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He was standing in full view, smoking a cigar, his shirtless body glistening in the moonlight. His face wasn’t anything special, but the rest of him wasn’t bad. He was ripped with a six pack and had shoulders like a wrestler, though I haven’t faced a half naked werewolf yet that didn’t look like that. I turned my attention to the front door as his present company opened it and stepped out.  She looked barely legal, but also a lot older than what I knew he preferred. She was wearing a skanky black mini dress that showed half her arse with matching six-inch heels, a steady stream of tears were running down her face mixing with the blood dripping from her lip. Typical foreplay for Shaun Buckley. I shook my head.  If only she knew how lucky she was. The last girl he smacked around ended up in the morgue.

I waited until the clicking sound of her heels on the sidewalk faded into the night then reached for my 9mil. I slid from the driver’s seat and shoved my gun down the front of my jeans, making sure my shirt covered the butt as I moved across the road toward his Brownstone. I focused my energy on masking my scent and as I climbed the stairs, I popped a few buttons revealing some cleavage. The door opened before I could even knock. He stood in front of me, the cigar still hanging from the left side of his mouth. His nostrils flared, taking in my new perfumed scent. And just like I wanted, his eyes fell to my chest. With one swift movement, I shifted behind him, had my gun out and squeezed off two in his back. It wouldn’t kill him, just keep him down long enough for me to tie him up with silver. 

I dragged his limp body inside and shut the door.  The last thing I needed was someone calling the Bureau. Then I waited...And waited...And waited. I started to think maybe I’d made a mistake and actually killed the bastard prematurely when a groan bubbled from his mouth. His eyelids flew open and after a couple of blinks, he was giving me his full attention.

“The rogues have been keeping an eye on you.”

 Fear came over him. 

“Seems you’ve been a lucky boy at the track, Buckley. What they want to know is why you haven’t taken the initiative to settle your debt?” 

I bent down towards him. He flinched just a little. It made me smile. 

“I’m here to collect.”

He said nothing, which pissed me off. Patience isn’t exactly one of my virtues. I trained my thoughts onto the two bullets that were still lodged into his body. I envisioned them moving, continuing on their path through his flesh. I let the vision fall away when I realized his womanly screams would probably get me in trouble. The sweat was beading across his forehead. His eyes were wide. I was pretty sure he was now more scared of me then the rogues. 

“Do you need more persuasion?”

He quickly shook his head.

“In the safe, upstairs, my office,” he whispered.

“And?”

“876492.” He bowed his head in defeat. 

I ran up the stairs taking two at a time and just like he said, in his office was the safe. Mind you, it wasn’t exactly hidden. It was behind a portrait of himself, if you can believe it. After putting in the code, I grabbed the large duffel bag stuffed inside. I opened it and smiled at the many Benjamin Franklin’s looking back at me. I zipped it up and threw the strap over my shoulder, ready to head down and finish the job.

Downstairs, the wolf was sitting up. His body had expelled the two bullets and he was starting to heal, starting to get his strength back. I couldn’t let that happen. Werewolves are most feared around the full moon, but even without it, they can still lift a couple of cars. He’d definitely be able to break me in half, that’s for sure. The only thing stopping that from happening now was the silver wrapped around his wrists. 

“Fucking bitch,” he spat. “I’m gonna enjoy making you pay.” 

He got himself onto his knees, but couldn’t do much else.

“You know,” I walked behind him. He couldn’t see that I’d bent down and grabbed my ankle gun, the one with the bullets full of mercury. His body tensed, though, so he knew something was coming. “If you were going to live past today, I’d have believed you.”

I stepped back, the nozzle only inches away, squeezed, and watched as the bullet ripped its way into the back of his head. Couldn’t have happened to a nicer guy.

 Later that evening, after delivering the bag, I found myself at the Diamond, a small bar a couple of blocks from my house. I nodded at Jonsey, the bouncer, as I walked in and headed straight for the bar. Louie slid me a Corona with a nod of his head and a wink. I gratefully accepted, then advanced toward my partially hidden table in the back corner. Perfect for seeing, but not being seen.

I slid into my seat and breathed deep, taking in the scents of male sweat and cigarette smoke. The Jukebox was playing that Pina Colada song, but was almost drowned out by a group of rowdy drunks trying to shoot pool straight, all roaring with laughter when someone missed or propelled a ball off the table. 

It wasn’t always like this, but it was Friday night, Louie’s busiest. The rest of the time, he had a good steady stream of regular faces, most of them from the neighbourhood, like me.

I took a long, much deserved, pull of my beer and that familiar feeling followed, that relaxing cold sensation as the liquid slides down your throat. Nothing beats it. I think I sat for about ten minutes enjoying the momentary release of tension when Jonsey sat down opposite me. 

“Word on the street is the Bureau’s lookin’ for ya.”

I sighed. “When are they not?”

“You gotta take this more seriously, girl. When Nigel and his team find evidence against you, there’ll be no comin’ back from that.”

“They have to find some first,” I grinned. 

He shook his head. “Any word on Jasmine?”

His face fell just a little. “Not yet.” 

After all these years, it still stung. I wouldn’t give up, though, and as long as I needed him, I knew Jonsey would help me. He was good like that. He had a big heart, which was a rare quality in a mercenary and even rarer still in a lyciri.

I skulled the rest of my beer, no relaxation this time, just a bitter aftertaste. 

“We’ll keep looking,” he assured me.

I nodded. “I know.” 

I slid from the booth. “Just promise me that if I get caught for more than just questioning, you’ll get her out when you find her.”

“I promise.” I turned to walk away. 

“Serenity,” I faced him, “Just be careful and keep me posted, yeah?”

“I will.” 

I signalled to Louie and left.

Once outside, the breeze was whipping loose strands of hair in my face, which would usually annoy me, but tonight I needed the fresh air. While walking, I grabbed out my gun.  Home was only a couple of blocks away, but still I wasn’t willing to take chances. Rogues hunted for trouble at this time of night and I had no intention of becoming dinner. The Bureau should focus more on them than me. They’re the ones that are evil. You wouldn’t see rogues at any of the blood banks, that’s for sure.

Being paranoid of anything and everything was drummed into my head as a kid and after my parents and my sister were killed, the habit kind of turned into an obsessive compulsion. So the gun and the stealthy movements up to my front door were, in my opinion, necessary.  When inside, my guard dropped just a little. Bullet ran up to me giving me his usual woofy welcome. I dropped to one knee returning his attention. His tail was wagging viciously and his mouth was shaped into a grin, all of which changed within a blink of an eye. 

One minute, I was giving my dog some affection and the next I was crouching behind my sofa lounge with my gun back in my hands. It was Bullet’s hair standing up and his demeanour change that tipped me off that someone or something was headed for the house.  I closed my eyes to shift myself out of there, but my energy was too low. Teleporting after the hit I’d pulled on Shaun Buckley tonight was not turning out to be the best idea. Instead, I imagined a force field of energy to stop the door from opening. Fat lot of good that did me. My energy must have been even lower than I thought. 

A splintered part of my door hit the wall behind me.  The bastard kicked it in. Blindly, I fired off two rounds toward where I thought they might be standing, a grunt and a mumbled “shit” told me I’d hit him. 

A few minutes passed and the only thing I could hear was Bullet’s menacing growl echoing through the room. His body was low to the ground. He was waiting for my signal to attack, but instead I peered around the couch. The lyciri was a good twenty feet away just standing there. I knew who he was, one of the Bureau’s best, built like a brick shithouse and eyes that looked cut directly from an emerald. Kenzie Morris, with that famous penetrating gaze and looks that should be illegal.    

“You may as well come out.” His voice was clipped with irritation. “There’s nowhere to go.”

“Is this the part where you say ‘we have you surrounded’?” I laughed.

“Don’t be a smart arse, Serenity. We just have some questions.”

“Bullshit.” I fired back. “Do you always break down the doors of people you just want to question?”

I stood up, levelling my gun at his chest. I’d have used Bullet as a distraction, but the size of Kenzie’s biceps are as round as my thighs so I’m guessing he could break my dog like a toothpick. I started to back my way down the hall, but he called my bluff. He knew I wasn’t going to shoot him a second time. As it was, the sleeve of his shirt started to soak with blood. He made his move and dove for me, knocking the gun from my hand. My head hit the timber floor with a thump. Pain exploded, but I pushed it back. We rolled around trading blows until I found my chance. I channelled every ounce of strength and telekinetic energy I had and pinned him, then introduced my knee to his family jewels. It’d only buy me a couple of minutes, but that’s all I needed.

I jumped up and didn’t look back, just picked up my Beretta and ran for the back door. I swung it open and came face to face with the barrel of a gun held by Teddi Franks, the Bureau’s brains. I could have shot her, even pistol whip her, but those big brown innocent eyes and soft curly hazelnut hair reminded me of Jasmine. I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. I let my 9 drop to the floor, then slowly went to my knees. I laced my fingers together resting them on top of my head, all the while staring into her eyes imagining what it would be like to look in Jasmine’s again. 

It was Kenzie’s vice-like grip on my upper arm hauling me to my feet that snapped me out of it. He didn’t bother with the cuffs, just dragged my surrendering body to their car and chucked me in. If I had to guess, I would say he didn’t like me very much. Actually, I think it had just escalated to hate. 

Kenzie was waiting in the front seat. I could hear Teddi on the phone, probably getting a couple of the others to come and board my front door up. Not that it mattered, Bullet wouldn’t run away. I settled in my seat and before long, the car was moving. I couldn’t really see anything since all the windows were blacked out, but I didn’t need to. I knew where we were going.

Forty-five minutes later, the wheels started to crunch gravel. Kenzie stopped at the huge iron gate and spoke through a video intercom. Moments later, it started to open and the goose bumps broke out over me. It happens every time I’m around spells. The spells around here are to ward off anyone that isn’t invited in; quite powerful, too. The car moved further down the driveway when the mansion came into view. 

It was beautiful. I might be starting to get sick of being questioned, but I’ll never get sick of coming here. It was full of rich history. You could tell just by looking that it had to be built in the 1800s, maybe earlier. 

The car rolled to a stop in line with many other identical black Escalades. I would’ve jumped out myself and walked with them, but of course, Kenzie, like the arse he is, had to put the cuffs on me. He pulled me along, bruising me in the process and didn’t let go ‘til we were inside. 

I’ve only ever been on the first floor, which hasn’t changed. The foyer walls were intrinsically carved with the faces of cherubs and in the multiple large archways hung red velvet drapes neatly halved and tied so people could walk through. If I remember correctly, the archway left of the stairs went through to the kitchen, the archway right of them went through to the cells.  But if I were to turn left before the stairs, that would take me to Nigel’s office and the case room where the other desks are set up. Kenzie, of course, turned right before the stairs. He was taking me to their interrogation room. I seriously didn’t know why they bother. They knew I’d never talk. Before we stepped inside, Kenzie bent down and grabbed my second gun, my most dangerous gun that I’d only ever use on supernaturals that deserved to die.

“I’m surprised you didn’t take it back at the house. Losing your touch, aye, Kenzie?” It was never a good idea to antagonize him, but I just couldn’t help it. 

He looked at me, his steely stare flaring that familiar hormonal spark low inside me. He was attracted to me, too. I could feel it. But his hatred of who I am and what I do overpowered his ability to notice. They all thought I was working as an assassin for the Rogues and essentially they were right. They didn’t know the reason why, though. Maybe today, if they finally had evidence against me, I’ll tell them the truth.

He shoved me into the room with my hands still cuffed behind my back.

“I don’t suppose you might want to remove these.” I turned showing the cuffs.

I looked back just in time to see him shutting the door.

Now the waiting began. I knew the routine, leave me in here for long periods of time, forcing me to stew on what they may or may not have on me. It was a highly effective technique. I sat down on the uncomfortable wooden chair, not able to sit back all the way so I rested my head on the rectangular table instead. My eyes started getting heavier. The sun was probably coming up. My thoughts became less focused and more uncontrollable, then slowly I began to dream.

He handed me a seven-inch blade.

“Let’s see how good you are fighting a werewolf,” he snickered.

The rogue’s name was Hamilton, the object of all my hatred. Every time I looked into that ugly, evil face, I fantasized about all the different ways I could kill him.

He led me through to the arena, the familiar stench of blood and death coated the air. The grandstands all around me were full of supernaturals; rogues, opiri, werewolves, even some witches. They were all cheering and whistling. I spotted Jasmine, Marius and Hunter. They were making them watch. They knew it would be a huge distraction for me. So I cleared my head and detached myself from all my emotions and my conscious as best I could. It was getting a lot easier to do in a hell like this. The werewolf I was fighting sauntered out. As my eyes locked onto hers, she snarled at me such an inhuman, animal sound that had fear grip the insides of my stomach. There was no spell attached to her so I knew she had to be a willing participant. They had made sure the spell on me would be strong enough to stop me from using my powers. 

I tried to loosen my muscles by rolling my neck around on my shoulders. I took three deep breathes and waited for the siren to sound. She, of course, was bouncing around like a rabbit on crack, loving the attention of the idiots chanting her name.

“Nicola, Nicola, Nicola,” they yelled.

The siren vibrated through me. I closed my eyes and pushed the nervous, sick feeling in my stomach aside then waited for her. I made no attempt to move. I don’t know if it was fear or tactic freezing me in place. Either way, I waited until she realized I wasn’t meeting her halfway. She got closer, swinging the blade in her hand, trying to frighten me with her impressive knife wielding skills. She stopped a couple of inches away and one twitch of her hand had me ducking. Lucky, too, she would have cut open my face if I hadn’t. 

It all got a little blurred after that. The fact that she missed me enraged her. Blow after blow, I blocked. I tried to kick out her legs, but she was relentless, backing me further and further into the wall. I had slashes on my upper arm, across the palms of my hands and down my neck. I could feel the steady stream of warmness coming from my wounds. I was getting tired of trying to defend myself so when I saw the opening, I sliced across her stomach. She let out this fierce battle cry like something out of a war movie. Her body started to shake uncontrollably. Her skin turned a pasty white and sweat broke out across her forehead. She looked at me with human eyes for the last time. I was no longer fighting a 70-pound red head, now I was confronted with 200 pounds of red wolf. 

“You can do this,” Marius yelled.

His voice startled me and I made the mistake of turning my head. That’s when she launched herself at me. All I could see when I turned back was a mouth full of razor sharp teeth coming for me. Instinctively, I crouched. I brought the knife up quickly and effortlessly slamming it into her throat. She yelped, but it was gurgled and sounded weird. Her animal self lay on its side panting frantically, yet her yellow eyes still looked at me with hatred. I bent down to her and not so gently yanked the knife out, watching as the blood gushed from the hole just under her jaw.

I got up to walk out, but all of a sudden, everything was different. There was no one chanting, or yelling in the grandstands anymore, just Jasmine screaming at me over and over again.

“What did you do? What did you do?”

Her eyes were on the ground behind me. I spun around, then collapsed. What did I do? I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I’d killed a wolf, yet it wasn’t its body there anymore. It was Sadie. I’d just stabbed my sister. I threw the knife, then looked down at my hands. They were covered in her blood. Great racking sobs shook my body as I gathered her limp frame in my arms. I screamed and even to my own ears the sound was foreign.

The screaming in my dream woke me up. A man about the same height as me came bursting in, eyes wide looking around the room.

“Relax,” I said, “was just a dream.”

He blew out a breath. “Some dream,” he said and sat down.

This guy was new. I’d never seen him before. But that wasn’t what caught my attention.

“What is Nigel doing hiring a human?” I asked, mildly amused. “Didn’t think the old man had it in him to break the rules.”

“The council knows about me,” he said matter-of-factly.

I shrugged. “What’s your name?” 

“Randall, but people usually call me Rocky.” 

This guy was hanging around Kenzie too much. He had the same steely gaze and masked expressions. 

“Well, Rocky, care to tell me why I’m here again?”

“You know why you’re here.”

“I do, don’t I,” I smiled. “So what have you got? DNA? A witness?”

“Video, actually. No sound, but we don’t need sound to present you to the council. And after seeing you in action, we were finally able to answer the question of what you are, which, if I’m not mistaken is the death penalty.”

I sighed. How did I make that mistake? Shaun Buckley was an arrogant son-of-a-bitch. He wasn’t paranoid, unless he had a hidden cam for his sexual exploits. That had to be it. 

“If you have video, then you’ll see what an upstanding citizen Buckley really was.  And why haven’t I just been sent to the island already?”

“There was nothing else on the video except you and I don’t know why.” He paused. “Is it true? 53 supes and five humans.” 

“Actually, it’s 45 supes and one human.” I corrected. “Can you take these cuffs off now?”

Saying nothing, he got up and took the cuffs off. I put my elbows on the table and rubbed both my wrists.

“So you admit to being the rogue’s hired gun?”

“Might as well.” 

His whole demeanour changed and for the first time in my life, I felt a heavy obligation to explain myself. The man across from me was looking at me with an expression no longer masked. The contempt and disgust made me feel...ashamed. 

“When I was 12, just after the sun went down, my home was invaded by rogues. We were living in Philly at the time, in the human realm, trying to keep a low profile.” I paused and closed my eyes as I remembered. 

After a brief moment, I continued. “Sadie, my older sister, was standing next to me arguing with my mother in the kitchen. It was over something stupid. It all happened so fast after that. Mom ran to the front door, but they grabbed her before she was able to do any real damage to them. Next thing I knew, a rogue was feeding from Sadie. He drained her then just let her body flop to the floor.” I shook my head. 

“There was nothing I could’ve done, but to this day, watching her life being sucked from her and her dead accusatory eyes staring at me from the floor still haunts me. Anyway, long story short. They slit the throats of my parents, drank from them like a bunch of savages and took me and my little sister Jasmine to a horrible place that became our home for the next 6 years. Jasmine didn’t have my abilities so they just used her to make me cooperate. Every couple of weeks, I get sent proof of life, which they made clear would change if I didn’t continue to do what they want.” 

“Why haven’t you ever told The Bureau this?  Nigel would find her.”

“Firstly, that would’ve required me admitting to my crimes and secondly, don’t you think I’ve been looking for her already? They have her hidden extremely well, otherwise I would’ve gotten her out years ago.” 

“I’m sorry. I can’t imagine what that must be like.” The contempt and disgust was now gone. “But that still doesn’t change the innocent lives you’ve taken.”

I snorted. “They were hardly innocent.”

His eyebrows rose. “Oh?”

“Some of the contracts were, but I was able to get them to the human realm.  And the others, well, they deserved what they got.”

“Shaun Buckley?” He leaned on the table. “As I understand it, he was very highly regarded in his pack, a paramedic, too.”

I barked out a laugh. “Buckley owed the rogues two and a half mil. He was buying girls usually around 12 to 14 years old.” He looked sceptical. I sighed. “In my house is a laptop with everything; photos, names, dates, how much they owed and why they owed it.” 

 He sat back. “So you’re not as heartless as people think you are.”

I grinned. “No, I’m not heartless, but don’t for one second think I’m harmless.” I warned.

He smiled back at me. “I won’t make that mistake, that I can assure you.”

