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      So much had happened in last three years. It felt as though wherever I went, death followed. First my dad, killed by a hit-and-run driver. My mother’s fiancé Charles, the poor man, lay in his own pool of blood caused by a throat slashing. France died by the same fate. And last, my mom. She died by a drug overdose. All were surrounded by suspicion and all the fingers of justice pointed to me.

      I had been railroaded by the Illuminati, the Family. All the murders were pinned on me. I was innocent, but the good old justice system saw it differently. They tucked me away in a nice asylum for the criminally insane and threw away the key. They didn’t stop there. The medical staff kept me under a drug haze for the duration of my stay.

      Then the unexpected day came when I was set free. Supposedly, I’d been cured of my insanity and no longer was a threat to society. What really happened was the Family stole my newborn child while I was drugged, laying in my own feces.

      When I was released, Jeffery and Dom saved me. They took me in and explained that the key Aidan had left me made me into a billionaire. My quality of life had improved, yet I yearned for my unknown child.

      Shortly after my release, Aidan’s sister, Helen came for a short visit. She had a message from the Family for me to keep my nose out of their affairs. She also announced Aidan was dead.

      After visiting a psychic, I received a note with Aidan’s handwriting, stating our daughter was alive. And my search began. I had to find my daughter and Aidan.

      I found help, Val. An angel like me, or sort of. I was created in a lab by humans with alien technology. Val and his kind were created by the divine. I was viewed as an impure, hated by my own kind. But I’d deal with them later. First, I had to find Aidan and then I’d find my child.

      I wasn’t sure if I could trust him any more than I trusted the Family. He betrayed me, not telling me he was married to Sally. I wasn’t sure I believed her, but I had no proof proving her wrong or right. I didn’t see his face. I reckoned all things would come out in the wash, although it was going to be one long hard wash before I reached my end.

      Those bastards could call me dauntless angel. I wasn’t backing down until I got my child back. Fuck ‘em!
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      Since my tiff with Val that last morning, I hadn’t heard from him in over a week, not even so much as a phone call. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think he was avoiding me. I threw my cell down on the kitchen table, annoyed and flopped down in a chair, shoulders slumped. Giving way to a defeated sigh, I felt abandoned. That made me one grumpy girl. Not even the aroma of Dom’s delicious coffee perked my spirits.

      I understood Val’s frustration. I didn’t know what he expected from me. I couldn’t undo my past with Aidan any more than Val could change his heritage. Why couldn’t he just accept that we both have baggage?

      This yearning inside me felt worse than blisters on my heels. Regardless of my heart’s desire, I had to face the reality that whether or not Aidan was included in the equation, the fact remained that Val and I didn’t have a future together. I had to keep Val’s best interest at heart. I couldn’t stand back and watch him become ostracized by his race on my account. It would be too selfish for me to put him in that position.

      To be fair, even if I wanted to, I couldn’t make a decision of where my heart lied. My stomach knotted. When I’d walked into Mardea’s bookstore that evening, little did I know that my life was going to change course. Meaning the already sticky triangle just became more complicated.

      If the storekeeper, Mardea, was telling the truth, that meant Aidan was alive, and he had our child in his safe hands. That certainly changed everything. Perhaps all my pending questions would come to a light.

      Considering all things, I couldn’t exclude the Family. It hadn’t left my notice that they could be setting a trap. Regardless how this scenario played out, I needed to watch my back. An act of haste could get me killed, and worse, lose my child forever.

      Before I proceeded forward with my search, I needed to know if Val had come across any vital information. Not knowing had my gut in knots. If I were a betting girl, I’d wager that the Zop leader took it upon himself to seek out Mardea and confront her. Val made it very clear that he didn’t trust her, nor did he care for the necklace either.

      Despite Val needing time to simmer, I had to see him. The walls of the house felt like they were closing in on me. I couldn’t wait any longer. I was going insane. If he didn’t want to come to me, then I’d go to him.

      One hour later, I stood in front of Val’s bar, trying to settle my nerves. I watched the orange colored neon light flash above the door reading Mephistz. A cool breeze tousled my hair. Not exactly pleasant, unless you liked horse manure.

      I wasn’t sure if my uneasiness came from the possibility of running into Razz or confronting Val. Either way, I planned to pull up my big girl panties and confront my eschewing friend.

      I’d rushed to get here. I threw on the first pair of raggedy jeans I could find, a light tank top, my scuffed-up cowboy boots, and my western hat. Makeup took too much time, so I splashed some water on my face and brushed my teeth. I figured I looked perfect to hang out with the scumbags who frequent the bar. Obviously, the Zop clan was not my fav. I had a problem with prejudice pigs.

      I brought backup, my trusty dagger. I never left the house without the steel. I’d gotten pretty handy at throwing. I could hit a snake at thirty feet. It’d be nothing to thrust a blade between one of these jokesters’ eyes.

      Chin tilted in defiance, I entered the bar like I owned the joint. Wasting time wasn’t my forte, so I directly went straight to the bar. A young man behind the bar approached me. The glint in his eyes told me he knew my kind, an impure. “What will it be?” His disdain was apparent.

      “I’ll take a beer, dark draft, and Val, if he’s around,” I flashed a sugary smile.

      The guy smiled without it touching his eyes as he slid a large mug my way. “Sugar, he’s over there,” he nodded past my shoulder.

      I pivoted on my heels, immediately dropping my beer. “That son of a bitch!” Gawking incredulously, I stood there, beer spattered over my clothes. “What is she doing here?”

      Then I heard the bartender snort behind me. “It’s one of those on-again-off-again affairs.”

      “She’s not a Zop. So, you approve,” derision spilled forth from my tone.

      “My approval doesn’t matter. Just glad his girlfriend doesn’t stink like an impure.”

      I scoffed over my shoulders at the bartender’s dig. I wasn’t going to dignify that comment with an answer.

      It wasn’t hard spotting Val. His blonde locks stood out among the crowd. He was in the center of the dance floor, dancing seductively with her. Their bodies locked together tight. A sinking sensation washed over me, like I was falling into a black hole. I couldn’t rip my eyes away as I watched.

      A lopsided smile seemed glued to Val’s face. I knew that look. He once looked at me that way, but something was different. His face gleamed like a man in love. Apart from me, the whole world knew, including the hired help.

      Their bodies pressed together, swaying to the music, there was no question, they’d shared more than just friendship. All this time, he’d never mentioned a girlfriend, but one thing I couldn’t deny—I had to confront this bitch once and for all. Before I gave it another thought, my dagger left my hand. End over end, it sailed through the air past the crowd, right on target, the dagger nicked his lover’s ear.

      It all went down so fast. In one instant, she yapped, grasping her bloody ear. The room fell silent, following only a second later by an echoing thud, piercing the wall clear on the other side of the bar. I smiled to myself. I got the results I wanted, Val’s attention and that bitch’s hands off him.

      Seeing the girlfriend’s starkness only sweetened my endeavor, until I became keenly aware that every eye in the joint had my back for a target. Despite the potential of getting mobbed, the only pair of eyes that I’d concerned myself with was the livid gold ones glaring at me. One glimpse of his steel jaw and I knew I’d crossed the line. At this point, a fight was inevitable, but his anger didn’t seem so important. I wanted to know what he was doing with her.

      I kept my feet planted to the ground and teeth gritted, staring back as Val charged straight for me.

      Now in my face, he towered over me with a six-foot-five fierceness, consuming and threatening. My heart hammered against my chest.

      I raked in my fear. I couldn’t let a little thing as death stop me from confronting him. I stiffened, bracing myself for the storm.

      “Just what the hell do you think you’re doing?” Val wailed through clenched teeth.

      “Oh… just playing with my little old knife.” I flashed a mischievous smile.

      Then her hand snaked around Val seductively, trailing the line of his chest. Obviously, she knew his body very well. It took everything I had not to beat that despicable woman with my bare fist.

      As I expected, the bitch interjected with a sultry coo. The sound that would prompt me into having my memory wiped in order to forget. “Fancy meeting you here, Stephanie,” she purred with acid.

      “You must be on break,” I snarled “Rumor has it that the corner’s a bit slow these days. I hear they pay whores well, but only if they have all their teeth. You might want to offer a discount.” I taunted as if the devil sat on my shoulder.

      She snorted a tight smile. “What the hell are you talking about? I have all my teeth.”

      The blonde had no clue. “Yeah! Not for long.” I spat her name as if it carbonized my tongue, “Helen!”

      I etched my hand to my second knife hidden in the back of my pants. Helen had the speed of a cheetah and claws to match. I wasn’t about to let my guard down.

      Val stepped between us, blocking me from any chance of taking down the blonde. “Helen,” he ordered, sternly. “Stay put! Let me get rid of this nuisance. I’ll be back shortly.” He winked at her. Then Val turned a cold eye on me, swooping me over his shoulder, carting me outside to the sidewalk again. It was starting to become an annoying habit. Once more, I seemed to have found myself left on the curb like an empty milk-jug.

      When we were out of earshot, he set me down roughly. Shaken off balance, I fell, landing on my keister. Disenchanted, I took note that he didn’t bother to offer me his hand to help me to my feet. Instead, he hovered over me with veins in his neck standing out in livid ridges. “Can you not take a hint,” he blasted me. “If I wanted to talk to you or see you, I know exactly where to find your pampered ass.”

      “Yeah, I see why you haven’t been returning my calls.” Without delay, I shook off the embarrassment and sprang to my feet. “What are you doing with her!” I snapped, resting my hands on my hips.

      Val’s eyes tightened as he leaned closer. “I know what it must look like,” he barely whispered, “But sometimes desperate times call for desperate measures.”

      “What,” I scoffed sarcastically. “You getting laid?” The ache of betrayal struck. A pain I knew too well.

      “It’s not like that, Stevie,” he whispered heatedly.

      “What is it then? You sleeping with the enemy?”

      “Not exactly,” Val sighed deeply as he weaved his fingers through his hair. “Helen and I go back a long ways.”

      “Is she the discreet person you were hiding from me?” I hissed as I jabbed a finger in his chest.

      “I didn’t tell you because I knew how you’d react.”

      “If you can’t be honest with me, how can I trust you?”

      “I haven’t deserted you,” his voice rose, no longer a whisper.

      “Oh, really? If I hadn’t thrown my knife, I think you would’ve taken her right there on that filthy floor!”

      “If I didn’t know any better,” a lopsided grin stretched across his face, “I’d say you’re jealous.”

      “Is that what you think?”

      “Yes, I do.” Val’s eyes glistened.

      “You’re wrong!” I denied emphatically. “What I have a problem with is that Helen is Aidan’s sister! That bitch is just as evil and part of that disgusting family and most likely she knows where my da… ” Then it hit me. Damn, how stupid could I be? I picked my hat off the ground and shook the dirt off. “I blew it!” The acidity hit me.

      Val scratched his day-old stubble. “Maybe not. With her, it’s hard to say.” His eyes turned gentle.

      “What happened to the first plan, mimicking a staff member from the hospital?” My brows knitted in confusion.

      Val blew out a long sigh. “A couple of my Zops and I went to Haven. We found their files, but no sight of yours. The Family is not stupid. Do you honestly think they’d leave such salient information lying around?”

      “No, of course not. I had no other recourse.” I felt overwhelmed with disappointment. “I guess we’re on plan B?” I attempted a forced smile.

      “It looks that way.” There seemed to be something else lingering behind Val’s voice that I couldn’t put my finger on. Although my finding out what would have to wait. We had to go into plan B before a certain person became suspicious.

      “Okay, let’s make this look good.” I acted before I’d given him time for-my-meaning to sink in, as I hauled off and sucker-punched him in his square jaw. His face flew to the side, blood splattered from his busted lip. Then I launched curse words at him. “You dirty bastard! Don’t ever call me again,” I shouted, making this feigned squabble look real.

      Without hesitance, I lunged into the backseat of the cab parked by the curb. Apparently, it had been waiting for me, the same driver as always. Though, not surprising. This time, I paid. I watched from the rearview window as Val rubbed his jaw with stun written over his face. A tight smile lit my face. There was a part of me that took some pleasure in socking him. I guess this was becoming a bad habit, clocking the men in my life. I shrugged. It could be worse. I could have to cook.
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      That night a storm blew in raining sheets of steel, pounding the rooftop. Limbs from the oak tree kept scraping the window and casting shadows in my bedroom. And then adding the lightening streaking the menacing sky and thunder roaring, it all kept me buried under my blankets shaking. Storms in this weird state had no mercy for its inhabitants. That was the one thing I disliked about Louisiana.

      Giving up on the fantasy of sleep, I high-tailed it downstairs to put on a kettle of water to heat. I figured a cup of Dom’s chamomile tea might soothe my restlessness. I’d just settled down at the table, looking over one of Dom’s gardening tip magazines, when I heard light footsteps. I peeked over the rim of the mag, and in walked Dom, dressed in his night robe.

      “Hey, Dom!” I smiled warmly. “You couldn’t sleep either?”

      “Oui,” he answered in short. “Jeffery will be joining us momentarily. We want to show you something.” Dom’s face seemed strained.

      “Okay.” The magazine no longer held my interest as I tossed it aside and folded my hands. Dread had a bad habit of knocking at my door too frequently these days. I took a sip of my hot tea, trying to hold my panic in check. My fingers started strumming the table to keep myself from a full-blown breakdown.

      The clock’s ticking echoed through the house relentlessly. Tick-tock-tick-tock. Time seemed to stand still as I kept checking the grandfather clock. Unable to stand the wait any longer, I caterwauled, “Oh, for heaven’s sake! What the hell is it?” I exhaled an irritated breath.

      I’d no longer evinced my impatience when I’d heard Jeffery’s bare feet padding down the stairs. My breath stopped in my throat. I wasn’t sure if I was relieved to have the suspense end more than hearing the disquieting news. The minute Jeffery shuffled into the kitchen, my worries ballooned. My eyes homed in on a white envelope, grasped in his hand.

      “Don’t get your panties in a wad,” Jeffery snipped. “I ain’t breakin’ my mofo neck!”

      “What is so important that it can’t wait till morning?” At that moment, I wished I were anybody but me. My stomach clenched.

      “You’ll see… ” Jeffery buzzed, “But you need to chill! We want to see too!” Jeffery huffed, handing the plain envelope to me. It was nothing out of the ordinary. Merely a plain white envelope addressed to me. “It was left on our porch step today.” Jeffery urged me to open it by swishing his hand at me. “Open it!”

      “Okay!” I glared at him. I tore open the envelope and pulled out a letter. I unfolded it and began reading it silently:

      

      My darling, Stevie,

      

      I have our daughter. I finally managed to escape the clenches of my family, but Dawn and I are still in hiding and must remain for an undisclosed time until it’s safe. Be patient my dear. We both want you with us. We are family, and she misses her mother. Go to St. Louis Cemetery tomorrow at midnight. Meet me at Marie Laveau’s tomb. Wait there, darling. Don’t tell anyone of our plans, and especially the Zophasemin you’ve been keeping company with. Trust no one. I love you, and I can’t wait for you to be in my arms and meet our child for the first time.

      Forever love,

      Aidan

      

      Wide-eyed, I looked up at Jeffery and Dom. Their faces were etched in curiosity as they sat in dead quiet, staring at me. Jeffery broke the stupor between us first. “What does the letter read?” His voice rose an octave.

      I sat there for a minute, trying to decide what I should say. If I revealed the details, I might put them in danger and risk losing my daughter forever. That wasn’t an option. I squirmed for a believable lie while I feigned a smile. “Oh, this is a reminder from Val. That’s all.” I shrugged, nonchalantly. I wadded the letter up and stuffed it in my pocket.

      I sensed that Dom and Jeffery didn’t believe me by the glance they shared. Dom cleared his throat and added, “As I always say, ‘Chacun a son gout’” (Each to his own). However, if there is something risqué you are embarking on, you should inform us.” Dom’s gentle eyes glistened with concern.

      “Guys,” I sighed sharply, “Sometimes it’s best to leave well enough alone.” I pulled from the table.

      “Wait,” Jeffery called out. “At least leave a note for us to find. If you encounter any trouble, we need to know your whereabouts.”

      “That’s a good idea! I’ll make sure to do that.”

      “Excuse me, missy,” Jeffery’s chagrin pierced the atmosphere.

      I knew that tone all too well. “Yes.” I tilted a sideways glance, not fully facing Jeffery.

      “Where shall we look for this note,” he asked very innocently.

      “Oh no, you don’t!” I stared at my friend. “If I tell you where the letter is, you won’t wait. You’ll snatch it up as quickly as my back’s turned. I’ll have it in a place you’ll least expect, and when it’s time to read the note, there will be a sign. You’ll know when it happens.” I grinned.

      Jeffery threw his hands up in disgusted resignation. “You is too sneaky for your own mofo good! Don’t go off gettin’ yourself skinned alive, chile! There is tacky people out there who will cut you as to look at you.” Jeffery let the anger pour.

      I took a deep breath and said, “C’est la vie, Jeff!” (That’s life) I shot back.

      “You, my friend, are becoming more of a diva than even me.” With that said, Jeffery pursed his lips and left the kitchen, stomping up the stairs like a jilted lover, leaving a trail of curses in his wake.

      Shortly after Jeffery’s departure, Dom pulled from his chair and began with a gloomy sigh, “We knew what we were getting ourselves into when we opened our lives to you. We are well aware of how the Family operates. They are a bete noire.” (a black beast) Dom gave pause. “Jeffery and I have avoir le coup de foudre (fallen in love with you). We only want what’s best for you, my dear.” Dom came around the table and squeezed my shoulder and made sure I looked into his warm eyes. “Don’t shut us out completely.” He smiled, and without another word, he went to seek his disgruntled partner.

      I swallowed the knot that lodged in my throat as I listened to Dom’s footfalls fade. I never doubted Dom’s and Jeffery’s devotion. Still, it was nice hearing it.

      Though my decision might’ve been right, it wasn’t an easy one. Despite my better judgment, I felt guilty. They both have stuck their necks out for me. That was all the more reason why I had to protect them at all cost.
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      Once the relentless rain had past, a brisk chill followed. I couldn’t stop shivering. I stood in the center of St. Louis Cemetery in front of Marie Laveau’s tomb. I was early, only a few minutes before midnight.

      Strangely, the night appeared dead, not a stir of wind nor a soul in sight, or a black cat prowling. Flowers, beads, and Jesus candles marked the legendary Marie’s grave. One candle was still burning low. The soft light casted shadows, bouncing off the tomb. The boneyard didn’t need any help with eerie, hairs pricked the back of my neck. As my eyes washed over the graveyard, I took note of row after row of weather-beaten tombstones. The old yard had an unquiet beauty. Yet, it didn’t ease my tension any.

      A bad feeling washed over me. I worried I might be walking into a trap. Ambushed or not, I still would’ve come. Nothing was going to stop me from finding my child.

      Apprehension rode heavily on my shoulders, if this wasn’t a ruse, and I was truly meeting Aidan for the first time since that morning at the cabin, then this would change everything. Could I accept Aidan back into my life? The last time I’d seen Aidan seemed so long ago, yet the pain still stung like it was yesterday. Memories rushed through my mind, and just for a minute, I doubted my gut’s warning. Despite his involvement with Sally, I couldn’t erase his imprint, his passionate kisses, the warmth of his embrace. Did I still love him as Val believed? I wished I had an answer.

      I released a sharp sigh. This wasn’t the time to sort through my problems. I had to keep a clear head and be prepared for whatever I was about to confront.

      For backup, I followed through with Jeff’s suggestion in case things went south. Luckily, Jeffery didn’t have a clue that I knew about his less-than-tasteful activities. A ponder, I’d rather not reminisce about.

      It was the one certain venture, I could count on that Jeffery would do. Every morning like clockwork, Jeffery would steal away to his quaint little cubbyhole for a few moments of basking in his favorite magazine.

      Before the tire tracks were cold, I seized my shot when Jeffery left the house for a spot of tea with a few socialites. As soon as the coast was clear, I snuck into his private nook, placing the note inside an earmarked page of his brown-paper-covered magazine. Although, I was riddled with guilt, invading his privacy, I couldn’t think of a more inconspicuous spot. Still, there were drawbacks. I’d forever have that unsavory vision burned into my brain. Totally gross!

      If my plan panned out as I’d hoped, by the time Jeffery took his break in the morning, he’d already discovered my note, instructing him to alert Val. I felt if anyone had a chance finding me, it would be him.

      I had to admit, Val had become my rock. He deserved more from me. Unfortunately, I was a mess.

      If Aidan were alive, there were unresolved issues that needed to be dealt with before I could make any decision, whether it was Val or Aidan. I wished my resolve were that simple as drawing sticks.

      Of course, it never works that way. Since Aidan and I shared a child, it made things much more tangled. I had to think about what was best for her.

      Whichever way I chose to look at this, I couldn’t forget my mistrust for Aidan. There was too much deception that had transpired between us for me to let my guard down.

      It was different with Val, despite our disparity. Perhaps, his clan might soften toward me if their leader showed mercy upon me.

      Then again, I haven’t been exactly great girlfriend-material. Sharing my heart seemed difficult for me.

      Then there was Helen. What if Val had feelings for the blonde? The thought stung like a switch to bare legs.

      I checked my watch again, eleven fifty-seven. What if no one showed up? What if Aidan and Dawn were captured? What if I was a sitting duck? I shook my head. I needed to stop with the what ifs. I needed to stay alert and prepare for the unexpected.

      Abruptly jarring me from my thoughts, I heard a shuffle of feet, moving over loose gravel. Swiftly, I ducked behind the large grave marker, stretching my ear over my pounding heart. I glimpsed at my watch, twelve midnight. They were encroaching, fast. I held my breath, listening.

      Then the shuffling of feet stopped. I peered around the tomb and gasped. My face stricken. All at once, an urge of rage gushed through my veins. WTF? I came out from behind the stone, standing firm in my feet. I should’ve known. “Well, Helen, fancy seeing you here. I’m beginning to wonder if you’ve become my biggest fan. You seem to keep popping up.” My eyes narrowed with a heavy dose of disdain. Sleight of hand, I reached for my dagger, tucked underneath the band of my pants right below my tramp stamp. I grasped my fingers around the knife’s hilt ready to spring into action.

      Helen scoffed. “Don’t flatter yourself. I’m here to follow through with my promise.”

      “She keeps her promise.” I mocked. My suspicions were right. I’d been set-up. Funny, though, Helen may be in for a surprise. Since last we met, I’d sharpened my skills. I kicked an empty beer bottle, feeling edgy. “And pray tell what promise you are referring to, Aidan’s-little-sister?” I hit a nerve as she grimaced.

      “I warned you not to stick your nose where it didn’t belong.”

      “I haven’t a clue to what you’re referring to.” Could Helen have sent me the letter? Perhaps drawing me out was the only way she could get me alone.

      “Don’t play coy with me. Why must you keep trying to dig up something that doesn’t concern you?” The blonde’s lips curled with contempt.

      I sighed, exasperated. “Look, we don’t care for each other. I get it. Let’s cut to the chase. Just tell me what I already know.” Keep calm! I coached myself.

      “Why make it easier for you?” Helen stood tall like a goddess. I wondered how someone with such beauty and grace could be as equally wicked.

      “Despite popular belief, your brother had feelings for me. I think he would want you to do the right thing.” My face pinched tight. “I know about my child. I gave birth during my stay at Haven Hospital. To hide my growing belly from me, the Family made sure that I had an ample amount of drugs pumped daily into my body.” My voice broke. “You must… you must know your brother would never approve of such cruelty?”

      Helen clapped her hands in a mock applause. “Hooray, hooray! It’s a girl!” She was not congratulating me. Her tinged tone oozed with menace. “You should’ve moved on with your life. Forgot the child. You may be her fleshly mother, but she doesn’t belong to you.”

      “A girl,” I mumbled to myself. Anger hit me like a bullet. I lurched forward, veins in my neck were standing out in vivid ridges. “I am her mother,” I hissed. “She is not a commodity. The child belongs with me!” I tightened my fingers around the dagger, white knuckled.

      “Since we’re being honest with each other,” she suddenly deflected the subject, “Your new boyfriend, Val, spoke highly of you. He laughed at how lousy of a lay you are.” She cackled like a crow, lying.

      I shook my head in annoyance. “Are we deviating from why we are here?”

      The corner of her mouth tipped with indignation. “I think Val is very much part of this meeting.” A predatory glint appeared behind her eyes. “After all, I have something you want and you have something I want.”

      I scoffed. “You want Val?” I laughed to myself. “Val is his own man. I have no claim on him.”

      “Of course you don’t,” she tossed a smoldering grin. “You could never hold a man of such station. You couldn’t even keep your position with my brother.”

      I laughed back in her face. No point in arguing with her caviling insults. “Are we going to stand here the rest of the night swapping jabs? Really, I had more faith in you, Helen. It’s not my fault if you can’t keep a man.”

      Boiling steam appeared to rise from her incensed face. Damn, what a Kodak moment, I giggled to myself.

      “Laugh at this, whore,” she sibilated. “I have your child!”

      My laughter wedged in my throat. My body woodened. “Your bluffing!” She was baiting me. I drew in a deep, slow breath, holding my wit.

      “Maybe,” she paused, smiling, “Maybe not.”

      “You’re wasting my time.” My fist tightened into balls down to my side. I turned to leave but stopped at her words.

      “Aidan and your daughter are being contained as we speak.” Her face lit with bitter triumph.

      “How do I know you’re not lying?”

      “Because the truth hurts more than a lie.” Her demeanor gave no hint of deception. I still didn’t trust this bitch.

      “I want proof.” I waited, caution set in my stance.

      Not uttering a word, Helen nodded to the left, from behind the shadows, one of her barn-side guards revealed himself with an iPad in his grasp. He halted by her side, waiting for further instructions. “Show her,” she ordered, brusquely. The brawny guard stepped closer to me, almost too close, pressed play and handed me the tablet. I snatched the device abruptly from his beefy hand, my patience spent. My pulse was erratic as my eyes were glued to the screen. Everything surrounding me ceased, the only focus that mattered was that small device.

      Only moments later, I heard laughter, a child giggling. My stomach clenched as my eyes watched the screen. A little girl about three years old was blowing out candles, it was her birthday. She had dark hair like Aidan and green eyes like me. In a small voice, I heard her call out, “Daddy,” and that’s when all my doubts vanished. Aidan appeared beside her. He looked happy, smiling, while helping her blow out the last candle. The angelic child reached up to hug her father’s neck, and then the picture went blank.

      My head snapped up at Helen. “Where are they now,” I demanded through snarling teeth. It took every ounce of strength I had not to throttle this evil vixen.

      “Finally, I have you rattled.” She dangled a wicked grin.

      I didn’t reply, though, the flame in my eyes gave me away, rage like no other.

      “What did I ever do to deserve such horrendous treatment from you and your iniquitous Family?” It would take me an eternity to understand such cruelty.

      “You have no clue.” She smirked. “This doesn’t have anything to do with you. It has to do with your father.”

      “My celestial donor?” My brows furrowed, confused.

      “No, not Mustafa. I’m referring to your human father.

      “You’re tormenting my child and me because my father defected from the Family?”

      “They never told you?” a slight inflection touched her voice.

      “Told me what?” I held my hand steady on the hilt of my dagger.

      “Why am I not surprised?” she smiled darkly, sending chills down my spine. “I am Aidan’s adopted sibling.” She hesitated. “I am your blood sister.”

      My chin hit the floor. “You’re lying!”

      “I’m different from you. My blood courses strong with druid blood. I am like my father, Jon.”

      “Jon Collins is your father?” I stood like I’d been shot, waiting to fall.

      “I’m disappointed.” Amusement crossed Helen’s face. “I assumed my brother would’ve told you.”

      “I don’t understand.” I couldn’t believe my ears. How could I have not known?

      “I suppose I have to enlighten you on our family’s history.”

      “I don’t need a history lesson,” I hissed through clenched teeth.

      “Oh, but you do.” Her brow arched. “You see… before your mother came into the picture, there was someone else, my mother.”

      Whether I wanted to admit it or not, there was a ring of truth. “Go on,” I coaxed.

      “Once Jon finished law school, he was promised to wed my mother, Lilith. The Family had arranged their union long before Jon’s and my mother’s birth.

      “Prearranged marriages are from the dark ages. Why would anyone agree to such a burden?”

      “In our family, we honor tradition. It has kept us in existence for centuries. Our magick flows strong in our blood. It is imperative we keep our bloodline pure. Which brings me back to our father.”

      “What happened? Did my father marry your mother?”

      “Jon and Lilith were inseparable. She loved our father. Jon, not so much.”

      “He hated the Family’s lack of propriety. He was a good man. I’m sure it had nothing to do with your mother.”

      “You couldn’t be more wrong,” she sneered. “Our father eloped with your worthless mother. Not only did he abandon his family, he deserted his fiancé and unborn child, a child that was fully his,” Helen shrieked, tears welling up in her eyes.

      “He’d gotten your-your mother pregnant?” I’d stammered over the words. “This…this couldn’t be possible.” I raked over my mind to recall if my parents had ever mentioned another child before me. I drew a blank.





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/angel.jpg






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/dark-angel-red-ser-6-11-20-1.jpg
THE ANGEL SERIES





