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To God – who has made so many miracles happen in my life that I cannot possibly count. Praise be to you in the highest!
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To my best friend who also happens to be my husband – Mike. You always know how to make me laugh!
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Angels

Fallen Angels


Nate Godsonne, Satan

Tabitha



Celestial Angels


Lecahel “Cal”, a parole angel



Kitchen Angel

Vivian

Demons




Shade Demon

Robert



The Nightlight Demons


Bloody Mary

Clown teacher

Candyman teacher

Monster teenagers



Sangre Demon

Lilith



Diabolus’ everto canis

Satan’s demon dogs that hunt down fallen angels

Humans

Angelle Smythe, former fallen angel

Jackson Phillip Daniel, Arcane Hunter

Dusty, Arcane Hunter

Miss Mouse

Shapeshifter

Kate

Vampires




Ben St. Amant, bartender at The Lusty Crow Bar

Chadwick, Head of the Human Society (THS)

Marishka – 1st twin

Trina – 2nd twin

Audrey

The Liliam - daughters of Lilith; born vampires



Werewolf

Pete, bouncer at The Lusty Crow Bar

Weregator

Bob

Witch

Jeneen
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From Angelle’s Grimoire
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†  The Human Society (THS)

‡  Supernatural society that devote their lives and souls to the protecting of innocents




†  The Nightlight Kingdom

‡  Realm where Demon High School is located
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†  Angels

‡  Celestial

~  Have Celestial wings (made of feathers) which grants access to Gates of Heaven

~  Can read human minds

~  Cannot have children



‡  Fallen

~  Have black, leather wings

~  Allergic to silver

~  Recently fallen get dragged into Hell to have all the good “trained” out of them, which takes a few centuries

~  Can have children

~  When moving between realms, some of their ash/essence, gets left behind but quickly evaporates unless saved in a silver container









†  Arcane Hunters

‡  Fanatical humans that hunt and kill the supernatural whether good or evil 




†  Blood Addict

‡  Human controlled by vampire with its blood




†  Demons

‡  Shade Demon 

~  Curses a human with a riddle, and if it goes unsolved, the demon consumes their soul. They live on but turn evil.



‡  Sangre Demon (Full Blooded)

~  Blood demon

~  Drinks human blood to stay in Earth’s realm

~  When they mate with humans, their offspring are the born vampires 

~  Can open portals at will with fire 

~  Can control vampires

~  Can eat or drink

~  Can read minds

~  Can walk in sunlight

~  Do have reflections but run the risk of getting pulled into the mirror (or water) and remain trapped there. A black onyx worn around the neck keeps that from happening.

~  Eyes tint red when hungry or mad







~  Able to touch holy symbols

~  Bodies explode into dust when destroyed

~  Weird darkness that flits through eyes

~  Methods of Destroying:

≈  removal of fangs

≈  decapitation

~  Physical Attributes in demon-mode

≈  Body turns fire-engine red

≈  Hair turns jet black

≈  Hand enlarge with long black fingernails

≈  Thick and curling horns that protrude from forehead

≈  Voice deepens to a low baritone (both male and female)

≈  7 foot tall

≈  Can throw fire bolts




‡  Sangre Demon (Half Full Blooded; Half Human)

~  Has all of the above except remain their same height

~  Mirrors steal their beauty or handsomeness

~  Males true forms resemble above

~  Females true forms resemble hags
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†  Vampires

‡  Cannot eat or drink (including garlic, which makes them weak)

‡  Cannot read minds

‡  Cannot walk in sunlight unless on blood of a Werewolf

‡  Allergic to Holy Water

‡  Do not turn into bats

‡  Do have reflections

‡  Mirrors don’t bother them

‡  Eyes tint red when hungry or mad

‡  Able to touch holy symbols

‡  Bodies explode into dust when destroyed

‡  Ancient ones

~  Psychokinesis

~  Cloaking ability

‡  Two types

~  Born Vampire

≈  Created from a human and a Sangre Demon

≈  Controlled by parent 

≈  Method of Destruction

⸗  Death of parent

⸗  Sunlight and staking puts them in a coma

~  Sired Vampire

≈  Humans that are bitten by a born vampire

≈  Weaker than the Born

≈  Controlled by sire but do not die if sire dies

≈  Method of Destruction

⸗  Staking the heart

⸗  Sunlight
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Chapter 1
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I had been so naïve the day I fell from grace. 

When I think of myself as a young angel, I cringe in disgust. I had followed love blindly, never truly understanding all the aspects it entailed. Through my rose-colored glasses, love’s wings had been shiny and covered with valentine hearts and rainbows. I had never imagined the dark path love often traveled. Yet love survived and even flourished for others, but not for me.

***
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Angelle’s bathroom

Watson, Louisiana

Sunday, December 17th, 4:00 PM

Countdown: 14 Days 23 Hours 59 minutes 59 Seconds

I stepped into the dark bathroom and reached for the switch. Icy fingers wrapped around my left wrist, stopping me. I gasped as my heart jumped into my throat. I pressed my right hand to my chest, as if that would help calm the adrenaline pumping through me.

“Damn it, Robert.”

“Well, I couldn’t let you turn on the light to send me back to Hell yet, Angelle.” His cold fingers slid away from my wrist.

My eyesight adjusted to the dark, and the demon came into focus. His short black hair stood up in disarray, and stubble covered his narrow chin. He smelled of sun, sand and ocean, and I wondered what demon chick had gotten him the cologne. I should send her a thank you card because I hated his normal smoky scent. Everyone has a special scent, and unfortunately, many beings stink worse than dog doo-doo. 

“So how’s the Shade demon business going these days?” I asked.

“Better than picking fleas off the hounds of Hell.”

I shuddered. No fluffy puppies there. Hellhound creatures were all teeth. “Wise choice.”

Before I could protest, Robert pressed his lips to mine. I was sweaty and grimy from my morning jog, and I wanted to push him away. He couldn’t have waited ‘til I bathed? 

He pulled his head back. “Well? Did that kiss spark our old flame?”

I swiped at my lips with the back of my hand “It was ok, but no bells.”

He slid his hands to my waist and kept me firmly in place. “I wish you hadn’t become human. We could have spent eternity together.”

I smiled as I recalled our bittersweet, whirlwind romance. “I love you, Robert, but I’m not in love with you. Get over me.”

His hands relaxed their hold on me, and he stepped away with a deep chuckle. “Believe it or not, Angelle, I am. You’re beautiful, but you aren’t the only fallen angel in the sea.”

“Jerk.” I brushed past him and stepped in front of the mirror, pulling my long blonde hair out of the ponytail. After leaning in close to inspect the dark circles under my eyes, I turned on the water and waited for it to heat up. “I’m gonna get my wings back one day.”

He moved to stand directly behind me. I watched his darkened figure in the mirror. “Fallen angels don’t get their celestial wings back.” 

My heart twisted at the barb of his words. I lifted my nose in defiance. “Abbadona did.”

Robert snorted. “That particular fallen angel dogged every step the archangel took. I hope you’re not foolish enough to try that route.”

“So you think Abbadona was a fool? Do you think I’m one for wanting to get back into Heaven?” I crossed my arms and tapped my foot. “I’ll have you know, Robert Andrew de Bric the Third, the way into Heaven is not through the Archangel Michael.”

“My point exactly,” he whispered. I detected pity in his voice, which I abhorred. “Do you honestly think they’ll let the leader of the lust demons in?”

Heat rose in my face as my heart ached and unwanted tears sprang to my eyes. I didn’t want to remember the tortures I’d endured as the girlfriend of Satan (aka Nate) ... nor the ones I had dished out. “I had no choice in the things I did. Satan made me do it.”

“That’s what they all say,” Robert said.

I covered my face with a hot washcloth. No doubt about it. Memories can be painful. An image flashed in my head of Satan lashing a fellow fallen angel because I had refused to learn how to draw forth lust. He knew how to motivate me and often used my compassion for others against me.

When the silence became overwhelming, I slammed the rag into the sink before facing Robert. “Just give me the damn riddle.”

The temperature dropped, and goose bumps rose on my bare arms. Robert’s eyes glowed red, and his skin rippled as it changed from human-like to charcoal-colored scales. His inner demon scared the hell out of me. My fear was irrational because I knew he would never hurt me.

“Solve the riddle in fifteen days, and I won’t eat your soul,” Robert said in a demonic tone.

“Spare me the drama, Bob. I know the drill.” My voice quivered, and I rolled my eyes, disgusted at myself. I had to take him off his demonic horse or my heart was going to burst from irrational fear.

“Gelle, don’t call me that.” 

I ground my teeth at the nickname. I bit back a smart-ass retort because I wanted to get this done. As the temperature dropped another ten degrees, I shuddered from the chill.

“Ladies-in-waiting steal gentlemen’s port to give to the bride who’s forever scorned.”

Robert slapped a thick gold bracelet around my left wrist. The riddle was inscribed on the bracelet. Thankfully, that part was on the same side as my palm. Beneath the black letters was a digital clock that slowly ticked down from 15 days. While the bracelet fit comfortably, I knew attempts to remove it would prove futile due to the magic infused into it. Upon answering the riddle and vanquishing the baddie associated with it, the bracelet would disappear.

I shook my head and sighed. I had always solved his riddles with ease. Hopefully this one would be just as easy.

The acrid scent of demon burned my nose as Robert finished his spell. He always smelled of ash when exerting his powers, and I would smell like Hell for days. Shampoo would take care of my hair, but I’d have to throw my clothes away.

“So glad you did this before I got a bath.”

“I thought you’d like that.” Robert’s voice had returned to its hot silkiness. “But I dearly wanted to pop in on you while you were in the tub. I can hang around and keep you company if you’d like.”

I ushered him toward the door. “See you later, Robert.”

“I can wash your back.”

“Goodbye, Robert.” I stepped past him.

“Or even your hair.”

I reached out and flicked on the light. “Adios, mi amigo.”

“Oh, you’re no fun, Ange-.” His voice cut off as he slipped back into Hell’s realm.
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The Lusty Crow

Watson, LA

Sunday, December 17th, 6:00 PM

Countdown: 14 Days 21 Hours 59 minutes 59 Seconds

I shut the office door on the bar and dropped several daily newspapers on my desk. As was my routine, I grabbed a can of cranberry scented air freshener off the file cabinet and sprayed it before plopping into the desk chair. I didn’t know which was worse...the perfume, cologne and beer fumes that lingered twenty-four seven or demon smoke.

I sighed, sat back, and scanned the bar through the one-way window. At 6 pm, the crowd was light, but that would pick up. 

The Lusty Crow might not be the classiest bar in town, but it had been mine for the past fifteen years. I loved being my own boss. 

I bought this place to help me find lost souls to save. Demons, vampires and other nasties tend to prey on humans and other creatures in turmoil. The booze was often a magnet for those in need, and I kept a close eye on all my patrons, watching out for someone who needed me. After all, I had to save as many as I had damned in order to get back in to Heaven.

Wow, depressing much?

I studied the riddle on the bracelet. Sometimes Robert's messages were literal, but most of the time, they were exactly what they were intended to be—confusing. Keying in the entire riddle on my favorite search engine, I began searching the Net. As usual, stupid websites popped up like Porn and Marriage and various book sites with pieces of the phrase woven throughout the story. 

Fifty pages later, I gave up and started digging through the stack of newspapers. I combed through every single column from the headlines to the comics. While I did enjoy catching up on my favorite cartoon fat cat, nothing about the riddle jumped out at me. As I didn’t have an actual birth date, the horoscopes held little interest for me. Sighing, I pushed away from the desk, glancing at the clock that read eight-thirty. The newspaper was a huge waste of time.

Someone knocked on the door and opened it before I could say come in or stay out. Country music blared from the jukebox located on the wall by the dining tables. I grimaced, grateful my office was soundproof.

A woman wearing a white t-shirt and black pants filled the doorway, holding an empty serving tray in her left hand. Her dark blonde hair was pulled up into a ponytail, and her makeup was laid on a bit heavy – bright red lipstick and too much rouge. 

“Hey, Mina,” I said.

The waitress placed her right hand on her hip. “Darcy called in sick – again, and I’m supposed to be leaving early, remember?”

Shaking my head, I stood. “One more time, and she is gone. I don’t have time to keep filling in for her. I have orders to place, bills to pay and too many patrons to have just one waitress.”

I followed the waitress out into the bar, closing the door to my office. To my right were thirteen black round dining tables. Red cloth napkins were set at each place, and a red, glittery poinsettia decorated each table. A middle-aged couple sat at one, and a black-haired young man sat at another. All of the customers in the dining area returned to eat here almost daily. 

The area to my immediate left was cleared for traffic to and from the kitchen. A little further down was the bar. One of the regulars, a grey haired man, sat on a stool closest to me, and two people were sitting closer to the entrance. 

The bartender, Ben, leaned casually against the counter as he chatted with a blonde barfly who sat closest to where I stood. Her low cut shirt barely held her God-given attributes. I expected one to pop out of her flimsy red dress and poke Ben in the eye. Of course, he was probably hoping that would happen as well.

The music blared from the jukebox, which was located to my right past the tables. Seconds later, the music stopped, and customers’ voices blasted the sudden silence. Everyone quickly adjusted his or her pitch to accommodate the lack of noise, and I realized the jukebox had been turned up too loud, and the antique machine needed adjusting. It was a wonder anyone could even understand each other when the music played. 

I made a beeline for the bar, intent on asking Ben for help with the jukebox, and entered the bartender’s area behind the serving counter. He immediately pushed away from the counter and stood straight. 

His chestnut brown hair reached his shoulders, and he tossed his head back to shake the bangs out of his eyes. He had an aristocratic air about him – from the line of his nose to the way he held his shoulders back. His naturally pouting lips curved up into a smile. 

“Heya, boss lady.”

“Hey. Darcy called in again, so I’m here to lend a hand. Would you please fix the jukebox so it doesn’t play so loud?” I asked.

Ben nodded. “Yep. Watch the bar, and I’ll take care of it.”

Raising my left arm, I showed him the bracelet. “I got a riddle,” I whispered. “We need to get the angel patrol together soon.”

He patted my hand and smiled. “No worries. We'll help you solve it.”

Feeling a tad better, I visited each customer, refilling drinks and making small talk. After gathering a few empty glasses, I looked toward the jukebox to see if Ben was done. He hovered over the machine as if trying to decide what song to pick.

The bells above the front door jangled as a new customer entered. The cross-shaped cat tattoo on my right breast flared with heat, and the cat inside the cross scratched at my skin. Apparently, the new patrons hit Ben’s radar as well because his head snapped up, and he looked over his shoulder toward me and the entrance. 

Ben raised his right fist, twirling his fingers and bringing forth shadows from behind the jukebox. The darkness swarmed like fog and covered him, obscuring him from sight. Slowly, I faced whatever it was that had my angel-senses on overdrive and had Ben using his vampire powers in front of customers.

Two women and a man stood just inside the entrance. The young man had a buzz haircut, and he wore a button down, striped gray shirt and blue jeans. He kept his gaze on the floor with his thumbs in his front pockets.

The females were twins, and the undeniable scent of vampire poured from them. I wrinkled my nose at the smell of rotting human blood coursing through their veins. It had a touch of copper scent that was quickly fading, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before they needed to feed again to keep the old blood from smelling like rotten meat.

Ben refused to drink human blood, but the animal blood he consumed daily still caused a stench. He constantly munched on parsley, but he also brushed his teeth with a mixture of parsley, baking soda and peroxide.

The female vampires haughtily surveyed the place. Both had raven colored hair. One was decked out in Goth clothes complete with black lipstick, eye shadow and nail polish. The other wore a white and charcoal plaid shirt over a tank top and dark jeans. 

I was uncertain what the intentions of these newcomers were. It was possible all they wanted was to eat, drink and be merry, but I didn’t like the vibes I was getting. So I tensed in preparation for battle. 

As nobody else in the bar paid heed to the twins, I assumed that Ben and I were the only ones who knew they were vampires. The rest of the patrons were all normal humans and clueless. 

“You can have a seat wherever you like,” I said to them as cheerfully as possible.

The Goth one ignored me but glided past the bar toward the dining tables. The man followed dutifully behind her, and the other female brought up the rear. I pretended to wipe down the bar while watching them pick a table and sit. The man briefly glanced at a menu before giving his order to Mina, but the females didn’t want anything. 

Continuing to take care of the customers at the bar, I knew Ben wouldn’t show his fangs until the other vampires left. From the excess of shadows around the jukebox, I knew he hovered in that area.

As I turned to pull a fresh bottle of whiskey from the shelf behind me, the entrance door opened again, and two men entered. They took a seat at the bar right by the door. After I refilled a few drinks, I headed over to the newcomers.

The older man had a salt and pepper beard. Handsome in a rugged sort of way, he wore a black cowboy hat and duster. His companion had his back to me. 

I smiled at the older fellow. “What can I get ya’ll?”

“Whiskey.” The man’s gravelly voice sounded weary.

The younger man whirled around on the stool. He had short, spiky blonde hair and a warm smile that included dimples. All he needed was a shave for him to qualify for the boy next door. 

Our eyes locked, and his cerulean blue ones pulled me in and held me tight. My breath caught in my throat as my voice disappeared. For a second, time stood still as our souls connected in that infamous instant attraction. The cat inside my tattoo warmed comfortably, and I thought I heard her purring.

He licked his sensuous lips, and a flame of lust shot straight to my nether regions. An image popped in my head of tangled legs and crumpled bed sheets. I placed both hands on the cold green marble counter and did my best to appear unaffected.

“What’ll it be?” I asked. I had spent fifteen years as a human, and while I’d had boyfriends on earth and in other realms, the cat tattoo had never reacted like that.

He crossed his arms and tilted his head. “How about a Kiss in the Dark?”
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The Lusty Crow

Watson, LA

Sunday, December 17th, 9:00 PM

Countdown: 14 Days 18 Hours 59 minutes 59 Seconds

While a kiss from the stranger would satisfy the lust-demon on my shoulder, it would infuriate my parole angel. In no way could I divert from the set of rules I had to follow in order to get back into Heaven. Giving into lustful emotions would not do. Besides, I couldn’t let this guy’s devastating handsomeness get the upper hand of me.

“How about a Bitch Slap instead?” I tilted my head and smirked. “Or maybe a Vampire’s Kiss?”

He leaned forward and placed his arms on the counter, staring intently at my mouth. “On second thought, give me a French Kiss.”

The thought of his tongue twirling with mine made my mouth water, and my heart skipped a beat. I pushed away from the counter. “One martini, coming up.”

“Don’t forget that shot of whiskey,” said the man with the salt and pepper beard.

“You got it,” I replied.

I turned my back on them and worked on their drinks, but even though I was at the other end of the bar, I could hear the two strangers whispering. I loved having the ability to eavesdrop from a room or two away, especially as the blonde fellow had my lust meter on edge.

“Jack, you better tone it down a notch,” warned the older man.

“I know what I’m doing, Dusty.”

“Humph. That remains to be seen.”

I quickly set Jack’s drink in front of him along with another shot of whiskey for his friend. They paid me just as the patron beside them ordered a drink that required fresh lemons. While cutting up a lemon, I tried to ignore the feeling that Jack was watching me, and as I continued to slice with the knife, I chanced a quick glance over my shoulder at him, but he stared above my head at the flat screen TV.

The knife sliced into the finger on my left hand, and biting pain shot through me. I yelped, and blood gushed out of the deep gash. I thought I saw bone. Fortunately, my hand was over the plate, so no blood got on the counter. I grabbed a white towel and wrapped it around my wound.

I looked at the vampires, afraid they might try something with the scent of fresh blood. Fortunately, they were focused on their male meal.

“Are you okay?” Jack asked.

I faced him and pasted a smile on my face. “I’m fine. It was just a nick.”

“Are you sure? It looked pretty deep from here. It might need stitches. Let's get you to the emergency room.”

“I’ll be fine.” I grabbed the plate of bloody lemons and dumped them in the garbage can. Setting the plate in the sink, I turned my back to Jack. I dropped the now-red towel into the sink and ran cold water over my finger.

The skin magically closed up, as if some unseen doctor sewed it up with invisible stitches. It still amazed me to watch myself heal, usually instantly. When the cut was gone, I grabbed a band aid from under the counter, stuck it over my finger and began serving customers again.

A heavy set man and a skinny woman entered and took a seat at the bar. The pale woman rested her head on her right hand. Just as I approached to take their order, she spewed her stomach contents all over the bar. I jumped back, thankful none of the vomit had hit me.

“Oh God,” she moaned. “I’m so sorry. I told him I didn’t feel well enough to go out.”

“It’s okay.” I grabbed a nearby towel and began cleaning up the mess. Fortunately, it was mostly liquid.

The man threw a few dollars on the counter and stuck his business card in one of the fishbowls on the bar. Without a word, he escorted her out. I sanitized the entire area as nearby patrons moved further away. 

Once that task was done, I took the man’s business card out of the fishbowl. Sometimes I used the cards to find lost souls to save. Mostly I gave away a free lunch, and this couple would be today’s lucky winner. I felt sorry for the sick woman. 

All the customers appeared to be content and in their cups. I stepped back from the bar and leaned my back against the counter. This position gave me a better view of everything. As casually as possible, I surveyed the entire bar. 

The vampires and their male companion began dancing, with him sandwiched between them. Each vampire had her lips pressed against his neck. He faced me, and his closed eyes and contented smile reflected the pleasure their bite gave him.

My anger flared. How dare they take blood under my roof?

There were only a handful of customers at the bar, and they were all taken care of at the moment. I tossed the towel in the plastic container under the sink and made my way to the dance floor. I cautiously approached the trio and waited. The man had his back to me, and while the Goth vampire hugged her chest to his, she kept her eyes closed. When none of them acknowledged my presence, I cleared my throat.

The vampiress’ eyes opened languidly. The pure black pupils had a thick red border, and red streaks trailed out into the white area. She slid her lips from his neck, pulled her fangs from his skin with a sickening pop and slowly licked the drops of blood off his neck. The holes healed instantly.

“What?” she asked. The three continued to sway to the rhythm of the music playing — Sitting on the Dock of the Bay.

“You need to leave.” I crossed my arms, forcing down the desire to kick their rancid asses.

“But we’re not ready.” She pouted. 

Her voice rolled over me like liquid chocolate, and I blinked, forgetting why I had approached them. A split second later, my memory returned, and anger replaced confusion. Narrowing my eyes, I shook my head free of the clingy vampire cobweb, and I took a step back. 

My first reaction was to make her pay for trying to force her vampire-will on me. However, common sense got the better of me.

I needed to defuse the situation without upsetting the normal customers. Monsters did not exist in their normal world. Tonight wasn’t the night to give them an education either. 

“I tell you what,” I said, spreading my hands in a non-threatening manner. “If you leave willingly, I won’t follow you and stake your sorry hearts in the morning.”

Goth Girl tossed back her dark hair and rolled her eyes. “Psht, as if you could.”

The country vampire stepped away, meticulously dabbing at the corners of her mouth with a napkin. Cameo earrings with a red rose embedded in pewter silver swung from her delicate ears, and a pewter silver chain lay flat against her throat.

“Marishka, let’s go.” 

“But, Trina,” the Goth one whined.

“I said let’s go.” The firmness in the country vamp’s voice boded obedience. The other vampire pouted, grabbed the man’s hand and stomped toward the door.

“I’m sorry for letting blood in your ... house.” The country vamp held out her left hand. “Thank you for not causing a scene.”

I stared at her hand, not wanting to accept it, but I did. She pulled me close, and her warm breath hit my ear. “By the way, your blood smells divine.”

Okay, that crossed the line. I squeezed her hand as hard as I could and felt bones crack. Forcing her down on her knees, I leaned in to her ear this time. The voice in my head warned me to keep her fangs as far away from my neck as I could, which I did as much as possible. 

“You really don’t want to mess with me. Stay out of my bar and away from me. Or I’ll make more than your fingers pop off.”

Releasing my grip on her hand, she tumbled back onto her butt. Shock flitted across her face as she quickly she jumped to her feet. The blackness of her pupils swirled red. She lifted her chin and pointed a well-manicured finger at me. 

“Watch your back, angel.” 

Backpedaling her way to the exit, she kept eye contact with me until the door closed between us. 

I looked at Jack and Dusty, who had apparently watched the whole thing with intense curiosity. My eyes locked with Jack’s. His luscious mouth had turned into a frown, and the intense glare in his eyes wiped away his earlier friendliness. 

What the demon wings was his problem?
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The Lusty Crow

Watson, LA

Sunday, December 17th, 10:00 PM

Countdown: 14 Days 17 Hours 59 minutes 59 Seconds

The bracelet vibrated against my skin. Startled, I stared at the red-glowing words. Seriously? Had I really let the first clue to the riddle walk right out the door? And why did this stupid bracelet wait until they left before letting me know? Maybe the batteries needed replacing.

I looked at the bar, and my eyes met Ben’s. He was back to his bartending duties after avoiding the twin vampires, which meant I could go after them. 

“Be back in a few,” I whispered.

Ben nodded, and I went to my office, ignoring the feeling that Jack was watching my every move.

After putting on my black leather riding jacket, I unlocked the bottom desk drawer and pulled out a Walther PPKS .22 handgun. It fit comfortably in my hand, and the stainless steel was overlaid in a special silver coating to keep supernatural beings from picking it up. Of course, they could always use a towel, but I wasn’t into overthinking it. In the heat of a fight, I would bet that my opponent wasn’t going to be wondering where a cloth was if they tried to take my gun. Tucking it into the holster inside my left boot, I grabbed my helmet and keys and slipped out the back door. My concealed handgun permit was under the seat of my bike along with my driving license. 

I hoped I wasn’t too late to catch up with the vampires, who were, according to my magical bracelet, a lead in
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