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Sen (Like Ten but with an S)

Narvi (Rhymes with Barbie)

Taz (Rhymes with Jazz)

Jebediah McDermott (Jeb-eh-diah, Mc-der-mott)
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Being the oldest son to one of the four horsemen has
its perks. I get to travel all over the world with my dad as I
learn to use my powers. Also, since my dad and I could pass for
twins there’s no shortage of people wanting to sleep with me. I’m
only twenty-four, so I’m enjoying sowing my wild oats, as my dad so
lovingly put it. The only difference between my dad and I is the
two birthmarks under my eyes symbolizing where I come from. The
birthmarks look like tattoos and most people think they are but
that isn’t the case. The one under the left eye is a scythe and the
one under the right eye is a howling wolf head.

With me inheriting all my dad’s powers along
with my other dad’s shifting ability I’m a force to be reckoned
with. I also inherited immortality which is great and all, but it
also means I’ll live for thousands of years. Most of those years
will most likely be spent alone unless I find my fated mate. Don’t
get me wrong, I know I’m a bit of a man-whore but if Fate decides I
deserve a fated mate then I won’t toss aside that gift. No matter
how long I have to wait for it.
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Finally, a day off…my dads have taken a sudden
vacation leaving me to handle the deaths while they’re gone. So
far, no souls have needed my attention today and I’m glad for the
reprieve. Although, the sudden visit from Lucifer was unexpected.
Never thought I’d be offered the chance to take over as the
horseman Death if my dad retires. I’m liking the idea but it’ll
take some time to get used to doing the job myself. It’s hard work
and takes a toll on the emotions. My dad always says not to make it
personal but he’s had years to learn how to avoid it. Me? I’m just
getting started and I find that reviewing people’s lives before
they die, weighs on my heart.

Hmm….maybe I should go for a run to clear my
head. Letting my wolf out to play always seems to help. Walking out
of the cabin my parents built for me when I decided to move out of
our family home, I strip and leave my clothes on the porch.
Shifting as I make my way down the steps and breaking into a
run.

I’ve been chasing a rabbit for what seems
like hours, through the forest when I feel a familiar sensation at
the back of my mind. It’s almost like a ping, letting me know
there’s another soul to take care of. So much for my day off. I
make my way back to the house and pull on my clothes then teleport
myself to the soul’s location. What I find, is going to haunt me
for the rest of my life.

I’m in one of the major cities, a quick mind
search says it’s Detroit. The soul I’m after belongs to a man lying
naked in a dark alley, beaten and bloody. The problem is, his clock
isn’t supposed to run out for a very long time, but if he doesn’t
get help soon it will run out today. This might be a mistake, and
I’ll probably regret it later, but I use some of my mojo to conjure
up a blanket and wrap the man in it. Picking him up, I teleport us
to my uncle’s house within the realm of dragons. The dragon council
is probably going to shit a brick again because I entered the
barrier without permission but, oh well. This man needs a doctor
and my uncle is the best.

I knock on the door and wait. My uncle
Famine opens it and smiles. “Sen, what a nice surprise. Why didn’t
you tell us you were coming for a visit?”

I look down at the bundle in my arms and
say, “I need to see Uncle Leo, is he here? Dad left me on Death
duty while he and my Pops are on vacation. This man’s clock isn’t
set to run out for a long time, but he’s been beaten badly and if
he doesn’t get medical attention he will die. It’ll destroy the
balance of life and death and then Dad will kill me for letting it
happen.”

Uncle Famine’s eyes widen and he shouts,
“Leo!! I need you in here now!!”

My Uncle Leo comes barreling around the
corner and says, “What is it honey?”

Uncle Famine points to the man in my arms
and says, “This man needs medical attention fast.”

Uncle Leo immediately goes into doctor mode
and says, “Follow me, quickly. We’ll put him in the guest room.
Famine get my med kit.”

I follow my uncle up the stairs and into the
guest room. Laying my charge on the bed I step aside and let my
uncle do his work.

Famine comes in with the med kit and I watch
while they work.

After a few minutes my Uncle Leo says, “Damn
it…I’ll have to use the flames.”

Uncle Famine says, “Are you sure?”

Uncle Leo nods. “Yes, this young man might
be a shifter, but even shifters can’t heal injuries of this nature
on their own. He’s bleeding out internally. There’s no way of
knowing how much blood he’s already lost or where the blood is even
coming from unless I cut him open and I can’t do that here. Taking
him to the clinic isn’t an option now. He wouldn’t survive the
trip.”

Famine pats Leo on the shoulder and says,
“Do what you have to do then.”

My mouth drops open in shock as my Uncle Leo
takes a deep breath and blows green fire over the injured man. The
flames form a glowing bubble and I watch in awe as his injuries
begin to heal. Bruises fade, cuts close, and bones snap back into
place.

Famine says, “I’ll go get some water and a
cloth to clean the blood off him.”

Leo says, “The bubble will fade once his
injuries have completely healed but I don’t think it’ll take
long.”

“Thanks uncle. Dad
would’ve killed me if I shattered the balance on my first night
handling deaths alone.”

He pats me on the shoulder and says, “You
did the right thing.”

At that moment, my Uncle Famine returns with
a bowl of hot water and a wash cloth. He begins wiping the blood
off the man and I have to wonder if it’ll disrupt the flames or
not. “Will cleaning him up do anything to the flames?”

Famine shakes his head. “No, we thought
interfering with the bubble could disrupt it at first, but after
extensive research we’ve learned that isn’t the case. The flames
won’t stop what they’re doing until the person they’ve been cast on
is fully healed. So even if I’m within the bubble and I’m fully
healthy the only other person inside it isn’t and they’ll continue
doing their work until that changes.”

I nod and say, “I see. That makes
sense.”

Once Uncle Famine is done he and Uncle Leo
exit the room and leave me alone with the man. Now that the
overwhelming scent of blood is gone I can scent things clearly
without feeling the urge to scratch my nose. As I take a deep
breath, one thing quickly becomes clear. The man lying in the bed
smells absolutely delicious, like lavender and peppermint tea
leaves. Holy shit…he’s my fated mate.
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It’s official I’m living a nightmare. What was
supposed to be a nice dinner with my family turned out to be a
disaster of epic proportions. It all started when they mentioned
having guests over for dinner. The rest of the night went downhill
from there. It’s not unusual for my family to invite people over.
We’re rich; the leaders of a clan of vampire bats but our problems
lie with a rival clan. I went into this dinner naïve. Now, I wish
I’d found out beforehand exactly what my parents were planning.

We all gathered around the table in our
usual seats like normal. The butler announced the arrival of our
guests and for a moment I felt excitement. Those feelings were
extinguished the moment that man and his parents walked into the
room. Jebediah McDermott is a sleaze who’s been trying to get into
my pants for years. Being a white winged vampire bat and an omega
on top of that makes me a valuable commodity, asset, whatever.

Everyone wants me for a reason whether it’s
the babies I might have or something else. No one wants me for the
love I can give. They all want to use me and when I no longer serve
a purpose they’ll toss me aside. I sit through the meal quietly,
until the moment my parents bring up the idea of an arranged
marriage between me and Jebediah. Fuck that. Hell would
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