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raise, if only I could afford to pay her, Stephanie L. Her-
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y'all help me to stand on the days that I'm ready to fall

flat on my face and just give up. One of you always
seems to sense it and shoots me an IM like bitch bye,

dust yo ass off and let's get this show(book) on the road.
I love y'all for that!

I'm starting back at square one once again, but as many
of you have said to me, WE GOT THIS! Smooches!!!





Prologue

Underlayes is another dimension where all sorts of noctur-
nal creatures reside; witches, vampires, fae, shifters, were-

wolves... The dimension was created by all these creatures work-
ing side by side to escape the scrutiny and danger to their exis-
tence that stemmed from the human world. All throughout time
humans have been known to fear anything they do not under-
stand, and have almost always tried to eliminate what they fear.
Even though most of these mystical creatures appeared to be as
humanoid as humans, though more enhanced, the powers they
possessed struck a fear in humans like nothing else ever could.

When God created the earth, He had some help along the
way. While there is only one true God, He has many underling
goddesses and gods who help Him as well. Let’s think of God
as the CEO. Just as God created man in His image, He allowed
His goddesses and gods to create certain races in their images as
well, though they weren’t allowed to create as many as He. Only
their images had nothing to do with color, for their races come
in every color, shape, and form there is. No, their images were
more so based on...characteristics. Like, for instance, Hekate and
her necromancers or Aphrodite and her beautiful sirens. They
are more nocturnal than humans since most of these creatures
are more powerful and not ruled by the moon. Also, some of
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these beings have a very deadly reaction to the sun, while others
are equally as powerful by night or day.

Some of these creatures may indeed become quite deadly, al-
though usually only when provoked. And, yes, there are some
who tend to be more violent and sadistic, but regular humans
can be, too. After all, most serial killers, though not all, are in-
deed human.

Originally, the intention was for these nocturnal creatures to
have their time at night and keep to themselves, while regular,
mundane humans were to rule the day, unawares. Well, as all
good plans go....

For three hundred years, these nocturnal beings have lived
peacefully amongst themselves, or have they? Has that peace
been nothing more than superficial, a mere illusion? Let’s face
it, people do tend to see what they would like to see and ignore
what is going on right before their eyes if and when it suits them.
See, there has never been anyone, or any group, to truly rule
all Underlayes. Though most factions have their own leaders, or
kings and queens, no one race rules the entire realm. And with so
much power rolling around unchecked and unbalanced, the so-
called peace came to a brutal and bloody bitter end.

One family has been affected more than any other; the
House of Sekhmet Witches. The queen had a one-night affair
with the King of the Vampires, resulting in the birth of two pow-
erful females. One she was able to pass off as a witch, for a time,
and the other the vampire king raised on his own. The difference
being the one she kept, Tialanna, never knew of her twin’s ex-
istence. Not until the time came to fulfill a prophecy that may
have never existed. The journey Tialanna underwent led to many
other discoveries’ however, including the fact that King Sundia-
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ta, whom she thought was her father, was suppressing all witch-
es. And it was truly her mother’s line and not Sundiata’s rightful
place on the throne.

Anya, the twin who was left behind, was never in the dark
as Tialanna was. She not only grew up knowing where her twin
was, and that her mother chose not to be with her (regardless
of the reason), but also felt any extreme emotion her sister felt.
The love of her father, the protectiveness of her brother Darvyn,
and the closeness of discovering her mate, Kierra, early on helped
her to survive all that. But there’s something about a mother’s ab-
sence that leaves a vacancy that can’t be replaced.

Now that the secret is out, their mother is gone, and the sis-
ters have been reunited, they need to right all the wrongs set in
motion by their very own flesh and blood. And Anya is fine with
standing by both of her sisters, so long as the spotlight remains
off her.
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Chapter 1

“What the fuck happened to you, Anya?” were the only
words thrown at me as I flashed into my living quar-

ters, right before being pulled into a crushing embrace by my
mate who was so emotional she kept flashing between being
male to female. My entire body was so numb I couldn’t tell how
many times she transformed. Truth be told, I didn’t care. Being
in Kierra’s arms was all that mattered, whether there was a per-
fectly sculpted masculine chest or a large pair of succulent
breasts. It meant I was finally home.

After everything that had just transpired, my entire being
had felt numb, right down to the depths of my soul, the feeling
going beyond skin and bone-deep. Being with my Fated One
didn’t take all the pain away, but it did at least make me feel
grounded again and helped me to feel something other than the
pain of losing a mother whom I never had a chance to figure out I
loved more than I hated her or vice versa. So, not only did I miss
out on having a mom to idolize when I was young, and fight with
and terrorize as a teen, I also would never be able to confront her
as an adult for everything that she had done. Even though I was
more vampire than witch than my sister Tialanna, I still resented
being the one our mother had decided to let go.

My mind replayed what had happened no more than a mere
few hours ago...
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“Anya, I’m not going to insult you with apologies.” My left eye
twitched at that. I couldn’t help it, and I hadn’t bothered to try and
hide it. She wasn’t supposed to die yet, and she owed me so much
more than an apology. “What I did, I did only because of how
much I love you. The beliefs as they are right now within the witch
community? No way would you have been able to survive that. The
king would have taken one look at you and killed you on sight, no
questions asked and no answers needed. Which is something you
girls are going to have to change. Your fire may be gone, but a flame
still burns bright within you, honey. Hone your new element and
let it shine through.”

My mother sucked in one long, final gasp of air. “I love you girls,
all of you, and I know you will make all this right.”

With that, her eyes glazed over and her body went completely
limp. Looking at my sisters, Tia and Elyssia, with tears streaming
down their faces, my own remained dry. And for a brief moment,
I hated them both. Which was completely unfair. It wasn’t their
fault what happened, any of it. But I couldn’t help the anger I felt
for them having been with this woman for their entire lives, none
the wiser that I had even existed. When I looked back down at my
mother’s body, I felt anger at her for abandoning me and fear at
what she had left us to face. There was also the fact that she had giv-
en her element to me so that I could live. There was a turmoil of
emotions dominating for control inside of me.

I allowed myself to sink deeper into Kierra’s embrace, losing
myself as her lips captured mine in a kiss that went beyond phys-
ical contact and began to put a healing balm on my shattered
soul. I don’t think I ever referred to her as a male, even when she
was penetrating me as one. Some distant part of my brain was
telling me that this time, however, I needed to help her regain
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control and remain in her female form. But right then, neither of
us cared about anything except being as close to one another as
possible.

So, when Kierra was finally able to settle on just one form, it
didn’t matter to me that it was her male form. And I also didn’t
stop to spell myself against getting pregnant.

I reached up and ran my hands through now shoulder-
length, silky jet-black hair as Kierra deepened the kiss even more
and brought my body flush against a chest that was all male and
packed with smooth, hairless muscles, and an erection that was
impossible to miss. At some point we both must have done away
with our clothes, because before I knew it, we were already on
the bed with my legs wrapped firmly around Kierra’s waist. And
we made love, as male and female.

If I were being one-hundred percent honest with myself, I
would admit that Kierra’s male form was exactly what I needed at
that moment. I loved making love to Kierra in her female form,
but that wasn’t what I needed at that particular moment in time.

Kierra entered me hard and strong, and for a couple of mo-
ments made no move, leaving her rock-hard shaft, seemingly
growing in length, lying there inside of me, and rubbing my cli-
toris with her thick, calloused thumb. My mind blanked out of
all thoughts, and primal instincts took over where all I could do
was feel as Kierra began to thrust, rubbing and hitting against my
walls at a perfect pace. “Harder,” I managed to say, right before I
sank my fangs into the throbbing pulse point that seemed to be
calling out to me.

It wasn’t long before juices began flowing out of me as Kierra
let out a long stream of thick, wet heat inside my core. After a
few more thrusts, we came together once more. Without break-
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ing our connection, Kierra rolled over so that I was the one on
top, and just held me as I laid my head down on that sweaty, mus-
cular chest. We both drifted off, content in each other’s arms, not
yet ready to let reality back in.

NO ONE WAS ALLOWED to know of Kierra’s condition,
because that would lead them to knowing what she truly was,
half angel and half demon. Her mother was one of the very few
demons who managed to come through during the creation of
Underlayes, with Hel’s permission, only after she agreed to go
back whenever called upon. A fact that very few know, and those
that do have very personal reasons for keeping the secret, and are
more than willing to die or kill to protect it. Some demonic fac-
tions had a reputation for wanting to rule, as well as being the
most conniving, manipulative beings ever known, so they were
voted out when the decision was made to create this dimension,
especially since there weren’t many free demons in the human
world during that time anyway.

Demons had to be summoned to a realm, and then they were
under the control of whomever had summoned them. But there
are ways around any and everything, and a few were able to trick
their way free. To a certain extent anyway. Their head honcho
could haul their asses back anytime she felt good and damn ready
to. But not from Underlayes. So if a demon were to somehow
make their way here, after fooling their idiot summoner into let-
ting them go, they were completely and utterly free, so long as
they stayed in this realm. If someone from this realm were to
summon them—though who would be that dumb?—it’d be that
much easier for them.
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And since no one knew just how well that would go over
with Hel, they weren’t willing to risk either her wrath or demons
trying to take over the whole realm. Ergo, no demons. Just like
that poor unfortunate country in the human realm now with
that funny-looking guy running for president. Come on, you
can’t tell me you didn’t realize he was a demon. How else could
he have possibly won the election without some sort of oth-
erworldly influence? Humans couldn’t really vote for someone
who’s not only a racist bigot, but also not even a politician to run
their country without some type of magical influence being in-
volved. I just hope for their sake Hel reins him back in before he
does some permanent damage that can’t be undone.

Kierra’s mother was a changeling demon, able to take on not
only someone else’s shape and looks, but their entire personality
and core memories as well. Kierra inherited the shape-changing
gene but only up to a certain extent—she was only able to change
forms between being male to female, and in either form she’s still
Kierra in mentality and characteristics. In some twisted form of
Fate, her mother turned out to be her father’s Fated. Apparently,
they had both been sent to the Earth realm after the same soul;
one to save it, the other to corrupt.

They had escaped to Underlayes to be together, but Fate
hadn’t exactly been ready to give them their happily ever after. If
she ever would be. After giving birth to Kierra, they were forced
to entrust her care to the only ally they had, the Vampire King,
my dad. He had told Kierra they vowed to one day make it back
not only together, but also to her. So far, they hadn’t been so
lucky.

So, the fact that while Kierra and I were sleeping I had a vi-
sion of being pregnant did not bode well for keeping that secret.
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Maybe, for once, I’d get lucky and be wrong. Maybe the vision
was no more than just a dream. Maybe.
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Chapter 2

“Aahh! Don’t do that!” I whisper-screamed at Kierra. She had
just snuck up behind me, and probably scared about a hun-

dred years from my life.
“Sweetheart, it’s been two weeks. Just knock on the door and

talk to them.” She said it in such a loving, touching way that I al-
most gave in and did just that. Lucky for me, I had my dad’s stub-
born streak.

“No.” I said, right before I flashed away back to our quarters
while Kierra let out a suffering sigh. And yes, I sounded like a
spoiled little girl as I did so.

I plopped down on the double-king sized bed and inhaled
the scent of lavender that we kept in the room in an attempt to
settle my nerves. Once I sensed Kierra’s presence getting ready to
flash in, I grabbed a pillow so that it would smack her in the face
as soon as she materialized.

“Real mature, Anya,” was the first thing she said, since I hit
my mark dead-on. “You can’t keep avoiding them. Sooner or lat-
er you’re going to need to speak with both your sisters.”

“Whenever they figure out how to deal with Sundiata, they
can come and get me.” After saying my piece, I promptly turned
over, lay on my stomach, and buried my face in my pillow. Even
though my voice was muffled by the pillow, I knew Kierra could
decipher what I said next. “When they get done grieving, we can
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come up with a plan of action. That’s all that really matters right
now.”

I felt Kierra sit on the edge of the bed, but decided against
acknowledging that fact. I knew damn well she wasn’t referring
to speaking with Tialanna and Elyssia about how to deal with
Elyssia’s father, or usurping the throne from him. Though time
was running out for that also. If we were going to do anything,
it needed to be soon. Suspicions had to have been at an all-
time high with the Queen and both princesses missing from the
House of Sekhmet, the ruling witches.

But I just wasn’t ready to face them as a whole yet. Tialanna
and Elyssia had grown up together, as sisters. I felt like a third
wheel trying to just barge in and intrude. They were grieving over
our mother in way that I couldn’t. I was practically a stranger to
them. Tia and I might be twins, but we only just reconnected.
And Elyssia? We met the day we watched our mother die. Not
exactly the best of circumstances.

I grabbed another pillow to put on top of my head when I
heard Kierra inhale, in an attempt to ignore what she was about
to say. Even if whatever it was might have been right.

For some insane reason I thought I was in the clear when she
got up and left the room. I had maybe a full five-minute reprieve
before I began smelling burned fabric and the room began to feel
like an inferno. I turned around and sat straight up in the bed
only to see Tia letting flames uncurl from her palms to the foot
of my bed, with me still in it. “Bitch, are you out of your fucking
mind?” I shouted at her right before I called some wind into my
lungs to blow it out.

“Possibly,” was her unfazed reply. “Now, you plan on getting
your ass outta that bed, or should I set something else on fire
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instead? Oh, I know, your ass. Then you’d have to get up.” She
raised one red eyebrow in warning.

When I just stared at her and made no attempt to move, she
raised a flamed arm in my direction. “Okay!” I shouted, right be-
fore she let loose another flame.

“Good answer.” Her fire died down to nothing but steam,
she spun on her heel and walked out of the room and into my
sitting room. I could have just been an asshole and flashed else-
where, but instead I got up and followed where she went.

“What is this, some type of intervention?” I asked them in
an incredulous tone. It wasn’t just Tia in the room, Elyssia was
also there, with Kierra leaning against the wall next to the door
with her arms crossed. “Wait, lemme guess, Dad and Darvyn out
getting snacks for this party? I’m not some human hopped up on
drugs.”

“No,” this came from a not too happy sounding Kierra. “But
you are a spoiled vampire witch who refuses to grieve over her
mother and keeps trying to push away the only ties left to her.”

“Way to sugarcoat that, babe.”
Kierra had been looking down at the floor, but looked up at

that. “Baby, first off, when have you ever known me to sugarcoat
anything?”

I just rolled my eyes, knowing she wasn’t really expecting a
reply.

“Enough is enough, and we don’t have the luxury of time on
our side. Talk to your sisters.” Then she flashed out of the room.

“Why do I always smell a tinge of sulfur whenever Kierra
flashes? And how can she flash anyway? I thought only really
old, or really powerful vampires could flash. I mean, I know the
two of you can, but I thought that’s just ’cause y’all are part witch
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and all. Is she part something else too? Isn’t this hybrid thing sup-
posed to be rare? And why do the two of you look identical oth-
er than your hair, and you a whole lot paler?” All those rapid-fire
questions came from Elyssia.

She appeared so shy and timid sitting there on the couch in
a pair of black leggings and an oversize blue T-shirt almost the
same shade as her blueberry locks. Her mahogany cheeks start-
ed to turn beet red when she noticed me just staring, “Sorry. My
mouth tends to go a mile a minute when I get nervous. I can’t
help but be nervous right now since you’ve been avoiding me all
this time-”

“Elyssia!” Tia’s shout finally shut her up, and in a way proved
my point.

“That. That right there is why I have been doing my best to
avoid the two of you.”

“My mouth? Sorry, I can try to shut up.”
“No, Elyssia.” I shook my head at her, then gestured from

one to the other with my hand. “The camaraderie the two of you
share. I’m not a part of that, and don’t wanna intrude on it, espe-
cially now.”

“Anya,” Tia said in an honestly sad tone. “That’s where you’re
wrong. You are a part of us, and you were a part of Mom too.”

“You truly don’t get it.” And that’s when I snapped. “I was
the part she threw away! And I hated her for it!” My emotions
were in such a turmoil that wind started picking up in the room,
rattling everything on the shelves and the artwork hanging on
the walls. “But then she up and dies, and literally gave her last
breath to me, so what am I supposed to do with that? How am
I supposed to feel? Then looking at the two she did keep, the
two that did grow up with her, I can’t help the resentment I feel
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coursing through my veins. But I also can’t help the love I feel in
my heart, and the desire to want to be a part of it. So forgive me
for my head being totally fucked up and for avoiding both of you
at all costs!”

Various items crashed to the floor then, and a couple of win-
dows imploded. But my eyes were closed with tears streaming
down my face as I crumbled apart. Next thing I knew, I had two
sets of arms wrapped around me that held me up while I was no
longer able to stand on my own.

I don’t know how long we stood like that, three blubbering
messes. Eventually Elyssia said, “I’m hungry.” When Tia and I
pulled back and eyed her she broke out laughing, dried-up tears
staining her face. And she had one of those infectious laughs
where we couldn’t help but join in.

Kierra flashed in and stared at the three of us with one eye-
brow raised almost to her hairline. Then flashed right back out,
making us laugh that much harder. I guess that really was what I
needed after all.

14 T. A. MOORMAN



Chapter 3

W e pulled ourselves back together to three beings resem-
bling normalcy. Though I’m not quite sure three ele-

mental witches, two of which also vampires, could ever be de-
scribed as normal.

“Well,” said Tia with a pointed look in my direction as we all
sat adjacent on the large white leather couch. “While you were
busy pretending like the two of us had the plague, Dad sent out
a few scouts to each of the factions. He’s trying to learn if there
truly was any type of prophecy written, or if it all truly was a load
of bull like Nana said. Not like we can really take her word for
anything.”

“Our dad isn’t the one I’ve been worrying about.” I wasn’t
ready to address Elyssia directly, at least not on the topic of her
father. But she knew what I was hinting at.

“Have I spoken to him yet? No. Have I at least sent word to
him that I’m alive? Yup.” Elyssia responded, real nice and perky
until she continued, “Anything further than that isn’t gonna be
easy for me. He’s still my dad. I can’t just go to him and say,
hey Dad, do the right thing and just step down so I can try to
make things right again. For one, I’m not even ready to take that
seat. Two, he’s not gonna give it up without a fight. And, yeah,
he may be a disillusioned, cold-hearted, power-hungry, control-
freak jerk, but he’s still my dad.”

15



I could feel the conflict going on within Tia as she said, “Ba-
by girl, I know how you feel. I grew up thinking he was my dad
too, and he did raise me. But we have to think about the end
game, and the fact that he’s oppressing witches. And while some
of them may be just fine with living like a bunch of stuck-up
human beings, others don’t. And that should be their choice to
make, not his. He’s holding them back, and that’s not what Un-
derlayes was created for. While other factions are flourishing,
ours is diminishing.”

Just as I was thinking of some elaborate words of wisdom
that admittedly weren’t coming to me, three Amazon-warrior-
looking witches, their eyes alight with magic, flashed into the
room. When I went to tell them to get the fuck out of my room,
I couldn’t find my voice.

Then they each raised their arms in front of them, towards
us, and seemed to suck the air from the room. The one in the
middle spoke in an ominous tone suffused with power, “We are
here for the princess.”

Unable to speak, I began to feel panicked when Elyssia start-
ed lifting up from the couch we were all still sitting on. Tialanna
must have felt that same sense of urgency, because at the exact
same moment, we both grabbed one of Elyssia’s hands. As soon
as contact was made, some invisible thread connected the three
of us, and a surge of power that felt like an exhilarating warm
rush went throughout my bloodstream. They must have felt it
too, because we each threw our heads back at the feel of it.

Lifting our arms at the same accord without breaking that in-
visible bond, we directed that power towards the intruders that
dared trespass. The brazen and bold looking Amazons now ap-
peared frightened and smaller as they were lifted up and thrown
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into the wall. Imprints the size of their physical form were left
on the plaster as they slid down to the floor looking stunned and
dazed. It would have been comical had the situation not been
what it was.

In unison we told them in a grave tone, “Try that again and
die.” To drive the point home, we metaphysically lifted them to
their feet and threw them into the wall once more, making even
more debris rain down on them.

With all our thoughts still in sync, we lifted them up again
and suspended them in midair as though we were grabbing each
of them by their throats. The Amazons reached up to their necks,
scrambling for purchase on hands that weren’t physically there.
This time it was I who spoke. “Go back and tell your king he has
no authority here. If he would like to speak with the princess or
relay a message to her, send an emissary.”

Without any further ado, we flashed them all right back to
King Sundiata’s court, looking like three broken pets. As they
disappeared from our sight, Tia said, “By the way, Xena said she
wants her clothes back.”

Which was followed by Elyssia saying, “Wow, did we do
that?”

All I could do at that point was shake my head at my two sis-
ters, “You guys really watch way too much human television.”

I sensed Kierra right before she flashed in. She looked from
us to the wall, then back to us again. “Well, looks like the bond-
ing has started.”
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Chapter 4

Two months later...
“Baby, you realize we are going to have to talk about

this sooner rather than later,” Kierra said yet again over the
sounds of me losing the rest of my insides in the toilet.

I lifted my head for air. “Like I keep telling you, it’s just phan-
tom sickness from Tia being pregnant. You did not knock me
up after only one time.” That might have sounded more convinc-
ing if I hadn’t immediately put my head back into my porcelain
nightmare.

Never one for many words, especially when it came to argu-
ing a point with me, and she already knew she was right, Kierra
just shook her head. Too kind to point out the fact that I was al-
so putting on a few pounds from sustaining on more than just an
all-liquid diet, she walked over to the bath to start the water. The
steam and peppermint oils that wafted from the enormous pearl
tub made my stomach feel slightly more at ease.

I collapsed against the wall after nothing more than bile be-
gan coming up. Kierra was right there with a cup for me to rinse
the foul taste from my mouth, and a wet cloth to clean my face
with. “I so love you.”

Her only answer was a, “Hmph,” as she continued to take
care of me. Kierra stripped away my white silk robe right before

18



she lifted me off the floor and carried me over to the already filled
tub.

When she set me down inside it, the water so hot my skin
tingled all over, I asked, “Aren’t you getting in? There’s room
enough for two.” In answer, she kept her own black robe
wrapped tightly around her.

“There’s room enough for ten, but no. We need to talk.”
Those were the most dreaded words in any relationship. Espe-
cially when I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt what we needed
to talk about.

“We can talk while in the tub. I promise to keep my hands to
myself,” I said while batting my eyelashes like a lovesick teen. She
wasn’t buying it, though, so I just sank a little deeper in the tub.
I grabbed at her arm to pull her in, but she wasn’t having any of
that either. “Come on, lighten up a little. We can talk and bathe
at the same time.”

“I’m not ‘lightening up’ about this. And you shouldn’t ei-
ther.”

“I always wondered how it is that you’re so much paler than
me, when according to my dad yours was ten shades darker than
my mom.” When I looked up at her, the expression on her face
spoke volumes. Basically, that I needed to shut up and take this
seriously. “Maybe it’s the stomach flu. We only slipped up that
one time, Kierra.”

“Anya, all it takes is one time.”
“Ugh, what are we going to do if I am? Just come out to

everybody and say my wife got me pregnant? So much for keep-
ing your secret. Oh. My Goddess. I actually said the P word.” At
that realization I sank down even deeper, emerging myself com-
pletely underneath the water.
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Good thing I was more vampire than witch, because I stayed
under there for a while. Thinking that I might have been preg-
nant was one thing, but actually saying it out loud? Well, that
struck a fear in my heart so deep that I could barely breathe past
the panic. It wasn’t that I didn’t want a baby with Kierra, I just
didn’t want all the complications it would entail. We would be
dealing with yet another hybrid baby, just like Tia, and they’d
both be born around the same time. Though ours would be a lot
harder to conceal if he or she came out sprouting wings, a tail, or
horns, or perhaps all three. I told Kierra as much when I finally
came up for air.

“And we’ll deal with all of that together. You should proba-
bly tell your sisters what I really am anyway. I may actually come
in handy in a fight.” That last made me laugh, a little, which was
probably why she said it. She was also right about the rest. “Guess
that means I’m going to be a mom, and a dad.”

We laughed, and I grabbed her arm again to pull her down
in the bath with me. That time, she let me.

“DID BOTH OF YOU REALLY have to be pregnant at same
time?” was the first thing Grandma-ma said to me and Tia when
she walked into the kitchen. Granted, it might have been her
kitchen, but a hello would have been nice. Especially since I
hadn’t told anyone a damn thing yet. Sometimes I wondered
how she would have been if she were a sweet and elderly old
woman and not the spry, centuries-old vampire who was even
more in style than I was.

Tia turned almost as red as her hair while she started chok-
ing on the huge sandwich she was eating, one I was salivating
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over. She had already gotten started, having the same craving as
I had, and beaten me to the punch. I thought she was turning
red from shock until I noticed her watering eyes crinkling with
mirth.

I looked at my evil twin sister as she laughed so hard that
I mildly wondered if hybrids could have strokes, or epileptic at-
tacks. Grandma-ma continued to chastise me as she walked to
the sink to fill a glass with water, “What is with you children
that you think as to hide such from us old ones? Hmm? I’ve
been around more than long enough to know when one of my
malyshkas are expecting.” She handed the glass to Tia, who was
still laughing like a demented hyena. “Shush your mouth and
stop jesting at your sister.”

“I’m going to be a grandpa! Again!” Dad flashed in out of
nowhere. Then kept flashing in and out of the kitchen, with
gifts? First diapers, then little clothes, even little bibs that said, I
bite.

“Dad!” both Tia and I screamed at him.
When he finally stopped and stayed solid long enough,

Grandma-ma smacked him across the back of his head with a
wooden spoon, “Are your brains scrambled?” she scolded him.

“Baba!” Dad said incredulously, as if he hadn’t a clue why in
the worlds she had hit him like that.

“Hey, Dad,” said Tia, in an all-too-sweet tone, “How about
you tell me where Grimm is? That’d be a great present for the ba-
by.”

“What’s that, my dear? Oh, wait, I think I hear your brother
calling.” Then he flashed right back out without another word.
Poor Grimm was the supposed love of Tia’s life, one of them any-
way. It was rare that anyone betrayed him and lived to tell the
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tale. And that betrayal affected Tia in ways that made me wonder
how she was able to forgive him so quickly, and think that Dad
would do the same. It also reminded me that I truly was more
vampire than her.

“Still no clue where Grimm is, huh?” Grandma-ma must
have noticed me eyeballing Tia’s sandwich. Before Tia even had
a chance to respond, I had my very own right in front of me, in-
cluding a cup of blood marinara to dip it in. No, vampires didn’t
need to eat, but not only were we hybrids, we were pregnant with
kids even more hybrid than we were.

“No.” is what I think she said, her mouth completely full.
She swallowed before she continued, “And before you ask, no, I
didn’t tell him you were pregnant either. Don’t give me that look
or try to run any bull on me about sympathy symptoms either. I
just wanna know who’s the daddy?”

This time it was Grandma-ma’s turn to start laughing uncon-
trollably. So, I told the whole story to Tia about Kierra’s origins.
She in turn revealed the truth about Bran being a demon, and
we promised to not reveal the truth to either one of them, even
though the furtive glances we’d caught them giving each oth-
er made a bit more sense. Like recognizes like. It also made me
think that there were probably even more demons in Underlayes
than we realized. Maybe one day the no-demons rule would be
renounced.

“Which is why I haven’t told anyone yet. Now we’re about to
have two hybrids on our hands instead of one. And if the truth
of what Kierra really is gets out...” Grandma-ma sobered up from
her laughter when she felt the turmoil of my emotions and came
to rest her hands on my shoulders.
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Tia’s smug grin was also gone. “No one needs to know a
damn thing but that you’re having a baby. Same-sex couples have
babies together all the time, and it’s no one’s business how the
two of you went about doing so. The one I’m carrying, on the
other hand, we’ll cross that bridge when we get to it. The
Rasputins will know once she’s born that their scheming worked
and will want to get their hands on her. And we can’t let that
happen.”

I did not like the way this conversation was going, especially
when I saw a tear gathering in Tialanna’s eye. “What are you say-
ing, Tia?”

What she said next had me wanting to come across the
kitchen island and slap the taste right out of her mouth. “I’m say-
ing that I’m starting to understand why Mom did what she did.”

Right before I had the chance to say anything more on that
sore-ass subject, there was the sound of a large thud in Grandma-
ma’s living room. “That huge castle the lot of you live in, but here
is where you all pop in and out,” Grandma-ma grumbled as we
all got up to check and see who, or what, made that noise.

First thing I noticed when we walked in was a shock of di-
sheveled blue hair, and the unmistakable aroma of freshly spilt
blood. Elyssia was standing over an injured black panther that
looked to be two times her size lying on the couch. At first
glance, I thought the panther was unconscious, until she seemed
to be huffing at Tia. Then when I looked over at Tia, the look on
her face was the one she wore in the middle of an argument. It
was then that I knew the panther on the couch was Crissianna.

What shocked us all was the magic that wafted off Tia right
before the panther became a very naked two-legged mocha-
skinned beauty with jet-black hair. She was absolutely flaw-
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less—well, she would have been had her stomach not been sliced
open so wide her intestines were visible. She did manage to say,
“You bitch,” before she promptly passed out.

“Talk shit when you wake up,” was Tia’s only reply to that.
Elyssia still just stood there, visibly shaking, as Grandma-ma

and Tia slightly nudged her out of the way to begin working on
Crissianna. One of them must have flashed to get some med-
ical supplies, because they got busy stuffing her insides back in,
and were putting her back together as if she were a broken toy. I
could just barely hear Elyssia saying, “I can’t believe he actually
attacked me. His own daughter. His only daughter.” She was so
taken aback by that fact that I couldn’t help but feel bad for her.

I walked over to gently pull her out of their way as they
continued to work. In a calm and concerned tone I said to her,
“Come on, baby girl, tell me what happened.”

“She saved me,” Elyssia said in a deadpan voice. Then she
seemed to shake herself out of her stupor, and her large blue eyes
grew even wider. “I shouldn’t have come here. He sent his track-
ers right behind us.”

“Let them come.” I could tell by the expression on her face
that my eyes had gone full-on white, and my fangs and claws had
lengthened in anticipation, “Your big sissy is hungry anyway.”

Those words had barely left my lips when five males built like
WWE wrestlers flashed into the room, surrounding us. One had
the nerve to come at me from behind and made a grab for me.
“My, my, my, what juicy looking veins you have.” As soon as he
went to wrap his burly arms around me, I grabbed them before
he was able to make purchase. I twisted my body around, twist-
ing and cracking all the bones in his huge arms in the process.
Still holding on to his broken limbs, I kicked his legs from under-
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neath him, followed him down to the floor, and buried my fangs
gum-deep into his jugular.

As I drained the poor lout, I looked over to see the others
making short work of the trackers. They might have had muscles
for days, but I guess they didn’t realize just how strong vampires
were. Grandma-ma had two of our would-be assailants out of
commission, one in each hand, lifted up off the ground by the
throat. Without so much as blinking an eye, she bashed their
heads together, which caused a sickening crunch sound effect as
their skulls caved in. I didn’t know if it was enough to kill them,
but I did know they wouldn’t be getting up for a while after that.

Tialanna didn’t even bother to physically touch the one that
came for her. With nothing more than a look, she set his entire
body aflame. Then, with a flick of her wrist, she slammed his
alight body into the wall, making him crash right through it.

And Elyssia? Her multi-hued blue hair seemed to be floating
in some unseen water as she took her attacker completely by sur-
prise with a kiss, one he would not live to tell about. As she took
his lips with her own in what seemed to be a deeply heated,
passionate kiss, she cupped his face with her hands. Hands that
turned to ice, and that ice transferred over and into him until he
was no more than a large beefcake ice-sculpture. One that she
pulled her fist back to punch one good time in the face, effective-
ly making him shatter into a pile of ice shards on the floor.

I was just about to complain that I hadn’t even taken a bite
out of my sandwich when I heard Tia screaming ouch as Grand-
ma-ma smacked her upside the back of her head saying, “You
had to set him on fire, didn’t you? Look what you’ve done to my
wall!”
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TURNED OUT THAT THE crown really was more impor-
tant to Sundiata than his own flesh and blood. Even after Elyssia
explained to him exactly what had gone down in regards to our
family being the true rulers over the witches, he was having none
of it. In his eyes, if Elyssia truly was the last full-blooded witch of
the original Sekhmet line, then he’d just kill her too and be done
with it. She had even been willing to come to a compromise with
him as she wasn’t truly ready to sit on the throne. Offered to let
him continue to rule as long he stopped oppressing her people
and allowed them the freedom to live as they chose, and congre-
gate with whomever they pleased.

In answer, he attempted to slaughter her. Sundiata was not
without his own powers. He had the ability to slash someone
with no more than a thought, as long as that person was in view
of him. Seeing what he had intended, Crissy, knowing she could
take much more damage than Lyss’s witch body, had leaped in
between the two of them, allowing the slashes to cut her instead.
Once Elyssia realized what had happened, she didn’t stick
around for any more conversation. When Crissy’s wounded
body slammed into her own, she immediately flashed them both
out of there. On instinct, they’d landed right where Tia and I
were.

“If power corrupts like that, I don’t want it.” Elyssia was cry-
ing on my shoulder while Tia was still being scolded by Grand-
ma-ma about taking enemies out without destroying the furni-
ture. We sat together on the couch, opposite to where Crissy still
lay unconscious. We had been going to take her to lie in my old
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bedroom but thought better of it. We would wait until we were
ready to move her to the medical wing of the castle.

“Baby girl, power only corrupts those that were already cor-
rupted. Look at me and Tia’s dad. Once he hears about this, he’ll
be ready to rip Sundiata’s head off himself.” I kissed her on the
top of her big blue head as I continued to try and console her.
“And look who’s getting a handle on this big sister stuff.” That
earned me a slight laugh.

“Eeew, Anya, I got your shirt all wet.” As grossed out as that
made me – especially when I looked down and saw her huge
puddle of snot and crocodile tears – at least it let me know that
she’d be okay.
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Chapter 5

F our months later...
“Baby, I love you, I truly do. But, I really do not like you

right now.” Poor Kierra, she just kept getting the ass-end of all my
mood swings, and not in a good way either. As she raised a thick
eyebrow at me, I continued, “Don’t look at me like that. They’re
probably over there having the exact same conversation. And
guess what? The outcome is going to be exactly the same.”

We were sitting in the medical wing of the castle; me, Kierra,
Tia, Chandler, and Bran. Tia and I had reluctantly agreed to
go down there once every two weeks to check on the babies. In
return they were supposed to stop harassing us about fighting
while pregnant. It’s not like any of the attacks so far had been
planned—they had snuck up on us. But far be it from me and
Tia to expect any of them to listen to logic. There had been two
more attacks since the last incident at Grandma-ma’s. Two at-
tempts that shouldn’t have even been possible with the wards
that were set in place to keep anyone meaning any of us harm
out. No, just nonchalant flashes should have even been possible.
Which meant either the witches on our side who’d placed the
wards weren’t as powerful as we thought they were, something
that was highly doubtful, or we had a traitor in our midst.

That wasn’t the only reason that Kierra was freaking out
though. Even though Tia was further along than I was, it seemed

28



like our baby was doing his or her best to play catch up. Neither
of us had a due date, since pregnancies like ours weren’t exactly
precedented, and that was saying a lot because Doc is a five-hun-
dred-year-old witch-doctor. Doc had no way to really estimate
how long the gestation period would actually last.

The female looked exactly like Grace Jones, even sounded
like her, but you’d better not tell her that. For some reason it was
a sore subject to her. I had no clue as to why. Grace Jones was
one human female who seemed to never age a day and only grew
more beautiful with time. Anyway, I felt bad for her, because Tia
and I weren’t the only ones expecting hybrids. Two of the guards
were also pregnant; a werewolf who was mated to a sorcerer, and
a siren mated to a wizard. Dad didn’t discriminate against who
he allowed in the guard. Most of the other factions were usual-
ly the peaceful type, and didn’t have guards like we did, or just
didn’t see the necessity of it. But there were few in all factions
who felt the call to fight, so they came to us. As long as they were
able to hold their own and remained loyal, they were allowed to
join.

Rumor had it that there were at least twenty more hybrid
pregnancies abroad, some mated couples, some from random
trysts. The random trysts were truly rare since some factions, like
female vampires, couldn’t even conceive until they found their
mate. Others usually spelled themselves against pregnancy. Plus,
we didn’t populate as frequently as humans did. We already knew
one Rasputin was behind Tialanna’s pregnancy. Right then I be-
gan to wonder if one or more of them might have been behind
the others as well. I said as much to Doc when she finally called
us in for our turn.
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Her hands paused right above my bared abdomen as she
seemed to give my statement some thought, before responding
in that smoky, alto voice of hers, “Well, that would explain a
lot. But what proof do you have of this?” Doc looked at me ex-
pectantly, but when I remained silent, she continued, “It is on-
ly speculation that you have. Until you have more, let’s put this
conversation on pause.”

Even though this entire wing of the castle was set up prac-
tically identical to that of a human hospital, there were major
differences in how practices were carried out. I’m not sure how
a hospital smells, but our medical wing smelled of fresh healing
and medicinal herb and fresh earth in addition to soothing and
calming aromas. There was also no incessant beeping of ma-
chines: no need for them.

“Okay, let us see what your little one is doing.” Then mum-
bling a few words under her breath, Doc placed one hand over
my womb and the other right above my forehead so that I could
also see the baby as she and Kierra looked on.

The skin on my entire stomach became translucent so that
we all could see what finally looked like a real baby. Kierra
squeezed my hand a little tighter, then breathed a sigh of relief
as we watched the baby move about, healthily. One would think
Kierra would grow more relieved and relaxed with each visit, but
instead she seemed to become more nervous. Per usual came her
normal litany of questions, “Is the baby really okay? Is all this
fighting causing too much stress? Is it a him or a her, can you tell
yet? Can you tell which traits yet?”

“Kierra, child, you calm down before you start hyperventi-
lating and pass on out.” Doc chastised Kierra. “And if someone
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walks in to see you’ve sprouted a pair of horns and a dick, I will
leave that up to you to explain.”

While I was busy laughing at Kierra, one of the shrunken
heads hanging from the rope on Doc’s neck swung down and bit
the inside of my elbow to collect a blood sample. I felt a cold
draft as her hands and magick left from above both my face and
abdomen.

Doc adjusted her long skirts as she scooted back a little on
her stool and grabbed her chart. She never actually wrote any-
thing on it, said something about holding it helped her to re-
member everything about each visit. To each her own, I say. Her
tiny assistant, the shrunken head, must have finished analyzing
my blood since the first thing she said was, “Anya, you must feed
more frequently. You might be more vampire than witch, but
this little one is not. We want a fat baby, not a little skinny thing.
Otherwise, the child is healthy, though it is still deciding if it
wants to be boy or a girl. Far as specific faction traits go, I cannot
tell just yet.”

I sat up as soon as Doc was done. I hated just laying down flat
on my back; unless Kierra was on top. “What about Tia’s baby?
She said you already felt all types of magic flowing off it.”

“You know the situation surrounding your sister’s concep-
tion. It was not completely natural. Neither is that baby. It is as if
she was engineered to be a non-thinking weapon.” Her worried
look turned to a smile as she continued, “Yours is a natural one.
I am much more concerned about Papa than I am about it.” Doc
walked over to where Kierra was pacing, forcing said pacing to
stop mid-step, “You are going to make a wonderful father, and a
glorious mother. You will be whatever the child needs you to be.
Now stop worrying overmuch, before everyone both inside and
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outside of his castle knows your truth. The day will come when it
can be known, but it is not here just yet.”

Kierra took a deep breath then and focused until she was
back in her female form. Good thing her big tits were just about
as large as her broad male chest. And that she wore a way too
big T-shirt that came about mid-thigh, because her pants did not
survive. She noticed too when she caught my line of sight, and
just said, “Maybe nobody’ll notice?”

“You know something we don’t know, Doc?” It sure sounded
like she did.

She turned her focus back on me then, “Of course I do. I am
old. Change is in the air. It is time for the younger ones to take
over and rule and us old ones to just sit back and guide.” Doc
paused then added. “That is, all but that fool Sundiata.”

“Doc, I know no one can flash in here, but what about out?”
The medical rooms were a no-flash zone for privacy reasons. But
I’d never tried flashing out of one before.

“Go ahead,” was her response after truly looking at Kierra’s
state of undress.

“One more thing,” I said with an innocent smile, since I
knew I was starting to get on her nerves, “Can you tell Tia we
just wanted to hurry and start getting ready for the Accords?”

“Just go, Anya.”

“DAMN.” WAS THE FIRST word that popped out of my
mouth once Kierra walked out of the bedroom. “You’re breath-
taking. How about we just skip these Accords and have our own
private celebration instead?” I asked as I closed the small distance
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between us, took her hand, then twirled her around so that I
could take in the full effect.

The pair of pants she wore had pleated legs so large that at
first glance it appeared to be a skirt, topped with a form-fitting,
sleeveless top that was more like a dress vest. Her wavy raven
hair fell over her shoulders, with one side cascading down her
face. She even wore makeup, a rarity for Kierra; her eyes a smoky
shade of charcoal and grey, and lips that were truly blood-rouge,
not some shocking bright red.

A sleek grin spread across her perfectly plump lips. “If a pri-
vate party means also keeping you from the Summit afterwards,
I’m all game.” When she looked at me expectantly and I gave no
response, she gave a defeated sigh. Kierra placed both her hands
on my belly, “Seems like this little one is preparing for a fight too
with all the somersaults he, or she, is doing in there. Are you ab-
solutely one hundred percent positive that inner shield will keep
the baby safe?”

Both Tia and I had had dresses made with inlaid shields to
ensure the babies were protected; the alchemists had made the
material, which was flawless, while the brownies had created the
most beautiful designs. Just like me and Tia, both dresses were
practically identical, except for the colors; hers the color of her
flaming red hair, mine just as platinum as my own hair. Oh, and
Tia’s was flame proof like all her clothes, just in case. The gos-
samer silk was threaded throughout with intricate designs with
a form-fitting heart-shaped top, and a loose fitting, floor-length
bottom in the back while knee-length in the front. The protec-
tive material felt like a second skin.

I had my hair pinned into a perfect bun on the top of my
head. Well, it was perfect before Kierra brought her hands down
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to pull out a few strands to frame my face with. “Much better,”
she said, right before lifting me up to set me onto the back of the
couch with her standing in between my legs. Kierra glided her
large, smooth hands up my outer thighs, leaving a heated trail in
their wake. Grabbing both hips, she pulled me flush against her,
then bent her head down until her lips met mine in a tender, se-
ductive kiss while continuing to creep one hand up and over un-
til her fingers met my already wet and bare folds. Kierra growled
low in her throat and deepened the kiss when she felt her trea-
sure right there for the taking with nothing to block her way,
then delved two long, thick fingers deep inside.

Breaking the kiss, I grazed my fangs along her neck until I
reached her ear, then whispered in a husky tone, “As much as
I’d love to continue, I know damn well what you’re up to. Now,
kindly remove your fingers, my love, so that we can fix our lip-
stick that I’m more than sure is smeared all over the place.” I
moaned as she withdrew her fingers and stepped back with a dis-
gruntled sigh. “We’ll have plenty of time to play later. Right now,
we have somewhere we need to be.”

THE ACCORDS WAS THE biggest party thrown by my fa-
ther for all the ruling families in Underlayes. Though, if you
asked me, it was more like a high-class fashion show than any-
thing else. It took place only once every decade, right before the
Summit. If they had to be forced to get together with beings they
would probably never have interacted with otherwise, they felt
they might as well do so in a lighter, more relaxed environment
than a boring, stuffy old boardroom.
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Politics here had always been a lot different from those of hu-
mans. There were no battles for things as frivolous as gas, mon-
ey, or lands. No, things were far simpler here. Everything was
done using the barter system. The more you did, the more you re-
ceived; favor for favor. The Summit was mainly to reassure every-
one that every faction was doing their part in maintaining Un-
derlayes; ensuring portals remained protected, no new ones had
been made, no faction was being ostracized. Since so many fac-
tions had allied themselves with my dad, most of the delegating
was on him. See, my dad only barked when he needed to, and
had the bite to back it up. Just ask Grimm.

Not only had Grimm betrayed my father, but he had also be-
trayed Tia, though, she was more forgiving than Dad, for some
unknown reason. I still couldn’t understand why she was still so
much in love with the fucker. He wasn’t her mate. She had two
of those. But she had always been more witch than vampire, so I
guess that had something to do with it. Dad still had him locked
up, tortured on a daily basis. Whenever Tia would ask him about
Grimm’s whereabouts, he’d either change the subject, or conve-
niently get called away.

I knew where Grimm was. There was only one place he could
be. I’d tell her, eventually. Let’s just say I get my forgiving streak
from our father. His is practically non-existent.

We were standing in front of the Hall of Sanctuary, which
stood directly in the middle of Underlayes. Still waiting for the
others to flash in so we all could walk in together, Kierra mum-
bled, “It’s supposed to be two more years before we have to at-
tend this thing.”

“You know better than most why Dad called for an earlier
gathering. He wants to make things official when he sends us in
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to help Elyssia take her rightful place on that throne.” I had bare-
ly finished that statement when Tia, Bran, Chandler, and Elyssia
flashed beside us.

The looks of shock and awe on Tia and Elyssia’s faces were
priceless. “Wow. I’ve been coming here so long, I forgot the ef-
fect it has that first time you see it,” I said aloud to no one in par-
ticular. Dad, Darvyn, Racquell, and the triplets flashed in next.
Dad caught the look on Tialanna’s face, and I saw a mixture of
emotions come over him as he watched her take it all in. As a
blood tear ran down his face, I thought about all the time he had
missed with her. Kierra must have felt the same sentiment, be-
cause she placed her hand on my belly, right on top of our baby.

It was the look on Darvyn’s face as he looked at Elyssia that
brought more than a few questions to mind. No visions—for
whatever reason I hadn’t had any at all since the one I saw of be-
ing pregnant. There was no mistaking the look of longing and
something close to worship in those silver eyes of his, one that I
never saw him give to his own mate. Granted, Elyssia cleaned up
very well, the frosted blue ball gown was the perfect contrast to
her mahogany skin tone, with intricate designs that seemed like
ice crystals shimmering in the moonlight. She looked like a true
queen.

“Are you seeing what I’m seeing?” Kierra whispered in my
ear. While I had been watching Darvyn, she had been watching
Racquell’s reaction. And she was looking at Elyssia as if she want-
ed to rip her throat out and seemed to be turning a shade greener
by the second. “I keep telling you I don’t trust her. Jealousy has
no part in a Fated pair. Unless fate was manipulated somehow.”

“We’ve got enough drama going on right now without
adding that theory onto the plate, was my response to that mat-
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ter right as the last of our entourage arrived. I just about swal-
lowed my own tongue when I saw who Grandma-ma was stand-
ing arm and arm with. Hel, it shocked everybody out of their stu-
por as we all said in astonishment, thinking maybe we’d all gone
temporarily insane, “Aunt Hildegard.”

“Shut your traps. I having lucid day of year. I behave.” The
last bit of broken English was said with a grin so sinister and
full of fangs that I doubted we had the same idea of what behave
should entail.

The Hall of Sanctuary was truly a majestic sight to behold,
even from the outside, a large white cathedral with lights sur-
rounding the entire building. There were small sculptures of all
the Gods and Goddesses lining the base of the roof. Golden
vines stretched around the entire circumference that seemed to
come to life the longer one stared at them.

We all approached the enormous wooden and gold inlaid
doors, with Tialanna, Elyssia, and I taking the lead. Even though
all of us were dressed to impress, it was our dresses that stood
out the most. Once we walked through those double doors our
dresses came to life. Flames rose from the trail of Tia’s; water
seemed to cascade in shimmering waves from the bottom of
Elyssia’s bodice trailing down the skirts, while a gentle breeze
came from the ends of my dress, and it seemed to float on the
winds.

Quite a few stopped to applaud at our entrance, which made
Tia blush and ask me, “Why are they clapping?”

“We just won the unofficial best-dressed contest,” I replied
with a small laugh. I’ll never forget the surprise and wonderment
in their eyes. And it was quite possibly the longest that Elyssia
had ever remained silent.
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“I can’t believe we’d never even heard about the Accords be-
fore.”

“Yeah, well, you’re here now. So, enjoy it. Most of the other
factions just assumed all witches thought they were too good to
take part. Time for all of that to change.” In truth it was Sundiata
who believed he was too good and banned his people from tak-
ing part. Mixing with other factions was beneath them. But that
did make it so that I was free to come without anyone question-
ing how much Tia and I looked alike. The few witches who did
attend were those that had defected.

Fountains of blood champagne, and elixirs of all sorts were
arranged on the tables along the walls, as were entrees of all vari-
eties to suit everyone’s palate. No donors were on the actual ta-
bles, but there were plenty walking around with their necks and
wrists fully exposed for consumption.

There were even small built-in pools for the younger mer-
maids that were in attendance, since they didn’t have the ability
to walk on dry land until well after puberty. But all the younger
ones stopped their play once Elyssia had walked in, their atten-
tion rapt on her. Even the water nymphs seemed to be mesmer-
ized by her appearance, just as the dragon shifters and the few
phoenix guardians still in existence gazed in worshipful awe at
Tialanna. Neither Elyssia nor Tialanna even seemed to notice. I
was just glad all eyes were not on me.

Oh, I got plenty of attention as glances along with the col-
lective whispers landed on all three of us together. The hero wor-
ship, however, was directed towards my sisters.

Music was already playing, but the dancing hadn’t started
just yet. But, that wasn’t the case for long. Once the last of the
attendees arrived, the Viennese Waltz began. This was always the
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first dance of the evening as the changing of partners made it a
more comfortable way to break the ice with everyone. And a lot
of fun.

As we twirled along, dancing, laughing, and mingling, the
atmosphere became one of camaraderie. Even my two-left-feet
demonic angel was smiling as she swung from one partner to the
next. It was fun watching her blush each time a nymph flirted
with her. And the way the lights from the hanging chandeliers
made her hair shimmer...

“Well, fancy meeting you here,” Tia said in a horrible imita-
tion of an accent. We laughed together as we were each other’s
last partner for the dance.

“I’d twirl you around and dip you, but I don’t think either of
our bellies would like that.”

“Awe, come on, at least give me a kiss, sis.” Tia couldn’t keep
a straight face as she said that.

We were still laughing at her lame-ass joke that rocked us
so hard both Tia and I might have fallen over if our perspective
mates hadn’t been there to right us.

“Go ahead, Chandler, tell me it isn’t an earthquake this time
either,” Tia said to her salt-and-pepper-haired vampire mate.

“Right, love, it isn’t. I also doubt it’s a summoning of any
sort,” Chandler replied while looking meaningfully at Bran, “But
it is some sort of magic.”

“That’s what I’ve been wanting to tell everybody, but there
was never really a good time to do it. Not like it’s an easy subject
to approach, but I shoulda just came out and said something
anyway.” Elyssia’s mouth was going a mile a minute, and tears
streamed down her face as she looked over at everyone. Her gaze
landed on Darvyn. “Someone in here is using earth magic right
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now to break down the wards. That someone has probably also
been breaking down the wards at the castle also. I didn’t wan-
na say anything because part of me wanted to be wrong for your
kids’ sake. But, the amount of magic pouring off her in waves is
unmistakable and I’m just surprised that no one ever felt any of
it. But, then again, she doesn’t really mingle with anybody, and
vampires don’t have the same sense for magic as a witch does—”

“Elyssia!” we all shouted at her to get to the point.
“That bitch you think is your fated mate is an elemental

witch.” She hiccup-cried before she continued, “She’s just wear-
ing some of Racquell’s skin, and a whole lot of glamour. I wasn’t
for sure until tonight when I saw a glimpse of the real her. No, I
don’t know exactly how long it’s been going on. Yours and your
girls’ Racquell is gone.”

Darvyn looked lost. The thought of not just his mate, but the
mother of his children being gone, and him not even realizing it
for any amount of time, had to have been devastating.

Kierra made a move to touch his arm, and he jerked away
with a vacant look in his eyes. “She’s telling the truth.”

Darvyn knew that she truly was a walking, talking lie detec-
tor. That didn’t make it any easier for him to take in. My heart
sank for him, and those girls. Unfortunately, we didn’t have time
for sentiments or comfort right then. Dad knew that too. He
came over and told my brother, “Find the girls and get them out
of here. We’ll figure everything else out later.”

With a desolate look on his face, and in a deadpan tone,
Darvyn said, “Find that bitch and rip her to shreds,” then raced
off to do as Dad said.
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Sensing that something was wrong, the gentler, non-violent
factions began gathering their young ones and racing towards the
door, wanting no part of any conflict. But they were too late.

Witches loyal to Sundiata began flashing in throughout the
sanctified cathedral, the wards meant to keep everyone safe gone
and broken. One of the witches placed some sort of shield across
the doors, hindering the escape of those without the ability to
flash.

While Dad began giving out orders to the guard to protect
those that couldn’t protect themselves, and to get them to safety,
Tia began handing out orders to all of us. “Anya, find that Rocky
wannabe bitch. She’ll be outside somewhere grounding herself in
fresh soil. We’ll be here to ensure Elyssia has a fair fight with who
we all know is about to make a grand entrance.” Once she’d said
that, her eyes went wide as saucers. I followed her line of sight
and saw why as she said, “Looks like Aunt Hildegard is already
on it.”

Our lovely, usually catatonic/schizophrenic, basically bat-
shit-crazy great-great-aunt was taking out witches as they flashed
in, midair. One had just flashed in, and Hildegard was just sud-
denly there. She latched on to the witch’s back and sank her fangs
into her neck. Once she had her fill, she ripped the witch’s head
clean off and moved on to the next. “Well, guess y’all have this
area covered.” I grabbed Kierra’s hand. “Come on, babe, time for
us to do our part and find the one who opened the way for these
party crashers.”

Right by the doors, the only way I could truly describe that
scene was in one word, clusterfuck. But the terrified looks on
those gentler factions’ faces, especially the mermaids holding
their children in their arms with their tiny tails flapping in panic?
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Those looks had my fangs enlarging and my winds lifting me off
the ground. Kierra’s claws sprang out, and I hoped with all the
confusion no one noticed, or saw her horns. It was one thing
coming after us—we could hold our own. But to go after factions
that couldn’t?

As much as I wanted to get a hold of the witch bitch holding
up the forcefield so that no one could walk out of the doors, I
had to let Kierra do the latter, so I could rip it apart and set these
beings free. I couldn’t just wait and hope that the witch’s magic
would just dissipate with her death. Some spells were triggered
to become that much stronger if the witch were to die. And with
the sort of luck my family seemed to be having, smudge that. I
wasn’t taking any chances.

I pulled all the wind that I could from every crevice and seam
throughout the entire building, but it wasn’t enough. Feeling my
need, the windows began to crack as the wind did its best to rush
to my call. From the corner of my eye, I saw that Kierra was play-
ing a game of cat and mouse with the offending witch; anytime
she was close enough to pounce, the witch would flash away.

I looked over and saw one of the selkie children turning a
sickening color from being out of water too long. The small carri-
er he had been brought in had probably been destroyed in all the
confusion. So I reached and pulled as hard as I possibly could.
The windows shattered and imploded as the wind rushed to my
aide, unfortunately bringing several glass shards with it that cut
into the exposed skin on the backs of my arms and back. Ignor-
ing that pain, I guided the winds towards the shields holding the
doors closed. A gasp came from the witch as her forcefield began
to crack, and that temporary distraction was all Kierra needed to
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latch on to her, as evidenced by the sweet sound of the witch’s
flesh being torn into.

That satisfying sound helped me to reach down that much
further within myself and trust in the winds that my mother had
gifted me with. I slammed through that forcefield so hard that it
not only cracked but splintered apart right along with the wood
of the doors.

The water factions sprinted as fast as I had ever seen any of
them move, frantic to get their children back to water. I grabbed
a wood nymph just as he was getting to run through the doors
with the others. “I know you’re probably scared shitless right
now, but please help me find the bitch that helped all this to hap-
pen.” He hesitated, his flight instinct clearly kicking in high gear.
“All I need you to do is point in whatever direction you feel the
ground being used.”

His decision was made when Kierra walked over and placed
a protective, yet bloody, clawed hand on my protruding belly,
and said, “Please.”

“Come on,” he said with a resigned sigh that spoke volumes
as to just how little he wanted to be involved.

Once we’d made our way outside, the nymph hurried along
to the first tree he saw, a small spruce that sat on the lawn not too
far from the entrance. “Over there.” He pointed. “The side of the
Hall, not too far from here.”

I started to race on over to the aforementioned area, but
Kierra stopped me. “Anya, she might be too weak to flash, but
she might not. Let’s not give her that chance.”

As stealthily as we could, we crept around to where the witch
was, doing our best to walk amongst the crowd of factions that
were fleeing, to go unnoticed.
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“You really don’t know how to sneak up on anyone, do you?”
was the greeting we were met with once within ten feet of the
Racquell wannabe. “But don’t worry. I’m too weak to flash.”

“Well, I never said stealth was my strong suit.”
“Neither was smarts,” she said, right before doing the last

thing either of us expected her to do. She turned around with a
gun in her hand and shot me, in the head.

My last words before I blacked out were, “Who the fuck
brings a gun to a witch fight?”
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Chapter 6

G etting shot in the head has got to be one of the worst expe-
riences anyone could possibly go through. Not that most

would have lived to tell that tale. At least me being a witch and a
vampire allowed me to survive such a thing. But, I sure as shit
wasn’t able to just pop right back up as if nothing had ever hap-
pened. Lucky for me the bullet had gone straight through, and it
wasn’t made of wood. The fact that it had gone through an organ
as vital as my brain slowed down the healing process that much
more.

That being said, after using up as much magick as I just had,
I should have been in coma for a couple of centuries. Me surviv-
ing the whole ordeal seemed like a longshot. But my beautiful
demonic angel seemed to know just what to do.

Kierra broke every limb in that imposter’s body in her rage
over seeing me go down like a fallen tree, a detail I would later
learn. She dragged her over to my barely alive body then shoved
the witch’s neck in my mouth and onto my fangs. Those first
few drops of blood weren’t enough to revive me, but they were
enough to trigger a dormant power deep inside that I’d never
known was there. As I began to pull from her vein in earnest, it
was more than just blood that I consumed. I placed my hands
on the broken body atop of me and began stripping away her life
force. At that moment I had two realizations; one, my mother’s
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line were not just elemental witches but also stole one’s life force,
and two, that’s how they’d ruled as long as they had, and proba-
bly why they’d been practically exterminated.

I could feel her life force melding with and revitalizing my
own. Not only was the hole in my head mending, but even the
shards of glass in my back and arms pushed out as the cuts
closed and healed. It was both exhilarating and excruciating all
the same. I sat up, taking her broken-ragdoll body with me.

Once I’d drained everything that body had to offer, I threw
it aside.

Before the body had even grazed the ground, Kierra was
yanking me up to pull me tight into her bosom. “You have got
to stop doing shit like that, Anya. What part of ‘I can’t lose you’
don’t you understand?”

It was then that I noticed something I wouldn’t have be-
lieved had I not seen it with my own two eyes. “Are you crying?”

Kierra stepped back and rubbed at her eyes with the backs of
her hands. “No, I’m not. Must have just got some dirt or blood
in it, that’s all.”

“Uh-huh, yeah.” I took one step and almost landed flat on
my face. My head felt the size of three bowling balls, and every
limb felt as heavy as a five-hundred-pound weight.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Kierra asked in a tone
that was very much the opposite of happy as she bent down and
swooped me up in her arms.

“We need to get back in there.”
“They can handle whatever is going on in there on their own.

You need to get home and worry about you and our baby.” Kier-
ra growled in frustration. “I don’t say much, especially when it
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comes to you making your own damn decisions, but come on,
Anya. I just almost lost the both of you with one shot.”

“I get it, I do. I just need to see that they’re okay first. Please.”
I knew I had won by her answering growl.

“Fine, but we’re doing this my way.” After looking around
and making sure no one was looking, Kierra allowed her leathery
black wings to unfold and flew us up to the roof. With all the
windows having been busted out thanks to little old me, we had a
clear view of what was going on inside. Or more accurately, what
had already taken place.

There were more bodies on the floor than I liked, seeing as
how some were not only our guards but others that had had
nothing to do with this fight whatsoever. I caught sight of Tia.
She didn’t look too worse for wear, just a few scrapes, cuts, and
bruises. She must have felt my gaze on her, because she looked up
and winked at me, to let me know it was done and over and they
were okay. It’s amazing how much one wink can convey among
twins.

The sight that stunned me the most wasn’t Sundiata’s head-
less corpse, but Elyssia standing directly above it with a sword
made of ice and coated in blood. She had a haunted and vacant
look in her eyes, but she’d be okay. We’d make sure of that.

“Take me home,” I said to Kierra, then promptly passed out
in her arms.
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Chapter 7

There’s nothing like waking up and finding out you’ve been
asleep for more than a couple of months...

“Kierra, I love you more than the moons and stars, but your
snoring is loud enough to wake the dead.” I said groggily, my
voice sounding as if it hadn’t been used in days. “Like, seriously,
you could give the necromancers a run for their money. Umph.”
I had barely even opened my eyes before Kierra sat up straight
in the bed, scooped me up, put me in her lap and was planting
kisses all over my face. I laughed a bit at all the affection, “Okay,
okay. What’s with you? Yes, I had a near death last night, but I’m
okay now.”

She pulled back a bit to look me dead in the face, the look
she gave me said she thought I’d lost my damn mind, “Last
night? You’ve pretty much been in a friggin coma for months!”

“What?” The baby answered that question by giving a large
kick that forced me to look down, “Whoa,” was the only word
that came to me when I looked at the stomach that had grown
twice as large since the last time I’d seen it. Which had me in a
panic. “What about the baby? If I’ve been out for this long, it
certainly can’t be good for him? How was he even getting any nu-
trients? Any blood?”

“Anya, stop. That little shit kicker is just fine.”
“How?”
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“I can barely explain it.” But Kierra tried her best to anyway.
“I don’t know if it was your motherly instinct kicking into high
gear, or the baby somehow took control”—she placed her hand
on where the baby was kicking—“and was trying to take care of
you. One day you just got up, guess you could say you were sleep
walking. You didn’t speak to anyone, just went to get you some
food from the kitchen, and from there to take some blood form a
donor. You even went to the bathroom. After that, you just went
straight back to bed. When you kept doing it at least once a day,
I started keeping the mini kitchen up here stocked, and a donor
in our sitting room on stand-by. Baby, I really don’t even care
whether it was the baby that kept you healthy, or somehow you
yourself. I’m glad you’re both okay.”

She grabbed me then, just held me tightly, burying my face
into her bosom and her face into my hair. We stayed like that for
a long while until I finally nudged at her to let up. I had a lot of
questions that I needed to ask her. “As much as I’d love to just
lie here with you and pretend the outside world doesn’t even ex-
ist, with all that was going on before, I can’t. Is Elyssia okay? Did
she take her seat on the throne? How many of our numbers were
hurt—did anyone not make it out alive? Did they go ahead with
the Summit? What about—”

“Whoa, slow down. You keep rambling out questions like
that, and I’m going to be wondering if your little sister is the
one sitting here.” Kierra tucked a few strands of my platinum
hair behind my ear, “Well, turned out Elyssia is a lot stronger
than anyone gave her credit for, including the former king. His
plan was to separate the three of you so that she would be easy
pickings. That totally backfired on him. With you out of sight,
she thought something may have been wrong. Then he made the

HYBRIDS 49



huge mistake of going after Tia. One slice was all it took, and ba-
by girl straight snapped. She gathered the sweat beads on Sundi-
ata’s hands and boiled the skin off them. Then turned the fluid in
his body to well below freezing, which pretty much incapacitat-
ed him. And that ice sword you saw before you passed out? She
manifested that from outta nowhere.”

“Wow.” Was all I could say after blinking several times.
“What about—”

“She’s still here, though she does go back to the castle on
and off. Crissianna has been helping the most on that end. Being
there as long as she had in her panther form, she pretty much
learned everyone’s secrets; who was truly loyal to Sundiata, who
wanted things to change and all that. Enough to get the house in
order. Elyssia is just having a real hard time right now. Not on-
ly has she lost both her parents, but being forced to kill one of
them?”

“But did—”
“The Summit?” That wasn’t what I was about to ask about,

but I just let her go ahead. “Another shit fest. There was a
prophecy about Tia, only the ‘warrior by her side bit’, was refer-
ring to her twin, you. Like Doc said, the older ones are ready to
step down and enjoy life. Like how your Grandma-ma had left
ruling the vampires to your Dad. It’ll still be business as usual,
with final say going to Tialanna, in the same impromptu way it
went to your Dad. Some of the other factions will hand over the
reins to ones under themselves, the ones ready anyhow.”

“What about Grimm?” I asked in a rush so that she wouldn’t
interrupt me again answering the wrong question.

“What about ’im?”
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“Oh my Goddess female!” She had the nerve to look like I
was overreacting, “Why didn’t you tell Tia where he is? I told
you I was going to tell her that night!”

“Well, excuse me for having things on my mind other than
that asshole werewolf. I don’t like talking to others on a regular
basis.”

“Ugh!” I had every intention of jumping down off her lap
to storm away. Instead I slid down and landed on my butt. “Is
there some reason in particular that my legs are now as weak as
spaghetti, but they were working perfectly fine when I was in a
friggin coma?”

“YOU KNEW WHERE HE WAS all this time?! What the
fuck is it with this family?!” Tia was so angry I thought for sure
her hair was about to go up in flames.

“Back that train right on up, sis. We never lied to you.” She
was about to protest, then thought better of it. “Um hmm, that’s
right. You never once asked me where Grimm was. And Dad had
no gumption about telling you he wasn’t telling you the first time
you asked. And every time after that he either changed the sub-
ject or flashed off.” When she still just stood there with her hands
on her widened hips and gave me a seething look, I continued.
“I know you were more witch than vampire for a long time, but
when it comes to this, you’re almost acting human. That wolf
betrayed Dad, and in turn hurt you. He more than deserved to
be punished. If it wasn’t for the love you still have for him, he
wouldn’t be alive.”
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Tia rolled her eyes and held her hand out for mine. “Just
flash us to where he is. If it’s close enough, the guys can flash right
behind us.”

“About that. I’m still a little too weak to flash, and Kierra
can’t flash us both. So we’re walking it.”

She looked down at her feet, then at mine. “You realize our
feet look like some sort of balloon animals, right?”

The fact that she was right made that non-joke even funnier.
About an hour later, we finally made it down to our destina-

tion. There was a hidden room in the tunnels of the castle that
unless you’d been there before, you wouldn’t be able to flash to.
No big deal since any enemies brought down here did not live
to tell about it. It was made for nothing but torture. It didn’t get
used all that often, only when necessary. Oh. And it was com-
pletely soundproof, so no screams were ever heard.

Before we even walked in, I’m sure all of Underlayes heard
Tia scream, “Dad!”

Grimm didn’t look that bad. He was only missing a few lay-
ers of skin, slightly disemboweled, and bare-butt-naked with a
slice covering darn near every inch of him. At least he still had all
his limbs and digits intact. I’d seen Dad do a lot worse. He had
been holding back on Grimm.

“Awe, so you found him.” He flashed in as soon as she called
out. “Yes, you can have him back now, as a pet perhaps.”

She was just about to lay into him—it was written all over
her face—but something else just as dramatic happened instead.
Her water broke, and so did mine.
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Chapter 8

The crap fest began after that.
Dad said to Tia, “Hold that thought until my grandba-

by gets here healthy and okay. I’ll get him all cleaned up and
healed, mostly.”

Then Kierra scooped me up, and either Bran or Chandler
picked up Tia, and we flashed off to the medical wing. Once we
were in the waiting area, all three of them screamed, “Doc!”

“What is all this commotion about?” Doc said as she
stormed out of her office. After taking a look at all of us, she
whispered more than a few words in Zwahili. While she was still
in the process of speaking, her entire body and the clinic itself
began to vibrate. First there was only one Doc, and then she
somehow split off and became two. “Follow me,” said both Docs,
and we did just that.

Doc wasn’t the only thing that had doubled—so had her en-
tire examination room. Once both Tia and I were laid down on
our own perspective tables, she asked us, “Have you had any con-
tractions?”

Just when I was getting ready to say no, both of us screamed
out. That excruciating pain that everyone talks about when it
comes to childbirth had begun.
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Doc moved down to examine the both of us, only to lift her
heads and say in a none-too-happy tone, “Can your family do
nothing like normal? Already you both dilate to eight.”

“Kierra? Hand me that little box right there.” Giving me a
look that said she thought I was nuts, she did it anyway. I added,
“Now move out of my way.” Once she moved over to my other
side, I threw the box at Tia’s big head, “This is all your fault! I
shouldn’t even be due yet!”

She hurled the same box right back at me, “Not my problem
your baby decided to be a damn copycat! And yours is part an-
gel—don’t get much more human than that!”

“Jerk!”
“Bitch!”
“Bighead!”
“Asswipe!”
“Aaaaaah!” We both screamed as another contraction came

hard and fast. “Tia, I am so not ready for this.”
“Anya, I don’t think any of us are.” Bran and Chandler start-

ed to give her some sort of pep talk.
Kierra did the same for me, “Just breathe, baby. We got this.

You’re going to be the best mom in all the realms. All you need
to do is get this kid here.”

“We’re not even ready yet. Where’s he gonna sleep? What’s
he gonna wear?” I was genuinely starting to panic. “And isn’t it
way too early?”

“Too early? When have we done anything normal anyway?
Most dads just have to worry about building a crib and all that
good stuff. Me? I had to worry about that plus you being in con-
stant danger with witches being sent after you and your sisters.
On top of you getting shot in the head.” Kierra laughed a little
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nervously then, “So what if he’s early. He’s going to be perfectly
fine.”

I was going to say something genuinely sincere. Instead,
when I opened my mouth all that came out was another scream.

“Wow, I thought all that screaming and stuff only happened
in the movies,” Elyssia said as she walked in. “Your dad sent me
down here. Said I was about to officially become an aunt.”

“Just in time,” Doc said. “Everyone, grab a thigh. These ba-
bies are coming.”

Several pushes, and threats of castration if Kierra turned
into a male again later, and I had a bouncing baby boy lying on
my chest. A mucus, slimy, bloody, gooey, squirmy bundle of joy
that went from chocolate brown to milky white every time he
sneezed. And yes, he had my fangs.

Even though I had just been asleep for months, I was sudden-
ly exhausted. Having a baby is hard, exhausting work. So before
I had a chance to ask about Tia, I looked over at Kierra as she
stared down in wonder at our son, and fell fast asleep.

WHEN I WOKE UP AGAIN this time, I actually took the
time to look around the room. Kierra had been busy while I was
healing. Half of our overlarge bedroom had been transformed
into a nursery, complete with crib, changing table, an additional
dresser. She had even painted tiny vampires, demons, and angels
on that side of the room. It was beautiful.

But what was even more amazing was the father and son sit-
ting in the rocking chair in the corner. No, Kierra wasn’t in her
male form, but that didn’t matter. Regardless of what form she
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was in, she was that boy’s father in every way, shape, and form.
And they were both my everything.

And we lived happily ever after, for a while...
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Still hungry for more?
Here’s a chapter from another erotic story from the world of

Underlayes.
The Succubus, the Witch and the Vampire

Chapter 1
Birthday Wishes

I awoke with a start, gasping for air. Considering the
situation, I’m surprised I didn’t come to and start
screaming my head off like a banshee. Oh, I also woke
up not knowing where the Hel I was, or how I got
there. Some birthday this was turning out to be.

See, I went to bed like any other normal twenty-four-
year-old. I was turning twenty-five, would be able to
drink, legally anyway, and had finally saved up enough
to move out on my own. I even went to bed early be-
cause my girls and I were supposed to celebrate all
day and all night. The celebration was to include get-
ting rid of my virginity. Growing up in a house full
of orphaned witches, vampires, werewolves and other
types of shifters did not make a dating life easy, believe
me.

Well, one thing’s for certain, I no longer had to worry
about losing my virginity. Oh stuff it! You stuff it.
You’re the one who got us into this mess! Well, argu-
ing with you isn’t gonna help us remember jack!

Great, I was having a mental battle with myself; that’ll
really help me figure out what the fuck happened.
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First thing I did was take in my surroundings, eh? I
was stark-bootie-butt-naked besides some damn col-
lar on my neck, in a huge bed with three just-as-naked
men with collars on their necks. Thankfully they’re
still blissfully sleeping. Thank Goddess for small fa-
vors. Hopefully, I could figure this out before they
woke-up. And from the smell of things, I’d better act
fast. I could smell shifter, vampire, and holy shit! A
damn demon?

Hookay, Jelissa, let’s pull it together. The only thing I
was missing, as of right now, was any memory of last
night. Well, that and my damn clothes. Time to an-
swer the question I’ve been dreading—did I still have
any powers? Screwed up as they may be, anything was
better than nothing at this point.

See, I’m a witch. Well actually, I’m more than that,
but that’s all the orphanage seers could see clearly
when I was brought to them as an infant. That, and
the fact I was pretty much a mutt. They ended up hav-
ing me sniffed out to try and figure out what I was.
All that concluded was I have four different blood-
lines within me. Talk about multiracial. The orphan-
age wasn’t an uncommon place for something like
that. It was pretty much what made up the whole
place, unwanted cross-breeds, misfits, or true orphans
whose parents have passed on. Well, okay, there were
usually only two things kids were cross-bred with, not
four, and the seers usually had no problem figuring
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out what those were. Guess I was just special. So, I be-
came a great guessing game, and the seers were bid-
ing their time waiting to see what powers, if any, I de-
veloped. So far, I had the ability to call insects, which
came in quite handy in school, and some telekinesis (I
say some ’cause if I got too upset, I blew up whatever
I was trying to move), which would come in handy
right about now.

I tried to use magick to open the door, not wanting
to wake up any of the sleeping-beauties at my side if
I didn’t have to, since I didn’t know yet if they were
as innocent in all of this as I was just yet. But it must
have been locked from the outside. Next, I focused on
the lock itself, whether it unlocked or would simply
blow up, who the Hel cared, as long as it opened. So,
I focused, and focused some more, and the only result
I got was a little dizziness, and went cross-eyed and
nauseous in the process.

“Damnit,” I muttered.

Maybe I could do a past visualization. If I couldn’t get
out, maybe I could at the very least figure out how I’d
gotten there in the first place. A prayer to my Goddess
that nothing else happened while I was in a trance was
probably in order first though.

As above so below, I began chanting, show me the events
I need to know. I let go of all and any other thoughts.
As above, so below, show me the events I need to know.
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Taking in deep breaths, letting my physical body go.
As above so below, show me the events I need to know.
Letting my spirit slide into the black stillness of the
astral. AsabovesobelowshowmetheeventsIneedtoknow, as
above, so below, as above, so below...

“Aww, shit,” I gasped, realizing I’d overdone it, like I
did so many things. Because instead of seeing what
happened last night, I’d ended up in the back of my
own mind and would not only watch the events that
took place, but get to relive them, without being able
to stop a damn thing.

Well, at least I didn’t go too far backwards. I was back
in my bedroom, putting on the black leather and lace
corset that Genie, my best-friend/wizard/siren, had
gotten me for my big day. I was determined to figure
out how to work the damn garter belt. I mean, really,
who invented this crap? Oh yeah, a sorceress who
could just flash her clothes on with no prob, not
thinking about poor lil’ misfits who have had terrible
incidents while trying to do so. Yeah, so not going
there.

But, anyway, I was looking pretty damn good. The
corset was perfect, hiding my love handles just so,
shaping my big-ass boobs quite nicely with just
enough cleavage spilling over. The leather of the boy
shorts was the soft kind that was smooth as butter and
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didn’t ride. I even had my odd-colored hair cascading
down my back. No, I am not exaggerating. It’s long
and wavy and dark brown with some blonde, red, and
black highlights. Like an anime style hairdo gone all
wrong.

As I sat on the side of my bed, preparing for the das-
tardly task of working with the forsaken garter belt,
something on the end table next to my bed caught
my eye. A tall, skinny, frosty glass with something that
looked like smoke coming from the top, and a note
underneath from the third of our little triad, best-
friend/wolf/sorceress, Deelah.

Hey Lee,

Just a little something to calm your hectic nerves and
start the night off right. A wolfmist spritzer. Don’t wor-
ry, there’s only just enough liquor in it. It won’t knock
you on your ass too hard. LOL. Just enough so you can
relax through the twelve o’clock mark and not worry so
much about what the rest of your bloodlines might have
you turning into. LMAO. We love you girl and want
you on your WORST behavior tomorrow.

Love, Deelah

“Sweetness,” I said to myself.

I gingerly took a small sip, because you never know
what you might end up with when it came to D.
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Good intentions and all that. She may have been mix-
ing liquor and potions all at the same time, and might
have given me the wrong glass. You get the picture.
But after a few delicate sips, it went down nice and
smooth, with a touch of bite to it, so I decided to
throw back the rest. Big mistake.

I didn’t realize I was feeling anything until I tried
standing up and plopped right back down on the bed.
All of a sudden, I got a major head rush and my legs
couldn’t even hold me up, which was weird. I may
be only now turning twenty-five, but this sure as Hel
wasn’t my first drink. I chalked it up to drinking too
fast. I ran a hand over my face and tried to shake
the feeling off. That so did not work. At that point,
I just wanted to get some water or something, any-
thing, because this feeling was so not right. Second at-
tempt at getting up was even worse than the first; I
went to stand and landed on my knees. Bracing my
hands on the floor, I tried to pull myself up, only to
end up on my hands and knees, barely able to hold
my head up. It was like a boulder on top of my shoul-
ders. I would have fallen flat on my face had I not been
grabbed from behind, none too gently, by a pair of
rough, strong hands.

The stranger picked me up, then sat down on my bed
with me in his lap. My eyes were rolling to the back of
my head, and I fought desperately to keep them open.

“Who...the fuck...are you?” I rasped.
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“Never you mind,” answered a deep, gruff voice.
“Who I am is unimportant.”

“The...wards.” It was such a struggle to speak, to stay
conscious. But every room in here had wards. No one
was allowed in anyone else’s room without permis-
sion, except for the headmistresses of course. “How?”

“Those shabby sigils placed around here? Don’t make
me laugh.” He began touching me then, and I was
helpless to stop him. “Let’s see what merchandise the
master has me picking up now, shall we?”

“Don’t...please...don’t touch...me.” My words fell up-
on deaf ears. I tried to open my eyes wider, hoping to
see what this man looked like, but it was pointless. He
wore a cloak, and there was no way I could try to pull
it back. Holding me up by one arm, he took his oth-
er hand and roughly grabbed my breast through the
corset. Then he slid his hand slide down my abdomen,
then lower. I started breathing heavier, and though I
should have felt violated, I didn’t. For whatever rea-
son, it was as if his hand belonged there.

“Mmm...very nice equipment you have here, but that’s
just the outside.” Using his thumb to push my under-
wear aside, he jammed one finger inside me, hard. I
wanted to scream out, but I couldn’t find my voice.
He took it out and a second later I heard him popping
his finger out of his mouth. “Tastes lovely. But sadly, I
have to hand you over to the others, for now.” He be-
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gan laughing then, a sick, sinister chuckle, though the
sound was fading in my ears, as if I was falling down a
tunnel. Everything dwindled away.

No! Don’t black out! I shouted to myself, frantic,
knowing how futile it was. Get up! I can only see what
you can, and we need to figure this out!

Then blackness.

When I came to, I was being carried by the stranger. I
couldn’t get a smell on what he was exactly; my mind
was still too foggy. My entire body was hot from the
inside out, as if I was coming down with a fever, but
sickness wasn’t a very apt description. I just knew that
I needed something, but what?

As he continued carrying me down a long darkened-
stone hallway, my terror grew, but my fear was noth-
ing compared to the unbearable heat I was filled with.

The farther down the hall we went, the louder the
sounds of fighting grew. I could hear jaws snapping,
snarling, the sounds of flesh pounding on flesh. We
were going towards it, not away. The sounds became
so loud they were almost deafening.

It was too stifling to breathe. My breasts began feeling
so tight and heavy it was almost painful. The ache
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didn’t stop there. Instead it travelled even lower along
with a liquefied heat, down past my abdomen, all the
way to my core. My clit was throbbing, pulsating. I
was tempted to ask my captor if he felt it too. Though
I knew he couldn’t have; he was walking with not a
break in his stride, carrying me as if I were no more
than a ragdoll. I peered up at my captor, trying once
again in vain to get a glimpse of him, but I couldn’t see
past that damn cloak. It kept his face hidden in shad-
ows.

We finally came to a stop, and from the sounds of it,
we were about to enter right where all the fighting
sounds came from.

Setting me on my feet, with his arm still around my
waist, my captor leaned down, putting his nose in the
crook of my neck and inhaling deeply. “Mmm...smells
like everything is kicking in quite nicely. Seems as
though all your bloodlines are ready to merge togeth-
er and come out and play. I think you and
your...roomies will get along just fine.

“Can you stand?” he asked, as he eased his arm from
around my waist, slowly stepping away from me. Sur-
prisingly, I was able to stand on my own, though my
brain was a jumbled mess. “Very good then, off you
go.” With that, he pushed open the massive ma-
hogany door we were standing in front of and shoved
me inside, closing the door firmly behind me.
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The room was enormous; stone walls painted black
with drips here and there running down looking like
blood. The only illumination came from the few
sconces on the walls. Though that didn’t seem to mat-
ter—somehow I was seeing everything with crystal
clarity. I mean sure, I already had good eyesight, but
this was something totally different. I could make out
every shape, every shadow, every crease on the satin
sheets that covered the huge bed in the center of the
room.

But that’s not what I was focusing on right then. It
was the sheer silence engulfing the room as I entered.
In the corner of the room a werewolf in wolf form,
in all his silver glory, stopped in mid-swipe, scenting
the air. His head jerked in my direction as he inhaled
deeply and took a step back from his combatants. He
threw his head back and howled, and I heard an an-
swering howl in the back of my mind. Sparks in the
air indicated he was about to change form.

An incredibly beautiful male, no, vampire, who was
on the receiving end of the would-be swipe, pivoted
in my direction. He had gorgeous red hair with silver
streaks flowing down his bare back. A pair of deadly
yet sexy fangs protruded from his mouth, and his eyes
bled a dangerously violent red. Tilting his head almost
catlike to the side, he looked directly into my eyes,
hissed, and took a huge jump back. While I stared at
him in wonder and awe I felt my gums begin to ache.
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Looking down on the floor beside the vampire, I saw
a demon with his gaze transfixed on me. And not
just any demon. He was an incubus. With hazel, bed-
room eyes shining in his cream-colored face, which
was chiseled to utter perfection. Some foreign part of
me had recognized him as an incubus, and that part
seemed to want to get closer to him. He jumped from
his back to his hands and knees, crawling towards me.

They all started towards me slowly, with curiosity and
hunger in their eyes. Even the wolf who had finished
changing into a gleaming, sweaty, muscular male the
color of hot chocolate with no hair on his entire body
from head to toe. I began to walk towards them,
drawn to all of them.

Once they reached me, there were no words; none
were needed, not here and not now. It was like a well-
choreographed dance. Each male knew exactly where
to go, and none of them so much as flinched if they
accidentally touched one another.

The demon reached me first. He stood and took my
lips in a devouring kiss, one meant to steal souls away
in glorious agony; only that wasn’t what happened.
And I began to realize what my captor meant, because
the succubus in me came to the forefront to devour
him as well. Our souls did sensual battle with each
other, almost causing us both to climax right then. We
broke the kiss on a shocked gasp. He then went be-
hind me to work the lace of my corset.
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The vampire was suddenly there, capturing my face
in his hands and staring into my eyes. Fangs still pro-
truding from his gums had fangs of my own ripping
through my gums. I had no time to feel the pain
though, and as if he knew I was about to, he pressed
his lips against mine, sliding in his tongue to glide it
against my gums, coating them with a healing salve I
had only heard about. He began kissing me in earnest,
until we were nibbling at each other with our fangs
drawing just a taste and oh, how sweet it was. He
dropped to his knees, then began to work my under-
wear off my hips.

There was no gentleness with the werewolf. He
grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head to the
side to sniff at my neck. Whatever he smelled there
must have pleased him, because he crushed his mouth
to mine. His kiss was hard and demanding, as he ex-
plored my entire mouth with his tongue. Then his in-
ner wolf melded with the wolf I never even knew I
had.

Somehow, we all ended up on the bed, all of us naked,
all of them kissing or licking some part of my body.
It was glorious. Being part succubus had every one of
my holes hot, wet, and ready, and seemed to have the
three beings in the dungeon with me hard, stiff, and
waiting.

On my knees, I was kissing the vampire as he kneaded
my breasts and tugged and twisted my nipples. The
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demon was on his back, his tongue working wonders
inside my heated entrance while his thumb played
with my clit. He rubbed at it in a motion that made
my body clench at his tongue, the friction throwing
my mind into a tailspin. He worked his tongue in,
out, and around. He was kissing and sucking as if he
had discovered the finest wine—lapping at my juices
as though he didn’t want to relinquish a single drop.
The werewolf on his knees behind me worked his fin-
gers into yet another hole, stretching me, preparing
me for what was to come. I screamed an orgasm into
the vampire’s mouth as the were began to nudge into
me from behind. The demon got to his knees as the
vampire began to work his shaft into my core. Both
the vampire and werewolf began thrusting into me at
the exact same moment, slowly at first and then faster,
both going at a synchronized rhythm, inducing both
pleasure and exquisite pain inside me. I grabbed on-
to the demon by his ass and brought him closer so I
could fit his entire long, thick shaft in my mouth until
it touched the back of my throat.

Which was how I bonded with him first. When he
spent his seed inside my mouth and it trickled warmly
down my throat, our souls went in and out of each
other’s bodies, the souls of our demons pledged to
each other for all eternity.

I tightened and clenched around the vampire and
wolf as they grew even larger inside me, and I bonded
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with them too. The vampire and I savagely latched
on to each other’s necks and our fangs sank in so
deep I was sure we both had hit bone before his hot,
tangy, succulent blood flowed down my throat, and
mine his. We marked each other both inside and out.
The wolf sank his own fangs into my shoulder, and
my wolf eagerly answered his with claws that sprang
from my fingertips and latched on to his thigh deeply
enough I was sure the wound would not completely
heal. Not without leaving our mark embedded on his
skin. And we all climaxed as one, going over the edge
together in pure unadulterated bliss.

There were no thoughts or question as to what had
happened, not the how or the why. Just a contented-
ness in what we had done. No worries about the sheer
chaos that might be the end result.

Coming back to where I’d started, all I realized was I
was even more screwed than I thought. I was bonded
with a wolf, a demon, and a vampire, and we didn’t
even know one another’s names. Not only that, how
were they going to feel about being bonded when they
woke? Had they been drugged like I was? Would they
remember everything that happened?

I finally knew everything I was, and it was a truly
messed-up combo; a witch, a vampire, a wolf, and a
succubus. What good did it do me when I was being
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held captive by who knows what, or why? And a collar
on me that I surmised blocked me from using any of
those powers.

Dear Goddess, I needed help!
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