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I

Part One





1

Penny's Arrival

T he tingling in her gut when she walked into the bar was
enough to warn her that something powerful existed
here. A cool winter breeze blew around Penny and the

low lying sun behind her illuminated the dim interior, blasting
a glowing spotlight on the woman behind the bar.

She wore a blue Athena's Ambrosia tee shirt and a pair of tight
fitting medium blue jeans. Her hair was a bright shade of red,
blending with the deep oranges, reds, and yellows coming from
the descending sun. It was a color any woman would recognize
as coming from a box at the local drugstore. Even with the
unnatural color, it flowed over her shoulders in big, loose waves.
She gave it a little shake and pushed one side off her shoulder
and behind her neck.

But that wasn't the most remarkable thing about this woman.
Penny knew right away this was the creature she had sensed
when she was last in Tremmel Crossing, a small northwest
Georgia town. An energy, a power unlike any other she had
encountered in her one hundred and fifty years emitted and
flowed around the room. The colors raging around the woman
behind the bar were a mixture of lights and darks. Her aura was
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SORROW MEETS DEATH

a confusing variety, a fight between good and evil. The power
undecided on which way it would swing. Or maybe it was a
wonderful balance of both, without the need to go one way or
the other. Penny would have to get to know this person, this
creature, in order to determine the full intent of her energies.

Penny watched as the other woman smiled, cutting her eyes
down as a tall, muscular man with close cropped brown hair,
wearing almost the same outfit she was, only in a man's style,
nuzzled her neck on the exposed side. She giggled and wrapped
the hand not holding a towel around his neck. He lifted his
mouth from her neck, whispered a few words Penny couldn't
hear, and then the woman pulled his mouth to hers with such
eagerness Penny imagined exactly what was on her mind.

Penny could watch that kind of love and happiness all day,
but that moment in time was interrupted when the heavy door
slammed closed behind her, snapping the couple's attention to
her.

"Find a seat anywhere," the woman motioned toward Penny's
left where all the tables were. "Or feel free to join us up here,"
she motioned with the towel to the bar chairs without losing
her grip on the man's neck with her other hand.

The man released her with another quick kiss on the lips
before turning toward a swinging door behind the bar. "I'll go
bring those cases up here for you, love."

The bartender smiled and watched him walk away. "Um, um,
um," she sighed. "You do that, baby." He chuckled, shaking his
head as he walked through the swinging doors. She looked back
at Penny with a smile that said this is a woman absolutely, head
over heels, in love. "What'll it be?" Penny smiled and glanced
toward the swinging doors, cocking her head to the side and
raising an eyebrow. The other woman laughed. "Drinks and
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PENNY'S ARRIVAL

bar food only. My man is off limits."
Penny laughed. "I'll have a Rum and Coke. Top shelf, please."
"Oh, big spender," she smiled, turning to the glass shelves

behind her and pulling down a bottle of Sunset Rum. Penny
knew more than two drinks with that rum would put her on
her ass for the rest of the day, but she didn't care tonight.

She watched the bartender move through the motions,
smooth, lithe, like she'd been doing this all her life. She popped
the top on a can of Coke and, after filling the tumbler with a
good dose of rum, filled the glass the rest of the way to the top.
The fizzy bubbles threatened to spill over the edge, but quickly
settled down before she plopped the glass down in front of
Penny and said, "That'll be thirty-seven fifty."

Penny didn't care if it was three hundred fifty. She pulled
her credit card from the back pocket of her jeans and passed
it to the other woman. She watched as the woman swiped the
card through the reader near the register, waited on a receipt to
print, and then handed both to Penny. "Nice to meet you," she
glanced back at the card, "Penelope Montague." Penny grabbed
a nearby ink pen and signed the receipt. When she handed it
back she said, "Just call me Penny. Everyone else does."

"Well, it's very nice to meet you, Penny. You can call me Liz."
The bartender placed the signed receipt into the register draw
and handed Penny a second copy. "You aren't from around here,
are you?"

"You could say that." Penny took a sip of her Rum and Coke.
That sucker was strong with a capital S. It burned the back
of her throat and heated a path all the way down her throat,
through her chest, and finally landing in her stomach. "Whew,"
she gasped. "That's a good one."

Liz laughed. "You did say top shelf."
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"I certainly did," Penny relied with a laugh.
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Liz's Attraction

T he woman sitting on the other side of the bar intrigued
Liz. There was something about her. She appeared
pleasant to be around, and she'd only been in the bar for

ten minutes. Already Liz could tell this was someone she could
be friends with. Someone to laugh and drink with. Someone
who would understand and laugh at Liz's crude attempts at
humor.

Something pulled Liz to this Penny Montague. Something
she didn't understand. It wasn't a physical attraction. Liz was
all about the love of the big, strong, scruffy man carrying cases
of alcohol from the back for her. No, this sensation was more
like a metaphysical attraction. Her magic sensed a connection
and pulled her to the woman across the bar.

"So, Penny," Liz started, wiping the sparkling bar top just to
have something to do. "Where are you from?" She looked up and
arched an eyebrow. "'Cause I know you aren't from Tremmell
Crossing."

Penny took another sip of her Rum and Coke, letting it burn
down her throat before taking a deep breath. "Whew," she
sighed, "that's good." She looked up at Liz with deep blue eyes.
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SORROW MEETS DEATH

"I'm from all over, but I currently live down in Atlanta."
"Atlanta Atlanta, or one of those crazy towns considered the

outskirts of Atlanta? Even though we both know there isn't
much of a difference these days."

Liz knew better than to go to Atlanta any more than she
absolutely had to. The traffic was a bitch and it felt like someone
was trying to kill her every damn time she went down there.
Granted, someone really had tried that recently, and her entire
crew paid for it with injuries. Overall, Liz hated going down
there. Too many people and too many cars.

Penny smiled and pushed her dark hair behind her shoulders.
"Atlanta Atlanta. I have a warehouse apartment in Midtown.
There are only six apartments in the building, but they're nice.
There's a courtyard with a few fountains." Penny's eyes sparkled.
"All the flowers are beautiful in the spring."

"Sounds lovely," Liz mused.
Pennywrapped both hands around her glass and looked down

into the dark liquid concoction. "I actually own the building."
Then, just as sudden as her pronouncement, she turned the
glass up and downed the rest of the Rum and Coke in one long
gulp.

Penny slammed the tumbler down on the bar and with a
strained voice croaked out the word, "Another!"

Before Liz could answer, the door to the outside opened and
the shadow of a man filled the doorway. "Make that two," he
demanded as he stepped inside and the door slam closed behind
him. He marched to the bar and plopped onto the bar stool
beside Penny. Liz watched Penny's face brighten up and a broad
smile reached her eyes. The man leaned in close and kissed her
on the cheek. He picked up her empty glass and sniffed it. "I
see you found the strong stuff, my dear," he said with a chuckle.
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LIZ'S ATTRACTION

"You know it," she replied with a wink.
Liz made two more Rum and Cokes, pulling the bottle of

Sunset down off the top shelf once more, and then took the
man's credit card for the total instead of Penny's. "Here you go,
Mister Monroe," she said handing the card and receipt to the
man. And what a man he was.

"Call me Ryker," he said with a smile. Liz could definitely see
what Penny saw in that one.

"Staring at other men already, my love?" Liz jumped as Chad
snuck up behind her and smacked her firmly on the ass with his
strong hand. "What have I told you about that?" Penny laughed
and Ryker blushed deeply.

Liz turned around to face her man, slowly sliding her hands
up his chest, over his shoulders, and then wrapping her arms
around his neck. She looked deep into his eyes and puckered
her lips to form a pouty frown. "You know I only have eyes for
you." Batting her lashes, she leaned in and placed a gentle kiss
on his lips. "You are the only man for me."

Chad smiled, grabbed two handfuls of her round ass before
forcefully pulling her body tighter against him. "That's right.
And you'd do well to remember that, my love." He planted a
hard kiss on her mouth before releasing her just as abruptly.
"Now I have to run to the grocery store for grill supplies." He
opened the register and pulled out a few twenties. His eyes
drifted back to his love. "Do you want anything special while
I'm there?"

Liz smiled brightly, her sparkling white teeth gleamed in the
low overhead lighting above the bar. "You know what I like,
baby."

Chad passed Liz with another swat on her behind and walked
in the direction of the door Penny and Ryker had come through.
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SORROW MEETS DEATH

"So, chocolate?"
"Of course," Liz winked.
Chad paused mid stride and looked back over his shoulder.

"Be back soon. Oh, and nice to meet you two. I hope you
stick around a while." He thumbed toward Liz. "That one's a
troublemaker so watch out for her."

"Get on out of here," Liz chuckled, throwing a towel across
the space at her lover.

He caught it in the air and tossed it right back. "I think you
dropped this."

With a smirk on her face, Liz caught the towel on the return
and shook her head. "Go on, you brat," she said, waving a hand
flippantly toward him.

"They're a lot like us," Ryker quipped with a smile as Penny
gave him a playful punch in the arm.

Just as Chad reached for the door, it flung open so fast and
hard he had to jump back before the edge of it bashed into his
forehead. "Whoa there, buddy," Chad said, holding up both
hands and motioning up and down to signal for them to slow
down.

Three men filed into the bar being loud and obnoxious. The
first one, a squirrely little man with long, ratty, brown hair and
a thin, splotchy mustache, looked at Chad, sizing him up and
down. Clearing seeing that Chad was much bigger than him,
the man looked back at his buddies and laughed. "Sorry, man!
We're just out to have a good time is all, now that the sun's gone
down." He slapped one of the other men on the arm. "Ain't that
right, Georgie Boy?"

Liz looked to Chad with a cocked eyebrow. Something was
up with these three and it would surely be trouble since the
mention of the sun going down was thrown out there. Around
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LIZ'S ATTRACTION

Liz, these days, that usually meant trouble with her vampire
father, Gregory, or one of his many minions or enemies.

Chad rolled his eyes in response, but also gave a slight nod.
Georgie Boy nodded quickly in reply to his buddy and smiled

big, showing a few crooked, nicotine-stained teeth; the missing
teeth probably glad they'd made a run for it long before.

The squirrely man looked at Chad again before thumbing
back at the man he'd just addressed. "This one's getting married
in a few days. I can't imagine why anyone'd wanna do such a
thing, but there it is."

Chad looked over at Liz; she rolled her eyes and motioned for
him to let them by. "All right then. The lady gives her permission
so you guys go on over there, and behave yourselves." Chad
pointed toward the area of the bar with the pool table and
booths. "Close the door; you're letting the heat out."

"Sure, sure, man," Squirrely said. "We'll be good. Ain't that
right men?" The other two, both taller with thicker builds than
Squirrely, nodded quickly. They moved away from the door,
letting it slam closed behind them, and made their way to a
booth in the far right corner of the bar. It was dimly lit in that
corner and was usually used by the romantic couples. Liz liked
it that way and even snuck back there with Chad from time to
time. When the bar was closed, of course.

Without taking his eyes off the three men, Chad walked back
over behind the bar and stood beside Liz, wrapping one arm
around her waist and pulling her against his side.

"Trouble?" Ryker asked.
"They definitely look like it," Penny added.
"Who knows these days," Liz said, throwing daggers with her

eyes at the noisy men.
"Well, I'm here if you need me to keep an eye on them while
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you're gone," Ryker said to Chad. "I have, um," he glanced over
at Penny, "experience handling those types."

Penny scoffed. "That's an understatement."
"Thanks, man." Chad offered his hand to Ryker and the

two men shook. Two big, strong men showing gratitude and
appreciation for one another even though they'd only just met.

Liz saw something in the couple across from her.
These two could be great friends if the cards fall right, she told

herself. We'll see where the night takes us.
"I appreciate that. But, I think I'll stay for a while longer now

that the sun's gone down."
"I can understand that," Ryker agreed. "We'll be here for

a while so just give me a nod if you need my assistance in
anything."

"Thanks, bud." There was a loud thump from the back corner
and Squirrley and his crew roared with laughter. "I may have
to take you up on that before the night's over."
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Immortal Meets Dhampir

T he foursome kept a close eye on the men in the corner
booth. There was something disconcerting about them
and no one wanted to be caught by surprise.

"I feel something different from you," Liz finally leaned over
the bar, propped on her elbows, and looked Penny square in the
eye. "I don't know what it is yet, but there's something there.
Not normal."

Penny laughed, shaking her head. "I could say the same thing
about you."

"But she's more blunt about it," Chad announced, standing
beside Liz behind the bar; never taking his eyes off the men
across the building.

Ryker elbowed Penny in the side. "She sounds a lot like you."
Liz squinted her eyes and tilted her head to the side. "You

never did say what brings you in today." She paused a moment.
"Since we already established you aren't from around here."

Penny looked to her right at Ryker. "You wanted to do this,"
he said. "You might as well come out with it."

"Come out with what?" Liz asked. Penny could tell the other
woman was now suspicious of her, and she didn't want to scare
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SORROW MEETS DEATH

her away so soon.
Penny sighed. She was secretly twisting and wringing her

hands in her lap beneath the bar top. She couldn't remember
when she'd been more nervous. Not even when she took the
leap and adopted her beautiful son, Charlie, had she felt the
storm of butterflies in the pit of her stomach she felt at this
moment.

She looked around to make sure no one was near the four of
them, then leaned in close and quietly asked, "How safe is it to
talk here?"

Liz looked over Penny's shoulder toward the scattering of
regulars playing pool, throwing darts, laughing, gossiping, and
drinking their fill of alcohol. Not a single one of them gave
a damn about what was going on up at the bar. At least not
until they run out of booze. And since it was a Wednesday, the
crowd was small and spread out. They wouldn't get busy until
tomorrow, pay day for most of the local carpet mills.

"I think we're safe," Liz whispered back with raspy content-
ment and a smile playing on her lips.

Penny looked to Ryker one last time. He titled his head to
one side and shrugged.

"Okay, here it goes," Penny started. She looked back to Liz
still leaning down on the bar, her face only inches from Penny's.
She took a deep breath and released it in a slow sigh. "I'm an
immortal witch andwhen I came through this town a fewweeks
back I sensed something extraordinary, something powerful,
emanating from this building." Penny took another deep breath
and sat a little taller. "And I just wanted to meet who, or what,
was producing that power." She looked into Liz's eyes.

Liz didn't say a word, but her eyes scanned Penny's face,
quickly trying to determine if this was really happening or
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if it was some sort of farce to out her. Only a select few people
knew what she was and what she could do--though she still
couldn't control her powers one hundred percent of the time.
Hell, maybe not even seventy-five percent of the time. And it
wasn't like she's been trying to hide what she is. She just figured
it was safer to not shout it to the world.

Either way, Liz could tell Penny was being honest. Or at
least Penny believed she was telling Liz the truth. And that was
enough for Liz. Chad gave her a little squeeze. She looked up
at his eyes and saw his concern. She smiled slightly back at him
before returning her gaze to Penny.

What the hell, Liz thought. What's two more people?
Liz leaned in even closer, practically flat on the bar, and

replied, "I'm a Dhamspir, half vampire and half human." She
stood upright and thrust her right hand toward Penny. "Nice
to meet you, Penny."

Penny pressed her palm to Liz's and the two women shook
lightly. "You're taking this much better than I anticipated,"
Penny said with a smile.

"Well," Liz started, releasing Penny's hand, "It has been a crazy
year around here. I'd believe just about anything these days."
She shrugged. "Who am I to freak out every time someone
claims to be something other than human?"

"You'd be human," Penny joked. Ryker scoffed and Chad
laughed outright.

"You'd be right," Liz chuckled.
A loud boom shook the building and then the crash and

crackling of broken wood sounded loudly. The foursome
immediately looked toward the men in the back corner.

"What the hell?" Liz yelled, coming around the bar. Chad was
close on her heels, reaching out in an attempt to grab her arm.
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SORROW MEETS DEATH

"Wait, Liz," he demanded, her arms slipping from his finger-
tips as she sped up. "Liz!"

Ryker jumped from his seat and followed Chad, so Penny
figured she'd go as well.

"What in the ever-loving-fucking-hell are you three doing
back here?" Liz shouted at the top of her lungs as she came upon
the men.

The scene was ridiculous as everyone in the bar saw the man
who hadn't muttered a wordwhen they came in sprawled across
the top of the booth's table, which was now broken into a dozen
pieces flat on the floor. Blood trickled from one corner of his
mouth and a bruise was forming across the left side of his face.

The man they called Georgie Boy sat stunned in the booth
where he must have been before the trouble occurred. His
mouth agape and his eyes wide with confusion. His hands held
up in front of him in surrender.

The ringleader, Squirrely, hunched over the other, snarling
and growling. "I told you to never speak another negative word
about the master in my presence, Darrell," he shouted, spit
flying from his mouth in the process. He stomped a booted foot
down on the injured man's right knee and everyone heard an
extremely audible crunch.

"Is this an every night occurrence around here?" Ryker asked
Chad quietly.

Chad rolled his eyes and shook his head. "More often than
you'd think, actually."

"I asked you a question," Liz shouted. She grabbed Squirrely
by the shoulder and spun him around.

"And she hates when her property is destroyed," Chad contin-
ued.

And that's when Squirrely tackled Liz, taking her to the floor
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hard and fast, and sinking his fangs deep into her neck as they
fell.
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4

Trouble in the Air

P enny screamed; Chad started punching; and Ryker
grabbed one of Squirrely's arms, pulling with all his
might. The crowd erupted in shouts, squeals, and the

rumbling of feet thundering across the wood floors heading for
the exit. Chairs were knocked over, one table was pushed across
the entire building, and a couple of pool cues were thrown
wildly toward Chad's head. He ducked just in time to prevent
loss of an eye from one cue, but the other smacked him across
the back.

That didn't stop him from punching Squirrely in the back
of the head over and over. Liz lifted one knee and caught the
monster square in the family jewels. He released her neck,
blood dripping from his fangs onto Liz's face, rolling down and
joining the bloody wound on her neck.

Themonster roared and fell to one side, his hands protectively
covering his injured manhood, and rocked side to side.

"Towel," Chad shouted to Penny. She ran back to the bar and
grabbed the one Liz had been wiping the counter down with.

"Here," she shouted back, thrusting the towel toward his face.
"It isn't very sanitary though."
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Chad pressed it hard against Liz's neck. "That doesn't matter
right now," he absently replied.

Ryker stood over Squirrely with one of the now broken pool
cues pointed at the monster's heart. "One move and I'll make
sure you don't breathe to bite another day."

Squirrely looked up through his tears, seeing Ryker lording
over him, and his fangs quickly ascended. "Whoa, dude," he
gasped and coughed in response.

Penny looked over at where Georgie Boy was still sitting. He
seemed to be in shock. He was still sitting in the same position
with his hands up. Darrell, however, was grunting and groaning,
trying to push up off the rubble of broken wood that used to be
a table. He held a hand out toward the stunned man. "Help me,
why don't ya?" But Georgia Boy wasn't moving a muscle at the
moment.

"Those two are going to need an ambulance," Penny said to
no one in particular.

"They can fucking wait," Chad growled. He lifted Liz's hand
and placed it on the towel at her neck. "Can you stand, baby?"

"Of course," she groaned. "I've had worse than a bite from a
piece of shit like that."

Chad put his left hand behind her back, while holding her
right hand in his. Penny rushed around to her other side and
placed a hand behind Liz's back also. Chad looked from Liz to
Penny. "Lift slowly. She's lost a lot of blood." Penny nodded and
they both put just enough pressure on Liz's back to help her
into a sitting position.

Blood stained the towel at her neck, having previously poured
down her neck, across the front of her Athena's Ambrosia
tee shirt, and even darkened the left leg of her blue jeans.
As she came into the sitting position, Liz's head sagged low,
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giving Chad pause. "Okay, baby?" Worry creased between his
eyebrows.

She slowly lifted her eyes up. Penny gasped, her eyes growing
large, when she saw the hunger in the other woman's eyes. Liz's
gaze locked onto Penny's, her mouth parted slightly; tongue
darting out to moisten her now parched lips. Penny saw the
tips of two elongated canines peeking from between her lips.

The two women held that gaze for a few seconds before Liz
took a deep breath, shook her head until her vision cleared, and
then looked over to Chad. "I'm okay." He raised his eyebrows at
her. "Seriously," she tried to reassure him. "I'm okay. Just help
me get off this floor."

Sirens blared off in the distance, coming closer with each
whine of the shrill sound. "We might wanna figure something
out before they get here," Ryker pointed out while still holding
Squirrely at cue point.

Chad pulled Liz to her feet and held her in his capable arms
until she got her balance. Penny placed a hand on Liz's back
and leaned in close. "Maybe I can help." Liz looked at the other
woman with wonder in the back of her mind. She wondered
what kind of pull this immortal witch could possibly have with
a small town police force.

As if reading her mind, Penny added, "I have a little military
experience." Ryker scoffed, but didn't say anything.

"Do whatever you can," Chad said. Liz pushed away from him
and took a few steps over to Squirrely.

Leaning down close, Liz let her eyes darken and her fangs
extend. She growled at the man. "Why are you here?"

Squirrely didn't say anything at first. He tried to look smug
and in control, even though he was still sprawled on the floor
with a sharp wooden stick pointed at his black heart.
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Liz squatted down closer to him, her face only inches from
his now. "I asked you a question."

The smell of her own blood darkened her eyes more and
extended her fangs to their full length. It had been a while since
she'd had more than just a nip from Chad here and there. Ever
since her inner demon unlocked her blood desire she hadn't
been able to satiate the hunger completely, but she was afraid
to go full out with a feeding and not be able to come back from
it.

Nonetheless, Squirrely didn't know she wouldn't drain him
dry and she used that to her advantage when he didn't answer
immediately.

Grabbing a handful of his shirt, Liz used all her strength to
pull him to his feet. Sirens blared closer and closer. "Why are
you here, little man," she growled low and intimidating.

She leaned in close and sniffed his neck before running her
tongue slowly up the throbbing artery. The taste of sweat and
cigarettes mingled with the flavor of her on blood. A shiver ran
through the man's body and he moaned ever so slightly.

"Tell me why you're here," she coaxed, pressing the tip of one
fang against his tender flesh. Vampire or not, she could drain
him dry and he'd never recover.

"The...Master...sent...me," he stuttered.
"Tell me who your master is," Liz purred. The vibration of

her words against his neck made him shiver, again.
"I... c-c-can't."
"But you can," she whispered, licking a drop of blood from the

corner of his mouth. If she hadn't been so focused on getting
answers, and a little bit hungry from loss of blood, Liz would
have gagged at the mere thought of her tongue anywhere near
Squirrely's mouth.
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"H-h-he...sent me here to..." The man's mouth slowly closed
mid-sentence. Liz and the group watched as his eyes glazed
over and he froze like a statue.

"Sent you to do what?" Liz demanded.
His mouth didn't move; he didn't blink; he didn't even breathe

a single breath.
Liz reared back her right hand, ready to slap some sense into

Squirrely, but Chad caught her just as the sirens stopped outside
the bar. "Not now, love." He turned her around and looked into
her darkened eyes. "Take a deep breath, babe." It took a second
to register what he'd said, but when it clicked she did as he
instructed and her eyes slowly cleared. "We can handle this
later," he added. "Right now we have to get this mess taken care
of."

Liz nodded and slumped against him just as the entire
Tremmel Crossing Police force came busting through the door.

Four men with guns drawn lined up to the left of the door as
four more went to the right. Lastly, Chief Leonard Brown came
through the door, his eyes roaming over the mess of broken
furnishings, the collection of people, and then focused on the
blood all over the floor, Liz, and Squirrely before turning his
gaze on Liz and asking, "What the hell happened here this time,
Ms. Baker?"
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Before the Night is Through

L iz sat on the back of a Tremmel Crossing ambulance
as a paramedic named Nathan wrapped a white gauze
bandage around her neck. "Make sure you rest for a

few days, ma'am." He pressed a few strips of medical tape to her
neck to secure the end of the gauze. "Are you sure you don't
want to go to the hospital? I cleaned it up pretty good, and put
some antibiotic cream on it, but you just never know when it
comes to a bite that size." He backed away one step and looked
her in the eyes. "That man could have had all sorts of diseases.
You really should get a screening as soon as possible. There's
HIV, herpes, hepatitis B and C." His eyes grew large. "That man
could have had rabies, Ms. Baker." It took all of Liz's willpower
not to chuckle at his attempt to scare her into a hospital visit.

The man had gentle eyes and Liz could see why he was in
this field of work. She could tell he was a caring man with a
nurturing spirit. If he stayed in the medical field he'd care for a
lot of people in his long life.

"Thanks, Nathan," she smiled. "I'll be sure to do that. I
wouldn't want rabies." She wanted him to feel like he'd done
the best he could, but secretly knew there was no disease on
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the planet that could hurt her. Her Dhampir genetics wouldn't
allow it.

He helped her to her feet just before a loud commotion drew
their attention toward the bar'smain door. Three police officers
led two more paramedics through the door as they pushed a
gurney toward a second ambulance. Squirrely thrashed and
screamed, strapped down and unable to escape.

His eyes lit on Liz, nostrils flared and a snarled shaped
his mouth. "The Master will hear about this, you bitch!" he
screamed toward Liz. "He'll make you pay!"

His two buddies had already been led out in handcuffs, neither
putting up too much of a fight. Even though Georgie Boy hadn't
been injured, Liz felt like they wouldn't get much information
out of him during interrogation. Darrell, on the other hand, had
been yelling about Squirrely's stupidity and how The Master
would have his head when he heard about this. He'd threatened
the other man's life if he'd screwed up Darrell's "chances." He
had pulled and kicked at the officers who led him to the waiting
car.

Liz figured whoever "The Master" was, had promised Darrell
immortality for a job well done. Whatever that job may be.

As Squirrely was loaded into the other ambulance, ranting
and raving about Liz and The Master, Chad made his way over
to where Liz sat. "She okay, Nathan?"

The paramedic nodded while cleaning up his supplies. "She'll
be okay, but like I told her, I recommend her having a full panel
done to rule out any diseases he may have left behind. And
watch for signs of infection."

Chad raised an eyebrow at Liz behind Nathan's back. "Oh,
yes. I'll make sure she's well cared for after this is all over."

Nathan looked up at Chad. "Good man."

24



BEFORE THE NIGHT IS THROUGH

Chad held a hand out to Liz and she took it as he pulled her
to her feet. They walked over to where Ryker stood, watching
Penny talk quite animatedly to Chief Brown.

"You have one tough woman there," Ryker leaned over and
said to Chad.

Chad smiled and pulled Liz to his side. "Yes, I do." His eyes
sparkled and he smiled broadly. "And she's all mine, so don't be
getting any ideas," he joked.

"No worries," Ryker chuckled. He gazed across the parking
lot at Penny. "I have a tough one of my very own."

"Will she be able to do anything about this?" Liz didn't know
exactly what kind of pull Penny had, but from the look on the
Chief's face she was definitely making him uncomfortable.

"Oh, yeah. I'm sure she'll get something worked out. Es-
pecially now that she's the Director of the Division of Other-
worldly Talents."

"That's quite a title," Liz quipped. "Who exactly hands out
titles like that?"

"It's an Immortal thing," Ryker said. "You kind of have to be
in the In Crowd."

"Chad clasped a hand over his heart. "That hurts, dude." He
made a fist and pounded on his chest. "Right here."

Liz laughed and shook her head. "Stupid," she giggled.
"But I'm your stupid," Chad replied with a kiss on her cheek.
Penny started toward the crew and they all chuckled as the

Chief threw up his hands behind her back and stomped toward
his car. By the time she made it across the parking lot he was
squealing away in his patrol car.

"What the hell did you say to piss him off so much?"
Penny smiled at Liz. "Just a few tidbits of information from

the North American Immortal Faction." She turned her gaze
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to Ryker. "It turns out he knows a few of the higher ups at
Midnight Manor."

"Ooohh," was all Ryker said in response.
"Since I know nothing about any of that, I'll assume that's

good news then," Liz questioned.
"Very good," Penny nodded. "You won't have any problems

out of him in regards to this incident."
The foursome chatted, theorizing about 'The Master' while

the parking lot cleared of police cars and ambulances. Soon
they were the only ones left.

The Chief had called Squirrely by the name of Samuel Jones.
Apparently Sam was a regular at the jailhouse, and had only
been out a few weeks before tonight. There had been chatter
among the officers about Sam and Darrell getting mixed up
with some newcomer to town no one knew much about yet.

Liz figured "The Master" was yet another monster who would
soon make himself known to her by making unreasonable
demands and assuming he had a right to something that didn't
belong to him. Only time would tell.

Penny looked to Ryker. "I guess it's time we head home." She
glanced at the clock on her cell phone. "Wow, I didn't realize
it was so late." Technically two in the morning wasn't late for
Penny, but she hadn't planned on imposing so late on her new
friend.

"Yeah, we better head out," Ryker agreed. "It'll be four before
we make it back to Atlanta."

"Well," Liz started, "call me sometime." Liz smiled. "And
we'll get together for dinner..." She winked and added, "Or
something."

"After tonight, it's the 'or something' I'd be more worried
about," Penny laughed. She handed Liz her cell phone and Liz
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looked to Chad for hers. He pulled it from the back pocket of
his snug jeans and passed it over to Penny. The women put
their phone numbers into the other's phone and handed them
over at the same time.

"I put mine under Vamp Bitch," Liz chuckled. "I figured it
would be easier to remember than Liz Baker."

Penny pointed at Liz and replied, "I knew I liked you."
Chad and Ryker shook hands and traded their "Nice to meet

you" routine, both men knowing this wouldn't be the last time
they saw each other if their women had anything to say about
it. And, truth be told, both men knew their women definitely
had all the say about it.

Chad and Liz watched Penny and Ryker drive away in a
massive, black Lexus SUV. "At least they travel in style," Chad
said.

Liz sighed as they pulled away out of sight.
"What's wrong, babe?"
She turned back toward the bar. "There's so much to clean

up." Shemotioned toward the door. "And now there's a new 'The
Master' to deal with." With the shake of her head she frowned
and added, "And who the hell knows what this one will want
from me."

Chad pulled her into his arms and kissed her lightly on the
forehead. "We'll get through it, my love. It isn't the first time,
and, unfortunately, probably won't be the last."

"Ugh," she groaned, trying to pull away from him in exaspera-
tion.

"Nope, not yet," he squeezed tighter and pulled her closer.
"Look at me." She looked everywhere but at him. "Come
on, honey, look at me." Her eyes slowly met his gaze. Tears
threatened to spill, but she blinked them away. "You can handle
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whatever comes your way. You know that right?" She shrugged.
"Don't play coy. You know you can," he paused. "We can." He
kissed her lightly on the lips. "Right?"

"I don't know," she mumbled.
"Yes, you do." He kissed her, again. "Right?"
"Maybe," she conceded.
"No, not maybe. The answer is yes. I'm here, and you know

everyone else will stand with you any time you call."
"Hmm," Liz moaned.
"Stop being a baby," Chad smiled. He looked over his shoulder

at the bar. "Let's just lock the door and leave all of that for
tomorrow. We'll call in a few helpers and get it done in no time.
Okay?"

Liz considered what her lover said. Something was coming
and she knew it would be on her to handle it. She wondered if
Gregory knew anything about The Master and made a mental
note to call her birth father the next night.

"Fine," she gave in, "you get the fryer and I'll turn off the lights."
The couple did just that and met at the door where Liz

turned her key to lock up the mess. They'd deal with all of
that tomorrow. Right now she would go home with her man
and have a sleepless night in his arms. Tomorrow was another
day. She only hoped it wouldn't bring more trouble than today
had.
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