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AUTHOR’S NOTE:
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“These violent delights have violent ends...” 

William Shakespeare
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∞∞∞



HE DESPERATELY FOUGHT to keep his campfire from going out. Not that he needed its warmth, but rather, its light. After all, his body temperature never changed. Last time he checked, he was still ice-cold and lacking a pulse.

The place was normally deserted, as most believed it was haunted or perhaps held some mysterious powers, as a person’s height could seemingly change just by entering parts of its lands, and some claimed to feel a powerful presence here. Some even claimed its proximity to the Oregon coast caused the strange piece of land to be affected by shifting tides as a result of the moon’s gravitational pull.

The year was 1902. More research would be done, but little did he know that in the near future a business-savvy man would turn this strange area into a tourist trap and make enough money to never have to work again.

Leaving his spot, the undead man stalked into the wooded area to collect more felled tree branches for kindling. After accumulating a few, an ear-piercing scream split open the dark, and startled, he dropped the branches.

Moving slowly toward the screaming, he came upon a clearing where three women were dancing barefoot in a circle around a campfire. Wearing long, flowing white dresses, their arms were raised to the blackened, starlit sky. One lone woman was on her knees in the middle of their circle, and she was the source of the screams.

The man shook his head and mumbled, “Bloody witches.”

He recollected the branches and tromped back over to his own campfire, rekindling its dying embers by adding the branches and poking it with a stick. From his pocket, he pulled out the leather-bound journal he had been writing in. He was anxious to write more as the excited fire gained strength and provided more light.

The screaming continued.

He shook his head. “I can’t be the only one who can hear that,” he muttered in his thick British accent to no one in particular. 

He set his pen and journal down with a huff and walked back to the clearing. He stood with his arms folded for a few minutes, watching the crazy witches.

The one in the center was on her knees with her hands over her ears, screaming over and over. All of a sudden, the three dancing women stopped and stood still, staring at the woman in the middle.

Her screaming then stopped, and while still on her knees, she bent over with her face in her hands and rocked back and forth. The man watched curiously as the witches stared at the distraught woman.

As the woman inside the circle lifted her head, she looked at the three, and with tears streaming down her face, she whispered, “Help me.”

The witches looked at each other.

Then one said, “What’s wrong with her?”

“She’s gone crazy,” a second breathed.

The third whispered, “I don’t think she’s crazy. I think it’s this place. It’s been enchanted by a sylph, you know.”

The first witch let out a cackling laugh, throwing her head back. “There’s no such thing as faeries.”

Suddenly, the woman in the middle lunged for the third witch and knocked her to the ground. She jumped on top of her and wrapped both hands around her throat, pressing her thumbs into the woman’s windpipe with all her might. The other two screamed and hollered as they tried to pull her off but were shocked when they realized she was unmovable.

With great speed, the man ran to the witches and pulled the crazy woman off by her curly blonde hair. He yanked her head back, and without hesitation, bit into her neck and didn’t stop sucking until she stopped struggling and screaming.

The other witches stood frozen in horror.

He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and grinned, dropping the dead woman to the rotting leaves below. Looking at the two remaining witches, he sneered at them. “You may not believe in faeries, but I would venture to say you now believe in the existence of the vampyre.”

Then, the screaming began again.
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Chapter 1
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∞∞∞

SOUTH SHIELDS, ENGLAND – 1809

He sat on the rocky shore of the River Tyne, allowing himself a quick rest before he had to be back on the boat. He pulled a crusty sandwich from his satchel and sat munching on it as he wiped his sweaty brow with the palm of his hand. It was particularly muggy this summer day, and the last place he wanted to be was working. He gazed out over the sparkling river and wished for a cool breeze for some relief from the heat. The air was heavy with salt and humidity.

“Sebastian! Get off your lazy bum and get back here and help us!”

Looking up, he saw three of his mates waving at him from the large fishing boat. With a groan, shoveled the last of his mutton sandwich into his mouth and stood up. He brushed the rock and sand from his trousers and made his way back to the boat, slinging his satchel over his shoulder.

“You blokes are relentless!” Sebastian grumbled under his breath as he boarded.

Sebastian Bell did not particularly like working on a fishing boat. Just twenty-one years old, he had better things planned for his life. But catching fish was better than working in this father’s shoe shop. His older brother, Silas, was chosen as the apprentice to someday take over the shoemaker’s business, and he had no objections to that.

Sebastian watched as a deckhand released the ties tethering them to shore and clambered onboard the old boat, which began to drift out to sea by way of the river. Once they had sailed far enough out, he and another sailor released the nets, praying for a large salmon catch. Their prayers were answered and required all hands on deck to rein in the large haul.

As the net full of flopping fish was plopped onboard, the sailors immediately began to sort through them and throw back the rejects. When the job was done and the fish were all put away, the sailors rested.

“So, Sebastian, what are you doing this weekend?” asked Joe, the ship’s first mate. He drank strong coffee from a tin cup with a handle. Joe had the biggest belly Sebastian had ever seen.

“I’m taking my girl out to the countryside. We are going to picnic out there.”

The grubby sailors burst into laughter.

“Aye, you do everything that lass of yours wants you to?” asked another sailor in between laughs.

Sebastian did not find any of this funny. “Yes, well, I don’t see any of you chaps with any women to speak of. And I don’t mean those wenches you fancy in the pubs you frequent every weekend.”

“Boy, you know nothing of wenches. You should try one once,” Joe responded.

Sebastian eyed him and said, “I’ll take a pass on that, Big Joe.”

“How old are ya anyway, kid?”

“I’m twenty-one, and I’m going to leave this place as soon as I save enough money. I’m taking Amelia and we are moving to France. I’ve had enough of England!”

More laughter ensued.

Sebastian shook his head and got up, throwing his cards onto the crude wooden table where they were playing All Fours.

After the day was over, Sebastian took his satchel and headed for his humble South Shields home. He eyed the Bell Shoemakers shop that sat below the flat he shared with his family and climbed the steps in the alley next to it.

“Hello, Mother,” Sebastian said, kissing her on the cheek. She stirred a large pot of stew over a fire kiln. She was a tiny woman, her black hair pinned neatly in a bun on the back of her head. Her kind brown eyes smiled at her youngest son.

Silas walked over and smacked Sebastian on the side of his head. “You stink, plonker. Go wash up. We don’t need to smell your river stench whilst we eat!”

“Language, Silas!” their mother scolded.

Sebastian did indeed go to the basin and wash up. He shook his head at his living situation. He couldn’t wait to move out, marry Amelia, take her to France, and start a new life away from his dysfunctional family and annoying brother.

After dinner, Sebastian retreated to his room, opened the side table drawer next to his bed, and pulled out his journal. He began to write about the day’s events, as uneventful as they might have been, then closed it up and replaced it in the drawer. He fell asleep thinking about his sweet Amelia.

The next morning, he grabbed his satchel and headed for the large fishing boat anchored at the edge of the river. 

“Big Joe, good mornin’,” Sebastian said.

“Aye, boy, sorry you came all this way, but ye be not needed today. If you’d like to earn a little extra money, you could show up tonight and work the nightshift.”

Sebastian cringed. He had mixed emotions about that. He was happy to have the day off, but he absolutely loathed the nightshift. The sea was eerie at night and he didn’t particularly care for the night crew. They were just... creepy. But, he had to make a living.

“Tell Aiden I’ll be back at sundown,” Sebastian called out as he walked away.

He spent the day counting the money and loose change he hid in a box under his bedding. He also read books—he devoured anything he could get his hands on. From the classics of Shakespeare to more modern novels like those of Jane Austen. He knew he would never live it down if his shipmates found out he read “girly books.” 

As nightfall set, he loaded a sandwich and canteen of water into his satchel and headed to the shore. There, he found the night crew of strange sailors as he boarded the boat, hoping for a quiet night. Aiden, the captain, approached him. Out of all the strange night crewmen, Aiden was the least odd. Sebastian didn’t mind him too much. Aiden actually owned the ship and employed all the sailors and deckhands.

“Hey, lad, how ya doin’?” Aiden asked.

Sebastian smiled, his crystal-blue eyes reflecting the lamps that swung lazily around the ship’s bow. “Good, thanks for asking. What’s in store for tonight?”

“Not much, I’m afraid. Just trying to get what we can get. The summer seems to be the best time to catch these feckin’ salmon,” Aiden replied. 

Aiden was a big, strapping Irishman who had been in England for some time. His auburn hair and large build made him look rugged, but he had kind brown eyes. A light peppering of freckles spattered his pale skin.

“Well, let’s get to it then!” Sebastian replied.

Unfortunately for them, the night was very quiet. The net throws did not yield much, and the night was mostly unproductive. They spent most of it talking.

“So, Sebastian, how come you’re not a shoemaker like ya father?” Aiden asked as he repaired a piece of a broken net.

Sebastian shook his head. “I have no interest in that. Not that catching fish is all that interesting either. No offense.”

Aiden laughed. “None taken. So, what are you going to do with your life?”

“Marry my girl and move to France,” Sebastian replied matter-of-factly.

“France, huh? I’ve been there. Not impressed, I must say,” Aiden said.

Sebastian knit his eyebrows together. “Why’s that?”

“Eh, the French, they’re pretentious and hate the English. Don’t waste your time. The New World is where things are happening.”

That piqued Sebastian’s interest. “You know, I’ve been thinking about that, but I would have to save a lot more money to afford to purchase a boat passage to America.” He looped a strand of black hair behind his ear that had escaped his ponytail.

“Aye, yes,” Aiden said, “I know the feeling. I, too, am saving my pennies for a bigger boat so I may take myself there.”

Sebastian raised an eyebrow. “Really?”

“Oh, yes, young man. You know that shipyard they be buildin’ on the shore? I’ve got me own little ship in the works.” Aiden spied the orange and pink sunrise that was beginning to peek over the water then turned his attention back to Sebastian. “Tell you what, you come work the nightshift tomorrow night and we’ll talk more about it.”

“I most definitely will. Thanks, Aiden. This is the first pleasant nightshift I’ve had,” Sebastian said.

Aiden laughed. “No problem, kid. See you tomorrow.”

Aiden made haste in getting off the boat and almost ran from the shoreline to the road to get home.

∞∞∞

Portland, Oregon – Present Day

Thomas jumped up from his bed and grabbed the little white stick Malina had thrust in his face. “So... two lines means pregnant? Are you sure? Did you read the instructions? Where are the instructions? Maybe you’re wrong. Maybe this test is wrong!” His voice squeaked up an octave.

“Calm down!” Malina said, snatching the pregnancy test out of his hand and tucking it into the pocket of her short purple robe.

“What in the hell are you yelling about in here at six a.m.?” Jonathan asked, standing at the doorway in nothing but a pair of sweatpants. He had an arm leant against the doorjamb and he was drumming his fingers against it. His wavy sandy-blond hair was tousled from sleep. 

Or lack of it.     

Thomas blew out a breath. “Nothing, boss. Just a spat, that’s all.”

Malina slid a glance at Thomas then back at Jonathan. “Sorry. It’s nothing, really, I apologize if we disturbed you.”

Kathryn appeared behind Jonathan, slipping on a silky pink robe. She looked into the room, after having heard the conversation between Thomas and Jonathan, and shook her head and yawned. “I’m going to make coffee.”

When Jonathan left the room, Thomas turned his attention back to Malina. “We need to get our own place.”

She grinned. “Yes, and it will have to be baby-proofed.”

Thomas went over, closed their bedroom door, and began to pace. He was snapping his thumb and middle finger together. Malina observed his telltale sign of stress and approached him.

“Tom, honey, it’s going to be okay. We’ll figure things out.”

He stopped pacing and stood in front of her and hugged her. “I know. I love you so much. This is just... unexpected.”

“Had you never thought about having children?” she asked against his chest.

He pulled back and looked down at her. He wound a strand of brown hair behind her ear and stared into her honey-colored eyes. “Honestly, Malina, I hadn’t allowed myself to think about having children with you, because I know what it means for you and I can’t bear the thought of us not being together forever.”

She looked up into his blue eyes and said, “I know. But maybe we’ve both lived long enough. Perhaps it’s time to live a normal, human life.”

∞∞∞

Angel was alone in the bedroom she shared with Pascal. She had returned from Night Crawlers, Portland’s largest nightclub, which she managed with the owner and her long-time boyfriend, Pascal. The news of Joshua’s and Smith’s deaths was a bit much for her, and she was in no mood to plaster on a happy face for everyone.

She was distraught over Pascal’s reaction to their deaths. He had been happy about it. Happy! 

The jerk.

She lay in her bed, clutching a pillow. Tears leaked down onto the white pillowcase, the watery expression of her grief stained black by the eye makeup she hadn’t bothered to remove. It wasn’t that she loved Joshua, but she did share a house with him.

And then there was that night they had shared together.

She had a little schoolgirl crush on him. It was probably more lust if she were honest with herself. She found him very attractive and probably shouldn’t have given in to him when he came on to her that day, but she couldn’t help herself. She hadn’t been with anyone but Pascal for thirty years. 

Oh, Pascal.

Pascal had found her in Denver in 1984. Suffering abuse at the hands of her stepfather after her mother’s death, she’d left home at sixteen and lived mostly on the streets until she got very lucky and secured a job as a waitress in a Playboy-type club at age nineteen. The owner of the club, Eddie, had taken a liking to her and took her under his wing, so to speak. He told her she was beautiful and paid for private lessons so she could dance onstage and make herself some nice money—and, of course, some money for the club, too.

He had emphasized her assets, that blonde-haired, blue-eyed dancers were in high demand, and that she was absolutely perfect for the job. She was told she was almost flawless and just needed a little procedure that would help them make even more money.

He was, of course, talking about breast implants.

At first, I hated the size Ds. I was only a size four in clothing and the breasts were cumbersome and hurt my back. Not to mention they looked ridiculous and fake. I mean, how the hell was I going to go through life with these... things? But, I had rent to pay. I figured once I got old, like forty, I’d have them removed, as my ‘career’ as a dancer would be well over by then.

One night while doing a slow, methodical dance to Tina Turner’s “Private Dancer”, dressed in nothing but red leather—which was quickly being tossed onto the stage floor—I eyed a very handsome customer sitting near the front row. He was pale and appeared to have short-cropped black hair and piercing crystal-blue eyes; however, upon closer inspection, I could see his hair was pulled back into a ponytail at the base of his neck. I smiled at him and he smiled back. My stomach did a little flip-flop.

After my shift was over and I was exiting the club through the back door, a large white limousine was parked out back. I spied the limo, finding it odd that it was parked there, but I kept walking. 

“Angel!”

I whipped my head around at the sound of my stage name and saw the handsome stranger with the pretty eyes standing in front of the limo. His legs were crossed at the ankles and he had his hands in the pockets of his belted Z. Cavaricci pants. He smiled at me. Wow, was he hot.

I walked slowly over to the car but stayed about five feet away from him. “Who are you?”

“Name’s Pascal. Would you like to go for a ride?”

I frowned at him. “I ain’t no hooker.”

He let out a mirthful laugh. “I know that, dear. I was only asking if you’d like a ride, nothing more.”

I looked around and adjusted my backpack. “Did you clear this with Eddie?”

He shook his head. “No, can’t say I know any Eddie to speak of.”

I glanced around again, then back to the stranger. He was very nice-looking with expensive clothes and a rock star accent. He obviously had a limo, so I naïvely didn’t see the harm in a ride.

I shrugged. “Okay, what the hell.”

As we slid into the back of the limo, I took in the interior and was in awe. There was a small television built into the wall and a bar with real glasses and bottles of booze of every type lining the other wall. I had always wondered what these cars looked like on the inside.

“Care for a drink?” he asked, holding up an empty glass.

I set my backpack on the floor of the limo and replied, “Um, sure.”

He handed me a glass of tequila and I sputtered and coughed after downing the pungent liquid. “Ahh, what is this?”

Pascal laughed again. “It’s Mexican piss water.”

I smiled. “Funny. So, tell me, exotic stranger, what is it you want from me?”

He slowly slid toward me, never taking his eyes off mine. He ran his nose along my neck, inhaling. I froze momentarily and waited for him to do something. Then he began running kisses up my neck. I remained frozen.

“Listen, man, I told you, I’m not for rent. I don’t know what you think you’re doing, but...”

My rambling was cut short by the most god-awful sharp pain in my neck I had ever felt, followed by an ear-piercing scream I realized was my own.

Angel’s eyes snapped open when she realized she had been dreaming about the past. She saw Pascal standing in the doorway, smiling.
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Chapter 2
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∞∞∞

SOUTH SHIELDS, ENGLAND – 1809

The next day, since he had the day off again, he walked along the cobblestone streets until he reached the outskirts of town, traveling another kilometer until he reached Amelia’s cottage. He knocked on the heavy wooden door.

“Aye. What do you want, kid?” Amelia’s father answered, looking none too happy.

Sebastian removed his pageboy cap. “Sir, I wish to speak to Amelia.”

Her father narrowed his eyes at the boy. “Wait here.”

He closed the heavy door, and after about three minutes, Amelia emerged. Her straight brown hair was braided neatly, and her brown eyes showed surprise when she saw Sebastian.

“Wow, this is... unexpected. Why are you not working?” she asked, stepping out onto the stoop, closing the door behind her.

“Let us walk,” Sebastian said, holding out a hand to her.

Amelia took a glance behind at her house and then grabbed his proffered hand. The two began walking hand-in-hand. Once they had reached a small, grassy hill, Sebastian took off his light coat and laid it on the ground, indicating for her to sit. 

When they were both seated, he grabbed Amelia’s hand. “I know we had plans for a picnic this weekend, but I was moved to the nightshift today and wanted to spend the day with you.” Sebastian smiled.

She smiled weakly back at him. “Well, that was quite a far way for you to travel for just a short couple of hours.”

“It was worth it. I hate every second I’m away from you,” Sebastian replied, lifting her hand to his lips and kissing her knuckles.

Uncomfortable, she changed the subject. “So, why were you moved to the nightshift?”

“I’m not sure. The day before last, Big Joe told me I was needed at night. Then yesterday, Aiden told me I was again going to be working the nightshift. He and I were talking last night, you know,” Sebastian said, fixing her with a stare.

“Talking about what?” she asked, interested.

“Well, I told him I wanted to move to France, and he said America was where things were really happening. What do you think about that?”

She looked a little confused and asked, “What does it matter what I think?”

He gave her the same confused look. “We talked about this. I want to take you to France, but what about America instead?”

She took her eyes off him and stared at the ground, plucking a piece of grass. “Sebastian, I can’t move. I am learning to be a seamstress and have to help my parents with their business. Besides, I have no interest in leaving England,” she finished on a whisper.

He got angry. “Amelia. What are you talking about? We have talked about this!”

Amelia stood up and brushed the grass from her dress. A warm summer breeze blew her skirts around her ankles. “No, Sebastian, you talked about it. I never agreed to that. I mean, I barely know you. And for whatever reason, my father doesn’t like you. He’s advised that he’s not giving me his blessing if I continue on with you.”

Sebastian grew angrier. “This is all news to me! Why have you not said anything earlier? I thought we were moving forward just dandy. I was preparing to ask your father for permission to propose to you.”

He stood, and she backed away from him. 

“I... I’m sorry. I don’t know what to say,” she stammered.

He went toward her and grabbed her by the shoulders. “Amelia, please tell me you feel for me what I feel for you? Please tell me this love I have for you will not go unrequited?”

“Sebastian, I. I... I don’t know,” she finished quietly.

He whipped around in a huff and headed back in the direction they had come, leaving her trailing behind. He didn’t bother to walk her to the doorstep of her cottage, instead continuing to walk fast back into town. His mind reeled the entire way there, and by the time he reached his father’s shoemaker shop, he was in no mood for his family. He had no intentions of going into the shop, but as he passed by to take the alleyway staircase up to his flat, his brother poked his head out of the door. He wore a heavy apron and held the frame of a shoe in his left hand.

“Sebastian! Come here, look at this!”

Sebastian reluctantly went into the shop and said, “What?”

Silas held up the crude beginnings of a shoe which had nails bolted into the sole and a rough covering of brown leather over the top.

“Look!” Silas said.

Sebastian looked unimpressed and folded his arms. “What am I looking at?”

“My first shoe, crafted it myself.”

Sebastian rolled his eyes. “That’s great. Can I go now?”

Silas set the shoe down and shoved Sebastian in the chest with both hands. “What is your problem, you sod?”

“Not having a very good day. It’s over between Amelia and me,” Sebastian confessed, giving in to a moment of vulnerability based solely on the need for comfort and sympathy.

Silas threw his head back and laughed, his dark-brown waves whipping back. “Got yourself dumped, did ya now? Probably because her father doesn’t want his only daughter marryin’ some idiot fisherman!”

Silas continued to laugh as he walked off to the back of the shop. His brother’s cackling could be heard as Sebastian bolted out of the store and took the steps two at a time up to his flat to lick his wounds.

Later that evening, on his way to work, Sebastian shuffled along the shoreline, kicking rocks, his mind a mess. He had no idea how he had misread Amelia’s feelings for him. He couldn’t believe she had rejected him like that. What began as a whirlwind love affair over the past two months was now slipping away like a mudslide on a steep cliff.

Then there was his jackass of a brother. Why did he constantly have to be so cruel? He hated Silas. The sooner he could get the hell out of England, the better. 

Sebastian was angry. So very angry.

As he reached the bobbing fishing boat, a cool night breeze blew off the water. He heard a voice calling to him.

“Sebastian! How ya doin’, lad?” Aiden was at the bow of the ship, waving to him. 

Sebastian shook his head and proceeded onboard. As he was mounting the squeaky gangplank, he felt drops on his head and looked up into the night sky. Anger about the day’s events faded into a mask of concern.

“It looks like rain,” he said, looking into Aiden’s pale face. 

Aiden shook his head. “Don’t worry about it, lad. It’s just some sprinkles. I’m sure we’ll still get a good catch tonight.” He winked at Sebastian.

“The catch wasn’t my primary concern,” Sebastian murmured under his breath, heading down the steps into the bowels of the boat to put his satchel away.

As the boat pushed off the shore, they cast the nets and waited, checking periodically and finding they weren’t catching much.

Over a game of cards, Aiden and Sebastian sat down while the rest of the crew went below deck to eat dinner.

“So, are you still interested in America?” Aiden asked.

Sebastian tried to smile but failed. “I don’t know. I suppose.”

“What be the matter, young man?” Aiden asked, turning his head to the right.

“My girl, Amelia... I don’t think I’m going to be marrying her anytime soon. Seems she has no interest in leaving the country,” he replied in a defeated tone.

Aiden shook his head. “I’m sorry, boy. Women! What do we need ’em for anyway, right?” He punched Sebastian in the shoulder good-naturedly.

Sebastian let out a humorless laugh. “I suppose.”

Aiden said, “Aw, c’mon, kid, cheer up. Tell you what, next time you work, let’s talk about that boat passage to America. I could use a first-mate, because I’m surely not taking that louse Big Joe with me when I finally finish my new boat.”

Sebastian perked up. “Really?”

Aiden chuckled. “Really!”

As the night wore on, and the catches became more and more scarce, the weather became more and more fierce. Sebastian was concerned that none of the crewmen, nor Captain Aiden, seemed to be distressed by the increasing rainfall.

A bolt of lightning splintered the sky, followed quickly by a boom of thunder. It made Sebastian jump. He turned and looked at a fellow crewman, a chap named Daniel. He seemed to be the only one alarmed about the weather.

“Don’t you think Aiden should steer the ship toward shore? Not going to catch any fish in this mess!” Sebastian yelled over the sound of the driving rain that was now coming down in sheets.

Daniel nodded. “Aye. This weather is downright dreadful! I need to get the hell off this bloody boat!”

The boat was suddenly taken up by a large wave, which caused it to almost tip over. All the crewmen, including Daniel and Sebastian, cried out. All hands on deck struggled with the ropes to keep control of the ship through the pouring rain and bolts of lightning that lit up the ship’s deck.

Another wave of rough sea slammed into the boat, and this time, they were not so lucky. The boat capsized, and as Sebastian plunged into the cold water head-first, his last thoughts were of Amelia and how he would never see her again. Then, as his head crashed into something, everything went black.

∞∞∞

Portland, Oregon – Present Day

It had been months since Jonathan’s accident, and he was finally cleared to go back in the boxing ring. He could barely contain his excitement.

Inside the Murphy Architecture building’s gym, Jonathan, Thomas, and Tyler stood in the ring wearing nothing but athletic shorts. They were all looking at each other.

Jonathan then made an announcement. “I think it’s time we advanced past boxing. Mixed martial arts, anyone?”

“Yes!” Tyler said, pumping a fist in the air. “I thought you’d never ask! Boxing is so last decade!”

Thomas shook his head. “What in the world is mixed martial arts?”

Jonathan smiled. “Oh, come on. Don’t you see that shit I watch on TV where the guys are punching and kicking each other inside a cage?”

Thomas raised an eyebrow. “That UFC stuff? I thought that was fake.”

Tyler let out a howl of a laugh. “No, it’s not fake. Those dudes make tons of cash doing that. Some can make a year’s salary in one or two fights, if they’re good enough.”

Thomas groaned. “So you think watching it on TV makes you an expert?”

“Yeah, Jonathan, seriously, man, those guys train for hours a day,” Tyler added.

Jonathan paused and looked at them both. He took a deep breath. “Well, I’ve been training.”

Tyler and Thomas both laughed.

“No, really. Before the accident, I was going once a week to a gym downtown. A guy named Zach has been teaching me some moves. It’s not easy, but I think we can learn them, and they’ll come in handy when we’re in a fight... especially with a shifter,” Jonathan said.
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