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Dedication
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Lord of Frost is dedicated to the thousands of people who, like myself, lived through hurricane Michael, or other brutal acts of nature. From the exhaustive cleanup, insurance battles, contractor fraud, and crooked mortgage companies who tried to profit by stealing insurance funds, words fall short of the nightmare. Even though this experience has been terrible, I have also learned something very valuable. There are still good people in this world. I’ve never seen such an outpouring of kindness from neighbors that before this we might have barely known. For anyone who’d already had a rough year, myself included once again, it was extremely moving. To see the kindness of strangers, a genuine effort to help simply because it was the right thing to do. There were times when I thought, “Who is really this good anymore? And where did they come from?” Despite everything, I am so grateful to have learned this. It does my heart good to know that people like this still exist outside of fiction.

At the time I’m writing this book, the struggle continues for me and many others. I’m hoping that by the time this book is released, that fight will be over and my home will be completely rebuilt. In the meantime, this story is my escape and Rhiannon Frost is my hero. From the bottom of my heart I wish them to be yours as well.

For those who are still struggling, know that you are stronger than you think, and eventually things will get better.

All my love,

Red Dawn

P.s. This story wasn’t finished until several years later, in early 2024. I started Rhiannon Frost’s story in 2020. I decided to leave this dedication because it was deeply felt and many, like myself didn’t finish repairs from that particular hurricane (Michael hit Oct. 10, 2018) until recently. Besides that, a lot of struggles can hit like a hurricane, only sometimes it’s literal. Whatever storms you may be facing, I wish you the strength to see it through. And if you went through something similar to me, I wish you a barghest to eat your contractor.

One more thing ...

When doing edits I randomly decided to search and ...

I’ve said motherfucker 7 times in this book.

Fuck a whopping 116 times.

Cock 34 times.

Pussy 26 times.

Shit 96 times!

Cunt 3 times.

Asshole 11 times.

And Knobgoblin 2 times.

People who are easily offended should really skip this one.

Playlist for the Rhiannon Frost Duology

A list of songs that are either mentioned in the story (for books one and two) or they just have the right “vibe.” The songs kind of tell the story, but in a different way. 

Rock You Like A Hurricane – Scorpions

Love Hurts – Nazareth

Break My Stride – Matthew Wilder

Like A Virgin – Madonna

More Than A Woman – The Bee Gees

Let’s Groove – Earth, Wind & Fire

Hips Don’t Lie – Shakira

All I Want To Do Is Make Love To You – Heart

I Want It That Way – Backstreet Boys

Don’t Stop Till You Get Enough – Michael Jackson

Uptown Funk – Mark Ronson

Don’t Stop Believing – Journey

Red Red Wine – UB40

500 Miles – The Proclaimers

How Much I Feel – Ambrosia

Come to My Window – Melissa Etheridge

Get Lucky – Daft Punk

Everybody – Backstreet Boys

Golden Years – David Bowie

You Should Be Dancing – The Bee Gees

I’m So Excited – The Pointer Sisters

Died In Your Arms – Curring Crew

These Dreams - Heart

Remember The Time – Michael Jackson

All Night Long – Lionel Richie

She Drives Me Crazy – Fine Young Cannibals

Never Gonna Give You Up – Rick Astley
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Chapter One
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“At least I still have my work,” I said to my friend.

I didn’t have a roof over my bedroom, or my son who is also my work partner, or enough money for repairs ... but I had my work. And at least being a demon hunter is interesting.

I was preparing my son to take over the business one day, but now it appeared that might not happen. At forty I’m still young for a demon hunter, but even younger for anyone part-fae. Considering how difficult it is for most faeries to conceive, it’s a miracle my son was born at all.

I sighed. And now he was gone, indefinitely. He turned his back on me because his new wife hated me. And all for reasons so strange I still didn’t fully understand what happened.

“I suppose that’s the way of things,” I said to Hilda over morning tea.

She looked down and seemed to just notice my new tea cups. The one she was drinking from said, “Badass Bitch,” in bold black letters on the inside of the rim. She snorted with laughter.

“What does yours say?” she asked.

I turned it so she could read aloud, “Classy Motherfucker.”

As I toasted her with a slight nod she seemed to finally process what I just said.

“You really think it’s the way of things? Really? To be so blinded by pussy that you turn your back on blood?” With that declaration she huffed indignantly and took a long drink of faerie tea.

“That mental image is a bit much this early in the morning,” I said, laughing softly despite my mood.

“Just for shits, what exactly did you picture?”

Hilda and I have always been the kind of friends that can say anything to each other. No filter was necessary.

Her question caught me mid-sip and I almost snorted my tea when I pictured it again. “Like a blindfold, but with a vagina printed sideways over each eye. Like the lips were eyelids.”

Hilda roared with laughter. “That’s so fucking weird. Sounds like something from a Guillermo del Toro movie. Have you been smoking anything? Eating the wild mushrooms that suddenly turned blue out in the woods?”

I smirked. “No, I haven’t.”

“You didn’t answer my question about Rickard,” she said softly.

I didn’t know what to say about my son’s recent choices. Hilda wasn’t wrong, but would expressing the worst of what I felt make anything better? Although I had often vented to Hilda about random things over the years, I’d been holding back for a while. I suppose I was afraid that if I started complaining it might somehow make the situation worse. Or make me feel worse. Or both. But holding in all my frustration wasn’t exactly working out for me either.

“I’m just tired. Tired of the drama and the constant bullshit ever since that woman came into our lives,” I said softly.

“Boy’s lost his mind,” she added.

“That boy is a grown man, free to make his own choices and be who he wants to be.” I felt my eyes sting, but no tears fell. “I would die for him, but I can’t live his life for him.”

“And if that means leaving you and the business?”

At her words I felt a slight pain in my chest. Not seeing my son was breaking me, day by day. For the last twenty one years, we’d always had each other. Rickard wasn’t only my son, he was my friend.

“So be it. I’m his mother, not his parole officer. Besides, anything I say now, whether in my defense or otherwise, will only confirm to them that they are in the right. She will use anything, no matter how innocently it’s presented, against me. I’ve learned the hard way. I won’t be a villain just because she wants me to be.”

“Hmmm. You must get nose bleeds from taking such a high road. I’d have cracked the bitch’s skull open by now.”

I laughed, maybe a little too heartily, at her words. Hilda has known me long enough to know I’m no stranger to violence. If the woman in question were not married to my son, I probably would have cracked her skull by now.

“Hush, Hil. You know I keep a morning star in my library; don’t tempt me.”

The weapon in question is made of iron with spikes of Himalayan salt covered in extremely hard glass. It is said to contain the soul of an angel who gave himself freely for the task. Thanks to me being only part-fae, I can use iron weapons, unlike those of pure faerie blood. Iron is the only way I know to definitely kill a full-blooded faerie. Even those fae with some human ancestry live a really long time. The pureblood fae, however, are immortal unless stabbed through the heart or decapitated with an iron weapon. Kind of like vampires and wooden stakes. But as I’ve always joked, who wouldn’t that kill? Anyone with a significantly higher percentage of faerie in their DNA as opposed to human is vulnerable to iron.

Hilda appeared to consider my comments about the morning star very carefully as we finished our tea in silence.

I put my cup in the sink and caught my reflection in the window. There were faint dark circles beneath my eyes. For the first time, I began to see signs of age rather than simply maturity on my slightly fae features. Yes, this past year had indeed taken a toll on me.

“I thought Rickard had better sense,” she said softly, entering the kitchen behind me.

“So did I.”

I took a deep breath and forced myself to keep a hold over my emotions. There was work to be done, demons to track, a house to repair, and property that still wasn’t cleaned up. I planned to go after some demons first, because I needed the money to take care of the other things on my list.

It’d been over a year since the hurricane wrecked everything and some cleanup had been done on the surrounding property. But there were so many massive trees down. The damage was vast. I’d had some help from Rickard. But he was in a new marriage, still a relatively new relationship overall, and his new wife was very demanding of his time. So, mostly I didn’t ask for help and simply used clearing trees and limbs as my workouts whenever possible.

“And this blow up with his wife is all about a cat?”

“Mostly. I mean, the cat was part of it, but Roscoe didn’t like her. I should have gone with his reaction and never let her stay in this house.”

“With the guilt trip they put on you, how could you refuse?” Hilda ran a hand through her shoulder-length turquoise hair and held out her cup for a refill. “You and I haven’t had much time to catch up in quite a while. So, why don’t you make more tea and indulge me?”

“But, Hilly, I really should—“

“Bullshit. Your cheeks are as red as your hair. You’re furious. Might as well vent. Besides, what are your other options? If you talk to your mother, she won’t be able to stop herself from telling your aunt. Your aunt will tell at least half the muses in the country and then all the novels and screenplays for the next six months or more will be about cats and bitchy daughters-in-law.”

At this I laughed so hard it made me snort.

“You know I’m right, Rhiannon. So, tell me about this damned cat.”

After a lengthy and detailed account of everything she’d missed I said, “No cats was my only request, mostly because of Roscoe, and she couldn’t even respect that. This house is old, full of magic, partially sentient, and after that last hurricane, very wounded. All I asked was for no cats in the house. She knows what we are, so I was totally honest with her. Roscoe was scratched by a cat as a puppy and has never forgiven the species. Since he is my familiar, his magic is tied to me, and my magic is tied to this house. The house is in pain. When I tell you parts of it are barely holding together, I can’t stress the barely part enough.”

I left out the part where the “cat” did not feel like a cat. There was something unnatural and sinister in his presence.

“Sentient houses feel pain? I didn’t realize that.”

“Some do. They don’t experience it in the same way that we do, but pain is pain. My point is if Roscoe is upset, that nervous energy will funnel through to the house. At this point that might be enough to make some parts collapse. I told her all of this when she first mentioned wanting to get a cat.”

“That’s right; she was already living with you before the hurricane. I somehow forgot that.”

It was strange and sad how my son’s wife, Angelina, had taken over my life. But it wasn’t just her; I had a relationship in the middle of all of this as well. Between those two energy vacuums, I’d neglected my friendship with Hilda. Thus her need to catch up on my life. We still spoke during this time, but I kept conversations on a surface level. Most days I was too tired to get into it and I didn’t want to unload problems I felt I should be able to handle on my own onto her.

“Right, for about a year before,” I answered, breaking my reverie.

“And she wanted to get a cat in the middle of all that’s going on here? Even though she was almost always gone, leaving you to take care of it and deal with a nervous dog and a wounded magical house.”

“I wondered more than once if her long-term goal was to rob me of enough energy to somehow dampen my power. But what purpose would that serve? I’m probably being paranoid.”

Hilda paused with the teacup in front of her lips, clearly considering my words. She didn’t say anything, but she also didn’t dismiss my thoughts as paranoia.

I shook my head. “That’s just a typical day living with Angelina. She tried to make me out to be this crazy cat hater. That actually hurt a little bit. I don’t hate animals of any variety.” I almost said, “This cat was not a cat.” With all the other weird things I’d encountered over the years, why was I hesitant to talk about this?

Hilda nodded gravely. “You did their laundry?”

“Yes.”

“Pay all the bills?”

“Yes.”

“And that was your only request?”

“Yes.”

“Why on earth were you not charging them rent?”

I shrugged. She was only expressing what my mother and my aunt had already said to me.

“Because I love my son and I was trying to do him a kindness. The original plan was for them to stay with me while she finished college. I was trying to give them a chance to save some money.”

I could tell by the look she gave me that Hilda still thought I’d made a huge mistake in not charging rent.

“Did she even ask about the cat again?”

“No. Just showed up with it in the middle of the night, after I’d told them how I felt. She’d even given it a name already, Bagel. Even after our initial conversation she kept hinting about wanting a cat. I told them several times I didn’t want one in the house, and gave them all the reasons again.” I paused and brushed my long bangs back from my face. This was a nervous gesture that I’m well aware of doing too often when I’m frustrated.

“It’s not that I’m a bitch or a cat hater. I’m not, a cat hater. I might be a bitch. I have a lot of reasons,” I repeated as I realized I was now rambling.

“So tell me the part you’re not saying.”

I gave her a sarcastic smile. Hilda really enjoys hearing someone go on a rant. It’s like her own personal reality TV show. Until now I’d managed to restrain myself, giving mostly the facts rather than only my opinions.

“Fine. They didn’t lift a finger around here. Neither of them did a damn thing in the time she was here. They didn’t cook or clean or even offer to buy groceries. This is not how my son normally acts. You know him; you must have seen the changes?”

She nodded.

“But I can’t come out and say that, because then I’m the thundercunt mother-in-law, accusing her of being a bad influence. Besides everything else, any animal deserves time and attention that I am not able to give right now. Angelina insisted on wanting to keep it in the house. That means a box of litter that I’d have to either smell or clean daily because I know they won’t. I know this from experience because this is the third cat she’s tried to force on me.”

“See, I knew this was about more than just a cat. It’s a bunch of bullshit and several cats. What happened with the others?”

“The other two are now living happily in another state with a friend of hers. I had to be their sole caretaker for three months while I convinced her they needed to find another home. I felt tremors running through the house at night. Another small hole opened in the ceiling before she realized I wasn’t lying and took them to her friend. And the back of my leather chair is ruined because they used it to sharpen their claws! This place is full of antiques and old books of magic that I don’t want to worry about being damaged. As if it isn’t bad enough that I have to collect dirty dishes and stinking socks from every corner of the house. This nasty bitch would come home and strip, leaving her clothes wherever they fell. I had to pick up dirty panties out of the Roscoe’s water dish and a teddy bear from a pile of cat shit that was just sitting in the middle of the floor like a new decoration. I’m a demon hunter, not a goddamned maid!”

I took a deep breath and steadied myself. “Sorry.”

“Oh, don’t apologize,” Hilda said. “Let it out. What happened when they just showed up with a third cat in the middle of the night?”

“I politely said I didn’t want it in the house. There was more to it that I can’t accurately explain. Something about this animal unnerved me. So did the other two she snuck in here. They didn’t feel like cats, if that makes sense. They both were and were not normal.”

And there it was, I said what I really thought. I felt relieved, like I’d overcome something. But that didn’t make a damn bit of sense. Unless someone cast a spell to keep me from voicing what I really thought about the “cats” and I’d broken it. I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts. Good grief I was getting paranoid. None of that was even remotely logical.

“Did you run any tests on them to see what they were?” Hilda asked.

I was surprised she didn’t question my instincts like I did. When had I gotten so bad about that?

“I tried a few potions using their fur, nothing appeared abnormal. All I had was this gut feeling that I’d begun to question. Is my judgment clouded just because I so strongly dislike Angelina?”

“I don’t think so. I think you’ve been gaslit to hell and back for so long that you can’t think straight. Did you offer to let the cat live outside?”

“Of course. I even offered to build one of those big cat houses with places to climb and perch on the back porch.”

“And?”

“And she said no.”

Hilda sat her cup down and looked pissed. “SHE said no? What the fuck?”

“Yeah. I was trying to compromise.”

“No, screw that. This bitch told you no in your house? Oh, hell no! She is a fucking guest here. It’s bad enough that you said she doesn’t treat Roscoe well, but this is ridiculous.”

Roscoe is more than my familiar. He’s my half-Dachshund, half-Chihuahua, half-blind, demon hunting companion. He also answers to The Chiweenie of Doom. I’ll take his company over people any day.

I left out the fact that Angelina and Rickard woke me up to shove this cat at me, as if they expected me to be happy. I have insomnia and Roscoe and I were finally resting. Hilda was angry enough without that detail. Although I didn’t want my friend to be angry, it felt good to know someone cared enough about me to be upset on my behalf.

“Calm down,” I said softly.

“That little twat!”

I laughed. “It’s petty of me, but it feels good to hear you call her names. Unfortunately, it gets us nowhere. I’m still in a battle with insurance, magical barriers are barely holding parts of the house together. And dealing with all of that has limited how much I can work.”

“What’s the deal with insurance? Isn’t shit like this what it’s for?”

“There were so many claims all at once. They’re fighting over every little detail and making it as difficult as possible for people to get a payout. I guess that leaves them more time to cough up all the money. Or maybe they’re just assholes. Either way, it’s been over a year and I’m still living on my office floor.”

“You might have to take some jobs that you’d rather not.”

That translated to offering my services as an exorcist.

“You mean banish some troublemaking lesser demons back to their realm or deal with possessed rednecks? Already on it.”

Hilda gulped down the last of her tea before declaring, “Hurricane Michael was the work of dark magic.”

I rolled my eyes. “It didn’t do Florida any favors, but I doubt it was literally evil. It was simply an act of nature.”

“And since when does nature wash away the barriers between us and the veil?”

The veil does a lot of things. In most cases it hides those who wish to be hidden from humans. However, it also hides the doorways between our world and the demon world, as well as entire kingdoms of the fae.

“This storm disintegrated barriers by the thousands. Hell, I saw an un-glamoured horned goblin in Walmart stocking up on toilet paper! How he explained that, I’d truly like to hear. ‘Oh, no, I don’t really have horns and blue skin, you’re hallucinating due to the stress of being utterly fucked by this hurricane.’ Seriously, how did no one end up on the news with this shit?”

Once again, she wasn’t exactly wrong. However, the majority of magical creatures out there who wish to be hidden are much better at it than that unfortunate horned goblin.

“I guess if they weren’t living out in the open before, they might as well now if their glamour was blown in public,” I said. “People already know that werewolves, witches, and vampires are real. I don’t see why the rest of us are such a stretch.”

Hilda gave me a sarcastic look. “You’re joking right? If the general populace really knew what was out there, it would blow their minds. But back to my point, this goes beyond someone realizing their cubicle mate might have horns, wings, or fur. A lot of doorways that should have remained closed were at least temporarily opened. There’s no telling what might have come through.”

“A category four storm could potentially do that. This was much stronger. They’re calling it a category five, but it was so strong I heard rumors of creating a sixth category just to classify it. A storm that powerful might have washed away barriers even without dark magical or demonic power behind it.”

Hilda took a lump of sugar from the serving tray and popped it into her mouth. “Bullshit,” she said around the lump of sugar. “Look at all that’s gone wrong. Not just the physical destruction all around, but look at your life.”

I sighed. “I love you, Hil. And I love how you defend me, but a hurricane wasn’t sent to destroy me. I’m just one mixed-fae demon hunter. I’m not saving the world or anything.”

“Yeah? Well, once up on a time, you saved my world.”

“He was only one higher level demon trying to wipe out a nature preserve.”

Hilda crossed her arms and took a defiant stance as she rose from the table. “He was trying to syphon the life force of all the hidden fae who live there in order to usurp one of the thrones of Hell.”

I shrugged and refilled my “Classy Motherfucker” cup. “He was an asshole and I did what was necessary.”

“You shattered him, doused his infernal fire from the inside out.”

“I was young and full of angst. I probably went a little overboard. I mean, I could have just cut his head off and stabbed him through the heart with a blessed weapon.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two


[image: ]


Hilda laughed and then her blue eyes brightened as she obviously had an idea. “Why don’t we go up to Atlanta for a few days? We could hang out with some of the Unseelie and just relax for a while. Besides, this close to the winter solstice and Christmas, there’s got to be lots of fun things to do.”

I glanced around at my holiday decorations. Every part of the house that wasn’t overly damaged was decorated. Why bother with only about half the house in use? Because all of the boughs of spruce and holly, and my homemade glittery wreaths made me feel better when I looked at them. Well, they did. With Rickard gone, the decorations mostly made me sad.

“Come on,” she repeated. “When’s the last time you had a little adventure with your Unseelie friends? There are some I still haven’t met.”

Most people who know even a little bit about faeries are frightened by the word Unseelie. The group known as Unseelie are considered the “Dark Court,” consisting of many solitary faeries who are supposedly more inclined to be wicked because they don’t fit in with the rest.

Hobgoblins, trolls, dark pixies, banshees, and so many others belong to this category by default, and that doesn’t necessarily make them evil. Others are in this category because they were banished by the Seelie Court, sometimes referred to as the Light Court.

I am technically Unseelie because even though I tell people I’m “part” winter faerie (my mother is a winter faerie), my other heritage isn’t all human as I usually claim for simplicity sake. Somewhere in there was a goblin or two. That’s where I get my unnaturally green eyes. It’s also due to this part of my genetics that I have a slight downward tilt to the points of my ears, rather than straight up like those with other types of fae lineage. For anyone who knows what they’re looking at, I look like a mixed breed goblin.

It could also be because I’m far more fae than human that I’m having other issues. Since I’m able to use iron weapons, I’d always assumed I was more human than fae. But my body seemed to have other ideas about that.

“My period has gone nuts,” I confessed, still not addressing her question about Atlanta. “Right now I’m a week late.” Seeing as how Hilda is also a female, and fae, and we’re best friends, this wasn’t an odd topic of conversation.

“You’re not pregnant by that ogre?”

“Hell, no. But it would seem I am more fae than human and you know we notoriously have issues with fertility. We’re also prone to early menopause. That’s why my mother’s family mixes so frequently with humans, to try to delay or extend the fertile years of their female children, seeing as how we live so damn long. Which has always been strange to me. But comparatively, human women remain fertile longer than fae do, based on lifespan.”

Hilda nodded. “Or they use a spell to conceive later in life. I have an aunt who was over a hundred when my cousin was born. But that type of magic doesn’t always take. You don’t think it’s that, do you? Early menopause? I mean, I’ve been experiencing some symptoms, but I’m also six years older than you.”

I shrugged. “Early for the fae, but normal time for perimenopause in humans. I don’t know. It could also be stress, but I have some other weird shit going on. I need to go see Brianna and ask if she has some special teas that might help.”

Side note, most fae, unless badly wounded and desperate, will not seek traditional medical help. Many choose alternative or magical treatments even then. It’s not that we hate modern medicine, most of the time; it’s simply not effective on us.

“You think a witch doctor is necessary? What other weird shit are we talking about?” she asked, continuing to eat sugar lumps.

Brianna is not what you might think of when you hear, “witch doctor.” She is literally a witch and a kind of doctor. She’s an apothecary, a craft of which I consider myself an intermediate.

“I’m having cold flashes.”

Hilda busted out laughing. “Most women would appreciate that.”

“It’s not nearly as pleasant as it might sound.”

“So, back to my question. How about that trip to Atlanta?”

“What for? I have work here, and the house—“

“The house can protect itself for a few days. We could put some extra charms in place,” she said. “When’s the last time you got out besides local demon hunting? I know you’re upset about everything with Rickard, and rightfully so, but self-isolation will only make that worse.”

“I don’t think hunting local demons exactly counts as self-isolation.”

“You know what I mean.”

“I really don’t have the money right now for a trip, even a short one.”

As I was talking I opened the front door and there stood Chuck, all six-foot-nine inches of him, hand outstretched to ring my doorbell. I felt like I’d been kicked in the chest.

I looked up at him, careful to not show any emotion. “What do you want, Chuck?”

“My key doesn’t work anymore. The house won’t let me in,” he said.

“That’s because your invitation has been revoked.”

Chuck was much younger than me, only two years older than my son. Since the fae live so long, age isn’t typically an issue in relationships, like it can be for humans. There are couples with over a hundred years separating them. However, the majority of these relationships are between younger women and older men. I used to think this was sexist. I now believe it’s because most men are simply not very mature at a young age. I thought that being involved with a significantly younger man could be fun for a change. Boy was I wrong.

Chuck took a deep breath and a step back as I walked onto the porch. “Eventually, you have to talk to me, Rhiannon.”

“We have talked,” I said, keeping my tone calm. “You took payment from a demon to deliberately hurt me.”

At least, that’s what he finally admitted to when I asked what his problem was exactly. He claimed he was approached by a strange demon and paid to convince me to get involved with him. He never said how he met this demon or what they looked like, but I seriously doubted they just appeared with this offer out of the blue. I believed whoever it was had been stalking me for a while and was out for revenge. Maybe I killed or banished someone they cared about. In which case, fuck them. I don’t banish or kill anyone just for being a demon. They were breaking the law, and likely hurting people if that’s what happened. I’ve been doing this job for about twenty years and there’s always some asshat who has an issue with me. When I asked Chuck why he took the money he said, “Because dating you was a pursuit I was already committed to. I saw it as a win/win.” But as I told him, nothing is free, especially not money from some shady demon. He said, “All they asked was that I cause a little chaos in your life.” I told him he was a fucking moron and this began the argument that finally ended our relationship.

“But there’s so much more to it than that,” he said, reaching for me.

“I’m afraid that’s the only part that matters.” I stepped back, just out of his reach. I stretched out my hand to push him back down the steps, but stopped short of touching him. “I do want to know one thing. How long were you faking it?”

I tried to keep the pain from my voice, but failed miserably. I saw a flicker of emotion in his brown eyes and wondered if he was faking that as well.

“I was never faking what I felt for you. I’ve loved you since I was eighteen.”

“So you say. But that’s not how I see it.”

“Why do you think I kept coming around, making friends with Rickard, taking on some odd jobs with you?”

“Because you needed the money.”

“I needed you.”

I paused and did my best to hold back tears. I loved Chuck once, I really did. “You got to know me well enough to know what I wanted, what I needed in my life, and that’s what you pretended to be. The moment things started to get real between us you hurt me.” Despite my best efforts to control myself, there was a lot of pain in my words.

Chuck gasped as if I’d physically struck him.

“That’s what you think of me?” he asked.

“That is what you’ve shown me. You got close enough to me to be sure that I cared for you, and then you broke my heart. I was down for a bit, but you can’t keep me there. I will recover, and I will move on with my life. I suggest you do the same, and get the fuck off my porch.” I said all of this with as much calm and dignity as I could muster considering how the sight of him was hurting my heart.

“I never left you for that butch she-demon. That was all an act. We never even had sex!”

I could only assume this was some of the “chaos” he was hired to bring. Fucker.

“I don’t care.” My chest hurt.

“Rhiannon—“

“You talked shit about me to my son and daughter-in-law, and spoke against them to me. You did your best to tear my life apart from the inside. And to add insult to injury, you left me for a she-demon who looks like a pig.”

That’s not me being hateful; she truly has the face of a pig. She even wears a big ring in her nose.

“But I didn’t fuck her.”

“It’s been six months, Chuck. Why now? Why today?”

He paused for a moment, and for the briefest second I saw a trace of the man I thought he was in his eyes. It hurt like hell.

“Because I miss you.”

“I miss the man I thought you were,” I admitted.

“And who do you think I really am?” he asked.

“A gaslighting, narcissistic half-ogre with erectile dysfunction. Now get off my property before I have the grass poison you.”

“You said you wouldn’t tell anyone about that.”

“I haven’t.”

“I can see Hilda standing in the door!”

“So what? One other person knows you can’t keep it up. After all you put me through, saying this in front of Hilda is very, very minor. I don’t want to hurt you, Chuck.”

At this point he’d backed down the steps and we were still not on eye level. His size had never intimidated me, and it certainly wouldn’t now.

“I’ve done my best to be civil and try to keep my shit together. You hurt me bad, and I don’t want to see you again. Go back to your little she-demon if you can. Maybe she will believe your lies, because I don’t.” I moved closer and put my hand on his chest, allowing some of my cold to seep into his big body. “I lied about one thing too. I want to hurt you, but my heart can’t take it. If I do, I’ll be no better than you are.”

He pulled back from me and opened his shirt, revealing a small blue handprint over his heart. He looked shocked and hurt, at least physically.

“Now go,” I said softly, “before I change my mind about the poisonous grass.”

Roscoe came charging out of the house and started barking at Chuck before he could respond. The small black dog turned his blind left eye toward him, looking him up and down as if trying to be sure he wasn’t a demon after all.

“I’m not a demon, you little shit,” Chuck said.

I stretched out my right hand and snowflakes fell from my fingertips. “Insult Roscoe one more time and I’ll freeze the blood in your veins.”

“You are so beautiful when you’re angry.”

“Leave, Chuck.”

“Look at that fire! This is the Rhiannon Frost I fell in love with.”

I took another step forward and he stumbled back, nearly falling on the grass.

“You’ve never seen this Rhiannon Frost before. Now, run, while the trace of affection I still feel for you outweighs my anger.”

Without further hesitation Chuck pulled his shirt closed again and made a dash for his blue mini-van. All the while, Roscoe was still looking at him with his blind eye, the eye that can see demons.
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As we watched Chuck drive away Hilda put her arm around me and I allowed myself to take comfort in her warmth.

“Fuck you, knobgoblin!” she yelled and flipped him the bird.

It felt good to laugh.

I felt Roscoe’s small body lean against my leg, as if he wanted to give me a hug too.

“Did you ever find out what exactly happened with Chuck?” she asked. “I mean, besides the part about taking money from a demon. That’s so weird I don’t even know what to say about it.”

“Not entirely. For a few months after things went bad with us he kept apologizing and I kept believing him. He would say he was sorry, but then he’d turn around and be an asshole again almost immediately. It was like he could flip a switch and be what I needed. Only when I let him back in he’d flip that same switch and be a cold, distant prick who was suddenly trying to tear my life apart again.”

“And that’s when we started talking less,” Hilda said as if confirming her thoughts on the matter. “I wondered what was up with you.”

“I didn’t want to drag you down with my mess.”

“I’m your friend. You aren’t dragging me down by talking about what’s going on in your life.”

I leaned over and kissed her cheek. “It was just so crazy. If I hadn’t experienced it firsthand, I’d think it was the plot of a shitty TV series.”

“That bad?”

“He would tell me things that Rickard and Angelina supposedly said about me, hurtful things, and he was doing the same thing to them. Only we had no idea what was going on until after Chuck and I broke up for good and Rickard and I talked about it one day. Chuck was a friend of the family, or so we all thought. We trusted him. He had us to the point where we were all angry with each other, but none of us could say exactly why or when it began. I was to the point that I started to question my own sanity. Then Chuck had a few drinks with me one night and admitted to being paid by a demon who wanted to hurt me. That was when he informed me that we couldn’t continue our relationship because he wanted to be with Ash.”

“The she-demon who looks like a pig?”

“That’s the one. I was too stunned and hurt to do much of anything except tell him to leave. We didn’t speak for a month after that. Then he started trying to weasel his way closer to me again, but I wouldn’t have it. Not again. I finally had to block his number in my phone and block him on all social media. I did my best to erase him from my life. But I know he still talks to Rickard and Angelina and has some influence on them.”

“Speaking of them, when exactly did they leave?”

“About a week ago, right after the latest cat incident. I woke up the next morning and the majority of their things were gone. She’s done this before, gotten her ass out of socket over one random thing or another and took off for a week or so, dragging him with her. But this time, it feels different. They took the bed. I don’t think they’re coming back.”

“I’m sorry, Rhiannon.”

I picked a long red hair off my black sweater as I replied, “It is what it is. I did the best I could, but I’m certainly not perfect.”

“Does Rickard still have that part-time job teaching martial arts?”

“Yes, and Angelina is still working at the pizza place when she’s not at school. So, maybe they can support themselves if he stops working with me.”

“For being young when he was born, and a single parent, I think you did a hell of a good job,” she said softly.

Rickard was born five days before my twentieth birthday. Not underage or anything, but young for a single parent for sure.

“My mother helped a lot.” I could smell rain on the breeze and I took a moment to enjoy the fragrance. “Like I said, I’m not perfect. In a lot of ways Rickard and I grew up together. I thought I raised












































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
‘ 1annon l*rost Duology, Book One

‘1\1.1 S UDA LTUOUUAY DEDIDELLIING AU L TNMUKR
N . &

‘s

e





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





