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INTRODUCTION


I spend a lot of time trying to fit in, to blend into the crowd and stay fairly unnoticed. I look like any other person but I have a Charisma that I need for my job. It draws people to me when I need them to be and keeps them away when I don’t. While I can’t turn it on and off I can adjust how charismatic I am depending on the situation, but most of the time I maintain a neutral setting that allows me to be around people without affecting their natural response to those around them.


I also have the gift of beauty which I promise you I'm not egotistical about. I still haven't decided if it's a good or bad thing though, it comes in handy a lot of the time with men. I don't even have to adjust my Charisma to get their attention, but with women...let's just say it's not exactly easy to make friends when you're prettier than every other girl you know.

My appearance is different when I need to use my powers for work. My eyes turn crimson, my teeth become razor sharp and venomous and my hair gets kind of wild on its own like it has built in volume. (Too bad that’s the only time it happens, every girl can use a little natural volume right?) I've been told that I look pretty impressive when I need to use my extra powers but I avoid it when I can. When I'm left with no other choice, everything that attracts people to me is enhanced, and honestly there's just no escaping me.


I have a very special job. I collect souls for a higher power, souls that have been traded for advancement in life. I don't collect all souls. Some people are truly good to their word, they pay their debt and can even move on to a better place when their time is up. There's always a few idiots who think they can break a contract with the ultimate evil.

This is where I come in.


I collect the souls of the shadiest people you could ever meet; those consumed by greed, power, sex and of course, money. These are usually the only kind of people with the guts to make a deal with the devil, but once in a while we get those who are struck at a young age by a sudden bout of influenza or an unexplained medical mystery that only leads to death; parents who will give anything for their children or spouses willing to give their life for the one they love. 

The ones who do it out of love or desperation usually make their payment and go on to live happy and debt free lives, but even then, you'll run into one who thinks they can outsmart evil and get away with it. 

That's when I get the call to take care of business.

My name is Saydie Mason, I’m 19 human years old and I’m a demon.
Chapter 1

When you've been around for a few centuries and have a few tricks up your sleeve you learn a few things about people in general. It doesn't take much to figure out what kind of person they are with just a little observation.

This is how I figure out who I can make friends with and who I should avoid. 


I like to live among humans and despite my demon nature, I am human first. It's something I've never been able to turn my back on, even if I had ever wanted to, which I haven’t. I'm very careful about who I allow to get to know me. I try to avoid situations where I have to be friendly with a lot of people at one time. It's just too hard to separate the good from the bad in a crowd. 

That’s how I ended up living in the suburbs of Wharton with my Wiccan roommate Flannigan and her cat, Sunshine. 


I met Flan while I was working on a college campus one night. I was there to check on a law student who was falling behind on his payments. He was up late studying in the library and Flan was a few tables down from him. My sudden presence startled him, of course, since he couldn't have possibly seen me enter the building and come to stand in front of him faster than he could blink an eye. He looked up at me as my eyes turned red and comprehension dawned on his face. 


He began to spout excuses for why he'd fallen behind which seemed to irritate Flan who loudly told us to “Hush!” I nearly laughed out loud at this human girl and for a moment I lost my concentration, which opened her up to me and allowed her private information to be my public knowledge. 

At the risk of being exposed and because I had been so humored by Flan's demand for silence, I was feeling generous and quietly offered the young man a warning after making sure he was being honest in his excuses. He had truly stumbled on some hard times but was getting himself back together now; I could see that his word was good and that I wouldn't need to visit him again.

I have a special gift that allows me to get a feel for people and to know if they're lying. I call it mind scanning, because it gives me a kind of biography of their life thus far, unlike mind reading which allows you to obtain another's thoughts. I try not to use it unless I actually need to know about the person, but this time it seemed that there was no stopping the flow of information coming from her head whether I wanted to know or not.

Immediately I liked this girl dressed in bell bottomed jeans, a sweater jacket and sandals, which is what she almost always wears. I can't get her away from it no matter how many shopping trips I take her on or how many fashion tips I give her. Flan is a never changing person and I love her for that.  

My favorite thing about Flan is that she's never too nosy, so she's never asked me how someone my age can afford the luxuries that I enjoy; like my spacious and immaculately decorated 3 bedroom house with a pool, designer clothes, or my sporty Bugatti out front. The absolute best thing about her is that she never asks what I do for work. She seems to be fairly content not knowing as long as she has a safe place to live, and it stays that way. She always pays her rent, never gives me any trouble and seems comfortable in my presence without being affected by my Charisma.


When I had finished my business with him I went to approach the hippie who hushed me (an inside joke between us). The young man didn't appear to be overly comfortable with the fact that I wasn't leaving yet, but I disregarded it and turned to her with a smile on my face and shining hazel eyes. 

I knew that her name was Flannigan Michelle Emery, she was 19 years old, and had grown up in a small town outside of Wharton called Cala. She was a bit of a loner, was worried about failing her midterm and had received a notice that her rent would be raised the next month to a price that she could no longer afford; despite the fact that she lived in a dump in a bad area of town. 


Immediately I wanted to help her and got a crazy idea to offer her a room in my home. I'd never lived with another person since I'd become a demon, but something told me that this could really work out, considering what I knew of her already. 

I offered to buy her a cup of coffee as an apology for disturbing her study time, and after appraising me for a moment she decided that I was alright and accepted the offer. We ended up talking for hours while I carefully encouraged her to voice the information I needed before I could make my other offer. 

By the end of the month she had made herself at home and it was like we'd always lived together.


“Saydie have you seen Sunshine? She's been gone for a while and I'm a little worried.” Flan called from downstairs before coming up to poke her head into my room. 


“No I haven't seen her recently, sorry.” I replied, knowing good and well why Sunshine hadn't been around. Animals are much more sensitive to what I am and avoid me more than humans would, but when I have my Charisma down really low, Sunshine, can tolerate being in my presence and even curl up in my lap for a good belly rub once in a while.


I saw the disappointment and worry on Flan’s face; it made me feel bad for her so I immediately began to work on turning it down a bit. She always seemed to be so comfortable around me no matter how much power I was putting off. It was almost as if she was immune to it. So of course I'd completely forget to tone it down around her cat. Moments after concentrating to turn my charisma down, I heard the sound of a cat sneaking up to the house, and shortly after I heard Flan’s happy exclamation to find that Sunshine had come home.


“I found her!” she called up the stairs again and I smiled, “Okay.” I called back.

She sure did love that cat and I was the last person who would ever want to keep them apart. 


I turned back to my laptop to finish checking my e-mail. I liked to keep in touch with people I’ve met in my travels since I tend to move around a bit. Sadly, you can only stay in one place for so long when you don't age, even with the help of hair color and makeup to alter your appearance. 

If I didn't make friends and tried to avoid regular habits and schedules I could stay longer in big cities. More faces make me less recognizable, and allow me to blend better, but the loneliness wears on you after a while. I've come to accept that I have a maximum of about 10 years in any place, and then have to move on.

Even more than humans, I try to avoid contact with other demons. They tend to bring out the worst in me and make it harder to act more human than demon, which would completely defeat the point of trying to live a normal human life.


So far, Flan was the closest friend I'd ever made. I'd never let anyone get to know me so well and I had certainly never let anyone live with me before. I am very happy to finally be able to have the company. She's so easy to live with, but I have to constantly remind myself not to get too comfortable.


I closed the computer and stood up to stretch, Sunshine sneaked into my room and I bent down to give her a scratch between the ears. 

“Sorry kitty I forgot.” 


She rubbed against my legs in what I took to be an acceptance of my apology before following me from the room. I wandered downstairs to find Flan curled up in her favorite chair by the fireplace reading a book. It was a good day for it since the weather looked like a storm was brewing. The rain had already started, and it was only a matter of time before the wind picked up and it got nasty outside. 

For some reason, I was suddenly restless. As nice as it would be to hang out in front of the fire with the storm raging outside, I felt like I should get out instead. So I grabbed my jacket, purse and keys and was out the door before she could look up from her book. 


I didn't know where I was going. I just let the car lead me and ended up at the light in front of Marlene's, the most popular coffee shop in town and my absolute favorite. Suddenly, a hot apple cider sounded like a great idea in this weather. I could get Flan one too; it would be the perfect touch for a stormy evening in front of the fire. 

I parked and hurried to the familiar brick building with adorable blue and white, vertical striped, cafe curtains in the windows. In my haste, I realized that I might have moved faster than was sensible, as I found myself under the awning that matched the curtains, just half a second later. 

After a quick look around, I brushed off the idea of having been seen as I approached the door, painted with Marlene's name in elegant gold script on the glass. I reached for the handle and jumped back in surprise as another hand closed over mine; I found myself looking into a pair of beautiful golden-brown eyes. 

I vaguely remembered my hand falling to my side as I took in the rest of the man standing there. He had a very solid look to him for a human but he felt normal, at least his hands did. I pushed the thought of how soft and warm his hand had been on my own to the back of my mind. 

He was a taller than me, around six feet tall, in his early 20's, with olive skin and sandy brown hair that fell playfully over his forehead. He looked like he could have played college football, but he moved with a grace rather unusual for a man, let alone a human. His lips, they were full in all the right places and I could just imagine them on mine- 


“Excuse me. I didn't mean to startle you. I didn't see you there.” 

His beautiful tenor voice startled me from my momentary fantasy as he held the door open for me.


“Thank you,” was all I could think to say.


“My pleasure,” he responded with a grin that I imagine would have had a human woman melting there on the floor.


I stood back from the register under the pretense of figuring out what I wanted. As I watched him get in line, after gesturing for him to go ahead of me, I indulged myself and took in his jeans, t-shirt and tennis shoes. I couldn’t help wondering how he managed to make a simple ensemble so sexy.

That, was when I realized that I needed to get a grip on myself. I'd appreciated the appearance of human men before but I felt like I was losing it with this one. I tried closing my eyes and taking a deep breath to clear my head, but all I could see was a pair of golden eyes staring back at me, so I sighed and opened them again but found the eyes were still there. It took me a second to realize that he was standing in front of me again, with a look of concern on his face. 

“I noticed that your eyes were closed and just wanted to make sure you were ok?” 


I nodded, unable to think of a single thing to say in response before mentally slapping myself. 

Get yourself together Saydie he's a human! 

I shut down all inappropriate thoughts of him and went to stand in line without another word or glance in his direction.


When our ciders were ready I put them in a cup holder and prepared to make my way back to my car at a more human speed. Before I could step out from under the awning and into the pouring rain, I discovered an umbrella over my head. I gasped as I watched the drinks start to fall from my hands in slow motion. 

I didn't even comprehend what was happening at first. I was too worried that somehow I'd conjured the umbrella out of nowhere, in front of all the people inside. The idea of conjuring anything was shocking in itself, because I'd never conjured anything before. Then, as suddenly as it started, it was over. The drinks were being steadied by another pair of hands, and my eyes followed the arm, coming to rest on the umbrella handle tucked under that arm, freeing the person’s hands to help me.

“Hey, are you okay?” I heard that voice ask me again, and I looked up into those golden eyes for the third time since my arrival. They were full of concern, and this time I couldn't seem to tear my eyes away. I was subconsciously aware that I was trying to extract information about him but nothing came to me. All I heard, was the beating of our hearts and the rain landing on various surfaces. 

I focused on his concerned expression and embarrassment lit up my cheeks like a beacon, as I quickly looked down at the ground before answering. 

“Yes I'm fine thank you. I don't know where my mind is. You keep startling me.” 

He managed to look sheepish, “Sorry about that, you definitely seem like your mind is somewhere else.” He grinned at me, showing his perfect white teeth. God he was beautiful! My mind began to wander again before I made a massive effort to concentrate on responding coherently to this man in front of me. 


“Are you okay to drive?” I could tell he was teasing me and managed to flash my most brilliant smile in response.


“I'll be fine, thanks.” 


“Well at least let me walk you to your car so you don't get soaked.” 

I nodded silently, impressed at his persistence and old fashioned manners. I was even more impressed when he took the drink holder from me, opened the car door, patiently waited for me to buckle my seatbelt and roll the window down before handing the drinks over and closing the door behind me. 

He didn't say a word about the car as most men tended to when they saw it. He didn't look even remotely interested. His eyes were on me and nothing else. Somewhere in the back of my head I wondered if I had unconsciously turned my Charisma on him. 


Then I stopped and thought, Why do I keep wondering if I’m doing things I've never done before?

“My name is Rhys Davis by the way” he held his hand out to shake mine and I grasped it in a firm grip. I still wasn’t fully aware of what was happening to me. It was all like a dream in slow motion as the air around us began to crackle with electricity that even he noticed. 

Our eyes locked for a moment and we smiled at each other as if we'd just come to a very agreeable understanding. 


When we finally let go I fell back to earth with a mental thud. It prompted me to get out of there as quickly as I could, but I couldn't seem to make myself move.


“Saydie Mason.” I replied quietly. I noticed that he looked as stunned as I was about the electric feeling that had just passed between us.


“Nice to meet you Saydie. I think I've seen you around before but haven't gotten the chance to say hello until now.”


“Well I'm glad we got the opportunity to meet one another Mister Davis, it's rare to meet such a gentleman.” 

I could see the blush spreading across his cheeks and a small, satisfactory smile tugged my lips up at his reaction. 

“I really need to get going though. My roommate is expecting her drink to still be warm when I get home. Thanks again for your help, it was very nice to meet you.” 

He nodded, “Please just call me Rhys. Now that I've gotten to say hello will I see you again?” his eyes almost looked as if they were pleading with me to say yes. Strangely enough, I found that I actually wanted to see him again. My heart seemed to beat just a bit faster as I considered the possibility of getting to better know this man who had me so mind-numbingly tongue tied.

“Just look for the car, it's the only one in town. I come here a lot, so I'm sure you'll see me again soon.” 

With that I put the car in reverse and took off with a smile in his direction. I looked in the rear view mirror as I drove away, and realized that he was just paying attention to what I was driving. 


The further I was away from him the more I was able to clear my head. What was wrong with me? Why did this human man effect me so much? I'd never been attracted to a man as much as I was now. I'd been so careful to separate myself enough to avoid any emotional entanglements with humans, knowing that it could only go so far before I had to leave. But this, well, this was beyond my control. 


Now I had an idea of how people felt when they were around me. I froze as a new thought came to me. What if he was a demon too? What if he was here on business and somehow didn't realize what I was if not who I was? Impossible I told myself. Demons automatically sensed each other; it was part of the package. 


There was no way another demon wouldn't be able to sense me and vice versa. What if he was trying to use me, or win me over to help him get ahead? Maybe he’d found a way to block my ability to sense him for what he was. 


Was he here to spy on me? I picked up my cell phone and could feel the razor sharp edge of my teeth against my bottom lip as my anger built. How could my boss send someone? I wasn't slacking. I was doing my job as well as I ever had. Honestly, things had even been slow so why would he need someone else to step in? 


I pulled into my driveway and slowly set my phone back down. Maybe it would be better to wait and see if I ever saw Rhys Davis again before pissing off my boss. There was no logical reason I could see for him to send someone else here. 
I attempted to push all thoughts of Rhys out of my head as I hurried inside, again too fast, to give Flan her drink while it was still warm. 

I walked into the living room to see that she'd fallen asleep in the chair and dropped her book on the floor. I set her book on a nearby end table, grabbed a blanket from the back of the couch and draped it over her. I headed to the kitchen to pour her cider in an over sized mug, setting it on her mug warmer and turning it on low. She could drink it later.


I went upstairs to my own room, closed the door and sat down on my bed. With my own drink in hand, I finally allowed my mind to wander freely about the stranger I'd met just minutes ago.

Chapter 2

When Flan woke up she wandered up to find me. I jumped at the knock on my door, and then relaxed as she walked in; a worried look crossed her face as she rushed over to sit on the bed next to me. 

“What's wrong?” she looked so concerned I couldn't help but smile. 

“Nothing’s wrong Flan, relax.”


“Why do you look so perplexed then?” 

I laughed at her description of me and then blushed a little. 
“I met the most distracting man at the coffee shop today.”


“Distracting? Was he rude or something?”


“No, he was so polite, and Wow Flan, he was just...Wow! When we shook hands it was like the air was crackling with electricity!” 


We looked at each other and laughed before, I looked down at the floor embarrassed. 


“I've never felt that with anyone before and I just met him for all of 20 minutes tops!”


“Twenty minutes is enough for some people. You got his number right?” she asked like that had been the obvious thing to do.


My jaw dropped at the question as I went over the meeting in my head.


 “Oh my God Flan! It never occurred to me to ask for his number. He probably thinks I'm totally uninterested, if not a bitch. I was so taken by surprise.”


“Did he say anything to suggest that he might want to see you again?”


I nodded, “He asked if he would see me again, and Jesus, Flan, I told him to look for my car!” I groaned in despair. 


“Well nobody in this town is going to forget that car. I'm sure if he's interested enough he'll find you. Maybe you'll even run into him at the coffee shop again.”


“He probably thinks I'm a total ass and never wants to see me again. Looking like that he probably has a girlfriend, anyway.” 


She smiled in a way that made me wonder if she knew something I didn't. “I guess time will tell.”

I knew this was not a good idea, but I was enchanted by this man I'd met and I just wanted to know more about him. There was no harm in getting to know a person, right?


“Why don't we wait until you're ready to go back, and see if he's there again? Have you ever seen him there before? Maybe he's a regular.” I thought for a moment but decided I couldn't have seen him there before, assuring her that he was too gorgeous to have missed. 

“We'll go in a few days, just wait, you'll see.” I told her and she nodded with a curiously smug smile before standing up and leaving me to my thoughts again.


Flan called up the stairs at me two days later. “Saydie, are you almost ready?” 


“Yeah I'm coming!” I yelled back as I came out of my room, purse in hand. It was grocery shopping day, which we really enjoyed doing together; it was almost as fun as having spa day. We had the time of our lives giggling like little girls as we came up with silly ideas for things to make with foods we didn't recognize, in the international aisles, at the market.


We got into Flan's Jetta. Stopped at a drive-thru coffee stand that she liked for our mocha's, and we were on our way to the local market. It took forever to find a parking spot. We drove around in circles waiting for someone to come out, to leave, before we finally got lucky and someone pulled out close to the front of the store.

We walked up to the doors, grabbed a cart for each of us, and headed for the first aisle which happened to be health and beauty.


“Do we need razors?” I asked her and she thought for a moment.


“I've been thinking about just making the switch from disposables and getting a real one.” she replied.


“Look at you big spender” I teased and she laughed.


“It's all the money I save living with you.” she replied and I laughed with her.


“Don't you use this one?” She asked holding up a blue ladies razor that vibrated.


I nodded, “Yeah, but I don't really like it that much, it's like the vibration is all in the handle. Isn't the vibrating part supposed to help with the shave? I don't see how that works if the blade doesn't vibrate with it.” 


“Maybe you should try one like this,” a male voice spoke as someone handed a package with a men’s razor in it, over my shoulder. It had four blades on one side of the head and an extra one on the other side for close trimming. 

That voice sounds really familiar. I turned to see who it was and there he stood, golden eyed, beautiful and manly with a can of shaving gel in his hand.


“I think you'll like that one. The vibration is pretty even through the whole thing, and it gives you a really close shave.” My mind went blank almost immediately; it was Rhys Davis, the guy from the coffee shop.


I remembered to smile. “Thanks, I guess we'll try it out.” I said and set the package in my shopping cart.


“Glad I could help. Saydie isn't it?” I nodded and then remembered Flan.


“And this is my roommate Flannigan Emery.” She stepped forward with her hand outstretched to shake his.


“It's nice to meet you...” She trailed off not knowing his name.


“Rhys, Rhys Davis, nice to meet you as well Flannigan.” he said with a broad smile as he grasped her hand in his own.


“You can call me Flan.” she told him and he nodded.


“Flan it is then.”


I turned to her, “Rhys is the guy I told you I met at the coffee shop.” I watched as her eyes widened and she understood.


“Well it's nice to know that I was memorable enough to mention,” he said, still smiling as I blushed a little.


“I think you made quite an impression.” Flan teased him with a smile and I jabbed her in the ribs.


“Don't start Flan.” I told her and Rhys laughed although, he looked slightly embarrassed himself.


“Well, I'd better get going, so, Saydie it was nice seeing you again and Flan it was nice to meet you.” he nodded toward each of us and then walked off in the opposite direction.


“What are you doing, telling him that?” I hissed at her the second he was out of earshot.


“Hey, you obviously like him and there's no doubt that he's into you, I was just helping you out.”


“No helping Flan, there's no reason to get his hopes up about nothing,” I said firmly.


“You know it wouldn't hurt you to go out on a date or two, once in a while.”


“I don't date. Period.” I was in no mood for her to stick her nose in my personal life, even if she was right.


“Okay fine, but I’m not going to be your shoulder to cry on one day when you're old, gray, and have no one but your cats.” I threw my head back and laughed at her, knowing that would never happen.

“I promise you won't have to!” I said confidently, looking over just in time to see Rhys turn around and look in our direction one more time, from the end of the aisle. He gave a little wave and then disappeared.


Maybe she's right, it wouldn't hurt to get out a little, be a little more human. I thought. 
I realized that staying away from people was starting to wear on me more than I'd previously thought. No matter how hard I tried to fit in, there were still things that kept me from really feeling like I belonged. 


I still kept my distance from everyone. It was a lonely way to live, not that I wasn't completely happy living with Flan, and having her as my friend. But I had this big, beautiful, house that I never invited anyone, but my parents to, and a huge pool out back that only two of us used. My life was still quite empty despite the one person I thought was filling it.


Maybe being friends with only Flan wasn't enough, maybe I did need to date some, and nothing said I had to get serious with anyone. I could go out and have a good time, make a few friends, maybe find a guy that I could be close with for a while.


By the time the trip was over I'd made a shaky decision to get to know this guy from the coffee shop. He was already reeling me in anyway, and it would get Flan off my back, so what could it hurt?


Days passed. The thought of going to see him at the coffee shop made me more and more nervous. When I wanted coffee, I either sent Flan, or went with her and sat in her car hiding, like a little kid. Once, I thought I saw him in the midst of a group of college students, but when I looked again I decided that I'd been mistaken. 


As hard as I was trying to fight it, I realized that it was a losing battle. I didn't just want to see him. I needed to see him again, and so a week later I stood in my closet surrounded by a giant pile of discarded clothes. 

Flan poked her head in clearly unsurprised, “Go with something simple, like a denim skirt and t-shirt.” 

She pulled a skirt and an olive green shirt from the rack, of course, it was perfect for me and I wondered why she never let me pick her clothes like that. I threw on the clothes, pulled out a pair of thong sandals, and went to admire myself in the mirror. She was dead on as always and I looked nice without looking like I was trying too hard. I added a wooden necklace I'd gotten in Hawaii, and the matching bracelet to complete the look before rushing downstairs.


We got in the car, and Flan looked at me like she was waiting for me to do something. 


“Are you going to be alright? We did just see him the other day. It's not a big deal.” 

I must have looked as nervous as I felt. 

“I'll be fine. Hey maybe he has a brother for you, then you won't have to keep nagging me to date,” I teased. She just rolled her eyes and looked away with a smile.


The drive was so short that I had to sit in the car for a minute and take a few deep breaths to calm myself. “Maybe we can just see if he's here through the window.” I suggested. 


Flan looked appalled. “What is wrong with you? He's just a guy, and you've met him twice now! Besides, if he is in there and sees your car he'll probably come out anyway. So move it!” She gave me a shove before getting out herself.


I took one last deep breath and stepped out of the car. I hated feeling so unsure of myself. Guys were a whole new experience for me since I'd never even been on a date. Before I even reached the door, I noticed that the shop was pretty empty. Maybe, if I was lucky, he wouldn't be there and I could spare myself the embarrassment I felt coming on. Then, the thought of him not being here, suddenly, made me a little sad as I realized that I really did want to see him again; no matter what kind of wreck he'd turned me into.


There was no line as we walked right up to the register, and waited for the man behind it to finish wiping down the machines behind the counter. Then he turned to help us. 

My legs nearly went to jelly as he came to face us with a smile. Oh my God! He works here? I screamed in my head.


“Saydie! How's it going? How'd that razor work out for ya?” He asked, with a twinkle in his eye.


I stared at him for a moment with no idea what he was talking about. Then, I remembered. “Oh, the razor is great, thanks for that. Did you like it Flan?” I turned to her and she nodded.


“It's great.” she said.

“So you work here? I've never seen you before and like I mentioned the other day we come here a lot.” I asked.

“Um, yeah actually Marlene is my Aunt. She's been having some trouble keeping employees around, so I offered to help out. Bills don't pay themselves and I love coffee so it was a win-win. I just started a few days ago actually.” A sheepish grin came across his face and I couldn't help but smile back.


“Are you guys taking off? I was just about to take a break if you want to hang out for a few.”


Flan answered before I could, “We have some time. We'll find a table. Two mochas, and see you in a minute?” He nodded and rang us up. Flan handed him the money and dragged me to the nearest empty table. 


“He's kinda sexy in an apron, huh?” Flan teased with a smile


“I just don't understand why my brain seems to shut down when I try to talk to him.” I moaned quietly, ignoring her question.


“I think it's cute. You have a little crush.”


“Shut up Flannigan.” I only called her that when she was pushing my buttons, which wasn't very often, but she was doing it now. She laughed at me, and patted my hand. “You're going to be fine. Just work on getting over the jitters and you'll be all set.”


“You think so?” I asked unsure, she nodded with complete confidence on her face, and I felt a bit better.


When Rhys brought our drinks over, Flan motioned for him to sit in the chair next to mine and began to bombard him with personal questions. I quickly learned that he was 21, played football at the university on a scholarship, and had a double major in business and economics.


As he finished talking, a thought came to me. “That seems like a lot of work, when do you find time for yourself? Your friends, your girlfriend, your family?” Flan raised an eyebrow at the question, impressed that I'd found a slick way to ask.


He scratched the back of his head with a nervous laugh, and looked down at the floor before he replied, “Well it doesn't leave me a whole lot of free time, but I see my parents on holidays. I see my Aunt at work. I hang with friends at school, and my girlfriend and I are no longer together, so that frees up a little more time for everything else.” Relief and exultation flowed over me at the same time, he was single. YES!

Then my conscience kicked in. He was a human. I'd never dated anyone, let alone a human, and had never planned to. Frustration came over me, as I debated on whether or not to stick to a plan that had worked for hundreds of years. 

Hundreds of lonely years you old cat lady. I reminded myself. Hell, I couldn't even get a read from him to know what kind of person he was, it would be completely against my personal rules to be involved in any way with a human I hadn't at least scanned first.


Then a voice of reason in the back of my head spoke, “Humans get to know each other without any powers at all, you want to live a human life, right? Try acting like one.”
That's when I realized, that I was losing the battle with myself, as my plan seemed to change itself against my will. The draw I felt toward him was so strong. I wanted to be near him, to talk to him, to get to know him, and it was like I had to. It wasn't a choice.


“Saydie?” Flan whispered and startled me out of my mental tug of war. I looked at her and nodded but when I turned to Rhys a sudden wave of confidence came over me and I found myself thinking that maybe I could do this. 

“Be human. Be happy” the voice in my head spoke again, and this time my resolve changed without question.


“I have to get back to work, but I hope I'll see you again soon?” Rhys stood, looking directly at me. Flan glanced at me with a knowing smile.


“I hope so too.” I said honestly and stood up, “It was nice running into you again.” I smiled at him and he smiled back looking like he was going to say something, but then stopped himself.


“Alright then, I'll see you around.” he smiled and then turned quickly to walk away, looking slightly disappointed. Flan and I looked at each other and shrugged, before heading out to the car. She was in and buckling her seatbelt and I was just sliding into my seat, when I saw him rush back out the door waving at us. 


“Saydie!” he called. I exchanged a confused look with Flan, but then she waved at me to get back out of the car. Leaving my keys in the ignition, I got back out and closed the door behind me, just as he closed the distance between us. He stopped and scratched the back of his head, looking very nervous again. I couldn't help but think how sexy he looked even now when he was obviously flustered.


“Um, I...I was wondering… if you might want to go out to a late dinner with me tonight?” The flush across his cheeks was cute, as he waited anxiously for my answer. From the corner of my eye, I could see that Flan had rolled her window down to hear and was nodding enthusiastically, encouraging me to say yes.


I reached in my purse for a pen, and held my hand out to him. When he grasped it in his own, I felt the electricity again, but tried to concentrate as I turned his hand over and wrote my number on it. 

“Call me when you get off and we'll work out the details,” I said with a smile, his hand still in mine. His face told me that he was definitely feeling the charge that surrounded us once again.

He opened his mouth to speak, but didn't seem to be able to complete a thought. 

“Do you....did you...?”

I knew what he was asking and felt the blush as I nodded. He seemed to relax, with the assurance that the feeling between us wasn't his imagination. I was the first to let go, though unwillingly. I just wanted to stay with him and never leave. 


“I guess I'll see you later then, I'll call you around 8?” I smiled and nodded happily.


“I'll talk to you then.” I replied as he leaned down a bit to exchange a wave with Flan through the windshield. I opened the car door again and got in staring at his retreating back, 
“Wow Saydie you have it bad, and he is hot! That man looks like he should be on the cover of GQ.”


I discovered that I was very much back to myself now that he was gone. 

“Of course you'd picture the guy I like in his underwear.” I grumbled back and she smiled. 

“He's all yours honey. A girl can dream though, right?” I couldn't help but laugh at her as I started the car to head home. The image of him in nothing but underwear popped into my head before I quickly pushed it away with a grin.

Chapter 3 

That night the pile in my closet had grown to twice its original size. Almost nothing was left hanging. Once again, Flan picked her way through the pile and pulled out a blue paisley sun dress with a denim jacket. 

“Same shoes!” was all she said and then flitted back out of the room. For the second time today I was blown away by her uncanny knack for picking the perfect outfit, as I hurried to the bathroom to shower.


Once I was dressed I looked myself over. I added some earrings and kept the same wooden jewelry from earlier. Satisfied with my reflection, I headed out of the bathroom and noticed that I'd left the light on in my closet.


 I stepped in to turn it off and really took in the mess of clothes I'd left. I shut the door behind me, closed my eyes and concentrated for a moment; willing the mess to disappear. When I opened them, everything was back in its place and the floor was spotless. I smiled with satisfaction, turned off the light and headed for the stairs.


I was strangely calm, but still excited as I strained to hear the sounds of an approaching car from my stool at the counter. 

“You look great sweetie.” 

Flan smiled at me and I grinned back. 

“Thanks, my fashion guru picked my outfit.” we both laughed.


“I thought you'd be more nervous after the way you acted before.”


“You know, so did I, but something about this just feels right I guess.” 

She nodded as a pair of headlights flashed across the front windows. I jumped off my chair, twirled around once more for her approval and kissed her cheek. 

“Thanks Flan, see you when I get home.” She smiled and followed me to the door. 

“Just relax and have a good time.” she called after me as I approached the black Chevy truck in the driveway. I turned to wave as she closed the door. 


Rhys got out and opened the passenger door for me. 

“Hey there, I wasn't sure I had the right house, this is some place you have.”


I smiled. “Thank you.” I replied, as I slid into the passenger seat.

Before he got in on his side, I took a deep breath and calmed myself. Tonight I was determined to answer everything he said appropriately and without sounding dumb.


“You look really nice.” he said. I blushed, finally taking in what he was wearing- jeans and a light blue polo shirt with a pair of Docs. 

“Thanks, you look nice too. Actually, we match a bit don't we?” he looked down at himself before looking me over again. 

“I guess we do!” we both laughed and I relaxed a little more in my seat.


We had reached the far side of town before he pulled into the parking lot of a small Italian restaurant. 

“I hope you like Italian?” He asked suddenly looking worried that he should have asked first but I nodded. 

“I love it.” I said reassuringly as he gave me a sheepish grin; getting out to come open my door. 


He offered his hand to help me out. This time when I felt the electricity, I looked right into his eyes, he didn't seem as surprised this time. He actually looked pleased, and something else I couldn't pick out right away. 


“I think that means we're doing something right.” He said and I couldn't help smiling.


“So do I.” I agreed.


I was surprised when he didn't let go as he shut the door behind me before leading me to the front door. But, by now, it was comfortable to have my hand in his. While he gave his name for a table I looked around. 


It was a cute little place, like something out of Lady & the Tramp. With red and white checkered table cloths and the round, green wine bottles with candle wax dripping down the sides. I also noticed that they weren't very busy, but considering that it was already after 9 o'clock, I decided it wasn't so unusual.


“You like it?” he asked in a whisper, very close to my ear, that sent a shiver up my spine.


I turned to him and smiled, “It's perfect.” He smiled back and looked pleased.


The host came then to show us to our table. Rhys kept a firm hold on my hand as we followed him out to the small patio in the back of the restaurant. There was really nice ambiance with lots of small white lights wrapped in the branches of artificial trees. They were strung out from the side of the building, over the patio forming a glittering, white canopy overhead. As I looked around, I realized that we were the only ones out here, and wondered if he had somehow set it up this way.


With a sigh of regret at having to let go of my hand, Rhys pulled my chair out for me before the host could. He then settled himself across the table. I peeked over my menu at him when he wasn't looking, reveling again at how handsome he was. He really seemed to be a complete package, kind, sweet, smart and crazy sexy. I wondered for a moment why he and his girlfriend had broken up. I mean, really, who would want to break up with a man like that? 


As I contemplated possible reasons, I didn't immediately notice that he was looking back at me with an unsure smile on his face. I blushed and wondered how long he'd been looking back at me. Goodness knows what he imagined I was thinking while I just stared at him, unfocused and lost in my own head.


“Daydreaming again?” he asked with an easy smile that I returned. 

“I guess so. I think it's this restaurant, it's almost like a whole different world.” I lied while wishing I could just tell him that he was the only thing in the world that I wanted to daydream about.


Our waiter arrived and I realized that I hadn't even read my menu. I studied it quickly while he filled our water glasses. I ordered the spaghetti with white clam sauce, while Rhys ordered lasagna with a side of Italian sausage.


I took a sip of my water and set the glass back down; leaving my hand on the table in what I hoped appeared to be a casual invitation for him to hold it again. I was glad when he seemed to understand what I was going for, and grasped my hand in his. It was less electric this time, and more like a warm current flowing between us, which was actually very relaxing.


“So what kind of work do you do?” He asked rubbing his thumb over the top of my hand.

“I'm a debt collector.” I replied with a twinge of guilt that I couldn't tell him just what kind of debt collector I was.


He looked mildly surprised as he laughed, “Wow, what's that like to have a job like that?” 


I smiled, “It's interesting.”


“Are you from around here?”


“No I just moved here a few years ago, I actually grew up in the Seattle area.” I didn't mention that it had been close to 50 years before Seattle was made official in 1853.


“And how did you meet Flannigan?”


I smiled at that question, thinking back to that night. 

“I actually met Flan at the University Library, I had stopped in to say hello to another friend who was studying late and she shushed us. I went to apologize for disturbing her and we got to talking. I invited her out for coffee and found out that she was about to lose her apartment because they'd raised her rent. So I invited her to come live with me and here we are.”


He raised an eyebrow. “So she couldn't afford an apartment but she can afford to live in a house like that?”


I laughed, pressing a finger to my lips, as if to ask him to keep a secret. 

“I'm not entirely sure what she thinks. I just gave her what I thought was a reasonable price for a starving college student.”


My heart sank a little as he continued to press the issue. 

“She has to know that a house like that costs multiples times what she pays.”


“I’m sure she does. But it's a thousand times better than where she was before and she doesn't have to worry about the rent being raised. Who wouldn't jump at an offer like that?” He smiled at my explanation. 


I rest my case. I thought smugly.


“I hope it's not too forward of me to ask but how do you afford a place like that?”


I looked sheepish as I lied again, “Inheritance.” 


That seemed to be a satisfactory answer for him. He let out a low whistle to show he was impressed, just as the server arrived with our food.

Throughout dinner he continued to ask me questions. Did I have any pets? Plans for college? Was I close to my parents? Did I have any siblings? My favorite books, music, movies...it went on and on but wasn't uncomfortable. 

I felt more like he was trying to get to know me right down to my soul and I found I wanted to share it all with him. I also realized that I hated having to keep my secrets from him. 
When it was my turn to ask him questions, he seemed so open and honest about everything. It made me feel even worse about what I couldn't tell him.

When we were finished eating we opted to share a vanilla crème brulee for dessert, he watched in amazement as our server burned the sugar on top right at our table.


“I've never actually seen how the crust was made before.” he whispered as the server walked away.


I smiled, “That's ok, the best part is breaking it anyway.” 


He grinned back, “I always thought so.”


We held up our spoons and cracked the sugar at the same time. After the first bite, I had to admit that it was probably the best I'd ever tasted.

When we were finished, Rhys insisted on paying the bill before taking my hand and walking me back out to his truck. 


“Thanks for dinner.” I said.


“You're welcome. I think that’s the best dinner I've ever had, and not just because of the food.” He gave me a wink and helped me into the truck as I laughed at his assessment of the evening. Surely he'd had better company than me on other dates.


When he got in on the other side, he gave me a quizzical look. 

“What’s so funny about that?”


I was suddenly a little embarrassed, and looked down at the floor. 

“Well I just figured that you've probably been out with plenty of girls who were better company than me.”


Very gently he took my chin in his hand, lifting my face to meet his. 

“This was the best.” he said with finality and I nodded silently.

“Can I ask you something kind of personal?” The question was burning on the tip of my tongue, and I just had to get it out.


He nodded curiously “Of course.”


“Why did you and your girlfriend break up?” The words came out of my mouth in a rush.


“I realized that she wasn't the girl that I wanted to spend the rest of my life with.”


“How long have you guys been split up?”


He cleared his throat and scratched the back of his head clearly embarrassed. I was, suddenly, ashamed of myself for bringing it up. 

“You don't have to answer that if you don't want to, I just get nosy sometimes, I'm sorry.”


He shook his head, “No it's alright, um actually we broke up shortly after I met you.”


“But we just met.”


“Yeah. She was there that day and had a fit after I helped you to your car. Don't think any of it was because of you though. It was a build-up of a lot of other things, and finally I'd had it. She was kind of a snobby bitch anyway. Who has a fit because their boyfriend is helpful to others?” He reached over to squeeze my hand in a reassuring way.


I smiled, “I don't think there are many girls who could get past the jealousy enough to really appreciate their boyfriend being nice to another girl, simply for the sake of being kind.”


He laughed, “I suppose you're right, I hadn't thought about that but now I'm glad I know.” 


I laughed with him, “Girls are hard to understand sometimes I guess.”


“I know guys can be just as hard to get too. So, don't take all the blame on the women.”


“And yet somehow, we're all supposed to find that one person in our life that gets us. How does that work when we're so different?” I asked and he laughed again.


“That's a good question. The next time I talk to someone with a logical theory on it, I’ll be sure to let you know.”


“I'll be waiting to hear what the answer is.” I assured him, as he smiled and put the keys in the ignition.


He started up the truck and took my hand in his. We rode with our fingers intertwined in comfortable silence as he drove through the nearly deserted streets that led back to my house.

I paid attention to the warm current that flowed between us, and wondered what he thought it was. 


It couldn't be normal or everybody would feel it, so what was so special about us? Flan would say it was some kind of sign, or the universe was trying to tell us something, and maybe it was. All I knew, was that in the course of the evening, I'd become so comfortable with this stranger that the rest really didn't matter. All that mattered was that we were here now, together. As far as I was concerned, the rest could wait.


He pulled in the driveway, but I found that I didn't want him to go yet. 

“Would you like to come in and watch a movie or something for a bit?”


He grinned. “You're not ready to be rid of me yet?”


“No! I've had a wonderful time with you tonight and I’m not sure that I’m ready for it to be over.” I blushed and looked at the ground, as the words poured out of my mouth of their own accord.


His grin turned into that beautiful, gentle smile. 

“Well, then who am I to cut the night short?” 


I opened the front door and led him to the den, where we picked out a comedy we both liked. I threw some popcorn in the microwave, dumped it in a large bowl and went to sit beside him on the couch as the movie started. He wrapped one arm around my shoulders and put his other hand in mine. The warm current had become quite familiar to us both during the course of the evening, and now it almost felt natural. 


I was curled up to his side and starting to fall asleep when the movie ended. He pushed a lock of hair behind my ear so he could see my face better. 

“Saydie? I think I'd better get going so you can go to bed.”

 
I sat up with a small yawn and stretched.


 “I'll walk you out.”


I hated that he had to go but it was late and I was sure he needed to get to bed too. Then, suddenly, I had this insane idea to ask him to stay. I quickly pushed the idea away; that would be crazy after the first date.


I stood up and led him to the front door. I was leaning against the frame for support as he passed through, more tired than I'd thought. 

I turned to him just as he turned around to face me. 

“I had a really great time tonight.” I told him and he smiled. 

“It was definitely the best date I've ever had, even with the snoring.” he winked, and I gave him a moderately gentle shove. 

“It's not polite to bring up a lady's shortcomings.” I chided him and he chuckled.


“Goodnight Saydie. I'll call you tomorrow.” And with a kiss on my cheek he was gone.


When I snuggled into bed a few minutes later, I ran through the evening in my head. 

His last words rang out to me. 

“Goodnight Saydie, I'll call you tomorrow.”
As I slipped into the comforting darkness of sleep, I had no doubt that he would.

Chapter 4


When I woke up I saw that my phone was blinking on the nightstand and I had a new text message. I slid it open and hit the button to read it, surprised to find that he'd only sent it minutes before, talk about timing. 


“Good morning beautiful, join me for coffee? -R.” 


A smile instantly spread across my face and I texted him back, “See you in an hour?” 


Before I'd crossed the room to the bathroom my phone lit up with another text, “See you then.”


I smiled to myself with excitement as I rushed to shower and then face the dilemma of what to wear. Just as I considered calling Flan up I decided that we were past the phase where I needed to look special every time he saw me so I settled for jeans and a t-shirt which said a lot for him because I would have loved to stroll in there in pajama pants and a tank top.

I hurried down the stairs barely slowing down to grab my purse and I was out the door, in my car and on my way.


When I arrived he was waiting for me with a mocha, a pastry and a big smile at one of the tables in front of the shop which was shaded from the sun by a big blue umbrella that matched the blue in the striped awning and curtains. He leaned over to kiss my cheek as I sat down next to him and I felt the flush spread across my face. His kiss was so gentle and felt so right even if it was just on my cheek; it was hard to keep myself from getting lost in daydreams about his lips on mine.


“Good morning.” He said, pulling me back to our breakfast date.


“Morning.” I replied and took a sip of my coffee.

He reached again for my hand and we sat in comfortable silence while we ate our pastries, “This is really good.” I commented. 


“They're Marlene's favorite and the special of the day at the suggestion of moi.” He over-exaggerated the last word with an air of superiority that made me laugh.


“I see I've found myself a brilliant man.” I replied without thinking, he looked at me for a moment and the flush spread across both of our faces. What did you just do? I screamed at myself, in the matter of a sentence I'd thrown us both into a non-existent relationship but he looked almost pleased with my reply.


“It seems you have.” he responded with a grin right before I put the last piece in my mouth to shut myself up, a little sad that it was gone already.


“So what are your plans today?” he asked leaning closer to me and taking a big sip of his drink.


“I haven't decided yet, what are yours?”


“Well, I actually have the entire day off and I'd like to spend it with you, whatever you want to do.”

I sat back in my chair and sipped thoughtfully on my drink, “Well, since it's nice out we could do something outside, what do you like to do?”


“Normally on a day like this I'd go fishing but that's something you want to get up early for.” He stared thoughtfully into the sky for a moment.


“What if we just went for a walk down at the waterfront? If we think of something else we can do that instead.” I suggested and he smiled at me, “That's a good idea, let’s do it.”


“Would you mind following me to my house so I can leave my car there?” I asked and he shook his head, “Nope, I don't mind at all.”


He helped me up and walked with me to my car, opened my door and closed it behind me once I was in before heading to his truck. When we got back to my house, he was at my door again to open and close it for me before helping me into his truck. I couldn't get over his perfect manners and loved that he was such a gentleman.


When we got to the waterfront he found a parking space toward the middle and after taking my hand in his we started our walk. While we walked we talked about everything we could think of, music, movies, schools we'd been to, silly things that happened to us as kids and once again I felt like we were reaching into each other’s souls, trying to get as much information as we could so that we'd know each other completely. 


“So let me see if I have this straight.” I said as we walked back to the truck going over his family stories, “Your mom's name is Sara, she's an architect and graduated from Columbia where she met your dad, Bill who is the CEO of Davis Industries which manufactures high end luxury cars.” I stopped for his approval before continuing. “Your moms’ sister is Marlene and she has two daughters, Elizabeth and Emily who are four and five years old. She was married for eight years before her husband passed away from an enlarged heart, that's so sad.” I stopped suddenly thinking about what Marlene must have gone through and then to have to raise two little girls on her own.


“Don't be sad, they're not anymore, they've made their peace with it, Chuck was a good guy and gave them everything in the world they could have ever wanted until the day he died. They knew how much he loved them and they're all glad that he's in a better place.” I nodded thinking that it was nice that they at least had all good memories of him before he'd passed.


“So, my mom and dad live in New York City and are like the ultimate couple in the elite circles they run in. My older brother Todd is a lawyer for a very prestigious firm, he's five years older than me and does a lot of pro bono work for abused kids and orphans, helping them get into good foster homes where they'll be loved and cared for.


“My sister Amelia is 2 years older than Todd and she's a choreographer at the NYC Ballet, she broke her leg about 4 years ago which keeps her from dancing professionally but she loves what she does and because of her they put on some amazing shows.” I could only stare at him in awe and wish that my family was as eclectic as his. My mother had been a duchess back in the fifteen hundreds so she was wealthy to be sure but beyond that there was no exciting family history on her side and in the story that I actually told him, she's just an everyday housewife who is lovingly devoted to her husband now that I lived on my own.


“Your family seems to be doing pretty well for themselves, how is it that you're surprised at how I live? Your parents have to make a fairly pretty penny doing what they do.” I commented, hoping I didn't sound rude.


Rhys smiled, “My parents are very modest people, not flashy or showy with the things they have, my mothers’ decorating is modern and simple but elegant. I guess you could say they have a hint of wealth to them but it doesn't define who they are. They put a lot of money in savings and give just as much to charities, particularly for abused children and kids who want to dance. Their one indulgence is their house in Martha's Vineyard, it was something they always wanted and so a few years after I moved out they went ahead and bought one, also modestly decorated I might add.” He winked down at me.

I smiled back up at him, “I guess I just have a bit more showy taste than your mom does then.”


He nodded, “With a Bugatti like that I'd say you definitely do.” he teased and we both laughed before continuing on quietly, hand in hand.


By the time we got back to the truck I felt like we really had talked about everything we could possibly want to know about each other from favorite colors to least favorite foods. In a way I felt like we were trying to rush through the small talk and get down to just having a relationship but that was a pretty heavy thing for me to just assume. 


Once we were back in the truck he turned to me with a slightly worried look, “I hope this isn't going to sound weird or scare you off but I really feel like I've known you my whole life.” I felt exactly the same way and told him so. For some reason I didn't feel like I should hide my feelings from him like some people did, it seemed easier to just lay our cards on the table. He was pleased with my response and took my hand as we rode the rest of the way in silence, I found myself thinking that it was a good thing he drove an automatic so we could hold hands while he drove.


“Why don't you let me make you dinner?” I suggested when he pulled up to my house, not wanting the day to be over yet.


“That sounds like a great idea.” he said without hesitation and grinned as he got out to come around and open my door.


He followed me inside and made himself comfortable on a barstool while I dug through the fridge to find something to make. I pulled out a couple steaks and the stuff I needed for mashed potatoes and a salad, threw the salad together, put it in the fridge and then led him out to the patio to cook.


I heard a low whistle as he took in my outdoor kitchen, everything I needed was built into an island, the grill with 4 side burners, a rotisserie and a food warmer, a sink, mini fridge, dishwasher and a hidden garbage can. I had a wooden awning built over the patio to provide plenty of shade for those summer days when grilling would be nearly unbearable without it.


“This right here is a man's kitchen.” he breathed almost like he didn't believe what he was seeing and I laughed, “Well actually it's a woman’s kitchen but I get your point.”


“I hope that didn't sound offensive, it's just that this is....well this is some setup.”


I smiled, “Well thank you and no offense taken.”

Just then I heard the front door open and close as Flan came home, “Saydie are you home?”


“Out here!” I hollered back and she appeared at the back door. “It's getting kinda dark let's turn some lights on.” She said as she reached for a dimmer switch on the wall and pushed it, lighting up the entire patio with multi-colored Chinese lanterns. It was a perfect setting for an outdoor dinner and I realized that I didn't even mind that Rhys and I weren't alone anymore.


“If you're going to eat with us you'd better go grab yourself a steak, the grill is almost ready.” I told her and she turned to Rhys, “Would you mind helping me with the dishes?” 


“Of course not.” He followed her into the house and they returned just a minute later with her steak, plates, glasses, napkins and silverware.

Rhys offered to set the table which gave Flan and I a minute to gossip. 


“So what did you guys do today?” She asked and I filled her in on our walk, the conversation and how we felt like we'd known each other our whole lives. 


“I'm a little worried Flan, it's almost like it's all going too fast to be normal but at the same time it just feels so right.”

She nodded, “It's not totally unheard of, look at Romeo & Juliet.” 

I laughed, “I'd rather not, I don't want us both dead at the end of this story.” 

She laughed too, “Good point but I get the feeling that you guys could have a happily ever after.” Flan had a strange way of knowing how things were going to work out and I'd never seen her proved wrong so I believed her but I still couldn't shake the feeling that things were going too fast. I hadn't even wanted to ever be any closer to a human than a friend but he was irresistible, I couldn't get enough of the time we spent together and that was exactly the problem. I decided then that I would enjoy the rest of the evening and then worry about this tomorrow.


Rhys came back over to where we were standing, “Anything else I can help with?” I handed him the plate with the steaks with a smile and nodded toward the grill, “Go ahead and show me how much of a man's kitchen this is.” He grinned and looked like I'd just given him the best present ever as he opened the lid and threw the steaks on. 


I went in to grab the salad and put it in the outdoor fridge before relaxing in a lounge chair for a few minutes. I watched carefully as he manned the grill with an ease like he belonged there, then I took a look at other aspects of my life and pictured him there, having him know what I was and what I really did, having him meet my family, living with him, walking down an aisle toward him as he stood at the other end, everything about him radiating that this was the happiest day of his life and feeling it echoed in my own heart...


I came back to the present with a start and a small gasp, I glanced around but neither of them seemed to have noticed my distraction. He had his back to me, concentrating on the steaks and Flan was busy mashing the potatoes. I relaxed a little but was still disturbed to find that the images in my head couldn't just be pushed aside, they lingered running through my head like a movie I couldn't stop, the image of Rhys at the other end of that aisle standing out the most prominently. I could feel in my heart that I wanted all of these things, But I barely know him I thought to myself, then realized that honestly, yes I did. I knew almost everything about him that I could possibly know from him pouring his heart and life story out to me; combined with the fact that my own heart told me who he was. He was mine.

I needed some time alone, I had to get away and think, this was all happening too fast for my comfort and I needed to be absolutely sure of myself and my feelings before letting it go any further.


Dinner went well, the steaks were perfect and Rhys looked very proud of them as he served them up. When we had finished we sat around talking like old friends, laughing about college experiences they'd had, the most amusing stories seemed to involve the Greek houses on campus during pledge time which didn't surprise me one bit.


Around midnight Rhys glanced at his watch and realized that he had to get going, after thanking us for a wonderful meal I walked him out to the truck where he left me again with a kiss on the cheek and a burning desire for his lips on mine.


Slightly disappointed I sighed and went back in to help Flan clean up from dinner, I washed and she dried as we revisited the subject of my concerns for my relationship with Rhys. I told her about the non-demon related things I'd imagined in my head and how I felt about it, mentioning the wedding but not focusing on its prominence. 


“I can see him in every aspect of my life and I want it all but it just seems like too much too soon, It's been less than 2 weeks, I shouldn't be daydreaming about marrying a guy I just met.”


“Maybe it's a sign.” She countered, “Sometimes people are just meant to be, maybe the two of you are destined to be together and you don't need months or years to realize it.”


I laughed, “You would see it that way wouldn't you? I still think I'm going to take a little time to myself and see how I feel then.”


“That's probably a good idea, just because the relationship may be ready for you that doesn't mean that you're going to be ready for it.”


“You know Flan, sometimes I think you're my own personal Yoda, sent to show me the ways of the force.” 


She threw her head back and laughed at my Star Wars reference, “Thank you my young padawan.” We bowed to each other and dissolved into fits of giggles before putting the dishes away and finally heading to bed.


The next morning I woke up to another text from him, “Good morning beautiful, I wish I could see you today but I have back to back classes and work, stop by later if you have time. -Rhys” Taking some time for myself was going to be easier than I thought, I should have figured that he would get busy again and felt a little ashamed of myself for freaking out so much about all the time together.


Suddenly facing the day alone felt a bit lonely but I was sure that there were plenty of things I could find to keep me busy. After breakfast I vacuumed and dusted the house, washed and vacuumed my car, checked and responded to e-mails, called my mother which took up an hour at least, and tried to do some reading but that was hopeless. Rhys did text me through the day to see what I was up to and I was glad that I had honest answers, we even chatted our way through one of his classes via e-mail.


“I can't wait to see you again, somehow it feels a little off not to be with you.” He wrote.

“You're not the only one who feels that way.” I replied,

“I know it hasn't been that long but I've never had the kind of connection with another girl that I have with you, everything just feels so right and I'm totally comfortable telling you that. Is that weird?”


I smiled, “No, not weird, it's funny when you tell me things like that though because it's like you know exactly what I'm thinking or feeling myself.”


“Have you felt like this is all happening way faster than normal?”


“Wow, you have no idea, or maybe you do LOL. That makes me glad that I'm not the only one concerned about it.”


“Considering that I just got out of a relationship, no matter how short lived it was, this is all happening really fast to me but then I figure it happens for a reason you know?”


“Yeah I know, that’s along the lines of what Flan told me, she suggested that it was a sign but just because a relationship is ready for us doesn't mean we're ready for it...not to say I'm not ready for it.”


“I was ready for it the first time I laid eyes on you. I just don't want you to feel like you'd be the rebound girl or anything though. She's not even in the picture anymore, I feel like my life revolves around you now.”


Those words nearly took my breath away; they were everything I'd wanted to know and then some. I had to take a minute to compose myself before typing out my response. 

“It had never occurred to me that I might be a rebound, the feelings were so strong, it seems ridiculous to even consider now.”


“Well I'm glad you didn't consider it because it was never possible.”


“Just out of curiosity does your ex know that you're seeing someone else already?”


“Um....no I think I've hurt her feelings enough without rubbing that in.”

“I guess that's reasonable.”


“I'm not hiding you though Saydie, never think that, she'll find out eventually I just don't see the need to rub it in her face this soon.”


“I know you're not, if you were we'd probably spend all of our time holed up at my house or yours, not that it would be a bad thing ;)”


“Ha ha, I wouldn't mind shacking up with you at your place for a while, it would be a nice escape from the life with roommates and Flan doesn't count because she's just too easy to be around.”


“Well there's always a spare room or couch if you need to get away.” I didn't want to be too forward with my response just in case.


“I couldn't sleep in your room? Darn.” So much for not wanting to be too forward, I thought as a blush came to my cheeks.

“I wasn't going to assume that you wanted to but it's good information to know. You're awfully bold behind a computer screen though.”


“LOL, I guess it does make it easier to be open and honest.” Boy was that the truth too.


“Yes, I suppose it does.”


“My class is almost over are you going to stop by Marlene's later?”


“Probably not tonight, I'm going to help Flan with some stuff.” No matter how open and honest he'd been I was still keeping my resolve to take some time to myself.


“Alright, I'll call you later. I miss you Saydie.”

“I miss you too, talk to you later.”


I closed my computer, thinking about our conversation, did I really need to worry about it? Couldn't I just go with it? The answer to the second was there before I was even done asking myself the question. NO.


The next week went on the same way; e-mails while he was in class, text messages throughout the day and one night I finally caved and went in to see him at work. His face lit up when I walked through the door, he finished with his customer and came to sit at my table sliding a cup of hot cider in front of me which I was thankful for because I really didn't want a mocha so late at night.


He kissed my cheek as usual and took my hand, “I missed you.”


I looked him in the eyes with a smile, “I missed you too.” 

I had been worried that things would be a little weird after all the feelings we had shared in our e-mails but everything felt the same as it had before if not better because I knew so much more now.


We talked for a few minutes about football practice, what I'd been doing all evening, which was hanging out with Flan, and an upcoming game he had to play in that he made me promise I'd come to and bring Flan along. I gave in at the suggestion of bringing her with me; it would be more bearable than sitting by myself in a stadium full of strangers.


He managed to talk me into hanging around while he helped customers so he'd come and sit with me or talk to me while he wiped tables, things were really slowing down and eventually I was the only customer left, although I'm not sure I counted as a customer since he wouldn't let me pay for my drink. We continued our conversation after he locked the door and turned off the neon “Open” sign in the front window.


I helped him wash dishes and put them away as we talked about new movies coming out that we might like to go see. We wiped down the machines, swept the floors and I sat patiently while he counted the money for the bank deposit. When he was finally all done we walked across the street to the bank and put the money in the deposit slot.


“Well that's convenient.” I commented on the nearness of the bank and he smiled, “Yeah it's nice not having to go across town to the other one.”


“You must be a pretty good nephew for Marlene to trust you with all this.”


“Of course I am, how else do you think I got the job?” he laughed and I joined him. As we approached my car he suddenly looked very serious. 


“Marlene has a catering job tomorrow and I'm going to babysit her kids, I'd really like it if you came and kept me company.” I started to decline but something in his eyes just wouldn't let me say no. Instead I pulled out my phone, created a reminder alarm with the address and promised that I would stop by. 


I knew what was coming next and this time I was prepared for it but didn't turn my head quite fast enough and he still got mostly cheek. He pulled back to look at me as if he was considering kissing me again but when he pulled me back to him he rested his chin on top of my head as he wrapped his arms around me, 

“You deserve so much Saydie.” I had no idea what he meant and had no intention of asking him to elaborate, I just stood there feeling warm and safe in his arms before he let go all too soon and helped me into my car.


With a final promise that I would stop by Marlene's house the next day and an assurance that she wouldn't have a problem with me being around her kids, I drove home wishing more than anything that he was coming with me.


As I climbed into bed later my phone lit up and caught my eye, another text message. “I hope this gets to you before you fall asleep. Thanks for coming by, I really missed you. Sleep Well.” 

I smiled and typed in my response- “I'm glad I did, I missed you too. Goodnight, sweet dreams.” I laid down and waited for the phone to light up again and when it did I wondered if I'd ever wipe the smile off my face again. 


“See you there.” was his response and as I drifted off to sleep and began to dream, there he was waiting just for me.

Chapter 5


I was nervous as I walked to the front door of Marlene's house, Rhys had assured me multiple times that morning that it would be fine for me to come by his aunts’ house and keep him company while he babysat his cousins. 


I took a deep breath before I knocked and heard him holler, “Come in!” followed by deep growls and fits of childish giggles. I opened the door and followed the sound of laughter to the back of the house where I found him on the floor under tickle attack by 2 young girls. His eyes brightened as I came into the room and he easily detangled himself from the attack led by the children.


“Hey! I'm glad you came.” he smiled his easy smile and I couldn't help but smile back.

One of the girls came up to me and reached for my hand, I looked at him alarmed for a moment as she tugged in an attempt to pull me down to her height, so I crouched down after an encouraging look from Rhys. She was about 5 years old and beautiful with blond curls and blue eyes, her sister looked very much like her at 4 but with straight hair and brown eyes.


“You're really pretty, are you an angel?” I couldn't resist smiling at the irony of her analysis and saw Rhys smile too as he swooped her up into his arms. “As a matter of fact she is, and she came down here just to visit us today.” I blushed crimson and though he had used the plural term, I knew that he meant that I was here just for him.


“But now I need to talk to the angel alone so it's time for cartoons!” the girls squealed as he chased them back to their bedroom and turned the television on to their favorite movie.


He came back with a grin on his face and took my hand to lead me through the kitchen and out to the back porch. “They'll be in there playing Barbie's and watching My Little Pony for a while.” he said as he leaned casually against the side of the house.


“Was it really a good idea to tell them that I'm an angel?” I asked and he watched the worried look cross my face before he laughed. 

“They're kids, they already thought it otherwise they wouldn't have said it, don't worry about it. Besides, you're an angel to me.” he reached for my hand and pulled me closer to him.

“If anyone here is an angel it's probably you.” I murmured, more honestly than he knew, before looking up into his eyes with a small smile. 

“How about we both be angels for today?” he seemed a little breathless as he spoke and I realized that his face was much closer than it had been, my heart began to pound as his fingers gently brushed my cheeks before sliding into my hair and pulling my face even closer to his. My hands were resting on his chest and I could feel the quickening of his heart as the distance closed between us.


“That works for me.”I responded in a whisper just before our lips came together. 


I couldn't help the triumphant feeling that washed over me along with the voice yelling in my head 'YES!' as his lips pressed more firmly on mine, more urgently. My heart raced and I felt a little lightheaded as he pulled back after a moment and looked down at me with a crooked smile, I knew that I was fighting a losing battle when I found myself pressing my lips against his this time. He pulled my arms around his waist before wrapping his around me and pulling me closer. My head was spinning and I was breathless now as he gently released me who knows how much later. Not trusting my legs to support me I sank into a patio chair.

“So that's what it's like to kiss an angel?” he asked with mischief in his eyes and I could only reply, “Yeah.”


“I wish I'd done it a lot sooner then.” He said ruefully.


Those seemed to be the magic words because I was out of my seat with my arms around his neck, my fingers were in his hair and I was pulling his face back down to mine as I whispered, “Why not make up for the lost time?” before I was lost in a frenzy of lips and pounding hearts.


I reluctantly broke the kiss first, still wary of how quickly our relationship was progressing but we were both breathless and needed to sit down for a minute before things got out of hand.


“Wow” Was all he said as he settled into his chair and took my hand.


“Yeah that's what I was thinking.” I grinned at him, “But what took you so long?”


“I didn't know if it would be appropriate before, it was just one of those things that felt right in the moment this time so I went with it.” I nodded and thought Always the gentleman.

We spent the rest of the morning getting kisses in when the girls weren't looking, chasing them around, playing tag, red light green light and a game they called “explorers” which was just their way of pretending that they were explorers looking for lost treasures around the back yard which consisted of rocks, flowers and butterflies. 


I helped them wash their hands as Rhys fried up grilled cheese sandwiches for lunch. All of us sat together and ate at the table, talking about the games we'd played, what the girls wanted to do the rest of the weekend and how much they liked it when Rhys came to visit.


“You'll come with him next time right Saydie?” The curly haired one asked, I'd learned that her name was Elizabeth and her sister was Emily.


“Of course I will.” I couldn't help but smile at her as her eyes shone with excitement and both girls cheered. I also noticed that Rhys looked almost as excited as the kids did.


After lunch Rhys got the girls settled in their beds for a nap with another pony movie, each girl with their favorite blanket and toy to sleep with. We went to sit on the couch in the living room and he flipped on the TV, I couldn't tell you what was on the screen though, I had barely gotten myself curled up next to him when his lips were on mine and the next thing I knew, I was beneath him breathless and staring into his eyes.


“I'm sorry if I got a little carried away.” He apologized and quickly sat up pulling me with him to curl me back into his side.


“It's okay.” I whispered back kissing his cheek and then his lips again as he turned to me. 
“I should probably get going though, it would be bad to let things get out of hand while you're babysitting. Why don't you come over after you're done? We can make dinner together or something.”


“I'd be interested in that 'or something'” he winked at me and I laughed as I stood up.


He followed me to the door and kissed me one last time, “I don't think I'll ever get tired of that.” he said as I pulled away and grinned back at him, “I know I won't.” I replied and then all but danced down the steps and back to my car. I blew him a kiss as I drove away and watched him shrink into nothing in my rear view mirror.


The phone rang just as I walked in the door and I saw that it was my dad calling before snatching up the phone, he never called me at home, “Dad?” I frowned into the phone and waited for his response.


“Hi darling, how are you?” I relaxed a little; small talk wasn't the best sign but a sign that nothing was wrong at least.


“I'm fine I just walked in the door from helping a friend babysit.” I sat down in the chair by the fireplace and put my feet up on the ottoman.


“What a wonderfully human life you lead my dear! I called because I was wondering if you could come by for a bit I have some things I'd like to discuss with you and your mother has been hounding me to demand that you come visit her.”


“Is everything alright dad?” I was worried, he never asked me to come home and he generally left the discussions to my mother.


“Yes, darling, of course everything is fine, can you just come by?”


“Right now?” I was suspicious now.


“If it's convenient for you, sooner would be better than later.” I heard him sigh a bit.


“Why do I get the feeling that there's something you're not telling me?” he laughed.


“You're very perceptive my child but we will discuss it when you get here.”


“Alright dad, see you in a few.” I didn't know what to think but I knew he wouldn't have asked me to come if it wasn't important so I ran upstairs to make sure I still looked alright after a morning of rough and tumble with children. I combed out my hair and decided to change into linen slacks and a short sleeved button down shirt. 

Once I was satisfied with my appearance I stood and focused on my parents’ house for a minute, I watched as flames flared up around me and the next second I was standing at the front door. Burning out was one useful demon trait I used when visiting my parents or getting to places quickly, attempting to find their house any other way would be hopeless since they lived in the middle of nowhere, I wasn't even exactly sure where they lived, I thought it was somewhere on an island in Sicily. 

They didn't tell me for fear that I might share the information with another person without thinking. It didn't bother me that they didn't confide their secret in me, I just went with it. As long as I could get there who cared?


I didn't bother knocking since I was expected so I turned the knob and walked into the entry way, “Mom? Dad! I'm home!” My mother came out of the kitchen looking like a 50's housewife, apron and all. She held her arms out as she rushed to me and enveloped me in a big hug. “Sweetie I'm so glad you're here you don't visit nearly enough.” 


I smiled, “I know mom I'll work on it.” My answer seemed to soothe her and she led me to the kitchen where she was baking as always. I took a seat at the table in the bright kitchen, 
“Where's dad? He just called me asking me to come over to talk.”


“Oh he's just finishing up a little business; he'll be here in just a minute.” The words were barely out of her mouth when a ball of flame appeared directly in the middle of the kitchen. As the flames receded my father became more visible and suddenly looked very pleased to see me.


“Saydie, darling I'm so glad you came!” He exclaimed and wrapped me in a warm hug (and when I say warm I mean physically as well as emotionally), “You look beautiful.” I hugged him back, glad to see him as well, it had been a while.


“Thanks, you don't look bad yourself. How are things at the office?” I asked him as we sat down.


“Oh a nightmare at the moment, we're having a problem with a group of lower level renegades who seem to think that taking a stand against the hierarchy is the only way to get my attention.”


I smiled, there was always something going wrong when demons were involved, living a life more demon than human definitely influenced some to push the line between right and wrong which in this case was really not a good idea.


**I should probably mention that my father is also my boss and I am the only demon child born of the devil himself. All full demons are created and when I say created I mean in the way that God created Adam from dust, (And Lilith too if your beliefs go that route) so in a technical way you could call them my half-siblings but I prefer not to see it that way. 


Every demon that had ever been created by my father came into existence long before I was born and he hasn't created another since, not that he's needed to. The created demons were then free to mate among themselves creating more pure evil spawn or if they chose to mate with humans they created half-demons. 

The pure demons generally never lived among mortals, their characteristics being too noticeable and their tempers too strong to co-exist with people. Once in a while you'd find one who managed to blend in to live a happy and all but invisible life among humans but it was rare. 


Then there are the half-demons who had no problem blending in with people but from the moment they're born what's already determined is whether they're more demon or more human. Those with a stronger demon trait tend to have more powers and those with the stronger human trait have less but the kind of life they lead whether human or evil is always their choice which is how I came to live mine. 
Got to love free will.

What may surprise you is that my father lives a very half and half life himself, being married to a human woman, the time he spends with her is in a human form that he adopted after the first time he laid eyes on her, I won't go into the chaos it caused when the ruler of hell declared that he would be marrying a human woman and giving her the gift of eternal life with virtually nothing expected in return. All he asked was for her to love him as he was and she did. 

I know some of you are probably thinking, “He’s the devil, how does that work? Is your mother crazy?” but remember, he was an angel before he fell, so he’s not quite as evil as you may think. 


Once they were married, it took a long time before the demons trusted her but after a few centuries they accepted that she did not interfere with demon business and eventually welcomed her into the fold. 


You can imagine the uproar it caused when I declared that I would do my job as needed but maintain a human life. It was assumed that the child of Satan would live an evil life once changed, despite the fact that I was also human and lived a completely human life from infancy. 
My mother was adamant about my living as demon free a life as possible until I was old enough to decide for myself and my father indulged her, assuming that I'd turn out to be evil enough to make up for lost time when I changed and took my position at his right hand. 

I can't say I was surprised when the change finally did happen one night-


My father and I got into a huge fight when he forbade me to continue seeing a boy that I enjoyed spending time with, I think he believed that the boy was courting me in secret but in reality we were just good friends, and that was when my appearance changed and I came into my power. 

Neither of us knew exactly what to expect when it happened, but being his daughter made it easier for me than others, the child of the devil only needed a strong burst of emotion to change forever (good thing I hadn’t fallen in love or something first huh?), natural evil already flowed undiluted through my veins so the fit I had thrown was no more than pulling a switch. I didn't need the time to rise through the hierarchy like other demons, my power was pre-packaged and ready to use the instant it was activated.


I was so angry that I didn't even realize what had happened even though I felt it in every fiber of my body, the flame engulfed me and I found myself coiled and ready to attack him if he moved even an inch, then my father projected his image of me into my head and the flames receded as my mouth fell open in shock and I realized what I'd become. Despite the way I'd just acted, he radiated the pride of a parent who knew without a doubt that their child was destined for greatness.


Of all the demons and even my mother, my father seemed to be the least surprised when I turned my back on my place in the hierarchy The hierarchy is something like a demon military, you work your way up through the ranks and the higher up you are the more powerful you become and the more revered you are. My father, of course, is their leader, kind of like a president or king then the strongest and most powerful demons could be compared to the President’s cabinet. 

Of course, since we're talking about legions of evil there's always someone trying to undercut the next demon to get even the smallest step closer to the upper level and ultimate power. As my father’s child and a naturally powerful demon by birth I have an automatic spot among the upper levels but I very rarely choose to exercise that option or get involved in demon politics.


Though I'd known it was coming, knew what my father did and what would be expected of me some day, I always wondered if part of the reason why I have the job I do is because he saw my opportunity to live a human life in it, knowing that humanity was what I wanted more than anything else. Whatever the reason I'm thankful for it and I can't complain about the perks either, though I have a sneaking suspicion that they are his way of thanking me for the compromise, since it turned out to be a fairly win-win situation for both of us.**


“It sounds like you have your hands full, is there something you need me to help with?” I knew this conversation was going to end up work related before he had the words out, but what made me even more suspicious was that this kind of conversation could have taken place in his office, he didn't get me to come home for things like this.


“I'm always happy to have you help with anything you feel the need to try your hand at but I know it's not exactly up your alley dear.” He smiled kindly at me and patted my hand. 


“Actually I must admit that I have an ulterior motive for asking you here.” I raised an eyebrow at him. Now we were getting down to business.


“I called because I have to discuss something with you and you're probably not going to like it.” I frowned at him, if he already knew I wouldn't like it, that was never a good thing.

He held out his hand and I was reaching to take it but yanked my hand back when a ball of flame suddenly appeared and just as suddenly the flame disappeared and there sat a large, flat, red velvet box.


“I'm not going to like jewelry?” I asked curiously, he gestured for me to open the box so I took it from him and opened it slowly like it was a bomb ready to go off at any moment.


Inside was a beautiful gold necklace with a flat, braided chain and 2 giant triangular rubies placed next to each other to form a sideways diamond shape. For a moment I couldn't speak, and then I noticed a card tucked under the necklace and pulled it out to read it.

Dearest Saydie,

My deepest apologies for not delivering this gift myself but my demon duties prevented me from accompanying it.

I wish to inform you that I have asked your father for your hand and hope that you will consider accepting. I understand that we would need time to get to know one another but I am confident that you would find me to be an agreeable suitor, an unselfish lover and reliable husband.

Please accept this gift as a symbol of the beginning of our courtship. I look forward to seeing you in person very soon.

Always yours,


Malcolm
I stared at the paper for a minute in shock and then I found myself laughing, I laughed so hard that tears came to my eyes. 


“Saydie what is so funny?” Dad asked, 


“This....well dad, this has to be the best joke ever.” I managed to choke out.

When I focused on the severity of his expression I managed to slowly calm myself down.

“It is a joke right? Malcolm is what, a few millennia old and a full demon to boot? Be serious dad.”


“My dear I assure you that this is a matter of the utmost importance.” My mouth fell open and I gaped at him.


“Seriously?” I asked and he nodded.

“What the hell dad, is he crazy? He lives an even more demon life than you do, why on earth would he think that I of all people would find him to be an 'agreeable suitor'?”


Dad sighed heavily, “As you know Malcolm is one of my oldest and most trusted associates, he is treated with the utmost respect and reverence and sees it as being below him to marry someone who is not of equal rank. Despite your lack of participation in the hierarchy, you're the only female with a rank equal to his own.” He watched me for a minute as I tried to form coherent words, “I told you that you wouldn't like it.” 

I barely noticed when my mother sank into the chair on his other side.


“What did you tell him?” I finally asked.


“I told him that I would talk to you about it and let him know how you wanted to proceed, I know that you like to avoid the underworld whenever possible and he rarely leaves it, though he would have for this had he not been ah- otherwise engaged.”

I felt a sudden surge of gratitude toward my father, sometimes I wondered if I deserved for him, of all people, to be so understanding. I also found that I was relieved to discover that other demons apparently didn’t view me as a sibling any more than I did them, they wouldn’t marry someone they considered to be a sister would they?

I took a deep breath to steady myself before I delivered my next sentence, “I'm actually seeing someone, we feel very strongly about one another and I think he could be perfect for me.”


“You're seeing a human?” my mother asked in surprise and I nodded. “Saydie that's wonderful!” she looked like she was about to cry as I smiled at her, glad that she was happy for me, no trace of worry in her face at all.


I looked at my dad, “You knew I wouldn't agree to this dad and I honestly believe that this guy could be the one.” 

He nodded, “I know darling, but I have my own position to uphold and I made a promise to pass on the message. He won't take the rejection well though, especially if he finds out that his competition is a human.”


I started to laugh, “He won't take the rejection well? Did he honestly believe that I would just turn my back on my entire life and say 'Sure I'll marry a demon why not?'?”


“Don't be rude Saydie, he feels very strongly about this.” he chastised me.


“Well I feel very strongly about Rhys so please extend my apologies and the reasons that I cannot accept his proposal.” I put my hand over his with a pleading look.


He nodded solemnly and squeezed my hand before rising from his seat, “Give your old man another hug so I can be on my way.” I stood and wrapped my arms around him, taking a moment to enjoy the warm feeling that came along with his hugs.


“I love you dad.”


“I love you too darling.” As he released me I could see that he really wasn't looking forward to delivering my message and suddenly I felt bad for him. 


“Are you alright with my decision dad? I don't want to embarrass you or anything.”


“Of course dear, whatever you feel is right is what you should do, you were always cut from a different mold and I've come to expect nothing less from you.” I could see the pride coming off of him in waves as guilt stabbed at my heart.


“Wait here.” I told him and dashed to the desk in his home office to grab a piece of paper and a pen.

I hastily wrote-

“Dear Malcolm,
I regret to inform you that I am already involved with another man and while I am flattered and honored by your interest and your beautiful gift, I feel that I could not accept it or your proposal in good conscience.
My deepest apologies and sincerest wishes for you to find what you're looking for,
Saydie Mason”
I folded the paper tri-fold and rushed back to hand it to my father. 

“There now you don't have to deliver the message yourself.” 

I smiled at him and he kissed my cheek, “You're such a joy to me Saydie.” 

He stepped away from me with a smile and in another flash of flame he was gone.


My mother pulled me back down into his seat and insisted that I tell her everything about my new beau as she served me up a piece of apple pie with vanilla ice cream on top and a glass of milk.

It was going to be a long afternoon.

Chapter 6

My phone vibrated on the table, nearly causing me to jump out of my seat in surprise. I slid it open to see that I'd received a text message-


“Done with the girls, when do you want me over?” This time I actually did jump out of my seat, I'd completely forgotten that he was coming. 


“Mom I'm sorry, I have to get going, I forgot I invited Rhys over to make dinner together.” my mother smiled, clearly thrilled with the idea of my being with someone, human or otherwise.


“You must have us over to meet him sometime soon dear.” I'd seen that one coming, my mother would feel that she couldn't provide a strong argument against Malcolm's proposal without first getting a feel for Rhys and it would bother her until she met him which meant that I would be the focus of constant nagging until I gave in.


I smiled at her, “I will, you're both going to love him.” In my heart I knew that I was absolutely right as I pushed Malcolm and whatever problems he may have to the back of my head.

I kissed her cheek before giving her a big hug and stepping back. 

“I love you darling!” she said.

“I love you too mom...Oh! I almost forgot.” I opened my phone to text Rhys back, “Give me 20 minutes, had to stop at my parents. See you soon. -S.” I tucked my phone into my pocket and looked back up at my mother. 

“I promise I'll see you soon.” And her elated smile was the last thing I saw as the flames drew up around me and her kitchen disappeared.


I stepped out of my bathroom, the safest place to flame in when I wasn't sure if Flan was home, and went in search of a pair of comfy shorts and a t-shirt to wear over my black bikini. It was a good day to sit by the pool and I wanted to just be close to Rhys for a while so I could forget all this Malcolm business and get back to my life.


Rhys had perfect timing ringing the bell just as I was coming down the stairs. I opened the door with a big smile and before I could step back to let him in his arms were around me and his lips crushing mine. 


He let me go with a grin, “I've been waiting all day for that.”


I smiled back, “So have I.” 
I pulled him back to me after he had closed the door behind him, he lifted me so that my legs were wrapped around him and carried me to the couch. I began to feel an aching need for him, longing for him to be closer to me, we managed to end up the same way we had been on Marlene's couch with his warm weight pressing down on me. His shirt found its way to the floor and I marveled at his perfectly chiseled chest, not too muscled but just enough to make any woman in her right mind, drool like a dog. 


It wasn't until I realized that his hands were under my shirt and pulling at the strings of my bikini that I reluctantly pulled away and gave him a shy smile.


“I'm not ready for all that yet...” I trailed off somewhat embarrassed; he immediately seemed contrite and concerned that he had crossed a line, “Saydie I'm sorry, I shouldn't have...” I put a finger to his lips, silencing his apology. “Relax, it's not like I wasn't right there with you. It's not that I don't want to, believe me I do, I'm just not ready yet.”


“I don't know what came over me Saydie, I kissed you and it was like suddenly I had to be closer, like I had to be a part of you.”


“That’s how I felt too.” I replied, noticing something stirring in my heart as I looked at him, “But we must already be a part of each other otherwise, how could we feel like this?” he smiled and pressed his lips to mine one more time. 


“You're something else Saydie, I can't seem to get enough of you.”


“We're still doing something right then I guess.” I said with a grin, he smiled and gently unwrapped himself from me and pulled me up to sit next to him.


“We won't do anything you're not ready for until you decide to okay?”

I nodded, “Thanks.”


“Can I ask you a somewhat personal question?” I could see the blush spread across his cheeks and suspected what was coming next but nodded and let him ask anyway.


“Have you ever been with a guy, like that, I mean.” I smiled at his choice of words.


“No I've never been with a guy like that. I don't really even date and so nobody has ever attracted me enough for that until now.”


“You don't date huh? Then why did you agree to go out with me?” curiosity burned in his eyes as he waited for my response.

I answered as honestly as I could. “Because I couldn't say no, my life was completely altered the minute I met you, I couldn't resist getting closer.” 


While I was talking I noticed that we had indeed gotten closer to each other and then his lips were on mine again, gentle this time like he had resolved not to get carried away. 

He pulled back and brushed his hand across my cheek, “You're so beautiful, how did I get so lucky?” 

I blushed a deep red, “I think I'm the lucky one.” and he smiled at me.


I stood up and pulled him to standing, “Let’s go sit by the pool while we still have time and we can talk about anything you want.” He followed me out back and now that it was lighter out his eyes widened as he took in my pool, “Whoa! I didn't see that last time.”


The pool was designed to look like a private lagoon with plants and flowers growing all around it to form a wall of foliage, giving swimmers privacy from the house and patio and vice versa. There was a small stone path between the foliage and the patio that led under an arch of roses and out to a seating area big enough for about 5 lounge chairs. 

On one side of the seating area was a large pile of carefully placed rocks over which a waterfall gracefully cascaded into a stone lined hot tub which then cascaded into the pool providing a relaxing sound designed to soothe the soul after a long day. On the other side were the marble steps that led into the pool. 



An enclosed wooden cabana with mostly glass walls stood at the other end complete with a 2 person sauna, massage table and a built in closet for towels.


I left him to pick his chair while I went to get the towels, in the top of the closet hung rows of lavender that provided a lovely smell for the towels to help you relax even more. I inhaled deeply as I pulled out 2 over sized butter cream yellow towels, 2 pairs of sunglasses and went to hand him a towel and a pair of the glasses before laying out my own towel and setting my glasses down on the table between us.


I watched his eyes nearly bulge from his head as I let the shorts slide down my legs to the ground and then pulled the shirt over my head. My swimsuit didn't cover as much as it probably should have, the top was barely more than pasties attached to strings leading around my neck and back. The bottom was just as indecent with just enough fabric to cover my front and most of my behind, it was held together by strings tied on each hip.


“That suit should be illegal madam, especially after the talk we just had, how do you expect me to keep my hands to myself?” he was trying hard to keep his eyes on my face and I couldn't help but laugh, “I never said you had to keep your hands to yourself.” I winked at him and he grinned for just a moment before his lips slid into a frown.


“I didn't say you had to cover it up..” he grumbled at me deliberately looking off toward the pool as I pulled my shorts back on to help provide less of a distraction, he'd have to deal with the top though.


I sat in the chair next to him and he reached for my hand, the warm current seemed like it was a little stronger and we both glanced at each other from the corner of our eyes to see if the other had noticed. 


I picked the glasses up and slid them over my eyes as I relaxed further into my chair, we sat in silence soaking up the sun before he suddenly spoke.


“Saydie I need to ask you another personal question and you can tell me to mind my own business if you want.”


I sat up to look at him and raised my glasses a bit, “Sure, you can always ask me anything.”


He took a deep breath and looked terribly embarrassed to even ask, “Are you seeing anybody else? I mean it’s cool if you are, I just couldn't help wondering.”


I smiled, “You think that after all this” I raised our hands to refer to the current between us, “I'd even look at another man, let alone date one?”


He blushed, “I just needed to know if I had any competition or anything.” my visit to my parents’ house came back to the forefront of my thoughts before I pushed them away again.


“I assume that means you're definitely not seeing anyone else?” I asked already knowing his answer.


“Of course not, it would have never crossed my mind, but you with another guy, well...” he trailed off and I could see the jealousy in his eyes. I stood up and went over to sit on the edge of his chair, leaning against his chest and kissing his nose.


“Why Rhys, it sounds like you might be jealous.”


“I would be if you were seeing someone else.” He looked very seriously into my eyes, “I want you to be my girl.” I blushed at his words and a smile spread across my face. 


“I was yours the moment we met.” I told him, we smiled at one another and he pulled me completely on top of him to kiss me again.


“Maybe I'll come back another time.” I recognized the teasing voice and looked up to see Flan standing under the arch.


“Hey Flan.” I said happily, “We were just um... making things official.” she raised an eyebrow at me.


“Does that mean you guys are together now?” I nodded and couldn't seem to stop smiling.


“My congratulations to you both. Rhys you know it’s my duty as the roommate to kick your ass if you break her heart. She's waited a long time to find someone like you so don't mess it up.” I blushed at her declaration and Rhys took her warning in stride.


“I will do my best to never mess anything up.” he laughed and Flan and I joined in.


“I brought home some salmon and thought we might grill again tonight. I assume Rhys, that you'll be joining us for dinner? Apparently we have a reason to celebrate.” I smiled as his face lit up at the thought of getting to man my grill again; he looked at me apparently expecting a response from me before answering.


I nodded, “Who am I to deny him time in the 'man's kitchen'?” he laughed and stood to kiss my cheek, “You're the best babe.”


“I try.” I smiled to myself finding that I was full of a new confidence that this could really work.


After a dinner of grilled salmon, green beans mixed with bacon pieces and garlic butter over rice, we relaxed again by the pool with a couple bottles of sparkling cider. We seemed to have a thing for apple related beverages whether juice, sparkling or hot in our house. 


“I'd like to propose a toast.”Rhys stood with his glass half full of cider, “To Saydie, the only woman who is everything I could have ever hoped for and more than I could have imagined.”


I blushed and took a sip, hoping that I wouldn't be expected to reciprocate but suddenly I felt that I had to declare some kind of feeling for him and so I stood up with my glass raised.


“To Rhys, the man who has changed me forever and shown me how to open my heart.”

He smiled and leaned to kiss me.


“Alright you guys enough of that.” Flan laughed, “To Rhys and Saydie may your bonds stay strong longer than forever.” 


“Cheers!” We all said taking another sip of the cider, but her words had perplexed me for a brief moment, our bonds could never possibly stay strong that long, eventually I would have to leave, I was in this relationship on the principle that it was better to have loved and lost than to never have loved at all. The thought made me sad and for one fleeting moment I wished that he was a demon so that I could stay with him forever but then my rules mentally smacked me in the head as I realized that this new idea would work even less than having him human, and the thought was quickly pushed aside.


Rhys spent a lot more time at my house from then on, coming over after work, between classes and when we weren't together we were texting or e-mailing, we became completely inseparable and in some ways I felt bad about it, mostly due to my desperate need not to become completely entangled in everyday human life which included his friends. I felt like I was isolating him by his own choice but he didn't seem to be able to balance things out nor did he seem to want to. No matter how much I pushed him to spend more time with his friends he wouldn't do it if I didn't come with. I tried the excuse that I was shy of people and he tried to extricate me from my shell with promises of a good time and an opportunity to make new friends. I knew it wasn't going to work that way.


But still that nagging desire to just be human, to blend in and worry about stuff as it happened held on with a ferocity that surprised even me. 


So when the night of the big football game was looming upon us, it was with great humility and grace that I agreed to go with Flan and sit at the highest level of the bleachers to watch Rhys play. I knew him immediately by the number on his red jersey before taking in the mass of added pads that made him look even more monstrous. He seemed to be a very popular player and many people were chanting his name as he ran out to the field with the rest of the University of Wharton Wolverines team.


Flan and I were settled with steaming hot cups of cider from Marlene's, bundled up against the slight chill in the night air on the very top row of bleachers. We watched as the cheerleaders did their warm ups and then turned to the crowd to get us cheering with them.


“The head cheerleader down there is who Rhys left for you.” Flan pointed out with a laugh, “No competition whatsoever, she's just a brainless bimbo.” I nodded but I knew Flan just wanted to help me feel better about it. I couldn't help feeling a little bit bad even though I knew what his reasons had been but I wasn't surprised that they'd gotten together. 


Through decades of high school and college football it almost seemed traditional for the head cheerleader and the football captain to at least give dating a shot. I remembered when they'd tried to pull it off at a high school I'd attended to keep track of the child of a contract signer (his soul was the forfeit if his parents couldn't pay their debt). It didn't really help that the team captain turned out to be gay but he did his best to still have a good time and show pride for his school and team.


Since we were so far up there was no way I could get a good look at what the girl looked like but I could get a good look at what she was trying to do, I could see her openly flirting with Rhys. So I concentrated for a moment and managed to focus my hearing to his voice hoping that it would be enough to draw her voice into my line of hearing as well.


“Hey Rhys, how's it going?”


“It's going pretty good.”


“I've missed you so much I wish you'd reconsider letting me make up with you.” I watched as she ran a single finger down his nose and lips and nearly jumped out of my seat to go down there and tell her off. 


Flan grabbed my arm, “Calm down you don't even know what they're talking about, at least give the man a chance to prove that he's everything they say he is.” I knew she was right as I sat back down and focused just in time for his response.


“Sorry Roni it just isn't going to work out, I told you that, besides I'm with Saydie now.” Roni?

“Rhys you know we belong together.”


“No Veronica we don't, I belong with Saydie. I’ve never been so sure of anything in my life, I’m sorry.” He sounded so apologetic that I felt bad for him but Veronica, clearly taking his words as a bluff, spoke in a low voice with a hint of jealousy.


“I guess we'll just have to meet this new girl and find out for ourselves.” I watched as his eyes lit up at the idea of having me meet his friends and suddenly it was like he and Roni were just two old pals talking about getting together not exes trying to make strained conversation. The down side was that he didn’t seem to realize that the wheels in her head were turning on full power with an alternate plan to just meeting me.


 “I'm working on it Veronica, she’s a little shy but I can't wait until she's ready to meet everyone, you're all going to love her, she's absolutely the most wonderful person you'll ever hope to meet.” I blushed at his words and smiled to myself.


“I'm sure she's great.” Veronica replied with barely concealed venom in her tone, “I can't wait.” then her voice perked up and became sweet again, “There's the river trip next Saturday why don't you bring her then? It should be plenty of time to warm her up to the idea.” he nodded in agreement. 

“Sure I'll see if she'll go, if you ever saw her pool you'd know that a lazy river ride is right up her alley.” He grinned from ear to ear, his eyes completely full of thoughts of me and then he looked right up towards us and waved, when I waved back he blew me a kiss and I blushed as Flan and I both blew one back, being goofy and giggling. 

I could see the cheerleader straining to see who he was blowing kisses to but when she turned to ask him he had already gone out to the field to start the game. I could have sworn I heard her mutter something along the lines of, “If I'm lucky maybe she'll drown.” I couldn't hold back the laughter and Flan looked at me curiously but didn't say anything.


I watched in amazement and a bit of horror as these 2 teams went at each other like a herd of rhino's with a ball. The air was thick with the excitement of any football game, the schools colors of crimson and gold were everywhere, engulfing the opposing teams colors of green and white. It looked like the entire town had come out for the game and there was no doubting the devotion of Wharton to their football team.


When the game was over we had won 19 to 12, Rhys had scored the winning touchdown making him the hero of the game and the victory rang through the stadium. Flan and I made our way back down to the bottom of the bleachers to head to the parking lot when I suddenly felt a large presence behind me and whipped around defensively, but before I could do anything there were warm and familiar lips on mine and my feet were coming off the ground, this time he pulled my legs up and around him, it seemed the only way for me to really get around the mass of padding that he was buried under. 

I laughed as he spun me around in celebration of their victory and the fact that I'd been there to see it, excitement sparkled in his eyes.

When he finally put me down he could still barely see me over his equipment so he knelt on a bleacher seat to bring himself back down to my level.


“There's going to be a victory party tonight, do you want to go?” he already knew my response before I shook my head.


“You go have a good time, if it's not too late you can stop by afterward.”


“Are you sure that's ok with you? I don't have to go.”


I smiled, “It's fine, I can't hog up all of your time and Flan and I are used to hanging out by ourselves, go have fun with your friends, enjoy your win with your teammates, we'll have our own little victory celebration later when I give you a massage and a sauna.” I winked at him and pushed him toward the locker room. 

His lips were warm on mine again for one last kiss, “I won't be gone long, and it’s not worth it without you there.” I laughed and pushed him some more.


“Just go, I’ll see you later.” I smiled at his retreating back and he turned around several times to wave and blow me kisses before disappearing into the locker room.


Flan and I headed back to the car and by the time we'd buckled ourselves in I had a text telling me that he missed me already and he'd see me soon, I rolled my eyes and smiled to myself.


When we got home we decided to warm ourselves up in the hot tub while we waited for Rhys to make his appearance which, despite what I'd told him, I knew wouldn't be much more than an hour or so after he got to the party.


Almost as if he was making my point, Rhys strolled through my house around 11pm to find us chatting in the sauna. His phone never stopped lighting up from the moment he got there until he finally just turned it off and sank into a lounge chair after a nice massage and sauna just like I'd promised.


I sat down next to him and he took my hand, “Good party?” I asked.


“Not without you there.” he replied and I smiled at him.

Then his expression changed and he sat up to look at me as if he wasn't sure how to word his next sentence. “I have to tell you something and I know you're a little shy but I'm under direct order to bring you on the team trip to the river, people are starting to think I'm making you up or hiding you in a dungeon.” I laughed at the vision that formed in my head at the idea of him hiding me in a dungeon, realizing that the cheerleader-ex must have made the suggestion to quite a few other people that he bring me along.


“Come on babe please?” I studied him for a moment taking in his beautiful smile and the flash of excitement in his eyes, he really wanted me to meet his friends just as much as I wanted to avoid them but I just couldn't bring myself to say no again knowing he'd be disappointed so I agreed. 

“Sure I'll go, if Flan can come too.” He looked psyched out of his mind as he picked me up and spun me around. 

“Flan can come too.”

We were all laughing just before his lips gently pressed against mine and I began to feel dizzy, not from the spinning but from how he took my breath away. 

Chapter 7


The next Saturday came all too soon and as badly as I wanted to back out, I knew he'd be upset if I did so I sucked it up and put on a brave face as I helped him pack his truck with everything we'd need for the trip.


“Thank you for doing this, I know you're nervous about meeting my friends but they're going to absolutely love you I promise.” I wasn't so sure that he was right but I smiled anyway and nodded, not trusting myself to speak. Nervous didn't even come close to describing how I felt, I was already breaking a huge rule by even dating a human, but then to become so intimately involved in his everyday life, I was really pushing my luck and the guilt was definitely looming over my head like a storm cloud. I told myself, You'll never know if you don't try to just let go and blend in for once.

Seeing the look on my face, Flan pulled me aside, “I know you're not used to being around people like this but just try to enjoy it, Rhys and I are right here with you, it should be fun.” I nodded. Maybe my relationship with Rhys was a sign that it really was okay to get closer to more people at a time instead of being so selective, take the good with the bad? 

I was about to find out.


When we got to the river it seemed like half the college was there, cars and trucks everywhere, people blowing up inner tubes and tying them together with ropes to form a long chain and prevent anyone from floating too far away. You could smell coal, propane and food cooking on grills all over the place, it was one big tailgating party really and the perfect day for it too. 


Rhys grabbed our inner tubes and the car pump to start blowing them up, while he waited he pointed toward a specific group of people and suggested that we go set up near them while he unloaded the truck. So Flan and I went and got our blankets and towels laid out before going back to help him carry down the rest of our stuff.


Finally our tubes were full of air, tied up to the others and we had settled into a nice spot close to his friends, he even set up an umbrella for me which I hadn't noticed that he'd packed, “I can't have my best girl getting sunburned.” he said as he passed me the sun block, I stared at him blankly before reminding myself that he didn't know I didn't burn and smiled at the thought of worrying about sunburn. It was sweet that he cared though, just one more thing that made me crazy about him.


“I don't usually have trouble in the sun, I'll be alright.”


“It gets really hot down here especially if you stay in the water, I'd feel a lot better if you'd at least put one coat on while we're here, I've seen people burn to the point of needing medical attention and that would definitely ruin my perfect day with my perfect girl.” he winked and I could feel the blush rising on my cheeks as Flan snickered. He was always so concerned for my well being that it was impossible to say no to him, so I obligingly began to rub the lotion on my arms.


“I bet you love watching me rub this white goop on myself.” I grumbled so low that only the two of them could hear me and Flan laughed even louder.


“It's kinda sexy actually; want me to do your back?” He whispered as he gently nibbled on my ear. 

It was a good thing I was sitting because I think my legs would have given out at that point.


“You're terrible you know that?” I teased and as I handed him the lotion he grinned an evil grin and gave me a peck on the cheek before starting on my back.

When it was my turn to rub lotion on his back I nibbled on his ears to drive him crazy until I was done. 

“You're gonna pay for that when we get back.” He assured me. 

I just returned his grin and replied “We'll see.”


“Come on you guys enough already, you don't need to make everyone here nauseous.” Flan teased with a grin. 


“Maybe we'll find you someone to make others nauseous with Flan.” I said grinning back.


“Thanks, when you find them let me know.” she laughed


Now that we really were all set it was time to go down to the tubes and meet his friends, this was the part that I was really dreading, but I fixed a smile on my face as he took my hand and led me to the water. Before we even got to the rivers’ edge I noticed the men taking me in and they all looked like they'd never seen a girl before. 

The girls were another story, seeing their boyfriends stare open mouthed at me wasn't going to help me make friends and I knew I might have to cheat to win them over. Suddenly I missed Flans indifference to my Charisma, and as if I'd willed it to be so, she was at my side, looking breathtaking in one of my less revealing bikinis with a wrap around skirt.


I was glad that I had at least worn a cover up over the bikini I'd chosen despite the fact that the second it got wet it wouldn't hide anything, suddenly I was feeling self conscious about my flashy wardrobe. It didn't matter so much when we were hanging out around the pool at home but now I was seeing the error of my ways in the situation at hand. 


I tried to ignore the glares and gaping as we reached the edge of the water and Rhys introduced me to his friends whose names I forgot nearly as quickly as he said them. As I took in the faces I realized that Rhys was easily the best looking guy in the bunch, not to say that the other guys weren't good looking but he definitely stood out. I stopped to consider that the glares I was getting may not be simply because of how I looked but because he was with me and not one of them. I smiled to myself It’s gotta suck to have to settle.

One guy in nothing but shorts and tennis shoes jogged toward us with a football in his hand and held it up in question, “You up for a game later Rhys?”


“Sure” he grinned.


I turned to get a good look at the man who had spoken and suddenly I felt very uncomfortable under his gaze, he didn't have the same gaping look as the others when he took me in, I watched him look me over with appraising eyes and raw lust barely concealed behind them, I disliked him immediately but smiled to hide my distaste.


“This must be the famous Saydie you've been telling us about! Your description has hardly done her justice Rhys she looks like a goddess.” he held out his hand and I shook it firmly while trying to look flattered and not nauseous before stepping back and taking Rhys's hand again. I could tell that this was a man who was used to getting what he wanted and I needed to get away from him before he added me to the list.

“Yeah that's my girl.” He said with what I thought was a hint of warning in his voice as he squeezed my shoulders and looked down at me with pride. For a moment I forgot how creepy his friend was, how his other friends felt about me and was just happy to be there with him, to be his girl.


“This is Mark Whitley he's our star lineman.” Rhys informed me and I nodded, no surprise there, he was built like a rhino just like everyone else on the team. 


“It's a pleasure to meet you Mark.” I lied.


“I assure you the pleasure is all mine.” He replied and smiled at me in an almost evil way.


“Well let’s do some tubing shall we?” Mark suggested as he turned to splash his way toward an empty tube.


I sighed quietly and allowed myself to be led into the water; Flan heard me and gave me a smile as Rhys helped me onto the inner tube with a quick kiss before helping Flan as well and somehow managing to gracefully launch himself on to his own. We floated silently for a while, soaking up the sun and holding hands, every now and then I'd catch him gazing at me with unconcealed happiness and think about how crazy I was to be involved with him at all. 


When Rhys eventually dozed off I decided to attempt conversation with some of the girls in the group but before I could get a word out, I was beat to the punch.


“So you're the flavor of the week?” I turned to a pretty girl with green eyes, red hair, a very familiar voice and a smug smile as she gazed at Rhys with open admiration of his body and thought so the battle begins. 

“I'm his girlfriend if that's what you're asking.”


“It won't last long you know, Rhys Davis never stays with any girl for more than a few months at most.” she sneered. So this was Veronica, as I cheated and allowed the information I needed to come to me, I understood her bitterness, she had been with Rhys longer than anyone, thought they'd be madly in love forever and was devastated when he broke things off. Her heart didn't seem to have recovered from it yet and as I felt her pain I almost felt sorry for her...almost. 


Some of the girls turned to see if I was going to respond and were surprised when I looked her directly in the eyes, “Veronica, I know you're hurting and want things to work out with him but it's not going to happen so I'm going to make this easy for you. Rhys is my boyfriend now, be an adult and suck it up.” her mouth fell open and she gaped at me, I felt very pleased with myself but felt my stomach go sour as I considered the remote possibility that she could be right. I could make him stay with me if I wanted to but I never would, he was free to go if that was what he wanted but I knew in that moment that it would break my heart if he did.


I turned away and Flan gave me a thumbs up with an impressed look on her face as Rhys opened his eyes and squinted at me in the bright light, “Hey beautiful, I must have fallen asleep.” I smiled at him as he moved his sunglasses from the top of his head down to his face, “You were definitely off in dreamland so I was just getting to know some of your friends” I gestured in the general direction of Veronica who had a scowl on her face until he looked at her, then she smiled her brightest smile and waved at him, “I can't see why you've been hiding Saydie from us, you should really just bring her out more often.” 

She made it sound more like What's so special about her? I heard Flan choke back a laugh and try to make it sound like she was coughing instead, I couldn't help smiling at her, she knew bullshit when she smelled it.


“Want to sink your claws into the new girl already Roni? If anything I was protecting her from you.” he responded with a laugh. 


I wrinkled my nose in disgust for a brief second, Like I need protection from her, she'd be in for the shock of her life in a fight with me, but I was glad that he wasn't as oblivious to the situation as I thought he could be, some guys just don't get it right away when it comes to ex and current girlfriends.


I saw her cheeks turn red with embarrassment as she tore her gaze from his muscled chest, she seemed to have a hard time keeping her eyes off of him like she just couldn't help it but I totally understood that temptation.


“Rhys has hardly been hiding me, we just like to spend a lot of time alone.” I smiled over at him and rubbed his arm and he smiled back and winked. I put one hand to the side of my mouth as if to prevent him from seeing what I was saying and whispered loudly “He's like a demon in bed.” I smiled to myself at the joke, gave her an over exaggerated wink and turned away to see Flan choking back a laugh with silent tears rolling down her cheeks. I pointed out that Rhys looked a bit red and in a very suggestive manner, helped him cover himself again with SPF 40.



Plenty of beer was going around during the course of the day and later that afternoon I somehow ended up with a half drunk Mark on the inner tube immediately to my left, now he was leering at me in his drunkenness. I was feeling uncomfortable again as I slid off my tube and turned to swim the short distance to hang on the edge of Rhys's tube so that I could talk to him and Flan about plans for the upcoming week, anything to distract me from the disgust I felt toward the drunk behind me. 


I could feel Mark's stare on my back as he took me in, now that I was wet and he could see most of my body through my now transparent cover up. He wanted me, that was obvious and only one of us knew that would never happen. I gazed at Rhys with open adoration and a hint of a plea as he leaned down for a kiss before pulling me up on to the tube with him and into the protective circle of his arms. 

A guy whose name I vaguely remembered to be Aaron, began to talk to him about an upcoming football game and distracted his attention from me. I had ended up sideways in his lap with my head on his shoulder facing Mark which earned me more leering, and I could almost see his thought process changing. His intentions were rolling off of him in nearly visible waves as I realized that this wasn't going to end well and he wasn't going to give up until he'd had his way with me. 


We'll see about that, I glared back at him for a brief second before turning back to Flan to talk about going grocery shopping. I suddenly realized I was so grateful to have her there that I was going to have to buy her a really big gift and no matter what kind of fight she put up I was going to make her keep it.


Rhys absentmindedly squeezed me tighter almost as if he sensed something was off and then gazed down at me with open devotion and something else that I didn't immediately understand but as my heart warmed under his gaze my eyes locked on his I found that out of nowhere, I was fighting back three words I never thought I'd say to him. Panic took over and I tried to look away but I couldn't, my heart felt like it was pounding out a million beats per second, he noticed the change in my gaze and I watched as his brows came together in confusion and concern. 


“Baby what's wrong?”


I simply stared at him in shock, unable to speak. This couldn't be happening, how did I manage to fall in love with a human? But I knew in that moment that there was no turning back, I could never be away from him now. I heard a voice in my head mocking me “what did you expect? That's how it all works.” 


It was as though my entire universe had shifted in that moment and now he was the center of it, my sun, my moon, my whole world, I needed him like I needed to breathe. I felt my expression change as I tried to accept what I was feeling, and then terror gripped me. 


What if he didn't feel the same way? What if he was totally blissed out but not in love with me? My stomach turned over and for a second I thought I might be sick.

I realized that I had to get a grip on myself before I said or did something to really freak him out. 
“Sorry I just spaced there for a minute, I'm okay.” 


He seemed to relax a little, “Saydie you're not okay, you looked terrified and a little green, come on tell me what's up?” I thought fast to come up with a good lie.


“It's just...” I sighed as a thought came to me, “I was just thinking about some things Veronica said to me while you were asleep.”


“Like what?” he asked, raising an eyebrow and looking slightly wary.


“She called me the flavor of the week and basically said that you'd never stay with me because you don't stay with anybody for very long.” I looked down at the water feeling awful for lying to him, but also feeling panic-stricken at the thought of telling the truth.


“Veronica is just jealous, I've told you that. I'm yours Saydie,” He took a deep breath, “and honestly I'm not sure I could leave you if I wanted to at this point.”


I was helpless against the love that flowed through me at his words as I nodded and smiled just for him, I was in this for good now, no matter what happened, I could never let him go, demon or not I needed this to work more than anything else in the universe. 


I felt better as he smiled back and then pressed his lips to mine but this time it was different, not like the other times and I started to wonder just what it had been that I'd seen in his eyes as I found myself breathless and dizzy yet again. 


He put one hand on either side of my face and there it was again, that look I couldn't figure out and just before he opened his mouth to speak, like a light had turned on in my head, I understood what was coming and was flooded with exultation and relief-


“I love you Saydie.” He sounded almost as though he was trying to reassure me that I had nothing to worry about as long as I was with him. My heart swelled in my chest and my entire life seemed to come together in that moment. Veronica had been wrong and I had been right, Rhys wasn't going anywhere, he loved me and we belonged together.


“I love you too.” and as his lips found mine again I let go of the ledge of resistance that I'd been holding onto for so long and let myself sink into a pool of total happiness.


Later that night we packed the truck back up, moving slowly after stuffing ourselves with hamburgers, hot dogs and s'mores. We'd spent the rest of the day as close to one another as possible, either holding hands, wrapped in each other’s arms or gazing lovingly into each other’s eyes almost as if we were seeing each other in a new light. 


I decided to use the bathroom before we left, leaving Rhys talking to one of his buddies by the truck. On my way back out I saw that Mark was just coming out of the men’s room, I tried to walk away before he saw me but I was too late. I realized now that standing here in the dark so far away from others was probably a bad idea.


“Where's the fire Say-dee?” he exaggerated my name with deliberate mocking in his voice and I rolled my eyes at him, “You're drunk Mark, you should go find a ride so you can go home and get some sleep.” 


I started to walk away but he grabbed my arm, “You think you can just shake your ass at me and then walk away?” 

I looked him right in the eyes and answered “I haven't been shaking anything at you, now let me go before you regret it.”


“Before I regret it? What are you going to do kick my ass?”


“You have no idea what you're doing Mark, leave me alone”


“Fuck you bitch, I saw how you looked at me, just begging me to give it to you and now I'm going to.” 


I was trying my hardest to keep my temper under control and not lose it but then he pulled me closer to him, I could smell the beer on his breath and tried not to gag. It was a lot harder to handle this situation and try to remain calm at the same time. Then I got a bright idea. I turned my Charisma down as low as I could, hoping the creepy feeling would get him to back off but I figured out very quickly that he was too drunk for that and there was going to be no easy way out of this.


“I will give you to the count of three to get your hands off me and walk away Mark.” He laughed at me in his creepy, drunken way and suddenly his arm snaked out to land a back-handed slap across my face. 


“Or what? What are you going to do if I don't?” He asked mockingly.

I was so shocked that I didn't move an inch, I felt the anger flare in me and was suddenly out of control of myself, my eyes turned red and my teeth went sharp, I was going to kill him, there was no doubt in my mind, then, out of nowhere there was the whistling of air, the dull thud of bones hitting bones and he was laying on his back with Rhys standing over him flexing his fingers. 


“If you ever touch her again you'll wish I'd killed you.” he spat at Mark, disgust dripping from every word. I could only stare as Mark rolled over and his eyes flashed red for a brief second before changing back. My mouth fell open and I watched in silence as he got to his feet and stumbled away. Then those gold eyes were in front of me, the ones I loved so much and for a second I couldn't be sure I hadn't imagined everything that had just happened.


“Saydie are you hurt? Are you alright?” Honestly, I wasn't sure. What had just happened? Had Mark been influenced? Could a demon possibly be behind this?


“How did you get to me so fast?” I asked him.


“I didn't feel right about having you out here in the dark so I left Flan with the truck and came to wait for you. A little too late I guess. I'm so sorry.” I put my finger to his lips, “You don't have to be sorry, you didn't do anything wrong. Thank you so much for coming after me.” I wrapped my arms around him and just let him hold me for a while. In the back of my head I made a mental note to speak with my father the very first thing in the morning.


I woke up to the sun streaming in the window and Rhys's arm wrapped protectively around me, we had fallen asleep on top of the covers, fully dressed after talking more about what had happened with Mark and how it should be handled since he was Rhys's team mate.

I stretched carefully trying not to wake him up but he opened an eye and smiled at me. 


“Good morning beautiful.”


I smiled back, “I do believe this is the first time you've gotten to say that in person.”


“I guess it is.” he chuckled and leaned over for a kiss.


“So what's on your agenda today?” I asked, propping myself up on one elbow with my hand supporting my head.


He looked thoughtful for a moment as he went over his schedule for the day in his head, “I think I'm pretty much open all day, I took today off from Marlene's, wasn't sure how sunburned or hung over I might be after yesterday.” Then yesterday’s events came flooding back to me and I felt a wave of anger wash over me.


He noticed the change in my expression, “He won't hurt you again Say, I promise. Our coach won't be happy when he hears about how Mark acted and he might end up suspended from the team.” 


I shook my head, “I'm not worried about him hurting me, I never was, I just can't believe I put myself into that situation, I should have taken Flan with me.”


“You're such a brave girl, I've noticed that. Facing Veronica head on the way you did was extremely impressive by the way.”


I grinned, “She deserved what she got, being all snotty just because you're not into her anymore, what a pain in the ass.” He threw his head back and laughed at my assessment of her. 
“Wow when you dig in your claws you aim for the heart don't you?”


“Who me?” I tried to look innocent but he knew better.


I wandered downstairs while he took a shower and found Flan in the kitchen; she was staring out the window but not at anything in particular as far as I could tell. She jumped when she heard me and turned to me with a very disturbed look on her face.


“Everything ok?” I asked, opening the fridge to see what I could make Rhys for breakfast.


“Yeah just worried about a big test I have coming up.” I could tell that she was lying but figured I'd just let it go, she obviously had her reasons.


“Okay well do you want French toast?” 

She grinned at me as I held up eggs and thick sliced bread, “You know just how to take my mind off of my problems Saydie.” She turned to pull out a bowl and whisk for me from under the counter and didn't mention the test again.


While I was waiting for the skillet to warm up my phone rang, of course it was my mother wanting to know all about how my day out with the humans went. I told her all about it but when I got to the part about Mark and the red eyes she put me on hold while she shared the information with my dad. I had stepped out on the patio for this part closing the door behind me so that nobody else would hear me and wasn't surprised when it was my father who came back on the line, “Saydie are you absolutely sure his eyes turned red?”


“Yes dad I'm positive, he was being influenced by a demon, not that he needed much considering how drunk he was.” I added disgustedly.


“And you say he struck you?” I could tell that he was horrified at the thought of anyone laying a harmful hand on his daughter.


“Yes but I'm fine, you don't have to freak out or anything I can take care of myself, besides Rhys got to him before I did. Knocked him flat on his back, it was pretty impressive really.”


There was a stunned silence on the other end, “Dad?” I asked a little concerned about his lack of response.


“I'm sorry darling I was just thinking, I thought things had gone reasonably well...” he trailed off and now I was really concerned because he wasn't making sense.


“Dad I don't get it, things went well with what?”


“Well with Malcolm of course, I never would have expected something like this from him but if you anger an upper level, of course he sees himself as superior to any human-”

I interrupted, “You think Malcolm influenced Mark because he's mad that I won't marry him? What kind of kindergarteners are you surrounding yourself with dad?”


“Have some respect Saydie, he is my associate after all. I don't think it's the actual rejection of the proposal that upsets him, I do believe it could be your preference to a human over him. If Malcolm is feeling this threatened about him then there must be something very special about the boy, perhaps something that not even Rhys is aware of. Malcolm has done his homework though my dear, he’ll know what sets Rhys off now and I'm afraid that he'll prey on Rhys's devotion to you and use it to interfere in your relationship.” I was so stunned into silence that I nearly dropped the phone.


“Why? What could possibly be so special about Rhys that Malcolm would go to such extremes?” I finally asked. 


“Honestly, it could be as simple as the fact that he was able to win you over despite your aversion to too much human closeness. Malcolm is one of those who believe that we should stick to our own kind.”


“Then why is he trying to marry me, it's not exactly a secret that I'm not full demon.”


“Ah my child despite your mother’s side, being my offspring makes you more demon that you've probably ever considered, it's as close to me as you can get.” I could almost hear his smile through the phone and he was right, I hadn't considered it, I'd always thought of myself as half and half but even those who had been created still weren't as much demon as I was. I was born with it in my very being, physically passed on by the creator himself. It was like comparing an original painting to a print, you can make all the copies you want but there's nothing like having the real thing.


“That combined with your position in the hierarchy and the fact that you are female makes you the absolute most suitable demon for partnership and reproduction as far as he's concerned.”

I suddenly felt like we were discussing some kind of bizarre science project and not my personal life.


“Okay dad I get the point but how do we stop this? I couldn't have been more clear when I declined his proposal, what do I need to do to put a stop to all this?”


“Well let's not be too hasty with retaliation in the event that I am mistaken but I wonder...” He trailed off again and I didn't like the sound of it.


“You wonder what dad?”


“Well I wonder if I could meet him? I'd like to see for myself what is so special about the boy. Though I completely understand if you're not ready for him to meet your parents, I know you do struggle with the thought of having the paths of your human and demon lives cross.” Of course he understood that I wasn't ready yet and used it to make me feel guilty.


“You play a dirty game dad.” I sighed knowing there was no way out of this. “When do you want to meet him?”


“Any chance you'd be free today?” I was shocked into stunned silence again, my parents meeting him today? What would I tell him? I couldn't think of a reason to decline, Rhys said he had the whole day free and my dad would know if I lied and said we had plans though he'd never bring it up assuming I had my reasons for it.


I sighed again, “I'll ask him if he's up for it dad and call you back, will that work?”


“That would be lovely my dear I look forward to hearing back from you soon.”


Just then I heard a knock on the kitchen window and I looked back at Flan to see that she had finished the French toast for me, guilt washed over me and I saw that Rhys was already sitting at the table waiting for me to come back in. I hadn't realized that I'd been on the phone for so long. I held up a finger to let her know I'd be back in a minute.


“Alright, Flan is waiting on me to come eat breakfast so I’ll talk to him and call you when we're done.”


“Thank you darling I'll talk to you in a bit.” I hung up the phone, took a deep breath to compose myself and went back in the house with what I hoped was a normal expression on my face.

Chapter 8


I paced back and forth across the patio waiting for Rhys to come back, he had very helpfully purchased and started a prime rib on the rotisserie before he went home to change leaving Flan and I to work on the side dishes of baked potatoes, macaroni salad and corn on the cob. The salad was done and the potatoes and corn could be cooked after my parents arrived so all I had to do right now was pray that the evening went smoothly and that whatever (if anything) was special about Rhys wouldn't affect our relationship badly.


I jumped as the doorbell rang and nearly ran to open the door, barely pausing to collect myself I threw the door open and my breath caught in my throat. Rhys stood there in jeans and a dark polo shirt that set off his olive skin perfectly, he had even cut his hair and styled it into a messy faux hawk similar to something I'd recently seen on David Beckham, and I found that I liked it even better than when it had been longer.


“Wow you look...incredible.” I managed to get out as he smiled that absolutely beautiful smile at me.


“I was going to say the same thing to you.” he replied closing the door behind him and leaning in for a quick kiss. I had chosen a simple white sun dress with a red floral pattern, white shell jewelry and flip flops with pearlized geometric stones woven on to the straps.


I found that I couldn't quite stop moving, I was so nervous, he seemed to notice and put his hands on my shoulders, I relaxed immediately at his touch as I allowed my breathing to match the deep breaths that he was encouraging me to imitate. I had to admit I felt a little better as he led me back to the patio to check on the prime rib.


Right at 6 o'clock the doorbell rang again and as I walked at a more normal pace to answer the door I caught a glimpse of the sleek, black Maybach 57 S in the driveway. I smiled to myself; dad always did have expensive but impeccable taste. I plastered a smile on my face hoping the nerves wouldn't show through as I opened the door to welcome them in.


My mom looked stunning in a simple cream colored dress with a wide belt that accentuated her waistline.


“Oh sweetheart it's so wonderful to be here, your house looks beautiful as always.” my mother gushed, she has a more down home decorating style where mine is more modern but I was glad that she made the effort to understand and appreciate my taste. She kissed my cheek and then passed me off to my father dressed impressively but casually in a gray linen suit with a white shirt unbuttoned at the top. “Ah my girl let me look at you!” was all he said for a moment as he stepped back with his arms stretched toward me and looked me over, “You look very lovely my dear but if you could try to relax I could appreciate your beauty so much more.” he winked at me, “We're not going to bite him you know.” I rolled my eyes, he was such a smart ass sometimes.


“Please, just be nice, he means a lot to me okay?” I pleaded, I had no idea how this was going to go since I'd never had a boyfriend to introduce my parents to before.


“Of course darling, we'd never dream of anything otherwise.” My mother soothed me before I turned to see Flan just stepping out the patio with a large serving plate in her hand.


By the time we reached the sliding door Rhys was just removing the prime rib from the rotisserie and putting it on the plate that Flan had brought out. I went to stand beside him as he wiped his hands clean on a towel and smiled at my parents.


“Mister and Misses Mason, It's a pleasure to meet you, I'm Rhys Davis.” He shook my mother’s hand first and she seemed absolutely delighted with him as she looked him over. 

“It's so lovely to meet you Rhys.” she replied sweetly, clearly taken by him.


I was more wary of my father’s reaction and watched with a keen eye when Rhys turned and held his hand out for the very warm and friendly handshake my father gave him, lingering just long enough to extract the information he wanted while making Rhys feel comfortable and welcome at the same time. 

In less than 10 seconds I could see that my father had what he was looking for and I was going to have to suffer through the entire night before I could ask about it but he did look pleased which helped me relax a little as I headed into the house to grab the corn and potatoes while dad and Rhys made themselves comfortable at the table. 


My mother quickly followed me in to help shuck the corn, “Well my darling you certainly seem to have picked a winner, your father likes him immensely already.”


“You think so? He's not just being nice because I asked him to?” the worry on my face made my mother laugh, “He's perfectly charming dear, there's nothing not to like.” I glanced at the men out on the patio; they certainly seemed at ease with one another, chatting away like old friends. I relaxed a little more as my mother patted my arm, “You have nothing to worry about sweetheart.” I smiled at her, “Thanks mom.” and gave her a kiss on the cheek before heading out to put the corn on the grill while she put the potatoes in the oven to bake.


We all sat back from the table full from the dinner that was almost completely gone, it had all been cooked perfectly and tasted delicious. I smiled happily, very pleased that the night had gone better than I'd expected and saw Flan wink at me from the corner of my eye. I stood to clear the table and Rhys immediately stood to help, I smiled at him as we picked up the plates and headed into the kitchen, glancing out the window I noticed that my dad was talking to Flan about something that seemed very serious, maybe school or maybe she really did have a test coming up that she was worried about. Either way, I also noticed that the conversation was very short and she sat with a resigned look on her face. I would definitely be asking her about it later. 


As I loaded the dishwasher, Rhys washed the bigger dishes in the sink, “That was a really great dinner Say and your parents are awesome, I wish mine were more like that.” 

I smiled, “Speaking of which, when do I get to meet your parents?” 


He looked at me thoughtfully for a minute, “Well, I'm going home for Thanksgiving if you'd like to come with and your parents wouldn't mind.”


“I'm sure my mom could live without me home for Thanksgiving for one year, it would give her and my dad an excuse to take a trip or at least go out to a nice dinner instead of cooking.” I replied.


My mother had always been big on keeping human traditions, she loved to celebrate the holidays even after all the hundreds of years she'd been doing it and of course my father indulged her with traditional Thanksgiving and Easter dinners (Easter being ironic considering his position but it didn't seem to bother him) 4th of July barbecues usually at my house, elaborately decorated trees at Christmas, rare and priceless gifts and trips to Aspen to enjoy the snow.


We went back out hand in hand to join my parents and Flan again at the patio table, while I brought up Thanksgiving to my mother, Rhys and my father went back to chatting away over a couple Cuban cigars that my father had apparently brought with him. The evening was definitely a success as far as I was concerned and I relaxed in my chair, taking in the warm night air and the hint of cigar smoke that hung over the patio. 


“Of course I don't mind if you go home with Rhys this year darling, I've been trying to talk your father into a trip to the South of France and now you've provided an excellent opportunity, don't you think so dear?” 

My father smiled that loving smile that he reserved just for her, “Anything you'd like my dear.” I loved how everything was so easy between them, they almost never fought and if they did he always let her have her way, it made being around them very easy most of the time.


As the sun began to set on the horizon some of the solar lights around the yard came on and I stood to turn on the Chinese lanterns but when I turned to go back to my chair, my father had risen from his seat and seemed to be preparing to leave.


“You're going already?” I asked, disappointed, and both of my parents looked at me in surprise. 


It wasn't often that I spent a lot of time with them, not because I didn't want to, but because I lived my human life and being in my father’s presence for too long always had some adverse effect on me that took weeks to reverse but tonight I felt like I could hang out for just a while longer. Maybe it was the humanity of it all, just having my parents over to dinner to meet my new boyfriend, it was about as human as you could get and I found that I was extremely pleased to share it with them.


“I'm afraid so my dear, I have some paperwork I need to look over for my meeting tomorrow.” my father replied.


“You keep it up dad and you're going to work yourself into an early grave, maybe that trip to France is just what you need.” I winked at him and he smiled at the inside joke.


“You know me, I'm just an old workhorse. Don't trouble your mind with such things my sweet girl.” he kissed my cheek and wrapped his arms around me.


My mother gave Flan a hug and shook Rhys's hand; while she was doing this I noticed a very stern look cross my father’s face and that resigned look crossed Flans again. He gave her a warm hug before turning to once again exchange a warm handshake with Rhys. 

“It was lovely to meet you my boy, I see that you make my daughter very happy and sincerely hope that you should continue to do so for a long time.” Rhys smiled at him, “It was very nice to meet you sir, I hope to see you and your lovely wife again very soon.” I saw a faint blush cross my mother’s cheeks as she smiled at him, as far as she was concerned, he was a keeper. 


The three of us stood in the driveway, Rhys and I with an arm around each other, waving as my parents drove away. Rhys let out a low whistle and I knew what was coming, “Was that was I think it was?”


I laughed, “If you think it was a Maybach 57 S then yes that’s what you think it was.”


“Wow, now I see where you get it from.” he looked very impressed.


“Where I get what?”


“Your expensive taste.” 


“It rubs off I guess.” I smiled and led our small group back into the house to finish cleaning up from dinner.


Rhys was outside scrubbing the grill giving me a few minutes alone with Flan in the kitchen.


“I hope I'm not being nosy but you and my dad looked like you were having a pretty serious conversation, is everything alright?”


She smiled somewhat awkwardly and nodded, “Yeah, I'll tell you about it later when Rhys leaves.”


“You can't tell me while he's here?” I was confused.


“I'd just rather not.” she replied and I shrugged. 

“Okay.” was all I said before heading back outside to relax and watch Rhys working his way around my “Man's Kitchen” as he cleaned the grill.


A couple hours later Flan went up to her room leaving Rhys and I alone by the pool, it was a beautiful night out, the breeze was still warm and there wasn't a cloud in the sky. Sitting completely reclined with the lounge chairs as close as we could get them, we took turns pointing out constellations and swapping stories that we'd heard about each one.


“See Orion there?” I pointed and asked, he nodded, “I had someone tell me once that he reminded them of the little guy that was used as the symbol for their cell phone company.” He burst out laughing and I joined him but we were both silent after a minute or so and he stared up at the sky thoughtfully. 


“What are you thinking about?” I asked.


“I was just looking at Orion; I think your informant was right about it looking like the cell phone company guy.”


“I never said they were wrong, I just thought it was funny that they chose that comparison.” I smiled.


We were silent again for a while, just looking up at the beautiful night sky, Flan had turned the patio lights off on her way in so it seemed like we could see stars for miles.


“Do you ever wonder what else is out there?” Rhys asked suddenly and I turned to him, surprised at the question.


“Like what?” I was curious to know what he thought existed beyond human life forms.


“Well you know how you always hear stuff about aliens, or even creatures you read about in books or see on TV, witches, trolls, ogres, vampires, fairies, leprechauns and so on, do you think that they might actually exist? Something about looking at the stars always makes me wonder just what else could possibly be out there, I mean people have been writing about this stuff for years, is it possible that there might be some truth to it but we're so desensitized to fairy tales that we just write it off as fiction? I know it sounds a little farfetched but I just wondered what you thought.”


I sat in stunned silence for a moment, shocked that he'd even considered that mythical creatures actually existed. 

“Well what you're suggesting does make sense and I think that you're right about being desensitized to fairy tales, the ideas had to come from somewhere so why couldn't it be possible? Ideas have become so wildly popular but it seems unlikely that they became so popular simply because someone thought up a creature and put a good spin on it. I think there are some creatures that are so farfetched that they could only have existed at some point in time for people to believe in them.”


“I agree with that last part, for me I think it's vampires that blow my mind the most, the concept seems so beyond comprehension that they absolutely had to have existed for people to come up with some of the tales you still hear and read about.”


Out of curiosity, I carefully chose my words before phrasing my next question, “How do you think you would feel if you found out that those creatures really did exist?”


He sat thoughtfully for a moment and rubbed his chin, “Well if it was something that I had grown up with I think I would be more accepting of it than I would be if you told me that they existed now that I'm an adult, I think that it's just easier for children to accept such things because they have such active imaginations as it is. I think that once I adjusted I might be alright with it though.”


I let out a breath that I didn't realize that I'd been holding and smiled at him.


“What about you, do you think you'd accept it if someone said 'Hey witches, aliens and vampires do exist.' or would you have a hard time with it?” He looked at me with curious eyes.


“I guess I've always been a bit of a believer of magic in the world and so while I think I may be surprised about their actual existence I think I'd be fine with it.” It was a reasonable lie. 
In all reality some of those creatures actually did exist right among people just like demons and nobody was the wiser. Witches have been around for centuries but they have evolved just like everyone else, they blend in and do their gathering in secret.


He accepted my response with a nod and then turned his eyes back to the sky. For a moment I wondered if he suspected something but I told myself that it wasn't possible. He took my hand and I turned my head to smile at him, he smiled back lovingly.


“I love how smart you are and how open you are to things, a lot of girls I know are so narrow-minded, it's almost impossible to talk to them about anything interesting. I like to be able to share my ideas with you and know that you're not going to laugh at me.”


“I would never laugh at you, I think it's interesting that you have views on the world unlike other peoples. It's good to have imagination and an open mind. It makes a lot of things much easier to accept, even the simplest things in life.” I knew he wouldn't understand the hidden meaning in my words but he nodded with a pleased expression.


“That’s what I mean, I feel like I can just talk to you about anything and you'll talk to me about it without making fun of me.”


“I just love you that much I guess.” I laughed and he joined me before leaning over for a kiss that deepened, filled with a passion that I thought would push me over the edge. I felt his strong arms pulling me onto the lounge chair with him, he pulled me closer and that feeling like I couldn't get close enough to him was wildly out of control. It took everything I had to pull my lips away from his and rest my head on his chest, I could hear the accelerated beating of his heart and continued to listen as it returned to a more normal pace.


“I love you too.” he said placing a kiss on top of my head as I smiled into his shirt.


It was the next morning before I got a chance to talk to Flan, Rhys had stayed the night with me, sleeping again, on top of the covers with a blanket to make me feel more comfortable even though I insisted that it wasn't necessary. When I opened my eyes and reached for him I found that he was gone but my phone was sitting on his pillow, I slid it open to find the expected text message that he sent every morning when he didn't wake up by my side. “Good morning beautiful. Sorry I couldn't stay, classes today, shoot me an e-mail when you wake up or stop by Marlene's after 3 if you want to. Talk to you soon. Love you, R.” I smiled at his attentiveness and consideration to make sure that I started every day with a message from him.


I remembered that I needed to talk to Flan and I was about to climb out of bed to go find her when I heard her knock at the door, I sat up and called to her to, “Come in!” she opened the door with a smile and came to sit on the bed with me. I noticed that she looked the slightest bit nervous and wondered what that was about.


“Saydie, I need to talk to you about something and I need you to promise that you'll hear me out completely before you make a judgment okay?” Now I was confused and curious but nodded my agreement.


She took a deep breath and looked down at the comforter. “When I met you I wasn't completely honest about my situation, I figured at the time that there were things that you were better off not knowing, but the longer we've lived together the more I feel like I need to tell you what you don't know. Let me just start by saying that you are the very best friend that I've ever had and I absolutely love living with you, you took me in when I was going through hard times and it was like a miracle, you were the answer to my prayers.” She paused for a moment and while I was still confused, I nodded to her to continue.


She looked me right in the eye, “Saydie, I know what you are, I always have and like I said I've been debating on whether or not it was the right time to tell you what I am, your dad knew immediately and told me that it was the right time to tell you, that you need my support and honesty and even if you didn't accept me right away you would eventually.”


I stared at her with my mouth hanging open for a moment while I collected my thoughts.


“Then what exactly are you and what exactly do you think I am?” I asked suspiciously, I couldn't see this conversation going anywhere good.


“You're a demon, of course, or rather a half-demon, I knew that the first time I laid eyes on you, I'm a seer...” That makes sense I thought as she took another deep breath, “and I'm also a witch.” She stared at me expectantly as if she thought I was going to yell at her or something. I mulled this information over for a moment and found that I was surprisingly alright with it. I'd always known there was something different about her and it didn't surprise me all that much that this was it.


“Okay then if you're a witch then why didn't I ever sense you?” my thoughts were still a jumble in my head and I realized how dumb the question was the minute it left my lips. It was now her turn to stare at me in disbelief, “Really Saydie? I'm not evil.” The word “Duh!” jumped out at me from her words, of course she wasn't evil, that much was obvious in every aspect of her life. I sat back against the headboard with a small “Huh.” while she looked at me, waiting for another response. 


Seers are people who can recognize half demons or disguised demons for what they are, those who live more human lives will appear to be more human but we're still recognizable to those who can identify us. The fact that she was a witch just added to the explanation as things started to make sense. 


“You said you always knew, which means you knew when I asked you to come live with me, did you see me coming?” In my head I pictured her surrounded by bottles of random insect parts, looking into a bubbling cauldron with a bright fire underneath, a foggy looking substance pouring out of the top and seeing me in the liquid once the fog had cleared. I realized then that I had a seriously warped view of witches and how they worked, despite knowing that they existed for the last couple centuries.


She nodded but didn't speak, she was unsure if I was going in a positive direction or not. 
“But why are you always so neutral to my Charisma? And why would you want to live with a demon anyway?” 


She finally smiled and answered, “I'm neutral to it because I cast a spell, when you came into the library I saw what you were going to offer me as soon as you made up your mind to do it, like I said before it was like a miracle, here I was freaking out over what I was going to do and then you walk in and I suddenly see that you and I would be great friends, all I had to do was get your attention and you would do the rest. 

So I cast the spell and blocked the information from you, not knowing how well you would handle it, you look so much more human than demon even considering who you are and I couldn't get an accurate vision about whether or not you would accept my magic so I decided to hide it until it was time to share it with you.” So she had visions, that explained a lot.

“And my dad just told you that it was time? And how is it that you never freaked out around him, knowing who and what he is?” she laughed, “He looks about as human as you do Say, I think your mother keeps him pretty balanced, you know I can see something in her too, I know she's not a demon but the gift that she's been given gives her a kind of glow.” I raised an eyebrow; that was interesting information to have, “Can you see other humans who have been given gifts by demons?”


“Sometimes. That guy in the library, the day we met, was lit up like a beacon, it's more noticeable the closer the time is to when the gift was given and particularly so when the gift is life. Your mom has been around for a while so her glow has dulled a bit but it's still definitely there.” Now I was intrigued, I'd never met a Seer before and I found that I was full of questions.


“The reason why it was time for me to share these things with you is because things with Malcolm are going to get worse, your dad knew that I would be more help to you if I could use my power around you freely. I've also been getting glimpses of what's going to happen and while he warned me not to tell you too much I think it’s safe to say that you're going to need a plan.”


I stared at her again and nodded silently while I went over the information in my head, this was definitely a lot to wake up to, I'd gone from my happy bubble of waking up to a message from Rhys to suddenly finding a way to make a demon back off, which suddenly gave me a terrible thought.


“If it's going to be so bad that I need your help then what's going to happen to Rhys, or can you tell me that?”


“I can cast a spell to protect him from general harm and demon influence but If somehow he ends up face to face with Malcolm I can only protect him so much. I wish I could tell you more but I can't.”


“Do you see him coming face to face with Malcolm?” I demanded but she stared back at me with a tortured expression, I sighed, “You can't tell me that. Why is that by the way? Or do I already know?”


She smiled “I can't tell you anything that may change the way things are supposed to happen.” I guessed that made sense even though the answer sucked.


I guess I should have expected something to go wrong just when my life seemed like it was all coming together, there was always a kink somewhere. I sighed and slid back down on my pillows going over ideas in my head. Flan laid next to me and took my hand in hers, despite her supernatural side she was still my best friend and a genuinely good person so if we were doing this together then I wanted her as close to me as possible.

But what was I going to do about Rhys?

Chapter 9

“I think that you should just come out and tell him, it would be the easiest way.”


“And what if he's not okay with that? What do I do when he runs away screaming Flan?”

We were having a heated argument about telling Rhys that I was a demon, I was starting to wonder if I was wrong about it being so great that she knew my secret and that we could talk freely about it.


“I'm not ready to tell him yet and I'm not going to unless I absolutely have to.” I said firmly crossing my arms over my chest, “End of conversation.”


“Fine don't tell him, let him find out on his own and see how well he takes it then.” she retorted clearly miffed that I wasn't taking her advice but I wasn't going to budge on this one, this wasn't a bombshell that I could just drop on him and expect it all to be alright.


“Fine I won't. And don't be pissy about it, I just can't tell him until I'm ready, or at least until I feel that he's ready.”


“Fine.” she looked so childish that I couldn't help but laugh.


“And don't you go telling him either.” I narrowed my eyes at her and she feigned innocence.


“I would never!” I had to laugh at her appalled expression and rolled my eyes at her.

I walked around the bar and went to sit on a stool in front of my laptop where I'd been e-mailing Rhys before getting into the argument with Flan while I was up to get a drink.


“All I'm asking is that you think about it?” she said stubbornly.


“And I will think about it but for now I'm not telling him, I've never had a relationship Flan, and I'm well aware that I'm extremely lucky to have such a good one, I'm not ready to blow it all to pieces just yet alright?” She nodded and finally dropped it.


I turned to the computer to see that he had signed off. I'd missed the last 20 minutes of his class and now he was headed to work. I jumped up, picked up the laptop and headed toward my room so I could get ready to go see him at Marlene's.


Twenty minutes later I was in my car racing to the coffee shop, I'd pushed the conversation with Flan out of my head and had every intention of just enjoying a nice afternoon coffee while he worked and I watched. The first thing I saw when I pulled up to the curb was a head of red hair just inside the front window. Veronica and a bunch of Rhys's friends were gathered at the table, a few of the guys waved at me as I walked in and I waved back with a smile. When I turned toward the counter I saw that Rhys already had a drink made for me and was just waiting for me to come get it.


As I reached for it he pulled the drink away, “Wait, you have to pay for it first.” I frowned at him as I pulled out my wallet, like that wasn't obvious.


“Not with money.” he said and I looked at him quizzically. He leaned over the counter and puckered up. I couldn't hold back the smile as I leaned forward and kissed his lips softly.


“I missed you.” he said.


“I missed you too, sorry about bailing on you earlier, Flan started talking to me and I was distracted.”


“Don't worry about it, no harm done.” He smiled and slid my drink toward me before coming out from behind the counter to lead me to a table. 


Everybody in the shop seemed to be served for the moment so he had a few minutes to visit with me. He pulled out my chair for me before sitting on the other side of the table.

Before he had even opened his mouth we were both startled to find that Veronica had come to stand behind him with her hand on his shoulder, she completely ignored me.


“Hey Rhys some of the guys were talking about a trip to Vegas, you should come.” I noticed the way she specifically pointed out that he should come, conveniently leaving me out, but before I could ponder or comment on it I realized that she was rubbing her hands over his shoulders in a very seductive way and I stared in shock. Rhys reached up to push her hands away from him.


“Sure, we'll talk about it and let them know, I’m not going if Saydie doesn’t want to go.” He said with a hint of finality but she wasn't going to budge.


“Well don't take too long to make up your mind; they want to go while flights are still reasonably priced.” She put her arms around him, rubbing her hands down his chest, he was so shocked he didn't even move but I was ready to jump over the table and throttle her.


“It should be a really good time; maybe I can show you some of my new moves.” Her lips were so close to his ear and I thought I saw her lick him? Just as he tried to push her away, she looked up at me and her eyes flashed red as she gave me an evil smile. I jumped up out of my seat blazing with anger just a second before Rhys did, he pushing her away and I pushing the table away. 


“What the f-” my profanity stopped short when he grabbed me around the waist as I lunged at her. 


“Touch him again and I'll kill you!” I hissed at her, I knew she was being influenced but I didn't care, she'd been pushing her luck for too long and this was something she'd probably do anyway.


Rhys stared at me in shock at my declaration as I fumed at Veronica, so much that he completely loosened his grip on me. 


“Rhys and I belong together.” Veronica snarled at me, looking me up and down as if I was something disgusting to look at. I stepped right up in her face before I spoke and Rhys was very close by my side with a hand on my arm.


“Keep it up Veronica and I will bury you. I will put you so far into the ground that nobody will ever have a prayer of finding your body, do you understand me?” Rhys's mouth dropped open and Veronica stared at me for a moment before turning on her heel with a huff and nearly stomping out of the door. Clearly she didn't take my threat seriously but it felt good to finally say something, influenced or not.


A thunderous round of applause arose from the table by the window, they all stood up and came to surround Rhys and I, clapping me on the back and shaking my hand. There was a chorus of “It's about time!” and “Way to go Saydie!” I felt the blush spread across my cheeks and smiled, Rhys looked at me as if he was searching for something on my face as I pressed my lips to his. 


“She deserved it.” I told him firmly.


“I just can't believe you actually said that you would kill her.” Oh Rhys, if you only knew that I actually could. I thought grimly.

“I guess it was a little extreme but it just came out before I'd even thought about it.” I said sheepishly. “I'm sorry.”


“Don't apologize to me, you seem to be a hero.” he laughed and I smiled, enjoying being the center of attention for once.


A guy I remembered from the river to be named Aaron touched my shoulder, “Hey Saydie you guys totally have to come on the trip to Vegas, hell we can leave Veronica here, or let her come so you can kick her ass. What happens in Vegas right?” he smiled and winked at me before walking in the opposite direction.


I looked up at Rhys, “So what do you think? Are we going to Vegas?”


“Do you think we should invite Flan?” he asked me and I nodded immediately.


“It wouldn't be the same without her.” I grinned up at him. “I'm going to go home and tell her about it alright?” I needed to talk to her about what had just happened anyway.


He kissed me one more time before I got in my car and left with the promise that he'd be by after work.


I pulled into the driveway and ran into the house, not bothering to go at a human speed, “Flan! Where are you?” I hollered and she rushed down the stairs.


“Saydie what's wrong? You're back already? Did something happen?” She looked like she was going to panic and I held up a hand to calm her down.


“Everything is alright, I just had a little run in with Veronica at the shop thanks to Malcolm.” 


Her shoulders relaxed and she sighed, “Already?” I nodded. “He's not wasting any time is he?” she said more to herself than to me.


“You should have seen what she was doing Flan, it was sick, rubbing herself all over him like she owned him, it was everything I could do not to fly across the table and kick her ass.”


“I'm surprised you didn't, what the hell was wrong with her?”


“She was being influenced; even she's not that brave, not in front of me anyway.” 

A look of understanding crossed her face, “Still that was pretty bold, what did you do?”


I smiled, “I told her I'd bury her if she ever touched him again.” 


Flan laughed, “I'd have done the same thing.”


“Well, it got us all invited on a trip to Vegas in a month or so, I told Rhys I'd go if you did.” I raised an eyebrow at her and waited for a response.


“Sure, why not, clearly you need a chaperon to keep you under control anyway.” She winked and I laughed.


“Guess what this means? We get to go...”


“SHOPPING!” We yelled together excitedly as we hugged and laughed like kids going to Disneyland for the first time.


Rhys showed up as planned after he closed the shop, I warmed him up a plate of leftover spaghetti that Flan and I had made for dinner and sat with him at the bar while he ate.


“You made quite an impression today you know.” he said with his mouth half full of food and I smiled at him.


“I don't think I did anything more than anyone else would do if someone else was all up on the person they loved.”


“I have to admit that it was kind of hot seeing you get all worked up like that.” he winked and shoved another fork full of spaghetti into his mouth.


When he had swallowed he turned to me very seriously and I started feeling worried. “I actually wanted to ask you about something. When you jumped out of your seat, I thought I saw your eyes turn red, that was why I grabbed you and held you back.” I stared at him Oh Shit! I thought, I hadn't even noticed.


“I don't know why you would have seen that.” I lied, praying he would just drop it.


“Maybe your eyes just change color with your mood, it happens.” he looked at me expectantly, waiting for a logical explanation.


“Yeah, maybe that's what happened.”


“Saydie I think there's something you're not telling me.” my heart was pounding in my chest, what did I tell him now?


“I don't know what else to say.” I swallowed hard and looked down at the floor.


“Fine, then I’ll say it, I think you're a bit of a hot head when it comes to Veronica, you should have seen how fierce you looked.” Suddenly he laughed and I relaxed a little bit. 

“I've never seen anyone react the way you did, like a lion ready to spring. You love me more than I deserve.” 


I felt relief wash over me as I finally relaxed some more and smiled up at him, “You deserve to be loved so much more than anyone could ever love another person.”


“I deserve to be loved only as much as you can love me. I don't need anything more than that.” he smiled and pressed his lips to mine.


He finished his dinner, put his dishes in the dishwasher and pulled me to him with a serious look, “You know you don't need to be jealous, you're everything to me, Veronica is just water under the bridge.” Despite the fact that I’d never doubted what he was telling me, I felt a little more secure in my confidence now that he'd said it out loud.


“Promise?” I asked and he leaned down so that his lips were millimeters from mine.


“I promise.” he whispered before our lips came together.


The trip to Vegas came all too soon and suddenly it was four thirty in the morning on the day we had to leave. I was still sitting in my bed when Flan came shuffling in, rubbing her eyes.


“It's way too early for this crap, why did I agree to this again?” she asked as she fell onto my bed.


“Because it's Vegas and it'll be fun after we get some sleep.” I laughed and she looked at me like I was full of crap. 


“You'd better hope so.” she grumbled, pushing herself back up and heading for her room.

I dragged myself out of bed and stumbled for the shower, grabbing things I'd need from my already packed suitcase. 


I felt better once I was clean and dressed; suddenly I found that I was even excited. Rhys and Aaron would be showing up soon to pick us up so I hurried and packed the little bit that I still needed and hauled my suitcase down the stairs. Right on time at six I saw headlights flash across the living room windows and Flan and I headed outside to put our suitcases in the back of Aaron's Chevy Avalanche before climbing in the back seat.


Traffic on the freeway was terrible with all the morning rush hour traffic but we still made it on time and got checked in fifteen minutes before check-in was over. Then, to all of our horror, security seemed endless with person after person weaving around poles with straps sectioning off the maze that they called a line, but we chatted happily while slowly inching our way to the front of the line and it wasn't as bad as it had looked.


Once we had all stripped down to just shirts, pants and socks and put our belongings in the bins to go through the x-ray machine, we took our turns going through the metal detector.


“Will the person who owns this backpack please come back through?” someone suddenly called and I whipped around to look at him. Of course it was my bag, I went back through the metal detector to where he was standing with my backpack.


“You have fluid in your suitcase miss, we need you to remove it.” I had to come all the way back because of liquids? I shrugged and pulled my small bottle of lotion out of a side pocket before they put it back through the x-ray machine. This time I passed through the detector and to the end of the x-ray machine without a problem, pulling on my shoes and jacket before hefting the backpack onto my back and heading for our gate.


We picked up some motion sickness pills for Flan, grabbed snacks and drinks, made one last trip to the bathroom and then settled ourselves in to wait to board. Slowly most of the football team and their cheerleaders wandered to the gate to sit with us, our group seemed to be the majority of the crowd waiting to board.


I saw Veronica and a couple of her groupies sit at the far end of the waiting area, very carefully not looking at us.


“Gonna be a killer trip huh Rhys?” Aaron asked, clearly excited and ready to go. Rhys smiled and nodded, “Should be a pretty good time.”


I smiled up at him just as he smiled down at me, “Any trip is a good time with you.” I told him and he leaned down to kiss me gently. I heard a loud throat clearing sound coming from the area where Veronica was sitting and rolled my eyes, Get over yourself I thought.


Just then Flan pulled at my elbow and led me toward a bathroom intended for families, once we were inside she locked the door behind us.


“You need a bathroom buddy?” I asked and she looked at me with an almost severe look on her face, “I've seen trouble on this trip, Malcolm has a few tricks up his sleeve. Try to stay by Rhys's side as often as possible and things should be alright.” I groaned, of course this couldn't just be a fun trip.


“Okay fine I'll do my best to keep him with me at all times.” I assured her and reached for the doorknob, pushing the door open just as Veronica was reaching for it. She glared at me with unconcealed hatred as I walked past her and smiled.


“Especially keep an eye on her.” Flan hissed in my ear and I nodded. As we got back to our seats they were just starting to let people board the plane, Rhys, Flan and I were among the first to board, taking our seats together in the same row. I breathed a sigh of relief when we found that Veronica was sitting quite a few rows back, “Is she driving you crazy yet?” Rhys asked with a smile.


“Does she ever not?” I responded.


“You know you have nothing to worry about right?” he looked at me seriously, staring into my eyes.


“Of course I do, I've never doubted that for a minute.” I assured him, taking his hand. The plane was completely boarded in about 20 minutes, I pulled my mp3 player out of my backpack, ready to put on my headphones and relax the whole way but I should have guessed that it wouldn't be that easy. Since our group seemed to take up most of the plane it was more like one big party. People were loud and talkative, shouting at one another across the plane, at one point there was even a beach ball floating around, bouncing from person to person, everyone seemed to be laughing and having a great time once the plane was in the air.


There was music coming from somewhere and things got even more rowdy when the stewards came through with drinks, there seemed to be an alcoholic beverage in the hand of every person in my line of vision. I did manage to relax and just enjoy hanging out with friends, holding Rhys's hand and chatting away with him and Flan about their homework, upcoming football games and who they did and didn't know on the flight.

Chapter 10

The flight went relatively quickly considering the company and entertainment provided and by ten thirty in the morning we were on the ground and stepping off the plane into McCarran airport. All of us quickly shed our jackets as we began sweating in them almost immediately. It was a gorgeous day, 85 degrees and not a cloud in the sky, I couldn't wait to get out of my jeans and into some shorts.


After grabbing our luggage we went outside to get a taxi, I noticed lines of limousines waiting to whisk people away and thought it would be more fun than piling on a shuttle with a bunch of people we didn't know or squeezing into a taxi. 


So I went to the nearest limousine rental booth and slapped my black American Express card on the counter, the woman behind it recognized the card, only given to the most elite customers, and quickly processed the rental fee. Within minutes the three of us were relaxing in comfort as the stretch hummer pulled away from the curb and headed for The Luxor hotel.

The line to check in was ridiculously long for the time of day, check-in wasn't even until three in the afternoon and there were so many people waiting already. I wondered if we'd have to have them store our baggage until later but then paid attention as other guests walked away from the counter with room keys in hand.


After about forty five minutes of winding through the maze of people waiting to check in, we had finally arrived at the front of the line, received our room information and were headed toward the elevator with room keys in hand. When we arrived on the fifteenth floor we found that a lot of others in the group were also on the same floor, checking out each other’s rooms and getting settled in their own.


Rhys, Flan and I were sharing a two bedroom suite complete with its own living room and we were all pleased with it when I opened the door. We put our stuff down in our respective rooms and I was quick to change into shorts and a tank top as Rhys pulled on a pair of shorts himself. Flan met us back in the living room after changing into a skort that was just short enough in all the right places, showing off her fabulous legs. I swelled with pride that she’d finally broken away from her norm but before I could gush over it, there were more important matters at hand.

“You guys down for Hooters wings?” Rhys asked and Flan and I grinned at each other excitedly and nodded. We both appreciated good wings and Hooters was definitely one of our favorite wing joints.


We walked about half a mile to get to the local Hooters hotel and restaurant, stood in line for about half and hour and were finally seated at a high table that overlooked the pool. Once we had stuffed ourselves with about a dozen hot wings each, Flan and I decided to go lounge by the pool at our own hotel for a while and Rhys was going to hang out with some of the guys and maybe do some sightseeing.


The pool was fairly deserted considering the heat, not many were people in it and even fewer were lounging around it but that was fine with me. Flan and I got settled into our lounge chairs with sunglasses and bottled water we'd picked up at their twenty four hour store.


“This was a great idea Say, what a way to unwind.” I smiled over at her as she covered herself with sunscreen.


“We should do this more often, just us. Or maybe one of these days you'll find yourself a boyfriend and we can double.”


She smiled sheepishly, “Actually, I'd be more likely to find myself a girlfriend before a boyfriend.”


I raised an eyebrow at her in surprise, “Look at you holding out on me, I didn't know you were into girls.” 


She grinned back at me, “Now you know.”


“I guess you really don't know people until you get to know them.” I said and she looked confused but didn't say anything as we settled back into our chairs to soak up the sun.


After about an hour and a half Flan suddenly sat bolt upright, taking in a deep, gasping breath. I sprang from my seat, “What's wrong?” I demanded.


“It's Rhys, we need to get upstairs now!” She looked panicked as she jumped up and ran toward the door of the hotel. We sprinted through the lobby and the casino dodging people on our way to the right elevator, once we were inside it seemed to take forever to get to our floor.


Flan took my hand, “Now Saydie you are going to need to keep your cool, I know it's not going to be easy but I can't let you out of this elevator unless you promise me you're not going to go all demon on his ass.”


“Demon on his....wait this has something to do with Malcolm doesn't it?” I was suddenly enraged as she nodded.


“Promise me Saydie you're not going to lose it in a hotel in the middle of Las Vegas.” she said very specifically as if to remind me of where I was.


I nodded, “I will do everything I can to protect Rhys without turning.”


She looked unsure and I thought I heard her mumble something along the lines of, “You might want to turn on him once you see what he's doing...” as the doors opened and I sprinted out toward our room. I had the plastic key card out of my pocket and in the door in less than a second, nearly pulling it off of the hinges as I threw it open.


There was a gasp behind me as I turned on the light to find Rhys in a chair off to the side of the living room, bare chested with Veronica dressed in only her bra and panties straddling him and their lips locked together. Does this bitch ever give up? I thought as he looked at me with an evil smile and his eyes glowing red. His hands were on her hips and I got the feeling that we'd arrived just in time to prevent something that I may not have been able to forgive, demon influence or not.


Faster than I'd ever moved before, I crossed the room to grab her by her hair and pull her off of him, she slammed into the couch across the room and one look into her eyes told me that she was acting completely of her own will.

I'd had enough.


My eyes went red as my temper flared, I wasn't sure that I was going to be able to keep myself under control, “I told you that I'd kill you if you ever touched him again.” I raged at her.


“Except that you'd never actually do it.” She replied maliciously and my anger flared even more as I took a step toward her.


“Saydie you promised...” Flan warned me.


“You didn't tell me that he'd be in here with her Flan!” I managed to choke out without turning to look at her, taking another step toward Veronica.


“I know I didn't and this is why, you need to calm down before you do something you’ll regret.”

I knew she was right and I took a deep breath, turning away from Veronica to go deal with Rhys instead.


Seeming to take my moment to calm myself as weakness, Veronica decided to push her luck even further, “I told you he wanted to be with me.” she said nastily and that was all I needed to lose my temper. In less than a millisecond I whirled back around to face her, my fist clenched tight just before it came in contact with her nose. Blood started to pour from her face and she and Flan both stared at me in disbelief.


I stood there staring at her not sure I believed what I'd just done, had I really just hit her? I'd never punched anyone before, but since I'd met Rhys all of my emotions seemed to be harder to control and for the first time I was actually bothered by it.


Finally I calmed down enough to speak, “Get out of here Veronica, don't make me tell you again.” The threat in my voice wasn't concealed at all. She nodded, grabbed her clothes and hurried from the room without even putting them on.


I turned to Rhys and he was still grinning at me with blazing red eyes, sitting in his chair like he was king of the world. 

“What's wrong baby? Afraid of a little competition?” he moved his hips in a movement that looked like he was having sex with someone sitting on top of him, with his hands on an invisible waist. My stomach churned for a moment and it took everything I had not to punch him too.


“You think you can mess with me with no repercussions? That you can influence my boyfriend and make him sleep with other women to break us up?” I said savagely, then my voice changed, I sounded more like a demon, more powerful. 

“Are you forgetting who I am Malcolm? Whose life do you think you're messing with exactly?” I demanded and Flan touched my arm, reminding me to calm down before I went over the edge.


“Who's being influenced? This is all me baby, come and get me.” he replied evilly and Flan grabbed me as I stepped forward, absolutely livid. But then I stopped short as a determined look came across his face for a moment and he said hoarsely, “Saydie, help me.” Then the look was gone and replaced once again by the evil sneer.


I took a step back, “Flan he's fighting it.” I said in amazement, forgetting for a moment that Rhys was possessed by a demon that I despised.


“Yes, yes he's fighting it now make it stop before he can't fight anymore!” She urged insistently and I came back to my senses.

I stepped closer until I was nearly face to face with him, putting one hand on either arm of his chair. I felt my eyes turn red and tasted the venom on my tongue as I crouched so that I was at eye level with him.


My mind whirled, grasping for the right words, and my heart raced as I spoke very softly but clearly through my clenched teeth.


“As the descendant of the demon Lucifer, the almighty ruler of hell, I demand that you leave this man and never return.” For a moment Rhys began to shake uncontrollably and his eyes rolled back into his head as I reached for his hand, then without warning, his eyes went blank before closing and his head fell to his chest. 


Flan and I both stepped back and watched in horror as the demon spirit left Rhys's body and faded into nothingness.


“Oh God!” I exclaimed as I moved to Rhys's side and knelt in front of him, when he'd said it was all him Malcolm had been referring to himself.


“Flan, put every spell on him that you can think of to prevent this from happening again.” I directed her without taking my eyes off of him. I gently tapped his face with my open hand.


“Rhys? Rhys baby please wake up.” he didn't move and I was starting to panic. 


“Maybe we should just give him a minute.” Flan suggested, “Possession can be physically exhausting for a human.”


“So you think he was possessed too? Do you think it worked? Is it over?” I asked frantically, desperate for answers.


“If that wasn't a possession then I give up the witch-hood but yes I think it worked and I'm pretty sure it’s over.” she replied looking grim. “Good job Say. Your first exorcism.” She didn't say it in a praising way, more like she was disappointed and I looked up at her.


“Don't feel bad for not seeing this sooner, none of this is your fault.” I said firmly, she nodded but it wasn't very convincing.


I returned my thoughts to the situation at hand, What the hell am I supposed to tell him just happened? I suddenly thought causing me to panic even more and Flan came to put a comforting hand on my shoulder.


“Just try to calm down Saydie, this isn't your fault either, we'll figure it out together.” She said kindly and I tried to appreciate the sentiment but found that now I couldn't, I was too stressed out about what had just happened. 


Maybe he won't remember, I thought hopefully before guilt and anger washed over me again.


“Why does this have to happen to me? Why can't I just have a normal freaking life?” I shouted at nobody and brought my fist down on Rhys's knee in anger, suddenly his eyes flew open and he reached for his leg as a string of profanities came out of his mouth at the pain. 


“Oh my God, Rhys I'm so sorry!” I exclaimed torn with emotion. Still angry about the episode with Malcolm, feeling terrible that I'd hurt him so badly but relieved that he was awake now.


“What the hell Saydie?” He asked, clearly confused and in immense pain.


“I'm so sorry, I didn't realize...” I trailed off, I had hit him with more than human force, he was lucky I hadn't broken his leg and now the guilt was catching up with me.

He started to take in his surroundings, there was blood on the floor from Veronica's nose as she'd hurried from the room and she'd forgotten her flip flops next to his chair.


“What the hell happened here?” his gaze stopped on the shoes and he stared at them, I could almost see the wheels in his head turning as he tried to remember what had happened.


“Why don't you tell me?” I suggested, figuring it would be easier to wind my own story around what he remembered.


“I remember Veronica coming to the door, she asked if she could come in and talk, I thought she wanted to make amends for how she's been acting...” he trailed off, “Oh God Saydie...” I could see it all coming back to him as a flush of embarrassment spread across his face and he hung his head in shame. But he didn't seem to realize that he hadn't been acting of his own will and took it all on himself, I felt so bad knowing that I had to go on with it, at least for a while.


It wasn’t hard putting disappointment in my voice. “When we came up from the pool you were in this chair and she was straddling your lap kissing you.” 


He didn't even look like he wanted to deny it, “Saydie I'm so sorry, I don't know what happened, I don't want Veronica, I don't even know how that happened. I'm just so sorry.” He hung his head again and looked at the floor.


I turned away from him so that he wouldn't see the tears that were forming in my eyes, “Flan can I talk to you in the other room for a minute?” I asked as I walked toward her room without another look at Rhys.


“Of course.” She began to follow me and I heard her tell Rhys, “You stay put.”

She came through the door and locked it behind her as I sat on the bed, everything seemed to catch up with me, the tears burned my eyes, spilling over onto my face, running down my cheeks to land on my shirt and suddenly all I could do was cry. I laid down and cried with deep, gut wrenching sobs, holding the pillow over my face so Rhys couldn't hear me.


I began to question if I could really do this, if it was worth it for both of us despite and because of the fact that he didn't know what he was up against. The odds we faced were ridiculous and I didn't even know if he could ever accept me for what I was. I loved him so much that I didn't think I could leave him, but was it going to be worth it to stay? Would love, no matter how deep, how strong or how eternal it was, really be enough?


I felt the bed move and heard the sound of springs squeaking as she climbed on it with me and then wrapped an arm around me.


“I know it's hard right now but he's worth it Saydie I promise. You got yourself a winner.” She squeezed me gently in a one armed, backwards hug.


“What have you seen Flan?” I rolled over to face her wary of the answer, but I had to know.


She sighed, “That the two of you are made for each other, so like I said, I know it's not easy but it will be worth it in the end I promise.”


“I really don't know if I can keep doing this. It's mentally straining, constantly having to worry about whether or not Malcolm is going to interfere or what trick Veronica is going to pull next.”


“Well I think you showed Veronica that you mean business and she'll probably keep her distance for a while.”


“Any chance you can keep her from being influenced too?” I asked hopefully.


“I'm already on it.” she smiled at me, “From now on if she pulls any more crap you'll know that it actually deserves a punch in the face.” I had to grin back at her, she was the best.


“You rock Flan.”


“Well I try.” she gave me a superior look and I couldn't hold back the laugh. I reached over and gave her a real hug.


“Thanks.” I said and she nodded in response.


“What do we do about them though? I can't let Rhys blame himself for this.” I asked sadly.


“I'll take care of it, we need to get them in the same room again though. What do you want the story to be?” 


I looked at her thoughtfully as I sat up, wiping the tears from my face. “We should probably tell them something close to the original story, there has to be some explanation for why I broke Veronica's nose.” she smiled at me.


“That's very true.” I couldn't help smiling back.


“What if we walked in on their little 'chat' just as Veronica was trying to kiss him and I pulled her off and punched her?” I suggested, it was pretty lame compared to what had really happened but still believable considering I had a handful of witnesses who were present for my previous warning for her to stay away from him.


“That could probably work, now we just have to figure out how to get her back in here.” she said thoughtfully.


“That's easy, make Rhys invite her back.” I replied.


“You think that she'll just come waltzing back in here after you broke her nose?”


“If she thinks that I'm not here she might but we need to hurry before she tells anyone a different story.” Flan nodded.


“You're right, let's go.” she said unlocking and opening the door. Rhys looked up as we came back into the room; he had a tortured expression on his face and radiated shame as I came closer to him.


“I need you to do something for me, if you do it without question and follow my instructions exactly I'll be able to forgive you and we can move on from this, okay?” I said hopefully and he just nodded silently looking perplexed but willing to do anything I asked.


“I want you to call Veronica and invite her back, tell her I'm not here or any other lie you have to in order to get her back in this room before she goes to the hospital, we're going to sit down and put an end to this once and for all.” I said firmly and once again he only nodded and pulled his phone from his pocket. 


“Veronica, it's me, look I really need to talk to you about what happened can you come back for just a minute?” I was surprised that he sounded so calm as he paused for her response. 
“No, she's not here, Flan took her to blow off some steam.” another pause, “Okay I'll see you in a few.” he looked up at me as he stuffed the phone back in his pocket. “She's coming.” I nodded and patted his arm.


“Thank you, we'll get this taken care of and everything will be fine.” I leaned down to kiss his forehead and he gave me a weak smile.


“Saydie, I really am sorry, I don't know what happened-” I interrupted him before he could go any further.


“I know, you don't have to explain yourself, I just want to move past this and get on with our lives.”


“How can you be so calm about all of this?” He asked, looking me over skeptically.


“Because I know you didn't mean to do it and we're going to take care of it.” I replied and he stood to stand in front of me.


“Saydie I think you're in shock or something, you're just not right about this.” he looked so worried.

“Would you prefer that I go all hellfire and brimstone on you?” I asked, not being able to resist the joke and fighting back a smile.


“If it makes you feel better, then yes.” He replied seriously.

“Just trust me I'm fine.” I said and heard footsteps coming down the hall, Flan grabbed my arm and pulled me into her bedroom and nodded to Rhys to go open the door.


“What are you going to do?” I whispered to her.


“I'll wait until they sit down and then put them in a kind of trance, alter their memory and then send her on her way.” she whispered back as we listened for their voices.


When we were sure that Veronica was in the room I saw Flan's lips move but didn't hear her saying anything for about five minutes, “Okay we can go out now.” she said and pulled open the door.


When I stepped out into the room Rhys and Veronica were sitting across from each other at the table, they both looked up at us blankly as we entered. The bruising was spreading quickly across Veronica's face and she looked like she had two black eyes forming. I felt sick as I looked at her for a moment but then reminded myself of what she had done willingly where Rhys had been out of control of his actions.


I turned to Flan, “Okay now what?” she held up a hand to silence me, again her lips were moving but no sound came out. Rhys and Veronica continued to stare at us with blank faces while we all waited for Flan to finish whatever she was doing.


Finally, she actually spoke, “Veronica, you called Rhys under the false pretense of wanting to talk to him, you encouraged him to allow you to come to his room because you knew that Saydie was down at the pool with Flannigan.” I hadn't been expecting her to talk about herself like she wasn't there but I didn't interrupt. “When you arrived Rhys kindly let you in and went to sit so that the two of you could talk, you took advantage of his position to sit in his lap and attempt to kiss him but he started to push you away just before you could. 

“Saydie and Flannigan came in the door and caught you in the act at the same moment and because she'd warned you before to stay away from Rhys before, Saydie took your actions as a betrayal which caused her to lose her temper. She pulled you off of his lap by your hair and punched you in the face breaking your nose.” She stopped and then turned to Rhys, I thought it sounded pretty good so far, I hadn't expected all of the detail either.


“Rhys, Veronica called you asking if she could come to your room and talk, you agreed wanting to be nice about it but had every intention of telling her to back off and leave you and Saydie alone. When she arrived you let her in and went to sit in this chair.” She motioned to the chair he'd been sitting in. “You were confused when she suddenly came toward you and sat in your lap, when she tried to kiss you, you began to push her away and protest just as Saydie and Flannigan came into the room. Saydie arrived just in time to see you try to push Veronica away and lost her temper with Veronica, pulling her by her hair to get her out of your lap before punching her in the face and breaking her nose.” She stopped and looked at them both for a moment. “Do you understand what happened here?” she asked them and they both nodded blankly.


“Veronica, you fled the room with blood flowing from your nose leaving marks on the carpet. You went back to your room to get information on where the closest hospital is and find someone to take you.” She turned back to Rhys again.


“Rhys, you have nothing to feel guilty about, Saydie left the room to calm herself after she hit Veronica and after I have gone in the room to talk to her I will come out and you will be free to go in and comfort her.” he nodded blankly again. 


“Veronica, go to your room and find someone to take you to the hospital.” she said and Veronica stood up in her trance and left the room without a word. I looked at Flan curiously, 
“It'll kick in as soon as she gets back to her room.” she assured me. “Now we need to go into the other room so Rhys can snap out of it, it doesn't work right if you don't follow events that you've placed in their heads.” I nodded and headed back into the bedroom leaving Rhys still sitting with the vacant expression on his face.


After we'd gone in the room and closed the door I turned to her, “Thanks again Flan, you really came through this time, I don't know what I would have done if he'd had to live with the guilt of what Malcolm made him do.” I would never be more grateful to her than I was now. Disaster averted.

“You're welcome, I'm glad I could help. Now how about we go check out this city after he snaps out of it? We only have 5 days.” 

I laughed, “Alright let me change and we'll go.” she stood up and left as I went over to my suitcase to figure out what I wanted to wear while anxiously awaiting his entrance. I decided to start by just unpacking all of my clothes and hanging them in the closet or putting them in drawers.


When I was finally done I stood in a pair of shorts and my bra trying to pick a shirt and heard the door open again. “I'm almost done Flan.” Having forgotten for a moment that he was supposed to come into the room to talk, I turned around to find that it was Rhys behind me, a contemplative look on his face, staring as if I was something he couldn't figure out.


“You're so beautiful, I just can't get over it.” he finally said and I blushed, turning back to the closet to pick a shirt, not knowing what to say. Then I felt him behind me, he wrapped his arms around my waist and started kissing my neck. “I'm so in love with you, you know that right?” he murmured into my shoulder and I nodded still not trusting myself to speak.


“Saydie no matter what happens I'm never going to leave you, I can't, you're too much a part of me.” It was like he knew exactly what I was feeling as he pulled me around to face him and pressed his lips to mine. 


“You don't know how much it hurts me to see you so upset, it's like my own heart is breaking. I will make sure that Veronica doesn't interfere anymore.”


“It's not just her Rhys, you'd never understand...” I stopped, realizing that I'd said more than I should have and looked down at the floor.


He took my chin in his hand and lifted my face to look in my eyes, “What wouldn't I understand Saydie?”


I sighed, “I'm just not like other girls.”


“I knew that when I met you, that’s why I love you.” he smiled at me. Yes, but would you still love me if you knew why I'm not like other girls?

“Now that I know you're a brawler it might take some getting used to,” he teased and winked at me putting a hand on either side of my face and running his fingers into my hair as he looked me directly in the eyes. “But I love you Saydie, exactly the way you are, I'll take the good with the bad.” and as I smiled up at him I prayed that he could still take the bad once he found out what it was.

Chapter 11


The rest of the trip was uneventful as far as Veronica was concerned, we actually didn't even see her except in passing and she looked pretty bad. There were dark bruises under her eyes and she had a brace on her nose, she even had the good grace to look defeated, it almost made me feel bad for her but not quite. I saw her gazing sadly at Rhys once when we passed her in the hall but as soon as she saw me looking she averted her eyes.


The second day we stayed close to the hotel, checking out exhibits they had going on and exploring the two adjoining hotels. The one to the left of us was Mandalay Bay and they had a shark reef aquarium that was predator-based so there were a lot of sharks and other dangerous sea creatures. It was fascinating to watch them as we walked through a giant tunnel made of some kind of clear plastic or maybe glass that allowed us to see the creatures from all angles.


The hotel also had a man made beach surrounding a wave pool that people could actually surf in which we all thought was impressive and wanted to check out but we quickly found that it was only accessible if you were staying at the hotel. Disappointed, we headed back to our hotel via the hotel we were already at. As a stroke of luck would have it we ended up in a many-windowed hallway that allowed us to at least catch a glimpse of the beach and we were all very impressed.


“We're definitely staying here next time.” I said and Flan and Rhys both nodded silently, mouths slightly open as they took in the beach before us.

That night we headed across the street to a neighboring hotel that advertised an infamous two lobster tail dinner for only nineteen ninety five at their steak and seafood restaurant. The wait was about twenty minutes when we arrived so we sat down in their comfortable waiting area and Rhys got himself a scotch on the rocks.


When our table was finally ready we followed the host to a booth by the windows, looking out over the Hooters hotel.


“Some view huh?” I joked and only Flan laughed.


“Maybe if you could see the Hooters girls along with the rest of the hotel.” she replied and I laughed with her. Rhys looked at her quizzically but remained silent as he continued to sip on his scotch.


We talked about the places we wanted to go while we were there, The Forum Shops at Caesars Palace, Fashion Show Mall, Fremont Street, The Palazzo, The Wynn, Bellagio and any other hotel with shopping for starters, then there were things like M&M's world, Coca Cola World, Harley Davidson Cafe, Margaritaville and pretty much every other hotel or store in town.


When our server arrived we already knew what we wanted, three lobster meals including salad and dessert. As he finished taking our orders and walked away another gentleman came to fill up our water glasses.


“Ice cold water, that's just what you need in this heat even if it tastes a little funny.” I said, picking up my glass. I looked down into it just before I took a sip and saw that there was a fruit fly in it. Frowning, I put my glass back down.


“What's wrong babe?” Rhys asked looking at me curiously. I pointed to my glass and pushed my lip out in a pout.


“There's a bug in my water.” I said sadly, he smiled at me and checked his own glass before sliding it in front of me.


“Just drink mine, I'm still working on the scotch anyway.” I smiled back at him and kissed his cheek, “Thank you.” I said sipping happily on his water.


When the waiter returned, he seemed to be as disgusted as I was when I handed him the glass and he hurried away to get me another one. The rest of the meal went smoothly, the lobster was sweet, cooked perfectly and tasted amazing. Just as we were finishing up, Flan looked down to find another fruit fly on her fork. 

Once again we called the waiter over and pointed it out to him.


“I don't know where they're coming from I apologize!” He seemed very upset, probably worried about his tip, I thought but I wasn't concerned, it happens sometimes. This restaurant wasn't as popular as it was because of a bug problem.


It quite literally took the cake though when he brought us our dessert of strawberry cheesecake and yet another fly had given its life to die happily on one of my strawberries. Once again I called him over and this time he looked absolutely horrified, he apologized profusely and I couldn't help laughing at the odd coincidence we had on our hands. 


When he returned it was with a very large and very decadent looking piece of cheesecake, with actual cake as the crust instead of graham cracker crust and almonds coating the outer side. He also brought 3 bowls of ice cream as part of the apology and offered to reduce the price of my meal for the hassle. I accepted his offer and the three of us shared my giant piece of cheesecake and chatted over our ice cream.


When we were finally finished and so full we could barely move, we paid the bill, leaving a very handsome tip for our waiter who was very kind about the whole fruit fly ordeal, hopefully it would help pay the bill for some of the heart attack that he seemed ready to have.


“Why don't we go check out a club?” Flan suggested as we walked toward the elevators.


“God I'm so full I couldn't dance right now.” I groaned and then smiled.


“Well how about we walk down to Planet Hollywood instead of taking a taxi or the bus, then by the time we get there we shouldn't be so full?” she suggested, I turned to Rhys.


“What do you think?” he'd been awfully quiet during dinner and I wondered if he was still upset about Veronica.


“That's fine with me, as long as I'm there with you it doesn't matter where we go.” he said lovingly and bent to press his lips against mine.


So we walked for about thirty minutes before finally reaching the Planet Hollywood Hotel, twenty bucks each and one step into the club later, I had stopped short to take in our surroundings. The place was packed, there were people dancing under strobe lights and disco balls everywhere. It seemed like the perfect place to party, then I realized that most of the people dancing together were either both girls or both guys. It didn't bother me but I wasn't sure how Rhys would feel about it.


“Um Flan I think this is a gay club.” I said sounding a bit unsure.


“Of course it is! Come on let's have some fun!” She called back to me, already on her way to the bar and beckoning us to follow.


“Flan is gay?” I heard Rhys ask very close to my ear. 


I nodded, “I guess so, she just told me about it yesterday. Is this okay with you? If not we can go somewhere else.” I added quickly.


“No this is fine, I'm cool with gay people.” he said confidently just as a man dressed as a very convincing woman brushed past us and pinched his behind. Rhys blushed a little but shrugged, smiled and took my hand before leading me over to where Flan was standing.


“Well we know the men like Rhys already.” I said loudly to her so she could hear me over the music and she laughed. As I looked around I noticed that several men were giving Rhys an appreciative once-over but it didn't seem to bother him. He actually seemed like he was more himself now, talking and making jokes with people who stopped to chat or try to hit on him. 


He accepted the compliments graciously and very kindly turned down quite a few requests to be taken home or back to a hotel. By the time Flan and I had gotten our drinks there was quite a crowd surrounding him and we had to push our way through to get to him before we ended up spilling them all over ourselves as we were jostled by hundreds of gyrating bodies.


I handed him a flaming Dr. Pepper, consisting of half a glass of beer and a shot of amaretto almond liquor with some 141 rum on top which had been set on fire. I had gotten myself a Jager Bomb which was a half filled glass of Red bull and a shot of Jagermeister. Flan had a cosmopolitan and we clinked our glasses together saying, “Cheers!” before Rhys and I dropped the shots into the glasses and drank as quickly as we could while Flan sipped on her drink.


I felt a little bit guilty about getting Flan her drinks knowing that she was under aged but we were on vacation and she was trying to have some fun her way so I pushed the thought aside. She had been lucky that nobody had checked our ID's at the door and once you were in you were scot free but I made myself a mental reminder to get her some falsified identification before we did something like this again.


I kept a close eye on how much she had to drink but she was pretty good about it, sipping at least one glass of water between each drink. She had found herself a cute little blond girl to dance with and seemed to be having the time of her life.


Who would have ever guessed that being with a girl would make Flan so happy? I thought just as someone touched my arm, I turned and looked into the eyes of another beautiful blond girl who now had her hand on mine. She was about my height and dressed in Ralph Lauren jeans with a Calvin Klein tank top, her makeup was flawless and made her eyes stand out like sapphires, her hair hung in perfect curls that reminded me of Rhys's cousin Emily. If I was into girls, I'd definitely hit on her. I thought as I looked her over appreciatively.


“Would you like to dance?” she asked shyly and I looked over at Rhys, he was engrossed in a conversation with a drag queen and I smiled.


“Is that your boyfriend?” she asked suddenly.


“Yeah.”


“He's really cute.” she said stating the obvious and I laughed, “Would he mind if you danced with me?”


“I don't think so but let me check just in case okay?” she nodded and I pulled her with me over to where he was sitting. He looked up in surprise to see me holding hands with another girl.


“Rhys, this is...” I trailed off and turned to her realizing that I hadn't gotten her name.


“Hadley.” she filled in for me.


“Hadley” I repeated, “And she was wondering if you'd mind if I danced with her?” I asked him and he shook his head, “Go ahead and have fun.” he said with a smile before Hadley pulled me out to the dance floor.


It wasn't as awkward as I thought it would be dancing with a girl, I was actually pretty comfortable after a few minutes and Hadley was a really good dancer. I spotted Flan dancing a few feet away from us, when she saw us she blew me a kiss, winking at me and I happily blew a kiss back.


“Is that your girlfriend?” Hadley asked close to my ear.


“No, I'm actually a straight girl.” I laughed, “That's Flannigan my roommate, she's a lesbian, would you like to meet her?” Hadley's eyes lit up at my suggestion and she nodded enthusiastically.


“Yes I would.”


I pulled her over to where Flan was dancing and had to yell over the music to introduce the two of them, they seemed to immediately hit it off though and ended up dancing together. Flan's original partner wandered off and I danced by myself for a while before feeling a pair of strong hands on my hips.


Not wanting to give anyone else the wrong idea, I whipped around to see that Rhys was behind me with a big smile on his face, “It's kind of hot seeing you dance with another girl.” he teased.


“Don't get any ideas buddy it's not going to happen.” I said as he wrapped his arms around me and laughed.


The rest of the night men and women seemed to constantly surround us, wanting to dance with us both and wanting to talk about any number of things, I had a lot of guys come up and tell me how fierce I was, whatever that meant and for some reason I got a lot of compliments on my hair.


“I love chestnut hair, it's just beautiful.” One drag queen had told me, I hadn't even been sure it was a man until he'd spoken. He made a very convincing and very lovely woman. 


“Well thank you.” I said smiling, “Nobody has ever complimented me on my hair before.” he smiled back and leaned in to kiss both of my cheeks.


“Don't you ever change it either, you are gorgeous just the way you are.” His eyes twinkled as he looked at me as though he'd found his new best friend. I couldn't help smiling back and that was how the night went on as we danced until our feet hurt, making new friends, kissing cheeks, exchanging e-mails and collecting phone numbers.


I wasn't sure I'd been kissed so many times in my life by the time we stumbled out of the club around three in the morning. I felt like we'd met every person in there and they all wanted to be our friends. The collection of napkins with phone numbers on them that I had in my purse was pretty impressive and every single person I'd met that night made me promise to call them or shoot them an email.


It was the most fun I'd ever had in my life in a crowd of people. It had felt good to just let go and get to know people and what impressed me the most was that I hadn't gotten a feel for a single rotten person in the bunch.


“Who would have ever guessed that gay people were so friendly?” Rhys murmured as we walked out to the taxi waiting area after exchanging last kisses and waves with one of our new friends.


“Aren't you guys glad I took you now?” Flan asked, her cheeks flushed with excitement and a huge smile on her face, I'd never seen her so vibrant.


“I know I am, despite all the men who wanted to dance with me I had a really good time.” Rhys said and I could tell that he really meant it.


“They really thought you were cute.” I teased him and he blushed a little, “You were like the belle of the ball.” I giggled and he gave me a little shove.


“I wouldn't talk if I were you miss queen of the lesbians.” he replied and I laughed. I'd definitely had my fair share of women hitting on me but it had all been in good fun and for once I was happy to be around women who didn't seem to care if I was prettier than they were, they were here to just have a good time and that's exactly what we did.


“I owe you big for introducing me to Hadley, Say. She was absolutely amazing and would you believe she only lives a couple hours outside of town in Port Harbor?”


“You mean outside of Wharton?” I asked in disbelief and she nodded.


“Crazy coincidence huh?” I nodded back just as another thought came to me.


“Hey Flan what does it mean when someone tells you that you're fierce?” I asked, dying to finally know.


She laughed, “It means you're beautiful or stylish, you have it all going for you, like a complete package.” she replied and I nodded again. Can't complain about that. I thought, smiling to myself as we climbed into a taxi.


The trip back to our hotel seemed to take forever and I couldn't keep my eyes open. When we finally arrived, Flan threw the driver a few bills and helped Rhys get me out of the car, before he swept me up into his arms and my head came to rest on his shoulder. I looked over sleepily at the man directing traffic as he asked if we needed any help, nodding at me with a concerned look on his face.


“We're good she's just tired, it's past her bedtime.” he said teasingly smiling down at me as I stuck my tongue out at him sleepily. The man smiled back and encouraged us to get some sleep before turning back to the line of taxi's waiting to whisk people off to wherever they wanted to go.


I vaguely remembered Flan turning down the sheets and removing my shoes before Rhys set me down in the bed and covered me with a blanket. Once Flan had left the room he turned off the bedside lamp before crawling into the bed with me and cuddling up close.

“I love you sleepy head.” he said softly kissing my cheek.

Before I could answer I had drifted off to sleep.

Chapter 12


The next two days we took it easy since Flan had discovered that she had painful blisters the morning after all the walking and dancing we'd done and her heels had not been kind to her feet. We slowly made our way to the CVS pharmacy down the street, with Flan in her most comfortable tennis shoes, to get her some blister pads and I promised that we could either take a taxi or the bus from then on.


We ended up running into Hadley and a few other people from the club, they seemed to be in a group and it turned out that they were all from Port Harbor. They invited us to join them later for dinner and we agreed to meet up with them around six. After many kisses all around we went off to find a place to have lunch. 


We stumbled on a little Korean barbeque restaurant where you could cook your meat right at your table, it was tucked away in the corner of a strip mall but the smell coming from the restaurant was intoxicating and I all but followed my nose inside, I'm a huge sucker for Korean food.


I ordered all of my favorite things after explaining what it all was to Rhys and Flan, they handled it all in good humor and seemed to really enjoy everything that was served. Once again we forced ourselves to stand and walk out of the restaurant feeling like we were fit to burst and after a quick discussion we unanimously agreed that it was a good idea to take a nap before we met up with our friends from the club, who knew where we'd end up with them?


When we arrived at the steakhouse for dinner, Hadley and her friends were just starting to show up themselves. I sensed something evil as I went up to the host to put our names on the list and as I approached the stand his eyes widened in surprise.


“Master! What an honor and a privilege to have you here tonight.” He bowed deeply to me as I realized that he was part demon and knew exactly who I was.


I stepped closer to him so that nobody else could hear me. “I am here with a group of human friends and would greatly appreciate your discretion.” sliding my hand in my purse and then holding it out as if to shake hands with him. He reached for my hand and felt the hundred dollar bill I had pressed into his palm.


He spoke in a lowered tone, “Of course master, you shall have nothing but discretion and the finest service tonight.” He bowed again and I sighed as he walked away, The bowing is going to get old.

When I returned to the group everyone had arrived and a chorus of compliments was going around as everybody checked out what everybody else was wearing, then came the kisses as if we hadn't seen each other in months and not just hours ago. Definitely friendly people I thought smiling to myself.


When the host came back to show us to our seats we followed him to find that we'd been put in a private room in the back of the restaurant, it had been roped off just for us. He stood waiting to hold out my chair for me and I thanked him as I sat down with Rhys on my left side and Flan on my right with Hadley next to her.


“If there's anything else I can do for you please let me know.” He said, bowing low once again before going back to the stand in front of the restaurant.


“What's with the bowing?” Rhys asked and I smiled.


“He knows my dad.” I said offhandedly, not wanting the conversation to continue, it seemed to be a good enough answer for him and he let it go. That is until our server also arrived, bowing even lower than the server had before taking our orders. 


Great another demon, I thought, starting to get frustrated with the situation.


“Your dad must be someone important.” Hadley said from a few chairs down and I just nodded; I really didn't want to get into that conversation.


“What can you do? Money talks.” Flan jumped in and it seemed like her comment was enough to end the discussion as everyone went back to their original conversations.


When the server was headed back to bring bread and fill our water glasses I did something that I never did. I projected my thoughts into his head, turning to look directly at him I concentrated as hard as I could. Do not bow to me again while I am here, you will make the humans uncomfortable. He nodded as he set the baskets of bread on the table and Flan looked over at me expectantly.


“What?” I asked.


“Did you just say something?” she asked in reply and I shook my head.


“No I didn't say anything.” I assured her and once again projected my thoughts.


I was just asking the server not to bow to me, he and the host are demons and they know who I am. I managed to look frustrated but Flan looked a bit confused at first as she heard my words in her head while my lips never moved. She casually tapped her head before thinking back at me, Neat trick.

I smiled back at her intrigued that this could work both ways but knowing that it wouldn't be necessary because it was a power I never used. 


After that there was no more bowing, no more exchanging of silent thoughts and we just enjoyed our dinner, chatting about the towns we lived in, who was in college, who had what job and other interests in the group. 


I found that I really liked these people, they were a lot of fun and easy to be around, it was an experience I'd never allowed myself before and I drank it all in because I didn't know when I'd get the chance to enjoy an opportunity like this again.


The food was excellent as it had been the entire trip, no matter where we went except that this meal was bug free. We had been encouraged to make full use of the private room we'd been given, bottles of champagnes and fine wines were being brought around by a sommelier, “On the house.” he told me specifically and quite firmly in a way to suggest that I not bother arguing. I had a feeling that we had not met the only two demons working in this restaurant as I smiled graciously and held up my glass for some wine.


Thoroughly stuffed and slightly drunk from all the wine and champagne, we left the restaurant quite a while after it had closed. I had gotten so involved in the laughter and conversation and the room was so private that none of us had noticed as the main dining room had been cleared out and prepared for the next day. We were the only ones leaving the restaurant and had to be let out by the host who bowed to us each individually as we filed out the door.


“Well that was certainly a good time.” a guy named Josh spoke as we waited for a taxi and the rest of us nodded and murmured our agreement.


“If it wasn't for Saydie I'm not sure we'd have had such a good time.” Hadley spoke up, clapping her hands and the rest of the group joined her as I blushed deeply and smiled.


“It was none of my doing, they know my dad, if you'd like I'll pass your thanks on to him.” I said graciously diverting the attention from myself as the conversation turned to other topics while we waited.


After about ten minutes no taxi's had showed up so I went back to the front of the restaurant and knocked on their door. The host appeared and opened it in a hurry when he realized it was me.


“Is there something else I can do for you master?” he seemed eager to help and I couldn't help smiling.


“It seems that there aren't any taxi's coming this way, do you think you could call a few cabs for us?” I asked politely.


“Anything for the almighty masters daughter, I will have them here shortly.” He bowed yet again and I turned to re-join the group.


Less than ten minutes later a very long limousine that resembled a very stretched Hummer pulled up in front of the restaurant. I looked back toward the door to see the host giving me a thumbs up, I waved my thanks and heard the excited exclamations of our new friends as they climbed in and I followed.


We were the last to be dropped off since our friends were staying downtown and as we got out to go inside I pulled out my wallet to pay for the ride.


“It's already paid for miss.” the driver said to me with a soft southern accent. I should have guessed.

“Well thank you very much I said handing him a hundred as a tip.


“I can't accept this Miss Mason, it's more than the rental cost.” he said trying to hand the bill back to me, I stared in silence for a moment surprised that he knew my name, the host must have told him when he called.


“I insist sir, you really helped us out of a jam and I'd like to show my appreciation.” I said stepping away from him with a smile. Finally, he nodded and put the money in the inside breast pocket of his jacket, then pulled out a business card.


“You need to go anywhere else while you're here then you call me, don't waste your time with these money grubbing' taxi drivers, charging you an arm and a leg to drive you all over tarnation to get where you're going so they can run up the meter.” he said in a no-nonsense tone of voice.


“Thank you very much I appreciate it.” I said smiling at him and then remembered that Rhys and I had plans for the next night and thought that this limo would be a fun way to get around. 

“Actually my boyfriend and I will be going to a show at the New York tomorrow evening and we planned to have dinner beforehand so if you could be here around eight thirty that would be wonderful.” he nodded.


“No problem Miss Mason I'll be here at eight thirty sharp.” and with a tip of his hat he drove off.

The next night the limo showed up right on time and whisked us off to dinner at the New York hotel with the promise that he'd be waiting when we came out, this time refusing a tip completely. We ate at another steakhouse called Gallagher's, off to the right of the entrance we noticed a glass walled refrigerator full of steaks, a sign informed us that the steaks were aging which helped to make them tender and flavorful. It also made it nearly impossible to resist the urge to dine at their restaurant as long as you weren't on a tight budget.


Rhys and I shared an appetizer of tomatoes and buffalo mozzarella that was absolutely delicious with a balsamic reduction and olive oil along with the fresh pepper medley the waiter sprinkled on top. We had decided to split their prime rib, at twenty eight ounces it was more than enough for us both.


Unfortunately the waiter came out to tell us that they were out of prime rib but with a wink he assured us that he had it covered. Rhys and I looked back at each other and shrugged as we held hands across the table. I noticed that many people were looking us over and even heard one woman exclaim, “What a lovely couple!” She looked like she'd had a little too much of the merlot sitting on the table in front of her. Rhys and I just smiled at each other.


“Remember that first day when we held hands and I asked if you felt it too?” Rhys asked me suddenly and I nodded.


“I knew then that you were the one, nobody but you could put a jolt in my heart the way you do.” I smiled at him and rubbed my thumb over the top of his hand.


“That's why I love you so much, you always say the sweetest things.” I said and he smiled back just as our steak arrived, it was easily the largest steak I'd ever seen, the waiter was quick to inform us that it was a rib eye and that he hoped we would enjoy it just as much as we would have enjoyed the prime rib.


We dug in with gusto and were pleasantly surprised to find that he had been right, the steak nearly melted in our mouths, was perfectly pink, seasoned and cooked to perfection. The waiter had definitely done us proud and the tip that our driver had refused was passed on to this man who was serving, as far as I was concerned, some of the best steak in the world.


We had gotten tickets for a show called Zumanity and it was a cirque du soleil production that neither of us had ever seen, trying to pick one out had been nearly impossible when I was buying the tickets but Flan suggested seeing the adult oriented show and so we went with this one.


The theater was dimly lit and draped in red fabrics as we were led to our seats, you could see members of the band preparing themselves on a type of catwalk high above the stage. I took my time looking over the theater and the stage which seemed to have at least two somewhat hidden doors in the floor. The entire setup was enough to put you in the mood for love and was in itself, intoxicating.


The show was getting started when a man, with a finely chiseled torso, leather pants and a Mohawk that was at least six inches high, passed us with a microphone in his hand.

As the opening progressed we both stared open mouthed and laughed along as the characters made blunt sexual references and crude remarks, pulled audience members on the stage, molested a few in their seats and teased others with plates of fresh strawberries, and this was all before the show actually started. 


Once it got going we were even more in awe of the acrobatics and the way the performers moved their bodies, particularly because many of them were mostly naked or in transparent body suits, which we hadn't expected.


There was a surge of heat that flowed through our entwined hands and it continued to build as the show went on, at one point we glanced at each other and realized that the other was feeling everything this show had been designed for, to just give in to your inhibitions and let yourself go. I wanted him so badly it almost hurt to stay in my seat until the show was over but in the end I was glad that I had. The show had been fantastic and the feelings that I had were like nothing I'd ever experienced before.


The ride back was only two blocks but it felt like the longest ride of my life, I thanked the driver repeatedly before walking away from the vehicle and practically running for the door. 
When we finally got inside we rushed across the casino to the elevators, glad to find that we were alone in the one that arrived. We moved into each other’s arms as if we had no choice. His lips were burning and urgent on mine and once again I felt like I just couldn't get close enough to him. 


He swept me up off my feet when the elevator opened and carried me to our room without moving his lips from mine as he unlocked and opened the door, kicking it shut behind him. I silently thanked Flan for going out with Hadley, leaving us the suite to ourselves. 


The next thing I knew we were on the bed and clothes were flying everywhere, his hands felt like they were all over my body as we lay there nearly naked. I felt his hand slide down between my legs and I gasped at the feeling that arose when he touched me. 


“Is this okay?” he asked suddenly pulling away and I pulled him back to me. 


“It's fine.” I breathed, not daring to say anything else in case I lost my nerve; I needed him so badly and the fact that he was trying to be considerate just made me want him more. I gasped again as his hand slid back down to feel me and he stared into my eyes, gauging my reaction and making sure that I was still alright with the direction in which we were headed. I lost all sense of space and time and then suddenly I felt like my body was exploding from the inside out.


We both lay breathless and glistening with sweat when it ended and I felt like I should say something but I didn't know what and he ended up beating me to it.


“Are you alright with this?” he seemed worried, he knew how I felt about sex but this alternative was something neither of us had considered.


I smiled up at him, “I'm totally alright with this.” and reached up for another kiss. “Are you alright with it?”


He smiled back, “It's a little difficult to contain myself but yes I'm alright with it.” he had a mischievous look in his eyes.


“I'm sorry I didn't mean to make this difficult for you.” I said, looking down and feeling a little guilty, the last thing I wanted was for him to feel taken advantage of.


“Baby don't apologize, I wanted to do this as much as you did, you didn't make me do anything. It was just a spur of the moment idea that apparently worked out pretty well.” he grinned and I grinned back. That show was completely worth it. I thought, smiling to myself.


“Yes it did.” I said as his lips came back down on mine and it all started over again


On our last day we had to check out by eleven so we were up by nine searching every corner of the room for our belongings and going over packing lists to make sure we had it all. We managed to all be showered, packed and ready to go by about ten thirty, we headed down to check our baggage at the front desk for the rest of the day since our flight wasn't until seven thirty that evening. Once we received the ticket for our luggage we went down to the hotels buffet for breakfast and were sad to see that we were just in time for the lunch changeover, but we were hungry so we went for it anyway.


There was still a small portion of the buffet with breakfast items still being served and we descended upon it like vultures, getting waffles, sausages, bacon and fruit, before heading back to the table to wolf it all down and getting back in line to start in on the lunch items.


Barely feeling like I could get out of my seat, I allowed Rhys and Flan to lead me outside for a final chance at sightseeing. I handed Rhys my camera and let him take pictures of everything he wanted to see, we stopped and had drinks at Margaritaville at my request and I was a little tipsy by the time we left.


“Good thing for fake ID's huh Say?” Flan muttered under her breath, very close to my ear, and I smiled at her and nodded. 


“After two centuries I deserve it.” I whispered back and it was her turn to smile as we crossed the street to Caesars Palace.


The forum shops was my favorite part, I stopped at Louis Vuitton, Tiffany's, Burberry, Fendi, Coach, Bvlgari, Valentino and Harry Winston. I remembered the promise I'd made at the river to buy Flan something nice and so I found a beautiful charm bracelet with a Tiffany's tag hanging from it and had it gift wrapped for her. I'd surprise her with it after we got back.


After touring Caesars palace, doing some gambling and then taking a stroll through the Bellagio, we started to head back toward the end of the strip that our hotel was on. We stopped at the Coca Cola store to take pictures with the Coke bear, had lunch at the steak house upstairs and then found that we were going to have to rush back to the hotel to make our shuttle in time.


We made it with just minutes to spare, got loaded up and were back at the airport that felt like we'd just left it. The trip home was much more subdued, most everyone was tired and sunburned. I sat holding Rhys's hand, this time in silence and caught my name coming from a few rows back shortly after the plane took off.


“I don't know why she thinks she can compete with Saydie; Rhys is obviously head over heels in love with her. Then to try to seduce him while we're on vacation and everybody is here to find out? What an idiot, I'm on Saydie's side for this one; I would have broken her nose too. Sometimes Veronica just goes too far, it's no wonder that very few people like her if that’s how she acts.” Rhys and I glanced at each other and I realized that he'd heard the conversation too as we exchanged a smile.


“She's right you know.” he whispered to me and I looked at him curiously.


“About what?”


“I am head over heels in love with you.” he said and I blushed.


“Me too.” I said and smiled just for him.


That one conversation seemed to start a buzz on the plane as gossip flew, there were even a few people who hadn't heard what had happened yet. I heard our names and Veronica's coming from all over the plane, it seemed like everyone was ridiculing her for what she'd done and I'd won some admirers for what I'd done, especially among the men.


“You seem to be a hero babe.” Rhys smiled down at me and I frowned back.


“I don't want to be a hero for something like that. I lost my temper and I shouldn't have.”


“Well a lot of others seem to think that she had it coming.” he replied.


“And she did have it coming.” Flan chimed in giving me her Don't bother arguing look. I rolled my eyes at both of them, turned on my mp3 player, put my headphones over my ears and closed my eyes to drown out the conversation.


I had eventually fallen asleep for the last hour or so of the flight and woke up to the jerk of the plane touching down. 


Rhys smiled over at me as I opened my eyes, “Welcome home.” 


I smiled back. “I'm glad to be home.” We taxied to the gate and there was a rush of people anxious to get off the plane so we waited patiently as row after row of people pushed their way into the aisle. Eventually we made it off the plane and went down to get our baggage, only to find that everyone was crowded around the carousel but it wasn't moving. After about half an hour there was announcement that they apologized for the delay and about fifteen minutes after that the luggage finally started coming out.


By the time we piled into Aaron's Avalanche I could barely keep my eyes open. I snoozed with my head on Rhys's shoulder for most of the ride, waking up just a few minutes from my house.


I turned to him and kissed his cheek, “Will you stay with me tonight?” I asked softly and he nodded, smiling, I knew exactly what he was thinking about and I smiled too.


“What's with you guys? You both look like the cat that swallowed the canary.” Flan asked as we pulled our luggage out of the back of Aaron's truck before he drove away.


“Nothing is up with us, we're just happy to be back.” I told her, not quite meeting her eyes that suddenly went wide as she clapped a hand over her mouth.


“I can't believe I didn't see this sooner, you guys are sleeping together. How long has this been going on?” She demanded pointing at us both with a huge smile on her face.


I could feel my entire face turning red, “We're not sleeping together Flan.”


“Oh you've been doing something together and it's obviously not sleeping.” she laughed.


“We're not having sex Flan just drop it.” Rhys interjected firmly as I opened the front door and walked into the living room. Flan let it go for the moment but something told me that this wasn't the end of it.


“I'm just gonna go crash so I'll see you in the morning.” I told her and Rhys followed me up the stairs to my room.


For the first time in all the time we'd been together he deliberately crawled under the covers and pulled me close, it felt good to have him warm and solid next to me and I was immediately comfortable in the circle of his arms.


“I love you.” He whispered.


“I love you too.” I whispered back before slipping into the warm and happy place that was his embrace.

Chapter 13


About a week later, just when we were getting back into the swing of everyday life and wishing we were still on vacation, my dad called to let me know that he had a job for me. It was a banker in Seattle and he actually just needed me to have the contract signed and bring it back to him because he was swamped with work. I sighed as I hung up the phone, I didn't want to leave Rhys for an entire weekend but I opened the phone and started to dial his number, he picked up on the first ring.


“Hey babe what's up?”


I sighed sadly “I have to go out of town for work this weekend.”


“Where are you going?”


“Seattle, it'll be nice to go home though.”


“Do you want me to come with you?” he asked, I hadn't thought of that, and I wondered if it was a good idea, but the thought of leaving him here with Veronica made my mind up, besides it was a weekend trip so he wouldn't miss any classes.


“Sure, you'll be by yourself while I work for a little bit but otherwise we can hang out and I'll show you around.”


“Sounds good just let me know where I need to be and I'll be there.” he said.


“I'll try to get a late flight on Friday night, handle my business Saturday morning and have the rest of the weekend to do whatever.”


A trip alone could be just what we need, I decided after hanging up the phone, especially after that crap in Vegas. I opened my laptop, pulled up a travel site and looked for a nice bed and breakfast just outside of town. I found a really cute one near the University of Washington, the rooms were decorated in an old Victorian style and it was in the college district so he'd be surrounded by other people his age if he got bored while I was working.


I went ahead and booked a room for two nights and made the flight reservations before calling him back with the information. He sounded really excited to be going with me and I was excited to have him coming too, it would be our first time being completely alone.


“Hey Flan!” I called down the hall when I got off the phone with Rhys.


“Hey what?” She called back and I smiled as I stood up to walk down to her room.

I went and sat on her bed with a huge grin on my face, “Rhys and I are going to Seattle for the weekend.”


“You're not running off to get married or anything without me are you?” she asked, looking very serious and I couldn't help laughing.


“Of course not, If we were going to do something crazy like that we'd have done it in Vegas, and besides, you'd have seen it if I we were. I'm actually going to collect a contract and he asked if I wanted him to come with. I figured a weekend alone together could be a good thing.”


She nodded, “Yeah, it'll give you more time to do whatever you've been doing that's had you all sparkle eyed and happy since we got back from Vegas.” Oh man I'd left myself wide open for that one.


“Come on Flan it's not what you think.”


“Oh it's not? Then explain this happy bubble of euphoria you've been walking around in since the day we left.”


“We're not having sex.” I started and stopped, not sure what to say next.


“You're doing something, I'm your best friend Say just spit it out. I know you haven't considered yourself ready for that step yet so I'm willing to accept that you're telling the truth but there's not many other things you could have done that put a look like that on your face.”

I sighed, “We didn't have sex, we just got a little carried away and messed around.” I looked at the floor as the flush crossed my cheeks. I've sure been blushing a lot since I met Rhys I thought.


“And since you've never dated a guy before that was your first sexual experience.” She said knowingly and I nodded.


“My baby is all grown up.” she sighed sadly and I threw a pillow at her.


“You're such a dork Flan.” I laughed and she joined in.


“Just don't push yourself to do anything that you're not ready for.” she said seriously looking me in the eyes.


“I know, it all happened so fast though, that show was incredible and by the time it was over...if he hadn't stopped to ask me if I was okay with the direction we were headed in I'm not sure I would have cared if he'd actually tried to have sex with me, It was the most intense feeling I've ever felt.”


“You mean he didn't try to have sex with you at all?” she asked incredulously.


“No, even with the messing around he asked if I was okay with it first. I have to admit it was a pretty good alternative and he seemed pretty happy with it too.”


“Wow, he really is a nicer guy than I gave him credit for. Not many guys would just settle for that and not expect more in the end.”


“I know but he understands how I feel about sex and wants to wait until we're both ready for it.”


“Wow you've got yourself one special guy, no wonder all the girls at school hated you.” she laughed and I raised an eyebrow.


“Hated? As in past tense?” I asked.


“Oh yeah, ever since word got out that Veronica tried to get with Rhys behind your back, most of them think she's pretty despicable and they're all on your side now. You've become the most popular girl at school and you don't even go there.”


I stared at her in surprise, “Wow, that's really not what I was going for, I just wanted her to leave us alone.”


“You definitely got your wish, her nose got her benched for the rest of the football season, you put a crack in her cheekbone too. She spent a little time in the hospital getting fixed up after we got back.” my stomach twisted and I suddenly felt sick, I hadn't meant to break her nose in the first place, it had just happened. Now I'd killed the rest of the semester for her, she would lose her spot as captain at least if she didn't lose her spot on the team due to the weeks she would need to heal.


“Do not feel bad Saydie, any other girl would have probably done the same thing in your position, you're just a little stronger than they are, that's all.” she patted me on the leg in a reassuring way and looked me very seriously in the eyes. “Promise me you're not going to feel all guilty about this, she deserved what she got, even her coach said so.” I nodded before standing up and heading back to my own room.


“I guess you're right, I'll have to work on how much power I put behind it if I ever have to hit her again.”


“That’s my girl.” Flan grinned from outside her door as I went to pull my suitcase back out of my closet and start packing again.


Once again I fell asleep on the plane on our way to Seattle and when I woke up Rhys had his laptop out and was writing something in a word program.


“What are you working on?” I asked and leaned over to get a better look. He started to close it so that I couldn't see.


“Nothing, just writing some stuff that came to my head while I was sitting here.” I could see the flush spread across his face and moved back over in my seat.


“Okay.” was all I said before turning to look out the window. 


I heard him sigh, “Don't be like that Saydie, it's just a little embarrassing.”


I turned back to him surprised, “You think I'm mad at you? If you don't want to show me you don't have to.” I said, not upset in the slightest and hoped that it showed on my face.


“I do want to show you, I just don't know what you're going to think.”


“Do you think I'd laugh at you or something?” I asked curiously.


“I don't know, you might. I'm not really that great when it comes to putting what I feel on paper and I don't want you to think it's cheesy.” I'd never thought of him as a literary kind of guy and found that I was touched that he'd thought to write about his feelings at all.


I smiled gently at him, “When you're ready for me to read it I'll be here, until then, no worries okay?” I knew he wasn't going to believe that I was really alright about it and as I suspected he would he opened the laptop again and turned it toward me.


“Just read it, but if you laugh I'm never showing you anything I write again.” he said seriously, looking nervous at the same time. I pulled the computer toward me and started to read what I discovered to be a poem that he had titled simply, “I LOVE YOU”.

“If there were no sun or sky
And there was only you and I
The earth itself it would not be
But for only you and me
Made for more it would not do
That is the love I have for you
Twas this not your love for me
Then I could not endure to be
For life for me does not exist
Outside your sweet and gentle kiss
My heart, my soul, my life is thine
If you will be forever mine.”

Tears burned my eyes as I got to the end and looked up at him smiling, “You really wrote this about me?” 


He nodded, smiling sheepishly. “Do you like it? Be honest.”

“Nobody has ever written anything about me before, I absolutely love it!” I leaned over to press my lips to his, “It's beautiful, thank you.” He lifted the arm rest between us to wrap his arm around me and pull me to him.


“It's a great start to our weekend together.” I said and snuggled closer for the rest of the flight.


The weather in Seattle was actually nice, it was dark when we arrived but fairly warm for the fall and the rest of the weekend was supposed to be sunny and in the sixties.


The bed and breakfast was just like the pictures on their website and I was pleased as we settled into our room on the first floor with a sliding door and small patio outside. While Rhys was in the shower, I stepped out on the patio to call Mr. Roberts and finalize our appointment to meet in the morning at nine.


I was in bed watching TV when Rhys got done and he came to cuddle up next to me while I flipped through the channels. 


“So what are we doing while we're here?” he asked as I settled for a show on the Travel Channel that I liked to watch once in a while.


“Is there anything particular you'd like to do?” I turned to look at him.


“I've always wanted to go where they throw the fish.” he grinned.


“That's at Pike Place Market, we can definitely do that. Then maybe take a boat over to the Indian village for dinner and a show. When you get off the boat they serve these clams in a broth that's out of this world.” Just thinking about it was making my mouth water and he laughed.


“Sounds like you have this trip all planned out already.”


“Well the village is something I've always enjoyed and it would be nice to share it with you, they do a buffet dinner with Salmon that they roast open faced around a fire and then there's this great show that tells a story about the tribes history and culture.”


“Well I guess it's a good thing that I like Indians and fish then.” he teased.


“If you really like seafood there's a great restaurant on the water called 'The Crab Pot' that serves some amazing local seafood.”


“That sounds good, let's figure it out tomorrow though, I’m pretty tired.”


“Yeah me too.” I said, setting the sleep timer on the TV and curling up against him as he wrapped an arm around me.


“I love you.” I told him.


“I love you too.” he replied sleepily and a few short minutes later he was snoring softly as I smiled to myself at the sound.


The meeting was about as quick as I thought it would be. I'd left Rhys sleeping while I dressed and went to meet the town car that I'd rented for the weekend. We met at an office building downtown that had a spectacular clock hanging on the front and Mr. Roberts office had an amazing view of the city from its glass walls.


We shook hands, introducing ourselves before he invited me to be seated and offered me a drink. I declined wanting to get down to business and get back to Rhys.


“Alright Mr. Roberts you understand how the contract works right? You'll have ten years to pay back your debt otherwise your soul will be the forfeit.” he nodded solemnly.


“Believe me I wouldn't be doing this if I had any other choice, but I just can't lose my business just when things are starting to look up.” I looked him over deciding that he must be a very dedicated man.


“Alright then, feel free to take your time and read over the terms, if you're satisfied, sign at the bottom and our business will be done.” I said with a smile, trying to keep my voice as light as possible.


“With such a pleasant and lovely lady such as yourself making the proposal I almost wish this contract was longer so that I could appreciate your beauty for just a short time more.” 


“Mr. Roberts I am flattered but I assure you that you don't want me here any longer than necessary.” I smiled and let my eyes turn red as I pulled a special pen from my purse and set it down on the desk. He seemed to get my point and went back to reading the papers.

“Please use this pen when you're ready to sign.” I told him. 


“Is this a special contract signing pen?” he asked curiously.


“You could say that.” I smirked knowingly as he picked it up in his right hand and poised it on the contract. Generally, I’d be disturbed by what was about to happen but when it came to people who were just looking for personal gain, I felt that they deserved what was coming.

He frowned when he'd signed his name and then realized that the ink hadn't shown up.


“I think your pen is empty.” he said, starting to pull one out of the holder on the desk and then he yanked his hand back in pain and dropped the pen I'd given him.


“It's not broken, it just took a moment for your blood to show up that's all.” I nodded toward the contract and his name shone in bright red letters that appeared as if he was signing his name all over again. He stared at the paper in amazement and then looked at his palm, there was a small spot where the blood was flowing, and he pulled out a handkerchief to squeeze it in his hand.


“I supposed I should have expected that.” he said as if chastising himself.


“When working with the man, always expect a price.” I told him, “I believe our business is now concluded and I sincerely hope that I will not need to see you again Mr. Roberts.” He reached out with his left hand to shake mine before walking me to the door.


“Well, thank you Miss Mason, it was a pleasure doing business with you.” he said cordially and I smiled at him.


“As it was with you Mr. Roberts, good day.” I headed toward the elevator, excited to get back to Rhys and start our weekend in Seattle.


When I got back to the room Rhys was still asleep and I'd barely been gone an hour. I climbed on the bed and gently kissed his cheek, he opened one eye and looked up at me.


“Are you leaving already?” He asked sleepily and I smiled at him.


“I've already been gone and back.” he glanced over at the clock.


“Really?” 


I nodded, “Yep I’m all done and all yours.”


“Well in that case...” He trailed off as he pulled me into his arms and pressed his lips to mine, I giggled and wrapped my arms around him.


“What would you like for breakfast?” I asked between kisses.


“You.” was all he said as the kisses became more passionate but I just wasn't in the mood to mess around for some reason, maybe because I just made a man sign a contract in his own blood.

I pulled gently away from him and smiled sheepishly, “How about we go to Beth's Cafe and check out their 12 egg omelet?” I suggested.


“I don't know about 12 eggs but I could go for an omelet.” he replied, distracted from his previous desire for my body.


“Why don't you hop in the shower then, I'll change and we can go?” he nodded his agreement and with one last kiss he was out of the bed and closing the bathroom door behind him.


Today it was overcast and looked like it might sprinkle a little bit so I pulled out a pair of jeans, a t-shirt and one of Rhys's hooded sweatshirts with “Property of Wharton Varsity Football” written on the front. When he came out of the bathroom in only his towel, the contract signing was forgotten and suddenly I was the one fighting back the urge to throw him on the bed and take advantage of him. He was beautiful in that towel and it hugged his butt just right...


“Nice shirt.” he said, suddenly startling me from my fantasy.


“Oh thanks, I borrowed it from my boyfriend.” I smiled slyly at him and he laughed.


“Just make sure your boyfriend gets it back.” he winked and went back into the bathroom with his clothes to get dressed.

When he came back out all he had to do was put on his shoes and jacket before we were off. The town car was waiting right where I'd left it and whisked us off to Aurora Avenue and Beth's Cafe.


“Wow they only come in 6 or 12 egg sizes?” Rhys marveled as he looked over the omelets on the menu. I smiled and nodded at him, this place was famous for its 12 egg omelets served with toast and all-you-can-eat hash browns, they’d even been featured on the Food Network.


“How about we split a 6 egg Southwestern Exposure and a plate of fruit?” I suggested as he looked over the ingredients of the omelet- chili, salsa, sour cream and cheddar cheese.

I could see his agreement before he even nodded, “Sure we can do that.”


Our waitress came and took our order, bringing out the fruit plate shortly after. We chatted about what we were going to do that day while we picked at the fruit pieces and occasionally fed them to each other. I could feel the sidelong glances we were getting from other people in the restaurant but I ignored them and tried to just enjoy my time alone with him.


We decided that today we would check out Pike's Place Market and have dinner at the Space Needle, then tomorrow we could check out the waterfront and do the Indian show for lunch before we had to head back to the airport and go home. I called and made dinner reservations at the Space Needle while we were still waiting for the omelet and then purchased the tickets for the dinner show online using my phone. 


Our food arrived just as I was finishing up and we dug right in, it was delicious and our plates were empty in a short amount of time. Rhys contemplated getting a second helping of hash browns but then decided against it as he finished his orange juice and sat back in his seat.


“You know Halloween is coming up.” he said casually and I looked up at him.


“Yeah, did you want me to take you trick-or-treating?” I teased.


“Only if you're my treat.” he winked at me and I laughed. “Seriously though, every year the team hosts a fundraiser, it was Todd's idea actually, we have this big costume ball, auction off team members and cheerleaders then donate the money to foster care programs, child abuse prevention programs and orphanages. There's also a donation drive for clothes and toys, I was wondering if you'd be interested in coming, you could wear a costume and nobody would ever know you were there.”


As I mulled over the idea another thought came to me and even I was surprised by it. “What if I auctioned myself off?” he looked at me in shock as if I'd just spoken to him in Klingon.


When he found his voice he half-smiled at me, “What if I don't want you to go on a date with anyone else?”


I smiled back, “We could always cheat, you just bid as high as you need to in order to win me and I'll back the money. It's for a good cause right? So why not? It isn't like I can't afford to do something good especially for the kids.” He looked at me in awe.


“You'd really do that?” he asked in disbelief.


“Of course I would, just as quickly as I would bid every last penny I have to ensure that nobody else gets to go on a date with you.” I smiled lovingly at him and squeezed his hand, he grinned back happily.


“I can let them know if that's really what you want to do.” he said, with an unsure look on his face.


“It'll be fine, just tell them.” I laughed and he nodded.


“Alright I'll tell the committee on Monday.” he said and I smiled again.


“It'll be fun you'll see, we'll take each other on the best date ever.” I said assuringly and he gave me a sly grin.


“Oh I know we will.” he replied chuckling quietly to himself while I silently appreciated the pride I felt at doing something so involved with humans and for such a good cause.
Chapter 14


Rhys got a kick out of Pike Place Market, watching them throw the fish, taking his picture with the pig and wandering around checking out stands of flowers, produce and handmade crafts. We crossed the street to get coffee at a nearby Starbucks.


“Marlene's coffee is better.” he muttered after taking a sip.


“Well we're not in Wharton anymore Toto.” I teased, taking a drink of my own fruit smoothie.


We walked the market from one end to the other and checked out the bottom floor, stopping for a few minutes to check out an artist doing caricatures and we even took a stroll through the pipe shop before heading back upstairs and outside to find something to eat.


“Why don't we get some sandwiches?” I suggested as the perfect place came to mind.


“Sure that's fine.” he replied and I pulled out my phone to look up the address.


“It's down by Pioneer Square so we'd better take the car.” I said when I realized the walk was a bit more than a mile, the line would be long and they weren’t open for very long so any time we could save was a good thing. Rhys had no argument as I called for our ride.


We pulled up near a restaurant simply called “Salumi” as noted by an orange sign with a pig over the name.


Rhys's eyes widened as we got out of the car and headed for the front door, “Wait, isn't this the place that the Batali's run?” when I nodded with a smile he stared at me in awe, he was a big fan of Mario Batali and to him, this was just about as good as getting to meet the man himself. The smell of hot sandwiches and fresh bread hit us long before we reached the line of people trailing out of the door as they waited to place their orders.


“Wow that's some line.” he commented sounding unsure about whether or not he wanted to wait in it.


“It's worth it I promise you.” I assured him and took his hand while we waited. The line went faster than we expected after finding ourselves caught up in conversation with other customers over some salami samples that had been brought out. Before we knew it we were in the shop and ready to order two salami sandwiches.


The smell was intoxicating as we rode down to the waterfront to eat our sandwiches in the sun, by the water. I wasn't exactly sure how we made it without gobbling down our sandwiches first but the salty sea air and sunshine added to the experience.


I watched Rhys very carefully as he took his first bite. “Oh my god this is like heaven on sourdough!” he exclaimed with his mouth full and I laughed.


“I told you it was worth it.” I replied before taking a bite of my own heavenly sandwich.

We didn't speak again until we were finished eating and went to throw away our garbage.


“Wow Saydie you really know how to make a trip memorable.” he said, leaning down to give me a kiss that smelled like the sandwich he'd just eaten.


“Mmm you smell and taste like that sandwich, I might have to eat you up too.” I teased, running my tongue across his lower lip before the kiss deepened and we were lost in each other for a moment.


When we finally broke apart, he took my hand and started heading toward the other end of the waterfront. We stopped and picked up little handmade trinkets in the shops, shot glasses that said “Seattle” on them, he insisted on taking me on a carriage ride, which was actually pretty romantic...until the horse had to do his “business”. That was when we decided the ride was over and that we'd walk the rest of the way.


I talked him into a tour of the Seattle Aquarium and we walked through fabulous displays of fish and other underwater creatures, hand-in-hand. He seemed to enjoy it in the end though he was resistant at first. He even bought me a stuffed seal on the way out.


He wanted to go back up to the market and grab a few things that he'd tried but debated on purchasing, so we headed back up and I watched, amused, as he purchased pepper jelly, Seattle t-shirts for Elizabeth and Emily and a big bouquet of mixed flowers.


“Are those for Marlene? They're beautiful.” I commented, leaning in to smell them.


“Yes they are, they said I can have them sent overnight to her so I'm going to do that.” I nodded my agreement and watched as he grabbed another bouquet, this one beautifully done with dried flowers. I was surprised when he handed it to me. “Oh sweetie you didn't have to.” I said taking them into my arms.


He looked me very seriously in the eyes and I could see the love in his gaze, “I will love you until the day these flowers wilt and fall apart, and then I'll love you a hundred times longer than that.” since they were already dried the chances of that was slim to none, making the gesture that much sweeter.


“And I will love you even longer than that.” I smiled up at him as he leaned in for a kiss. The owner of the booth and several people around us were watching with big smiles on their faces and I blushed when I finally noticed. The lady running the stand enthusiastically encouraged us to use hairspray on the flowers to make them even more durable.


Rhys took my hand and led me back to the car, we decided to drop our stuff off in our room and relax for a bit before changing for dinner.


I carefully set my flowers on the rooms only table and immediately went to pack my purchases away in my carry-on bag.

A short time later we were cuddled on the bed together watching TV and Rhys bent to kiss the top of my head as I rested my head against his chest, listening to his heart beat.


“Say?”


“Hmm?” I answered absentmindedly.

I barely registered the fact that he seemed to want to say something but stopped and changed the subject, “What time is our dinner reservation?”


I looked up at him curiously, “It's at 8 why? Are you hungry again now?”


“Oh no, just wondered.” he glanced over at the clock, it was already 5. “I'm going to take another shower, it was a lot of walking today.” I nodded but remained silent, noticing that he looked a bit nervous maybe?


“Are you okay? If the height or movement worries you we don't have to eat there.” I myself had gotten a little motion sick the first time I'd gone to the Space Needle and felt it moving slightly with the wind, combined with the fact that the restaurant rotated, it could be a little intimidating from 500 feet in the air.


When he turned to look at me, I realized that I was way off the mark as I took in his confused expression. “The movement?”


“The top rotates, which takes a little getting used to, and if it's windy sometimes you can feel the building move a bit because it's so tall and thin. I got kinda sick my first time there.” I admitted to him, feeling the blush rise on my cheeks.”


He smiled, “I don't think motion sickness will be a problem but it's good to know.” and with that he disappeared into the bathroom, leaving me with my thoughts. I didn't need extra abilities to know that he was lying, it was plain on his face but I didn't press the issue, I was sure he had his reasons.


Once he was done I decided take a shower myself just to help me wind down and relax, he was up to something, I knew it and it made me nervous in return. I stood under the hot water, feeling my body relax under the gentle flow, he couldn't be up to anything I couldn't handle. I was fairly confident that it didn't have anything to do with breaking up considering his profession of undying love this afternoon, so I was able to push that thought out of my mind.


I couldn't come up with any other logical reasons for him to be nervous about anything so maybe he was a little afraid of heights and just didn't want to admit it. I comforted myself with the thought and found myself smiling, it would be a little bit funny if he was afraid of heights or motion sickness.


Once we were both dressed, we stood looking each other over for a moment before heading out the door. He looked absolutely gorgeous in khaki slacks, a light blue button down shirt and a dark blazer, for a moment all I could do was stare. I could never get over how handsome he was for lack of a better word, I wasn't sure that there was a word in the entire world that could describe how perfect he looked to me.


My outfit seemed to have a similar effect as he looked me over with a goofy grin on his face.

Finally, he spoke first, “You look beautiful.” he breathed with a slightly awed look on his face. 


“I can never get over how beautiful you are, how did I get so lucky?”


I smiled and managed to find my voice, “What makes you think you're the one who got lucky here?” I asked as I wrapped my arms around him and then pressed my lips to his.


“Oh just a hunch.” he said without removing his lips from mine and our mouths curved into identical smiles.


Once again we climbed back into the town car, which still smelled faintly of our lunch and suddenly I found that I was ravenous and couldn't wait to eat. We sat holding hands and for some reason it felt like Rhys's hand was shaking slightly, I looked up at his face but he seemed to be completely relaxed. Maybe it's just from the car, or maybe he's just hungry. I thought, deciding not to say anything.


The car pulled up next to a beautiful fountain that was out in front of the Space Needle and I asked our driver to take a picture of us in front of it before he took off, he obligingly took my camera and snapped the requested photos from a couple different angles as well as one of us with the building behind us before handing it back and going to find a place to park.


We walked into the gift shop and wandered around for a little bit before we went upstairs. I bought a few more shot glasses, post cards and a t-shirt before having them hold my purchases at the register while we went up to eat at the Sky City restaurant.


I barely paid attention as the elevator attendant gave a spiel on how fast the elevator went and how tall the building was, I could still feel Rhys's hand shaking slightly in mine and now he had a hint of worry on his face but not enough for me to have noticed if his hand hadn't tipped me off.


“Sweetie, are you ok? You seem to be shaking.” I asked quietly with concern in my voice.


He smiled down at me, “I'm just excited to be here with you that's all.” he replied squeezing my hand. I noticed that the other elevator riders were watching us with small smiles on their faces, touched by his words. Since we'd gotten there it seemed like there had been someone to witness every romantic gesture he'd made and they all had those same looks on their face, you know the one that says, “Awwww!” like we were the cutest thing they'd ever seen.


I smiled back and answered, “I'm excited too.” and he squeezed my hand in his as the elevator slowed to a stop and the attendant thanked us all for riding it before wishing us a good evening. We stepped out into the waiting area of the restaurant to stand in line behind two other couples before I could give them our reservation information. The wait was only moments once I gave them my name and we were shown to our table almost immediately.


As we settled into our chairs the server came by and handed us our menus before filling up our water glasses. I looked around the circular room, the atmosphere was lovely and even romantic, dim lighting and oil candles lit on every table provided the perfect ambiance for our dinner.


I heard Rhys's intake of breath and looked up at him to find that he was staring at the window ledge and the paper coaster sitting on it, slowly inching it's way past our table.


He picked it up curiously, “I thought the whole top of the needle revolved.” he said not quite understanding.


I smiled as I understood his confusion, “Actually it's the restaurant that revolves, people leave their coasters with notes on them and as the world turns, so to speak, people get the chance to read them all as they slowly circle the restaurant. They can be fairly humorous sometimes.”


He set the coaster down with a wry smile and picked up his menu without another word. When our waiter returned, I ordered steak while Rhys ordered their seafood pasta made with fresh, local seafood. He ordered two glasses of wine while we waited, I pulled out my I.D. which claimed that I was the same age as Rhys, the waiter didn't even glance at me twice- well, he did but not because of my ID- before handing it back and heading off to get our drinks.


Suddenly Rhys looked serious and took my hand in his, “Saydie there's something I want to talk to you about.”


I looked over at him and smiled, “If it's about the I.D. don't worry about it, they could never prove it's fake.” I said reassuringly before he shook his head and smiled back.


“No, I don’t need to talk about that, there's some things I'd rather just not know.” he laughed nervously and that look was on his face again and I could feel his hand trembling in my own.


He opened his mouth to speak but was interrupted by the arrival of our wine, seemingly grateful for the interruption, he took a drink before taking my right hand in both of his, looking me very seriously in the eyes and speaking again.


“Do you want to get married?” he asked and his words hit me like a brick wall.

I could only stare at him in silence for a moment before I responded. 

“You're proposing?” I asked hoping that I didn't sound panicked as I took a sip of my wine to ease my suddenly dry throat.


“No n-no...I don't mean right now, I-I just wondered if you'd consider it down the road...” he stammered seeing the shocked look on my face, obviously taking in the panic I'd failed to conceal and starting to reflect it himself.


When I found my voice I cleared my throat before responding.


“What made you think to ask?” I inquired, wanting to know exactly what was on his mind before I gave an answer.


He re-arranged himself in his seat and leaned a bit closer to me before answering. “Well, when we were at the market I saw a couple in their wedding gear taking pictures down by the water. Ever since then I've had this image in my head of you in a beautiful gown walking down an aisle toward me barefoot and looking absolutely radiant with flowers in your hair, on a remote beach somewhere. I've never thought of anyone that way before now.” he replied honestly as he looked into my eyes and I felt like he was searching my soul. For a moment I wondered if we'd gotten to a point where there was such a thing as too honest.


“I don't know....I-I'd never really considered getting married yet I'm only 19...” I stammered and trailed off before taking a big gulp and asking the question that was burning inside of me. 

“You would want to?”

He nodded, not quite smiling as he took my hand, I wasn't sure he knew how to react to my response.


“I don't need months or years to know that you're the one Saydie, I want to spend forever with you. We don't have to get married or even be officially engaged any time soon, I know it's still early in our relationship but I just wondered if that was something you'd be up for down the road.”


Tears filled my eyes as I saw the love in his eyes and felt that he meant every word, the current flowing between us felt stronger than it ever had. I knew that in reality I should have never answered the question but found that I couldn't stop myself as I replied simply, “Yes.”


The smile that spread across his face was completely worth the answer as he leaned across the table to take my face in his hands and kiss me until I was breathless. When he finally let go and sat back on his seat, he reached into the inside pocket of his jacket. My eyes widened in surprise when he held his hand out to me and in his palm lay a band of white gold; it was thin with a raised band of beautiful plumerias etched into it over the smooth base band. I was touched that he remembered my fondness for the Hawaiian flowers just before fear gripped me, he had said he wasn't proposing. 


I'm sure the worry was plain on my face but he smiled and held my hand as he spoke, 
“It's just a promise ring, I felt like you should have something to remind you how much I love you.” I still stared at him in stunned silence. “I'm going to marry you one day Saydie Mason, and I will do everything I can to make you the happiest woman in the world for the rest of our lives.”

I smiled gently at him through my tears, Silly boy, “You think I need a material reminder that you love me? If I ever needed a reminder, which I never would, but if I did, all I'd have to do is look into your eyes.”


He smiled back as he leaned in to kiss me gently before leaning back again to wipe tears from my face with his thumb. “Okay then it's a reminder to the rest of the world how much I love you.”


“I never considered the thought that anyone would ever love me enough to want to marry me.” I said honestly as the turmoil raged inside me. You shouldn't have agreed you idiot! What were you thinking? He's a human, you can't marry him! The words screamed at me in my head but it seemed, even louder than that, my heart was yelling exuberantly, YES! As it swelled in my chest, feeling like it would burst if I was any happier. I couldn't stop the feeling of exultation that arose in me despite the twinge of nervousness lingering in the background, if I was going to marry him someday then I'd have to let him in on my secret first and it could be a while before I was ready for that.


“Any man would have to be an idiot not to want to marry you.” he said lovingly and I couldn't help smiling at him.


“I love you so much.” Was all I could say.


“I love you too.” he replied looking like he was already the happiest man on earth as he clinked his glass against mine.


“Cheers.” he said and I nodded before taking a sip of the wine. We sat there hand in hand, with what I could only imagine were blissfully happy looks on our faces, lost in each other’s eyes as if nobody else in the world existed except for him and I. 
I had definitely been right, this weekend alone had been exactly what we needed.
Chapter 15


I spent the rest of the weekend riding on a cloud of euphoria, thoughts were running through my head like a tape on fast forward, I couldn't stop thinking about having a real life with him. The thought was occurring to me that maybe he could be ok with my secret, and then this dream could actually become a reality. Maybe we could get married, have kids- I stopped on that last thought, I was part human but I really didn't know if I could have kids with one, demons had...well, “babies” wasn't exactly the word I would use but they reproduced all the time so why couldn't I? Maybe that was an option that I'd explore somewhere down the road when I was more comfortable with the idea.


For the most part I couldn't wipe the ecstatic grin off of my face the rest of the time we were there, I felt like I had new hope, a new meaning for existing and Rhys was it. We “celebrated” his promise in the same way we had before but it was different this time, more passionate and maybe even more loving if that was possible. It was like I could explode with the love I felt, I didn't want to take my eyes off of him for even a minute in case my euphoric dream would end if I did.


All too soon we had blazed through lunch at the Indian village and were back on the plane heading home. I snoozed against his shoulder for more of the ride since we hadn't really slept much the night before, we'd been too busy....doing other things. My flowers were in my lap and his ring was on my hand, I was the happiest girl on that plane by a long mile.


When we stumbled into the front door, Flan was waiting for us and she didn't look happy.


“I can't believe the two of you would run off and do something like this without telling me.” She suddenly turned directly to me, “And you, I specifically asked you before you even left! We're supposed to be best friends Saydie!” I stood staring open-mouthed at her while she ranted on with no clue what she was talking about.


Rhys managed to interject before I could, “Flan, what are you talking about? We're tired and I want to go to bed.” I couldn't help the smile that came to my face at his last words and one glance at him showed that we were on the same train of thought.


“What am I talking about?” Flan sounded completely outraged, obviously she was completely convinced that we were lying about something. “I'll tell you what I'm talking about, the two of you running off to Seattle and getting marr-” she snatched my left hand into her own and held it up. “-ied…” she trailed off, looking at my hand and suddenly her anger made sense. I held up my right hand and wiggled my fingers at her, the band caught the light and it shined back at her. 


Her mouth fell open as she stared at me in confusion and suddenly I stared back at her in horror, realizing that we had no way to explain to Rhys how she even knew yet, if I'd actually had the ring on my left hand she could have just claimed that she'd seen the ring but now she'd put us both in a tight spot with very few ways out. I should have known you'd see the ring and over-react Flan. I thought at her, not angry but still frustrated. She still stared silently at me, not responding verbally or mentally.


I turned to Rhys, “Why don't you go lay down and I'll be in there in a minute?” I suggested, he seemed relieved to leave the situation behind him as he hurried toward the stairs.

I held my breath until he was up the stairs and I heard my bedroom door close. Flan and I both let out our breath at exactly the same time.


“Saydie I'm so sorry, I wasn't thinking.” She said, having the good grace to look ashamed of herself.


“You should be, you could have blown both of our secrets out of the water!” I whispered loudly with a hint of anger in my voice.


Her eyes lit up then, “So you didn't get married?” She looked slightly over-enthusiastic for the news and I raised an eyebrow at her.


“Come on Say, I saw him buy the ring and put it on your hand, my visions aren't perfect and guys usually give you diamonds not gold bands when they propose. I thought you were hiding something from me.” She looked at me sheepishly and I couldn't help grinning at her as she reached for my right hand to look closer at the ring.


“It's just a promise ring, he asked me if I wanted to marry him sometime down the road and told me that he was going to make me the happiest woman who ever lived.”


Flan managed to look impressed at my words while still scrutinizing the ring, “Well he certainly went all out on this ring, that's the fanciest promise ring I've ever seen. I guess we know what your answer was but how are you planning to pull this off?”


I walked into the living room and sank onto the couch, “I have no idea, I couldn't even stop myself from saying yes, it was an automatic reaction. But for the first time in my life I actually want this, I want to marry him and have kids and watch them grow up...I just don't know how to actually make it happen.”


“You can always just tell him.” she hinted but I shook my head.


“I'm just not ready for that yet, but this does make me feel like things might be okay when I finally do tell him, I just have to find the right time.” I sighed and then tried to stifle a yawn.


“I also saw you being auctioned off on a stage in a fundraiser, what was that about?” I looked at her confused for a moment and then laughed.


“The football team is having a ball on Halloween to benefit foster kids and orphans, I figured it was a good cause. I can wear something sexy, turn up the Charisma and watch the dollars come in.”


“And Rhys is alright with someone winning you, so to speak?”


“No we'll rig it so that he's the highest bidder and i'll back the money if he can't afford it.”

She looked impressed, “Not like anyone is going to be able to beat you there. Way to get involved in human activities by the way. I guess this means we'd better go costume shopping, unless you plan to just go as your alter ego?” I smiled at how she referred to my demon side.


“I suppose I could get some horns and a pitchfork, it would be sort of funny in a generic kind of way. If ever there was a holiday for it this would be it.”


“I'm sure you could come up with some embellishments to make yourself stand out.”


“Stand out? Have you seen me lately?” I asked, running my hand up and down the side of my body, gesturing for her to look me over.


She laughed, “Of course I have. I mean, you can do something to make your costume not so generic.”


“Yeah right along with your witch costume.” I raised an eyebrow and looked at her pointedly, she held up her hand in a gesture that suggested that I should stop right there.


“I never said I was even going, much less dressing up for it.”


I stood up, “Oh you bet you are, if I'm going, you're going, if I have to I'll get Hadley up there on that stage and back up your bid too.” I threatened playfully, but she actually seemed to like that idea.


“You get Hadley in on it and I'm totally there.” she answered as if she would have never thought twice about it.


I made a mental note to tell Rhys about it before he talked to the committee, “Done, there's what? Two weeks left?” she nodded and I realized that the time Rhys and I had been together had gone by awfully fast. “I'll tell him first thing in the morning, maybe we can see if a few of Hadley's other friends want to get in on it.” This time I couldn't hide the yawn that escaped my lips.


“I'm going to bed.” I said heading for the stairs.


“Wait!” she hissed, “What are you going to tell him about what I said?” she asked suddenly looking very apprehensive. I'd almost forgotten about the incident already.


“I don't know, I'm pretty sure I have until after school to figure something out. I'm too tired to worry about it now.” I said, waving as I went up the stairs. She still looked worried and as I reached my door I heard her sigh before heading up the stairs behind me.


I'd been very wrong about having until after school to talk to Rhys about anything. When I woke up, Rhys was gone which I'd expected, but what I hadn't expected was the gagging noise that suddenly came from my bathroom. I jumped up out of bed and darted for the bathroom door, upon pushing it open I saw Rhys half lying on the floor, clutching the bowl as if his life depended on it.


“Oh my god Rhys are you alright?” I asked stupidly, Of course he's not alright he's throwing up. I thought, angrily at myself.


“I'm alright, I either ate something bad or caught a flu in Seattle.” he moaned before burying his head in the toilet and vomiting up bile. I generally had a stomach made of steel but even I couldn't avoid the gagging feeling in the back of my throat as I registered the scent of vomit hanging in the bathroom combined with actually watching him do it.


“How long have you been in here?” I asked, worried now that he had nothing left in his stomach, while trying not to breathe. 


“What time is it?”


I looked at my watch, “It's a little after nine.” I replied.


“I got up at seven but I've been awake since about six fifteen.” I felt terrible now, he'd been laying on the cold bathroom floor for over two hours and had never even called for me. What bothered me even more was that I hadn't even heard him in here puking for all that time.


I thought quickly, it might be better to just leave him where he was rather than moving him for now, I'd go see if I could find him some saltines and ginger ale and see if that helped. If I was lucky I'd catch Flan before she left for class, maybe she'd have something in her arsenal of herbs and potions to help him feel better.


Not worrying about how fast I was moving, I rushed over to the closet to grab him a blanket and was back in half a second draping it over his back. I reached up over the sink and grabbed a paper cup from its holder and filled it with water, No point in giving him a full glass until we know he can keep it down.

“I'm going to see if I can find anything to help you feel better baby I'll be right back.” he barely seemed to register that I'd spoken and I flew down the stairs to see if Flan was still home. Thankfully, she was still in her pajamas, waiting for the coffee pot to start brewing. 


I stared at her in surprise, “Shouldn't you be getting ready for school?” I asked, hardly daring to believe that she'd just ditch for no reason in my time of need.


“It's Columbus Day, no school. I forgot.” she shrugged and then looked directly at me as if she had finally woken up.


“What's wrong with you? You look all worried about something.” her words reminded me of why I'd come looking for her in the first place.


“Well I guess it's a good thing that you didn't have school because Rhys is up in my bathroom puking his guts out.” I said, once again fighting the gagging in my throat as I hurried over to the cupboard, took out a glass and filled it with water from a pitcher in the fridge. The cool water soothed my gagging immediately and I was able to speak again.


“I don't know a whole lot about how to care for a sick human, can you help me out here?” 

She smiled widely, “Sometimes I forget that you're not used to being around humans so intimately.” Caring for the man I loved while he threw his guts up in my bathroom was about as intimate as it could get for me, I had to love him a whole lot to help him out with something so disgusting.


“Do you have any cures or potions or something to at least stop the vomiting and maybe help him keep down some water or ginger ale?” 


She raised an eyebrow at me, “Well you seem to know the basics.” She said as she headed for the downstairs bathroom to pull a bottle of pink liquid out of the medicine cabinet.


“This is Pepto Bismol it might help with the vomiting.” She said, handing it to me before walking back to the kitchen to pull a bottle of water out of the fridge. “Give him this too but wait about 20 minutes or so after he drinks the Pepto. I'll see if I can whip him up something to settle his stomach and get him back to normal.” She promised before I could even ask again. I was up the stairs in a flash with both bottles in my hands.

When I got back to my room the bathroom door was closed so I knocked.


“Everything still alright in there?” I asked cautiously.


“Please don't come in, I don't want you to see me like this!” he moaned, worrying me further.


“Rhys what's wrong now? You can tell me.” I pleaded but still didn't open the door.


“Crap coming out both ends...” he muttered quietly not realizing that I could still hear him, but I didn’t say anything.


“I have a bottle of-” I looked at the label to remember the name, “Pepto Bismol here if you need it. I'll set it here outside the door with a bottle of water. I'm going to grab a cup of coffee but call me if you need anything before I get back okay?” I set the bottles down right against the door.


“Shit!” I heard him exclaim, “Can you call Marlene and tell her I couldn't open?” he begged.


“Of course, I'll do that right now.” I promised and pulled my phone out of my pocket to call the shop.


Marlene answered on the first ring, “Marlene's how can I help you?”


“Marlene this is Saydie Mason, I'm calling about Rhys.”


“Oh Saydie thank goodness! He didn't come in this morning and isn't answering his phone, I was worried, is he alright?” she said sounding tremendously concerned.


“His stomach isn’t agreeing with him and he's been throwing up for hours. He won't let me in the bathroom now, I think he's got diarrhea too.” I replied cringing as I shared the last bit of information.


“Oh dear, well tell him not to worry about anything, he can take all the time he needs to feel better. Thank you so much for letting me know, would you be a dear and call his mother? She worries so much about him and now that I’m short handed I don't really have time to make the call myself.” As much as the idea frightened me I agreed and wrote down his mothers’ office number on my hand after grabbing a pen off of my night stand.


When I hung up I went back over to the bathroom door, noticing that he'd snatched the bottle of Pepto and the water while I wasn't looking. “I called Marlene she says to take all the time you need to get better.” I decided not to tell him just yet that she'd asked me to call his mother.


“Thank you baby, I love you.” his words were barely more than a whisper but they made me smile.


“You're welcome, I'm glad I can do something to help. I'm going to go grab that coffee and I'll be right back.” He groaned in response, it sounded like he was throwing up again, and I hurried back downstairs, I was going to need Flan for what I had to do next.


With her hand in mine I slowly dialed his mothers phone number, my heart felt like it was going to pound its way out of my chest as the line began to ring on the other end.


The secretary answered, “Davis Architecture, how may I direct your call?” A nasal voice asked.


“I'd like to speak to Mrs. Davis please.”


“Mrs. Davis is unavailable at the moment, may I take a message?” Even through the phone I knew that she was lying.


“My name is Saydie Mason, would you please tell her that I'm calling about her son Rhys, it's important.” I said firmly and without another word she put me on hold and the sounds of soft classical music came through the receiver. Less than 10 seconds later I heard a very pleasant but worried voice answer come on the line.


“This is Sara Davis, you're calling about my son?” she asked quickly, sounding as if she'd dashed for the phone.


“Yes Mrs. Davis, my name is Saydie Mason, I'm Rhys's girlfriend, I don't know if he's mentioned me to you...” I trailed off feeling kind of stupid now, not actually sure that he had in fact told his family about me.


“Saydie! Of course he's mentioned you to us, I've never heard my son so happy to talk about anything in his life!” I blushed in response, thankful that she couldn't see me as Flan elbowed me in the ribs with a grin. “But what is this about the call being urgent, is he hurt?” she was starting to sound frantic again.


“No he's not hurt, he's just sick, I think he has the flu or maybe ate something that didn't agree with him. You may know that we spent the weekend in Seattle, he ate a lot of seafood, and maybe that was it?” I suggested lamely before continuing, “Marlene asked me to call, she said you'd want to know. She would have called herself but with Rhys being sick she was short handed.” I finally stopped talking and waited for her response.


“Well I appreciate you calling me Saydie, I am always glad to be informed when my sons’ health is in question. Have you given him anything for it?”


“I gave him some Pepto Bismol and water so far, my roommate and I were discussing giving him some ginger ale and saltine crackers.” I replied, hoping that she might be able to confirm that I was doing something right.


“If he has the flu the Pepto won't help for long, he'll have to wait the bug out. Make sure he has plenty of fluids and maybe even some Gatorade if he can keep it down, it will help replenish his electrolytes.” she said matter-of-factly and I looked at Flan with no idea what electrolytes were, she nodded at me and whispered, “I've got it covered.” I nodded back and turned my attention back to Rhys's mother.


“Okay I’ll be sure to do that, is there anything else? Any special treatment that makes him feel better?” I asked thoughtfully, I might not have had a lot of experience with sick people but I knew that anyone could be a complete baby if they didn't feel well.


“Well when he was little I'd put him in bed with his bear, blanket and a cup of chicken broth. He would lie in bed and watch cartoons. If he has a fever, be sure to give him some Tylenol.” I jotted these things down on a pad next to the house phone.


“Okay, anything else?” I asked, suddenly wanting to hurry back to Rhys and help him feel better.


“Just tell him that we love him and that I'll call him later to check on him.” she replied. I didn't answer right away, not sure if I actually wanted to tell him that I'd called his mother. “If it will make you feel better dear, I can call later and pretend to know nothing.” 


I felt relief wash over me at her words, “Thank you Mrs. Davis, you know how Rhys can be; I think he'd be embarrassed if I told him that I'd called his mother.” For the first time I heard her laugh on the other end, obviously comforted by the fact that her son wasn't severely ill.


“I do know him well enough to be certain that you are right, I think all of my children would be mortified to have someone call their mother because they were sick.” I smiled into the phone against my will.


“Okay well I'll get some broth for him and find some cartoons for when he finally comes out of the bathroom I joked lightly.


“You're a very sweet girl Saydie, thank you so much for taking care of Rhys for me, he's my baby and I worry about him so much.” I felt the blush rise on my cheeks again.


“You're welcome Mrs. Davis.” was all I could say.


“Well I guess I'd better get back to work then, I’ll call him later dear. Thank you again for calling me, I truly appreciate it.” And then she was gone before I could even say goodbye to her.


I jumped when Flan spoke, “I have a friend in the culinary program, she's says they're always cooking with chicken stock and broth, I’ll call and see if she can get her hands on any, it'll be fresh and organic, maybe that'll be better for him than something in a can.” she suggested and I nodded silently.


“Do you think you could swing by the market and pick up another case of water and some ginger ale?” she nodded as I looked down at the list of things I'd written down, “Oh, do you have any Tylenol?” she thought for a moment.


“I'm not sure but I’ll pick some up just to be on the safe side.” she assured me before hurrying upstairs to change.

Chapter 16

By the time Flan had gotten back from the store Rhys had pretty much puked himself out. He was exhausted and needed help just getting out of the bathroom. I tucked him into my bed layering blankets on him and making sure that he had a bottle of water and a bowl next to him in case he needed them.


He took his time with the chicken broth but managed to keep it down while we laid together and watched cartoons. I realized that he felt a little warmer than usual and went down to hunt down a thermometer; If he felt hot to me then it probably wasn’t a good thing.


“Flan, I might need that Tylenol!” I called to her as I came down the stairs.

She walked into the bathroom and grabbed the bottle she’d just put in the medicine cabinet, handing it to me.


“Thanks, um do you have a thermometer?” I felt silly asking but I’d never needed human things for illness.

She rolled her eyes at me with a smile and reached back into the medicine cabinet to pull out a thermometer.



“Thanks Flan, you’re awesome.” I said with a grateful smile.


“Have you thought about what you’re going to tell him about last night?” She asked carefully, hoping not to make me angry.

I looked at her for a moment and pondered my answer.


“I’ll just tell him I sent you a picture message of the ring, you drew your own conclusions; I’m pretty sure he’s probably forgotten all about it by now though.”


She raised both eyebrows, clearly impressed with my quick thinking, “That would work, hopefully you’re right though and he’s forgotten all about it.”


I gathered up the Tylenol and thermometer before heading back upstairs, Rhys was still in the bed which was a good thing. I handed him the thermometer to avoid poking him in the tongue, turned it on for him and waited for the beep. 

When I pulled it back it read 102.4, “Looks like you need this.” I said reaching for the bottle of Tylenol and tapping 2 capsules into my hand after reading the instructions. He took them without argument and then lay back against the pillows.


“Some way to end a vacation huh?” He smiled weakly at me and I gave him a small smile back.


“I hope that you just caught the flu from someone on the plane or something, I’d hate to think that all of that wonderful seafood would have anything to do with it.” I said, the food had all been so great, it would truly be a shame if something had been wrong with it and others were sick now too.


“That’s probably all it is, just my time for the flu.” He assured me and I cuddled up close to him, holding his hand, not wanting to get all tangled together in case he had to make a sudden dash for the bathroom.


I decided to change the subject while I was thinking about the new topic “I was talking to Flan downstairs, she said she’d help out with the auction if Hadley did, I was thinking about calling her and seeing if they want to get in on it. I’d be more than happy to back any funds that got out of anyone’s price range.”


“You’re really that into all this?” He asked incredulously.


“Of course I am why wouldn’t I be?” I turned my head up to look at him.


“Well it’s just that you were so shy about being around people when we met, you’re really coming out of your shell Saydie, I’m proud of you.” 
I blushed, at least he’d noticed that I was making an effort, and I was truly enjoying having friends.

“Thanks.” I replied and smiled at him.


“You know what this all reminds me of?” He gestured to himself in the bed.


“What’s that?” I asked, even though I had an idea of what was coming.


“This is what my mom used to do when I got sick as a kid, load me up with chicken soup, tuck me in and turn on cartoons.” He chuckled at the memory and I smiled to myself.

“I guess I’m doing something right then.”


“Thanks for taking care of me, I really appreciate it.” He smiled down at me lovingly.


“That’s what I’m here for.” I said, kissing his cheek.


Flan appeared at the door just then, “How’s the patient doing?” she asked as she came to sit on the edge of the bed on my side. She looked like she was trying to stay as far away from him as possible while still expressing her concern.


“He hasn’t gotten up in a while so hopefully this stuff will stay down and he can move up to crackers.”


“Crackers, yay!” he said sarcastically and Flan and I both laughed at him.


“Hey you’re the one who went and got sick pal, you’re just going to have to deal with it.” She told him and he laughed.


“Saydie if you don’t need me for anything else I’m going to go have lunch with Hadley. We’ll be close if you need something.” 


I nodded, “Okay, thanks Flan.”


“See you guys later.”


“Bye!” Rhys and I both replied.


When she was gone we cuddled back up to watch some more cartoons but shortly into the first show I realized that Rhys had fallen fast asleep. I smiled as I looked at his face, it was like having an angel next to me, he said he couldn’t get over how beautiful I was but I really felt like I’d gotten the better end of the visual stick on this one. I could sit and stare at him for hours, taking in every line in his face and never get tired of it.

I knew where every freckle, dimple and laugh line was, I knew exactly how the lines would change when he went from being serious to laughing, or when he was sad. I still wondered how I’d gotten so lucky, despite my tremendous efforts to be human, was any demon truly deserving of such an amazing gift? To love someone as completely as I loved him and to have him love me just as much in return? It was sure looking like it.


I took advantage of his being asleep to tidy up a little, clearing his empty water bottle and mug of chicken broth and taking them downstairs to put the mug away and grab another bottle. Just then the house phone rang and I rushed over to grab it before the sound could wake Rhys up.


“Hello?” I asked.


“Hello is this Saydie?” a pleasant male voice asked on the other end.


“Yes this is, may I ask who is calling?”


“This is Todd Davis, I heard that my wuss of a brother might have food poisoning.” He chuckled in response.

“Word travels fast in your family I see.” I replied.

“Oh yeah, you should expect a call from my sister and probably both of our parents before the night is over.”


I laughed, “Obviously you know that I spoke to your mom already, she said she’d call back so I didn’t have to tell Rhys that I’d called his mother. Marlene asked me to, otherwise I’d never have thought to do it.”


“Marlene is very caring like that, she babies us all as if we were her own, like she doesn’t have her hands full enough with her own little monsters.” He laughed again, clearly joking about Marlene’s girls being monsters, even I knew that wasn’t true. He seemed to be a really easy going guy and so far I genuinely liked him.


“She’s a good person; I have a great deal of respect for her and her amazing coffee.” I replied smiling.


“Oh that’s right you guys met at her shop didn’t you?” he asked, sounding curious now.


“Yeah, we ran into each other at the door, love at first sight and all.” I tried to sound nonchalant about it but he wasn’t fooled.


“You try to be casual about it but that’s exactly what happened to my brother. He hasn’t talked about anything else since the day he met you. Getting him to talk football is almost impossible, he changes the subject to how you came to one of his games and then he gets all mushy about how much he loves you and all that.” I blushed bright red, glad that nobody was there to see it.


“I’m sure you’re exaggerating.”I said laughing.


“Oh just wait, you’ll hear all about it when you come to visit. You’re coming for Thanksgiving right?”

“As far as I know, that’s the plan, but I’m not coming to make him the object of ridicule for the whole trip.” I teased.


“Oh he’d have been that anyway, even if you weren’t around, we’d find something to pick on him for, that’s what being an older sibling is all about.


“By the way how do you like the ring?” He asked casually and shocked at his words, I sat in stunned silence for a moment. 

“Hello?” he asked.


“I’m sorry, you knew about it?”


“Of course I did, Rhys and I are obviously closer than you realized, he talks to me about everything. When he told me that you were the one, I admit that I was skeptical but he’s extremely sure of himself, more than he’s ever been about anything else. It was my idea to go with a promise ring this early into it, I worried for him that an engagement ring would freak you out.” My mouth hung open in surprise.


“Still speechless huh? There’s a lot you don’t know about Rhys but he’s a good guy and he’s crazy in love with you, you’ll never have to wonder about that.”


“Well thanks Todd, I appreciate that.”


“You’re very welcome and before I forget, can I talk to the little wuss man?”


I laughed, so that’s what having a brother was like. “Actually he’s finally sleeping so I’d rather not wake him up, he’s been up for hours throwing up, he really needs to rest now.”


“Did you turn cartoons on for him?” he asked, and I was surprised by the question.


“Yes, why?”


“Knocks him out every time, chicken broth and cartoons, he’s still just like he was as a kid.”


“Well we all deserve some babying when we’re sick I suppose.”


“That’s the truth, there’s nothing like having a beautiful woman to take care of you when you’re sick either.” He teased.


“Oh so he’s been sending pictures of me then?” I teased back.


“Way to get a grip on your ego there Saydie.” He laughed, “But yes, he has and I will be the first to admit that he couldn’t have asked to have a more beautiful person taking care of him. I know we don’t know each other at all but you make my brother happy and when he talks about you it’s like he’s talking about an angel, even in the pictures of the two of you he radiates pure happiness just being by your side. So, being beautiful inside and out is a huge bonus in my book.” I blushed yet again.

“I see that being charming runs in the family.” I replied trying to keep my tone light despite my unbelievable embarrassment.


“Yes it does, but I’m serious Saydie, I’m not sure he could find anyone who makes him more happy than you do.” I could hear a fondness in his voice that seemed strange coming from someone that I’d never met but he talked about me as though he’d known me this whole time. Like he knew me as well as Rhys did. I was going to have to learn a bit more about his family before I met them.



“That’s very kind of you.” I said, blushing even more furiously than before.


“Nothing kind about it just being honest.” He replied. “I should get going though, I’ll try his phone later, you don’t have to tell him I called if it spares you the embarrassment of letting him know that you called our mom.”


“I appreciate that but I might just have to tell him anyway, if everybody calls he’ll know something’s up on his own.”


“Well good luck with that. It was nice talking to you Saydie, I look forward to seeing you soon.”



“Thanks me too.” I couldn’t help smiling as the line went dead, those Davis men sure knew how to talk to the ladies.


I wandered back upstairs with a fresh bottle of water and laid back down with Rhys. It wasn’t long before he woke up again looking for something to drink. I handed him the water that I’d forgotten to put on his side of the bed and he drank it gratefully.


“Thanks Say.” He smiled at me.


“You’re welcome, do you feel any better?” I sure hoped he did, puking was definitely not my thing.


“Yeah a little, thanks.” I smiled back and curled up with his hand in mine again.


We were in the middle of a cartoon a bit later when a thought came to mind, “Rhys?”


“Yeah?” I had this strange déjà vu from our trip in Seattle for a moment.


“How much do you love me?” I asked carefully, thinking about the things that Todd had told me.

He pulled back to look at me with a very serious and distraught look on his face, squeezing my hand before he spoke.


“Saydie I love you more than anything in the entire world, more than my own life, you don’t know that?” That explained the freaked out look, and I was quick to reassure him.


“No, I knew that it’s just nice to hear you say it.” I smiled gently at him and he visibly relaxed. “And I promise there’s no favor or anything coming next, it was just a question.” I added before he could respond.


“How much do you love me?” He asked curiously.


“A million times more than you love me.” I teased and he scoffed.


“Impossible.” He declared very seriously, leaning over to kiss my forehead as I smiled at him. “I love you more than the expanse of the sky, more than the amount of water in the sea. I love you wholly, completely and unconditionally. I am irreversibly and madly in love with you until the day that love no longer exists, at which point my heart would re-create love for you and you alone. If you love me more than that, then we have enough love to outlast eternity, oblivion or any other measure of time.” I sat and stared at him for a moment. He had just described exactly how I felt for him and I felt the sting of tears in my eyes.


He reached over to wipe a tear from my cheek, “Don’t cry sweet girl, you deserve even more love than I can give you.”


I found my voice again, “How do I even start to deserve you?”


“I could ask you the same thing.” He smiled at me.


“I’m so lucky that I have you.”


“I’m the lucky one.” He said with finality, pulling me into his arms and holding me tight.

The moment was short lived when he suddenly pulled away and ran for the bathroom. I couldn’t help remembering my assessment of his movement the first time I’d seen him, he really did move more gracefully than any man I’d ever seen, even if he was running for the toilet. I chuckled a bit and then felt bad for being amused at his expense as I went to warm him up some more broth and grab another bottle of water along with a bottle of Gatorade that I spotted in the fridge.


I gathered everything up and went upstairs to set them on the night stand by the bed before knocking on the door.


“Are you alright?” I felt stupid asking the question, obviously he wasn’t.


“Yeah I’ll be okay just give me a little bit.”


“Okay I have more water, Gatorade and broth when you’re ready.” I sighed quietly to myself as he retched in response. I went to sit back on the bed and wait for him to come back out, thinking of how I’d never do this for anyone else, except maybe Flan. I felt thankful that he’d never have to see me like that, I don’t take to human illness the way that others do, which is a perk. I can get drunk and hung-over- more commonly on wine than liquor- but I never throw up, get colds, the flu or any of that. I felt lucky that this was the case after the day I’d had with him.


About half an hour later he was back in bed and sipping on his broth when I finally decided to tell him that I’d talked to his mom.


“Honey?”


“Hmm?” he asked with the mug to his mouth


“Um, I talked to your mom this morning.” He nearly dropped the mug and choked on his broth in surprise, not even noticing that my hand shot out much too fast to grab it before he spilled.


“You spoke to my mother?” he gasped.


“Yes, Marlene asked me to call her, she said your mom would want to know.”


He seemed resigned with my answer, “I guess I shouldn’t be surprised, she’d have called my mom anyway. That’s what I get for not calling myself.”


I smiled at him, “She said she would have but she didn’t have time being so short handed.”


He snorted, “Ha! She found time to talk to my mother I’d bet money on it.”


“Well there’s more.” He looked at me incredulously.


“How is that possible?”


I ignored his question, “Todd called while you were sleeping, they’re both going to call you back later.” By this time it was after 6pm in New York and I was sure that they’d be calling soon.


“I’d like to say thank you but I’m not looking forward to my mother fussing over me, or my brother giving me crap about how un-manly it is to puke in front of your girl.”


“I understand.” I smiled, realizing that I could hear Todd saying those things to him in my head.


He sighed heavily, “But thanks anyway.” He tried to smile and I kissed his cheek.


“You know they love you just like I do.”


“No you love me way more than they do, they just like to torture me.” We laughed together.


“Well either way someone should be calling soon, it’s getting pretty late over there.”

Then, as if trying to make my point, his phone lit up and started to ring. I gave him an apologetic smile as he looked at the caller I.D. to see that it was his mother.


“Here we go.” He muttered and I leaned over to kiss his clammy forehead just before he flipped the phone open. I smiled to myself and went downstairs to find something to eat, realizing that I hadn’t eaten yet today.


As I prepared my food, I thought of the conversation I’d had with Todd. Despite the good-natured sibling rivalry, I felt that he was lucky to have his family, and that they cared so much about each other. In Todd’s words, that was definitely a huge bonus in my book.

Chapter 17

Rhys went back and forth feeling ok and feeling crappy over the next few days, he tried to go to work and school but ended up coming back to my house early most of the time. He seemed to prefer to stay at my house than his own apartment, which was flattering but at the same time I’m sure he didn’t get the same attention at his own place that he got from me and Flan. By that Friday he wasn’t keeping anything down at all and was seriously dehydrated so Flan and I drove him to the doctor where they proceeded to give him five liters of saline.


“Geez I didn’t even know someone could hold that much!” I whispered to them when the nurse had left the room after starting his IV.


“Just because you never get sick…” Rhys grumbled and I raised an eyebrow, so he had noticed. Flan looked pointedly at me, Yeah you un-sick weirdo. I couldn’t help laughing at her and Rhys looked at me curiously. 


I patted his hand without the IV in it, “At least there’s something to be done to help you feel better, I swear your mom is ready to hop on the next plane out here. Imagine how awkward it would be having her show up and you being in my bed.” I was nervous just thinking about it.


“Saydie we just got back from a weekend alone in Seattle, you think she doesn’t know that we share a bed now and then?”


“Well I certainly didn’t know that!” Flan exclaimed, feigning shock, and I shushed her as I laughed nervously.


“I realize that she knows but it’s another thing to have her see it firsthand you know?”


“Why is it a big deal? It’s not like we’re having sex or anything.” He winked at me and I swatted his arm as Flan let out a loud guffaw from the other side of the bed.


“That is entirely beside the point.” I said to him, “Shut up Flan.” I turned to her and she had tears of mirth rolling down her cheeks as she fought (unsuccessfully) to stop laughing. With every bit of love that I was able to muster in my heart I flipped her the bird, which only made her laugh harder.


I could see that Rhys was fighting a smile himself and I finally sighed in defeat, giving up on winning this one.


“The point I’m making is that I’d rather not meet your mother for the first time with the message of ‘Hey I’m sleeping with your son!’ written all over the situation. It would be rude and embarrassing for that matter.” I blushed a little and Rhys reached out to gently stroke my cheek with the back of his hand.


“I know baby, we’re just teasing, hopefully this IV will do the trick and you won’t have to worry about my mother showing up unexpectedly.” I glared openly at him, still bitter about their teasing but I definitely hoped he was right.


“No mom everything is fine, I feel a lot better after the IV.” Rhys was on the phone with his mother about 5 minutes after we’d left the hospital, I felt the slightest bit of satisfaction that he’d taken my feelings into account and called her immediately to update on his condition so that she wouldn’t worry unnecessarily and show up unexpectedly.


“Yes, they said I should be good as new in a couple days, I should be completely back to myself by Monday.” There was a silence for a moment as she spoke, “I promise if I’m not better by then you can come and baby me all you want.” My mouth fell open in surprise at this and he held his finger up to ask me to be quiet. 


He was lucky I was driving as I sat back in my seat and waited out the phone call so I could yell at him when he was done.


When he finally hung up the phone it did sound like he’d managed to keep his mother at bay.


“She can come and baby you all she wants? Are you trying to freak me out?” I hissed vehemently.


“Relax babe I’ll be fine, I know how to work my mother, trust me.”


“Still, a little warning would have been nice, you nearly gave me a heart attack.” I said grumpily as I reached for the opener for the gate and began to pull into the driveway, before realizing that there was already another car in it, and coming to a sudden stop.


I eyed the sleek black Mercedes, wondering who could have possibly been waiting for us to get back. They couldn’t get up to the house without the code to the gate or my opening it for them and so they sat blocking the way in. They backed up, flashing their headlights at me to go on ahead; I pushed the button to open the gate, peering cautiously through the windshield of the car but couldn’t get a clear look at who it was.


“Are you expecting company babe?” Rhys asked and I shook my head.


“I have no idea who that could possibly be.” I said with tension in my voice as I pulled into the garage and turned the car off. We all piled out and Rhys gently pushed the two of us behind him as he went over to investigate the driver of the other car. The door opened and a tall man with sandy brown hair that fell playfully over his forehead, stepped out, I puzzled over the fact that he looked awfully familiar as I stared at him.


“Oh!” Flan exclaimed and I turned to her, suddenly worried.


“What Flan? Who is it?” I hissed in her ear.

As the words were leaving my lips Rhys was saying, “Why am I not surprised?” Then he and the man threw their arms around each other as Flan replied, “That’s his brother.” My mouth fell open as I processed the information. 

Well It’s better than his mother I suppose, I thought to her. Definitely, she thought back as we came to a stop behind Rhys and waited to be introduced.


Todd practically pushed him out of the way before sweeping me up into his arms for a big hug, picking me up off the ground and spinning me around. He planted a kiss on my cheek before he exclaimed, “It’s so good to finally meet you!”


“It’s good to meet you too.” I said breathlessly as he let me go, And good to know that you have no social boundaries with strangers I thought and heard Flan snicker. “I see your mom wasn’t willing to take no for an answer.” I said gesturing to him.


“No, it took everything I could think of to convince her to let me come instead; she was frantic and needed to see for herself that her baby here was safe.” He replied, putting Rhys in a headlock and rubbing his knuckles on his head.


“Hey now, cut it out! I am a grown man, none of that stuff.” Rhys exclaimed as he pulled away.


“Are you done being a wuss in front of your woman yet?” Todd teased.


“Hey now, don’t pick on him just because you don’t have a woman of your own to be a wuss for.” I interjected and Todd raised an eyebrow at me as though I’d said something quite interesting.


“Touché, Miss Saydie, I see you’re more protective of my brother than I thought.”

He shot Rhys a look that clearly said “Wuss!” but Rhys just rolled his eyes and laughed it off, it was obviously normal to him.


I decided that a change of subject was in order, “Would you like to come in?” I suggested and he nodded.


“I would like that very much, thank you.” He replied before following us into the house.

The boys settled themselves at the bar while Flan and I scrounged up something to make for dinner.


“Is your stomach ok for solid foods, do you think?” I asked Rhys while keeping an eye on Todd who opened his mouth to speak. “Nope.” I interrupted, and held my hand up to my lips in a gesture that suggested that he zip his mouth, lock it and throw away the key.


“You’ve really got her trained there bro, she’s all over you like a mother hen. I guess mom didn’t need to come after all.”


Rhys laughed, “There’s no training, she’s just that good.” He said and leaned in to give me a kiss over the counter.


“I just love you that much.” I said playfully as I tossed a salad together and he smiled back at me.


“I think I’ll give some solid food a shot.” He said, answering my earlier question which I’d nearly forgotten already.


Flan and I threw together some lightly seasoned chicken, green beans and mashed potatoes while the guys chatted away about what they’d been up to lately. While this was going on Flan and I were having a quiet conversation of our own.


Wow, they look so much alike! She thought and I studied them for a moment.


You’re right, they do don’t they? Their charm is definitely the same.

What was it that Todd does again?


He’s a lawyer for orphans and foster kids.

I stopped for a moment to just share my memories with her of what Rhys had told me and what I’d learned of Todd per our phone conversation, she looked at me with an amused expression while she watched. Neither of us realized that we’d stopped what we were doing and were just staring at each other in silence for a few minutes.

I was startled when Rhys interrupted my thoughts, “You two are staring at each other like something awfully amusing is going on in your heads.” I blushed a deep red in disbelief that we’d been so obvious.


“I’m starting to think that something is going on between these two that we don’t know about.” Todd elbowed Rhys in the ribs.


“I think you could be right.” Rhys replied.


“Do you not have a best friend and need to pick on that too?” I teased.


“Wow Saydie, It’s no fun when you fight back.” Todd complained jokingly.


“You know what they say, if you can’t stand the heat…”


“Is that an invitation to leave your kitchen?” he asked bluntly but still looked amused.


“If you can behave yourself you’re more than welcome to stay.” I said and smiled brightly at him, the friendly banter was kind of fun.


“I think you’ve met your match there, bro.” Rhys muttered through his teeth with a grin on his face.


“I think you may be right. Thanksgiving isn’t going to be nearly as fun as I hoped it would be.” He sighed wistfully and put his chin in his hands. “Of all the girls in the world you have to go and find the one who would ruin all my fun.”


“You’re the older brother, you should be setting a good example rather than picking on him.” I said pointedly.


“God she’s worse than mom, or maybe she’s channeling her.” Todd chuckled and Rhys joined him.


“I’m not sure anyone could be quite as bad as mom.” Rhys defended me and I smiled happily at him.


“Yeah you’re probably right.” Todd agreed good naturedly.


“I would never send my other son to pick on his brother when he was sick.” I said, teasing again.


“You can’t say that unless you’ve actually had a child, you’d be amazed at what people will do when they have kids.” I noticed that a hardness came to his eyes and was sure that he’d seen his fair share of parents who hadn’t changed in a good way when they had children.


“Saydie would be a great mom, practically perfect in every way and all that. You should have seen how well she did with Elizabeth and Emily.” Rhys quickly interjected, surprising me with his quoting of Mary Poppins. I felt the blood rush to my face, we hadn’t really discussed having kids but it was nice to know that he had so much faith in me.


“Look at her turn red!” Todd hooted and I stuck my tongue out at him.


“I can still kick you out of the kitchen you know.” I threatened, raising an eyebrow at him.


“He has to get out anyway, time to eat.” Flan announced from behind me and Todd stood up with a smug smile.


“Saved by the bell pal.” I elbowed him as I took the salad bowl to the dining table.


“I have to say, I like you Saydie, you can take it as well as you can dish it out, that makes you A-okay in my book.” He declared and I flushed again.


“Well thanks Todd you’re alright yourself.” I replied smiling.


“I told you they’d all love you.” Rhys leaned over to whisper in my ear before kissing my cheek gently.


When dinner was finished Rhys said he was feeling well enough to go with his brother over to Marlene’s to say hello and Todd promised to bring him back at the first sign of sickness. I imagined that it wouldn’t be without a lot of torment though.

Flan and I decided to watch a movie while we waited for them to return, so we got out the popcorn and piled onto the couch in the media room.


“I almost forgot to tell you that I have some good news.” Flan said suddenly as the opening credits flashed across the screen.


“Oh yeah, what’s that?” I asked bemused.


“You shouldn’t have any more problems with Veronica; she seems to have found herself a new boy toy.” 


I raised an eyebrow at her, sensing there was more to it than what she’d just shared, “Is that so?”


“Oh that’s not the best part get this.” She stopped for a dramatic pause until I pulled a face that suggested that she get on with it.


“He’s a demon!” She exclaimed and my mouth fell wide open.


I could barely sputter a response, “He’s what? She…how is that possible?”


“Okay he’s only part demon, he seems to be a lot like you in his human ways. Veronica has no idea but she seems to be absolutely smitten with this guy. I don’t think he’s turning the charm on because he doesn’t seem to affect other people. They’re not serious yet but it definitely looks like it’s going that way.” I pondered this for a moment, another part demon in the area and he was associated with people I knew already. I could only hope that he was human enough not to cause any problems for me.


“Maybe I should introduce myself, if she’s really into him it’ll drive her up a wall.” I suggested vindictively.

“It’s not a bad idea; I think he’s new so he probably doesn’t know you’re here. Who knows you may even be able to make a new friend.”

“Oh yeah I’m sure Veronica would love that.” I said sarcastically rolling my eyes at her.


“You never know until you try, if she’s really into this guy she might finally be over Rhys enough to at least act halfway normal around you.”


“That’s true, but could you even imagine her reaction if she found out what he was?” I laughed at the thought as something new came to mind.


“That would probably blow her mind.” Flan replied, laughing with me.


“Speaking of knowing what you are, does Hadley know about you?”


Flan managed to look sheepish but I could see that I’d touched on a sensitive subject and raised an eyebrow at her, determined to get a response.


“No I haven’t told her yet. I’m waiting to make sure she’s the one.”


“And here you’ve been bugging me to tell Rhys about me!” I exclaimed with mock anger.


“Come on Say, that’s different, I have no doubt in the world that he’s the one for you. He’s going to be fine with you. I don’t see things in my life the way I do in others, it’s the handicap of the gift. Besides, witches have nothing on demons; I could only wish to have half the power you could have if you gave into your other side. ”


I considered her words, in some ways she was right, she definitely had nothing on me in the power department, it was like comparing a kitten to an angry tiger…okay maybe a happy tiger to an angry one, despite her laid-back nature I knew that Flan was pretty powerful and was just as humble about it as I was.


“If it’s not as big of a deal I think that you should tell her, you don’t even have to tell her that you have powers yet, there’s lots of wiccans who consider themselves witches, tell her that little bit and see how she responds.” I insisted, “It’s not like I can tell Rhys, ‘Hey I’m a demon but only a little bit.’ But you have the opportunity to feel her out before completely exposing yourself.”


“You could totally tell him you’re a demon a little bit, because you’re so human!” She snarled at me, suddenly angry and causing me to pull back in surprise. She’d never gotten an attitude with me like this before.

“How do you figure? There’s not too many ways you can describe being a demon, either you’re evil with powers or you’re not.”


“And you fall into the “not” category so what’s the problem?” she threw back at me.


“I am the daughter of the devil Flan, if there was a way to make that sound any less threatening believe me I’d find it, no matter how much I may try to suppress my demon side, I can’t change the fact that it’s what I am!” I yelled back, “I have no idea what could set me off and turn me over completely to the evil, all I know is that I have to try to keep my emotions under control, which is a ridiculous task when you’re crazy in love with another person. Tell me exactly how I can get around all that and I will gladly tell him anything you want!” 

I realized that I was standing up and yelling now, she was standing and facing me as well. As if it was happening in slow motion, I saw her eyes light up in many colors, red, orange, yellow and mixes of the three. She opened her mouth to yell back, I could see it on her face but she was looking at the ground, slowly she looked up to meet my eyes and her mouth fell open in shock as she took a step back.


“I see what you meant about that emotional thing…” she trailed off and I didn’t understand what she was getting at.


Still irritated with her, I put my hands on my hips angrily, I never even paid attention to the burning that seemed to be consuming me.


“What the hell are you talking about Flan?”


She pointed silently at me, unable to find words apparently. I looked down at myself and gasped in surprise, I was on fire. I looked back up at her in shock as we both heard the sound of the front door opening, Rhys and Todd’s voices floated in our direction.


“Saydie? Where are you guys?” Rhys called and Flan and I both wore matching, terrified expressions. Suddenly she grabbed a blanket and threw it around me, wrapping her arms around me as well and pretending to hug me as their voices got closer.


“Think of anything neutral Saydie, anything at all, find some inner peace, you have to make this stop NOW!” she hissed into my ear and I started to focus knowing that she was right. 


“Picture waterfalls. Peaceful rivers of cool water are flowing crookedly through the rugged landscape of the outskirts of Seattle. Birds are chirping a happy song as you float happily down a lazy river…” She stopped and I heard the footsteps stop just outside the door. The burning had subsided as I focused on her words.

Am I good? I asked silently.

“Yes.” She responded out loud just as the door opened and Rhys stopped short in the frame.


“Are you guys alright?” he asked cautiously. I could only imagine how it looked, the two of us standing there in each other’s arms with a blanket wrapped around me.


“Saydie was getting cold so I got her a blanket; I was worried that she may have gotten whatever you have.” Flan spoke up and I just nodded in agreement.

Rhys hurried over to my side to help me sit on the couch. “Are you alright? Is your stomach upset?” I finally managed to smile at him.


“No, just some chills, hopefully I’ll be ok soon.” I tried to assure him but he still looked worried.


Thank you Flan, I’m so sorry I yelled at you.


Don’t worry about it you were right anyway, it would hurt me way less to tell Hadley than it would for you to tell Rhys.

We smiled at each other briefly before settling back onto the couch to watch the movie we’d started. Rhys and Todd both kept a close eye on me but seemed to relax as time went on and I didn’t show any other signs of sickness.


I was going to have to find a way to keep myself under control, randomly catching on fire was definitely not a good thing.
Chapter 18

Todd stayed through the weekend and left Sunday night, we had just hung out around the house, showed him around town and took him to the best restaurants. I tried to take it as easy as possible to avoid upsetting Rhys’s stomach but he seemed to be fine now.


Todd was a fan of exploring so we ended up going hiking on the outskirts of town when he’d noticed a random trail off the side of the road. He suggested that we follow it and we discovered an abandoned rock quarry with boulders strewn all over the place, it’s high walls hiding it almost completely from the rest of the world with only a narrow passageway leading in and out. Rhys and Todd thought it was pretty cool, taking turns shouting at the great stone walls and listening to their voices echo back at them. There was nobody around for miles to hear us and they took every advantage of the situation that they could.


Flan and I stood watching them with identical smirks on our faces.


“They try to be men but when you get down to it they’ll always be little boys somewhere in there.” She said to me and I chuckled.


“No doubt about that.”


“Saydie!” I turned to pay attention when I heard Rhys calling my name, suddenly afraid that he’d gotten sick or hurt, but then I heard, “I love you! I love you, love you….” The words echoed off the walls just like everything else and I couldn’t help smiling at him and yelling, “I love you too!” listening to the repeated fade of my voice bouncing off the stone enclosure as the echo got quieter each time. He grinned back at me brilliantly and went back to exploring with his brother.


“Yep. Just two little boys having the time of their lives.” I muttered with a smile and Flan smiled back.


“This must be what it’s like to have kids.” She replied and we both laughed.


When it was time for Todd to leave I was genuinely sad to see him go, I’d had a great time while he was here and was looking forward to seeing him for Thanksgiving. He gave me a big hug, just like he had when we’d met, but this time I didn’t mind as I hugged him back tightly. He and Rhys shook hands and hugged one last time before he slid into his rental car and headed for the airport.


Rhys looked so sad as Todd drove away, I couldn’t help feeling sorry for him.



“You really miss your family don’t you?”


“Maybe a little,” he admitted, “But with a brother who picks on you how much could you really miss him you know?” he tried to smile to go along with his joking attempt but it wasn’t happening. I took his hand in mine and squeezed it.


“We’ll see them again soon.” I assured him and he smiled down at me.


“I know we will.” He replied and bent to press his lips against mine.


The next day Flan made me promise to meet her for lunch so that I could check out this new demon guy while Rhys was in class. I lazed around the house, reveling in having time to myself again, waiting for the time to pass so that I could leave. I got too impatient and decided to stop at Marlene’s to pick up a couple ciders before I met Flan.


When I walked in the door, Marlene herself was manning the front counter and I was glad to have an opportunity to say hello, we hadn’t gotten the chance to talk in person yet but she knew who I was, from pictures that Rhys’s mom inevitably emailed to her to show off his new girlfriend if nothing else.


“Hi Marlene!” I said brightly and she looked up and smiled at me.


“Saydie, my dear it’s so nice to see you! We seem to keep missing each other.” I smiled and nodded as she came around the counter to give me a hug.


“Thank you so much for taking care of him while he was sick, my sister can over-react sometimes, you’re lucky she sent Todd instead of coming herself.” She said seriously.


I chuckled, “So I’ve heard.”


“So what can I get you?” she asked, walking back around the counter.


“Just two ciders, I’m meeting my roommate at the college.” I said pulling out my purse and setting my wallet on the counter.


“Oh dear, put that away, your money is no good here. My nephew loves you and so do my daughters, that makes you a non paying customer and I won’t accept any argument.” She added the last part just as I opened my mouth to argue and so I just smiled sheepishly at her as she winked and then turned to prepare the ciders.


As she pushed them across the counter toward me she took one of my hands in hers.


“If you run into Rhys tell him I said hello, he should be coming back to work soon shouldn’t he?”


“Yes I think he’s all better now, I wanted him to at least give it the weekend to be sure.” I replied, not sure if she’d be upset that he had spent the weekend with Todd instead of working.


“Of course dear and his brother was in town, they don’t spend nearly enough time together. I’m glad he got some time to relax and enjoy Todd’s company.” I sighed quietly, relieved that she hadn’t minded.


“He definitely did that.” I assured her and managed to find my smile again.


“Alright then dear, I won’t hold you up, see you again soon!” she said and waved as I headed out the door. Rhys had such a wonderful family, it kind of made me wish that I had more human, or at least part-human, members of mine.


I sat down at a table outside of the science building that Flan was in, it didn’t take long before I sensed the other demon on the campus and even less time to zero in on where he was exactly. I turned my head the slightest bit to the left to see him coming out of the gym, walking a wet haired Vanessa to her next class. It seemed to take him longer to realize that I was there but his head snapped up immediately when he did.


I tried to look as friendly as possible as I nodded toward him and he seemed to relax a bit as he nodded back before steering her into the nearby music building. I could hear them talking just inside.


“I almost forgot I have some errands I need to run but I’ll be here after you get out of class.” He said in a very seductive tenor that surprised me.


“Okay, I’ll see you later then.” She replied.

Now that I thought of it, with her devious side she completely belonged with a part-demon, they’d probably match pretty well if he was even the slightest bit more evil than human, no doubt she was and she wasn’t a demon at all. 


I saw Flan coming out of the science building just as the part-demon came out of the music building. They were both headed toward me without noticing the other. Flan reached me first.


“I’m so glad you came, you’re not going to believe this guy, he’s absolutely gorgeous and I’m not even into guys.” She chuckled as she pulled her cider toward her and took a sip, nodding her thanks.


I couldn’t argue with her assessment, getting a better look at him as he got closer to us. He was tall but slight with piercing blue eyes that seemed like you could look into his soul through them. His dark hair was carefully combed across his head to the right in a messy style, covering one eye just a bit. He reminded me a whole lot of a guy I’d recently seen in a remake of Hairspray and I couldn’t help wondering if he was actually trying to duplicate the actors’ careless hairstyle or if it just happened on its own.


Flan followed my gaze as she sat down, “Oh, I guess you’ve seen him already.” She muttered, realizing that he could probably hear her by now. I only nodded as he approached our table.


“I heard you were here. Should I refer to you by some kind of royal title?” He asked curiously, not looking the slightest bit uncomfortable in my presence.


“You can just call me Saydie like everyone else.” I smiled at him and held out my hand to shake his.


He took it in his own, “Armistead.” He replied simply as his life story unfolded in my head, despite the fact that I hadn’t tried to obtain it. He seemed to understand what was happening and remained still until it was finished. This was one of the effects of being around another demon, you learned about them if you touched them whether you wanted to or not.


“Nice to meet you Armistead.” I replied, going over the information I’d just received in my head. He patiently waited while I processed what I’d just learned of him.


“Oh, I see how that works now.” I said out loud, but not meaning to, and they both looked at me quizzically.


Care to elaborate? He asked silently and Flan and I both raised an eyebrow at him, I registered in the back of my mind that I was somewhat surprised that Flan had heard him too.


“This is my roommate Flan, she told me you were here and had mentioned that she wasn’t sure if you were using your Charisma around Vanessa because it didn’t seem to effect anyone else.” I turned to Flan, “He has control of his Charisma and can direct it at one person rather than everyone around him but he’s not using it on her, she genuinely likes him.”


“I assume that you project to everyone?” he asked raising his own eyebrow back at me.


“Yes, I have to maintain a neutral setting so that they can all tolerate being around me.” I responded quietly, gesturing for him to sit.


As he lowered himself onto the bench a confused look came across his face, “How do you know Veronica?” he asked carefully.


“She used to date my boyfriend; we’ve had some real problems with her since we started dating.” I replied, not bothering to elaborate, he could get the information from her if he wanted it.


“Saydie is the one who broke her nose.” Flan chimed in happily, obviously proud of me and refusing to contain it.


Armistead nodded, “I see.” Was all he said, with no hint of surprise in his face.


“It wasn’t on purpose, I lost my temper.” I quickly defended myself. 

“I don’t like to gossip but she’d been trying to get back with him since they broke up and I’d finally had enough.” I didn’t go into the details about Rhys being possessed and all that.


“So when we realized that she was into you it was a huge relief, maybe she can move on now.” Flan added and he nodded again.


“I have to be honest, I don’t understand what you see in her, she’s a real piece of work unless she’s a totally different person when she’s not obsessing over my boyfriend.” I said dryly and he smiled.


“We seem to be fairly compatible, we relate in a lot of ways.” He replied smoothly.


“Yeah and you’re both evil.” Flan muttered under her breath and I gave her a sharp look.


“I understand your wariness Seer but I assure you that I’m no more evil than the demon princess here and could only dream of being a fraction as powerful as she could be.” He replied with a tone of great respect and reverence when he referred to me.


“I still think it’s the little bit of evil that draws her in, she’s way too evil for a human.” Flan responded sourly.


“She didn’t handle the breakup well, I know that, but I think you’ll realize that she’s a very different person now.” Armistead replied generously.


“And you’re really into her, knowing how she is?” I asked incredulously.


“Yes I am, but, as I’m sure you have been as well, I’ve been worried about how my demon side would effect things if she knew. This is why I have been careful not to get too attached but I find that I like her more and more as time goes on.” He seemed very solemn with his answers and there was no doubting his words.


“Yeah, that makes things a little hard.” I said, feeling somewhat grateful to have met someone who knew how it felt.


“Perhaps you would not mind taking a look into my future Seer?” He turned to Flan and surprise crossed her face as she stuttered her response.


“I, um….I guess…sure.” She replied before closing her eyes momentarily and then opening them again. “I can’t see anything on either of you…” She replied sadly looking down at the table, seemingly disappointed in herself.


I put my hand on hers, “It’s not your fault don’t be upset.” I said kindly before turning to Armistead.


 “She generally sees peoples futures better if she knows them well; when she met me she could see what was coming in my life because it pertained to her as well. To be honest, we try to avoid Veronica like the plague and she probably just doesn’t know you well enough yet.” I defended her and she gave me a grateful smile.


He nodded, “Understandable, perhaps we should get to know one another anyway, there’s so much I’d like to know about the daughter of evil and how you live your human life.” He spoke of me with reverence and respect again and I nodded. I wanted to know everything I could about any demon, part or otherwise who lived anywhere near me.


As our conversation continued we lost track of time and were surprised when Veronica came prancing over to the table with a goofy grin on her face, she was clearly taken by Armistead.


“Hey you!” She said before kissing his cheek and throwing her arms around him for a quick hug from behind.


“Hi Saydie, Flan.” She said with less enthusiasm but still very warmly, shocking Flan and I both into silence as she smiled genuinely at us.


“Um, hi Veronica.” I managed to get out just as I caught a glimpse of Rhys coming out of the economics building. Before I could move or say a word, Veronica called to him and gestured for him to come over as if they were old friends. I knew he’d been avoiding her and a very confused look crossed his face before he seemed to look past her to see me sitting there. A wide smile crossed his face as he recognized me and he hurried over to the table.


“I see that one loves you very much.” Armistead said so low that only I could hear, I merely smiled and nodded as Rhys approached the table and pulled me into a warm hug, planting a gentle kiss on my lips.


When we pulled apart we looked back at the group assembled at the table, Rhys looked slightly confused again as he took in Veronica with her arms around Armistead.


“Rhys this is Armistead, he’s new here.” I said, and they reached across the table to shake hands.


“Rhys Davis.”


“Armistead Williams.” They nodded at one another before releasing their grasp on each others’ hands.


Suddenly Veronica spoke, “I suppose I owe you guys an apology…” she trailed off a bit and Rhys and I looked at her with mirrored expressions of surprise. I couldn’t see Flan’s face but I had an idea that her expression was similar to ours.


“Saydie I’m so sorry that I overstepped the boundaries when you and Rhys got together, I was fueled by jealousy and hatred and it was very wrong, we won’t have any more problems, I promise. I hope that eventually we can even be friends.” It took me a moment to fully let her words sink in, I think she took my silence as disbelief, “And don’t feel bad about breaking my nose, I totally deserved it, I see that now.” Now I actually was staring at her in disbelief; I took a moment to file this memory in my head, I was going to remember this moment for the rest of my life!


“Um, sure Veronica, don’t worry about it anymore.” Was all I could think to say and Flan gave me an incredulous look while Rhys looked very proud of me. “I’m sorry I got you benched for the season.” I added in the spirit of the situation.


“Like I said, I deserved it and if you hadn’t I may have never met Armistead here. I think my days of dating football players may be at an end.” She smiled happily seeming unnaturally pleased with him. I shot him a quizzical look, wondering if he was using his charm on her but he very slightly shook his head and smiled sheepishly.


They seemed to genuinely be crazy about each other, and as much as the thought blew my mind, I was glad that they’d found each other. Maybe now I really could get back to my own life without worrying about her.


You should keep an eye on her though, there’s a demon who has been influencing her to do things to interfere with my relationship, I’d hate to see you catch her doing something that she shouldn’t because she was out of control of herself. I projected at Armistead; he looked surprised as the information came to him since he wasn’t expecting it.


Thank you for letting me know, I’ll be sure to do that, he responded sincerely and I nodded slightly.


We managed to have a nice time sitting there and chatting about the Halloween fundraiser coming up and what we were all going to be. It absolutely blew my mind that Veronica could act like a normal human being but I was very pleased to see it happening. Rhys seemed to be happy as well but still kept an arm around me the entire time, giving me the impression that he might be more worried about Armistead than Veronica.


I smiled to myself; it was so cute that he was jealous, even if he really didn’t know that he had nothing to worry about.
Chapter 19

“Saydie, don’t forget we have to pick out your costume for the fundraiser!” Flan called to me from down the hall. I’d completely forgotten that I’d offered to be in the auction, as promised Flan was in it as well since I’d gotten Hadley and her friends in on it but she didn’t seem very enthused about it.


“I don’t even know what kind of costume to get, human ideas of demons are so tacky.” I replied sadly.


“We’ll get some ideas and then I will throw together the best demon costume you’ve ever seen.” She promised looking more than genuinely excited to go shopping. “We’re going to put you in leather though, I’m thinking.” She said looking me over for a moment.


“Just don’t leave me dressed like a biker, that’s all I’m asking.” I pleaded and she laughed.


“Come on, do I ever steer you wrong with clothes?” she raised an eyebrow at me.


“No and I still don’t understand how you do it for me but can’t do it for yourself.” I threw back at her.


“Talent my friend.” Was all she said.


We spent an entire day browsing costumes at every costume shop and Halloween store in town; every time I liked something she’d take a picture with her phone to be looked at later. After hours upon hours of shopping we finally went home but we were empty handed. Flan had specifically told me that we weren’t buying anything and to trust her but that just confused me. Had it been anyone else I would have questioned their motive but Flan had never steered me wrong before and I wasn’t about to suggest that she was now.

When we got home she sat down at her computer and uploaded the pictures of costumes and accessories that I’d liked. One costume in particular had been a jumpsuit that showed off plenty of skin in the stomach and back areas and I was definitely going for something sexy. We mixed and matched tons of ideas before we finally came up with something we both loved.


The costume that she roughly sketched out was going to be made of a shiny red material, the top was a bra-like halter with a piece of fabric that came down to just above the navel connecting to an “O” shaped ring with horns added, making it look like a devils head. Then more fabric attached to the bottom of the ring, covered the skin below my navel, bringing everything together to form a complete shirt. To the bottom of the shirt she had added garters made from thin black chains which hooked to leggings made of the same shiny red material, she had also included matching panties. I was beyond grateful that nothing had actually ended up being leather and I wasn’t about to remind her, especially after getting a look at the panties.

Finally, there was a short skirt that just barely covered up the garters, making it look like the skirt and the top blended into one piece. When she was pleased with her work she had me stand across the room, in front of the door.


“Just be still and give me a minute, I haven’t done anything like this before.” She said trying to sound assuring but failing big time.


“You’re making me your guinea pig Flan?” I screeched, a little worried now because I realized that she had pulled out a wand and intended to use magic on me instead of just conjuring up the costume.


“I’m your fairy godmother just relax, it will all be fine.” She said testily and I tried to relax, thankful that at least she couldn’t kill me.

“This isn’t a Disney movie Flan and I’m hardly Cinderella.” I grumbled and she smiled.


She had me strip down to my underclothes and I stood in front of the door with my eyes closed.


“Very funny.” She muttered before I heard her whispering foreign words that I didn’t understand. I could feel the material as it fitted itself on my body but I was still too scared to open my eyes before she was done. When she finally told me I could open my eyes, I noticed that the clothes fit comfortably at least.


I opened my eyes and looked down at myself; I wasn’t missing any limbs and sighed gratefully. I went to stand in front of the mirror and my breath caught in my throat as I took myself in. She’d done an amazing job, I could hardly believe it was even me. She’d added a headband with horns on it and a jeweled tail that I couldn’t help loving, along with shiny red heels that slightly resembled Mary Jane’s but were made of the same shiny material as the rest of the outfit. 

To top the entire look off she’d changed my hair so that it was up in 2 pigtails, she’d turned it fire engine red with chunks of black just below the bands that held my hair up, kind of giving the illusion of wings coming off my head. The bangs were cut in a pixie style, coming to a point between my eyebrows and the hair on the sides was styled so that it angled down, coming to a gentle curl at the ends to frame my face. The headband sat carefully with the horns right in front of each pig tail hiding the rubber bands.


“The skirt comes off so just when the bidding starts to slow down you can give them a little more for their money.” She winked at me and I laughed.


“Wow Flan, this is really something, thank you.” I said, truly blown away by the costume she’d come up with.


“That will be five grand please.” She said holding out her hand and I slapped mine into it.


“How about I let you keep living here and call it even?” I teased.


“I guess I can deal with that.” She grinned, very proud of herself. “I’ll cover the rubber bands up with your hair for the fundraiser, just so you know. We can worry about the fine points later.”

I nodded, “I wasn’t really worried about it Flan it looks fantastic. Are we going to work on your costume tomorrow then?” She turned to me in surprise.


“My costume?”


“Um yeah, you’re going to be auctioned off, you have to wear a costume, it’s Halloween.” I said pointedly, not understanding why she seemed so surprised.


“Sure we’ll work on mine tomorrow.” She replied with a hint of defeat in her voice.


I gasped, “You thought you were getting out of this after everything I went through to get Hadley and her friends into this? Oh no lady you’re in whether you like it or not.” I laughed and she grimaced. Flan didn’t like being the center of attention any more than I did.


“It will be fun and it’s for a good cause, you and Hadley can go out on a super romantic date on me okay?” This seemed to make her feel a little better and she gave me a small smile.


“Fine, we’ll figure it out tomorrow. No showing Rhys your costume though, I want him to get the full effect when the time comes.”


“Fine, I won’t tell him, I’ll pick you up after school then? We can go back and get your car later.” She nodded, looking resigned as I threw my arms around her, “I love you Flan, don’t ever forget that.” I said before planting a kiss on her cheek.


I was halfway down the hall to my room when I realized that I’d forgotten my clothes. I waltzed back into her room and she looked as if she had been expecting me to come back with a half grin on her face.


“Okay, undo your magic so I can get out of this monkey suit.” I told her and she chuckled as she motioned for me to stand by the door again. As she held her wand up, I vaguely wondered why I had never realized that she even had one. I’d never thought of her as that kind of witch I guess, needing some kind of prop to channel her magic; she was more than capable of performing magic without it. The wand made me think of Harry Potter, I’d have to ask her about how she’d gotten it later.


I closed my eyes again, still not trusting enough to keep them open while she had the wand pointed at me, something about it was slightly threatening. Maybe because she’d never used it in front of me before now and it felt strange to have what could be considered a weapon pointing at me, particularly if something went wrong.


I felt the fabric disappear from my body and then felt new fabric wrapping itself around me. I’d planned to dress myself but this worked too. When I finally opened my eyes I was back to myself except that I still had on the headband with the horns. I pulled that off and set it on her bed.


“Thanks Flan, you did a great job.” I said before heading back to my room and leaving her to freak out over a costume for herself.


The next day I found myself, again, with the predicament of keeping myself occupied before I had to meet Flan, I could only be thankful that she didn’t have a full day so I could leave earlier than before. I wasn’t in the mood for ciders so I stopped at a little coffee stand and bought us strawberry Italian Soda’s instead. I figured it might help her feel a bit better about what I was about to put her through.


I pulled into the Wharton University parking lot, and again, sensed Armistead immediately although he was out of sight. I stepped out of the car and leaned against the front while I waited out the last 5 minutes of Flan’s class. It surprised me when Armistead showed up out of nowhere to stand by my side, only seconds after I’d gotten out of the car and had settled myself against it.


“You really shouldn’t sneak up on people like that, if I didn’t know you were here already you might have startled me.” I said teasingly and he smiled back.


“My apologies princess, I’ll be more careful of my approach next time.” He replied formally.


“You don’t need to call me princess you know, people might start to wonder.” I turned to him with a half smile on my face.


“But it’s so amusing to see your response, it’s like our own inside joke.” He defended himself and I rolled my eyes. “Nice license plate by the way, conspicuous much?” he raised a curious but amused eyebrow at me.


“What are you talking about? It’s just my name.” I tried to play it off, knowing exactly what he meant and trying not to smile.


“Your name is spelled like ‘Say Die’?” He asked in disbelief and I blushed slightly.


“Yes, my father kind of thought it was funny when they named me.” I replied defiantly.


“You might want to reconsider your vanity plates princess.”


“They’re exactly the way I want them.” I replied with an evil grin.


“You’re a little twisted for a demon who loathes all things evil.”


“I can still have a sense of humor about it, if you can’t laugh at yourself, what else can you laugh at?”


“I suppose you’re right.” He conceded and I finally smiled. “I’d better get going, Veronica is waiting on the other side of the campus, I just wanted to say hi.”


“Do you need a ride over there?” I asked and he shook his head.


“I’m right over here.” He nodded to a beautiful silver motorcycle with gold accents and my mouth fell open.


“You have a Suzuki Hayabusa?” I asked in awe and he nodded again.


“I’m sure you understand the need for speed, some of us just prefer more wind in our hair.” He winked and walked off toward the bike. I stood watching with my mouth slightly open as he got on and started it up, not bothering to use a helmet. With a wave he took off and was out of sight within seconds.


He had just turned the corner when I saw Flan coming toward me from the corner of my eye. She looked slightly crestfallen when she realized that I’d showed up like I promised. I pushed the Italian Soda toward her with a smile.


“Come on, it won’t be any worse than yesterday, we’ll take pictures and go home to figure it out okay?”


She looked at me confused, “How is that supposed to work out if I’m not trying on clothes?”

 I smiled slyly, “You’re not the only one who can make things happen.” I winked at her and opened my door to get into the car as she followed suit.


“You can do a costume like I did?” she asked in disbelief.


“I can figure something out.” I promised, hoping that my power of willing things to happen worked with clothes.


The trip didn’t take nearly as long as the one for mine since we’d already seen most of the costumes already. Flan seemed to already know which stores had things that she’d liked, so we didn’t have to take a lot of pictures. She seemed to be going for something a little more formal compared to my costume that was so sexy it was almost shamefully slutty. 


I had a pretty good idea of what I wanted to put her in by the time we had finished. She looked truly relieved to finally get back in the car.


“Come on it wasn’t that bad.” I chided her with a smile.


She sighed, “No it wasn’t that bad.”


‘Then what’s wrong? You’re acting like this trip is the end of the world.” I replied, confused.


She sighed again and turned to me, “It’s just that I’m a little nervous about this auction, having to be dressed up like a peacock and…” she trailed off and I waited expectantly as she took a deep breath, “I’m afraid of you using your power on me when I’ve never seen it done before.” Her words came out so fast that they sounded like one and I had to take a moment to process exactly what she’d said.


I raised an eyebrow, “First off, you will never look like a peacock on my watch and second, you subjected me to the mercy of your magic so now it’s my turn.” I replied firmly as I stepped on the gas and sped home. She looked like she couldn’t have wished more that I’d drive at a normal speed.


As I drove the ideas twisted around in my head, I didn’t need to sketch her costume out; I could see all the changes in my mind as I made them. By the time we pulled into the driveway I knew exactly what I was going to do with her.


She hesitantly got out of the car and with a deep sigh she headed into the house. I closed the garage door and followed her inside with a small smile, this was going to be great, and she’d never know what hit her.


She went to the fridge to grab a bottle of water and then headed for the stairs with a resigned look on her face.


“I’ll be up in a minute!” I told her as I watched her head to her room. She seemed to be wrapped in her own thoughts and just gave me a lame wave in response.



I focused on the image in my head as she climbed each stair and slowly her jeans and t-shirt turned into a beautiful, long, black satin skirt that looked like someone had bleached out the lower half and re-dyed it a fiery orange-red. Her top was made of matching fabric that looked rough and torn as it barely capped her shoulders before falling gracefully over her chest.


A large, diamond-shaped cutout in the middle of her torso showed off a patch of skin while not being too revealing, the upper point started just under her breasts, smack dab in the middle of her chest. The bottom of the diamond came to a stop just above her navel, making the outfit sexy but very tasteful; the only other revealing part of the dress was the slit in the side that went from the floor to her hip.


The bottom of the shirt had two inches of trim that matched the red-orange on the bottom of the skirt, it started under the diamond and came around her back to meet itself in a teardrop shape that gave the appearance of hugging her behind. I found that I was very pleased with my work as she reached the top step and I followed her up the stairs.


She seemed to be very wrapped up in her nervousness because she never even noticed that her outfit was different and her hair hung down around her face in romantic waves of red-brown hair. I followed behind her quietly until she’d reached her room and I heard the sigh of springs as she sat on the bed. The resulting gasp when she sat down let me know that she’d finally taken a look at herself and the swish of the satin let me know that she had stood up to cross the room and look into the full length mirror.


I stood in the doorway as she twirled around in front of the mirror.


“Do you like it?” I asked cautiously and she turned around with a look of amazement.


“I don’t like it Saydie I love it! I’ve never had anything so beautiful in my life!” She crossed the room to throw her arms around me and squeeze me tightly as I smiled delightedly.


“I’m glad you love it, I hope it’s not too revealing. There’s a few more things I’d like to add if you’re ok with it.”


“Add whatever you want, not that it needs anything though.” She smiled and stepped back, all signs of nervousness gone.


I focused on the images in my head again and a long, transparent, black cape appeared at her shoulders and flowed down to the bottom of the skirt. Black leather boots with stiletto heels rose from the floor to mid thigh; I was hoping that she’d feel less self conscious about showing so much leg on the one side if the boots covered it up some.


I watched as she rose slightly off the floor with the boots as they formed themselves to her legs. I had a few buckles placed strategically on the outer sides of the boots, which I thought was really sexy. I nodded at her to look at herself again and she spun in front of the mirror, I studied her appearance and thought there was just one thing missing.


“Let me know if you like this or not.” I said and focused one last time, she watched expectantly as a pointed witch’s hat formed on her head, black on the outside and the same red-orange under the brim. A matching ribbon circled the hat just above the brim and tied into a squared bow that hugged the side of the hat.


Flan looked like she was trying not to squeal with delight by the time I was done and I realized that I’d exhausted myself with the effort, lowering myself to sit on the bed as she continued to spin around in front of the mirror like a 5 year old princess. The ecstatic look on her face told me that I’d definitely done a great job.


Eventually she looked back at me and noticed that I was tired, she came over and sat next to me.


“Thank you Saydie, you’ve done more for me than anyone has in my whole life.” She said and I noticed that she had tears in her eyes.


“Don’t mention it, you did one just as good for me you know.” I pointed out.


“Yes but you’re used to having nice things and wearing fancy clothes.” She said somewhat sadly.


“Is that what this business with the outfits is about?”I asked curiously.


“I can’t afford to dress the way you do Saydie, I know you try to help me branch out but I have a budget, unlike you with your unlimited demon money.” She elbowed me playfully in the ribs.


“Flan we could have gotten you a complete wardrobe of your choosing if you wanted to.” I said incredulously.


“No, you could have gotten me a complete wardrobe; I can’t afford to do that.”


“But you’re my friend, it’s not a big deal.” I didn’t understand why she was arguing about it.


“It is a big deal Saydie, I can’t let you buy stuff like that for me, it wouldn’t sit well with my conscience.”


“What if I didn’t pay for it?” I suggested hopefully.


“How about I promise to work on it when I get the chance? You can’t create an entire wardrobe anyway, look what it’s done to you to create one dress.” She pointed out and I nodded.


“Fine, you’re right. But you’d better believe that I’m going to pop up with outfits for you here and there, and you can raid my closet any time you want alright?” she smiled and nodded, putting her arms around me.


“You’re the best friend I could have ever asked for.” She said and I felt tears burning my eyes.


“So are you Flan.” I told her.


When we finally pulled away she crossed the room to pull her wand out of the wooden case she kept it in. It was covered in moons and stars, giving it a very astrological look. With a small but sad smile she tapped the side of her hat and the dress melted away to reveal her jeans, t-shirt and sandals once again. 


It materialized again on the bed next to me and I looked down and smiled, “You’re going to be the most beautiful witch ever.” I said as she picked the dress up to put it on a hanger that she’d conjured.


“And you’ll be the most beautiful demon ever, we both win.” She smiled and crossed the room to hang it on the inside of her closet door.


I laid back on the bed, really feeling the result of my efforts and she came to lay next to me.


“I love you Saydie.” She smiled at me and reached out to squeeze my hand.


“I love you too Flan.” I replied and closed my eyes, giving over to the weariness that was taking over my body and my mind.

Chapter 20

When I woke up Rhys was there sleeping next to me and I realized that I was in my own bed. I glanced over at the clock to see that it was four in the morning. I had really been worn out by my effort to put together Flan’s outfit which surprised me because I’d never had that problem before when I’d used my ability for things like cleaning up my closet. As I mulled this over I came to the conclusion that the multiple attempts was what wore me out, I’d remember that the next time I argued with Flan over clothes, or maybe I’d just try it out in her closet and see what happened.

I kissed his cheek gently and he opened one eye to look at me through heavy lidded, sleepy eyes.


“Hey beautiful.” He sighed before propping himself up on his elbow with his head in his hand, which seemed to take a great effort.


“Hey you.” I whispered, touching his cheek with my fingertips.


“So much for never getting sick huh? Flan told me you’d nearly passed out so I came over to return the favor and take care of you. I hope you don’t mind.” He looked a bit sheepish about the possibility that it would bother me that he was there. What a silly man he was.


“I would never mind having you here, you know that.” I told him quietly, feeling sleep pulling at me yet again. In the back of my head I vaguely remembered thinking that I seemed a little sleepier than what I felt should be normal for the situation and drifted back into unconsciousness with an uneasy feeling.


When I woke up again Rhys wasn’t in the room but I could hear him talking to Flan downstairs; the sun was shining brightly into the room which led me to assume that it was late morning if not early afternoon. I rolled over to look at the clock and it was noon exactly, I groaned, why had I been so tired? I remembered that I already owed my dad a phone call from my fire episode and decided that I’d be doing that today.


Since I was still in the clothes I’d worn the previous day, I rolled out of bed and wandered downstairs to talk to Flan and Rhys before taking a shower and changing. I had a feeling that they had both stayed home to take care of me but Flan was doing it as more of a ruse to keep Rhys from being suspicious as to why I was so tired when I was, obviously, going to be showing no other sign of sickness.


I walked into the kitchen and went straight for the coffee maker but Flan already had a cup ready for me and handed it over when I was close enough.


“Thanks.” I said before taking a sip gratefully and heading over to the bar to sit on one of the stools.


“Are you feeling better this morning?” she asked and I nodded.


“I’m still a little tired but not like I was last night.”


“I don’t know how you could be, you’ve been asleep for nearly 15 hours.” She replied disbelievingly. 


My head snapped up and I met her eyes, “What time did I fall asleep?”


She looked back at me, “Around seven thirty…” her words trailed off for a moment as she stared at me open mouthed.


What?


Your eyes, the pupils are bright red!

 
What?!?



“Um Rhys would you mind running to the store for some antacids? I’m not feeling so well.” I lied without looking at him, knowing that I had to get him out of the house while I fixed this.


Pretend to throw up or something and get away from him before he looks at you! Flan hissed in her head and I did what she said without question. Throwing my hand over my mouth I bolted from my seat and ran to the bathroom, making a gagging sound as I went.


I feel ridiculous doing this. I thought at her.


Would you rather he saw your bloody eyes? She responded testily and I groaned inwardly as I looked myself over in the mirror.


Just get rid of him please!


Flan knocked on the door when Rhys had left.


“Boy that was a close one.” She said sounding slightly relieved as I came out of the bathroom and headed for the phone to dial my fathers’ office.


“Well, we’re going to find out what’s going on before Rhys gets back if I have to lock him out of the house.” I said angrily as I pushed the buttons on the phone. I couldn’t believe this was happening, I wanted to know why and I wanted to know now.


I took a deep breath to calm myself while the line rang until the receptionist picked up, “Mason Law Office, how can I help you?”


“I’d like to speak to Mr. Mason please.” I replied.


“I’m sorry Mr. Mason is unavailable at the moment, can I take a message?”


“This is his daughter, make him available.” I told her and Flan looked at me curiously, it wasn’t normal for me to be so abrupt with people but I was short on time and frustrated as it was.


“Just a moment Miss Mason.” I heard the sound of smooth Jazz as she put me on hold. 


I thought it was a brilliant idea for my father to handle his business behind the front of being a law office, only the sleaziest of people would dare to come to him for contracts which made sense for a lawyer and business had a way of finding him, he had no reason to advertise and attract the attention of people who wouldn’t want to deal with him.


“Mason speaking.” My father came on the line, just his voice sounded like he was busy.


“Hey dad it’s me are you busy?”


“I’m always busy my dear but never too busy for you. To what do I owe the pleasure of this phone call?” he replied pleasantly and I smiled.


“Can I come by and talk to you about some things I’ve experienced lately?”


“Why of course you can my dear, how soon should I expect you?”


I thought for a moment, “Give me about ten minutes.”


“I’ll see you then.” He replied cheerfully and the line disconnected.

I bolted upstairs to brush my teeth and fix my hair, I figured I could just shower and change when I got back.


“Are you coming with me Flan?” I hollered down at her.


“Do you want me to?” she hollered back.


“I don’t care, as long as we’re back before Rhys is we should be fine. Can you get an idea of how long he might take?”


There was no response at first but I could hear her coming up the stairs, “He’ll be another half an hour give or take a few minutes.


“Fine, it shouldn’t take that long, come in here.” I instructed and she walked into my room.

I pulled her into my bathroom and locked the door behind us. “Give me your hand.” I said hurriedly and she did what I asked without question. Seconds later we were standing in the reception area of my fathers’ office and the flames around us were receding.


A man sitting in one of the reception chairs nearly jumped out of his seat in surprise and gasped loudly.


“Come on, if you’re here, you’re not that surprised to see this.” I told him and he just nodded, looking away from me with a terrified expression. I remembered that my eyes might still be somewhat scary looking to regular humans and walked purposefully toward the receptionist.


“How nice to see you again Miss Mason, your father is waiting for you.” She nodded toward his office door; I smiled and thanked her before turning toward the door, the man in the chair looked at me in disbelief.


“You’re his daughter?” He asked, somewhat awed by the idea.


I looked back toward him, “Who do you think comes to get you if you break your contract?” I said with an evil grin and a somewhat understanding but admiring look came over his face as if to say, “Well as long as it’s you then that’s okay.” 


I let my eyes turn completely red before I responded to his leering, “You don’t want me coming after you.” I assured him before stepping up to the door and knocking twice.


“Come in!” he called and I turned the handle. “My dear girl I’m delighted to see you, and you as well Flannigan!” He exclaimed wrapping me in one of his warm hugs.

When he let go to shake hands with Flan, I turned to close the door and saw the man in reception one last time, he was staring at us in disbelief.


I told you, I projected into his head, smiling at him and he was left with a slightly worried expression, looking around to see where the voice had come from.


“Saydie you need to stop picking on that poor man.” Flannigan said as soon as the door clicked shut.


“I was just having some fun with him.” I replied before suddenly wondering why I’d been picking on him, I thought back on our short time in the building and realized that I hadn’t been myself since we’d gotten here.


“You were scaring him into a heart attack.” She said shortly, “I don’t know what’s gotten into you. Waking up with red eyes and suddenly you’re being mean to innocent strangers.”


I let out a laugh as I turned to her, “If he’s here you can hardly call him innocent.” I responded before turning back to my father who wore a very concerned expression as he looked into my face.


“What’s wrong dad?” I asked, not understanding the look on his face.


“Flannigan is correct, you’re not acting like yourself and I’m fairly confident that I know why.” He paused as Flan and I stared at him expectantly. 


“Well, you know how you try to avoid being around me for too long or other demons for that matter? It leaves lasting effects that take time to reverse doesn’t it?” He asked and I nodded silently.


“Well it seems that the same applies when you use certain demon abilities in excess. Creating that dress took a fairly decent amount of effort on your part and doing it multiple times didn’t help. You’d have been better off if you’d done the entire outfit at one time. It seems that by using your demon capabilities repeatedly, you’ve turned your personal arrow a little more toward the demon side and away from the human side.”


I stared at him not daring to believe what he’d just told me and groaning inwardly at my stupidity. For someone who had been a teenager for 200 years, I definitely had it down pat.


“You looked lovely, by the way Flannigan.” I watched Flan turn beet red as she thanked him in a voice that was barely more than a whisper.


Tell him about the fire she projected quietly.


“Fire?” he asked sounding curious again.

I stared at her dumbfounded, trying to figure out why he was getting information from her that I wasn’t.


She pointed at him, “Devil” and then pointed back at her head, “Open book.” She said smartly and I rolled my eyes at her. Of course, that was the logical explanation.

“About this fire?” My father hinted and we both turned back to face him.


“We got into a big argument about sharing our secrets with Rhys and Hadley last week and I got mad and caught on fire.”


“Completely engulfed in flames.” Flan added, she didn’t mention that she’d used a blanket to cover me and had h talked me down but I was sure he’d know soon enough.

My father sat back in his chair for a moment and scratched his chin while he mulled over the information we’d just given him. It seemed like a century had passed by the time he opened his mouth to speak.


“My best guess about the bursting into flames is that your emotions are running higher than normal, which isn’t surprising since you’re in love. The heightened emotion can carry over into other things like anger for example. I suggest that you look into meditation, if you gave me some time I’m sure I could find you someone who specializes in working with demons.” I nodded in agreement and waited for him to continue.


“As far as your change in attitude and the eyes, if you want to remain inconspicuous, I suggest that you take it easy on using any abilities that adversely affect you. The feeling of being worn out and sleeping for all that time is because you’re not used to using them and you’re so shut down against using them that it takes a lot more effort than you obviously expected to even do the slightest good deed.” 


The snotty teenager in me found that I was annoyed with his knowing all the details without them being spoken, normally this wouldn’t have bothered me but I wanted to hear Flan verbalize her explanation since I couldn’t read minds and was suddenly resentful of it.


“Okay so I’ll take it easy on the magical stuff and work on meditation, anything else?” I asked with a hint of acid in my tone. My inner “demon” was really showing itself.

“Would you like me to fix your eyes for you?” He offered kindly, even though he had to be sensing the smart-ass teenager vibes that were rolling off of me in waves.


“Can you fix her attitude while you’re at it?” Flan muttered and I playfully nudged her in the ribs, but even I had to admit that using my demon abilities had definitely led me down the road to being an ass and there didn’t seem to be much I could do to stop it.


My father smiled at our friendly rivalry, “The two of you are so lucky to have each other, but let us hurry so that you can be back before Rhys returns with your antacids.” He motioned to me to stand still and stared at me for a moment. 


“There.” He said proudly and I looked at Flan.


“Am I good?” She nodded with a relieved look on her face and I realized that all traces of my inner smart-ass were also gone.


“Thanks dad.” I said gratefully and he waved a hand at me like my thanks wasn’t needed.


“Let me walk you two out, I think we’ve left my next appointment waiting long enough if you haven’t scared him off my dear.” He gave me a stern look but I could see a hint of amusement in his eyes as a slight blush rose on my cheeks.


Flan opened the door and I followed her out, I turned to hug my father and give him a kiss on the cheek.


“Thanks again, I really appreciate it.” I told him.


“That’s what parents are for my dear girl. It was a pleasure to see you both and I hope that I will have the pleasure of seeing you again soon.” He replied cordially.


“I’ll call mom and set up a time for dinner.” I promised before walking toward the elevator and taking Flan’s hand in mine again. 


The last thing I heard was, “She was quite right you know; you don’t want to ever see her again unless it’s an accident.” he spoke to the man in reception, who was apparently still ogling at me.


I smiled and chuckled to myself as the flames rose around us and then receded as we found ourselves in my bathroom once again.


“Well that was interesting.” Flan referred to our method of travel and spoke as if she wasn’t quite sure what to think.


“It gets me from point A to point B.” I shrugged and reached for the doorknob.


“That’s true, it’s just weird to experience it through a power besides my own.” She replied.


“I’d probably feel the same way if the situation was reversed.” I said just as I heard Rhys’s car door slam in the driveway. “Excellent timing.” I added as we hurried down the stairs and tried to look casual as we took seats on the living room couch, she threw a blanket over me and turned the TV on just as he reached the door.


“Oh good, you’re not still puking.” He said, looking as though he would have liked to avoid my throwing up even more than doing it himself. “I got you some Pepto, Rolaids, Maalox, Gas-X, Ibuprofen, pretty much anything I could think of that might help you feel better.” 



He handed me a plastic bag full of over the counter medications and I smiled up at him with what I hoped was a grateful expression. When he turned his back to take his coat off, I looked at Flan frantically, What do I take? I asked hurriedly as he turned back around and I tried to look normal again.


Take the Pepto, it covers just about everything he bought you medication for anyway. She replied with a small smile and I nodded slightly, pulling the familiar bottle of pink liquid from the bag and taking off the safety seal.


“Here, let me help you with that.” Rhys suggested, gently pulling the bottle from my hand and pouring out the recommended dosage into the measuring cup that had come with it. I wrinkled my nose in disgust as he handed it to me and drank it as fast as I could; it wasn’t actually that bad, just a bit chalky tasting.


Flan grabbed the bottle and measuring cup from the table when I was done and hurried to the kitchen to rinse the cup out. I stood to go upstairs for my shower but Rhys questioned whether or not I felt well enough. After insisting that I felt ok, I hurried up to shower and change; when I came back down a short time later I curled up next to him on the couch and he wrapped his arm around me.


“Hopefully you’ll feel better now.” He said kissing my hair.


“It makes me feel better just having you here.” I replied smiling lovingly up at him and he smiled back.


“Anything for my girl.” He replied as we settled in for a day of relaxing in front of the TV. Rhys could now continue to be as clueless as ever about what went on behind his back and sometimes in front of his face.
Chapter 21

The next week went by quickly and suddenly Halloween was upon us, there was electricity in the air like the entire town was excited. Everywhere I went there were cottony spider webs, bats, rats and every other creepy, crawly, scary thing you could think of. Freshly carved Jack O’ Lanterns sat on front porches just waiting to be lit, decks were decorated with scarecrows and corn stalks. 


My own house sat undecorated, I didn’t see much point, it wasn’t like anyone was going to be coming trick or treating here and Flan didn’t seem to be interested in putting up any decorations although she would be getting together with some of her witch friends the next day to celebrate the Mexican Holiday, El Dia De Las Muertos or “The Day of the Dead”. They weren’t Mexican but they seemed to have embraced their general way of remembering those who were no longer with us.


Rhys had been keeping an eye on me for days just waiting for me to get sick, hardly daring to believe that I just had a single night of exhaustion without anything else coming along behind it. The worried look that was on his face more often than not started to irritate me eventually, he wouldn’t give in after 7 days of assuring him that I was perfectly fine. More than anything I wished I could just tell him what was up so he’d back off a little but then thought sadly that actually telling him would be more likely to make him back off for good.


Halloween was on a Saturday this year and I had planned an awesome day for Flan and I, she didn’t know it but Hadley and all of her friends were coming over for a day of pampering. I had hired a complete day spa’s worth of beauty technicians to come to the house and work their magic; the main reason behind it was that I wanted Flan to be as relaxed as possible rather than nervous for the auction and Hadley thought I was the sweetest friend ever for doing it.


So I woke up early and went into the theater room, the largest in the house, and started moving furniture around, manually not magically, thank you very much. There was enough room for at least 10 people to be getting any service that required the use of a table such as massage, wraps, scrubs or waxing as well as space to set up tables for manicures and chairs for pedicures.


There was plenty of space between the kitchen and downstairs bathroom to do any rinsing needed although I’d been told that they could also set up a portable washing station on the back porch, they just needed the hose.


Once I was satisfied that there was plenty of room for everything I bounded up the stairs to wake Flan up, which was unusual because she was almost always awake before I was. I knocked quietly but she didn’t respond so I pushed the door open, she was still fast asleep just as I’d hoped.


I crept over to the bed and whispered her name; she groaned but still didn’t open her eyes. I climbed onto the opposite side of the bed and crawled toward her, the movement of the bed seemed to jar her from her sleep and she opened an eye to look at me.


“Saydie? What time is it?” she asked sleepily and rolled over to look at the clock. “It’s only nine is everything okay?”


I smiled my brightest smile for her, “I have a big surprise for you so you need to get out of bed and come downstairs.” I said with excitement in every fiber of my being.


“This doesn’t have anything to do with the auction does it?” she asked warily eyeing me, she knew me too well.


“Maybe a little bit, but not really.” I admitted slyly.  “Just get dressed and come downstairs as soon as you can, alright?” Just then the doorbell rang and I sprang off the bed to go answer the door. “Hurry Flan, today is going to be great!” I called as I sprinted down the stairs, not completely sure that my feet had actually touched the ground before I reached the bottom.


I pranced happily over to the door and opened it to find Hadley, a few of her friends and someone in a uniform that I didn’t recognize. I stood aside and signaled for Hadley and her friends to come on in.


“Flan is getting dressed and maybe taking a shower, she’ll be done soon.” I told Hadley before turning back to the uniformed man.


“Can I help you?” I asked politely.


“I’m here to deliver salon supplies.” He said in a bored voice, looking at his clipboard and I thought to myself, Hate your job much?

My eyes widened slightly as I comprehended who he was. “Do you have anything that can’t make it through this door?” I asked, wondering if he should come around back instead.


“No, this should be fine, if you can just leave it open, show us where you want the stuff…” He trailed off as he finally looked up at me and his mouth fell open. I just rolled my eyes and stepped back again.


“Come on in and I’ll show you where it goes.” I said chuckling to myself. He followed me into the theater room like I had him on a leash.


“I’m not sure where the stylists want everything so let me see how long it will be before someone gets here. There’s no point in piling everything into the room if we have to move it all again anyway.”


He nodded looking at me in awe, “You’re absolutely right.” He said and I wondered if my Charisma was a little higher than I’d thought. I focused on turning it down a bit and he seemed to act a little more normal but still ogled me when he thought I wasn’t looking.


I called the salon manager to ask how soon I should expect someone and just as she was about to put me on hold and call one of the stylists the doorbell rang again.


“Oh there’s the door, maybe that’s one of them, hold on just a minute.” I told her as I walked to the door.


A pretty girl with bouncy blonde curls and a bright smile was standing there with a large duffle bag over her shoulder.


“Hi!” she said brightly, “My name is Molly, the salon sent me.” I smiled back at her and motioned for her to come in as I thanked the salon manager and hung up the phone.


“We’re doing everything in here,” I said, leading her toward the room, “Can you tell him where you want things to go? I don’t want themm to have to rearrange everything.” She nodded in agreement and strode into the room dropping her duffle bag off just inside the door.


As the doorbell rang again, I saw Flan coming down the stairs and stopped to talk to her while motioning for 3 more men in movers uniforms to come on in.


“Saydie what is all this?” she asked in surprise.


“I thought we’d have a spa day!” I replied enthusiastically as she watched the movers walk by with tables, chairs, trays and boxes full of beauty supplies.


“You thought you needed to bring the entire spa home just for us?” She asked uncertainly and I smiled.


“Well no, she thought we might enjoy it as well.” Hadley spoke up and Flan’s head snapped up to look in her direction. Hadley was standing there with a half smile as two movers walked past her with a pedicure chair. As soon as they’d passed, Flan rushed into her arms and for a moment they were lost in the kiss they shared. I watched them with a smile and wished Rhys was here but he had a lot to do to get ready for the fundraiser. I could just imagine that he would be on the phone with Todd all day, reporting to him how it was going.


I spent the next hour directing traffic from the door to the theater room, turned on some quiet music for people to listen to while they got pampered, answered multiple texts from Rhys and got people’s costumes set up on a rack in the guest room since none of the Port Harbor bunch would have the time to drive back before the fundraiser.


By an incredible stroke of luck, Flan and I ended up lying next to each other for a massage, detox wrap and salt scrub.


She turned her head toward me in the middle of her massage, “You’re the best Saydie, thank you so much for doing all of this.” I smiled over at her as a murmur of agreement went up from the others in the room who could hear her.


“What are friends for?” I asked and she smiled back before putting her face back down in the face hole of the table. 


Things worked out so well that we only had 2 or 3 people waiting at any given time to have a service done and they were happy to spend their time waiting in the sauna or relaxing in the hot tub. Molly and her team of 15 other stylists kindly reminded them that they’d need to shower before having anything done.


The movers had gone out to lunch when they had finished unloading and I let them know that I’d call when we were finished. Around noon the doorbell rang again but I was still in the middle of my massage so one of the stylists ran to answer the door for me.


“Saydie?” I looked up at the sound of my name and turned to see Flan’s friend Julie, she was an amazing chef still in culinary school. I’d almost forgotten that I’d ordered a small buffet of food to go along with the spa day.


“Hey Julie! Do you need any help getting set up?” I asked sitting up for a moment.


“If you don’t mind the food just being set up on the counter and the dining table, I should be fine.” Flan lifted her head to look at me again in disbelief.


“What?  What kind of spa day would it be without something to eat?” I asked innocently and she just rolled her eyes before looking over at Hadley, who was just laying down on her other side for a massage of her own.


When my massage was over, I went to check on Julie before starting my next lap in this marathon day. I was very pleased to see the array of meats, cheeses, breads and fruits set up all over the kitchen and on the table. She had bottled water on ice as well as a few bottles of wine for anyone who could possibly need to relax a bit more, and a large drink cooler full of ice cold green tea, which was supposed to aid with the detox process. 


Since I hadn’t had breakfast yet, I grabbed a plate of fruit and threw together some meat and cheese on a roll with some mayonnaise and mustard.


“Don’t eat too much; you have to lay back down on a table.” Julie reminded me as I reached for the items I needed to make another sandwich. With a small sigh I took my plate and put it in the fridge to keep the meat cold, I hated that she was right when I was so hungry.


“You can eat all you want when you’re done on the table.” She told me kindly, seeing my frustration. “Why don’t you try some tea before your seaweed wrap?” She suggested, handing me a plastic cup. I took it from her and poured a little into the cup and tasting it first; it was probably the best green tea I’d ever tasted and I was quick to fill my cup the rest of the way.


“Julie, you’re absolutely amazing, if Flan and I didn’t enjoy cooking for ourselves so much I would totally hire you as my personal chef.” I smiled at her and she beamed back looking as though I’d just given her the compliment of her life.


“Thank you Saydie, I really appreciate that.” I nodded silently with a mouth full of her fabulous green tea.


“You’re welcome, come to think of it I might just have you come cook once in a while when we don’t feel like it.” I laughed and she joined in.


“Whatever you need, I’m your girl.” She assured me before I headed back in for my wrap.


“You guys had better go get some of this green tea before I drink it all!” I announced to the room and they all laughed, but it didn’t take long before there was a line for food and tea. I made sure I invited the stylists to eat as well, they were working so hard to make this an awesome day and I was very grateful. It wasn’t long before the buffet was nearly bare and the tea was gone.


The rest of the afternoon was relaxing and absolutely wonderful, I felt like I’d had the best idea ever and was glad to see that everyone else was enjoying themselves. I was surprised when the doorbell rang around four and there stood Rhys with his arms full of roses.


He barely had time to drop the roses on the floor before I was in his arms and his lips were on mine but the thorn stabbing would have totally been worth it. 


When we finally let each other go, he stood back to look at me, “You look all polished and shiny and relaxed.” He teased.


“That was the idea.” I told him with a smile as I scooped the roses up into my arms and led him toward the theater room but he stopped short about five feet from the door.


“Is everybody decent in there?” he asked suddenly.


“There are screens up around the people who aren’t.” I promised with a laugh as I pulled him toward the door. He peeked in quickly and then stopped short again just as he was starting to step back out.


“Wow babe you really went all out.” He said in awe as he took in the setup we had going on.


“Would you like a massage or something before they leave?” I offered generously, “It’s already paid for, might as well you know?”


He pulled me into his arms and smiled down at me, “Only if you’re the one who gives me the massage.” He pressed his lips to mine and there was a chorus of “Awww!” that went up from the occupants of the room; I felt my face turn red and an embarrassed smile spread across my face.


I pulled him into the room, “How about a chair massage, you don’t even have to get completely undressed, just take off your shirt.” I said suggestively with a sly smile.


“I second that motion!” Hadley’s friend Antoine spoke up from a pedicure station and we all laughed.


“Well I wouldn’t want to disappoint the audience.” Rhys said and much to my surprise he pulled his shirt off and flexed his muscles for the room. I had tears rolling down my face before I was able to control my laughter and finally stop it. He made a big production of sitting in the chair in a very manly way and spreading his arms over the back so that you could see the definition in his arms.


“Honey you are one lucky woman to get to lay down next to that hunk of burning love at night.” Antoine murmured in my ear a short time later while I was arranging my roses in a vase and I couldn’t help smiling.


“Yes Antoine, I believe you’re absolutely right.” I replied and he winked at me before going to grab a bit of fruit that was still on the table.


Shortly after Rhys was done with his massage he had to leave again to get ready for the fundraiser, he refused to tell me what he was going to be and so in return I gave him no hint as to what I would be. I sent him off with a kiss and a plate full of the last bit of leftover food. To be perfectly honest I was really glad the food had gone so well, I’d been hoping not to end up with a fridge full of leftovers that we probably wouldn’t be able to finish before they went bad.


Around six the movers came back and we were just ready for them to take most of the big spa equipment. One stylist for each person would be staying to do hair but that only required items that they were carrying with them anyway.


We all had to take turns showering, aside from the day being utterly relaxing, many of us wanted a shower before putting costumes on, especially after going in the sauna or hot tub. Amazingly enough the water heater held out enough for everybody to get a quick shower before costumes started going on.


What I hadn’t expected was for some of the stylists to also be licensed to do makeup and they generously offered to help anyone who needed it. One woman even had an airbrush kit for applying foundation and seemed to be having the time of her life helping people out.


I waited until last for my shower, trying to be a gracious host and as I looked around at all of my friends chatting excitedly as they got ready, I felt an overwhelming sense of comfort. This was what I’d never thought I could have, a house full of truly good friends that I could just hang out with and it was so easy to be around all of them.


As I looked at their faces one at a time, I thought about all of the things I loved most about each of them and then just as overwhelmingly, I felt sadness in my heart that I would have to leave them all one day. For once I really wished I could just stay here and be with my friends and tears burned my eyes threatening to spill over.


“You did a great job Say.” Hadley said quietly at my side, throwing an arm over my shoulder and giving me a squeeze. “We’re all lucky to have such a good friend like you.” She kissed my cheek and gave me a warm smile before heading upstairs for her turn in the shower.


When the last of the big items were finally packed up, I thanked the movers and gave them each a handsome tip. A few people volunteered to help put the theater room back together as most of the hair styling was being done near the kitchen where it didn’t matter if they set a hot iron on the granite countertop on accident.


When the room was back together, I put on a movie for people to enjoy while I finally went up to take my own shower. The day had been a complete success and I couldn’t help giving myself a mental pat on the back as I stepped into my shower to wash off the somewhat greasy feeling I felt from the oils used during my massage, apparently my skin didn’t absorb it as well as others did.


Once I was all clean I dried myself with a fluffy towel and stepped out into my room to find my costume and wig lying out on the bed with a note on top.



“Thought you might need this.” Flan had written with a smiley face.

I lifted up the shirt and smiled to myself, a little tingle of excitement went through me as I began to get ready. I had no doubt in the world that this was going to be a night to remember and I was beyond excited to finally be a part of something worthwhile.

Chapter 22

When I was finally dressed, I took a deep breath before leaving my room and walking downstairs for inspection. It seemed like every person who had been left in the house was waiting for me and the silence was deafening by the time I reached the bottom step. They all stared at me like they’d never seen me before, causing me to stop and look down at myself, was something wrong?

Flan rushed over to me and my mouth fell open as I looked at her, she was absolutely stunning with her hair and makeup flawlessly done. Have I ever mentioned that being the hippy she is Flan almost never wears makeup? Not that she needs it or anything but it definitely made a difference.


“You look so beautiful!” We both exclaimed at the same time and then grinned at each other. I realized that people were still watching and whispered as much in Flans ear.


“Why are they staring?”


I think it’s quite possible that for the first time, they’re really seeing who you are on the outside. She replied silently and I realized that her explanation made a lot of sense. These people had never seemed to care about how I looked, they had gone beyond the face to see who I was on the inside from the very first time I met them and as the realization dawned on me I began to cry.


Suddenly there was a rush of people coming at me, reaching out to touch me and asking if I was alright. Flan pulled me over to the couch and sat me down, pushing the crowd back to give me some breathing room.

“What’s wrong honey?” she asked, kneeling in front of me very carefully in her dress. I didn’t seem to be able to take a decent breath as the tears flowed against my will. I couldn’t form a coherent thought or stop crying enough to say anything understandable, so she pulled me into her arms and let me cry on her shoulder until I’d calmed down.

The overwhelming emotion had surprised even me. Besides Flan, nobody had ever really cared more about who I was than what I looked like, even Rhys had to have been taken by my looks before he got to know me. I know there are probably a million women right now thinking “What the heck is wrong with you? Why are you crying about being pretty?” but you have to understand that it’s not always the best thing in the world, especially when it comes to making friends.


But these people, they changed my entire perspective of human nature, they’d helped me realize that I could have friends and get close to people; and not just a few people but a group of people all at one time. It was a huge breakthrough as well as a pretty big deal for me.

“I am so sorry.” I blubbered between breaths. “I just…I’ve never really had close friends, Flan was actually my very first good friend and then I met you guys and you’re all so great and I really love you all so much…” I trailed off again as the tears kicked back up into high gear. Through the watery haze I could see their smiles as if I’d moved them just as much as they’d moved me.

“We love you too Saydie.” Hadley replied with a small smile.


I found myself in the biggest group hug I’d ever seen as they piled around us on the couch and on the floor in front of us, not caring if they messed up their hair and makeup or if they wrinkled their costumes. They were my friends and for the moment they were there for nothing else but me.


It took a while to get myself under control because the group hug had started tears in others, causing me to cry harder. When it was all over there were quite a few people who needed touch ups on their makeup, fortunately for me, I hadn’t put any on yet and sat with a cool cloth pressed to my face to help reduce the redness before we got started.

As the touch ups went on, people would come sit with me to talk, give me a hug or just to squeeze my hand encouragingly. Obviously they got the idea that my temporary breakdown had been a big deal and they wanted to show their support; but as hard as they tried not to say anything that would get the water works going again, once in a while someone would say something so touching that it started all over.


This wasn’t just having friends, this was like having a family, a big, gay, loving family in this case and they all loved each other for who they were. I would never get over how easy it was to fit in with them and be accepted into their number, they were just so easy to love, I think they’d even won over every stylist who was still at the house when everything was finished. 
They just sucked new friends into the entourage, there was no fighting it and no need to try, you just suddenly find yourself in a middle of something bigger than you, and realize that it’s somewhere you belong.


Finally, around eight thirty I was dry-eyed, had makeup on and was almost ready to go before I remembered that Flan was the only person who could do my hair.


What about my hair? I shouted silently at Flan over the excited chatter of the group.


Shit! I forgot about that, can we take your car and I’ll fix it on the way?

I guess so, let me call Rhys and make sure he’s not planning a surprise pickup.

I had Rhys on the phone a second later and could hear the sounds of a gym full of people which told me he definitely wasn’t coming to surprise me. After assuring him that we’d all be there soon, Flan and I rounded everyone up and into cars so that we could be off.

It just happened to work out that everybody was gone leaving Flan and I with the house to ourselves so she could just fix my hair there instead of on the way. And a quick wave of her wand later, I was all set and speeding through town, arriving just behind our group of friends, who stared at me again when I got out of the car. I had to admit that the hair was a really great touch.

This time the stares had more of an awed theme to them and I blushed as I headed inside to find Rhys. The gym was decorated similarly to the rest of the town with fake cobwebs covered in bugs, Jack O’ Lanterns strategically placed around the room, each with a unique carving and electric candles instead of real ones which I found to be a stroke of genius. Corn stalks and scarecrows also added to the theme along with hay stacked around the sides of the dance floor for people to sit.


The tables were decorated with the electric candles and beautiful leaves in fall colors that some of the children from the orphanage had made by rubbing a crayon on a paper covering a real leaf and then cutting it out. There were also spiders scattered here and there but the part that I thought was the best was the little cauldrons on each table overflowing with mist, Flan would get a kick out of those.

Refreshments included bloody eyeball punch, consisting of fruit punch with peeled grapes for eyeballs and worms were on the menu with a side of slugs, which was spaghetti noodles that had been blackened in squid ink with small, Italian sausages as the slugs.

There were cookies and cakes all decorated in Halloween colors and shaped like anything from cats to spiders.


“Double bubble toil and trouble.” I heard Flan whisper eerily into my ear and I smiled.


“I thought you’d like the cauldrons.” I teased.


“Of course, they’re too cute not to like with the dry ice putting off a fog to envelop and hide you so you don’t have to talk to your neighbor.” I noticed that she was starting to sound nervous.


“It’s okay Flan, it’s going to be alright, there’s nothing to be nervous about, and we’re just here to have a good time. Besides, you get to spend the entire night with Hadley and then go out on a terrific date with her when this is all over, that’ll be fun right?” She looked a bit calmer when I mentioned Hadley’s name but I realized it was because Hadley had come to stand near us without interfering with our conversation. When it came to Flan, Hadley was as perceptive about her as Flan was about me, it was almost uncanny.


I left the two of them to choose a seat with the promise to come back as soon as I’d found Rhys. As I wandered through the gym I took the time to really appreciate the decoration, they had done a fabulous job and if it wasn’t plainly obvious from the sign outside announcing the building as the gymnasium, you’d never know that this entire party was set up in the middle of the basketball court.

I headed for the restrooms first, figuring that he’d save his costume for last and ran into Armistead just outside.


“Hey! Have you seen Rhys?” I asked before my mouth fell open and I took in his costume. He had come as a Gladiator complete with helmet, shield and sword; the part that got me though, was that it looked like it could actually be the real thing.


“Is that…?” I started to ask, not sure if I should finish the sentence or not.


“Yes it is, one hundred percent authentic. You’re not the only one who’s been around for a while.” He winked, “And yes I’ve seen Rhys, he’s been all over the place trying to put the final touches on things but now he’s getting dressed in the locker room.”


I sighed with relief, “Thank goodness. Would I look like a huge pervert if I stood out here and waited for him?”


“Maybe not so much if you didn’t mind me standing here with you.” He suggested and winked at me, I laughed and nodded my agreement.


“You look stunning by the way.” He said and I blushed.


“Thanks, so do you.”


“I gathered as much when your mouth fell open.” He teased and I laughed again.


“It’s not every day you get to see a real gladiator outfit.” I defended myself.


“No, I suppose it’s not.” He replied quietly sounding somewhat distracted and attracting my full attention. I sensed evil and it wasn’t him as our eyes met and narrowed in very similar ways.


“Looks like it couldn’t just be an easy night.” I sighed and he looked at me curiously.


“What does that mean?”


“It means that the demon Malcolm sent me a marriage proposal, on paper might I add and via my father; I don’t know what he thought I would say but when I said no it seemed to piss him off. He’s influenced Veronica more than once as well as another guy on the football team and even went as far as possessing Rhys once.” Armistead stared at me open-mouthed.


“He possessed him?” he asked in disbelief and I nodded.


“Remember the broken nose in Vegas?” he nodded silently. “Well, Flan had to alter their memory of what happened, I couldn’t let Rhys live with the guilt of what Malcolm had made him do.” I dropped my voice to a whisper before continuing, “Flan had a vision of something going on with them, and so we run up to our room to find her in his lap and they’re making out. Mind you, he was possessed, she was not.” I added before he could be offended by my treatment of his girlfriend. “She was already down to her underclothes and well, let’s just say he wasn’t discouraging her one bit. So after I’d broken her nose and thrown her out, we realized he was possessed, he was too cocky but then he started fighting it.” I paused for dramatic effect at this part and was suitably rewarded as Armistead’s eye nearly bulged from his head in disbelief.

“He was begging me to help him but then it was gone. I did my first exorcism that night, fortunately my power is strong enough that it didn’t take much. He was so filled with guilt when it was over and he had no idea what had happened to him; I couldn’t let him stay that way, so I had Flan alter the memory a bit and now they think that we interrupted just in time.” I shrugged as the story ended and Armistead remained silent for a moment, I was surprised at how un-fazed he seemed to be about the way Veronica had acted before she met him, and then I realized that he’d probably known already anyway.

Duh Saydie, same powers. I chastised myself mentally.

“She told me that Mark Whitley had been after you all day the first time Rhys brought you out to meet his friends. She also told me that he’d attacked you later that night and had been acting very strange afterward, not so much like he was drunk.” I nodded.


“He’d been influenced, that was the first time.” I whispered.


Armistead looked up suddenly, “Here he comes, I wouldn’t want to look like I was compromising his date.” He winked at me and I smiled again, “I’ll keep an eye out and let you know if anything unusual happens alright?” I nodded and in a flash he was gone, leaving me alone outside the men’s room, once again hoping that I didn’t look like a pervert.


Rhys came out less than a minute later looking amazingly handsome in a black tux, dressed as Dracula. I was blown away by how sexy he looked as I took in the entire costume; he had opted not to go with the makeup that you saw on a lot of people who went with the same costume but he did look like he had a pale sheen to his face.

He seemed so concentrated on what he was doing that he walked right past me.


“Excuse me!” I called, following behind him and he stopped to turn around while adjusting his cufflinks.


“I’m sorry, is there something I can help you with?” he asked without looking up.


I smiled and reached out to help him with his cuffs, “You could give me a kiss for starters.” I said seductively and his head jerked up so that he could look me in the face. Every wrinkle and worry line smoothed out and disappeared as he realized it was me and pulled me into his arms.


“God I’ve missed you...you’re all I’ve been able…to think about all day.” He told me, punctuating each phrase with kisses before pressing his lips to mine one more time and leaving them there. We were wrapped in each other’s arms when I heard a teasing voice.


Get a room will you? I could also hear Armistead chuckle from across the room and rolled my eyes behind my lids before reluctantly pulling away first.


“You’ve done a wonderful job.” I told him and he smiled nervously at me.


“You think so?” he asked, not sure if he believed me and I laughed.


“Just look at this place, its incredible!” I gestured to the room.


“Yeah, it does look great.” He admitted.


“Do you have anything else you need help with?”


“No, I was just coming out to wait for you.” He replied and his eyes widened as he finally seemed to take in my costume. “Wow Say, you look absolutely incredible.” And again I blushed.


“How did you get your hair like that?” he asked curiously.


“Oh Flan worked her magic.” I replied as nonchalantly as I could.


“She did a fantastic job.” Was the only other thing he said as he took my hand and led me to the table where Flan and Hadley were waiting for us.


“Hey Rhys! Don’t you look handsome?” Flan said admiringly and he blushed slightly. I was surprised that he’d even heard her the way his eyes were darting around the room to make sure everything was in place.


“Thanks Flan.” He smiled at her.


“It looks amazing in here but does it seem a little dark to you guys?” Hadley asked and I could see something click in Rhys’s head as it snapped up as if she’d just reminded him of something. 


He looked at me and smiled as he took my hands in his, “I can’t believe I almost forgot, I was on my way when you caught me in the hall. I did this for you, you’re going to love it!” his words came out so fast that they were jumbled together and a little hard to understand as he let me go and hurried over to the wall.


He gave me another big grin, looking like a little kid before he flipped a switch on the wall; the entire room went silent as a giant spider web of twinkling lights lit up overhead just before a deafening round of applause filled the room. I stared at the lights, definitely not thinking about clapping and was overwhelmed with emotion for the second time that night, so much that I didn’t realize that he was by my side again until he wrapped his arms around me.

“It reminded me of our first date.” He whispered in my ear as I fought back the onslaught of tears that were sure to overtake me in a matter of seconds. Flan was suddenly in front of me fanning my face with her napkin.


“No tears sweetie, there’s no airbrush machine here.” She smiled and I couldn’t help smiling back, but despite her efforts a few tears managed to squeeze their way out; she managed to catch them with her napkin before they got too far though.


Finally in control of myself yet again, I turned to Rhys, “It’s beautiful Rhys, thank you so much.”


“You’re welcome.” He replied before gently pressing his lips to mine and then holding out my chair so I could sit.


Just then the Dean of the school caught everyone’s attention when the microphone squealed as he took the stage for an announcement.


“Welcome everyone to the 3rd annual Halloween Charity Auction! I’d like to invite you to take your seats at this time as dinner will be served soon, then we will be auctioning off our wonderful volunteers periodically throughout the night. Thank you all again for coming and I hope you have a wonderful evening!” We all clapped as he put the microphone back and left the stage.


As people began to take their seats, I turned to Rhys, “So how does this all work? With the eating then the auctioning and the dancing?”


He smiled like he was letting me in on a secret, “Well, as you’ll notice right now there are waiters coming around to bring people their food. Everybody gets worms with the option of slugs and some lice eggs to top it off.”

“Lice eggs?” Flan, Hadley and I all asked shrilly at the same time.


“Parmesan Cheese.” He replied calmly looking highly amused, “The kids got to help with the menu.” I relaxed a little, that made a lot more sense. “Then, we will have the first round of auctioning, dancing, another auction, more dancing and then the final auction round. That way people aren’t stuck sitting through the auction all night, it breaks it up a little.” I nodded my agreement with the way it was set up. Not a bad plan at all.

When our food came, it was accompanied by a basket of breadsticks to be shared with the whole table. Flan was the first at our table to pull one out and I turned to stare at her as she began laughing uncontrollably.


“Are you barking mad?” Hadley asked her and I turned in surprise, that wasn’t a phrase you usually heard Americans use.


Flan just handed her the breadstick and kept on laughing. I reached into the basket and pulled one out myself, then I realized what she thought was so funny; they were shaped like giant fingers with pumpkin seeds for the nails, complete with wrinkles on the knuckles and everything.


As comprehension dawned on the group, it was hard not to join in with the laughter and soon we had the merriest table in the room. I can only imagine that some of the other guests must have thought we’d spiked our punch or something.


As we ate, the waiters also walked around the room offering what would have normally been appetizers but for this they were more like extra’s for the meal. Rhys’s friend Aaron came up to our table with a plate full of little broomsticks that were absolutely adorable. They were just pretzel sticks with small strips of yellow bell pepper tied to one end with chives, giving them the look of those brooms that Mickey Mouse puts the spell on and makes them carry the water for him in Fantasia.

There was a plethora of Halloween themed foods making their way around the room, appealing to the inner child in everyone, random laughter rose throughout the room as people found themselves tickled by the child-inspired snacks. The best part was getting to eat it all; it tasted wonderful and created a fantastic ambience for the occasion.
Chapter 23


When we had finished eating and were waiting for the first auction to start Armistead rushed up to the table and crouched beside me.


“Can I talk to you in private for a minute?” He asked urgently and I nodded. Rhys looked up curiously as I stood up but I assured him that I’d be right back and he stayed where he was.


Flan, keep him occupied will you please? I thought hurriedly as Armistead pulled me gently toward the door.


“What is this all about?” I asked when we were finally outside and he let go of my arm.


“Your demon is here.” He said bluntly and my mouth fell open in shock.


“What?” I shrieked before my hand flew to my mouth 


“Now aren’t you glad I brought you out here to tell you?” I rolled my eyes but he had a point.


“Anyways, he’s here? In the gym?” I asked in disbelief. Armistead obviously had some kind of power to sense other demons that I didn’t.


“Yes, I find myself pulled to his power, much like I was drawn to yours when we met, but whenever I get close he disappears into the crowd again. I’m not sure if he’s randomly possessing people or if he’s here in person but he’s going to be a problem tonight, I’m sorry.”


Then something occurred to me and I narrowed my eyes at him, “How do I know it’s not you? That you’re not planning to try to kill all of these people here tonight?” the look on his face clearly showed that the idea had never crossed his mind, but then he could be a good actor if he needed to be.

“Saydie, I would swear these words in front of the all powerful master himself, I promise you, I am not involved in this in any way.”


“Still you have to admit it’s a little coincidental that you happened to show up so recently.” I pushed the issue.


“Yes, I suppose it is but you know when you’re being lied to, what is your power telling you?” Sometimes it irritated me how he never seemed to get upset about anything; he just took it all in stride, calmly and collected.


I did have to admit that there were no signs that he was lying, “Fine, if you’re not in on it then what do you propose we do?”


“I think you need to go on with the night as normally as you possibly can, the humans need to be protected but remain oblivious. I get the feeling that he’s sending you a message though, he may wreak a little havoc here tonight but it’s just a warning that something much bigger is going to come later.” I groaned to myself knowing that he was probably right. 

Malcolm wasn’t exactly subtle about things and if he was here among the humans tonight then he’d probably lost his patience and gained one hell of a temper. “You should probably let the witches know as well.” He told me and I nodded, starting to walk back inside before I stopped dead in my tracks.

“Witches?” I asked incredulously, turning back to face him, “There’s more than one here?” I gasped.


“You didn’t know?” I stared at him dumbfounded. 

“I take that as a no. You’ve been hanging out with a coven all this time and had no idea? You really don’t use your powers do you?”


“A coven?” I managed to choke out, ignoring his remark about my powers for the moment.


“Are you kidding me? You’re the child of the almighty himself and you had no idea that you’d been spending your time with a coven of witches?” he demanded.


“No.” I replied, a bit dazed. “I didn’t even know until recently that Flan was a witch, she put a spell on herself to hide it when I met her.”


“Well there’s no spell on those witches, it’s not all of them but there’s a good majority, they’d be of some help to you if they’re even mediocre with their powers.”

“Is Flan’s girlfriend one?” I asked with interest as a slow grin spread across my face.


“The blonde? Of course she’s their high priestess!” he replied testily like it was completely obvious and I couldn’t help laughing out loud.

He stared at me like I’d lost it while I stood there doubled over with laughter. “I fail to see what’s so funny. Innocent people could die tonight.” He said coldly.


His words and their icy tone sobered me a bit more and I was able to stand straight again but still had the giggles, “Flan and I got into this big fight about telling Hadley and Rhys what we are and she fought a valiant fight against revealing her secret which I felt was far less formidable than mine, and now it turns out that Hadley is one too and neither of them knows? This is too good.” 


A small smile tugged at the corner of his lips as he saw the irony in the situation but it disappeared as quickly as it had shown up.


“I suggest you go in there and take care of this as quickly as you can.” He said before strolling away toward the door. I followed suit but couldn’t wipe the smile off of my face as I headed back to our table.


“Flan, Hadley can I talk to you both for a minute?” I said laying a hand on each of their shoulders and they both stood at the same time. My smile just kept tugging at the corner of my mouth as I led them toward the women’s room.


“Saydie what’s going on?” Flan asked looking a bit worried as I swept the bathroom once to make sure nobody was in there with us before I locked the door.


“The two of you have something that you need to tell each other.” I told them and they both looked at me as though I’d said something ridiculous.


“What could we possibly need to say that we haven’t said already?” Hadley asked, sounding a bit annoyed, so I turned to Flan and decided to start with her.


“Remember the big fight we got into with the fire and the blanket?” I hinted and she turned red in anger.


“You wouldn’t dare! You are supposed to be my best friend!”


“Flan, listen to me, just tell her, it will be fine I promise.” I insisted.


“What on earth is all of this about? Fire and blankets, is that some kind of code?” Hadley demanded.

“If I tell her this Saydie I’m outing you with me.” Flan threatened.


“She’s going to know anyway, Malcolm is here and it can’t be good.” I replied. Flan’s mouth fell open and a look of horror crossed her face.


“What the hell is going on? And who is Malcolm?” Hadley demanded, grabbing Flan by the arms and turning her so that they were facing each other.


Flan was so shocked at her action that she began to stammer, “I, I’m…” she looked at me desperate for help.


So I turned to Hadley, “Hadley, you’ve been keeping a secret from Flan, tell her what it is.” She looked at me in disbelief.


“How do you know I’m keeping a secret from her?” she started getting defensive and I was getting frustrated. Clearly neither of them was going to do this on their own.

“You know what, fine if you two won’t just say it then I will. Hadley, I’m a demon, the daughter of the devil in fact, and Flan has known it from the very first time she met me. Now, do the two of you have any supernatural secrets you’d like to share with one another? Because I bet it’s the same one.” Flans head whipped around to face Hadley.

“You’re a witch?” she demanded.

“I’m a high priestess, are you a witch?” Hadley demanded back.


“Are you kidding me?” Flan hooted and in the next instant her arms were around Hadley and they were lost in a kiss that definitely didn’t need any encouragement from me.


I had to clear my throat after a few minutes though, “Guys, there’s a bit of a problem going on, I didn’t lock you in the bathroom to out you to each other for no reason.” They reluctantly let each other go and turned to face me, for a moment I was awed by the raw power I felt exuding from the two of them almost as though they were doubly powerful now that they’d shared the secret with each other.


They both had a new look of importance to them somehow and the air was crackling with electricity, similar to the way it had when I’d first met Rhys and I couldn’t help wondering if that was what happened when a supernatural being found their other half.


“There is a very powerful demon here tonight, I’m not sure if he’s taken on a human form or is just possessing random people but we all need to be on alert tonight and keep the mortals safe.” I had almost said humans but at this point it seemed more insulting considering who I was talking to.


“Armistead is trying to help us as much as he can, he has a gift that gives him a feeling for where others demons are located in proximity to where he is. He told me that Malcolm keeps slipping through the cracks whenever he gets too close and that I should let you guys know. That’s how I found out about your coven Hadley, apparently he senses power as well, whether you want him to or not.”


“Coven?” Flan turned to her in surprise.


“I promise we’ll talk about all of this later okay? Right now it seems that we have a bigger problem to worry about.” She then turned to me, “How is it that you’re a demon who’s mixed up with humans, let alone witches?”


“Long story short, I’m a disappointment to the demon ranks, my mother is human, my father is Satan, I was raised like a human and prefer to live as a human, my parents respect that, this demon obviously doesn’t, he’s pissed off because I rejected his marriage proposal and now I think he wants to kill me, Rhys and possibly all of you as well if he views you as a threat.” Hadley’s eyes widened in surprise and then her expression changed to fear as she thought things through.

“If this demon is powerful enough to kill you, of all people, we will be nothing more than an annoyance to him, he could wipe us all out.” She wasn’t quite starting to panic yet but she was getting there.


“Hadley, I’m not asking you to fight with me, I just thought you should know in case something happens here tonight. It was more beneficial to you both if you knew about each other in this case.”


Flan turned to face Hadley and looked her very seriously in the eyes, “Saydie is my best friend and I’m going to fight beside her no matter what. If this demon can take out the second most potentially powerful demon in existence then there’s nothing to say that he would stop with her.” She said with warning in her voice. She was fighting with me to have my back as well as to ensure that her own life continued, if he destroyed me he’d surely destroy her and anyone else associated with me.


“I understand, but whatever happens, know that I love you.” Hadley told her and that was my cue to unlock the door and step out to give them some privacy.

The first round of auctions was in full swing by the time I sat back down and Rhys looked at me curiously. I just squeezed his hand and smiled at him.


“Is everything alright?” he asked.


“Everything is fine.” I lied smoothly and turned my attention to the stage as they auctioned off a few of the football players. The prices weren’t getting very high, just a couple hundred dollars at most and I mentioned it to Rhys later when we were dancing.


“Not everybody can be as beautiful as you are, love.” He teased and I smiled.


“It just seems like the bidding should be more interesting.”



“There will be plenty of time for interesting when you get up there in this outfit.” He replied, sliding his hands down my bare back and I laughed.


The second round of auctions went better with some of our group in it, Hadley raised five thousand dollars that I’d be lending to Flan. Flan, Rhys and I were all in the last round, I wondered if he’d set it up that way because he knew we’d be bringing in the big bucks with my checkbook to back them.


We all danced, laughed and acted like everything was normal while talking silently amongst ourselves. Armistead kept me updated on what was going on with Malcolm, he was fairly certain at this point that Malcolm was possessing random people and wasn’t there in person. Flan seemed to be too worried about what could possibly happen that evening to remember to be nervous about the auction.


When the time finally came for the last round of auctions, Rhys smiled encouragingly at Flan and I.


“Go knock them dead girls.” I smiled back and kissed him before he went up on stage, he was first in this round.


The hoots started before he’d even reached center stage, I already knew that I had plenty of competition for this auction but none of them had my deep pockets.


“I’ve got this one in the bag.” I said to Flan and she smiled.


“I know you do. Thanks for helping with Hadley by the way; it really was easier than I thought it would be wasn’t it?”


“Apparently so, but how is it that you didn’t know about her?”


“We all have ways of protecting ourselves I guess, I’d done the same thing.” She chuckled to herself. They were definitely two of a kind and I hoped that when everything was said and done, they’d be happy together for a long time.

The opening bid for Rhys was five hundred and I quickly countered at a thousand. He seemed to have attracted the attention of some of the sponsors’ wives and they were eating it up like candy as he flexed his muscles and winked at them.


“Take it off!” I called to him and he gestured to the crowd to see if they thought he should. Catcalls and whistles went up all over the place as the women in the gym went wild; he handed his jacket to the Dean and then slowly unbuttoned his shirt to the delight of the ladies.


I kept a steady stream of bids going when it slowed down a bit but it wasn’t long before he was over ten thousand dollars. I had noticed Veronica standing with Armistead and she’d waved over at us, Flan and I waved back politely, still not sure what to think about her new relationship but what I was watching for was her attention while Rhys was on the stage. 


She didn’t look up from her conversation with Armistead once until people started hooting and hollering at Rhys’s strip tease, she glanced at the stage with a smile but just moved closer to Armistead to continue talking. Not once did she bid or even seem all that interested in the fact that he was on the stage and I found that I was relieved that she finally seemed to have moved on.


The bidding on Rhys slowed down around twenty thousand dollars and I was ready for it, the Dean called, “Going once…going twice…”

Then I called out the closing bid, “Fifty thousand dollars!” I smiled in satisfaction as everyone turned to look at me but not a single person made a move to try to outbid me. Rhys smiled triumphantly as the bidding closed at fifty thousand and as he jumped down from the stage the crowd parted to let him through before he had swung me up into his arms and was kissing me.


“You are absolutely amazing you know that?” he smiled down at me.

“Tell her how amazing she is when she brings in over a million for herself, we’re having a bidding war pal.” Flan said from his side and I grinned at her as he finally set me down.

“You’re on.” He said.


“Don’t worry about the price you guys, just keep bidding until everyone else stops.” I added.


Just then Hadley appeared, signaling to Flan that it was her turn to go up and all of that nervousness that the entire day had been designed to erase, rose to the surface as Hadley pulled on her arm. Flan froze in place staring at the stage as Hadley pulled on her, unmoving form.

In a movement as quick as a flash, Rhys had swept her up into his arms and was carrying her up to the stage as she fought him the entire way. When they opened the bidding he stood right there with her, which I thought was sweet of him but I think it may have confused some of the bidders because old ladies started offering thousands of dollars for her but nobody felt the need to correct them, it was a charity auction after all.



Hadley smiled at me, “He sure does know how to charm a crowd.” She chuckled. He was up there acting like a show host, gesturing to Flan, making her giggle, and one could hardly fail to notice that he was still naked from the waist up.


I smiled back, “Oh yes he does.” I said as I held my hand up to put in another bid.

“I really hope you guys enjoy your date.” I said casually as the bidding went on.


“What date?” Hadley asked curiously.


“The one you’re going to go on when you win this auction.”


“There’s no way I can win this auction with you as a bidder Saydie.” She laughed.


“And you think that I’m going on a date with her if I win?” I turned to her and smiled.


“Really? I get to go on the winning date with her? But why would you do that?”


“Because you guys are my friends and you make each other happy, besides I live with her, what kind of date would that be? ‘Hey Flan did you remember to do the dishes before we left?’ Not really a good time.” I laughed and she joined in. 


“Well thanks Saydie, you’ve been a lot nicer than I could have ever expected from someone who has only known me a short time.”


“No, I owe you thanks for coming up to dance with me at that club in Vegas. I’d have never found my place among humans if I hadn’t met you and your friends. You guys are like the family I never thought I could have.” The burning in my eyes was starting again and she was quick to fan me with her hands.



“Okay, no tears, no tears.” She said looking a little panicked, “Flan will murder me for making you cry just before your turn on stage.” I was blinking furiously trying to stop the tears before they spilled over.

Finally we got it under control and Hadley took my hands in hers, “You are a part of our family now and we all love you so much. No matter what happens tonight or afterward with this crazy demon stalker of yours, just remember, in this family we never say die.”


“Never say die.” I repeated and she wrapped her arms around me in a quick hug before stepping back to hold her hand up for another bid.


Flan and Rhys were still up on stage being goofy, he would do a sexy dance behind her when she wasn’t looking, then the crowd would erupt with cheers and she would look behind her to see what was going on but he would just be standing there looking casual with a big grin on his face. They crowd was absolutely loving it and Flan’s numbers were up over fifty thousand already. The workers from the orphanage and the foster care program were watching in awe as the numbers kept rising.


“One hundred thousand!” I called, grabbing Hadley’s hand and raising it high during a brief lull in the bidding which had slowed at seventy two thousand. Once again every head in the room turned to look in our direction; I pointed at Hadley to tell them that the bid was hers and she blushed a deep red but kept her hand up.

They closed out the bidding at one hundred thousand dollars and Flan scrambled off the stage and into Hadley’s arms.

“Thank you Saydie.” Hadley mouthed to me over her shoulder and I gave her a thumbs up before turning to run smack dab into the deliciously naked chest of my boyfriend.


“Hey there beautiful.” He said, pulling me into the warm circle of his arms.


“Hello tall, dark and half naked man.” I replied with a smile.


“This is a really great thing you’re doing; we couldn’t hope to have made half the money that’s been brought in for our friends because of you. You’re going to be Todd’s new hero.” I smiled and kissed him.


“I’m glad to be able to do it, it’s not like I’d ever spend all that money on myself, why not help out people who need it?”


“That’s why you’re so amazing.” He said and pulled me close to him.


Just then, out of nowhere, Armistead seemed to materialize at my side, “I need to talk to you.” he said quietly and I looked at Rhys apologetically again as Armistead pulled me away. Flan quickly caught him up in a conversation and he was forced to pay attention to her.

Once again I found myself outside in a dark corner with him, “If we keep this up people are going to think we’re sneaking off to make out or something.” I teased.

“It’s about you.” He said and I looked at him curiously.


“What is?”


“Malcolm is here for you, he’s possessing people to become the highest bidder so that he can get you alone.” Why hadn’t I seen that coming?


“How do you know all this?”


“I can read minds can’t you?” And why hadn’t I seen that coming either?


“No I can’t.”


“You kind of got the short end of the stick for powers considering who you are.” He said in his blunt way and I shrugged.


“It’s not like I need or use them.” I threw back.

“Anyway now you know what’s up, let the witches know okay? I’m going to enjoy the rest of my evening with my date while I can.” It was odd how he seemed to drawn to me and predetermined to help me but he was so detached at the same time.


“Thanks for your help, I really appreciate it.” I said and he bowed low to me.


“Anything to help, princess.” I smiled as he disappeared into the darkness but then focused on the problem at hand. If the worst thing he did tonight was to possess someone to be the highest bidder then I’d take it and run with it, but I considered the precautions that could be taken to protect innocent people.


I hurried back inside and unleashed my thoughts on Flan as quickly as I could, apparently Hadley could also hear me now as her head jerked in my direction the second I started communicating. Almost immediately I saw their lips moving as they began to cast spells over the crowd, if Malcolm was already possessing someone there wasn’t much else he would be able to do besides leave, if their magic was strong enough to protect everyone but there were only ten of them with powers, eleven if you included Flan and the room was full of hundreds of people.

“Saydie what’s going on with you and Armistead?” Rhys asked me suddenly, startling me from my train of thought.


“He’s just been having some problems with Veronica and wanted to talk to me about it since I sort of know how she is.” I lied, praying he’d accept the answer and let it go.


“That’s really nice of you considering the way she treated you.” He finally said.


“Well it was her doing that to me, not him, he shouldn’t suffer for her mistakes.” I defended him and Rhys nodded.


“I suppose that’s true, you have such a big heart, that’s why I love you so much.”


“No that’s why I love you so much.” I smiled at him.


In the short span of that conversation, Flan and Hadley had informed every witch in the room of what was going on and they had apparently finished casting whatever protection they could over the guests. Now all we could do was wait and pray that nobody got hurt.

Chapter 24

When it was finally my turn to go up on the stage, my heart was pounding furiously in my chest, but you’d have never guessed from the smile on my face. I made myself comfortable on a stool they had provided and turned my Charisma up a few notches. The opening bid was five thousand dollars. 


I smiled brilliantly at the bidder and blew him a kiss, he looked thrilled as his face turned red with pleasure. The next bid jumped to ten thousand, then twenty thousand and before I knew it the bidding was higher than it had been the entire night and not a dime of my money had been bid yet.

I looked directly at Flan, You make sure that Rhys is the highest bidder no matter how much it costs. I told her, and saw her nod quickly. The bids continued to rise into the hundred thousands, much to my surprise, a bidding war ensued among the male guests and my guess was that Malcolm had found a way to possess the wealthiest of them all.


I could really sense his presence now even though it was harder to recognize as part of a possession rather than in person, but that meant that he was fairly close to me. I began to look for someone who was well hidden when they made their bids and it didn’t take long to spot the man in a wheelchair bidding from the corner of the room.


Seconds after I’d spotted him I caught a flash of red as the lights moved across his face, he glared at me with an evil smile and I knew we had him.


There’s a man near the stage in a wheelchair, that’s him, keep an eye out. I told Flan and once again she barely nodded in response. The bidding had just reached one million dollars thanks to the possessed man and I was determined that Rhys was going to win this if for no other reason than saving an innocent man from spending millions of dollars against his will.


They were calling for one million and five when Rhys looked at me in a panic, I nodded to him to go for it but he looked unsure. I heard him saying to Flan, “That’s an awful lot of money to spend when it doesn’t belong to you.” I heard her huff in frustration before making the bid herself.

  
“One point five million dollars!”

“Two Million!”


“Two and a half million!” Flan countered and on and on it went, coming down to her and the man in the wheelchair. She seemed to be trying to get Rhys in on the bidding in between turns.


Finally she elbowed him in the ribs and he spoke up, “Five million dollars!” I smiled in relief and blew him a kiss. Many people had turned to stare at him, anyone who knew him was well aware that he didn’t have that kind of money and I was afraid of the suspicion that might arise among his friends but I was going to have to worry about it later because the man in the wheelchair had just doubled the bid.

The workers eyes were the size of saucers at this point, I could only imagine what they’d look like when the check actually cleared. Flan was quick to take the bid up to 12 million and the man in the chair countered with fifteen.


Then Rhys surprised us all by yelling, “Twenty five million dollars!” Even the man in the wheelchair turned to look at him this time and the room went dead silent. I could see Aaron at his side obviously questioning his sanity and he replied, “Don’t worry about it, it’ll be taken care of.” I was glad that he seemed to be taking me at my word about covering the winning bid.

Suddenly the man in the wheelchair became very still and his chin came to rest on his chest, everybody seemed to still be looking at Rhys and nobody else had noticed yet.


“Can somebody check on the other bidder? I think something is wrong with him!” I called and suddenly the attention of the crowd was drawn to the unmoving man. I prayed that the possession hadn’t been too much for his fragile body to handle, he was no spring chicken and as sad as it would have been, I wouldn’t have been surprised if it killed him.


It seemed that the night had come to a sudden halt as the paramedics were called, I slipped down from the stage and made my way back to our table, at some point Flan had gone out to the car and gotten my check book.

“You might need this.” She said, handing it to me with a smirk and I sat down to write out a check for twenty five million, one hundred and fifty five thousand dollars. The ink wasn’t even dry when I walked up to the table where the Orphanage and foster care workers sat.

“This check covers the bids for myself, Rhys Davis, Flannigan Emery and Hadley Murphy. Take it directly to my bank if you’re skeptical but I promise you that it will clear without a problem.” They took the check without question and each shook my hand warmly thanking me repeatedly for my time and effort.


“It’s the least I can do for the children.” I smiled graciously and accepted their thanks before heading back to the table.


“We should probably get out of here, Malcolm isn’t happy and I’ve seen trouble coming soon.” Flan said ominously and Hadley looked conflicted, like she wanted to help Flan but wanted to stay out of our fight at the same time.


I put my hand on her arm, “It’s okay Hadley, I understand why you don’t want to get involved, this isn’t your fight anyway.” I said quietly so that Rhys couldn’t hear.


“I know but I feel like we’re hanging you out to dry.” She said uncertainly.


“I can handle this, don’t worry about it I promise it will be fine, remember who I am.” I tried to sound encouraging but wasn’t sure I’d quite pulled it off.

“Saydie you’re part of our family, we can’t just leave you defenseless.” She argued quietly.


“Look who you’re talking to, I’m hardly defenseless, if I have to I’ll call in my dad, does that make you feel better?” I could see that she was absolutely terrified of her coven being wiped out in seconds by Malcolm and I didn’t blame her but I didn’t want her to feel guilty either. “It will all be fine, Flan and I will both be fine. Never say die right?” I smiled at her.


“Never say die.” She repeated and smiled back.


Everything else seemed to happen in a blur as Flan began to have visions of what Malcolm was going to do next, it seemed that he was really pissed off this time and was done with subtle hints.


“He wants to be face to face!” Flan hissed in my ear as we walked toward the car, Rhys was still saying goodbye to a few people at the door and I was thankful that he was distracted.


“Here or down there?” I demanded.

“Here!” Flan sounded slightly panicked but managed to keep her cool for the most part as we approached the car.


“Where at?”


“I’m not sure yet but we need to keep Rhys with us, Malcolm knows that Rhys is his greatest weapon against you and he’ll do anything he can to get to him.”


My mind was spinning with strategies and escape plans as I saw Armistead crossing the parking lot toward his bike. “Armistead!” I called out and he turned in my direction before hurrying over as quickly as he could without drawing attention to himself.


“Do you know anything about fighting other demons?” I asked in a rush and he shook his head.


“Despite the costume I’m really more of a lover than a fighter princess. I’m not entirely sure we demons can even kill each other.”


“Yeah but given who she is there’s got to be some kind of advantage right?” Flan interjected.


“I don’t really know, she’s not that powerful but if there’s any dormant powers that you don’t know about, exposure to an upper level demon is probably going to bring it out so be ready for that. He’s had centuries if not millennia to hone his fighting skills and demon abilities, as far as I can tell you’re going into this like a random human off the street with a few demon tricks up your sleeve.” He replied apologetically but I knew he was being honest. “I wish you the best of luck and apologize deeply for not being able to help more but this is not my fight.” 

I nodded, “Of course it’s not and I would expect nothing more from you.” 

“I hope to see you again sometime soon princess.” He reached out and shook my hand before turning away to head back to his bike. With a deafening roar, he was gone seconds later, leaving Flan and I standing alone again by the car wondering what the hell we were going to do.


“I’m going to follow you guys home alright?” Rhys called from across the lot, on his way to his truck.


“Okay!” I replied and blew him a kiss which he returned. “Let’s just hurry up and get home.” I said to Flan as we slid into our seats.


We reached the house before Rhys did and rushed into the house; Flan dragged me into the theater room and pointed her wand at me. In the blink of an eye I was back in jeans and a sweatshirt and so was she.


“Now what do we do?” I asked as she tried to focus on her visions.


“He’s coming after you, there’s going to be a battle.” She said in shock looking up at me, terrified of what she’d seen.


“Do you know who’s going to win?” I asked hurriedly and she shook her head, suddenly looking solemn.


“Saydie, you need to know that a battle with another demon on the Day of the Dead is really not a good sign.”


“What does it mean?” I asked not understanding.


“It means that somebody is going to die.” We stared quietly into each other’s eyes for a moment, each of us praying that the one to die would be Malcolm while having no idea if that was even possible.


I heard the sound of a car door slamming and rushed to the door to let Rhys in.


“Wow you changed fast.” He said as I pulled him inside, peering around the yard behind him before closing the door and locking it. He pulled me around to face him and put his hands on my shoulders.



“Hey babe is everything alright? You seem awfully jittery since we left.” He looked so concerned and I was so afraid that this was the last chance we’d get to say goodbye but couldn’t bring myself to do it. I had to hold on to the hope that I was wrong and would come out of this victoriously.


“I’m just worried about that poor old man, did you see if he was alright when you left?” Understanding flooded his face and he pulled me to him.


“He’s going to be fine, he was cursing up a storm when they put him in the ambulance.”


“Why was he so angry?” I asked in disbelief.


Rhys chuckled, “Because they told him he’d lost the auction.” I couldn’t help the smile that came to my lips but it wasn’t much of one.


Then Flan’s urgent voice reached my ears from the kitchen, “Saydie!” she called sounding very scared. 


I ran to her side as she stood staring out the window, “What’s wrong?” I asked but she didn’t move an inch other than to nod toward the back yard. In the next second many things happened.


There was a brilliant flash of light, the ground shook and many of my windows shattered. I found myself on the ground in a bubble of light, watching as the force of the blast sent pieces of glass flying towards us but then they bounced harmlessly off of the bubble to fall to the ground.


I looked over toward the theater room to see Rhys standing in the door frame, he’d thought there was an earthquake.


“We have to get him out of here.” I hissed at Flan as I pulled her up.


“You get him out, I’ll stall Malcolm as long as I can.” She said, not daring to look me in the eye. We both stood and she turned to head for the back yard and I ran for Rhys, startling with my sudden appearance beside him. I had so many things I wanted to say to her but this definitely wasn’t the time.

I yanked on Rhys’s arm, startling him again with the strength that I’d been so careful to hide from him.


“We need to go now, let’s take your truck, you’re blocking me in.” I said pulling him toward the front door against his will and at an inhuman speed.


“Saydie you have to tell me what’s going on here.” He said trying to keep up.


“Give me your keys.” Was all I could say and he handed over his keys without arguing. I started the truck and was speeding down the driveway before he’d even gotten his seatbelt on.


“Baby talk to me, you’re starting to freak me out.” He was pleading as the needle on the speedometer inched closer to 100mph. “Why are you driving so fast?” He demanded sounding a little panicked.


“I love you.” Was all I said and I could see that he was clearly frustrated with me.


Where am I going Flan? I thought hard, realizing that I had no idea where to take him or if she’d even hear me.

Take him to the rock quarry, it’s the only place where you can keep the other people safe. I jumped at her response, not actually being prepared to communicate over such a distance but I headed toward the quarry like she told me.


I’d caught the hidden meaning in her response, I could be walking us all into a death trap but at least the rest of the city would be safe. I was potentially sacrificing the lives of the two humans I loved more than anyone in the world in order to protect everyone else and suddenly it felt like I was sacrificing my heart with them.

Refusing to let my emotions get the best of me in front of Rhys, I focused on the road and what my options were to beat this guy. Honestly the situation seemed hopeless and at best I could only hope to do as much damage to Malcolm as he was sure to do to me.


We reached the quarry a lot faster than I’d expected and I jumped out of the truck faster than Rhys could see it. He seemed to sense the danger we were in and followed suit, taking my hand as we ran for the opening in the rock walls.

Once we were inside, I pulled him behind the boulder closest to us, “You know I love you right?” I asked hurriedly.


“Of course I do but Saydie what the hell is going on? You've been acting weird for a while now, It’s obvious that something big is going on so just spit it out.” he was so confused and you couldn’t imagine the guilt I felt, knowing that I was about to change his life forever.


I took a deep breath, “Remember that night when we sat under the stars and talked about what else is out there?” I asked, he nodded but remained silent, “Promise me that whatever I'm about to tell you, you'll try to accept with an open mind and understand that I'm trying to keep us both safe?” 

He nodded again, “What-?” 


I cut him off. “I'm what else is out there, Rhys. I'm a demon and I collect souls of people who make deals with the devil but don't follow through with their payments. There is a demon after both of us, his name is Malcolm, he's very powerful and he is beyond furious that I'm with you. He’s also the reason that the old man in the wheelchair collapsed tonight, the demon had possessed him.” my words echoed the hurried panic that I was feeling.


“Why would he be furious that you were with me?” I looked at him surprised that he was able to look past the demon part to ask logical questions.


“Because I rejected his marriage proposal.” 

Rhys managed to look impressed. “You did? Why?”


“Because I'm in love with you.” I replied and a small smile came to both of our lips but the moment was short lived as Rhys realized what I was telling him. 

“You mean he asked you to marry him while we were together? Why didn't you tell me?”


“Seriously? What was I going to say? 'Hey Rhys, don't freak out but one of the most powerful demons in existence asked me to marry him and I said no to be with you.'?” He seemed to get my point but it was almost like he wasn't processing the supernatural aspect of the situation and seeing it as some other guy hitting on his girl. 

I could see the jealousy raging in his eyes as he stood up suddenly, “Well bring him on, he doesn't know who he's messing with.”


I pulled on his arm trying to make him come down to my level, “Rhys, listen to me. This isn't like when you knocked the crap out of Mark Whitley at the river, this is an incredibly powerful demon who can kill you and he does not care who he's messing with, do you understand that?” this seemed to turn a light on upstairs and he sank back down beside me.


“You say he's one of the most powerful demons in existence, more powerful than you are?” 

I nodded sadly, “I live my life too much as a human to be nearly as powerful as he is, despite what others may think, I don't actually want to be evil, I do my job because it's important but more than that, it allows me to live my life my way.”


“Saydie, how did you become a demon?” It was like something slid into place in his head and I could see him slowly inching away from me and I let him.


“I was born one...” I trailed off not wanting to overload him with information.


“That means your parents are demons?”

I sighed, wishing that our possible last moments weren’t being spent explaining my secret. 

“Not my mom, she's human, so really I’m only half demon.” I could see the next question before he asked it. “She has the gift of eternal life.”


“Eternal-” He started but then his thought process took a new direction. “How eternal has her life been so far?”


I swallowed hard, “A few centuries?” I tried to smile but he frowned at me.


“How many centuries Saydie?”


“Five, give or take a decade or so.” I answered in a small voice.


“Do you have eternal life too?” he seemed curious.


“I'm immortal Rhys, demons don't die...” they have to be destroyed somehow. I thought sadly, afraid of the direction this confrontation could take.


I could see the tightening of his jaw as he took it all in, “And how long have you been around?” I sighed at the question knowing there was no way to make the answer sound better. 

“Around two hundred years.”


“So your father is a demon then?” he raised an eyebrow at me, the space between us felt like a canyon and it broke my heart to have him find out like this.


“My dad is the devil Rhys.” I got right to the point with a desperate plea for understanding in my eyes while his eyes bugged out of his head and he choked on his words.


“Your father is what?” he asked in complete disbelief.

“Lucifer, Satan, whatever you want to call him, my dad is the devil.” I could see immediately that this was way too much for him to take in. He began to openly back away from me and I reached my hands out to him but couldn't make my feet move forward.


“You can't run from this, wherever you go he'll find you, please just stay and let me protect you, I promise when it's all over if you want to leave I'll let you. Please just stay, I love you, I can't stand for anything to happen to you.” 

I felt the burning behind my eyes as tears began to stream down my face and I could see his instinct to protect me kick in, no matter how conflicted he may be, he couldn’t stand to see me cry and I was betting on that to keep him near me.


He came forward a few steps and then stopped, my chest and shoulders were heaving with my sobs, I just needed him to stay with me so I could keep him safe.


“Please don't leave.” I whispered through my tears, slowly sliding to my knees and prepared to beg as indecision crossed his face. 

“I love you and I will protect you, I promise just please don't leave yet.” I knew that I was preying on his manhood by offering him protection but I was desperate. 

This went against everything he was, in his mind he was my protector, not the other way around, he closed the distance between us and pulled me into his arms. I sobbed tears of relief as I pulled him closer to me, breathing in his smell, listening to his heartbeat, trying to take in every little part of this moment in case it was my last.

All I could do was say, “I love you.” Over and over in his ear.

We were both startled when Flan appeared suddenly, materializing out of nowhere; I wasn’t used to her being so carefree with her magic. Rhys half ran and half jumped back about 5 feet, dropping his arms to his sides, “You too?” he asked incredulously. Flan just shrugged, “I think you're going to have enough to take in tonight without worrying about me.” He seemed to accept her short but sufficient answer.


“Saydie what are you going to do?” Flan asked me, getting right down to business.


“I don't know let me think for a minute.” Malcolm was going to catch up to us soon and I had to think of some way to keep Rhys safe.


“Okay Flan what spells can you cast on him?” I begged turning to her with pleading eyes and gripping her arm.

“I have one that will hide him from sight but it won’t do much good for long if this guy is as powerful as you say he is. My power won’t hold up against someone like him, I’m not that powerful yet.” Shit! I cursed to myself, I’d been counting on more help from her.

“Cast the spell anyway, cast everything you can think of that might protect him, it'll give us an advantage for at least a little while. And make yourself invisible please, I don't need you getting hurt either. Whatever you do, leave the physical fighting to me, I’m a little more sturdy than you are.” she nodded, closed her eyes and started chanting in a language I didn't understand. 
Rhys stood cooperatively still after seeing the pleading look in my eyes and let her work her magic so to speak, I was thankful that he was working with us and not against us but something in the back of my head made me wonder if it was only because he was in shock.


Suddenly a bright ball of flame lit up the sky, my heart sank into my stomach and I knew this was it, in a split second I was at Rhys's side and squeezed his hand, “No matter what happens to me, never doubt that I love you more than my own life and I’ll do everything I can to keep you safe.” I said and then turned to Flan, not waiting for his response; she had tears streaming down her face as she continued to focus on casting her spells but she didn’t look at me before the two of them suddenly vanished from my sight.


“I love you Flan, thanks for being my best friend.” I said quietly, fighting the tears back myself before taking a deep breath and preparing to step around the boulder and meet my fate.
Chapter 25


I stepped into the clearing and came to meet Malcolm face to face feeling like my heart was going to beat its way out of my chest, he had come in a human form which surprised me. He had a very debonair look to him, polished and impressive despite simple slacks and a button down shirt; I assumed that this was his last attempt to impress me before he destroyed me instead. 

His eyes glowed red as fire and his smile was full of venom but I stood my ground, I allowed my emotion to take control of me and felt the change from human to my demon form as the adrenaline flowed.


When my eyes glowed as red as his I spoke, “You will not touch my human.” I was pleased to find that my voice was strong and very clear.


“I do not wish to fight an unnecessary battle, accept my proposal and there will be no need for any unpleasantness.” He replied in a voice that was smooth as silk.

“I've told you already I cannot accept your offer, my heart does not and never will belong to you.” I could feel the evil building in me just being in his presence but I fought it back, determined not to turn completely unless I absolutely had to.


“Then I'm afraid I will have to kill you both.” he answered with an easy smile like he was offering to do me a favor as I watched him change into something hideous and frightening, he grew at least a foot, there was a fiery tinge to his skin even though it had turned nearly black, his teeth were pointed and razor sharp and there was a very skeletal but solid look to him.


“I guess I have to remind you that I am also immortal so you might want to rethink your strategy. There are plenty of other demons that I'm sure would be more than proud to marry you, so why do you keep wasting your time with me?” He raised an eyebrow at me but still seemed strangely calm.


“It seems that you are my only female equal, other female demons are below me, so please no more nonsense.”


“You think that after all the interfering you've done in my human life that things would still actually work out between us? You don't know much about relationships.” I spat at him.


“I don't care about relationships, I care about reproducing powerful demons.” Agreeable, unselfish and reliable my ass I thought, remembering his proposal letter, he was a demon after all.


“I've given you my answer, I live a human life, I love a human man and I will not marry you.”


“Perhaps some persuasion will change your mind.” He suggested and I felt the anger begin to flow through me, he was tempting me to make the first move and I tried to remain as calm as I could.


“He will not die by your hand, not today, not ever.” I knew that Rhys probably wasn't coming out of this unharmed but I was going to do everything I could to keep him alive.


Then I suddenly found myself lifted from the ground and stared in horror as I fell with ridiculous speed, closer and closer to the large gathering of boulders that Flan and Rhys were hiding behind. I instinctively put my hands over my head as the impact cracked the boulder, shaking the ground; I caught a glimpse Rhys staring out at me in terror and defiance from a bubble just like the one Flan had protected us with in my kitchen. I noticed that Flan was gripping on to him as tight as she could to prevent him from retaliating; she was going to have one hell of a fight keeping him at her side. 


 I was acutely aware of my painful collision with the rocks at this point, but before I could move I was flung into the air again and felt the air fly past me as I hurtled toward the ground a second time but this time I seemed to slow as the ground got closer and landed on my feet to find that I was a little sore but relieved that I was mostly unharmed. 

I owe you big Flan thanks, I thought without looking at her. 


I gathered every bit of power I could muster and felt the flame rise around me as I burned out and came to stand behind Malcolm. Before he could turn to see where I'd gone, I raised my foot and planted it into his back, sending him flying into a large pile of rock that quickly turned to a pile of rubble on impact. For the first time in my life I was wishing that I was full demon and had the power to destroy him. As it was I only had the power to keep playing this game of cat and mouse.


“My, my aren't you feisty? Perhaps your feelings for this mortal are stronger than I originally thought, obviously starting with you was the wrong tactic.” Shit he knows! I thought frantically, Flan had been right about his power being stronger than her own, he knew exactly where Rhys was. Faster than a bullet he moved to stand in front of the boulders that were protecting Rhys and Flan, raising his fist he brought it down on the one directly in front of them and it shattered into a pile of rock.


“No!” I screamed and charged toward him, knocking him to the ground just a fraction of a second too late as Rhys went flying into the air. I could see the terror in his eyes as he looked down at me and started to fall, I was on my feet in a split second ready to catch him but as mine had before, his fall slowed and he came to land gently on his feet. I shot a grateful look at Flan and she gave me a wink as she beckoned him back to her side. 


But then my heart sank into my stomach as I realized that he was in between Malcolm and I now, and he wouldn't be able to run fast enough to get out of the way. As if it were in slow motion I saw Malcolm get to his feet and prepare to charge, all I could do was stare at Rhys in horror. 

I'd promised to keep him safe and I was going to but how? Before I could do anything the ground began to shake and a giant crack formed in the ground between Malcolm and Rhys creating a crevasse that was impressive but not enough to stop a demon. Un-fazed, Malcolm smiled an evil smile and I realized that I could see the plan in his head to crush Rhys one bone at a time, killing him slowly and very painfully. 


Only a second faster, I launched myself over the gap in the ground managing to reach Rhys first, I pushed him just far enough out of the way that the wind ruffled his hair as Malcolm's iron fist collided with my jaw instead of his. The sound of his fist meeting my face was like a crack of thunder as two impenetrable forces came together, it wasn't as painful for me as it would have been for Rhys but there was still a whole lot of force behind it, I knew that it probably could have killed him if I had not intervened. 


The thunderous noise rumbled again as I came in contact with a stone wall and it cracked under the impact, sending large chunks of stone falling down on me as I slumped back against it. Impenetrable or not, I was learning quickly that my human form still allowed me to bruise and feel pain.


“Saydie, no!” I heard Rhys cry and as I dug my way out of the rocks I could see him running toward me, Flan seemed to be concentrating on a spell to bring him back to her but it definitely wasn't working. He crossed the quarry in what seemed like seconds and was pulling rocks away as I fought my way out.


“Rhys you need to go back to Flan before you get hurt, please just trust me.” I pleaded.

“I'm not going to stand by while you fight for me Saydie, it's not right.” He argued.

“You can't win this battle, Rhys please just let me finish-” I stopped dead as he flew away from me and in a flash he slammed into the wall across the quarry. For a brief moment I thought that he might have slowed down before he hit but the thought was erased from my mind as I looked on in horror as he hit the wall with a dull thud and slid to the ground, motionless.


“No!” I screamed, over and over until it didn't sound like my voice anymore. I ran to his side to feel for his pulse and tears came to my eyes as I realized that he was still alive, A wave of relief washed over me, “Flan you need to check him over for injuries, I won't let him die, do whatever you can.” I called through my teeth, still furious despite the solace I took in knowing he wasn't dead.


I looked up at Malcolm and felt fury, hate, fire and madness flowing through me like hot lava, he had pushed me to my limit and I finally let go of my human self, allowing the demon to completely take over. Then a new feeling began to spread through me, a burning like poison in my veins as I stared at him full of unconcealed rage, I could feel the changes taking over my body, my skin took on the fiery glow although I didn't turn black like he had. 

I could feel my teeth elongating slightly and turning into sharp spikes full of venom and my face seemed to automatically adjust to accommodate the change. I could hear things that I hadn't heard before without having to focus on it, like Rhys's shallow breathing and uneven heartbeat, I could even hear the slosh of blood as his heart fought to pump it through his body. 

I could see everything with more definition than I'd ever thought possible; I was a perfect and efficient weapon of destruction but I was too lost in my own rage to consciously pay any attention to all the changes. All I could think about was finishing this battle and getting Rhys out safely. In the back of my head I couldn't help but wonder how I still cared so much about his well being now that I had given myself over to the evil that had consumed me.


“Finish this Saydie, you can do it, I'll take care of Rhys.” I heard the whisper in my head just over the now-amplified sound of Rhys's heart beginning to slow and it was all the encouragement I needed. I would not let him die


I was on my feet in a blur of movement, confronting Malcolm again “You will not kill him.” I growled and was startled to realize that my voice had developed into a deep, demonic sound. The burning seemed to be getting stronger and it was a moment before I realized that I was actually on fire. The burning was consuming me now, I felt it in every fiber of my being, this is what I had been born for, this was what it felt like to let my inner demon take total control. 
I focused on what I was going to do to Malcolm next, seeing myself hurtling great boulders at him, crushing him beneath the massive stone, and before my thought was even completed a boulder flew at him out of nowhere. He seemed just as shocked as I was to find himself pinned against the wall and I was crouched defensively looking to see where the boulder had come from. 


He pushed it away as easily as if it was a large rubber ball in his lap but before he could rise I envisioned more boulders flying at him and watched as two more sped in his direction, aimed at his head this time. Finally it dawned on me that I was controlling the boulders with my thoughts, I barely had to form the thought and what I wanted happened, the only person I knew who could do that was my father. I stopped short as the reality dawned on me, I had more power, powers that no created demon had and if my assumption was correct my powers were limitless, I just had to figure out how to make them work.


My brief lapse of attention gave Malcolm the opportunity he needed to get to his feet and attempt to attack me again but this time I found that I was able to predict his next move and my newly sharp eyes could see the wave of power coming toward me in another attempt to throw me. 

Once again I had barely considered what to do to stop him when the power seemed to hit a wall, Malcolm gasped in surprise and understanding dawned on him as his eyes narrowed at me. 


You've become powerful! He screamed silently at me in his rage and I gave him an evil smile.


Before he could contemplate my advantage, I lifted him into the air and threw him as hard as I mentally could against the opposite wall, I didn't know how or if I could destroy him so for now the best I could hope for was to beat him within an inch of his life. I reached toward him before he could move and envisioned him flying toward me, in a second his throat was in my hand and I was holding him off the ground.


“Now we can do this the easy way or the hard way my friend, you can walk away with what dignity you have left or we can fight until you give up.” I said evilly as he struggled against my grip; but then I felt his hand around my own throat, squeezing as hard as he could. 

“I will never give up.” He gasped as I squeezed his neck even harder with one hand and pried his fingers from my own with the other. Once I'd freed myself from his grip I threw him yet again, bringing a much larger amount of rock down on him now and realizing that I was definitely more powerful physically than I was mentally. The more we fought I found that the flame was stronger, the power that flowed through me was amazing and I was using it to every advantage possible.


Malcolm got to his feet yet again, his eyes on Rhys, I saw the determination in them and knew that this was the end. If I didn't stop him now he was going to keep going until he killed Rhys and maybe even Flan, I couldn't allow that to happen.


I watched in slow motion as Malcolm started to run and I could see the plan forming in his head, he was going to crush Rhys with his own hands and be done. I began to run toward him, finding that I now moved ten times faster than he did, he never saw me come at him with my arm outstretched, fingers clawed and as we collided I felt the burning heat of his skin, muscle and blood sliding over my fingers like a hot knife through butter. The cracking of bone as my hand ripped into his chest was sickening as I grasped his heart and squeezed with every bit of strength I had before tearing through his back.


He stared at me with shocked eyes that went lifeless as his body slid down my arm and hit the ground with a thunderous rumble. For a moment all I could do was stand over him open-mouthed, the power surge was fading as I came back to my human senses and the reality of what I'd done hit me.


I felt what was left of his heart, falling from my hand as I scrambled away from him, not entirely sure that I'd killed him, he was immortal right? Not waiting to find out, I rushed to Flan's side now that I could see her and she looked up at me in surprise, “Whoa Saydie you can see me?”


“Of course I can, should I not be able to?”


“I haven't lifted my invisibility shield yet...” she trailed off, the full extent of my power finally hitting her too, as she realized that she was now defenseless against me. 

“That must have been some power surge huh?” she asked in awe.


“Yeah, a little.” I said hurriedly, I knew that my eyes were still red but for the most part I was back in control of myself. I looked down at Rhys to realize that his eyes were open and he was looking up at us through dazed eyes.

“Rhys are you alright? It's over baby, I'm so sorry, why did you run after me like that?” The second question was more to myself than to him, I was crying, grateful and exasperated at the same time.


“I couldn't just sit there and watch him beat on you like that.” I felt my heart soften at his devotion to me and a small smile crossed my lips. He tried to sit upright and Flan and I both reached out to stop him.


“Are you sure you should try to sit up? Does anything feel like it's broken?” I was suddenly much more worried than I'd been before.


“I slowed him down the best I could for as fast as it happened but I think he's probably broken a few ribs.” Flan told me just as Rhys let out a strangled scream of pain, his eyes rolled back in his head and he fell back to the ground to lay unmoving, the pain had clearly been too much.


I was frantic with worry by now. “I'm so sorry, I'll fix this and make you better, I promise.” I was crying again, the guilt of everything that had happened to him weighing on me like a ton of bricks.


I slid my hands beneath him and lifted his limp body effortlessly; he groaned and opened an eye to look at me for just a moment before slipping again into unconsciousness.


“Are you going to take him to a hospital? Because you're going to have a hell of a time explaining all of this.” I shook my head impatiently.


“Just trust me Flan.” She still looked unsure but nodded. “Hold on to my arm.” I told her, pulling Rhys's unmoving body closer to me.


Then in a flash of flame the quarry disappeared and we found ourselves standing in the middle of my parents’ bright kitchen.


Flan looked around in amazement as I tried to gather my thoughts, “Where are we?”


“My parents’ house.” I responded. “Let's take him into the guest bedroom so he can lay back down.” I started to head toward the hallway just as my mother came into the kitchen and dropped the hand towel she’d been using to wipe her hands.


“Good heavens Saydie what happened? Why are you covered in...is that blood?” she stared at us in disbelief.


“Malcolm.” I muttered and without further question she hurried to pull back the covers on the guest bed and lay out a few thick blankets before we made it to the room. I gently laid Rhys down on the bed, trying to make him as comfortable as possible. With a pair of shears my mom cut his shirt off to examine the damage. 


His chest was covered in bloody cuts, large bruises were blossoming all over his body and a few of his ribs seemed to be straining against his skin at awkward angles, I gently probed his head with my fingers to find that he had a few gashes in his hair as well. I knew that if we didn't do something soon he was going to die. 


Refusing to take my eyes off of him for even a moment I yelled, “Dad!” and in a flash of flame he appeared at the door causing Flan and my mother to jump in surprise.


“Saydie what on earth happened?” He asked as he approached the bed, I didn't need to explain the story, without even looking at him I barely registered that I was putting the entire scene into his head and he gasped as the information came to him.


He was silent for a moment as he watched it all from my point of view, I couldn't even bring myself to look at him when he put his hand on my shoulder.


“Don't blame yourself my dear child, this is not a result of what you are, it's a result of Malcolm's uncontrollable temper but you protected him, he's a bit worse for the wear but he's alive, be thankful for that.” 


I turned on him in a fury, anger filled me and I was suddenly engulfed in flames, “How can you possibly say that this isn't my fault? Look at what has happened to him dad, all this happened because Malcolm considered me to be his equal and humans to be below him. So how is this not my fault? I should have protected him, I should have been able to stop him...” 

I was beginning to sob now as I sank to the floor, “Just fix him please, make him alright.” I was begging now and nearly screaming at him as he came toward me and reached through the flames.


He pulled me back up to standing and wrapped his arms around me, supporting most of my weight. 

“It's alright darling we'll fix it, everything will be alright.” He held me until I was able to stop crying and the flames subsided.


“Give me your hand.” He reached for my hand and as I extended it he gently placed one on either side of Rhys's chest and put his own hand on Rhys's head. 


“Now concentrate on what you wish to achieve.” he instructed me and in my head I pictured Rhys whole and unharmed. Just like before I felt a surge of power but this time it was different, almost as if I could feel the healing flowing through me and we all watched in amazement as Rhys's chest smoothed out, the bruises faded and blood disappeared.

He took a deep, gasping breath as he finished healing and looked around him in confusion.


He sat up slowly, feeling his chest, “How do you feel?” I asked urgently, I couldn't bear even a moment of suspense.


“I think I'm alright.” the rest of us sighed with relief but then I noticed a change in Rhys's face.

“Do you remember what happened?” my father asked and Rhys flinched as he nodded, obviously not wanting to talk about it.

“Can I go home now?” My mouth fell open and I stared at him, he looked so detached as If he really couldn't process what just happened.


“Rhys please don't be angry, please...” I trailed off as he stood up.


“I'm not mad Saydie, but it's been a long and crazy night. I have a lot to think about and this is way more than I ever thought I'd have to comprehend in my life, I'm just not sure if I'm ready to be a part of...all of this.”


“This isn't what my life is normally like Rhys, this was a fluke that you just happened to get caught up in. My world is with humans, with you.” I was pleading for his understanding but he shook his head and looked away.


“Please, just let me go home and have some time to think.” I nodded and didn't say anything else, I was fighting the urge to fall at his feet and beg him to stay but I wasn't going to be able to hang on much longer as the tears streamed down my face.


My dad motioned for Rhys to precede him through the door and then followed him out to the kitchen, I vaguely registered that I could still hear them with minimal effort “I will send you home the same way you arrived if that suits you, and I will also make sure that your truck is returned.”


“Thank you sir, and please tell Saydie not to blame herself, it's just a lot to take in.”

“I will do that for you.” my father agreed, then I heard the sound of flame engulfing Rhys as my father sent him home. 

I finally lost my fight to keep myself together and slid to the floor as the room went black.

Chapter 26

I opened my eyes to find that I was in my own bed, I could see the sunlight outside and knew that I'd been out for a long time, I turned over to find Flan laying next to me and my mother snoozing in a chair beside the bed. Flan opened her eyes immediately and gave me a scrutinizing look, “Are you alright?” she whispered and the nights events came flooding back to me, tears filled my eyes and I nodded silently. She pulled me close to her and held me as I cried into her shoulder, I was very confident that Rhys was gone and wasn't coming back.


Then, from the corner of my eye, I saw my phone light up and picked it up to check the message. I slid it open, surprised to find that there were three new messages and they were the usual morning texts from Rhys and it read simply, “I love you.” more tears came to my eyes as Flan pulled the phone from my fingers but then sighed in relief as she read the message. 

Then something clicked in my head as I pulled the phone back to myself and looked over the text messages again, they had different dates on them.


“Flan, how long have I been out?” I demanded.


“A few days, you remember what happened when you made my costume, this was way more power consuming than that was.” I nodded and laid back against my pillows again.


I decided not to respond and just give him his space like he'd requested but I was touched that he still cared enough to make sure my day started out on a happy note.


I started to sit up, suddenly realizing that I was still exhausted and very sore, I pulled up my shirt and looked at my stomach to find large, ugly bruises blossoming all over the place.


“You took quite a beating darling.” I looked up to see that my mom had woken up and was watching me carefully. “Your father showed me everything just before we brought you home, Flannigan seemed to think that you'd be the most comfortable here.” she smiled and patted Flan's hand before turning back to me. 

“Would you like something to eat?” I nodded, realizing that I was starving after not eating in three days. 

“Then you just stay in bed and rest, Flannigan can stay and keep you company, I'll whip you up some French Toast.” I love my mommy I thought to myself, feeling like a well cared for child.


Despite her order to stay in bed, I couldn't resist the temptation of a shower after being out for three days.. Slowly, I swung my legs over the side of the bed, feeling every ache and pain amplified now that I was really moving, my arms barely supported me as I pushed myself to stand and my legs weren't much better. Flan helped me to the bathroom and I sat on the toilet while she turned the shower on. 


Shortly after getting in I was grateful for the granite shower seat and took the opportunity to sit while I washed the blood and grime off of myself. Blushing and horribly embarrassed, I had to ask Flan to help me wash my back, the pain was nearly unbearable when I stretched too far.


Finally I made it out of the shower and back into my bed, which Flan had stripped and remade while I was getting dressed, but not before taking a good look at myself in the full length mirror on the back of the bathroom door. I looked like one giant bruise, even my face was purple, yellow, red and swollen in places, I definitely looked like I'd been through hell and back, any normal person would have probably been in a body cast if they were even still alive after the night I'd had. But I couldn't help feeling a small twinge of pride that I had made it out alive, the victor and had kept my promise to protect Rhys, at least from death.


My mom brought me my breakfast on a tray and as she entered the room I was surprised to find that my father was right behind her, carrying a tray for Flan.


“Shouldn't you be at work?” I asked, taking him in for a moment, something about him just looked off to me but I couldn't quite put my finger on it.


“I took the day off, I figured you needed me more than the rest of the world does today.” I grinned at him and dug into my food. I noticed that he watched me very carefully while I ate, taking in every wince and groan as I moved to make myself more comfortable.


“How are you feeling today my dear?” He finally asked.


“Like I've been hit by a train a few times.” I replied and they all laughed.


“I didn't mean the pain dear, do you feel normal otherwise or different in any way?” he tried to sound casual about it but I understood what he was looking for.


“I feel normal dad, I'm not any more demon than I've ever been.” I studied him for another moment and then realized what was different. He had pride radiating from him like a beacon, it was all over his face and in his smile, so much that he seemed like he might burst with it.


“You may not believe me but I'm very glad to hear that, you took on more than I could have ever expected from you, that kind of crossover could have had permanently damaging effects to your way of life and yet you sit here completely un-fazed as though the incident never happened, aside from the aesthetics of course.” I rolled my eyes, of course. “Despite your humanity, you have shown yourself to be more powerful than I would have dared to hope you would ever be.” 


I thought this over for a moment, none of this power was of any use to me in my human life though. And then I thought, How much of this could actually cross over into my human life? The sight and hearing seemed to have stuck with me but at a reduced level which was still more than they had been before and much more advanced than any humans sight or hearing. 

I could still block out the thoughts of others but I let my guard down for the teeniest moment to test it out and the first thing I saw was myself coming at me from 3 different angles, well, un-bruised and happy. It was the dominant thought in all of their heads and I felt a wave of fondness for them wash over me.


“You guys are really sweet.” My mom and Flan looked confused while my dad gave me a gentle smile. 

“We love you Saydie, and your well being is very important to all of us.” 


I smiled at all of them, “I love you guys too, thanks for being here to take care of me.”


My father cleared his throat, “You can have that you know.” he nodded toward me and I saw myself, unharmed in his head again. I considered it for a moment but then decided against it, he raised an eyebrow at me as the decision formed in my head.


“I went through a lot but I won, I came out of it with my life and the lives of my friends. Yes, the ending result hurts and isn't exactly pretty but it's a good reminder that I'm still human, even after all of that. Besides, I could use some time to just relax and worry about myself for a while.”


“And you shall have it.” my father chimed in. “Anything you need just let us know and it will be provided.” We smiled at each other and I sat back against the pillows, I just wish Rhys was here.
Dad gave me a small, understanding smile, I knew It was the one thing he couldn’t give me, and then I thought of something. 

“Did you get Rhys's truck back to him?” I asked and he nodded, “Yes, I delivered it to him late last night.”


“And Malcolm?” I was suddenly worried that he might come back from the “dead”.


“Also taken care of, he is gone forever.” I sighed in relief watching in my head as my father burned Malcolm's remains, collected the ash in an urn and then returned them to the underworld for a proper memorial and disposal.


I finished my breakfast and took a pain reliever my mother had gotten for me, I wasn’t sure if it would help much but it was worth a try. It did make me a bit sleepy so my mom and Flan left so I could rest but my dad stayed behind, I looked at him curiously as he came to sit beside me and took my hand.


“I thought it was best that you see this without other company, just close your eyes and let it come to you like a dream while you rest.” he smiled and then as my eyes closed I realized that I was seeing him as he returned the truck to Rhys.


He got out, locked it, walked up to Rhys's apartment and knocked on the door, when Rhys opened it he looked very tired, like he hadn't slept in days, not just the few been hours since I'd seen him last. He was dressed in flannel pajama pants and a grey U of Wharton t-shirt.


“I brought you back your keys son.” I heard my dad say, holding them out and dropping them into Rhys's open hand.


He stuffed both hands into his pockets “Thank you sir. Um, how is Saydie?”


“She has a lot of healing to do, what she did tonight will affect her physically and mentally for quite a while I imagine.” my father replied.


“Would you like to come in for a moment sir?” Rhys invited stepping back to allow my father to pass through the door.


“That would be delightful, thank you.”

He walked down the short hall that led into the simple living room, settling himself on the couch while Rhys sat in a chair opposite him.


“Can I offer you anything to drink?” Rhys offered and my father smiled at him, “Thank you, but after the night you've had I feel that it is I who should be offering you a drink.” My father conjured a bottle of scotch and 2 glasses that came to settle quietly on the coffee table before him, “If you could provide the ice that would be a great help.” Now it was Rhys's turn to smile as he picked up the glasses and went to the freezer.


Then I could see the fight with Malcolm but the angle was different as my father invaded Rhys's thoughts, it was from behind a boulder watching my body fly into the air and crash back down to the ground, splitting the giant rock before me with a thunderous roar. 

I realized that I could also still see Rhys getting the ice and coming back to the living room with the glasses and placing them back on the table. The image of me slamming repeatedly into the ground seemed to be playing in his head over and over along with flashes here and there of me crashing into the stone walls. 


So he had been conscious for some of that. I thought, suddenly feeling sick seeing it from this angle and then his thoughts went black and the scene was once again just the two of them.

My father poured the scotch and handed Rhys a glass before they both settled back into their seats.


“I imagine you have a lot of questions Mr. Davis and I hope that my presence doesn't intimidate you so much that you feel uncomfortable asking them.”


“Of course not sir, it’s a lot to take in and I'm not sure that your position has quite sunk in yet.” Rhys answered honestly. 


“Good then let us pretend that we are just two human men, enjoying a drink and discussing your concerns over the nights events.” My father suggested and Rhys seemed to like that idea.


Then a concerned look came across his face, “Will Saydie be in trouble for killing that guy?”


My father shook his head, “Of course not, it was purely in self defense and considering the power that she came into last night, I hardly think anyone would dare to challenge her lest they meet the same fate.” he replied delightedly as Rhys let this information sink in.


“She said that she lived her life too much as a human to be as powerful as he was, she didn't think she could win.”


“And so she does, Saydie never relished the idea of being a demon, takes after her mother in that way, from the moment she changed she wanted nothing more than to be human and the more human you are the more your power is suppressed. It was pure coincidence that the job I most wanted to entrust her with allowed the both of us to indulge her wishes to live among mortals and didn't require many demon capabilities.”


“So she hasn't always been like this?” Rhys raised an eyebrow.


“Of course not, she was born and raised just like any other human, a very easy going child I must say, until she got into her teenage years. She had become very fond of a human boy and had been spending a lot of time with him until I forbid her to see him again. You see, it wouldn’t have been safe for him once she turned and I was hoping that it would happen quite soon.

“She lost her temper, telling me that I was never around anyway and that I had no right to interfere with her personal life. She fervently insisted that she was an adult and there was nothing I could do to stop her. I felt bad that she was right about my absence but I was doing what I could to give her the human life her mother wanted for her. 

“I can only imagine that it’s affected our relationship to this day and could partially be why she’s not particularly close to either of us.” He dwelled on this for a moment and Rhys said nothing as he sipped his scotch. I felt a pang of guilt in my heart; that had never been why I didn’t spend that much time with them, had he really thought that all this time?

“I was afraid that she was never going to change, there she was, fully grown at 19 and still nothing, she'd never been an overly emotional child, she handled most things with grace and acceptance, she was very much the lady that her mother had raised her to be and then that one day it was as though all of her passiveness had come to a head and she let it all out over this boy.” he chuckled again and Rhys joined him.

Then Rhys became very serious, “I meant it when I said that I wasn't sure if I'm ready to accept the demon aspect of her life.”


“That is quite understandable but I would also like you to consider that had it not been for her rejection of Malcolm's proposal, you may have never known at all. Did you ever doubt that she was human just like you, living her everyday life just like everyone else?”


“No, but I always knew there was something different about her. I knew it the moment I laid eyes on her, it was like a shock in my heart and that was before I'd even touched her. Everything about her was different from other girls, the way she moved, walked, talked, her very presence just jumped out at me. I think I knew that very moment that I loved her.” he looked off at the wall thoughtfully and my father left his thoughts alone this time.


“If you love her then you must decide whether or not it's worth it to you to take the good with the bad or walk away. I like you very much Rhys, but I cannot allow you to play games with my daughter, she deserves better than that after centuries of being alone. I do believe that she feels you are the man she's meant to be with forever.”


“And there's one of my problems, she's immortal, if she can't die how does that work out? I would just keep getting older while she remains painfully beautiful and 19 years old until I'm gone?” he seemed angry now and I cringed slightly at the sight of him.


“I will be honest with you, if you hadn't found out what she is, when she could no longer live in this place, she would have either had to leave you behind completely or let you in on her secret, if you accepted what she was and stayed with her, arrangements could have been made to ensure your continued relationship. Whether you accept her or not, she'd still have to leave with or without you.”


Rhys looked torn and sank back into his seat almost as if his spine had refused to support him any longer, “She could have left me?


“Well of course, you would have suspected that she wasn't aging if she didn't.” my father replied as if his answer had been obvious. “Is my daughter worth it to you to spend every day of forever with her?”


Rhys answered without hesitation, “Of course she is...” then he trailed off.


“But?”


“It's kind of scary you know? The ruler of hell is live and in person here in my living room, clearing up some serious religious issues I've had by the way, I’m dating your daughter who now has unlimited power, if things were to end badly between Saydie and I would you just dispose of me?”


My father chuckled again, “Of course not dear boy, while this is a new situation to all of us, having my daughter dating, you shouldn't expect anything from me that you wouldn't expect from a human father.”


Rhys smiled a crooked smile, “A human father wouldn't have shared the memory of the first time his daughter turned into a demon.”


“Point well taken but aside from a few demon quirks, all of which you didn't know about anyway, mind you, she's still the same girl you fell in love with and I am fairly confident that she will still attempt to continue to be that same person, human and against all things evil, present company excluded.” he smiled, took a sip of his scotch and continued. 


“You may also want to consider that she gave in to a part of herself she does everything possible to suppress, in order to save your life. I'm sure it went against everything she despises but for you she did it, she found love for you even in her darkest moments, when she was turned into something that she hated, she still cared enough to save you. Many half-demons who went through such a powerful and sudden change would have turned on you and killed you. There's still humanity there, even as her full demon self, that says a lot in my opinion and speaks very highly of you.”


Rhys sighed in frustration “I just don't ever want to see her like that again, it makes me sick to think that she could be something so terrifying and...and a killer.” Rhys struggled to find the right words, fear crossing his face again. 

“Sir, you have to understand that I was brought up in a way that views men as protectors of women, they should be cared for and kept safe from the world's evils. How can I do all that when she is the world's evil?”


My father suddenly looked highly offended, “My daughter is a wonderful person and despite my disappointment that she has not chosen to follow in my footsteps I can hardly ignore the fact that she is an extraordinary human being, turning her back on her true calling takes great strength, ambition and patience, to say nothing of the life of solitude she’s led until now to remain inconspicuous until it’s time to move on. Then to embrace evil for the sake of maintaining her humanity and keeping you alive? You should be ashamed to speak such words about someone who loves you so deeply that even the most powerful evil could not penetrate her heart. The world's evil indeed.” My father huffed and returned to his drink.


“Life of solitude? What do you mean? She has Flan and me...” he trailed off as if something suddenly made sense.


“And yet you never realized that she has no other close friends, neither did you notice that she struggled with your wishes for her to make the acquaintance of your own friends but in the end she did it for you. She’s actually made a surprising number of friends since she met you but still nobody who could ever be anywhere near as close to her as you and Flannigan are. Even after the incident at the river with your teammate, she still reached out beyond what she'd ever thought to be possible for herself and found a place among your friends while making new friends of her own. 

“People really do come into one's life for a reason, she needed you both and so she accepted you both into her life without really knowing why. Flannigan, because they could eventually be great friends without hiding their secrets from each other and you because you belong together, no two people could be more perfect for one another as you are.

“Two hundred years is a long time to wander alone from place to place avoiding the detection of immortality, not getting too close to any person and now she has found two people who make her truly happy and allow her to be more human than she ever thought possible.” Rhys looked slightly ashamed now and stared at the floor.


“If she works for you then she'll have to turn evil again won't she?” He seemed to be slightly curious now.


“She has never turned as much as she did last night for any other purpose. She remains as human as possible when she works unless the contract holder becomes a serious problem which has still never been an issue. That is why the job is perfect for her, it requires minimal change for her to complete her tasks. But considering the time that eternity would give you with her, the portions in which she would use her demon abilities seem relatively small and insignificant in comparison.”


Rhys nodded and seemed to mull over this information as he took a sip of his scotch, “I was scared and being selfish, I see that now, I was only thinking about the effect it would have on me but I realize now that this effects Saydie too, much more than I would have imagined.” he paused and took a deep breath, “I love your daughter sir, more than my own life and despite her uh, differences I don't want to leave her, I just don't know how to accept her.” he finished weakly and looked deeply ashamed of himself as he continued to stare at the floor.


“I think that if you just start by spending time with her, you'll figure it out. She hasn't changed as much as you fear she has.” My father responded encouragingly.


“It hurts to be unsure of her.” Rhys whispered, “It always scared me a little that our bond was so strong from the first second I met her, that was it. I knew she was the one like a light bulb had come on in my head or like I'd found part of myself that I hadn't known was missing. I was always so confident in our relationship, I had no doubt that we belonged together. I had this overwhelming desire to know everything about her as quickly as possible so that I could be closer to her and when she's near me I feel almost like I want to pull her into me, to be one person with her, to protect her...but then I guess she doesn't need protecting from anyone now.”


“Do you still feel like you found part of yourself now that your desire to know everything about her has been fulfilled and there are no longer any secrets between you?” My father inquired casually.


Rhys thought for a split second and then looked triumphant, “Yes I do, I never doubted that part, I never doubted her for that matter, it's myself that I don't trust. After everything that happened I didn't know if I was strong enough for all this and honestly I'm still not sure.” the truth in his words was written all over his face.


“Just take some time to think it over, I don't think the two of you will ever have to go through anything worse than what you've already experienced, you could get back to living normal, happy, human lives.” My father said reassuringly.


“Thank you sir, I'll do that.” Rhys said as my father set his glass down and stood to shake his hand.


“I'm glad to hear it. I must be off though, I'm sure you're very tired and I need to check on Saydie.”


“Tell her that I love her please and that I'm sorry I left the way I did.” Rhys asked and my father nodded.


“Keep the scotch, you need it more than I do.” he said with a wink and then was gone in a flash of flame, the memory went dark and then came back to the present.


I opened my eyes to look at my dad and realized that I was crying, “Thank you dad.” was all I could say. He'd done more for me than I would have ever asked of him.


“You're welcome my darling, you get some rest now, we can talk later when you're feeling more up to it.”


I nodded and then another thought came to me, “Hey dad?” 

He stopped in the doorway and turned to face me, “Yes darling?”


“Remember the day you guys came over for dinner because you wanted to know what was special about him?”


“Of course my dear, why?” He asked, as if he didn't see it coming.


“What is it? You never told me.”


“Oh! Well, It's simple really, he loves you.”


“I knew that already.”


“Well that's what makes him so special, he loves you so deeply, so much more completely than many humans are even able to comprehend.”


“So his ability to love me makes him special?” 


“The fact that he loves you the way he does makes him special, he has more love than any human has ever had for a demon. Perhaps with the exception of your mother.” He smiled and I smiled back as one last thought came to me.


“Have you really thought all these years that I wasn’t close to you because of that boy?”


“Was that not the reason?” he inquired.


“No daddy, I never held that against you, I understood your reasoning as soon as I’d changed.” I felt tears in my eyes and the drugs were pulling me into unconsciousness but I fought to finish what I had to say. “I only keep my distance because of what it does to me to spend too much time with you. It’s never been anything personal, I’ve just been trying to be human.”


“Thank you for letting me know darling, perhaps we can find a way to remedy that now that I know.” He smiled gently and kissed my forehead as I closed my eyes again and let myself drift off to sleep dreaming of Rhys and how much I wished he was there with his arms around me.

Chapter 27

After three more days I didn't receive any other texts other than “I love you” each morning, I didn't respond, I just waited for him to come see me but I was getting frustrated with the daily message that told me what I already knew. I just wanted to know that we were going to be ok so why didn't he just come tell me what was on his mind?


After five days the texts stopped and by seven days I was beside myself with worry; his conversation with my father had given me hope that he’d come to see me sometime soon. I was feeling well enough to move around fairly freely with much less pain. 

So on that seventh day, instead of resting, I pulled on an old pair of jeans and his U of Wharton hoodie sweatshirt that I'd borrowed while we were in Seattle and forgot to give back, pulled my hair into a rough ponytail, threw on a pair of sunglasses, got in my car and drove to the coffee shop.


I had no idea what I was going to say if I saw him, part of me was angry at him for not coming to see me but another part told me that he needed to accept things in his own time. It was a battle against myself and I just wanted to end it.


I pulled up to the curb, barely waiting to turn the car off before I was unbuckled and getting out of my seat. I looked through the window and there he was, in all of his beautiful manliness clearing and wiping down tables. His back was to me and I stood there for a minute just looking at him, not entirely sure I wasn't just dreaming.


Just as I stepped out of my car to head toward the door I saw Veronica walk into the coffee shop, Rhys turned around at the sound of the door opening and I found that she was blocking my view of him and vice versa. She went up and tried to give him an awkward hug that he really didn't seem to want, so instead she tried to strike up a conversation that he was clearly not interested in. 

This surprised me because things between us all had been fairly normal since she’d met Armistead and there was nothing in her movements that suggested that she was reverting to her old ways. But he stood there looking at the ground, scratching his head the way he does when he's uncomfortable and I was screaming in my head, Look at me! Forget about her and just look at me! 


And suddenly he did, as he looked up and gazed in my direction, his eyes widened in surprise and you could almost see the mute button in his head as he tuned Veronica out completely, side stepped her in mid-sentence and walked toward the door. I went to stand in front of it as he burst through and then stopped short.


“Saydie.” was all he said looking as if he wasn't sure I was real.


“Hi Rhys.” was all I could think of to say.


“What are you doing here?”


“I...I um, I came to talk to you...” I trailed off wondering if I sounded like a stalker or something equally creepy.


“But you haven't answered my texts, I sent you one every day for 5 days after Flan said you’d woken up and you never answered. I thought you didn't want to talk.” I stared at him for a moment not knowing what to say.


“I thought you were letting me know that you still loved me even though you were working things out so I wanted to give you your space.” 


Suddenly he began to laugh, “You thought it was like a daily reminder?” he was shaking with laughter now and I was terribly confused.


“I don't understand, it wasn't just a message to...” I trailed off again, he wasn't just telling me to give him time?


“Saydie that was my way of trying to make up with you. You really didn't know that? I thought you'd changed your mind about being with me now that you're different or something.” I shook my head as tears stung my eyes and I smiled a little.


“I really thought you just wanted more time.” I said a little embarrassed. “So you've made your decision then? You're good with whatever you've decided?” he nodded.


“So what is it?” I asked, suddenly terrified of the answer.


“I love you Saydie, I want to be with you no matter what.”


“So you're sure that you're okay with what I am and the job I have to do?”


He sighed heavily, not a good sign. “I don't know if I’m okay with it but I'm not okay with not being with you.”


A sudden wave of sadness washed over me as I realized that I wasn't okay with his answer. The words that came out of my mouth next surprised me even more than they probably surprised him.


“Having to tell you my secret was a really big thing for me Rhys, I've shared more with you than I've ever shared with anyone, even Flan. But if you can't be sure that you're okay with what I am then I can't be with you, I could change anything else about myself to help you deal but I can't change what I am. I don't want to ever be with anyone else but I want to be with you when you can fully accept all of me. Isn't that what love is all about?” I looked at him with eyes pleading for understanding.


“Yeah I guess it is. Saydie I'm sorry, it’s just a lot to take in you know?” I nodded.


“Yes I do know and it's also a lot to share and ask a person to accept no matter how much they love you or you them.” I lowered my voice, “It took more than two hundred years for love to find me and now that it has, I want it all or nothing. I hope you can understand that.” He nodded but said nothing, I wasn't sure that he'd quite absorbed what I was saying.


I brought my fingers to his face and gently caressed his cheek, taking in every part of him in this moment, “I'll still be here if you find that you can accept me, until then I think its best that we not see each other for a while, anything else would just be too hard.” I said, fighting back tears while my heart shattered into little pieces in my chest.


“Saydie, please don't go.” He begged quietly, moving to stand closer to me. “I can't live without you...” his words trailed off as I tried as hard as I could to keep my face expressionless.

He stared at me open-mouthed as I shook my head and then turned and walked back to my car. 
Once I was safely in and behind the safety of the window tinting, I couldn't hold back the tears any longer and they streamed down my face as I quickly pulled out of the space and sped back home without looking back to see him standing there, watching me drive away like I'd just taken his heart with me.

Flan met me at the door with arms wide open and I fell into them, no longer holding anything back and sobbing for everything I'd just walked away from, a new life, love, and Rhys himself.


“You promised Flan! In Vegas you promised that we were meant to be together and that everything would be alright in the end.” I cried as my tears fell on her shirt, my legs gave out and she slid to the floor with me, we sat just inside the door, not making it any further into the house.


“Then obviously it's not the end yet.” she said confidently as she stroked my hair and pulled my face up to look at her. 

“Just because it didn't go the way you expected it to today, doesn't mean that it never will. I know I'm right about this Saydie, he'll come around.” The hope I should have felt at her words never came, I wasn't sure how confident I was in her vision anymore, but instead of challenging it I just let her hold me while I cried myself out.


It's better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all I thought, trying to unsuccessfully comfort myself with the words.


The person who came up with that crap has never had a broken heart Flan thought back, surprising me. 


“I didn't realized I'd shared that.” I said aloud, looking up at her.


“You didn't, I just wanted to make sure you weren't more upset than you're letting on.” she smiled down at me and I couldn't stop the smile that tugged at my lips. I was too upset about what had just happened to be bothered by her invasion of my mind.


“I don't know what to do now, I just need him to accept all of me.” I said sadly wiping my tears with the back of my hand and reaching over to grab a tissue from a box on a nearby table before curling into a ball, wrapping my arms around my legs and leaning against the wall next to the door.


“The same thing you've done your whole life, you wait.” she said with certainty.

And with that I decided that was the only thing to do. I would never love anyone else the way I loved him, if things were meant to work out then they would. I'd waited over two centuries for him to find me, waiting a few months or even years for him to make up his mind was no time at all compared to that, or was it? One way or another I was going to find out.

“Never say die, right?” I looked up at her and smiled weakly through my tears as I took her hand in mine.


“Never say die.” She replied.

At least we still had each other, no matter what happened. 

After all, that’s what best friends are for and despite everything else that I’d lost, I was thankful that a friendship with Flan was the one thing I’d found.

THE END
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