At least four. Thanks." She put the phone down
and tried not to cry.












Chapter Forty-Nine: I like my Viking glossy
and humble






Aleksander











Giselle sat on his bed looking at the pictures
with him.

"That one."

He beamed at her, "You're getting really good at
this."

She smiled.

He was amazed at how quickly she had picked up
the fine art of recognizing supernatural creatures and beings in
photos. It wasn’t hard but not everyone could spot the halo they
gave off.

He looked down at her lips and smiled, she was
wearing the berry gloss he'd grown to adore the scent of.

He leaned in imagining the feel of her lips
against his.

She pulled back, "Uh no thanks. Dude you never
gave me the time of day when you thought I was dumb. Now suddenly
I'm doing pretty good at something you want to get all up in my
grill."

He laughed at the expression on her face,
"Giselle it wasn’t that I thought you were stupid."

"You must be missing the hell no on my face. I
know what you thought of me. I heard you telling Hanna how I always
talk too much."

He felt ashamed, he could never live with
hurting her, "Giselle, I didn’t mean any of it. I was trying to be
nonchalant about my feelings for you."

"Huh?" She pulled back from him further.

He took her tiny hand in his, "Giselle I was
trying to be, uhm cool. I didn’t want anyone to know how I was
feeling about you."

She waited a moment, "Cause of Aimee?"

He nodded, "But not for the reason you think. I
just don’t know how Aimee will feel about it and I wanted to make
sure it was real. I didn’t want to get hurt."

She looked confused, "You think I'd bite
you?"

He laughed, "No honey, my heart. I thought you
wouldn't like me back the right way."

She looked completely puzzled, "I already told
you I liked you."

He got lost in her eyes, "I just didn’t think it
would work out."

"You know I'm not that smart, not the smartest
anyway. But I also know that but I'm not so stupid to miss someone
just wanting in my pants. Here in the privacy of your room you want
me but in front of everyone else you don’t. You can't have Aimee so
you're looking for a second best. Screw you Aleks. Dick." She
stormed out of his room.

He got up from the bed chasing after her. He
grabbed her arm and dragged her back into his room. He closed the
door pinning her up against it.

"I'll scream." She whispered.

He smiled, "I'd like that very much." He bent
down kissing her lips. The berry gloss made them slide against his.
He pulled back smiling, "Giselle when Aimee chose Shane I was heart
broken. I never thought I could or would care for another person
that way. I closed myself off so much I never even noticed how I
was feeling about you. I thought I was protecting you and helping
you but it was more than that."

She wiped the lip-gloss off his face, "It's hard
to take you serious like that."

He wiped his mouth on his sleeve, "When I love
someone it's with my whole heart. I've loved two women in my entire
life."

Giselle looked pained, "One was my best friend.
I'm not sure I can just pretend it never happened Aleks and I'm not
willing to risk my friendship with Aimee over it. I think I will
always wonder if you could be with her would you?"

He kissed her again but her lips stayed stiff
against his.

"Give me a chance." He asked softly.

She shook her head and pushed him off of her.
She opened the door and was gone again.

He dropped to his knees in his room feeling the
blank emptiness fill him again.

He stood and opened the window to his room. He
dove out of it.












Chapter Fifty: Mine






Hanna











She waited at the front door for Aimee to
return.

She looked down the hall to see her waving to
her. Hanna looked confused and walked across the room to her, "When
did you get back?" She asked quickly taking the purple sack Aimee
had fetched for her.

Aimee rolled her eyes, "I wink in and out, I
don’t use the front door. How does no one get that?"

She turned and walked away.

Hanna took the sack to the kitchen. She poured a
cup of coffee for herself, "Anyone want coffee?"

Ben smirked at her nodding. He'd been extra
close lately. She made his coffee dumping a vial in.

"What do you want in it?"

Ben winked, "Black. You're all the sugar I
need."

She smiled, praying the friggen cure worked on
him. The cheesy lines were killing her.

Don never spoke, he had his ear buds in. She
made him a coffee and poured a vial in for him as well. She put a
bit of sugar in it and some cream. She carried them both their
coffees.

Ben moved the pillow beside him, "Come sit by
me." She bat her eyelashes at him, "I will, let me just get my
coffee."

She passed Don the other cup. He looked up and
smiled, "Thanks babe."

Ben growled.

She turned smiling sweetly, "Drink your coffee.
I'll be right back."

He nodded taking a long drink.

She poured a third mug and dumped a vial in. She
stirred in a bit of cream, exactly the way Sam liked it. Her heart
broke as she thought about him drinking it.

He walked into the kitchen as if on queue. She
almost poured it down the drain but stopped herself. She didn’t
want him against his will.

He smiled at her. She melted inside and passed
him the mug.

He took it and drank, "Exactly the way I like
it."

She smiled hating the feeling inside of her,
"Yeah, friends know that kind of stuff about each other."

"Thanks friend."

She drank her coffee watching them.

Ben never asked her to come and sit by him
again. Don didn’t smile and nod at her.

She watched Sam drink his. He seemed distracted
by something on his iphone. She never let her eyes leave his
face.

He looked at her with a blank stare, "Did you
say something?"

She shook her head feeling her heart break.

She looked at Ben, "Ben you want another?"

He looked at her shaking his head, "No thanks
Hanna. Hey Sam you got the movie downloaded yet?"

Sam nodded, "Oh yeah I do. Want to watch it
now?"

Ben kicked Don, "Want to watch that movie we
were talking about?"

Don looked back at Sam completely ignoring her,
"You got it ready now?"

Ben looked over at Anne, "Want to watch a
movie?"

She shrugged, "Sure whatevs."

Sam crossed his arms, "It's in my room. I'll
just get it." He walked away not looking at her. She felt terrible.
They never even asked her to watch the movie.

She walked behind him but passed his room to go
to her own.

Her breathing had grown difficult with the lump
building in her throat.

She sat on her bed sobbing into her hands. She
wondered about her mother and how hard it would have been for
her.

She looked at her blinking cell phone seeing a
message. She scrolled over to the texts. It was from Marcus.

All it said was 'Tonight?'

She couldn’t, she knew seeing him would be a
mistake. Her emotions had been under control, as under control as
they got. Without him stimulating her every half an hour and with
all the fighting she had barely noticed her sex drive. She was
nearly back to her old self.

She text him back, 'No I can't'

'Why??'

'Super busy. Learning new thing's'

'Hanna I need you'

'No' She could feel the desire building in her
as she thought about seeing him.

She knew it was unlikely he would risk coming
looking for her. He would be pissing off Lorri and he tried to
avoid her at all costs. It was unlikely he knew where she was. She
didn’t even know. They hadn’t been allowed out of the apartment and
the only person who ever came and went was the maid, well and
Aimee. The maid never spoke to any of them no matter what they
asked her or offered her.

'When I find you I will take you back'

His words weren’t a threat.

They were a fact. Him coming to look for her got
more likely instantly.

She turned the phone off and lay back on her
bed.

Everything was a mess.

At least Marcus had taken care of Andy. He would
never recall her the way it happened, just the memory Marcus gave
him. She missed Andy, she missed Roland. She remembered the
smallest details about her life before. The mall, seeing a cute boy
like Andy and giggling with her friends. She missed her
friends.

Suddenly she realized she understood her father
and his journals. Andy was his Mary. A normal human who could be
injured in it all.

She wished Marcus would eventually come to grips
with her not wanting to be the sexual animal he tried to make her
into. The distance had been a good thing for her. Weeks away from
him gave her perspective. She knew he was addicted to her in the
same way as she was him. It definitely wasn’t love, no matter how
she tried to spin it. She didn’t know how to making him see it
though.

Her biggest problem was Sam. She loved Sam. The
memories from the past months cleared as her heart emptied.
Everything that had occurred in the months looked clear in her
mind, without the emotions and feeling attached to them. Suddenly
it was as if she knew it from the moment they'd kissed in the
hallway at Lydia's. His kiss was the closest she would ever get to
the true loves kiss Roland had told her of.

She pushed the thoughts of Sam away. His
drinking the potion was more painful that anything she imagined she
would ever have to bear. She wanted to find him a new cure to make
him love her again.

She was shocked she could differentiate between
her Siren and her heart. Her heart was a broken mess thinking about
Sam and her Siren tried to imagine just how bad/good it was going
to be when Marcus found her. She knew it was inevitable. He had all
the money in the world and tons of resources. She could only stay
hidden for so long.

It had taken weeks of blocking everything but
she could see the difference between emotions and hormones.

"Hanna?" She heard a knock at her door.

"Yeah." She frowned, it had sounded like
Lorri.

Sure enough Lorri walked into her room looking
sympathetic, "How you doing?"

She shrugged, "Okay. Are you pissed at me for
the other day?"

Lorri sat on the chair opposite her, "No kid. If
I could force a bunch a guys to do my bidding I would do it in a
heart beat, maybe faster."

Hanna laughed, "You can command all of us."

Lorri nodded, "I guess yeah. Not really the same
thing though. You don’t adore me in the same way."

"Touché."

Lorri leaned forward, "You know why I'm
here?"

Hanna thought for a moment, "Here on earth or my
bedroom?"

Lorri laughed, Hanna hadn’t really heard her
laugh without sarcasm before. "Your bedroom, jeeze like I really
want to get into the whole life purpose nonsense."

Hanna shrugged, "My mojo obviously didn’t call
you here unless you're on their team, which I know you're not. I'm
going to say you have a bad feeling about Marcus?"

"Bingo. You have the same bad feeling?"

"Yup. He sent me a text an hour ago asking about
seeing me tonight. I told him no."

Lorri looked cautiously at her, "It's been a
long time and he's going to be going through withdrawals. I
actually expected him at least a few weeks ago. You tell him where
you were?"

"How could I? I have no idea where I am. Look,
we held the maid upside down to check her pockets and nothing. She
wont tell us a thing."

"Good. If he comes to your window like a night
creeper, Hanna you can't let him in here. Keep the window closed at
all times."

Hanna nodded feeling the intensity in her
tone.

Lorri smirked, "Look I get it, a Siren's got to
get laid just like any other girl but just not him, not in here.
There's other reason okay. You may think you trust him, I know I
don’t."

She laughed, "Lorri, dude, what? Gross, so not
having this conversation. Yes. I will ensure the window stays
closed. Jeeze."

She stood up and nodded, "Alright then we
shouldn’t have a problem."

"Are Ari and Lucas okay? I know I kind of hung
in here for a couple days, just didn’t want them to think I didn’t
care."

She laughed, "No one can ever be more sorry than
Ari for the things she's done. They're fine. Ari healed in an hour
and Lucas in three. No one blames you. That’s what training is
for." She walked out of the room leaving Hanna alone again.

Seconds later she heard another voice.

"Hanna?" She sat up as Giselle came into her
room, "Hey have you seen Aimee any where?"

"I got her to go to my place and get something
for me but she brought it back. I haven’t seen her since then."

"Oh okay. Thanks. She probably went to like
Shane's or her dad's maybe."

"Giselle you okay?"

She didn’t look okay, her eyes looked puffy and
her cheeks looked tear stained.

"Yeah, no I'm good."

Hanna got up off her bed and grabbed her hand.
She pulled Giselle into her arms, "What's wrong?"

Giselle hugged her back trembling, "My dad
died."

Hanna bit her lip, she knew that pain. She knew
Giselle and her father hadn’t been close. She also knew no matter
the depth of a relationship, loss hurt the same.

"I'm so sorry Giselle."

She sobbed into Hanna's shoulder and hair, "I
hated him, kind of. He was a terrible dad. He was weird and he was
mean to my mom. But he was my dad and I should have loved him
more."

Hanna's eyes welled, "He knew you loved him.
Trust me he knew."

"I haven’t called him in six months. Maybe
longer." She cried into the mass of thick strawberry blond hair.
Hanna helped her down to her bed. She let her drape across her as
the tears poured out in a steady stream, equal in size with the
regrets she spoke.

Hanna tried not to think about her own father,
she tried not to remember his last words to her, or her own to him.
Tears fell from her own face as she thought of the millions of
things she'd wished in the months since her fathers death. Things
she never let see the light of day.

Giselle wept on Hanna's bed until she fell
asleep. Hanna never left her side. She remained stroking her hair
and humming one of the odd songs Annabelle would hum.

"Hey you in here?" She looked up to see Sam's
face in her doorway.

She didn’t look to see what was in his eyes, his
flat tone said it all and her heart was broken enough.

She put her fingers to her lips.

He rushed into the room, "Are you alright?"

She nodded whispering, "Giselle's father has
passed away. She got a text message from her mom."

He dropped to his knees, "Oh, wow that’s awful.
Is she asleep?"

Hanna nodded.

His hands covered hers, she looked at them. He
squeezed her hands.

"Do you want me to carry her to her room?"

She shook her head, "She shouldn’t be
alone."

"Oh okay. Well do you need anything?"

She shook her head, keeping her eyes on his huge
hands.

He squeezed once more and stood up, "If you do
just text me. I'll have my phone beside me."

"K."

He walked to the doorway, "Hanna."

She looked up, meeting his eyes for the first
time.

He smiled softly, "You're a really good
friend."

He walked from the room.

She watched as he closed the door. Tears filled
her eyes again. She felt silly crying for a boy she tricked into
liking her, meanwhile her friend had just lost her father.

She waited until Giselle was completely asleep
and she slipped her leg out from under her. She crept to Aleks's
room.

She knocked lightly, "Aleks?"

She turned the knob and poked her head inside,
"Aleks you here?"

She glanced around the room but he wasn’t there.
She closed the door and crept to his bathroom. She knocked and
opened the door, "Aleks?"

She sighed and walked back to the door.

"Tsk Tsk Tsk."

She froze facing the door. The voice was
unmistakable.

"My love did you really think I wouldn’t find
you? I will say I'm disappointed you're creeping around calling for
that wanker."

She turned, "Marcus you scared me. Seriously you
have to leave."

He sat outside the window smugly.

She felt anger welling inside her, "You're going
to get me into trouble."

He leaned in the window grabbing her arm and
dragging her to the windowsill.

"Hanna no one can tell me that I can't see you.
These Roses are brain washing you."

She tried to pull back but he pulled her through
the window. She screamed as he jumped to the next building. He
grabbed on like spider man.

She clutched to his chest screaming. The cold
air of the night pushed at her, as if tempting her to jump. She
knew she could survive the fall but she dreaded the pain. She
looked down to see the ground below and screamed again.

"Hanna for the love of god and all things holy.
Stop the screaming. I have very good hearing, it's annoying."

She gripped him, feeling her fingers
slipping.

He made a few strategic jumps and landed safely
on the ground. When her feet touched the ground she collapsed to
the cement.

She touched the cold wet cement with her
fingers.

"Oh thank god."

"Hmph, I saved you not him." He grabbed her
arm.

She tried to pull back but he dragged her to a
black car. She saw the bowler hat in the front seat. Marcus threw
her inside the car and climbed in as well.

The smell of him was there instantly. Her
instincts kicked in as she savored the scent of him filling the
car.

He grabbed her face, "You will not cry for that
wanker Aleksander one more day. I see even a glimpse of sadness and
I will burn the entire building down. With Hellfire. Even Lorri
wont live."

His tone frightened her but the dead look in his
eyes scared her even more.

Henry drove like a madman through the dark
streets.

"Marcus I wasn’t crying for Aleks."

He grabbed her face again closing her mouth, "Oh
please, I can see the tears. I saw you creeping in his room. You
looked upset. I've smelled him on you. He's told me all about you
and he."

She cringed, "You're hurting me."

He seethed, "I haven’t even begun Hanna."

She tried to pull back but his mouth was on
hers. His teeth raked her lips. It was a savage kiss.

She hit him feeling her strength filling her. He
bounced against the opposite car door grinning.

"I like it when you fight Hanna. If I recall you
liked it too."

Tears filled her eyes, "You're not listening to
me. I don’t love Aleks, well no more than any woman. Every woman
feels that way about him."

"I don’t want to hear your excuses. No more
lies."

She grabbed him, "You fucking idiot Lorri is
going to come for me."

He laughed, "Lorri will think you betrayed her.
Like you did me."

She couldn’t believe what she was hearing,
"Betrayed you?"

"With Aleksander."

She groaned, "Marcus he took the elixir. I'm
like a sister to him. Believe me. He loves a girl named Giselle,
her father died today. I was looking for Aleks to tell him to go to
my room to comfort her. She fell asleep in there."

He flexed his jaw staring ahead as if unmoved by
her words.

"Marcus you have to believe me. Nothing has
happened. I like my training, I like being a Rose. I'm done in a
couple weeks. I get to go home soon. Please take me back before
they suspect something."

He sat stoic. She hated him.

She growled, "You stubborn ass."

"Hanna I have a special place for you. We will
live there together." His eyes focused on her bracelet, "Minus that
thing."

She gulped, "Marcus the distance has been good
for me. I see now there is a difference between love and lust." She
tried to tread carefully, "If I loved you my Siren side would be
faded. It's stronger than ever."

She didn’t see his hand move but she felt the
impact as her head was knocked into the window. She saw stars as
she was pulled into him.

His anger seethed though his fangs, "You love me
Hanna. You're confused."

He pushed her back into her seat. She looked at
him once last time. Quickly she grabbed the lock on the car door
and flipped it up and opened the door simultaneously. She rolled
from the car. She got up instantly and ran. She ran as hard and
fast as her legs would allow.

Her inner anger filled her with enough rage to
carry her. She felt the beast's senses starting to fill her. She
looked at the building next to her and leapt hard and fast. She
scaled the building using her hands and feet. She got up to the
roof with a leap. She sprinted across the roof leaping to the next
building. She knew he was stronger, faster and more determined than
she was. It was futile but she also knew her cell phone was in her
bra.

She speed dialed the first number in her call
list.

"Yeah?"

"SAM I'M OUTSIDE RUNNING ON THE ROOFTOPS! MARCUS
IS CHASING ME! HELP ME! TELL LORRI!"

"Hanna?"

"SAM HELP ME! HE ALMOST HAS ME!"

She prayed he would care enough to help her. Her
legs pumped as she zigzagged across the city leaping from building
to building. In the moment she assumed would be the end of her
life, her heart ached for one face. One face, in the crowd of men
she held in her mind, stood out. She ignored it, desperate to get
away.

She could feel the beast desperate to come out.
Her body and mind were strong enough that the beast was nothing
compared to her. Instead she forced its strength to work for her,
driving her on, forcing her to ignore the pain.

Her sock feet were starting to burn, she knew
they were bleeding and leaving a trail of Marcus's favorite snack
to follow.

She face palmed herself. It was like Hansel and
Gretel but leaving dog treats for a hound to find them.

She looked down at her phone ringing. The cold
wind rushed past her. She answered the phone.

"Hello."

"What do you see?"

It was Lorri, pissed couldn’t describe her
tone.

"I don’t know I can't stop running. I'm in bare
feet and they're bleeding everywhere. I'm running across rooftops.
He's chasing me and he has Henry."

"Son of a fuck. Try to notice something
Hanna."

Hanna looked seeing golden arches, "MacDonald's
and a subway station beside it."

"Got you. Be there in three. Run straight for
the next two blocks, try to get to the ground level."

Hanna hung up the phone and looked down. The
huge buildings were ending. She jumped down onto a small church.
She heard the snap in her foot and winced. She slid down the
roof.

"HANNA!"

She looked behind her to see Marcus chasing her.
His face had changed to the angry monster she'd only ever seen
once.

She gasped and jumped from the roof. The broken
bone in her foot made her scream.

She ran hobbling, he would have her any
minute.

Her feet were almost dragging along the
pavement. She felt sobs filling her throat as she looked ahead of
herself.

Marcus stood two stores away. Somehow he had
gotten in front of her. He wore a sickening grin on his face.

"My love why are you running from me? I'm here
to help you."

She shook her head, "You want me to be yours,
like a possession not a person. I will never be yours. I never was
Marcus. It's not love."

She reached down gripping the bracelet. She
noticed the many people on the busy city street ignoring her. She
pulled the bracelet off, letting it fall to the ground. The shells
smashed everywhere.

"Miss are you alright. Let me help you."

"Miss, no let me help you."

"Fuck off buddy I got her first."

"No. Let go of my girlfriend."

They surrounded her. The humans became a
barrier. It was a petty pathetic move but she was desperate.

Marcus laughed as he started throwing them
aside.

Every step he took he removed another human, as
she backed away from him five more surrounded her. She felt their
hands on her. She felt them grabbing her arm.

Their greedy fingers pinched her skin as they ripped at her
clothes, in an attempt to get her to come with them.

The wall of humans grew. She felt herself
getting swallowed up in it. The beast tried to rage its way to the
surface. The strength of her crushed it, sending it back into the
dark.

She pushed back, sending people back a few steps
but again they would swallow her up.

She felt a hand on her arm, it grabbed her hard,
pulling her more forcefully than the others.

She turned her head to see Sam.

Her Sam.

He pulled her to him as she shoved people out of
the way and collapsed into his arms. He lifted her up and flashed
outside a dark black SUV.

The door was open, he placed her inside and
jumped in with her.

"Hanna are you alright?"

Most of her clothes had been ripped from her
body. She looked like she had changed again.

Sam was holding her like he'd won the prize. Ben
leaned toward her earning himself a growl from Sam. She wished his
feelings were sincere but she knew it was the bracelet being gone.
She could feel her own sexual energy pulsating from her. Whoever
was driving was wasting no time. The SUV was bouncing all over as
corners were rounded like it was a Maserati.

She looked around the SUV for one face.

Lorri smiled bitterly at her from the driver's
seat, "I told you to stay away from the fucking windows kid."

"He dragged me through when I went to Aleks's
room. I'm sorry."

Lorri nodded, "I'd imagine you are."

Aimee looked her over, "What's the damage?"

Hanna shook her head, "Don’t know. Foots broken
for sure."

"God she reeks of blood." Ben leaned in to
smell. "Sexy blood."

Again Sam growled.

Hanna looked up into his handsome face, "Sam
it's okay. It's not his fault. Just like it's not yours."

He looked confused.

She closed her eyes and enjoyed being in his
arms for the moment it would last.

Instantly the SUV stopped dead in its
tracks.

Hanna felt herself skid forward on the seat.

"For shit's sake." Lorri cussed under her
breath.

Hanna looked out the window to see Marcus
standing in the middle of the road with Henry. Henry's hands were
in the air.

The SUV spun for a moment.

Hanna squeezed Sam, she was terrified. As much
as she wanted to get away from Marcus she didn't want the price to
be Sam or the others dead.

She wondered what Lorri would do.

Lorri opened the driver's window as the SUV
halted, "Evening Marcus." Her voice was full of anger.

He walked up to the window of the SUV casually,
"Fine evening Lorri. Hanna my love, don’t make me get angry. You
come with me or Henry will start extracting them."

Lorri growled, "Don’t move Hanna. I can take
him."

Marcus grinned, "You will kill me, I'm certain
of that but Henry. No Lorri we both know he will make a meal out of
you. There is also the fate of Aimee's ever-beloved sister. Alise
isn’t it? I do know of her location. I will trade what is mine for
that information."

Hanna gripped Sam. She just wanted one more
second.

"I'll go." She whispered.

Sam held her, "No."

Hanna nodded, "He wont hurt me."

Lorri shook her head, "I don’t honestly give a
half a shit about some sister. Hanna stays."

Hanna reached for the door to the truck, "I'll
go." She tried to open it. Sam held her refusing to move, "No you
wont."

She looked up into his eyes seeing the anger and
heart break.

He growled, "No offense Aimee but I don’t give a
fuck about your sister either. Hanna stays with me."

Hanna watched Aimee helplessly sit on the
seat.

Hanna nodded, "I'll go." She pulled herself away
from Sam. Lorri looked at her, "You sure?"

She nodded. Lorri put a hand on Sam. His hands
dropped from Hanna.

Aimee touched her and they were outside the SUV.
Hanna bent over throwing up all over the cement.

Aimee grabbed her arms, "When I get her I will
come for you. Be ready."

Hanna nodded, "Even if you don’t it's cool. I'll
get away. I always do."

"HANNA! DON’T DO THIS." Sam screamed against the
window, she watched as Lorri held Sam, preventing him from flashing
from the SUV.

She put a hand up to the glass, "It's just the
bracelet Sam. When I get a new one you wont feel that way anymore.
You'll feel better."

He shook his head, "No Hanna I don’t need the
cure. My mom's a Siren too. The magic doesn’t work on me. Not like
that. I sense what you are, what you feel, what you need. I love
you Hanna. I'VE ALWAYS LOVED YOU."

She felt Marcus grab her, before she could
comprehend the information.

All along his love had been real. Their sexual
magnetism was real. She struggled to get away from Marcus. She
shoved him as hard as she could. He fell back, she ran around the
truck to the open window.

He was her match, she loved him. It was
real.

"SAM YOU'RE MY MATCH!' She stuck her head in the
window.

Sam leapt over Lorri shoving his head through
the window. His lips met hers for a second.

The electricity that had been there before was
there again, only it was ten times stronger. She felt all the air
leave her body.

Marcus grabbed her by the hair dragging her back
to the car, "Enough of this Hanna." He spoke through his fangs at
Aimee, "I will tell Aleks as soon as I have her home."

Tears poured down Hanna's cheeks as Sam made eye
contact with her. She cried out, "I love you." She could see Lorri
holding Sam in the truck. He was screaming and fighting an ever
still Lorri.

She was shoved into the car again. Her hands
trembled. The sexual tension and build up was gone. Marcus climbed
into the car, slamming the door shut.

He looked at Hanna, "You will be a good girl
Hanna or my pit stop will be to eat Aimee's gorgeous sister."

She nodded heaving silently, as tears poured
down her face.

She watched out the window as Henry got into the
car. Sam vanished from the truck just as Henry started the car. He
drove from the scene quickly. Hanna watched out the back window as
Sam appeared on the road chasing the car screaming her name. He ran
and flashed, keeping up with the car for blocks until Henry turned
up a freeway exit. Her heart felt as if it were being ripped from
her chest as she watched him get smaller. Soon they turned the
corner and he was gone. Her love was gone.












Chapter Fifty-One: What in Sam Hell






Aleksander






Aleks watched Ari. She looked angrily at
Sam.

Sam paced the living room sending off one of the
more hostile vibes Aleks had ever encountered.

"You attacked me when her bracelet was off but
the magic doesn’t affect you?" She finally spoke after a few tense
moments.

Sam ignored her.

Ari stood but Lydia stepped between them. She
looked at Lucas, "What would you do if someone hurt Ari?"

Lucas didn’t even flinch, "Rip them to
pieces."

Sam continued to ignore the conversation.

Ari sat back down as Lucas pulled her into his
lap and continued, "I would murder their entire family."

Lydia shook her head, "How hard is it for you to
watch as she fights in the ring?"

"Hard."

Lydia sat back down, "Do you hold a grudge
against the person for weeks after they’ve hurt her?"

He nodded.

"Lydia I get the point." Ari spoke, obviously
still annoyed.

"Now imagine she is dating someone else, even
though you know she is your mate. But imagine she doesn’t know, not
yet." Lydia crossed her arms.

Lucas growled.

Aleks felt disgusted with himself for his part
in it all, "Markus knew she was a Siren from the start I think. He
cannot feel love, not the way everyone else can. Hanna loves so
deeply she makes him feel something."

Sam leapt across the room pinning Aleks against
the wall. He couldn’t believe the strength he had. Aleks shook his
head, "I'm on your side. I will help you kill him."

Everyone froze as Aleks's phone rang.

Sam released him and stepped back.

Aleks nearly destroyed the thing pulling it from
his pocket, "Yes?"

"You may come now." Marcus sounded smug.

Aleks ended the call and looked at Aimee, "I can
go now." Her grave look hadn’t left her face since Hanna had
left.

Sam spoke softly, "What are we waiting for
then?"

Aleks looked at Sam and shook his head, "You
can't come. Henry will sense you."

Sam exploded with anger, "That’s my fucking soul
trapped in that piece of shits castle. I'm coming."

Aleks looked at Lorri who nodded subtly. Aleks
held his arms out, "Fine but I have to be holding you, you don’t
know the way."

Sam laughed, "I can get there myself. I trace
you the entire way."

Aleks raised his eyebrow as Sam stepped forward.
He'd been secretive with his abilities, even Aimee had no clue what
all he did and they had become fast friends.

Aleks left the room feeling the warm wind swirl
around him.

He was standing across the street from the
castle. He pointed at the tree next to him as Sam appeared, "This
is as close as you get."

"Fine." He was gone instantly but Aleks looked
up seeing a branch in a tree swaying under weight.

Aleks left him there, appearing at the castle
suddenly.

Henry was waiting for him at the front door.

"Henry."

He nodded at Aleks and pointed inside.

Aleks walked inside looking for Hanna instantly.
He couldn’t see her in the muted light. Only Marcus enjoyed living
with so little light.

"My old friend, how are you?"

He turned seeing Marcus walking down the
hall.

"Where is she? I want to see if she's okay."

"HANNA!" Marcus yelled down the hall behind
him.

Aleks frowned as a scream filled the air in
return, "FUCK YOU, YOU SON OF A BITCH!"

Marcus held his hands out, "Satisfied?"

"Not nearly. I want to see her."

Marcus crossed his arms, "No. Now Alise is being
held in France, south of France. Daniel has a property there. I
believe you are aware of it. Blake has a lab set up there. They've
always been there. Boston was a set up. Alise is living there as
Blake's slave. He is a bit twisted, there aren’t words for how she
lives some days."

Aleks felt disgusted thinking about Aimee's
sister living like that.

"You may go now."

Aleks grinned, "Okay." He was gone reappearing
in an empty room. He vanished reappearing in the next room. He
sighed again seeing it empty.

He vanished and appeared in a dark room. He saw
firelight in a small corner of the huge room.

"Hanna?" He cried out.

She ran to him, making it only part way across
the room before a huge steel manacle and chain stopped her from
going further.

She wore only a small white nightdress. She
looked out of place in it, it was not how imagined her dressing for
bed. She seemed like much more of a jersey cotton flannel kind of
girl.

He wrapped his arms around her.

"Can we get it off?"

She shook her head, "No Henry did it. It's
spelled."

He grabbed at it. Already it was starting to
wear at her skin on her ankle.

"How's Sam?"

"He's, well, he's across the street in a tree
and very angry. He wants you back."

She nodded stifling a sob, "I want him too."

He pulled her back, "I feel different round you
now?"

"Yes alarming isn’t it. Apparently young Sam is
her match. Her true love. Very rare for a Siren. More common
apparently when the male is the offspring of a Siren."

Aleks stepped back watching Marcus walk into the
room.

"He isn’t here to free me." She spoke
defiantly.

Marcus's dark eyes shot at her, "As if he could
take you from me. Unfortunately for you, Henry no longer feels the
need to help you. Your seductive powers are gone."

Aleks watched Marcus with a glare, "You need to
let her go Marcus. This isn’t the fourth century, you can't just
hold women captive."

Marcus shouted pointing at Hanna like a madman,
"She isn’t a woman. She is a Siren. She is MY Siren. Get out."

Aleks looked at Hanna who nodded. Aleks left her
there like a coward.

He looked up at Sam in the tree, "She's trapped
for now. Lets go home. We need to get to Alise before they move her
again."

"You go. I'll stay here."

"He will kill you instantly if he finds
you."

"Well I'd rather die than be without her. You
can't understand what this feels like."

Aleks sighed, "I do know what it feels like. Sam
if you die she is going to be a regular Siren again. She will exude
sexuality and he will enjoy every second of that."

Sam dropped from the tree grabbing Aleks and
lifting him into the air, "YOU WILL NOT SPEAK OF HER THAT WAY!"

"I AM NOT YOUR ENEMY! I DON’T KNOW HOW ELSE TO
TELL YOU THAT SAM!"

Sam put him down, "I need her back. I was trying
to give her space. Like an idiot. I wanted her to see me as a
friend and fall in love with me that way. The real way. I could see
she wanted it. Love without magic. I knew he had her bewitched. I
knew once she was away from him she would see more clearly."

Aleks felt sickened for him, "How long have you
known she was your match?"

"I met her when she was three and I was four.
Our mother's were friends. She was a brat then but I saw it. Her
red hair was more orange then but her freckles were the same." A
tear ran down his cheek.

Aleks couldn’t imagine how desperate he felt,
"Why didn’t you ever try to explain it all to her?"

He sighed laughing at himself and sniffling,
"She didn’t grow up knowing what she was. She was a regular girl. I
wanted it to be natural for her. I didn’t want to just march up and
lay my claim on her heart. I am an idiot. I never should have
listened to her father. He wanted her left alone. No one from our
world was allowed near her." His eyes turned dark and frightening
the way Dorian's did, "I will get her back."

Aleks heaved a sigh, "I know. Right now we have
to go back to formulate a plan. A proper one."

Sam growled looking at the castle once more
before going home.












Chapter Fifty-Two: Mother Lover






Hanna











His lips were dragging up her throat.

"Hanna I need you to want me again."

She felt the disgusted look cross her face, "It
isn’t in my control. Sam is where my heart is."

He grabbed her waist, "I don’t need your
heart."

She groaned, "Please Marcus just let me go."

"Never. I'm going to kill your little boy toy
and then you'll be free to love again."

She looked at him haunted, "Marcus I will never
love you if you harm a hair on his head."

"What will you do Hanna? Fight me everyday on
the matter? Kill yourself like your mother did?"

She gasped, "What?"

He nodded, "Yeah, she wouldn’t admit her love
for me. She swore her heart belonged to your father. I threatened
to kill him and she committed suicide. It was cruel and selfish.
She left you and I both."

She felt a disgusted feeling creeping up her
stomach, "You loved my mother after you took the potion? You made
her commit suicide?"

"Hanna I never took the potion. Who would want
to end the love of a Siren? Nothing is more amazing than being with
a woman like you."

"You said you took it and stopped loving my
mother. You let me believe she died in a car accident." She had to
keep him talking, she didn’t want his hands on her again. He had
loved her mother, she felt like retching.

"I lied. I've loved several women and with each
I find they say they want to know about my past until I've told
them. Then they wish they never knew. I spared you the agony of
knowing. I've lived long enough to know what you need to hear from
me Hanna. I made you love me once. I can do it again."

"Marcus." Her lips trembled at the sight of the
coldness in his eyes.

"Hanna you cannot imagine the effort that has
gone into this plan. It's been in the works since you were seven.
They always say you can't plan for every detail but I did, every
detail but Sam." He paced the room.

"What have you done?"

He turned angrily, "I did what I had to Hanna. I
tested your blood, nothing would change you but death."

Her stomach sank, "You made my aunt murder me
and my friend?"

He laughed, "Your friend was an accident Hanna,
you have to believe that. Cecile was an idiot. I told her about the
money but she didn’t care. She loved you. So I made her feel like
it was all her idea."

"What about the houses?"

"What do you think?"

She felt sick, "I think you compelled her into
betraying me so I would change. My death would trigger the changes.
You knew I was a Siren, you knew I would attract other men. You
needed me to be dangerous so I would only feel safe with you. Every
moment we have spent has been a lie."

He sat on her bed, "No it wasn’t. Hanna I am
cursed, I feel nothing. I have no heart. Henry cursed me. Don't you
see it's why I stole his soul? He stole my heart." He looked at
her, pleading with her, "Don’t you see. You make me feel again.
Your feelings are so strong even I feel something."

She refused to hear him, her mind was reeling at
the events that had taken place. He had betrayed her father in
every way, he had been the reason her mother died, he set up her
aunt and uncle and then made them murder her best friend. He forced
her to be reliant on him, he had been her savior. She looked back,
seeing every step she'd taken had been planned out by him. She had
slept with him. She fought back the urge to throw up.

"Let me die Marcus." She was empty.

"Hanna you will see this is better. When I kill
Sam I will make Henry erase your memories of him. And this
conversation." He walked to the door leaving her alone in the
room.

She walked to her bed to cry herself to
sleep.






****






She woke to the sound of water being poured.

She opened her eyes to see Marcus smiling at
her.

"Bath time Hanna."

She shivered, "Marcus please just let me have a
shower like a human not a sponge bath like an animal."

He watched her and nodded, "Fine but I will wait
outside the bathroom."

She sighed, "Thank you." She hated the idea of
him touching her. Her only saving grace had been that he was
disgusted by her love for another man. She'd managed to avoid any
serious touching. She knew it would be short lived. He would
eventually want her in his bed again. She would follow her mother
and take her own life before she ever did that again.

He took out a key and opened the latch on the
manacle. She almost cried as it slipped off her foot. Her skin had
gotten raw where it touched.

He grabbed her arm, dragging her to the
bathroom.

He stood in front of the door to the bathroom
with his arms crossed.

His smug look explained how it would be going.
She slipped the stupid nightdress he'd given her off. She was
completely naked standing in the cold bathroom. She started the hot
water and jumped in before it was even lukewarm.

The water heated quickly making her feel better.
She rinsed his kisses and licks from her throat and arms. She
washed her face repeatedly. She imagined Sam touching her. She saw
his lips dragging along her throat, his fingers soon became the
water.

She opened her eyes ensuring he wasn’t there for
real.

But then she heard his voce, "Hanna?"

She looked all around. She could hear him. She
poked her head out the side of the wall to see Marcus looking at
his phone. She slipped back into the water.

"Hanna?" She jerked to the left and right not
wanting to whisper, Marcus had incredible hearing.

"Hanna if you can hear me, be ready. We will be
there at high noon."

She nodded wondering if Sam could see her in the
shower. She used her thoughts to speak to him, "Sam?"

Nothing happened. She wondered if Lydia was able
to somehow make their voices come out of the shower.

"Okay love, wrap it up."

She looked out at Marcus, "Why?"

He frowned, "I'm getting annoyed standing here.
I want to go back to your room and tie you up." He grinned, "Now
that you're clean."

She frowned, "What time is it?"

"Why?"

"Curiosity."

"Eleven thirty."

"I'm hungry."

"I don’t care."

She poked her head out of the shower again and
stuck her lip out, "Please."

He laughed, "Fine. I'll tell Henry to bring you
lunch."

She felt disgusted but smiled at him,
"Thanks."

He rolled his eyes, "If your trying to butter me
up it won't work. You're staying."

She nodded, "I'm fine with it as long as you
stop treating me like your possession. It’s the only problem we've
ever had Marcus."

She stepped out. He wrapped her in a huge white
terry towel robe. It smelled like him. It was a scent she resented
more than anything in the world.

He rubbed his hands along her arms.

She put her hand through his.

He raised an eyebrow, "What are you doing?"

She frowned, "What?" He lifted their joined
hands.

She looked at his big hands and imagined them on
her body, she needed to feel turned on. She remembered the feel of
his fingers. She needed to make him believe. "If I'm here I want it
to be fun Marcus. I don’t hate you. I never have. I know everything
you did was because you love me."

She smiled at him as they walked back to her
room.

He kissed her cheek. She knew he wasn’t fooled
but he was hopeful. She thought about having another shower to wash
the kiss from her cheek.

He tightened the manacle around her ankle again
grinning, "Hanna do you want to have dinner with me?"

"Like untied and in a normal pair of pants and a
t-shirt at a table?"

"Yes."

She pretended to be thinking, "Uhm okay. I
guess."

He stood ensuring the chain was still attached
to the wall, "I will have lunch brought to you now."

He left the room. She ran to the window and
looked out the frosted glass. She tried opening the window but it
had been nailed shut. She panicked, glancing around the room
wondering how they would be able to free her with Henry in the
house.












Chapter Fifty-Three: Alaska






Aleksander











He looked down at the window she stood at. He
pointed to it. Sam nodded.

"I know."

They dropped from the tree to the ground with a
loud thud.

Lorri looked at them, "The minute we get her we
head for Hanna." She was reassuring Sam.

He didn’t look reassured.

Lorri held a tight grip on Aimee, "We need to
check the perimeter before I just let you run loose. You maintain
your composure."

Aimee nodded but her blank stare at the house
said otherwise.

Aleks hadn’t seen Alise in a while, but even
through a window across several acres, he could tell she looked
rough. Her thin frame was nearly skin and bone. Her once long silky
hair was cropped to her shoulders and dull looking. She paced
inside of the window of the huge estate house. He didn’t see Blake
or Daniel anywhere.

Sam flashed himself forward to the property
line. As he walked across it Aleks waited for their guards to
react.

Sam looked back but nothing happened.

Lorri released her hold on Aimee and the seven
of them crossed into the property together. Aimee winked Ari and
the wolves, Lorri moved with incredible speed while Aleks and Sam
flashed themselves ahead.

They fanned out in groups without speaking.
Lorri and Aimee went to the right, Aleks and Sam to the left and
Ari and the wolves went to the huge out buildings to
investigate.

Sam followed Aleks to a back door. They both
flashed inside.

The house was incredible. The back door was a
laundry room and yet it still had a beautiful Mediterranean feel to
it.

He walked slowly, watching for anyone and
anything. There were no cameras as far as he could see, no
people.

The rooms were empty of any sign of life.

Aleks frowned wondering what kind of set up it
was. If the home was where they were doing their research there
should at least be guards. Aleks looked at Sam whose face was full
of doubt as well.

"Trap?" Sam whispered.

Aleks shrugged and pointed to a set of stairs.
They climbed meeting Ari and the Lucas at the top of the staircase,
on the main floor at the grand entryway.

Ari looked at Aleks, "What's going on?"

He shook his head. They waited for Lorri and
Aimee to climb the stairs to the main floor.

They cleared the main floor finding nothing but
expensive furniture. They climbed to the second floor together
again fanning out. It was the floor they'd seen Alise in the window
pacing back and forth nervously.

The bedrooms on the top floor were extravagant,
as one would expect in such a home. It was full of furniture but
minus people and lab equipment.

Alise still paced back and forth in the room
alone, at least a projection of her did. It was below the window
and with the room being dark enough she was completely visible from
the street. Inside the room she appeared as Annabelle did. Her
worried face slightly visible to Aleks. Aimee never cried when she
walked into the large bedroom. She looked at the thin girl pacing
back and forth and nodded.

She looked down at the bed and dropped to her
hands and knees. Ari and Lucas walked into the room as she fished
around under the bed.

Aleks watched as she pulled a dark blue t-shirt
out. It had an atom on it. On the back it had writing in
lipstick.

Aimee turned it over gently and laid it out on
the hardwood floor.

In bright red lipstick it read, 'TRAP! BOMB!
RUN! ALASKA!'

Everyone dove into a circle, touching as Aimee
winked them to the street still clutching the dark blue shirt.

As their feet touched the ground Ari screamed,
"WHERE'S BEN?"

Aleks looked not seeing him.

He flashed into the house again, to the room
with the bomb, "Ben, Ben."

He called into the home.

He ran down along the whole floor flashing
ahead.

"BEN!"

He ran down the stairs to the main floor. As he
opened the front door he felt a shock wave hit him. He felt heat
tearing at his back but he flashed himself forward to escape
it.

He dropped to the ground at Lorri's feet and
collapsed on the gravel of the road.

He heard the low hum of voices and Lorri
speaking softly, "Oh my god it's a hellfire bomb. How?"

His back burned. He heard himself crying out in
pain. His hands slid along the gravel in agony, gripping the rocks
and squeezing them tightly. Fresh blood dripped onto the rocks as
smoke filled his lungs and everything went black.






****






He woke to Lydia's voice, "There is no saving
him. He's not you Lorri, he wont live through the poison of the
hellfire. He has an hour tops."

He felt sweat pouring from his face.

He looked up from being facedown on a mattress.
Something cool soothed his back.

"Lydia." His voice croaked.

Her face lower to his, tears filled her eyes,
"Aleksander. I'm so sorry honey."

"Ben?"

She shook her head, "He was still inside. They
found him. He was caught by a snare, a magical one."

Aleks couldn’t believe what he was hearing. The
loss and betrayal of Andy Cromwell had been unbearable to their
group but, Ben would be devastating. His heart ached for Lucas.

"I have an hour before the poison takes me?" His
words left him feeling broken.

She sniffled and nodded, "Yes."

He took a deep breath and pushed himself up off
the bed.

"Stay still Aleks."

He shook his head, "I need to get to Hanna. I
need to finish the deal I started with Henry."

Lydia looked confused.

Sam's eyes were filled with fear, "You think he
will help you?"

He nodded, "I made this deal with him years ago.
We have to hurry. I need something to cover my injuries."

Lydia left the room and came back in with
bandages and a sweater.

Aleks held his breath trying not to scream as
sage cream and bandages were placed over his seared flesh. He
pulled the sweater on unable to avoid the tears in his eyes.

Dorian appeared at the doorway. His face fought
to show his concern, "Lorri messaged me."

Aleks nodded, "You coming?"

He furrowed his brow, "Where we going?"

"Final hurrah."

Dorian's stare went blank as he mastered his
emotions, "Lets do it."

The three of them flashed from the room
instantly.

Aleks stepped onto the lawn at the bottom of the
driveway and threw up.

"The poison is going to end you brother. What's
the plan?"

He smirked at Dorian, "Free Hanna and kill
Marcus."

Sam laughed, "I like the plan but I think we
need more than that. My mother spoke of Henry a lot. He's old and
powerful and he will protect Marcus."

Aleks laughed, "I made him a deal once. You see
I helped steal the soul. I'm as much to blame as Marcus is. When
Henry finds his soul he will kill Marcus and me. I made a deal that
if I find the soul and return it he will allow me to live."

Dorian looked confused, "You don’t know where
the soul is though."

Aleks nodded, "I think I do. I think it's always
been right in front of Henrys face."

"His ridiculous bowler hat?"

Aleks grinned, "Marcus's chest."

Dorian raised an eyebrow, "Oh that is smart.
Even if it's not there maybe he will kill Marcus looking for
it."

The three of them walked up to the door. Henry
came out as always.

He grinned.

"I know where it is."

His grin faded, his dark eyes narrowed in
disbelief.

"I know where he's kept it all along."

Henry crossed his arms, he never spoke. He never
needed to.

Dorian smiled, "Hello Henry."

Henry nodded at him never taking his eyes off
Aleks.

"To what do we owe such an honor? Dorian, my
brother it's been too long." Marcus strolled from the house.

Dorian grinned, "It has been a long time. I felt
it was an adequate amount of time though."

Aleks could see Sam was on edge, he was ready to
lose it.

Marcus grinned directly at Sam, "This makes my
life easier. Dorian really you shouldn’t have brought such a gift.
I have nothing for you. Maybe when young Sam here is dead I'll let
you have your turn with dear Hanna."

Aleks put an arm out grabbing Sam's, "Sam."

Dorian chuckled, "I think I'd rather a bit of
that scotch you keep for special occasions."

Marcus's eyes slanted, "What is the
occasion?"

Aleks ignored him and looked at Henry. He didn’t
need to speak aloud to Henry. He could just think what he wanted
and Henry would hear him.

'His chest Henry. It's in his chest.'

Henry's eyes opened wide.

Marcus looked at Aleks and then Henry,
"What?"

Aleks grinned, "How's the heart?"

Marcus's smile faded, "What heart?"

"Yours?"

Henry's arm shot out ripping Marcus's chest
open. A small blue light sat inside of him in between his ribs. It
was encased in glass like an orb that was covered in blood.

Marcus's face paled as Henry pulled it from
him.

Marcus laughed as blood dripped from his lips,
"Henry, lets chat about this. I've always obeyed the rules, I've
never mistreated you. I was a child Henry. FOR GOD SAKE I WAS YOUNG
AND FOOLISH. You took my heart."

Henry smiled taking the orb and placing it in
his teeth. He bit down breaking the glass. The blue light filled
his mouth and face, making him glow in the midday sun.

Henry opened his mouth looking like he was
screaming. Nothing came out but air for a moment and then instantly
the area around them filled with noise. Henry's scream shook the
ground they stood on.












Chapter Fifty-Four: Heart and Soul






Hanna











She heard the scream, it was god-awful. The
floor shook as it would in an earthquake. She gripped her bed,
ignoring the tears that fell from her face. She looked at the
manacle and chain. She felt her rage building. No one had come, she
didn’t know what was happening. She sat on the floor feeling
lost.

"HANNA!"

She lifted her face from her hands calling out,
"I'm here."

Sam ran into the room. He ran at her lifting her
into the air wrapping her legs around him.

"Hanna. You're okay."

She sobbed into his neck, "We have to hurry
before he comes back."

Sam placed her on the floor. He looked at the
chain. He ripped it from the wall.

"How did you do that?"

He winked at her, "Hanna my mother is a Siren.
My father is an archangel. I'm not a regular nephilim. I have no
human in me. I can't take the manacle off though."

She furrowed her brow, "You have parents
still?"

He nodded, "I do but I don’t know where they
are."

"How did the government capture you? Aimee told
me you were captured."

"I was charged with watching the children. I
couldn’t get them out so I stayed with them. It's not important
now. We need to get the hell out of here."

He grabbed her hand and carried her chain out of
the room. She ran confused at how he pulled it out of the wall if
Henry spelled it.

She padded along after him, letting him drag her
through the halls. Her white gown was ridiculous and she tried not
to think about how see through it was.

She worried about where Henry and Marcus were,
until she stepped out into the sunlight. It nearly blinded her
sensitive eyes. The muted light of the castle had made the midday
light nearly unbearable.

She saw something she never expected to see.

Marcus on his knees with blood pouring from his
chest. She stopped running as everything moved in slow motion.
Henry looked at her and then back to Marcus.

Marcus cried out as he saw her, "Hanna no. Don’t
leave me."

She closed her eyes as Henry's hand came down
ripping Marcus's throat. She heard the gurgling sounds.

Sam's huge warm hand covered her face instantly.
She felt him dragging her back as Marcus's scream was silenced.

Tears poured from her face, she expected to be
overjoyed when he died but she never imagined she would be
upset.

She felt her legs buckle as her knees hit the
concrete.

Sam held her against him trying to soothe her,
"It's okay Hanna. Its over now."

She broke from his grip desperate to see what
happened.

She pried his fingers from her eyes as screams
and sobs exploded from her mouth.

Marcus lie on the ground, his neck torn and dark
blood pouring from the wound. His eyes twitched. Around the wound
on his throat the edges were burned black.

He blinked whispering, "I loved you every
second, every moment." He exhaled harshly.

In his twisted way he had believed he loved her
just as she had thought she loved him. Relief filled her but she
feared the dirty feelings that had covered her wouldn’t ever go
away.

Aleks looked at Henry, "We made a deal Henry. I
need your help."

Henry nodded while he maintained his fearsome
expression.

Aleks stripped his sweater off as tears dripped
from his eyes in the struggle. Hanna gasped seeing a bandage
wrapped around his entire back. String looking black spider webs
shot from the bandaged area.

Aleks turned. Henry saw the bandage. He sliced
it with his fingernail letting the bandage drop to the ground. His
eyes lowered. His face dropped.

Hanna looked at Dorian whose face fought to
maintain his composure.

She didn’t understand what was happening.

She watched as Aleks's face fell.

He nodded, "I understand."

Dorian shook his head, "There must be something
you can do?"

Henry shook his head.

Aleks turned to face Henry making Hanna gasp
again. His entire back was burned, charred with blisters and black
veins.

"He can make it short and painless."

Dorian heaved a sigh, "Aleksander, brother what
can I do?"

Aleks looked at Henry, "You will fulfill my debt
to Aimee then, if you please? Help her get her sister back?"

Henry nodded slicing his fingertip with his
other hand and holding it up. Aleks did the same and pressed his
bleeding finger to the tip of Henry's.

Hanna felt disgusted. Was it all her fault? How
had they not gotten Aimee's sister back? What had happened in her
absence? Was Aleks dying because of her?

Hanna looked at Henry whose dark eyes shot at
Sam for a second and back to her. Sam nodded, "Thank you
Henry."

She was gone from the driveway and sitting on
Lydia's living room sofa before she could say goodbye to Henry.

Lydia rushed at her. She touched the manacle
making it fall off. She hugged Hanna tightly, "Oh my sweet
girl."

Hanna had no tears left. She was too
confused.

Sam never let go of her fingers. Ari dropped to
the floor hugging her as well.

Hanna could see Lucas leave the room. Aimee came
rushing in, her face was puffy from crying. She had a man with her.
He was the human from her birthday as far as Hanna could tell.

Dorian appeared in the room suddenly carrying
Aleks.

Lydia left Hanna's side. She put a blanket down
on the couch where Dorian placed Aleks down.

Aimee rushed to his side. The human looked very
upset but never moved from his spot in the hallway.












Chapter Fifty-Five: Home Again






Aleksander











Aimee gripped his hands sobbing.

He felt the poison reaching his slowly beating
heart. His chest was cramping severely.

"Henry will help you. He will give you aide in
one thing. Be careful what you ask of him." He coughed tasting his
own blood in his mouth. "Dorian, brother, you will help her in her
choice?"

Dorian nodded not meeting his eyes.

"Aimee I'm sorry for it all. I'm sorry for
everything."

She shook her head, "I'm not. I'm only sorry I
ever was a friend with someone like Blake. I'm sorry I never saw
him for the monster he is."

Giselle came running into the room screaming,
"Aleks!"

She skidded along the floor on her knees. Her
beautiful face was soaked in tears.

His heart broke seeing her devastated.

She gripped his hand. Aimee kissed his forehead
and let Giselle say goodbye. She walked across the room to Shane.
Aleks smiled at Shane. He returned the smile with a nod.

Aleks looked at Giselle, "Take care of yourself.
Don’t fall in love too easily. Try to still be you, be chatty and
silly and funny. Don’t let this all ruin the person you are. Try to
remember your more than a beautiful girl. You're smart and
sexy."

She nodded sniffling, "I should have said yes,
I'm sorry Aleks."

He shook his head, "No, you were right. It would
have been a mess. I want you to know I loved you."

She sobbed over him clutching him.

He squeezed her hand and looked at Dorian, "You
know where I want to go, brother."

Dorian nodded, "Anyone who wants to come better
hang on."

He touched Aleks and suddenly cold air
surrounded them. Hanna threw up making Aleks laugh. She had never
been a good traveler.

He felt the cold wind off the Nærøyfjord coming
up the hillside of his family's graveyard. He looked out at the
view. One last time he was able to see it. The sight of it all made
his heart soar. The moonlight made it even more special. His
fingers began to tremble.

Giselle kissed him once on the lips, and stood
up.

He looked at Dorian, "You have to find my
dad."

"I will. I will make sure I give him the proper
send off."

Aleks laughed, "Don’t bury him near me." He
coughed again seeing dark blood stain the patchy snow in front of
him.

"Wouldn’t dream of it."

He lay back letting the warmth of the sun hit
him.

"Aimes remember when I told you I was married
before?"

"Yeah."

He held his hand off to the left of him, "This
is her. Her and my children. I finally get to join them."

"No one deserves to be going home more than you
brother." Dorian spoke softly.

Aleks reached his hand up into the air for
Dorian to take. He squeezed him hand.

He remembered everything all at once. The
moonlight grew too bright, he closed his eyes against it but the
light permeated through.

He sighed feeling the most freedom he'd ever
felt. He relaxed against the ground letting the light take him and
exhaled one last time.












Chapter Fifty-Six: Goodbye Ben






Hanna











Sobs filled every throat on the hillside.

Even the ever tough and dark Dorian cried. He
held his friend to his chest, not letting him go.

Lydia heaved out a sigh, "Lets start."

Dorian nodded laying Aleks down on the
ground.

He dug the grave with his bare hands.

Hanna watched in silence, guilt ravaged her.

Sam put an arm around her, "It wasn’t your
fault. Marcus tricked us."

She nodded, not wanting to take away from Aleks
moment. She didn’t want pity. She wasn’t ready for them to know the
extent to which he had tricked her.

Dorian sniffled lifting Aleks's arms and Shane
lifted his legs. They placed him on a white sheet Lydia had
brought.

Aimee kissed his lips once. Giselle bent over
his face kissing it over and over.

"I can push someone. I can bring him back." Ari
sobbed clutching Dorian.

Lydia shook her head, "Too dangerous Ari. Like I
told you with Ben, you don’t know which of us will end up in his
place."

Hanna crawled along the cold ground in her white
nightdress freezing as the bitter wind pushed and pulled. She
kissed Aleks once on the cheek. She lingered trying to get a slight
waft of the smell she always got from him.

His smell had left with his spirit. She pressed
her face against his warmth.

"Goodbye my friend." She whispered ruffling his
dark blond hair.

Everyone took their turn saying their goodbyes.
Hanna snuggled into Sam. She couldn’t bear to watch as Dorian said
his. It broke her heart to see such a frightening man so weakened
and vulnerable. She knew someone great had left the world but
seeing Dorian distraught somehow made Aleks more worthy. Dorian
gave his heart and compassion to no one. He wiped away a tear and
closed the sheet wrapping Aleks like a mummy. He lifted the huge
body and stepped down into the grave. He kissed the head of the
wrapped body and gently placed him on the ground. He picked up a
handful of frozen dirt and kissed. He placed it on the mound and
stepped away.

Everyone took a turn placing a small amount of
dirt on top of him.

Hanna hated seeing the dirt cover Aleks. She
wanted him to burst through the sheet, he was unbreakable. Nothing
could hurt him.

But he did not.

Dorian gave the service in a language she could
only guess was Norwegian and pushed the dirt over his body.

They gathered stones and piled them on top of
him.

The sun started to set and Hanna noticed how
frozen her body was. Sam took his shirt off pulling it over her
head. He stood in nothing but a thin white t-shirt. She smiled up
at him trying not to jump into his arms.

Dorian looked at her and winked. She nearly
laughed knowing she needed her bracelet back.

Sam picked her up and suddenly they were back at
Lydia's. They were in Sam's room. Hanna looked at her surroundings
and shook her head, "I need to go home. I need to see Roland." She
couldn’t bear the thought of him touching her filthy skin.

He flashed and suddenly they were standing in
her bedroom. She hobbled grabbing her robe. She pulled his shirt
off and smelled it once. He laughed taking it. She pulled the robe
on and opened her bedroom door.

Roland walked along the hall to her room
instantly, "Hanna my dear you're home. Aleksander told me you were
being held by Mr. Dragomir."

She fell into his arms.

"Roland this is Sam."

Roland stiffened, "Yes I've met the young man
before. I knew his mother a long time ago."

Sam blushed, "Hello sir. Nice to see you
again."

Roland nodded, "Two Sirens. How unbearable."

He looked at her ankle and grimaced, "I see the
beast has returned."

She shook her head, "Only when I needed it and I
was able to control it. This is from Marcus." Her throat thickened,
"Marcus and Aleks have both passed."

Sam spoke softly, "And a friend of ours
Ben."

Hanna nodded, "The funeral for Ben is
tomorrow."

Roland sighed, "A lot of lives lost."

Hanna felt dizzy, "All in one day."

"Roland I will be staying if it's alright with
you?"

Roland looked at Sam, "You will let me know if
you need anything? From the guest bedroom?"

Sam laughed and nodded, "Fair enough."

Hanna frowned watching Roland turn and walk
away, she dreaded the story she would have to tell him.







Epilogue






The cool wind blew making the trees sway,
knocking pine needles down upon the grave. The fresh dirt pile was
laced with exotic flowers. Aimee had gone with Ari to different
counties to find them.

The small pile looked even smaller next to the
huge trees surrounding it. Bright green ferns and huge brown tree
trucks and black dirt covered in vivid colors.

The funeral was heart wrenching, a man named
Brandon Green who was Fae like Lucas and Ben gave the service.

He was handsome, as they all were, and
soft-spoken. His eyes darted to the grave as he spoke. Tears softly
flowed from the cheeks of every person sitting, all but Lucas. His
stoic face, made Hanna concerned for him. He wasn’t allowing
himself to think of anything beyond revenge. She was certain of
that.

Sam held her hand, heat emanated from his palm
into hers. She was grateful for him but also the fact he had been
fine with her asking for some time. She wasn’t ready to be in a
relationship. She needed to figure out everything else. Her heart
knew him as her true love, that wouldn’t change.

Lydia wiped her tears.

Hanna did nothing but stare at the brightly
glowing bracelet on her wrist. She was grateful Lydia had been able
to give her another. She didn’t give off the same energy as she did
before but super naturals could still sense her. The bracelet
safeguarded against hormone imbalances.

She imagined Roland was glad she got a new
bracelet as well, although somehow he was able to feel something
even when she wore it.

The funeral ended as it had begun, in tears and
kind words.

Hanna didn’t know what to say. Everything was
her fault.






****






Later in the week Hanna watched as Aimee went
through the land acquisitions made for the Roses. No land had been
bought in Alaska but Lorri had told her that. She was sure Daniel
had bought the land on his own.

Hanna felt helpless and distant from everyone.
She hadn’t fit in on a good day and Aleks had been the main reason
she was ever even accepted.

Giselle paced the room, "Alise said Alaska. Why
Alaska? Why would anyone want to go to Alaska?"

"No day light, maybe it’s a vampire colony."
Hanna thought aloud.

Lorri pointed to her, "I know the place. There
was a bitch named Marcella who tried to hook up with Daniel. She
owned some Vampire Resort. It’s a remote lodge, really gorgeous but
middle of nowhere. They will know we're coming from miles away."
She smiled at Hanna, "Nice kid."

Aimee pulled out a map and looked at Lorri,
"Where?"

Lorri looked for a second and pointed, "There.
On that inlet. No one lives any where near them."

Aimee looked at Hanna, "Want to take a road
trip?"

Hanna nodded, "I do."






XXXX






The End
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