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“Oh. My. Goddess. I can’t believe you are such an idiot!”  Rhoslyn’s eyes flashed with silver fire as she stomped her spike-heeled boot onto the ground so hard the heel almost snapped.

“I had no idea you would be so sensitive about it,” Logan snapped. His blood was on fire and his fangs were hurting. He could feel his eyes begin to glow with the anger building inside him. She was making a big deal out of nothing. What had started as passion and romance had quickly transformed into an angry, name-calling shouting match.

“Sensitive? Sensitive?” she wailed like a banshee, “I’ll show you sensitive you blood-sucking leech!” Her hands were on her hips and she got up in his face flat out daring him to do or say something else stupid. And of course, being a male, he did.

“Look here you little bitch, I mean witch, if you’re going to continue to behave like this you can shove that broomstick right up your ...”

Rhoslyn cut him off, “Oh no you didn’t! That’s it blood breath. We are so done!” It came out as a hiss which meant she was super pissed.

“Really? What makes you think you get to decide when we’re done? I can make you stay,” Logan growled standing menacingly in front of her, his large body towering over hers.

“Your little mind tricks won’t work on me bat boy and if you don’t get out of my way I’ll cast a spell on you that makes you chip a fang.” She snarled at him, her threat sounding very real. He didn’t care.

“Is that all you got?” he asked with a snarl of his own.

“I could always make you shrivel up in your coffin. Then you would be as cold, useless, and shriveled as your dick!”

Did she insult his manhood? She must be angrier than he thought. He was shocked into silence for a moment as he grabbed his crotch. He tucked his cock back into his pants, as it had been out and ready for a passionate romp when Rhos suddenly jumped off him angrier than a nest of hornets. He looked up and realized she was storming away from him. Bollocks. He didn’t have much fight left, “My cock’s not shriveled, useless, or cold,” he halfheartedly called out to her retreating backside. 

“It will be when I’m done with you,” she said with a wicked smile as she hopped onto her tricked-out broomstick.

“And you know I don’t sleep in a coffin,” He whispered, the fight gone from him.

“You might want to from now on, just to be safe, make sure it locks from the inside” she called out as she took off into the night sky stirring up a cloud of dust and leaving angry trails of electrical currents in her wake. 

“Later fang face,” she yelled as she disappeared into one of the clouds.

A tall, dark shadow emerged from the grove of trees, “What did ya do to piss Rhos off this time?” Grim asked having caught the tail end of the fight.

Logan turned to his oldest friend, “How long have you been watching us?”

“I walked up about the time you tucked your cock back into your trousers.”

“Oh lovely,” Logan smirked. It wasn’t the first time Grim had seen him in a compromising situation, the two had been friends for centuries, “What makes you think I did something?”

“Dude, how long have we known each other? It’s always your fault.”

“We’ve known each other for almost a thousand years and it is not always my fault.”

“It is when it comes to women,” Grim snarked. “What. Did. You. Do?”

“I asked for her hand in marriage,” Logan replied solemnly.

Grim snorted, “I guess her answer was no?” he asked sarcastically.

“Kind of looks that way doesn’t it?” He gave Grim a steely look. “The answer had been yes...until I put the ring on her finger.” Logan looked devastated.
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“So what went wrong?” Grim asked with a slight groan knowing that things were always way over dramatic between Logan and Rhoslyn but that’s what happens when you pair up a modern witch and an ancient vampire- things were heated, to say the least.

“Once the ring was in place she started having visions. Visions of the other women that have worn the ring before her.”

“Dude! You have got to be kidding me. You put a used ring on a witch’s hand? And not just generically used, but a previously worn by who, your other wives? Damn, dude!” Grim was almost in tears trying not to laugh at the idiocy his timeless friend had just displayed. The vamp didn’t do stupid often but when he did...he went all out.

“The ring has been in my family for generations. My family is long dead, my castle crumbled, and it is all I have left of my human life, my legacy. I wanted to share it with her.” Logan was almost queasy at this point.

“Yeah so meaningful you’ve given it to every wife you’ve had over the past thousand years. Man have you learned nothing in all those centuries?”

He smacked Grim, “Shut it!” He growled then added, “And there were only two wives, from when I was human.”

“Two other wives? You didn’t think Rhos was worth a new ring?” 

Logan cringed. “The ring means a lot to me, but perhaps I should have looked at it from her point of view.” He paled, which is hard for a vampire to do. “I guess I wouldn’t have wanted to see her past with another man.”

Grim snarked with a wicked grin, “Hurts, doesn’t it?”

The fight had completely gone out of him, “Yes. I am an idiot. I just had no idea she would see everything. She has never displayed any abilities like that before. And I wanted to share something special with her. The other two wives were arranged marriages. I was heir to the throne. Marriage for love was not an option. I was expected to provide heirs. Those women grew to mean something to me, to hold a special place in my heart but I was never in love with them. They were not my choice. And they are centuries dead. Rhoslyn is... she is my everything.”

“Maybe you should have told her that instead of getting into a screaming match with her. Dude, you are so screwed.”

“Apparently,” He turned and looked at Grim solemnly. “You don’t think she’ll cast any spells on me, do you?”

“I don’t know. Rhos sounded pretty pissed and you know how witches get when they’re angry.” Grim looked thoughtfully at him, “Man you are going to be lucky if she doesn’t chew you up and spit you out.”

“She wouldn’t...”

Grim interrupted with a snort, “You’re probably right, she won’t chew on you at all. Vampires taste like crap.” He grinned, the moonlight glinting off his pointy teeth.

“You’ve tasted us often?” Logan asked moving a little bit away from Grim in a half-joking manner.

“Not on purpose, you know fighting can be vicious sometimes, teeth can get involved.” Grim grinned again showing off his very sharp teeth.

“Well, my friend you keep those chompers to yourself okay?” The last thing Logan needed was his long-time friend deciding to take a bite out of him.

“I could say the same to you old chap,” Grim replied as he clapped his hand on Logan’s shoulder.

“I have no plans on biting you anytime soon.” Logan grimaced, “I happen to know you don’t taste very well either.”

Grim snickered as he remembered the time Logan had been forced to drink from him a couple of centuries ago. Grim had been willing- he had to save his friend but it didn’t mean he liked being vampire food. “Good, we have agreed not to nibble on each other. Always a good arrangement between friends like us don’t ya think?” Grim laughed a big guffaw as he looked at Logan with an arched eyebrow, “Now then, why don’t we go have a drink and figure out how you are going to get back into the good graces of your lady witch and make things right.”

“Do you think that’s even possible?” Logan asked solemnly.

“After being around as long as we have you should know that just about anything is possible. Even a happy marriage between a vampire and a witch- no matter how dramatic and full of fire said the relationship may be.”

He gave Grim an evil glance, “We’re passionate.”

“Tomato, Tomatoe. You call it passionate, I call it dramatic. Either way, before this ring got involved it seemed to work for you. Now you just have to get her back. May I first suggest you buy her a new ring?”

“Yes, that’s the first thing on my to-do list. But I think this may take more than just a ring.”

“Ahh... perhaps a new cauldron?”

“A cauldron? Really Grim? This is the twenty-first century just because she’s a witch doesn’t mean she uses a cauldron. Profile much?”

“Dude, she flew away on a broomstick.”

“True.”

“You know what? Maybe you should buy her a big old house with a hearth. I bet the reason most witches don’t use cauldrons anymore is that they don’t have the space. Nobody has hearths anymore, just gas fireplaces and stoves. Give the witch a hearth; it could be the key to her heart.”

“A hearth for her heart, I don’t think it will be that simple Grim.”

“Of course not, you just had to pick a complicated witch didn’t you?”

“Women are always complicated, especially when the woman is a witch.”

“Yeah, but she’s really complicated.”

“So I’ve noticed.” Logan bemoaned as they reached the old-fashioned tavern hidden in a wooded area at the edge of town. It was mostly known only to their kind- the kind that isn’t human. Others. A few humans popped in from time to time, some well aware they were among Others. Some humans stumbled in with no clue. The unhuman folks at the tavern tried to make them feel welcome but sometimes it was best to erase memories and send the humans on their way. 

Not all of the patrons looked as human as he and Grim- which could lead to questions, fear, and some terrible nightmares.
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