
[image: 4.png]April Thomas

Spirit 2


Table of Contents

Title Page

Spirit 2 (The Endurance Series, #4)

Dedication

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Sign up for April Thomas's Mailing List

Further Reading: Toxic: The Double Cross

Also By April Thomas

Copyrights April Thomas 2023© 

Title: Spirit 2

Author: April Thomas

Publisher: Jiali Media Inc.

Year of Publication: 2023

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal and may result in civil and criminal penalties. Any infringement of the author's rights, including unauthorized copying or distribution of the text, will be vigorously pursued.

For permissions inquiries or to request the use of any content from this book, please contact:

April Jim

hello@aprilathomas.com

––––––––
[image: ]


Cover design by Jiali Media Inc.

––––––––
[image: ]


Printed in United States of America

First Edition: 2010

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication
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To God the Father 

My sister and my sweet little girl.

Thank you for always having my back no matter what.
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Prologue
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Nelson stepped away, walking off to the bathroom to get a first aid kit. He thought about what Cora was saying, missing her, and craving to be with her was becoming unbearable. Nelson was now losing hope of David Pennington ever giving his blessing for him to marry Cora. Nelson grabbed the first aid kit and returned to Cora, who was still sitting on the counter. She wore fitted sweatpants, which displayed her shapely hips. Nelson groaned inside as he admired her body. 

“Can you pull your pants up?”

“No, but I can pull them down,” Cora’s voice softened, sending chills up Nelson’s arms.

He took a deep breath. “Okay,” knowing it was going to take all of his willpower to hold himself back. 

He placed the first aid kit next to Cora. Taking a deep breath, he slipped his fingers under the waist of her sweatpants, slipping it over her round butt as she lifted herself above the countertops. He dragged it down, pausing over her knees until she cried out in pain. Dried blood and skin tissue had wrapped itself around the fibers of the cloth.

“Hold on to my shoulder, and squeeze if you have to,” Nelson said, knowing it would hurt to rip it off.

“No, wait!” Cora said, anticipating the pain.

Nelson paused and looked up at her. Their lips met, and the pain was forgotten.
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Protection

“I’d like to see you try!” At that moment, clarity came over him. Tamarius remembered something his father had taught him as a boy. ‘When everything seems lost, remember, God has never left you.” 

Tamarius drew strength from these words as he broke the chains around his ankle. The king stepped back, startled. Tamarius walked towards him and wrapped his large hands around the king’s neck and strangled him. The guards rushed him, attempting to save their king.

“Let the neck of the wicked be broken!” Tamarius quotes memorized scriptures from the Bible. 

It strengthened his abilities as he fought against evil. He snapped the neck of the king, not giving him a chance to fight back. The guards lifted their arms, prepared to bring their large clubs down on Tamarius. 

He looked at them and said," Let the arms of the wicked be broken!" 

Their arms broke in mid-air as Tamarius passed them, heading for his wife. 

As Makayla stepped back, he exerted his strength to pull the bars apart. She couldn't believe the immense strength and power he possessed. Her gaze fixed on him, she maintained her protective shield. 

“Makayla, let me in.” His voice was calm.

She was frozen as she stood there, holding her crying son, who was reaching out to his father. 

“Makayla!” Tamarius’ voice jolts her out of her trance. 

She dropped her shield as the queen leaped over them, pulling the arm of Solomon and slipping him through the wide bars.

“Solomon!” Makayla screamed, reaching for her son.

Tamarius jumped out of the cage and leaped towards the queen. She held his son up to her mouth, ready to sink her fangs into him. Tamarius panicked, knowing that even a bite could mean death for his son.  

Breathless, he cries out to God. “Break their teeth, O God, in their mouth, break their teeth!”  

The queen screamed as she tried to sink her teeth into Solomon, only to have them shatter into a million pieces. Tamarius snatched his son away from her as she dropped him. He placed Solomon back with his mother. Makayla held her son with trembling arms, pulling him close to her and burying her face into his small body, sobbing.

Tamarius turned his attention back to the queen, who was hissing at him. More guards were coming into the dungeon. Tamarius knew that once he killed her, it would ruin them. He made no hesitation to break her neck and swing her lifeless body into the approaching guards. 

Makayla stood, holding her son’s limp body as the other guards gathered around their fallen king and queen.

“Tamarius, do something!” Makayla screamed, holding their son towards him.

Tamarius ran back towards his wife and picked up his son, feeling the weight of his small body in his arms. The young child had been shaken by the traumatic events, his eyes wide with fear and disbelief. Tamarius kneeled down, cradling him in his arms, massaging his stomach. He whispers words of comfort, beckoning his spirit to return. With a sudden burst of energy, Solomon propelled himself forward, his throat seizing up as he erupted into a fit of coughing. Makayla thanked God as they both hugged their son, tears of relief streaming down their faces. 

“Tamarius, you have little time,” Hunelah gets his attention from across the room. “Hate to break up your auspicious moment. We need to get out of here!”

Tamarius stood up, holding his son, not wanting to let him go. 

Makayla picked up Enoch, whom she had left sitting in a safe corner, close to her.

Tamarius hurried over to Hunelah. He placed his son down next to him. He broke the chains off the ankles of the others. Hunelah picked up Solomon while Tamarius walked back towards him. 

“I thought you said they would be lost and not know what to do!” Tamarius raised a brow.

"Well yeah—after, they try to get their revenge," Hunelah confessed with a hint of embarrassment in his voice.

“I just put everyone in danger because you left out a minor detail!”

“I’m sorry, but I knew you could do it. We have tried for a year. Each warrior we have sent was killed. I knew you had the strength and power to carry out the mission,” Hunelah gives his reasoning, but Tamarius was too angry to listen. 

His mind refocused on getting everyone out safely. He moved over to his wife as the Windigo creatures focused on him. He stood in front of Makayla, who held on to Enoch tightly. She knew they would all have to fight to break free. Now that the king and queen were dead, the protective barrier had been broken. Tamarius could now summon his sword. 

Makayla was not aware of the barrier being broken; yet, instinctively, she summoned her bow.

Tamarius looked back at his wife, stunned that she could summon her bow so quickly. “How did...”

He paused and summoned his sword. He slightly turned his head back to his wife. “I’m standing right here, woman. Put your bow away. I need to get you out of here. Just hold on to the kids!”

Makayla didn’t protest she needed to protect her children. She feared she was going to have a miscarriage because of all the stress. “Okay.”

“I’m sending Natasha with you.”

“Whatever!” Makayla’s mind rests on flashbacks of him kissing Natasha.

“Call Maxwell as soon as you get back.”

“How will you find me?”

“My heart will always guide me back to you.”

The Windigos gathered around Tamarius. Although they were enormous and terrifying creatures, they needed the order to guide them on what to do next. They wanted to kill Tamarius and the others. Yet we’re conditioned only to follow the rules. Tamarius slammed his sword into the ground and open a portal. Hunelah understood what was happening and handed Solomon to Natasha. 

“How do I know where home is?” Makayla asked her husband.

“Try to think of a place you would love to be, somewhere safe. Look through the window of the vortex; it will help you decide.”

He never took his eyes off of the gathering Windigo. knowing it would be only a matter of time before they gained the understanding to attack. “I love you! Now go, Kayla!”

Makayla knew she could not wait any longer. Speechless, she walked through the portal. 

Natasha stopped in front of Tamarius. “If something happens to Makayla, I will be there to take care of your kids.”

“If you have anything to do with something happening to my wife, I will kill you.” Tamarius warned. 

Makayla looked back and saw them talking. She couldn’t hear what was being said, but didn’t like the body language. Natasha was pressing herself close to Tamarius, and he was staring at her intensely. Makayla misunderstood what was happening. She became jealous, the negative thoughts and fears returned as she stood there waiting for Natasha to walk through with her son.

“Hey!” she called at both Tamarius and Natasha. 

Their heads swung around in her direction. She refused to look at Tamarius. “Done flirting? We need to go!”

Tamarius tried to make eye contact with Makayla, but she turned her away from him. “Get out Natasha.”

Natasha slowly walked through the portal. Tamarius closed it and pulled his sword out of the ground. The Windigos still stood around him, confused and awestruck. Tamarius decided to just walk out of the dungeon and free as many Nirvatrans as he could. He made his way to the door. Tamarius, Neil, and Hunelah all pushed their way through the crowd, only to be stopped by the door. The general who had captured Makayla was standing in front of them.

“So you’re the man with the brains?”

“How is it you do the things that you do?” he asked in a deep, gravelly voice.

Tamarius didn’t answer; he wasn’t interested in the small talk. He wanted to help the others and leave this dimension. “Step aside,” he responded.

“Oh, you think I’m just going to let you walk out of here?” the Windigo general laughter sounded pure evil.

Tamarius looked around and raised a brow. “Yeah!”

The general abruptly stopped laughing and pulled out his sword. “I don’t think so.”

Tamarius quickly killed two Windigos close to him. He took their swords. All three men fought, slaughtering as many Windigos as they could. The general guarded the door, doing his best to prevent the men from succeeding. Tamarius focused his attacks on the general. They relentlessly fought for hours until Tamarius finally gained an edge over the general. Standing over him, he shoved his sword into his neck, killing the remaining leader. It was now easy to fight their way through the crowd and free all the captured Nirvatrans.  

They overtook the castle, slaughtering hordes of Windigo. The Nirvatran people now celebrated the victory over an enemy that had enslaved them for many years. Tamarius felt satisfied that he had done his part. He prepared to leave with Neil. Eager to see and speak to his wife, he sensed Makayla had misunderstood his actions with Natasha.

Hunelah had grown fond of Tamarius. He gave him a heartfelt goodbye. Tamarius thanked everyone in his village and promised to visit from time to time. They had wished to say goodbye to Makayla and the children, but understood why she couldn’t be there now. Tamarius opened the portal and allowed Neil to walk through first. He smiled as he walked through. 

Tamarius found his wife’s trail easily. Like a bee to honey, he followed her path and exited the portal through which she had previously walked.
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Homecoming

Hours had passed since Makayla and Natasha had walked out of the portal. They walked until they came to a humble, old, white house, sitting in a clearing surrounded by tall, slim trees. Makayla’s heart quickened as she spotted life around the house. 

“Oh, thank God! I’m so tired of carrying this kid!” Natasha expressed.

Makayla paused and looked at her. “Give me my son!”

“Makayla, I’m sorry. It’s just hard to...”

“Yeah, I know. Put him down; he can walk.”

“Fine,” Natasha placed Solomon on the ground. 

She swiftly recalled the toxic substance she had meticulously crafted for Solomon. Her fingers grazing the smooth surface of a small pouch secured to a belt around her waist. A faint scent of bitterness wafted from the pouch, tantalizing her senses. With a concealed grin. She looks forward to the chance to administer the lethal poison to Makayla’s unsuspecting son.

Solomon walked over to his mother. She stooped down to hug and kiss him. “Hey, prince, are you okay? I almost lost you.”

“Where’s daddy?” Solomon looks around at the tropical trees confused by the colors he has never seen before.

“Daddy will be here soon. We just need to give him some time.” Makayla comforts her son the best way she could. “Can you take my hand, baby?” She stood up, holding Enoch on her hip and putting her hand out for Solomon to take.

“Makayla, please, let me help you.” Natasha pleads, feeling a little remorseful.

“Look, Natasha...I-I feel for you. I do. But, if you don’t wake up and see for yourself that Tamarius has moved on, how are you going to...”

“He loves me! I know he does. Okay, he married you, but he loves me.” Natasha would not allow Makayla to finish her statement.

“Why would he marry me if he is still in love with you?”

“Because he thought I was gone forever.”

Makayla shook her head while walking away. She grumbled, scolding herself for arguing with a crazy person. They walked to the house and knocked on the door. An elderly, fair-skinned woman wearing a black dress smiled at her. The old woman’s loving green eyes held Makayla’s attention as she stood in the doorway. Makayla instantly thought of her cousin and how much she missed her.

“Hello,” she greeted. “My name is Makayla, and this is Natasha,” she introduced, pointing behind her. 

The old woman smiled and looked at her children. “Come, come,” she coaxed, taking Solomon’s hand and leading him into the home. 

“Thank you,” Makayla steps inside.

“Are you hungry?” the old woman asked in a heavy accent. 

“Yes,” both Makayla and Natasha spoke up.

“Come, I just finished cooking a meal. My name is Maria.” 

“Thank you so much for inviting us in.” Makayla smiles as she was led to a dining table. “Where is this?” Makayla took a seat by a window, hoping to see her husband appear soon.

“Cape Verde,” the old woman’s eyes widen. “Child, how did you get here? Where did you come from?”

“It’s—a long story,” Makayla replied, not wanting to explain their mysterious means of travel.

“Sit, young lady. You both look tired and these poor children.” Maria said, gesturing for Natasha to have a seat at the dinner table while pulling Enoch out of Makayla’s arms. 

Enoch cried, but was soothed by the old woman’s gentle words.

Makayla smiled as her nerves relaxed, knowing she was in a safe place. Maria handed Enoch back to his mother, now gnawing on a fresh mango seed. 

“Mmm, mango; we haven’t had that in a while.” Makayla helps her son to hold the slippery seed.

“Where is Cape Verde?” Natasha could not recall such a place and feared they were now trapped in another unknown dimension. 

“Cape Verde is a group of ten islands just off the coast of West Africa. The island we are on is called Brava. The town we are in is called Faja D’ Aqua,” she informed while filling a bowl with stew.

“West Africa?” Natasha mumbled.

“Your home is beautiful.” Makayla could feel the love in the home. The cute little figurines neatly placed throughout the living room. The hand down pillows and dollies reminded her of her grandmother back in Trinidad.

“It’s so quiet now; very hard to get used to. My husband died almost a year ago,”

“I’m so sorry to hear that,” Makayla said, easily relating to her mourning.

“You must have really loved him to mourn him still.” Natasha notes Maria’s black dress.

“Yes, I did. He was a loving man—too loving. He had many women,” Maria releases a soft giggle.

“Oh?” Makayla raising a brow.

“It is our custom to wear black for a year and not take part in dancing and singing the first year.”

“Sweet,” Natasha said as a bowl of stew was placed in front of her and Makayla.

They waited as Maria made herself a bowl and joined them at the table. 

“Let’s say grace,” Maria announced before bowing her head and reciting a simple, thankful prayer.

Makayla smiled when they were finished. Maria had given Solomon a small bowl of stew. He eagerly watched as his mother blow the steam off of the dish, cooling it down for him to eat. 

“I can’t thank you enough for your hospitality,” she said while feeding Solomon a spoonful of stew.

“It’s my pleasure,” Maria answered. “What happened? How did you end up here?”

“We came through a portal.” Natasha blurts, while stuffing her face with food.

“What?” Maria questioned.

“Nothing, she’s crazy,” Makayla replied, looking at Natasha. “Ah, it’s complicated. We got kidnapped. My husband got us here safely, but he stayed behind to help others.” 

“My Lord, you must be worried sick about him,” Maria replied.

“I am,” Makayla said, nodding her head.

Natasha jealously glanced at Makayla. “I’m sure Neil is worried about you,” she said.

“Neil, is that his name?” Maria asked.

“No, my husband’s name is Tamarius. Neil is my ex,” Makayla answered.

“Everyone loves Makayla,” Natasha remarked sarcastically.

Maria shook her head and smiled. “Everyone is loved,”

“Where’s daddy?” Solomon asked spontaneously.

Makayla smiled at her son. Gliding her fingers over his hair, she kissed his forehead. “Eat up baby,” Makayla looked over at Maria. “Do you have a phone that I can use?”

“Sure, sweetie. In the living room,” Maria instructed. 

“Excuse me,” Makayla said, getting up with her son.

She walked up to the phone and took a deep breath. Makayla picked up the phone and struggled to remember the numbers to her brother-in-law’s cellular phone. Suddenly, the numbers popped back into her mind. Makayla dialed the numbers and couldn’t help the smile that came across her face as the phone rang. 

“Hello?”

Makayla couldn’t speak as a lump formed in her throat, and her eyes watered. “Mm-Maxwell?” she struggled out.

“Makayla?” Maxwell sprung to life.
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Reunited

Maxwell couldn’t believe his ears. “Where are you?” he stammered, becoming consumed by the emotions rushing up from his gut and fighting its way through his vocal cords.

“Ah, Cape Verde...” Makayla’s voice trembled through the line. 

“Cape Verde?” Maxwell repeated, grabbing a nearby pen and paper.

“Brava—Faja D’ Aqua...I can’t believe this!” Makayla exclaimed.

“I’m coming to get you, sis,” Maxwell replied.

“I’m waiting on Tamarius,” Makayla informed.

“Where is he?” he paused, becoming alarmed.

“It’s such a long story,” she answered.

“I’m on my way now, just need to call the pilot. I will call you back at this number,” Maxwell informed her. 

“Thank you.” 

“You don’t have to thank me. This is the day I’ve been waiting for,” Maxwell expressed. “Don’t move from that spot.”

“I won’t.”

“I love you.”

“I love you, too,” Makayla ended, hanging up the phone.

Maxwell quickly hung up and called his pilot, giving him all the information as he rushed out of his office. He promptly hung up the phone as he leaped up the stairwell to the second floor, all the while screaming out Cressida’s name.

“Honey, you’re going to wake the baby,” Cressida said in a hushed voice. She stepped out of her daughter’s nursery.

“You and her, get dressed. God has just answered our prayers,” Maxwell remarked.

“What? What are you talking about?” Cressida asked, smiling at his contagious excitement.

“Makayla just called; she is in Cape Verde,” Maxwell said, walking past his wife and into their bedroom.

“Where?” she questioned, crinkling her nose.

“Cape Verde, Faja D’ Aqua,” he answered, grabbing a baby bag out of the closet.

“Are you serious?” Cressida cried out.

“Yes,” Maxwell smiled, dropping the baby bag on the bed and approaching her. “Are you with me?” he asked, taking hold of her arms.

“Yes, of course... I-I just can’t believe...” Cressida paused.

“I know. I have to call Max on the way.” 

“You should surprise him,” Cressida suggested.

“He is going to lose it. Tamarius is like a father to him,” Maxwell said, stepping away and filling the baby bag with diapers and baby supplies for Temperance. 

He filled the bag with baby supplies, remembering that Tamarius had mentioned Makayla's pregnancy.

“What’s wrong, hon?” Cressida asked.

“Tamarius said Makayla was pregnant.”

“What, now?”

“No, when he left.” 

“And you kept it a secret?” Cressida said, becoming upset by the news.

“Baby, you know how this family is about each other. How would everyone take knowing that three Martinez’ were out there, lost or worse?” Maxwell said, pulling his wife close to him.

“I guess you’re right,” she relented. “Maxwell, you need to call Fa and Coretta. Fa calls here every week, hoping to hear any news about Kayla and T. He will want to be there to see his only daughter.”

“I guess I was just being selfish, wanting to rush over there and get my brother and his family. I will call him, and we will stop off in Trinidad to pick them up,” Maxwell agreed.

“I’ll get Temp. You make those calls.”

Maxwell dragged out his cell phone and notified everyone of Makayla and Tamarius’ return. It was very emotional for him, but he was happy to bring everyone the good news. Three hours later, they were on the family jet, heading to Port-of-Spain, Trinidad to meet Fa, Coretta, and Tia at the airport.
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Waiting

It was early morning. Makayla sat at the dining room table, shuddering her legs as everyone else slept. All night her eyes had been glued to the window, not able to look away as she prayed for Tamarius’ safe return. She took a deep breath as she pushed back her tears. Maria walked out of the small hallway to see Makayla sitting by the window.

“He must be a good man,” Maria said, gazing out her window.

Makayla looked down as a tear fell. “Yeah,” she whispers, “and a brilliant father.”

Maria pulled up a seat next to her. “I can’t wait to meet him,” she breathed.

“I hope you do.” 

“Oh, baby, crying is for mourners, like me. Your husband is not dead; don’t cry for him.” Maria rubs Makayla’s back.

“I just don’t know what I’d do without him. How would I raise our sons? I want them to know their father, and how amazing he is.”

“And they will—you will see,” Maria continues to stroke her back.. “He must carry you in his heart,” she said, looking out the window once more.

“What makes you say that?” Makayla raised a brow at the old woman

“My home is hard to find. I was stunned when you knocked on my door. I knew God had sent me someone to help,” Maria said, holding Makayla’s attention and preventing her from looking out of the window. “When my kids moved to the States, wanting more education, it was just my husband and I. Now it’s just me. I prayed for people to help, and here you are.”

She glanced through the window from the corner of her eye. She smirked at Makayla, who was hanging on her every word. “Baby, I know he carries you in his heart because he has found you.”

Makayla spun her head around to see Tamarius and Neil walking towards the home. She jumped up and ran out to meet him. Tamarius rushed to his wife, picking her up and swinging her into his arms. They hugged each other for a while. 

“I found my flower,” he groaned, hugging her, kissing her soft lips, and kissing away her tears.

“You made it. I was worried.”

“I told you, not even death can keep me from you.” Tamarius brushed back her thick curly hair.

“We leave this earth together. I can't imagine being without you.

“You guys make me sick,” Neil grunted, walking past them.

“Where are we?” Tamarius ignored Neil’s comment.

“It’s beautiful here. Cape Verde, and we are on the beautiful island of Brava.” Makayla said.

“Brava?” he repeated. “You must be homesick, island girl,” he teased.

“It just looks like a safe place,” she replied.

“It sure does,” he agreed.

“I can’t believe we are finally home.”

“We should just stay here; have a nice long vacation.”

“I called Maxwell,” Makayla heart swelled with excitement.

“Good. Did you tell him?”

“To come get us?” Makayla smirked.

“About our three sons.”

“No, I was so...”

“Stop, let me look at you?” Tamarius pulls his wife close to him again. 

He reached down and touched her stomach, rubbing her belly as he kissed her lips. She smiled and closed her eyes as she felt soft energy circulating in her womb.

“I need to get you home so that I can spoil you,” he whispered.

“You already spoil me. I’m just happy that you’re back,” she said. “I want you to meet Maria.” She took his hand and leading him to Maria, who was standing on the front porch.

He smiled at the elderly lady, reaching out to shake her hand. 

“Well, now I understand all the tears,” Maria smiled. 

“Tears?” he smirked, looking down at Makayla, who was now blushing.

“I would cry too,” Maria joked. “Yes, told you I would meet him,” she gives him a hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“Thank you for helping my wife and children.”

“The pleasure was all mine,” Maria said. “Come in. I will cook you breakfast.”

“Is there somewhere I can clean up?” he questioned.

“Yes, you all look like you just left your tribe,” Maria teases as they all laugh along.

“I have a barrel. My family from the States sent some everyday things, but I don’t have any clothes...”

"Let's just freshen up," Tamarius suggested. 

He still wore leather leggings with a breechclout and no shirt. Makayla was dressed in a loose, flowing leather skirt with a handmade leather top.

Makayla abruptly pulled away from Tamarius when she heard Enoch crying. He followed, eager to see his sons. 

Maria was happy to see a family reunited. She now turned her attention to Neil. “So you are Neil...the ex?”

Neil glanced at Maria before diverting his eyes to the ground. “Yeah, what gave it away?”

“Come in, and get cleaned up,” she invited, holding the door open for him.

Inside the home, Tamarius joyfully picked up Solomon and held him firmly, kissing him all over his face and neck, telling him how much he loved him. Solomon clung on to his father, not wanting to let go. They all stood around the living room. Natasha was still asleep on the floor. 

“Go to momma,” Tamarius said, handing his son to his mother.

“No!” he shouts, clinging to his father.

"Hold on, little monkey," Tamarius said, placing him on his back and continuing into the house to find the bathroom.

Natasha popped her head up from sleeping underneath some sheets on the floor. “Tamarius?” she murmured, looking around, knowing she had heard his voice.

Makayla ignored her as she changed her son’s cloth diaper. “I can’t wait to hit the mall. I feel like a swamp beast,” Makayla remarked out loud. 

Neil was nearby. He smiled and gazed at her. “You look like a goddess—it’s not a bad thing,” he grinned, giving her bedroom eyes.

“Whatever,” she replied, not giving him any further attention.

Neil ached for Makayla, and now that they were all back home, he planned to linger in her presence, hoping she would one day fall back in love with him. He had never encountered a woman quite like Makayla. She loved fiercely and completely. When she told you she loved you, it was not a joke; she meant it. He now fully understood what he had lost so many years ago.

When the demon, Soul Reaper, had taken Neil, he had tormented him, making Neil his slave. He was relieved when he finally gave him a break. He had fled to chase after Makayla, but he could not find her.  Neil tried to find love again elsewhere but failed. Women could smell the stench of his failure from miles away. The only women who acknowledged him were prostitutes.

It was hard for Neil to accept that Makayla was no longer his, not that he could blame her. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't hate Tamarius.

“Neil, how did you end up in Nirvatra?” Makayla asked.

Neil, taken aback by Makayla. Speaking to him alone caused him to stutter on his words. “I- I don’t...It’s a long story,” he ended. He looked down as he readjusted himself on the couch.

“Well, we have time.” Makayla said.

Rising from the ground, Natasha joined Neil in his seat. Her hair was a mess. She threw herself back and snored
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