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No Rest for the Weary

The water lapped gently on the sides of the boat. It was just a small fishing boat, and it wasn’t brand-new, but it was all mine. A place on the water I could go where I didn’t have to listen to the constant roar of my brethren and the shrill laughs and screams from their old ladies. A place where there were no drills or saw noises from the shop. No whirring of the massive computer servers and their fans all hours of the day. No clinking of glasses at the bar, no drunken yelling and singing. And most of all, no beeping, buzzing, or barking of orders from my cell phone. That, I’d left in my office.

I leaned back in the boat, letting the gentle lap of waves from Lake Pontchartrain calm me and the sun to warm my face. Psycho would be pissed if I didn’t answer when he called, but Jordan had my phone and I’d told him to handle any emergencies. Right now, I needed to get away before I had a fucking anxiety attack.

I completely understood why everything was heightened. I was working my ass off, barely sleeping, trying to figure out where they’d taken Menace. But I couldn’t find him. The BSI said he’d be taken to their facility in the Ninth Ward. There was nothing even remotely resembling a holding facility or anything law enforcement-related there except the NOPD’s own station. I knew they didn’t operate like human cops, so I would assume they had the place magically cloaked with the help of a witch or warlock. If that was the case, him climbing up my ass all hours of the day and night would not do anyone any good. In fact, Psycho’s wife Nera, and Cutter, our resident warlock, should be the ones whose asses he was riding. I knew Nera was expecting, and I had seen her assisting in spite of the pregnancy, but they were still hounding me to continually search, like every second of the day. But it wasn’t like Menace had a tracker in him—the only one he had was on an app I’d installed on all our phones—but putting chips in our asses and the old ladies’ was sounding better by the day after this bullshit and some of their affinities for getting kidnapped.

And Menace’s phone was with his mate.

I’d had next to zero interaction with the BSI. They never spoke to me when they visited and that was fine with me. I’d done background checks on both agents and they came back somewhat normal. I knew that Agent Shields was married to a vampire named Joel, who had some heavy connections in the Quarter and New Orleans in general due to his advanced age. I suspected she might be a hybrid vampire like the Nighthawks’ Kovah, because we’d seen her out during the daytime, but she smelled like a vampire.

Agent Bishop was a human Louisiana native who had joined the BSI after receiving his degree from LSU in Criminal Justice a few years’ back. He had a wife named Charity and two daughters. He seemed completely normal. I had to wonder how he caught the BSI’s eye. Usually one had to be involved in the supernatural somehow. I didn’t care enough to find out; it was irrelevant in the big picture.

I replaced my glasses with sunglasses and lay back with my arms behind my head, letting the sun relax me. I’d left my cut and boots behind and opted for shorts, my white tee, and some Hey Dudes. I was fairly sure I’d be kicked out of the Bayou Wolves if I they ever caught me dead in them. Most of my brothers didn’t know what I did in my free time—not that I had much of it. But I had to take a day to myself today before I completely and totally fucking snapped.

I understood that tensions were hot right now. Raven was inconsolable. Her crazy matched her mate’s, and between the outbursts and her threatening the BSI with bodily harm, I was doing all I could—we all were—but that one phone call that was promised never came, and the lack of communication had been jarring, to say the least. We didn’t know if Menace was dead or alive. We assumed he was alive, but who knew? I had overheard one of the agents once say that they had a supernatural prison on an island somewhere, and if they took him there, I feared for the safety of the staff. I hoped they were protected by magic, because I couldn’t imagine he’d make much of a model inmate. He loved sharp, pointy objects and I knew he’d be able to fashion himself one out of damn near anything.

Whooshing out a deep breath, I tried to think of other things to relax me. There were a few families out at the lake, but they didn’t bother me. The far-off sounds of children laughing and splashing didn’t annoy me in the slightest, and even drew up a little melancholy. It was better than listening to angry wolves and crying prison widows. I hoped one day I could have some pups, but the way things had gone in my life, it seemed I was destined to be a terminal bachelor, married to the Bayou Wolves.

I must have drifted off, because I woke with a gasp after having a nightmare. It wasn’t like I could escape them, but waking up under the warm sun and fresh air, in a boat, on the water, on a beautiful day, put my soul at ease. After a few hours had passed, I decided I’d better head back. I started the motor and used the handle to steer it back to shore. Once I was close to the rock and sand, I killed the engine, got out, and tied the boat to a post. Psycho said we owned a half mile stretch of the lake behind the gate and was gracious to let me keep my boat here. I had a small camera mounted to the inside under the steering wheel and a loud alarm set in case somebody tried to steal her. For now, she was named the Data Streamer, but that was still pending.

Thankful I had the house closest to the lake, I walked slowly toward it, glancing at Menace’s home he shared with Raven next to mine, and shook my head. Poor girl. I couldn’t imagine having my mate ripped away from me on our wedding day. Menace had killed more humans than just her stepfather and the Jamaican guy, though. He’d told me once he murdered his foster father when he was just eighteen, but that had in self-defense. I wasn’t sure I believed it, but I really didn’t care. The guy sounded like an absolute bastard who’d deserved it. The only reason I knew this was because he’d come to me one day, looking completely humbled, and asked me to look up his foster sister, Lydia. Thankfully, the human was now an adult, living and thriving in a small town in Minnesota with a husband and a job as a nurse. I’d never seen Menace genuinely smile, but the relieved look of thanks he’d given me had been something close.

I used the code to get into my front door and wandered inside. Everything was as it should be and I breathed a sigh of relief. A glance at the oven clock told me it was close to 5 p.m. I briefly wondered if I’d been summoned while I’d taken a day off, but I really didn’t care. I lingered in a hot shower and then went into the kitchen with the intention of making pork chops, fettuccini, and asparagus. 

As the pork chops fried and the noodles boiled, I realized I should probably head to the clubhouse to get my phone, but I really wasn’t in a hurry to do so. The solace had been nice, the lack of noise and pressure. I deserved to take a day off. If they didn’t like it, too bad. If I didn’t decompress, I’d explode—and nobody wanted that. The last time that had happened, things were not good for a very long time.

I set the chops on a plate to rest and strained the noodles. I was about to start making the alfredo sauce when someone knocked on my door. A glance at my AI speaker screen showed Jordan standing there.

Sighing, I headed to the door and opened it. “What’s up?”

He plunked the phone in my hand and said, “That thing will not stop going off. I hope you enjoyed your ‘me day.’”

I smirked. “I did. Want some food?”

His blue eyes glanced around and then he shrugged. “Sure.”

Jordan—Ace, they’d nicknamed him—and I were getting close. I mean, how could we not? We worked together, secluded in a windowless room, for hours on end. I was so glad he was a quick study when I’d trained him on all things hacking, dark web, and computer science. But I could tell from the look on his face that he was just as worn out and rundown as I was. We were both exhausted.

“It smells good in here,” he said, removing his cut and hanging it on the back of the chair. “I hate that thing.” He glanced at it.

“It’s heavy and takes some getting used to,” I agreed, dipping my head toward mine that was draped over the back of the sofa. “Going to the gym helps.”

I didn’t look at my phone that was still buzzing and chiming. I wanted to use my meat mallet to smash the fucking thing.

“How bad was it?” I hated to ask, but I had to know.

Jordan glanced at the phone, then back to me. “There was nothing urgent. Just Psycho asking for updates. And three office visits from Raven.” He shook his head.

“I bet,” I murmured, throwing cut-up bacon and butter onto the asparagus and tossing it into the air fryer.

“Poor girl’s beside herself.” He flipped his phone around between his long fingers. “I feel so damn bad for her, man.”

I nodded. “I do, too. But until the BSI contacts us, we’re in the dark. We’ve tried everything.”

“You think paying Agent Bishop a home visit would be... inappropriate?” he asked.

I chuckled. “Highly. But if they don’t give us an update on Menace, I could see Psycho resorting to that.”

I plated the food and carried it to the dining room table. I pulled two beers from the fridge and popped them open. I sat with Jordan as we ate. 

“This is really good. It’s been forever since I had pork chops. My memaw used to make a mean pork chop. Dare I say, this is better.” He grinned at me, his boyish charm making me smile. 

“You cook?” I asked. 

He lifted a shoulder before forking a bite of fettuccini into his mouth. “I can use the microwave and the air fryer.”

I chuckled. “I get it. It took me a while to learn. In fact, on YouTube there’s a channel for beginners. It’s how I learned. I’ll text you the link. You’re a fast learner—”

“Wizard, answer your fucking phone!” Psycho barked through the phone’s speaker on the walkie-talkie app I now regretted installing.

I glanced at Jordan.

He shook his head. “All fuckin’ day.”

“No rest for the weary.” I wiped my mouth and stood to snatch up my phone. “Go ahead, boss.”
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Tell Me No Lies

––––––––
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Turned out, they’d called church an hour ago, but I was a no-show. Ace and me both. I was mildly amused at the look on Psycho’s face when he’d informed me that he’d had to individually text every member to let them know since we weren’t responding to the request to put out a group text. I realized they were way too dependent on me, and decided I’d use that to my advantage. I owed Psycho my life, but it didn’t mean I should be his beck-and-call boy.

Even though that was pretty much what I was.

He pounded the gavel as I sat next to Ace and Trigger since I had no idea what this was about.

“I got a call from Menace today. He’s at a holding facility in the Ninth Ward. He couldn’t tell me exactly where, because after they shoved him into their vehicle, they blindfolded him.” Psycho shook his head. “He said he was being treated fairly, but hadn’t been told anything else. He goes before a committee tomorrow.” He let out a low huff. “I don’t have much more to report on. If you see Raven around, please show her some grace. She isn’t doing well, but my mate is trying to infuse her with some calming spells.”

They should just put her in a supernatural coma until all of this is over, I thought to myself.

Church was adjourned, and Psycho asked Ace and me to stay after. I already knew what was coming, and I braced myself.

“Enjoy your day off?” he asked, but it didn’t seem malicious or bitter. I was sure he was much more calm after hearing from Menace.

“I did,” I replied with a nod. “Thank you, I needed it.”

“Menace said the location was about a thirty-five minute drive, he’d mentally counted the minutes, and based on the smells, near the bayou preserve, but he doesn’t know how far. However, once he got into the facility, there was no outside noise or smells. It was created that way I’m sure. He says the facility is basic, looks like a human jail, but the cell he’s in is enforced with iron and the guards carry silver spray he’d seen them use on a creature—he wasn’t sure what species. They feed him three squares, but he’s of course gotten no answers as to what will happen during a full moon. He actually fears he’ll hurt them or the other inmates. He assumes he’ll just turn in the cell and that’s it.”

“But we need to hunt. And we need blood,” Jordan pointed out. Not all of us needed blood, but it made us stronger, and only during the transformation.

“I mean, even if we manage to locate it, then what? No way we’re getting in there—or anywhere near it. Unless you wanna get a vamp to coerce a human to do it for us.” I shrugged.

Psycho nodded. “I’ve thought of that, but we need to find it first, not to mention they’re not just going to let someone in because they ask nicely. I think we’ll have to wait and see what he’s sentenced to, if at all.”

“Doesn’t he get a lawyer? What are his rights?” I asked.

“I know a good wolf lawyer,” Jordan added.

He shook his head. “No due process. No rights. There’s a treaty all of us agreed to, sort of with no choice, and none of us really read it very well. That’s the extent of it.”

“I’ll run it through AI and have it give me the highlights,” I offered.

“I’ve read it, but I appreciate it,” Psycho said. “Just says we aren’t to harm humans except in self-defense, and even then, we could still be liable since we have physical advantages over them. It’s bullshit, and when all this is over, I’m calling a meeting with Viper and Agatha to see if we can get some of this shit revised. I don’t care how fucking old that treaty is, it’s unfair to us. Menace should have a chance to say his piece. That bastard deserved everything he got.” He shook his head, and we knew he was talking about Roger Lacroix.

I’d hacked into the coroner’s office to read the report and saw the attached photos. I wished I hadn’t. I took a breath to avoid shuddering at the images floating through my brain.

“Is he at least getting a trial, or is it just a judge or some kind of authority handing down a sentence?” I asked.

Psycho looked pensive, like he wanted to say something but was refraining. ”I...”

“What is it, boss? Just tell us,” I coaxed.

“Please take what I’m saying with a grain of salt, okay?” We nodded. “I’ve heard from some old vamps that they have a council of... sylphs.” At our confused looks, he continued, “Faeries.”

Jordan and I both laughed at once.

“Sorry, I know it’s not funny, but it kind of is,” Jordan said.

Psycho looked like he was biting back a smile. “I know, Ace. It’s just what I’ve heard. The treaty mentions the sylph council.”

“Who put them in charge?” I asked.

He lifted a shoulder. “They did. It’s a very old treaty, and they allegedly possess powers none of us would believe, going back centuries.”

I now wanted to run back to my office and dig into the lore. This was something that would be fun to research.

“We should be able to petition to them for leniency right?” Jordan asked.

“I’ll look into that, Ace.” He clapped him on the shoulder. “Now, I have to run to the store for peanut butter and ice cream before catch get a brain sting for making her wait too long. See you tomorrow.”

Jordan and I grinned after him as he walked off.

[image: Scene Break]

Since they’d let me off on trying to locate Menace (for now), the next day, while we waited for another phone call, I dove into the treaty and these alleged sylphs. I looked up the lore—they were apparently immortal faeries who could grant immortality to humans using some kind of elixir. So they were sort of witches too. The coolest thing about them was that they were air fae, they could travel by supernatural portals from one location to the other. It seemed far-fetched, but I was a werewolf for goddess’s sake, so who was I to question the preternatural.

The treaty basically read that we were to not harm humans but we could do what we wanted to each other and other supernaturals—we just weren’t allowed to expose ourselves to humans. This part, we already knew. The treaty was signed over two hundred years ago by the reigning werewolf, vampire, and witch clans here in New Orleans, and it was to be followed by all the subsequent factions of supernaturals around the country. It was an interesting read but offered me nothing as to what would happen to Menace. Just a vague mention of an island prison. 

Once I’d absorbed all I could about the treaty, I logged into the dark web. A glance around the office reminded me that Jordan had taken the day off and I was alone in here. My mouse hovered over the site where I could access my latest obsession—or should I say my first obsession. Curiosity, and dare I say boredom, won out.

Her image popped up immediately, with several videos to choose from. The free ones, anyway. The rest would cost me, and I would happily pay for them because I was a little obsessed this woman. A woman I’d never met and probably never would.

A woman who I hoped was of legal age because she looked young, but not that young. Bio stated she was twenty-three. From the first time I’d clicked on her profile, she’d intrigued me. There was something about the look in her bright aqua eyes that had called to me. 

The video opened to her holding a drink, laughing at something someone off screen had said. Her black hair swished against her flushed cheeks and the masquerade mask she wore, before she looked into the camera and smiled that sad smile I liked to believe only I saw behind her eyes. 

“Oh, Bruce... you couldn’t possibly think I would do anything like that!” More giggles. More fake giggles.

A masculine, tattooed hand reached to her, his identity completely hidden from view, and a strange sort of jealousy swirled in my gut when she reached her pale, manicured, and delicate-looking hand toward him, smiling like she belonged to him. I froze the screen and took a screenshot of his hands to try to figure out his tattoos.

The video ended after she set her wine glass on what looked like a bedroom end table and her curvy ass exited view in an excited tromp off camera. I took a deep breath and clicked on the next one.

She was leaning over the kitchen counter, her tits center stage, but it was her eyes encased in that mask that held me hostage. Her short black bob haircut skimmed her pallid cheeks, while her full pink lips quirked up in a smirk as she spoke in a melodic voice about how she was job hunting and needed to find ‘legitimate’ work as she feared this app would be shut down. She was referring to a popular video app that she’d downloaded to this other one I accessed from the dark web.

I’d spoken to this girl over private chat before. Of course I’d had to pay for her time, but I didn’t mind. She did things to me that no other woman had. Maybe that made me naïve, but I didn’t care. She was captivating. Milky-white skin, eyes the color of Gulf waters, black hair I suspected wasn’t her natural color, medium-sized tits, enough for more than a mouthful. A trim waist and curvy hips with shapely thighs and pretty feet. She knew what she was doing with her flirtatious banter, and I didn’t even know her real name.

Not that I hadn’t tried to find it. But whoever she was, she didn’t want to be found. I could respect that, but it still didn’t make me happy. She went by Cady, sounding like ‘Katie’ when it was said on screen, but I wasn’t buying it.

The next video had her cleaning her place in nothing but a short black but somewhat see-through robe. She used a feather duster to clean what looked like an already-clean and sparkling apartment or condo, bent over suggestively to show us the black thong hiding her pussy. Her round peach of an ass was absolute perfection. I adjusted my cock through my pants and resisted the urge to pull it out like I’d done before.

I paid thirty bucks a month to access her content, and even more for private chats, and I didn’t care. I was unhealthily obsessed with a woman I didn’t even know. The only thing I knew was that she was real, not AI, and I found myself often wondering who she was. What made her go into the line of work she was in. If she had any other jobs. Maybe she was married; after all, she didn’t ever show full nudity, and made it clear she wouldn’t in the private chat either. I wondered where she lived. She sounded American with no accent at all, and on the rare glimpses we got of her apartment, she was on a very high floor with only the tips of buildings peeking over the ledge of the window. It was often cloudy, but I could not recall ever seeing snow. Blue skies with wispy clouds ruled most of the time.

A lot of times, her drapes were drawn, and most of her content was filmed at night. I clicked on the next video, thrilled to see Cady had just posted one a few minutes ago. She must have filmed this last night because she was sitting next to the large window, a clear navy sky twinkling with stars. She wore a white one-piece lacy bodysuit and a sheer white robe over it as she sipped white wine. She wasn’t saying anything, just looking out the window like she was waiting for something or someone. I took in her long legs and sucked in a breath when she ran her free hand down her thigh and then back up, just grazing the outside of her pussy, like she was longing for something. I wondered if someone was filming her or if she had it on a tripod. It was very still, so I figured the latter.

“Cady,” a deep, gravelly voice called, and she turned her head and smiled at the voice. She set her wine glass down and stood, tossing off the mask with her head turned and walking toward the outstretched male’s hand. His face and the rest of him was off camera, but I could see his entire forearm this time, as his dress shirt sleeve was rolled up. I froze the video and took another screenshot to analyze the tattoos later. Why I was doing this, I didn’t know. All I knew was that behind Cady’s flirtatious smile and fake giggles was a look in her eyes that didn’t match the rest of her confident and flirty, carefree demeanor. It was fear.

I will find this girl. If that makes me a stalker, so be it.
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Time for a Change

I stood at the podium with Psycho and Trigger, ready to cue up the television if need be. It seemed like we were having church every day now, and I hoped once this thing with Menace got sorted out, that would slow down. That being said, there was always a lot of crap happening and we’d probably never live peaceful lives. This damn club was always in the shit. But we helped more than we hurt, and if we never had peace in order to save people, so be it.

Psycho looked grave with his brow furrowed and his voice low. “I heard from Agent Bishop, he called just a few minutes ago. I recorded it.” He looked at me and nodded.

I hit some buttons on the laptop and played the call through the television’s speakers.

Agent Bishop: “I’m calling to inform you that the council has found Mr. Grey guilty of double homicide of Roger Lacroix and Arley Clarke, and is sentenced to the island prison for at least one year.”

Gasps could be heard, and Raven sobbed in Chaos’s arms, dropping her coffee mug to the floor where it spilled but didn’t break.

Psycho: “Where is this island?”

Agent Bishop: “It’s in an undisclosed location in the Caribbean. No, you cannot visit. Its location is top-secret, heavily glamoured and guarded, and you and your tech bros will not be able to find it.”

Tech bros? Asshole.

Psycho: “Will he be allowed to turn in nature during the full moon?”

Agent Bishop: “I’m not going to disclose that, prison security and all that. Rest assured he will be treated humanely and will receive food, shelter, clothing, and medical attention if needed. I’ll be in touch if he gets released sooner. Take care, Mr. Madden.”

The call clicked off, and we all flinched when a ceramic cup hit the wall and shattered, accompanied by a scream.

“Get her out of here.” Psycho sighed.

Nera, Charlie, and Maeve escorted Raven out, and she went willingly, sniffling.

Fuck... this was bad. Menace was quiet, but he was strong and hardworking and was the brainchild and backbone of a lot of our operations. Metal would be and had been learning quickly, and I suspected they’d be recruiting more prospects to help out, maybe patching a few of the existing ones to help pick up the slack.

As soon as the thought popped into my head, Psycho said much of what I’d thought. 

“So we’re just going to sit here and let those bastards keep Menace in some secret Alcatraz?” Strife asked, raking a hand through his long hair in frustration.

“If you have any suggestions, I’m all ears. We don’t know where this jail is, and even if we find it, it doesn’t sound like we can just walk in and see him. I suspect even if we did pull off a magical prison break, that if he got caught again, there would be more severe consequences.” He sighed and blew out a breath. “I think we need to face the fact that Menace is going to be gone for the next year, unless the BSI and the sylph council have a change of heart.”

“Is there a way to get in touch with these... sylphs?” Chaos asked, looking at me. He shook his head. “I feel stupid even saying that.”

“I researched the lore... the sylph queens are spread out all over the world, each having their own district. I don’t believe they are... approachable. We would definitely have to go through the BSI,” I replied.

“Fuck the BSI. Can’t they just mind their damn business?” Trigger grumbled, shaking his head. “We should be trusted to handle our own.”

“I even suggested that,” Psycho said. “Right after he was taken. I offered to do some internal discipline.”

We all knew it would be nothing more than a proverbial slap on the wrist. BSI knew it, too.

“Let this be a lesson to us,” Psycho said, “something we can learn from. If you want to kill a human, bring it to us for a vote. If we deem it’s necessary, you’ll have our full support and assistance in a coverup.”

“Menace’s mistake was leaving the body,” Chaos said. “Crazy bastard.”

“He wanted them to see what he did to him,” Cutter piped in. “He wanted retribution for Raven after what Lacroix did to her. The humiliation was intentional.”

“I understand that,” I chimed in. “But if you’re stealthy, I can sort of fudge records if I’m given a heads up. We have to be more careful, that’s the bottom line.”

“He’s right. We’re not in the business of killing humans, but I understand why Menace did it. As far as Clarke, that conviction was bullshit. That was self-defense for sure.” Psycho looked at me. “Get ahold of Agatha and Viper and tell them I want an audience.”

I nodded. “You got it, boss.”

Psycho pounded the gavel and we dispersed, not saying a word and feeling like we were grieving.

I went out to the main clubhouse area and sat in one of the club chairs, pulling out my phone and tapping on the text app.

Bayou Wolves MC: Psycho is requesting a meeting, ASAP.

Viper: I’ll be there in thirty. 

Agatha: Give me an hour or less, I need to find my nephew to watch the shop.

It was evening, and I wondered why she stayed open so late. The Quarter this time of night was nothing but partygoers and tourists. 

And vampires.

I put a thumbs-up emoji on both responses.

Me: They will be here in an hour.

Psycho: Perfect. Send ’em to my office.

Me: Copy.

I pocketed the phone and headed to my office. Bishop said that island couldn’t be found, but he didn’t know about the dark web and all the shit we “tech bros” could access on there. Most of it was vile, but there were some cool sites with military satellites that could show locations and thermal imaging that would be helpful.

I shook the mouse to rouse the sleepy computer and immediately went to a satellite map site. I navigated toward the Caribbean and searched islands. I figured it had to be a very tiny one—one nobody would notice had gone missing from a map. Agent Bishop said it was magically glamoured from humans—but was it glamoured from technology? I didn’t even know if that was a thing. I hoped to find out.

Most of the islands I found were tourist spots, so I zeroed in on the smaller strips of barren-looking land and panned around. There were so many, it would be impossible to tell which one it was unless I was physically there. I didn’t think Psycho would approve funds for me to take a trip to the Caribbean to find out.

I notated five islands it could possibly be and pinned those for later. Three of them didn’t even have names, and those were the ones I would research first.

My phone buzzed.

Psycho: My office. Record the convo.

Me: Copy.

I got up and walked down the hall to Psycho’s office. Viper and Agatha sat in the chairs in front of his desk. I turned on the recording app my phone and walked inside, taking a seat in the corner with my phone resting on my knee. I immediately breathed through my mouth. Vampires stunk.

“How are you, Wizard?” Viper asked.

“I’m good, man.” I stared into his hazel eyes that seemed to be scrutinizing me.

He jutted his chin at my phone. “You can record me. It’s fine.” 

Agatha snorted.

Did anything get past these supes?

I simply nodded and looked at Psycho, who seemed annoyed.

“I want to know what experience you’ve had with the sylph council.” Psycho folded his hands on top of his desk and looked at them both.

Agatha shook her head. “None, honestly. My great-aunt did though. I have her journal back at the shop.”

“I’d like to hear everything she had to say,” Psycho said.

“When I was first turned, I did,” Viper started. “The BSI wanted to know who turned me and if it was consensual. I told them I didn’t know who she was because that was the truth. Plus, I just wanted to forget about the whole thing. What was done, was done. I didn’t want to bring any more trouble to my doorstep, nor did I want them investigating the bitch and making me ID her and all that bullshit. I never wanted to see her again...”

Double fucking yikes.

“I see,” Psycho said. “And your dealings with the council?”

He glanced around the room, looking skeptical. “They dragged me out of sleep in the middle of the fuckin’ day and injected me with powerful sedative. I woke up in a sterile room where feds questioned me about who had turned me. I fed them the same line of shit. I did not want to be involved in any sort of investigation, and to just let me be in peace. They didn’t like that answer. They kept me there for several days, waiting for me to cave. I never did. A woman came to see me on the fifth day. She was very strange-looking. Tiny, dressed in all purple, high-pitched voice. She made my skin tingle and I really wanted to...” He clamped his lips shut, but I could tell his fangs had descended. “...sample her. She smelled incredible. I don’t remember her name, but she tried to charm me into telling her who turned me. It worked... I gave her the bitch’s name. Then the sylph stood up, waved her hand, and literally disappeared into thin air. No idea what happened after that because they knocked me out again and dumped me where they’d snatched me—in the back alley of the bar I’d been working in. The job I no longer had since they thought I’d abandoned them.”

I didn’t think I’d ever heard Viper talk that long in my life, but it was an interesting story. I knew he had no reason to lie and felt bad for him, even though this was probably in the eighties or nineties. He had been turned around then, but I didn’t know much more about him or any of the Nighthawks. Though, I did know Phoenix was the oldest of them all, having been turned during the Civil War.

I could not imagine living that long.

“What’s this about?” Viper finally asked.

“BSI took Menace. On his wedding night.” Psycho shook his head.

“Fuck,” Viper murmured.

Agatha gasped. “For what reason?”

He launched into the entire story, and when he was done, the room was deathly quiet.

“I would have wasted that fucker, too,” Viper said, shaking his head. “Human laws be damned.”

“He would have died slower than that,” Agatha gritted out, balling her jeweled fingers into fists.

“What do you need from us?” Viper asked.

“We need to request an audience with the BSI. Preferably someone higher up. We need to renegotiate this fucking treaty. I’m not putting us through this again.” He looked at Viper. “This has never happened to you?”

“Never.” He smirked. “We’re too fast for them to catch.”

“Have you tried to bamboozle them?” I asked.

He looked at me. “No, they wear enchanted items that keep us from being able to coerce them.”

“They are jewels, actually. Embedded under their skin to resist it. Put there by a witch,” Agatha added.

“That blows,” I murmured.

Viper laughed and Psycho shot me a look.

“I say we draw up a new treaty and present it to them,” I said. “I can take the current one and tweak it to let us handle our own discipline.”

“That would be great,” Viper said. “It doesn’t affect us too much, but I want to be on the same page as the other supes here. I agree with the need for law and order, but the BSI has too much power.”

“Agreed,” Agatha said. “I should be able to practice magic wherever I want without fearing humans are going to burn me at the stake—and not being able to get rid of them if I feel threatened.”

“I’ll take that under advisement,” Psycho said to Viper and Agatha. “We will word it carefully and send it for your approval before we present it.” 

He stared at me.

I nodded in return.

Trigger arrived to show the witch and vampire out, and I looked at Psycho. “I’ll do the best I can to make the wording amicable to everyone, but do you think this is really gonna work, boss?”

He chuckled. “Absolutely not.”
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Chapter 4

[image: ]




[image: ]

Empires Fall

Cadence

I glared daggers at Bruce, who was heading for the door to lock me in for the night.

“Sleep well, beauty. And make sure you have that list tomorrow for Lamont.” He smirked lasciviously before closing the door behind him. I wanted to throw something at the door, but I had nothing nearby.

I grunted and mumbled as I yanked off the lace mask and stripped out of the slutty-ass clothing they made me wear. I pulled something less sleazy out of the drawer—a fitted cotton nightdress with lace edging that didn’t quite reach my knees. I snatched the black wig off my head and tossed it onto the floor. Raking my fingernails through my soft waves, I let out a sigh and headed for the bathroom where I washed my face and stared at myself in the mirror.

How the hell did I get here?

This wasn’t how my life was supposed to be. I was only twenty-six. I had been doing great, making a living for myself on TikTok and OnlyFans with thirst traps and paid subs until I stupidly agreed to meet the wrong man three years ago for a ridiculous amount of money I should have known was too good to be true. 

I hadn’t been home since. Chicago and everyone I loved was just a distant memory now.

I honestly had no idea where I was. A city where it didn’t snow or get cold, and there was a lot of traffic and large buildings. There was a waterway below, and from the few times I was allowed on the balcony, it was humid. I suspected I was in Florida, but who knew. Nobody told me anything, they just made me perform for the camera like a trained monkey while I lined their pockets and they gave me nothing in return.

I crawled into bed and popped the television on—my only source of entertainment aside from some books—and burrowed under the covers. This room was my prison cell and I knew I would probably die here.

Over the past three years, I had tried so many times to get out of here. It just led to beatings and threats. One time, I had to film nothing but my front side for three weeks because Lamont and Bruce had whipped me with a paddle on my back and ass so hard, that I was purple. I couldn’t sit without pain.
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