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Dear Diary,



Noon.  Today is the day. The day of the "summoning."  I hope it works, but then 
again - I hope not. I have to be north and south, since we don't have a fourth, as yet. 
However, I am worried, I've been having nightmares the past two evenings.  Nothing 
solid, just shades of darkness, battling against a light. What can it all mean? Well, I will 
find out soon, I'm sure. For now, I must go make sure that my "blood" is thick enough. 
Wish me luck, I'm hoping to scare the girls again. 


~Beth


~On a dark and stormy night...~ Jen, a college freshmen in jeans and a black "You call me a freak like it's a bad thing" shirt, thought to herself as she walked down a small town street ~Well,~ she amended, ~It's not night...just dim with clouds, and it hasn't begun to storm quite yet, though I'm sure it will soon.~  She smiled to herself, yes, tonight would be perfect for their little gathering.


Beth had called her the night before as she stared out of her clear window at the small sliver that was left of the moon.  


"I finally get to move into this shack (priced like a mansion!) tonight, so tomorrow night'll be housewarming!"  


"Cool.  I'll be there!" 


"Great, ya know...." Beth's voice took on an eerie tone, well, more eerie than she usually made it, "Tomorrow night'll be the Dark Moon."  The Dark Moon being the night when rather than being crescent, the moon appeared completely blocked.  Though, the two were sure that they could make out a faint circle in the sky. Plus, whether psychosomatic or not, Beth was always three times as hyper on Dark Moon nights as well as a few days before and after.


"Oh, and bring some of those crazy candles you've got, we can do like..summongs and stuff."  


"Uh....sure, whatever Beth-san."  By now Jen was used to her friend's quirks...though, they usually just ended up just sitting around the TV with snacks watching "Yu Yu Hakusho" or "Serial Experiments Lain."  An occult occurance would probably give Jen less nightmares, she was sure.  


"And Desiree'll be there too, don't worry."  


Jen laughed at the joke in Beth's voice, "So Desi-chan is supposed to protect me from your monsters?  I think we're all in trouble!!"


"Hey, hey, she's got the most power of us all!"


"Power, right.  Anyway.  I'll definitely be there."


"Hey, wait up Jen!" A voice called, and not one that she had at all been expecting, 
Darius?" she turned around questioningly and found herself to be correct when she spotted the bluish-green eyed classmate.  


"Hey."  She didn't know him very well, they were just aquaintences really.  Though, he seemed to be trying to develope a friendship between them.  Though his shoulder-length brown hair and "Labyrinth" shirt attested to the fact that, like Jen, he was a fan of the romanticised Reniassance...  Still, she knew better than that.


"Nice job on that oral report today, everyone loved it!"  He congratulated her, holding his hand up for a high five.  She grinned a thanks, but didn't lift her hand.  


"Oh..sorry," he said, not about to let her off that easily, "I heard about that cut you got in class...you okay?" 


"Yeah, sure."  She replied, wishing she could hide her gloved hands.  The band-aid had already come off, they really didn't have the stick they used to..but she didn't need it anymore anyway.  "Trust me to cut myself with a pair of sissors."  She attempted a grin.


"Jen." He said like a warning, "Here, let me see."  He reached for her hand while she frowned, not that her expression would deter him.  There was always the glare of doom which worked on everyone else, but she told herself she would feel guilty for trying it.  Actually, she was afraid to find out it wouldn't work on him.


"Is this the right hand?" He asked in confusion after finally getting her glove off.


"Uh yeah.  It wasn't really very bad...barely a scrape."  


"Really?  I heard--" 


"Yeah, well.  Rumors, right?" She forced a laugh and shrugged.  


"Y-yeah, I guess.  People'll say anything." He replied with a slight stutter.  That's when she noticed that he looked a lot more pale than usual.  He always seemed to weaken a little, wither even, when talking to her, but this was....  ...probably just her mind playing tricks on her, that and the weather.  


"Look, I've gotta go."  She finally said after a short, but awkward silence. 


"Sure thing. See ya." He said without much energy, then he made the effort to wink, "Sayonara!"  She nodded, repressing a laugh that he remembered, then continued walking.


A soft groan came from behind her and then the sound of someone falling to their knees.  She slowed, almost stopped but forced herself to keep going.  He didn't deserve the kind of luck she brought with her.  It would be worse if she actively tried to help him, she just had to keep on going.  A few minutes later she heard a cheerful voice calling hello from down the street to the right.  


"Hey, Desi-chan!" She called, brightining marginally.


Desiree pelted down the sidewalk, her blue skirt whirling around her like flower petals, and attacked Jen with a hug, "Hihi!!"  


"You on your way to Beth's?  I've got all I need from our dorm  already." 


"Yeps!" 


"Great!  Let's hurry before she let's 'Bob' eat all the snacks!!"  


Desiree giggled and held up the one bag she was carrying, "No worries, I've got some just for us!  Aaaaand, I brought some Lodoss, the anime doesn't all haveta be creepy, right?" 
"Oooo awesome!  We'll make sure Beth doesn't mind."  


Desiree gave her a poke in the ribs,"Sooooooo...what's the deal, hmmmm?" 


"Huh?"  


"I saw you and Darius a minute ago, teeeeeell!!!"  


"Um..there's not really anything to tell...." 


"Well??  Do you like him too?"  


"Waaaaaait a second, you mean he--" 


"Sure looks that way." Desiree replied with a grin and sparkling eyes.  "Ohh, he's suuuch a sweetie, really quiet, but he talks to you, you guys always have the coolest conversations just like you've wanted and...it's awesome!"


"Yeah but--"  


"But?  Admit it Jen-chan, even you can't find anything wrong with him!"


Jen shook her head, "No, it doesn't matter, really."  


Desiree mock-pouted, "You're no fun!" 


"Hmph!  Just because I'm not a demon like 'Bob'....."


The two girls continued chatting as they walked up to Beth's front door.  They were suddenly interrupted by a piercing scream followed by a splash of red across the front mat.  
"Beeeeeeeeth!" They yelled in exasperation.


"You do know that Halloween's over, ne?" Jen said, greeting their friend when she opened the door with a disapointed look on her face.


 Currently green-haired and clad in black from head to steel-toed boots, Beth said, "Geez.  It gets harder and harder to scare you guys, I thought the blood would do it for sure this time!"  


"Sorry, dear.  I don't even think your whacky hair colors could scare us anymore." Jen replied with a laugh as they walked into the front hall and into another room.  


"And what's wrong with my whacky hair colors?"  


Jen just continued to laugh.


"Uh......"  Jen began as they walked in.


"Wow...." Desiree added.  


"And I thought you were joking when you said you had a Bishounen shrine...."  


"And that it was the first thing to go up."  They stared wide-eyed at the room, covered from floor to ceiling with anime-male merchandise.


"Heeey, what's wrong with Sephie, Duo, Zechs, Diamond and Yaten, and Laguna and---" 
"Okay, okay, we get the point!!"  


"Ahhh, kawaii!!" Desiree squeeled, picking up a plushie while Beth in turn decided to take that moment to begin drooling over her guys.  


Jen began laughing so hard at the two that she actually did fall on the floor, "Oof!  Ooyy, you guys!!"


After the Bishounen shrine was given due respect Jen asked, "So, where'd you put the candle-lit spire?"  


"C'mon." Beth grinned devilishly, "Nokomis shall be your guide for tonight.." 


"Ooo scary." Jen replied which earned her a whack upside the head.


"You're messing up the moooooood!!"  With their usual amount of chaos, they made their way to the stairwell.


"No way!" Desiree exclaimed fairly quietly, "You actually have a tower??" 


Beth smirked, "Uh huh." 


 Jen gave the worn wooden steps a dubious look, "I'm guessing this is the fixer-upper part..." 


"Sheesh, don't you have any appreciation for mood??"


After a few more steps they reached a room slightly higher than the others in the house, a bit like a split-level.  


Jen gave an impressed whistle, "Now this is mood..."  


"Yeah, a little too mood.." Desi added with a giggle.  The room was circular, though not very large and the ceiling was pointed.  


"Eh.  Guess we could do without the spiders."  Beth said in disgust with a slight frown at a diaphanous web stretched across the tip top of the ceiling.  


"It's part of the mood Beth-chan!" Jen smirked, dodging quickly out of whacking range.  


"So?  So?  What candles didya bring today Jenny-chan?"  Jen had left her larger bag downstairs which is where they would probably sleep considering there wasn't enough room in this 'tower.'  She reached into a drawstring blue cloth bag and pulled out a selection.


 "Oooo!" Desi cried, catching sight of the first box, "The crackling ones!!" 


"Yeah, though they might just be too distracting to Beth's magick." Jen teased, sifting through the other boxes, "Oh, these ones have copper in 'em so they turn out green."  
"Awesome!" The other two girls chorused. 


"Any blacks?"  


"Not this time, though I looked.  Sorry."  She grinned, "C'mon, we can be gothness without complete black."  


"Well, of course."  Beth returned, "So, what else?"  


"Hmm...there're four that're supposed to be multicolored, and then the real bright white ones."  


"No waaaay!  I've used those before, if it's as bright as day we'll loose all the creepyness!"  
"Oh yeah! I almost forgot, first time I've ever seen them, they have these grey ones!  They only had one unscented pack though, the others smell like I dunno, roses or lilacs or somesuch."  
"Preeeeetty!" Desiree smiled as she caught the scent.


"Icccck!" Beth and Jen both stuck their tounges out at her.


"Well, Jenny-chan?" Desiree poked her with one of the boxes of candles.


"Eeep!"  


"Well, what?" Beth said, perking up, "You keeping secrets Jen-chan?"  


"Uhm...not that I know of.  Desi-chan just saw me talking to Darius today." 


"Ooooooo, cute!  He's such an angel though not as hot as Diamond or anything."  


"Yeah, yeah, yeah.  Sheesh, is it a crime to say hi when a guy says it first?" Jen replied, not really paying attention as she set up the gray candles.  "Hey, neat..you've even got the four corners here, with sconces....this place is just too perfect!"  Soon the candles were set and lit so Jen flipped the switch.  The light from the stairway had been all they had had; now it was just the candles.


"C'mon, Jen you need a bishounen!" Desiree said firmly.  


"Des," Jen replied, turning serious, "I'm bad luck, you know that...you two are the only..."  


Desi sighed, giving up, "You could at least try.  Bishounen's are niiiiiiice.."  she trailed off with a dreamy look in her eyes, obviously thinking of her boyfriend Darren.


"I don't want to hurt him."  


"You can't be sure--" 


"It's bad enough when he's just near me...arghh...what's wrong with me that it happens?"  


"Nothing!" Desi said defensively, "They're coincidences."  


"Jen-chan," Beth said consolingly, "After the summoning, we can try a blessing...it might just help.  Besides, with just three I doubt we can pull off the first, we should start with a blessing, like a warm up buuuuuut--"  


"Buuuuuut you're just too impatient, right?" 


"Right!"


Three large squat candles were centered between a ring of many small, thin ones.  Each of the girls took a turn and lit one of the three candles, speaking the corrosponding compass direction.  Beth said both north and south so they would reach four.  Since Beth was directing it, the other two focused on her.  Jen closed her eyes, while Des stared at the candles with intense concentration.  After a few moments, Beth began to mumble under her breath to keep her mind focused.  She repeated the wordless but meaningful phrase until both Jen and Des were also quietly speaking it.  The room filled with the tension of suppressed energy and the heat of the flames.


Abruptly, there was an explosion of force and the room suddenly hit absolute zero.  The flames of the three candles burst to the ceiling, then quieted slightly, still melded into one large dancing fire that spewed coldness as much as light in a canopy weaving just about their heads.  Deep within the darkest points of the flame a shadow began to solidify into something more, something strange and solid.


"Dude....this rocks guys!"  Beth said, her eyes dancing.  


"Oh my--  Um....Beth...that's not one of our illusions..that's....that thing's real." Jen began in numb shock, her eyes had opened at the sudden heat and silent thunder clap that had seemed to rattle her bones and sink her into the floor.  


"Shhh."  Des warned them, if they broke their concentration they might loose control of the spell they had never imagined would work--at least, not like this.  A ring of smoke poofed outward from the central figure to swirl like lighting around the second circle of candles which they had planned to use for the blessing.  Even Beth jerked inadvertantly at the impossible display.


Soon, the tiny sparkles that were the flames of the outer ring, were swirling up as if adding their own energy to the figure that was even at that moment solidifying.  
"Duuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuude." Beth said in an awed tone, leaning forward.  


"We did it..." Desi added, a little frightined at whatever it was they had done.  The top of the flame blushed into a bruised dark red shade and a leathery, hideous face revealed itself.  It was here.  A demon.  


Suddenly, Beth snapped backwards at an electric shock of insight, "Jen....... your ...... mother ....." she gasped.


Jen's eyes were glazed rather than wide.  Surprise at the revelation didn't register across her face.  The being she saw before them.....she saw it differently than did her friends.  As soon as it had fully come into their world, she had felt the deep bond with it resume.  This was her mother.  Sharp snaggled teeth gnashed at her as if the demon didn't realize who it was she faced.  Beth cursed loudly, this was a demon they had just summoned, and honest to god demon they had to sent it back!  But, Jen was off in space, Desi was in shock and she knew if the creature resisted they wouldn't have a chance.  They didn't have a fourth, they were only three.


Jen's breath had caught in her throat like the apple piece that had almost killed Snow White.  The four-horned beast stared daggers at her with it's one black eye, emenating a decidedly evil heat, the only warmth in the room.  The girl froze in place as if by some demonic magic, but truely she was intrigued.  She had no idea how it had happened......but it meant.....  Jen was half-demon.  Without warning, the beast blinked, it's vilely hooked teeth clacking together as if chomping down on the flesh of an innocent.  An impossible language began to eminate from it's body.  Horrendous rumbling growls were the most human-sounding, the rest of the sounds were produced from the vibration of the horns, or gnashing of the teeth and anything else one might choose not to think of.  Strangely enough though, Jen could comprehend the seemingly random sounds. 

 
A slow claw of black liquid grasped her green eyes in a choke-hold, "Take the child of Zephyr." she heard.  Take--so full of meanings....ending with destruction.  


"Child....." with that one word Jen accepted the challenge.  


By this time, all three girls were quaking, every muscle in their bodies taut but just as it seemed they'd snap, the demon vanished and they collapsed.


Hours later, Desiree was the first to awake.


~No way....~ she thought, but it had been far too real to be even thought a dream.  She clasped one hand in the other and felt cold skin press against the slight burn she had recieved earlier.  She winced, then blinked in the darkness, her eyes watering, and struggled to the stairwell to turn on the switch.  All the candles had blown out (or something to the same effect) when the....thing... had disapeared.  She came back inside, feeling overly warm in her clothing, though she was glad of that.  Anything was better than the previous bone-splitting chill that had seemed to shoot spikes of ice into her body.


"Beth...Jen...?" Desi called, nervous to be the only one awake in the darkness which she normally enjoyed.  Beth groaned and pushed herself off the floor.


"What a lousy bed." she commented groggily.  "Geez...we really did it then."  


"Yeah."  Desiree responded unemotionally, she still wasn't sure what to think of the event.  "It's 6 a.m." she offered, they still had an hour of darkness left; a prospect neither of them was thrilled with.  "How did you know?"  she asked softly about Beth's earlier exclamation.  


Beth gave an uncomfortable shrug, "Well..." Then she half-grinned, "I guess it doesn't seem so wild after that...  okay, I get these flashes..sometimes in dreams, sometimes just right ahead of things--real trippy.  They're usually of the future...I dunno about this one..of the past...."


Desiree smiled, "Not all that weird... I mean...well, I meant to tell you guys before....but....hmm, just look."  she turned her concentration upon one of the burnt out candles which still seemed to smolder with remnants of dark power.  


"Whoa. Dude." Beth exclaimed, her eyes going wide as the candle rose.  "You're telekinetic? Awesome!"


"And more..." Desi added, a soft blue glow surrounding the burn on her hand, which Beth only now noticed.  Cool comfort flowed around and through the reddened skin, healing it.


"Neat, Desi-chan."  Jen commented, sitting up with an odd faraway look in her eyes.  She had heard the whole conversation but had been too tired to con herself into moving.


"Hey, Jen-chan, you okay?" 


"Yeah, sure." 


"Geeeeeez...after that you don't just say 'yeah okay'..." 


Jen nodded vaguely, "I have to go guys." she said abruptly, standing and unceremoniously knocking over a few of the extra candles.  


"But--" Desi began, not sure she wanted Jen wandering about on her own.  


"Geez Jen, what's more important than this whole demon thing??" Beth wanted to know.  
Jen shrugged pragmatically, "It happened.  It's true.  What's the point of dwelling on it?  She's gone after all."  


"But--" Desi tried again, but stopped in frustration, she really didn't have any good excuse for making Jen stay, though she couldn't understand why she'd want to leave.  


Jen exited the house and skipped down the stairs, her backpack bouncing on her shoulder like a heartbeat.  She slowed when she hit the path, feeling a little guilty about not offering to clean up the mess.  The entire ceiling was like blackened ash, though through some miracle the spiderweb had survived.  The floor hadn't fared much better and was pock-marked with burns.  She was surprised, actually, that it hadn't been worse.  After all, they had raised a real living probably fire-breathing demon.  Her mother.  


She frowned a little, why wasn't that concept strange to her?  She had lived with her father ever since she could remember.  He was a quiet man who went about his life like an existentialist, not caring about anything besides the endless, pointless routine.  Of course she had wondered about her mom before, what single-parented child doesn't?  Of all the perfect ... wonderful .... exceptional .... role-models she could have been .....  Jen almost wished that she hadn't known, but somehow she would have figured it out.  It felt "right" somehow, well, true rather than right.  Still..... a mythological evil being from the underworld she had never believed in?  She shook her head, lost in a dark forest of confusion.


"Arrghh!  Why do demons have to make such a mess??" Beth exclaimed, half-joking.  
Des offered her a half-smile as she surveyed the roof, "Eck.  Beth-chan, I think you'll have to get this redone."  


"Oh great." Was the sarcastic response.  "Well," Beth shrugged with a sigh, "I'd have had to do it anyway.  It was so rotten I'm surprised it actually was able to burn.  Eh.  Guess that's hellfire for you."  Desiree stifled a laugh as she swept the candles and bits of wax into a dustpan.


"Hmm.  It's weird without Jenny-chan here."  


"Yeah, normally she's the first to volunteer for clean-up duty." Beth said with the best real-life equivalent of a "sweat-drop" that she could manage.  


"I guess she deserves a break after all that.  But...Beth-chan, I dunno, I'm worried." 


Beth grinned a little, "More that she didn't act strangely than that she did.  Yeah.  I mean...finding out who your mom is after your whole life is a shock, but to find out she's a demon as well?  And meet her face to face?  That's got to be at least a little disturbing."  


"Maybe we should go catch up with her?"  


"Hmm..  let's give her some time first." Beth returned gently, making sure to contact her friend eye-to-eye.  Eventually Desi relented.  "Till evening."


Jen looked up at her college home, the large building Terry Shore Hall.  She felt a slight pain in the back of her neck and turned slightly, catching Darius out of the corner of her eye.  He didn't see her, but he suddenly staggered.


She faintly heard a few words drifting toward her on the wind, "Hey, kid......  pale as death.....  Darius?  Darius?  ........okay?......carry?.....  can walk?... here....  Darius?"  


A dark frowned creased her face with half-forgotten woes.  The guy was an idiot.  He followed her like a puppy but didn't see what happened everytime he neared her....but.... no, that couldn't have been her.  It had never been that bad, even on days when he was weakened with sickness.  Maybe he hadn't been getting enough sleep.  She shook her head.  It was her.  She knew it.


Why?  Why him?  It was true, that all people seemed to have some kind of strange, but natural aversion to her and her aura of bad karma.  No one in a relationship with come within 20 feet of her, and best friends stayed even farther.  The only people it didn't affect were Beth and Desiree.  Was it because......she was half-demon that this happened?  


~I don't want to hurt anyone!~ she shouted mentally in frustration.  Her own birth wasn't her fault, how could heredity make such a difference?  Why couldn't she have some kind of inborn powers which she could choose a purpose for, rather than having one determined for her?  


Slowly, she entered the building and found her dormitory room without a thought.  She sat down at her desk, a listless look on her face.  What would she have done, had her roommate been someone other than Desiree?  She might have been able to live off-campus with Beth, who was still debating her future courses.  She scowled, annoyed at the tone of her thoughts.  She had lived well enough like this, now she just knew the reason behind things, nothing had changed, she had only learned.  As she dismissed the thoughts, her eyes focused on a rumpled paper on the table.  

"

What's done, 



is done already.

Sweet dear, don't tempt me




I can't see you too much.

You haven't met my darkness,

Won't let you meet my soul.




"Your" angel's acid, see...


Don't want to hurt you.

Can't know you too much.

Don't know me too much.







I'm a bad luck charm, 


I won't hurt you like that,




caring too much.

to protect you

from me."


It was the making of a poem she had started from phrases that flew through her head whenever she thought of Darius.  She frowned at the messy handwriting and slapdash clump of phrases.  What was this?  It didn't change anything.  Darius.  Her eyes flashed evening, swirling black around her pupils and she ripped the paper in one swipe of her hand.  She left the unintelligible debris floating mournfully behind her as she stalked out of the building.


By this time it was evening and she was making her way down the sidewalk a few blocks from Beth's house with her fists clenched tightly in her pockets.  


"H..Hey!" she heard a voice call from behind her.  She whirled around, almost dropping to a fighting stance, her eyes shifting like those of a caged animal....or predator.  Abruptly, the footsteps that were racing toward her stopped and an odd look came over Darius' face, "Jenny...are you all right?"  Her eyes narrowed at the question.  Typical male trick, try to gall the unsuspecting victim with the ruse of caring.


"Darius." She responded quietly, despite her own surface thoughts.  He took a perplexed step forward.  He had been meaning to ask her how the sleepover went so that they'd have some type of conversation, though it always ended up being so one-sided.  His efforts to con her into giving some kind of response usually failed except when his questions revolved around Desiree and Beth.  For a while he'd been able to get her to laugh over references to her favorite TV show, but that had faded.  She had learned he wasn't ordinary and adjusted to the fact.  Recently, even sarcasm about societal life wouldn't gain more than a half-grin of agreement.  But... now that look in her eyes.....  were they normally such a dark color?  Maybe the three had had an argument?  Or she just didn't get enough sleep?  With true worry he took another halting step forward, cursing his physical weakness.


"Jen, if you need to talk, well, I mean when Beth and Des aren't able to be around..." he offered.  She liked to talk, he knew that.  She didn't find anything wrong with silence, but she loved an intelligent discussion.


"I don't need anything." She said abruptly, turning to walk around him.


Suddenly, against almost everything his body screamed at him, he sprited forward and grabbed her hand in what he hoped was a comforting grasp.  She did need help, he recognized the cry in her eyes, but whether she would accept it, accept it from him?  Why did she hate him so....?  Was he that clingy, that much of an annoyance?  Her eyes widened in surprise and she pulled back, but not in time.  In her mind there was a bizarre click and the floodgates crashed opened with a bang.  Everything spewed forcefully forth.  Her eyes were caught up in a whirlpool of night-dark flowing in a waterfall from her heart.  Her hands clenched as the scenery around them changed, transformed in a gray shift as if she had insubstantially jumped to a different view of the world and aparently dragged him with her, but, as she shot upward in turn horrendous creatures swooped down her path.


Desiree was walking back to the dorm fairly calmly, though in her heart she was disturbed.  Something had been upset and she couldn't understand what it was.  She stopped in her tracks when she caught sight of Darius and Jen, frozen unnaturally, both staring directly into each other's eyes.  She ran forward and tried to shake her friend.


"Jenny-chan!!  Jen-chan?? JEN?!?"  


She couldn't budge the stubborn statue of a body.  She tried the same with Darius and received the same lack of response.  Then suddenly she let out a shriek of horror as a spindly hand--made all of bones--grasped her wrist.


The space around them was gray to their senses but for their own souls and faint traces of traveling parties somewhere beyond or around them.  With some faint amusement and precious little surprise, Jen observed that she was now cloaked in netherwordly, razor appendages, wings that wavered as if they were made of fire.  They outspread with little effort and she grinned slightly.


 ~Very Dracula-esq...~ she thought, sure that Beth would appreciate them.  As the realizations and darkness cascaded through her, wrapped her, she turned toward the Other, Darius.  With a piercingly painful shock she beheld his open, but seemingly lost, face surrounded by feathers of the purest white.  She ought not to taint him with her presence....  this impossible, familier, angel of purity and light.  And yet...yet...welling from the tips of her razored, fiery wings was an ache to fly at him, attack, destroy, corrupt...


Within moments, Beth was on the scene.  After noting some things in a carefully hidden journal, she had decided she'd help Desi out.  She hadn't been walking long when she heard Desiree scream.  She burst into a run and skidded to a halt when she was close enough to realize what was going on.  


"Oh...my....God..." she exclaimed, then shook off the shock and launched herself toward the living skeleton which was attempting to drag Desiree to who-knows-where.  


"Thanks..." Des began to say after Beth performed an amazing attack on the skeleton which resulted in a pile of bones.  Beth might not fit all the descriptions of a super heroine, but she had taken a number of self-defense (and, it seemed, offense) courses over the years.  However what worked on humans didn't seem to work quite as well on bleached bones, they began to rattle and rearrange themselves--the spirit was still alive.  


"Uh.  That's bad." Beth mumbled, staring as it reassembled itself.


~Child of Zephyr.....~ The words wafted through her mind like an insidious scent and she lost all thoughts of mercy.  She dove forward, her wings carrying her like a lightning lance through the surreal landscape.  


"Jen!" He exclaimed, not quite loudly, fear and confusion in his eyes as he backed away, still cloaked with pale downy feathers.  She barreled into him in a flurry of flaming black wings and shredded white feathers.  They tumbled 'backwards' for a few moments before Darius was able to untangled himself.  


"Jenny...no..!" he pleaded as she unsteadily shot in a short jump back towards him; a deadly arrow.  At the last second, he unloosed his wings to spread in a soft, shielding canopy around him.  With one motion he was swiftly lifted and she shot past him.


Desiree and Beth did their best to fight off the nightmarish creatures who attempted to swarm around the stationary Darius like vultures around a dying beast.  


"We've got....to get them...out of it!" Beth said as she strained against a blob-like creature, it made things twice as hard that Darius  wasn't doing anything to dodge the little evils.  Desiree dropped to her knees beside the two.


"I....I think...."  she said slowly, then shook her head.  It was no use explaining, she would just have to try.


"Cover me." she asked and focused out of the real world before Beth could shout a frantic, "WHAAAAT?!"


Yes...the two spirits were near...she could feel them...battling, one in a blind rage of nameless anger, the other scurrying in fear and chaotic confusion.  There was a...hole there, a messy one at that.  To the....astral plane?  She could feel it like she felt the objects she moved with her telekinesis, but there was more to this.  There was a link there, straight to the elusive astral plane.  She reached out tentatively, surrounding herself in the misty clouds of a world apart from the physical.  She didn't have time to be timid.  Steeling herself, she grabbed for the two and yanked them back to where they belonged.


Jen fell forward as suddenly her whole body seemed to shift into a different position.  The cold shock of the fall and the slam of chill concrete knocked the darkness from her eyes.  She pushed herself from the sidewalk with one hand and gazed around in bewilderment.  But, before she could remember and try to understand what had just occurred, she heard the thump of another body hitting the ground.  It wasn't Darius, he was already down.  Desiree was frozen like a lost soul, but upright...Jen tore her eyes away and continued to search for the body.  Finally, her eyes set on it, about ten feet away from the small group lay Beth.


Jen pushed herself up from the ground and half-crawled over to her friend, "No...." she said catching sight of two drippling little punctures on the side of Beth's neck, "NO!"  It wasn't fair, it wasn't possible!  She looked up from the pale-moon skin and her eyes flushed with night as they locked with those of a vampire.  The man, blood dripping from the corner of his mouth froze with a strange look on his face.  She stood like one in a trance then grabbed his neck with one hand.  With a single sharp downward motion she hurled him to the ground next to Beth who struggled silently on the end of her life.


By this time, Desiree had sealed the hole to the astral plane as best she could, thankful that now no more creatures could come out and attack--they just had to worry about the ones that were already out.  She began to scan the area, ignoring Darius for the moment, then her eyes caught sight of Beth and again she fell into her trance.  With all the energy she had she threw herself after Beth's retreating life-force.


"Beth, you of all people know how this works, now drink." Jen ordered, trying to keep the desperation out of her voice.  


"No..you don't understand...you can't....no!" The vampire protested, struggling against Jen's demonic grip.  


"Shut up!" she ordered, assisting as lifelessly Beth's lips fastened onto the vampire's throat. The red flush began to flow from one to the other and soon Beth tensed, drinking more and more greedily.  Minutes later and he was nearly drained, now as pale as Beth had gone rosy.


"Enough, enough!" Jen demanded, pulling the limp vampire away from her.  "Beth?  Beth, are you all right?"  


It was such a long shot.  She had always heard that vampires lost their souls when they became the Undead, all this could just be for nothing, maybe she would have been better off...  But, Jenny would not have been able to live with that, letting her friend die without any effort to save her.  Beth snapped into true consciousness as her name was called.


"..the hell?"  


The weakened vampire beside them had been moaning about everything being ruined, but he stopped short when he saw she was awake.  He dragged himself closer.


"No..." he denied quietly in abject horror.  


Beth stared him down, red eyes piercing as she demanded an answer.  "Why?"  


~Why did you try to kill me?~  He was a vampire, it was just what they did....right?  


He shook his head in dismay, "You were supposed to die..."  


Jen gave him a dire glare and he quieted for a moment, then Jen stood, eyes still blanketed and moved to help Desiree with the nether creatures.


Jen and Desiree flung what they could at the creatures, which was little enough.  Finally, Desiree dismembered the dratted skeleton with her telekenisis and they each took a couple bones and were able to take out the fire bats.  A pencil did the trick for a careless and very weak vampire, but there were still a few too many unidentifiable lower world creatures to deal with.  Abruptly, Beth and the other vampire joined the fray, fighting with teeth as well as preternatural speed and strength.  They had nothing left to loose.  


"Wait."  Des said, "That vamp...and everything else why don't they attack you?"  Just as the odds against them started to look deathly grim, something clicked.


"BEGONE!" Jenny shouted with a voice of thunder that shook the air in a composed earthquake.  


"Whoa.  Nice." Beth commented with a voice that now had a strange sort of disconcerting echo to it.  "Can you get them to roll over and play dead too?" she smirked.  Jen sighed and gave a half-hearted, weary shrug.  


"Oh!" Desiree exclaimed, suddenly remembering as they all stood in silence, "Darius..."  she turned to the companion they had formed a protective circle around and touched him on the shoulder.  He was back on this plane, she knew it and had just now confirmed it.  But he was coiled into a fetal ball and bled from several wounds.  Jen took a step forward, her earlier actions flashing before her eyes while he flinched more tightly into the ball.  She took an anguished step back, then turned and fled.  


"She'll kill me."  The vampire gasped out with both fear and longing, looking after her.  But, according to Beth he obviously could not be the one to follow, not in his present state and her present mood.  


Beth nodded.  "S'alright Alucard." she said, "Just don't stray too far."  She still wanted some definite answers from him, mostly to questions starting with 'why.'  He was the only one who had not left at the command.  The one who had killed her.  The one she trusted.  She scaled a building, astonished at her own intuition--she had picked up the knowledge of some of Alucard's skills during the transfer--and began to race after her friend by hopping from one building to the next.


After Jen left, Desiree sat by Darius, trying to determine whether she should call the police, the hospital, wait for him to wake up...  Her questions were answered with a groan from the body near her.  "Hey."  She said quietly, sure that he had a pounding headache.  Cautiously he let his eyes open and, shivering, pushed himself into a sitting position.  Now that he was sitting, the injuries didn't look as serious, at least, not on the outside.  She had no idea what kind of otherworldly wounds they had engraved into him.  But, she didn't see much out of the ordinary.  Maybe none of the creatures had used spiritual attacks against him.....and Jen certianly didn't know how...  She winced at the thought of her friend attacking this man.  It wasn't Jen's fault, she knew that somehow.  But, it had happened and she had to be practical about it.


"How are you feeling?" she asked and he replied with a slight shrug. 


"Weird."  He wasn't sure how much she knew about the whole thing, more than he did--of that he was sure at least.  "Look, I'm sorry," he said, feeling exceptionally rude, but it couldn't be helped.  He had to talk to his father.  "but I've got to get home."  


"But--" Desiree tried to stop him but he wouldn't listen, even when she voiced her doubts that he could walk.  


He struggled to a vertical position.  "I can." was all he said before striding falteringly off in the direction of the college, his dorm room, and most importantly, the phone.


"C'mon, c'mon..pick up!" Darius chanted under his breath as he heard the second ring.  There was a click and then he heard his father's familiar voice.  "Dad." he welcomed, flooded with relief to the point of faintness.  


"Darius..." His father returned softly, knowing from his son's tone that something had happened;  something to reveal his origins.  


"Mom...she died because she was mortal...and I..." he began to piece information together, forming half of a puzzle.  "You changed it.  I was a baby for so long...you changed it, h-how long will I live?" he finished with shock at the implications.  


"Darius, what happened?" His father replied patiently.  


"I..don't know..." he answered with the vulnerability of the lost.  


"Just tell me." His father encouraged with comforting truth; he wouldn't say that everything was 'all right' because it wasn't and chances were that it wouldn't be soon.  He may have avoided the truth, but he had never lied to his son.  


"My friend, Jen, you know.  I saw her...wasn't really feeling well and there was some weird..teleportation thing and suddenly we were somewhere else..."  Darius didn't feel at all uncomfortable saying something so outlandish to his father--if he believed it, his father would believe him.  "We had wings." he added after a moment, then frowned with a cringe, knowing he had to explain more.  "S-she...attacked..I mean, it wasn't her, Jen wouldn't..but.. I don't know, her eyes were a really weird black..."  His voice was quivering unsteadily now and he had sat down on the bed in his dorm room.


"Darius," His father sighed. "First, as you know, there is something I haven't yet explained to you."  He continued, ever the powerfully resonant tenor, "I'm Zephyr, a Lower God."  


"Y-you mean I'm...immortal?!" Darius gasped, his eyes widening in shock as he tried to determine whether he should be relieved or horrified at the thought.  Zephyr sighed again, somewhat sadly but resigned, "No...though, you do have the power to live for quiet some time beyond the normal span.  Yes, there are the wings as well as various other powers based upon your use of the light of your soul."  


"What...if I had turned out..a uh, bad apple?"  


"You'd still have been a Demigod, but with much less power, because there would be less light in your soul to draw on."  Darius nodded to himself, though he knew his father couldn't see him beginning to understand the idea.  Despite the events, he was still having a hard time convincing himself that he was...the son of a God.


"But...what about Jen??"  Even through the phone-lines, Darius recognized the air between them suddenly growing tense for the first time in a very, very long time.  They had no secrets and always discussed each's opinion to come to a mutual agreement.  Until now.  There was something his father didn't want to tell him.  "Dad???"  


"I'm afraid.. she's the daughter of a Demon."  


"But--?!  She can't!  Dad, please!" Darius pleaded as if his father could change Jen's heritage.  


"It..it can't mean she's evil, her power has to work...the....same.....as mine..."  He slowed and stopped himself, fear clenching his heart within his chest.  She had been much more adept at her own attacks...if his was light...then she....as a Demidemon..... she had to drawn upon the darkness within her soul...  



"Darius, I'm sorry."  


"No, dad, don't, please.  It's not your fault."  


"But it is my fault that you grew up without a mother.  A God and a Mortal....it's not unheard of, not the first...but I should have thought more of you, of the effects....and Lilith, my love..."  his voice grew taut with suppressed tears.  He had never gotten over the loss of his wife, never remarried, not even to a fellow Immortal.  Though, that was how it usually was done, the two Immortals would mate for life, melding traits to dissolve themselves into a new being.  His voice dropped to an anguished whisper, "I barely saw her grow old and then..."  


"Dad, it was natural," Darius returned quietly, it was his turn to be consoling over his own aching interior.  "You couldn't have done anything.  She had a good life, she had you.  Mom..."


Finally, Zephyr cleared his throat, another human habit he had picked up, though his emotions were not aquired for show.  They were very, very real.  


"Are you all right now?"  


Darius let out a hesitant laugh, "Yeah, I guess. Thanks."  


"Good."  Zephyr's tone had become more business-like, but it still held a hint of suppressed sorrow.  "I need to do some research, find out more about.." He refrained from calling Jen by name.  "Some basic Otherworld geography...earth is in the middle and on another layer of reality exists the Astral Plane.  With effort, both Demons and Gods can reach it, transferring to earth is a bit more of a trick though.  No, there isn't exactly a Heaven and Hell, however, there is a place of the Gods, and one of the Demons.  Before I hang up, I'm going to teach you some shielding and other techniques..."


"JEN!" Beth's unnerving voice called sharply as she grabbed Jen's arm in the impossible vise-grip of a vampire, hoping the abrupt shock would jerk her friend back to sense.  Jenny stopped short and turned slowly.  Black eyes met red as they stared scalding lazers at each other.  Beth's grip switched to the half-demon's shoulder and she shook, hard.  


"Get a grip, c'mon."  


"B-beth?" Jen was shuddering now at the icy grip was well as at the darkness within her.

  
"You okay?" They chorused at each other, neither even laughing at the parallelism of their thoughts.  


"I'm sorry....I wanted to save you not..."  


"You're not afraid of me?"  Beth interrupted in relief, still careful to hide her fangs.  Real fangs.  She nearly found it funny that no one would notice the difference between these and the fake ones she had gotten at "Hot Topic."


"Heh.  I'm a demon, what's to be afraid of?" Jen returned with a pathetic attempt to keep the bitterness from her voice.  


"Half." Beth amended for her with a piercing look from unsettling ruby-whirling orbs.  
"And you're..Undead, I'm sorry."  The clear ice of a tear dripped the darkness out of Jen's eyes, but she didn't move, she didn't dare reach out to her friend.  


"Yeah."  In those last words Beth vented all the horror and betrayal she felt at the new blood-urge within her.  Because of Jen, she would have to destroy lives, innocents:  a nightmare she had had years ago.  


"But," Beth grinned a little light of forgiveness.  "now I'm the Immortal grammy."  She joked, she was, after all, the eldest of the three.  The dream hadn't been all bad..she laughed a little to herself, and not just because of the dashing bishounen who would lead her through the darker recesses of her new world.  "And I was close enough to being a vamp as it was, right?"  


Even admist her own troubles, Jen had to smile a little at that, "True, true.  No one'll even notice."  


"Friends?" 


"As always."  With that, Jen clasped Beth's ivory hand.  They each flinched slightly, Jen at the cold, Beth at the burning, but both ignored it.

Dear Diary,



Midnight.  It has seemed like weeks since I last wrote, hard to believe it has only been two days. So much.. where to begin?  Desi has the power of a telekinetic, perhaps a telepath too. My friend Jen, is half demon. And I? I am dead. Yet I write in this book! How is such a thing possible? 



I have become a vampire. An honest to goodness, vampire. Fangs, red eyes, and pale skin. I am so goth now, ha ha. Did you catch the hint of sarcasm? Good. Expect this to be a long entry, diary... Alucard was the one who turned me. Oh, I've known him for about a year, we hung out at clubs together. He often told me he was a vampire - but I did not believe him. Who would? Even I, who lived that sort of lifestyle.. did not believe. And now, I am one. Forced to kill in order to live. But there's more. 



Just as there are different races of humans, there is so for the vampires. It depends on who sires you. 


The "Count Dracula" type - able to move about in sunlight, albit briefly. Able to shift (usually bat/human/smoke) and summon creatures. Usually rats, owls, bats.. that sort of thing. Unable to cross running water, react very, very badly to stakes, anything "holy," and garlic. Dogs and wolves will signal their coming. 


"I'm human, really" - They are pretenders. They are able to eat real food, and say that vampires are fake. Able to move about in daylight (although they stay indoors), usually they are groggy when doing so. They have several different clans, and different takes on the vampire look. It depends on which clan they are in. It also seems they have a long running war with weres or shifters - whichever you prefer. 


"Anne Rice made me" - Ah, Louis and Lestat. They are real. Sleep in coffins, avoid sunlight, can't eat real food. Wake during sunset, or just after the sun touches down. Appear to have no extra powers, except for David and myself - it seems. Live on blood, and blood alone. Well, I shall continue later, Alucard is calling. Wish me .. no, wish us all luck, diary. We shall need it. 


~Beth


"Jenny-chan...I took notes for you..." Desiree said hesitantly.  Jen hadn't returned to their dorm the past nights and this was the first time Desi had seen her since that night.  She had guessed Jen needed some time to recover her wits, but had been sure she would have made it back for school..  


"Thanks." Jen said with true gratitude, recent events hadn't blocked out everything already in her life.  


"When does Beth get home?" she asked next after a awkward period of silence.  


"Dunno, soon I guess."  


"Think we should make dinner?"  


"Sure."


Elsewhere, Alucard begged, "Beth...please..."  


She stared hard back at him, "You're not gonna keep me from my own house."  


"But--" 


"You're not even giving me a good reason Alucard."  


"You know better than I do." he returned cryptically.  


"Gimme a break, I haven't had any visions about tonight."  


His brow furrowed, "None?" he said wonderingly, his resolve faltering enough to allow her to escape.


Later, the three of them were solemnly eating a motley dinner of salad, pancakes, and french fries.  They were in the kitchen, the room furthest away from the tower.  


"Des, next time don't let Jen near the oven..she burnt the fries!"  


"Hehe..yeah, well, I was busy working with the pancakes!"  


"At least those turned out well!  I told you guys I can't cook!" Jenny added to the conversation, surprising the other two.  


"But still, the fries would've been okay, but Beth you took foreeeeeeeveeeer to get home."  
Jen gave her a suspicious glance, "You didn't eat on the way here then?  And are just humoring us?"  


"Uh..."  Jen gave a quick intake of breath at it suddenly hit her exactly why Beth hadn't eaten anything, even the fries she had claimed were burnt.  Jenny grinned though, "Uh..so... out for some quality time with your new bishie, huh?" Jen winked at her, trying to dispell the tension in the room.  


"Oooo, reminds me!"  Des burst out suddenly, "My bishie is coming to visit!!!"  
"Awwwwwww!!!" Beth and Jenny replied in unision to a small burst of giggles.  


"Well, at least when Des says bishie, we know who she's talking about."  Somehow Desiree had managed to find a guy to fall in love with, and him her, who looked exactly like a certian favorite singer of hers.  Both of them were named Darren.  Jenny continued teasingly, "With Beth we have to like..look it up on a computer, no, no, don't tell me...you really do have a list of your bishies on your compy?"  


"Erm...well...."  


"She does, she does!!!!!" Desi squeeled with certianty.  


"Oo...speeeaaaking of bishies Jenny-chan, when're you and Darius gonna...?"  But it was too late for Desi to stop herself once she remembered.  


In an instant response, Jen froze and her face turned bleak.  "Have you forgotten?" She snapped back in a quietly searing voice, "He's an angel, truely.  And I..am a demon.  Do you really think it would work!?"  


"Whoa, Jen, calm..she didn't mean.." Beth said defensively, nearly standing up.  


"A-and you!  This isn't some stupid game, some roleplay where you die and when it's over you walk down the street for an ice cream, not some silly party around the candles, going through mystic motions--"  


"I was serious about the summoning!"  


"You didn't know what you were doing, none of us did!"  


"Jenny-chan...don't what-if yourself like that....although..."  Desi bit her lip, trying to throw out something so that she would not be seeming to abandon her friend, "We didn't have a fourth."  


"Correct.  We even knew that.  But we didn't think, I mean, a summoning, of course that's going to bring something, here!  That's what a summoning is.  And you're not even being serious about this, you are dead!"


Beth's eyes narrowed, flashing red and with the shock and speed of lightning she slapped Jen across the face.  Jen blinked, shutting up for the moment, too shocked to become angry and welcome the blackness.  


"Yeah, I am.  So what?  It's done and at least I'm still here."  


"Jen, please." Desiree added quietly.  "You can't blame Beth."  


Jen sighed and replied tightly, "Yes.  She should blame me.  But she's not!"  Jenny shook her head in confusion.  She felt that she deserved to be condemned by them...but they weren't doing it, even after what she had said..  She closed her eyes, inwardly composing herself.  "Look, I'm sorry."  


Desiree stood tentatively, then gave her a tight hug.  


"Thanks...I do love you guys," Jen shook her head ruefully, "Dunno how you got stuck putting up with me."  


"We put up with each other." Beth answered mock-wryly, her lips quirking in a little smile.  


"Truely!" Desi cheered, eyes brightening as the mood lifted.


"Okay, we've got to seal--or kill--mother dearest, right?" Jenny finally brought them back to topic.  They were silent as they cleaned up the kitchen.


"Hmm." Desiree mused thoughtfully as they entered Beth's Bishounen shrine and sat in a little triangle on the carpeted floor.  They would definitely need a fourth for that.  Darius.  But she didn't dare suggest the idea just yet.  She planned to tell Beth later on, but not in front of Jen, she wasn't quite sure how her friend would react.  Besides, he was safe for now, she and Beth had an unspoken pact that ensured they would protect Darius.  


"Aiyup."  Tala smirked at Jenny's faciel response to her southern-speak.  "Aaaaanyway, y'all will have to help me with that...and we'll have to go back into the tower..."  She frowned, "but as yet..we don't have the power."  Beth's thoughts had been along the same lines as Desi's.


"So what do we do?" Jen shrugged at them, throwing out the question with no answers at hand.  "The longer we wait.."  


"Yeah.  But we're gonna have to wait." Beth said firmly.  This time they would plan.  This time they would be prepared.


In a brutal interuption of their planning, Beth let out a strangled sound, nearly a howl locked deep within her throat as her eyes went wide and bloody red.  


"Uhm..Beth...you okay?" Jen asked.  She had thought that at this point Beth would have more courtosy to their paranormally disturbed psyches...unless...this was real?  But at the same time, she'd rather Beth was up to her usual All Hallow's Eve-style tricks.  


"B-beth?" It was only a few seconds before Jen started to worry at her friend's strange shaking and vacant look.  She turned in askance toward Desi, their healer, but her friend's eyes were unerringly riveted to Beth and there was a tormented look on her face.  


"G-guys?!" Jenny burst, suddenly feeling very much alone.  Beth's eyes snapped back into focus and she took a rattling sigh of a breath before collapsing in front of them.


"BETH!" The other two cried out, reaching for her, but even as they reached their friend was pushing herself upright, eyes bruised with a dream which should remain unknown, a nightmare not to be wished upon a nemesis, a life to prefer death to.  


"What happened?? Gz!  You scared me half to death, I thought I'd have to call 911 or something..."  


"Y-yeah, fine."  Beth responded, not convincing the other two in the slightest.  


"You sure?"  


"Really, geez, I'm not some pathetic mortal ya know." She responded with some irritation.  
"O-kay, okay." Jenny backed off, for the moment.  


"Uh..Des?" She turned to her other friend who smiled, albiet weakly.


"Yepyep, I'm all here!"


Beth stretched, "It's okay."  She winked, "At least I was turned by a bishie."  


Desi half-smiled back, "What'll Sephie think?"  


"Can we get back to business here?"


 "Uh..as long as you're sure you're not going to faint or something Bethy."  


"Geez, shut up." Beth responded, eyes flickering fire.


Jen sighed helplessly, "We established we need a fourth.  But until we find one (and it's unlikely that we will), we need to decide what we're going to do, right?"  


Desiree popped out for a minute and returned carrying a leather-bound book.  She had found it in a garage sale.  It had obviously never been used by the people selling it, and even included the summoning spell they had used.  As they flipped the musty pages, one title caught her eye and she took in a sharp breath.  Jen and Beth were too busy teasing each other to notice.  She bit her lip, thinking hard and then folded the page, wishing she had a pen to write a note there.  She stared at the page a few seconds more, debating, then finally skipped ahead in the book, trying not to feel too guilty.


While Des read on and Jen stared into space, Beth wrote in her diary.

Dear Diary,


 2:55 am 


My vision.. it was Jen and Darius. It appears he is the light she must battle, and perhaps kill? I fear for her, for us all. Alucard has been helpful, catching my food for me. I still can't bear the though that I must kill a person in order to live. He reminds of me of Louis, finding those who wish to die. We grant them that wish. 



I've also noticed, my eyes are only red when angered, or something else is effecting me. Other then that, they are this odd green tinge. Like I'm wearing forest colored contacts. Oh well, no matter. I just wish... I was normal. I do not blame Jen for what I've become, what I must do. However, the fear I've felt from my friends, from people who pass me by on the street... It hurts. 



What's this? A drop of blood.. I'm crying? I'm crying. I never thought my life would end this way. End, it has ended. I'm dead. Yet alive. I need to go now diary... but I leave with this.. "I could not stop for Death, so he kindly stopped for me. The carriage held but ourselves - and immortality." 


"I think I found it!!"  Desiree suddenly exclaimed excitedly, nearly loosing the page as she maneuvered the book to show the other two.  "To open a gateway to the Astral Plane and send something through..."  


Beth shook her head, "I wish we knew what level."  


"Level?!  It's not a computer game!"  


"Duh, you already said that.  I mean, some're more powerful than others."  Desi agreed, 
"It's easier to compare them with levels...at least high verses low anyway, ne?"  


"All right, all right.  I'm sorry again guys, I sound like I'm PMSing today or something.  Thanks for bearing with me." She grinned wryly.  


"No prob, we bear with each other, right?"  


Jen smiled back thankfully.  "Heh.  Deyja vu, hmm?  Toge--" she began to say in verification when there was a knock on the door.  They all froze, like flighty horror-movie victims.  


"Uhm..heh, I'll get it." Beth volunteered, getting up.


Pale and edgy, Darius was at the door.  ~She's here.~ he confirmed for himself when Beth opened the door, even though he hadn't seen her.  


"Erm...hello?"  


"Can Jen...I mean...can I...will she talk with me?"  


"I guess...just a minute Darius..."  She turned back from the door and said through the hallway, "Pssssst! It's yer angel-dude!"  


"BETH!" Jenny hissed back, sounding very much unstrung.  


Beth heard a set of quick pounding footsteps and sighed.  "Uh..I don't think she's in the best of moods to talk right now, kay?"  


"Please?"  He looked pleadingly into her eyes.


"Durn nice bishies." Beth grumbled and opened the door the rest of the way so he could enter the house.  "Aright, aright, aright, but don't expect much."


Darius took a hesitant step forward, brushing a hand nervously through his hair.  "You don't mind?"  


Beth shrugged, "If she minds I'll kick ya out, how's that?"  


"Um."  He didn't exactly look comforted by that, but continued on through the house, taking an unexpected turn by the stairs.  Beth furrowed her brow...how did he know..?  He'd never been here before, had he?  She put a icy hand on his shoulder.


"She wouldn't be up there." she told him with certainty, of the three of them Jen had stayed purposely far from the tower.  She winced as an ache welled up in her and scolded herself for the very idea, she got the impression that Jen wanted to keep Darius around and in the land of the living for a while longer.  Besides, she had just eaten.  Alucard was a master at finding just the right victim, one she could enjoy without too much pain to her personal sense of morality.  ~Whoever said vampy's were soulless?  Eh.  That'd be too easy.~


Just then, there was a clatter from upstairs.  The sharp sound was an assault the Beth's senses and brought her back to the center of her preternatural self.  ~She is up there.  ....why?~
 "Well, we can check." she amended aloud for Darius' benefit.  


"Sure."  Darius agreed, sounding hazy.  


"You okay?" Beth asked, disconcerted.  He didn't answer.  He took the steps on the old flight of stairs with deliverance and a strange resigned determination.  His face was even more pale than before and his breaths were shallow, his eyes hollow and lost.  Beth shook her head, maybe it was some weird effect of whatever he was.  Her own skin was now so plastery white and her eyes...she didn't even know except from the looks she had seen on other people's faces.  So much fear.  Even from Jen and Desiree.


"Jenny?"  Darius' voice broke the tense silence and Beth surfaced from her thoughts to find him in the archway of the room, one hand on the door frame as if to keep himself from collapsing.  Maybe it hadn't been such a good idea to let him in...she had seen that he looked a little sickly...but..he could've been just tired..and in the moonlight...  


~Oh well.  Too late now.~  She took the steps two at a time until she reached him.  Abruptly, she half-jumped and was half-knocked backwards by and from a blast of searing wind that seemed like a furnance had just exploded.   


"Jen??" Beth questioned, her eyes locked on the picture in the room.


Wrapped around Jen like a cloak of mourning was the leathery red beast, crowned with four crusted horns and reeking with the heat of dark fire--the one light which brightened the room from the black holes of darkness that were Jen's eyes.  The partially insubstantial form passed through Jen, completely encompassing her for a second, then it landed itself on the floor with the pound of heavy, clawed feet.  Muscles tensed with an ache that seemed to roar in their ears and more suddenly than a cat, the demon pounced.  It arced through the air with the power of thunder and slammed into Beth.  Mere inches away, Darius neglected to even blink.  Claws tore through Beth and she felt her spirit flowing, like the blood of a victim, to immerse every vein.  The power of the demon's bound was still pushing against her and abruptly she was pushed straight through the floor.  The demon, full of the momentum of the pounce, tumbled easily through after her.


The two landed with a thu-thump in the center of the room below where Desiree let out a short scream, "Beth?!"  Dots of black and red littered every pore of Beth's body.


"Ow."  Beth said flatly with the last of the breath that had otherwise been knocked out of her.  ~Phasing..~ she thought through the attack.  ~should not be..so painful.~  The demon hadn't completely phased her through the floor..as for itself.. it had become completely solid a moment before they fell, as if it had transferred it's state into Beth.  Debris was still falling from the ceiling where a large gaping maw had been left.  It had partially collapsed once they were through, leaving a airway that would have made Beth's journey much more pleasent.  


Desi, extremely distressed, scurried out of the way of a last, jagged plank as it clattered off the combatants to land, skewed, on the floor.  However, the two otherworldly creatures paid no mind to the crumbling pieces, including scrapped pipe metals, that had showered them.


Like a moth to a flame, Darius progressed into the dark room made gloomy by the little that was left of the summoning ceremony.  


"Challenge me?"  Jen asked formally in a rumble of a voice.  


"Come back...you're more than just..your--heredity."  


"Ancestry is power, son of Zephyr."  His mouth dropped in a little gasp that she knew...how?  She took two strides forward and snared his eyes in a steel lattice of drowned dreams.  "And mine has more power, than yours."  She declaimed forcefully, grabbing him by the neck with one hand.  To prove her point, she let loose a reckless blast of power.  Behind Darius, the fabric of their reality was shredded into a ragged chasm which sucked them in with the force of a vacuum of space.


They had returned.  Two winged creatures, one of light and hope, the other of darkness and despair.  Both had learned since last time, were more prepared, more informed, more controlled.  A horrendous smirk of a smile polluted Jen's bruised face as her fingers sharpened into pointed razor claws.  The astral plane:  appearance could be controlled by those strong of will.  Already, the skin at the back of Darius' neck has begun to rip simply from the constant pressure.  His downy snow wings winced behind his back, shivering with the chill culmination of his fear and...distress for her.


Jen drew back as if she had been slapped across the face, effectively freeing Darius from the grasp, if not the seeping pain.  


"Child of Zephyr...!"  She chanted the name again, like one in tormented religious ecstasy.  Suddenly, her eyes narrowed as she sensed the presence of others on this plane.  "Attack." She commanded with succinct dominion in her distorted voice.  A cacophony of hellish shrieks brightened the atmosphere to crackling with piercing noise.  The anarchy of beating wings and clacking claws closed in on Darius as he tried to shrink back into the protection of his wings.  Tortured squawks issued from those creatures foolish enough to scratch at the glowing feathers.  Light blasted their minds from pandemonium to stark formless grey.  The nightmare monsters which had no minds of their own had suddenly been given a sense of reason.  


Those that had made the dire mistake of touching Darius' sanctified wings did flee from the blood-spurting confusion with a new sense of life...but the rest...  The rest managed to slash past Darius' mystical barriers and strike their natural weaponry across his chest while Jen looked on.


Beth regained her breath just as her eyes were starting to blur from the demon's claws.  ~I'm a vamp now...I can't die...not this way.. But...I can hurt like hell...obviously.  Vampire...~ It might be a curse to any sane (or insane by society's standards) person's morality, but it had it's benefits...superhuman strength being one of them...but could she win against an experienced demon?   ~Can't do much else but find out.  So shut up and do it Beth!~  


At the inward encouragement, her eyes flashed a red deeper than the demon's skin, deeper than her own sustenance of human blood.  A growl rumbled from a deep vibration in her throat to her diaphragm.  As the demon's spiked claw began a slashing arc meant to rip her in half, she shot out one bleached arm and snapped her hand in a clenching grip on the vile appendage.  She stifled a shudder as the solitary and roving black eye fastened on her, but she didn't back down.  She was the Vampire Elizabeth.  Not quite as catchy as the Vampire Lestat...but, what can one do?


"Submit to despair." Jen cried the relentless command with a hint of desperation, as if she had been forsaken.  Her mother's minions scattered to make way for the unstable half-demon who then shot forward, claws outstretched.  He lifted his salt-stained face and pain-stung eyes toward her in askance.  He didn't dodge.  One last thrash of her burning wings locked the collision course and she smashed into him with all the power of a speeding train.  Together, they tumbled backwards across the nondescript landscape which had neither ground nor air.  


They would have gone on forever had she not yanked her clawed hand from his body and flipped over his head to end up behind him.  Still soaring ungracefully backwards, he slammed into her burning wings and inert form with a stomach-jarring thump.  His body jerked spasmodically, wings curling inward as if they were also burning.  Again, she had him by the neck, a fiendish rictus contaminated her face in a spread of fangs sharper than her claws.  A face stained in his cooling red blood.  The barred teeth lashed together in a chaotic non-rhythm with her wide, wild eyes that seemed to spin all shades of black in the world into one inexorable vortex.  Combined, her attributes formed a monstrous visage of a picturesque demon out for death.


The demon flung it's sweat-seeping coarse-haired arm to the side, dragging Beth with it.  She let out a mixture of a grunt and cry of surprise and pain when she hit the floor with a deadening smack.  She was glad, though, that she had hung on or she might now be splattered on the nearest wall.  Desiree looked on in frozen horror, holding the book tightly against her chest.  Beth's latest bruises and cuts were already healing, thanks to supernatural restorative powers, when she was so pleasantly gifted with more as the demon repeatedly slammed it's arm in the direction of the floor.  Finally, it stopped for a moment to give her another intense look from the eye of a dominant insect, demanding her to change sides, to become a servant to a Lower Demon--after all, she was already a monster of hell, wasn't she?  


Beth sped around to the back of the strong, but eminently slow demon.  However, before she could truly test her powers with an attack, then demon lunged upward.  Grabbing a chunk of the ceiling, it lifted itself to the second floor.  


"What the--?"  Beth wondered, but wasn't about to let her attacker go, not after it had made such a mess of her new house.  She crouched and then in one swift leap, joined her adversary on the second floor.  Through the archway, she stared at the tangled heap of Jen and Darius, now in an unearthly frieze, just like before.  But every muscle in Darius' body seemed tense and his eyes...shocked and strange with pupils dilated impossibly.  Eyes.  Her own shot towards Jen and she sucked in a breath.  Blacker than black, deeper than deepest despair.  


"DES!"  She shouted in a controlled, extreme convocation.  "SEAL HER!"  The demon matriarch spun it's bulk awkwardly around, but it was too late, the words had already shot a song into the air.  Pointlessly, she launched her iron-muscled arm at Beth and grabbed her by the shoulder.  Beth winced, not quite comprehending and slow to react.  With a jerk quicker than Beth would have guessed the demon could manage, there was a sickening ripping of skin.  Beth let out a cry of pain as her arm was ripped from her body.  Beth groaned and fell to her knees, using her other hand to hold her arm against her body.  


Crystal tears streamed down Desiree's face, she was on her hands and knees upon the floor in a helpless, desperate position.  Beth's voice broke the very surface of the ice that was a shield around each droplet of sorrow.  


"The seal..."  Desiree choked, then coughed back some measure of composure.  She didn't care how Beth had learned about the page.  She opened the book and unfolded it with shaking hands.  


"I-I bind thee.." she began, staring hard at the wrinkled paper, as if the stare would force the spell to work.


On two levels of reality:  Jen screamed.


"Beth I can't!"  Desiree yelled in dismayed panic back at Beth, dissonance rising in her being at the sight--everything seemed to be falling apart.  Meanwhile, Jen's pupils reversed and from the depths, a green pearl of sanity surfaced.  She stared in abject horror at Darius who leaked life upon the silky threads of his feathers, appearing as if he had been crucified and stoned.  
"NOOOOO!!!!!"  Her splintering voice released a ravaged denial.  Abruptly, she was jerked unceremoniously back to the human world.  Jen's head snapped up and her eyes focused in front of her as she panted her life out.  


~TAKE, NOT KILL!~ The words roared an explosion in her mind.  It electrocuted her body into tension which abruptly disappeared.  She crumpled.


"Are they all right? Beth, what's happening!?" Des asked raggedly from below.  


"I..just a minute.."  The demon had disappeared from any range of her sense.  ~Have to separate them...~  Beth thought urgently beyond her own pain, hefting Darius up as if he weighed less than a child and cradling him along with her injured arm.  Dreams drifted on the edge of his mind and she latched on to a place, a man, his father:  his home.  A brush of wind was all Desiree noticed when Beth zoomed from the house, leaving a dark splatter through the wind behind her.  Shivering, Desi looked up at the hole in the ceiling and steeled herself.  Then, she walked slowly, irresolutely up the stairway.


"Jenny-chan?" Her voice squeeked.  She cleared her throat and tired again, "Jen?  Oh--" she saw her friend in a heap on the floor and stumbled over, ending in a kneel and placing one hand on her friend's shoulder.  "Jenny-chan...sis..."  she breathed quietly.


Beth stopped on the wooden porch of a doorstep, nearly falling over from the abrupt shift of movement.  ~I will get the hang of this...~ She thought resolutely, placing Darius carefully down.  With a cough, she rang the doorbell, then hopped up to the roof.  She wavered a little, then caught her balance.  With a wipe across her forehead, she brought her hand away and found it smeared with a mix of red and mud.  She made a quiet, disgusted sound, then hushed herself as the door opened.  


"Wh--....DARIUS??"  The exclamation was followed by a string of very un-god-like swears and Beth had to stifle her laughter.  Somehow she expected a god to be more..pure.  Well, it could always have been the mother, but considering what she knew of Darius' family she decided that was fairly unlikely.  Finally, the door was shut after Darius was brought insight.  
~Not rushed to a hospital.~  Beth noticed curiously.  


~Yes.  There are powers at work here.~  A voice whistled through her mind like the wind through reeds.  


~'Evening Alucard.~ She greeted him, not casting her eyes about until she was sure of his position, then she turned to face him.  


~You fared better than presumed..and, I told you so.~ The vampire commented with approval as well as shielded relief.  


 ~Thanks.~  Beth returned, her voice colored in sarcasm although she ignored his latter comment and added, ~You coulda helped.~  


He sighed, oddly human as he looked sadly at her arm and put a hand to it, ~No..  I'm under her command.~ 


Beth raised a skeptical brow,  ~Yet you're here now.~ She was clenching her fanged teeth to hide the hurt from him, wondering what exactly she could do.  She was a vampire, obviously she wouldn't die from the wound, but would something like that ever heal?  She couldn't go to a hospital to have it sewn up...  


He gave her a conspiritory smile, ~She never commanded me not to help you, although I can't directly confront her, even in this world.  But, Beth..let's bring some color back to your cheeks, shall we?~ 


Finally, she gave him a slight smile and agreed, ~Mmh.  A boost'd be nice.~  


He half-grinned, ~I'm sorry to say, for your enemies, you won't loose use of your arm--silly thoughts.  I'll show you..how to heal...  But next time listen to me?~  


~Ha!~  


~Hell save us.~  


~Heh.~


As Beth went, in her own way, to rejuvenate herself with the vitriol of the preternatural, Jenny was also recovering.  Sobbing with desperate tense control, Jenny begged her friend Desi for forgiveness.  


Des stared, half-hugging Jen, "Don't worry..it's okay..it's not your fault...he's okay..we're all alive..."  Although, Beth had looked much the worse for wear..but she wasn't sure it was a good time to mention it.  


"I'm sorry...I'm sorry..I'm sorry..." Jen chanted brokenly against her friend's pale shirt.  
"Sisness..."  Desi said, trying to hold back her own tears, she was already shuddering at the pain freely flowing through the room.  It seemed to center in a tornado of shards around her, attacking her in a tsunami of wasp-stings.  She wanted to run, to escape it all and be free of the entire quagmire they had, nearly drowning, dug themselves into.  But, she couldn't.  Couldn't abandon her friends.


Instead of sprinting away, she held Jenny more tightly, securely.  "It's okay, you're forgiven...you don't need to be Jenny-chan..it's okay...everyone's alive..."  The calming repetition seemed to steady them both.  


Alucard watched as Beth scribbled something in the small book she had had him retrieve eariler. He wouldn't let her return home, in fact .. he hadn't wanted her to leave earlier. However, she had made it through.  Although, with only half an arm.  She was healing, and was alive.. he supposed that was all that mattered.  


The silence was stifling, so he crossed the room to place a CD in his stereo system. He inserted a cd into the tray, then fast-forwarded to track six. The strains of Slayer came on, and he increased the volume. Glancing out of the corner of his eye, he saw her head bobbing in time to the music. The song that was playing described them perfectly. He wondered sometimes if the band members knew a vampire or had just read Bram Stroker before writing the lyrics. 

Dear Diary - What time is it? Who cares... 

Notice the pretty writing? I'm having to write with my left instead of my 

right. Gods, diary... Nightmares are nothing compared to what I've seen 

today. 


I am at Alucard's place at the moment. My house is a total mess, destroyed. 

My shrine managed to survie though. The power of bishies.. well, I'm off 

track. Jen, apparently wishes to kill Darius herself. Odd, since I thought 

she liked him.. but Diary - when I touched him. This bloodlust.. it clawed 

at me. I suppose the power in his blood called to me .. to taste that power... 


Desi knew that spell of binding, but it would have completly sucked Jen 

away. She couldn't do it, I couldn't have either. Even after what's happened, 

we are friends. Now, forever. 


Alucard just put on the Dracula 2000 soundtrack, the sound of Slayer is 

blaring throughout the apartment. 

"In your blood, my eternity." 


How true that is.. I needed a lot of blood to regain the use of my arm. It's 

still healing, which is why I'm writing with my left. At least Alucard 

decided to teach me how to heal. Instead of just saying I told you so and 

leaving me there atop a god's house. I think he might care about.. or for me.. I can't have that. I can't Diary. 


I hope Jen is ok. I hope Desi is ok. I hope that I will be ok. Whatever is happening, this storm... we will ride it out. We are bound together by magic, by fate, by blood. But mostly because of friendship. I will do whatever it takes to save them, even it means my undying death. 

A name is written at the end of this entry in a browish-red ink. No - not ink, blood.


"Are you doing alright?" 


Beth started. Although they had spoken at the clubs, she had never heard the true timbre of his voice before. It flowed about her like silk--no wonder he was able to enchant so many. 


"Just peachy." She replied, before unhooking her safety pin necklace. It was one a friend had made for her, before she moved. She wore it often, but hidden under her shirt. It was too punk for her normal gothic take on clothing. She pulled off one of the safety pins, and jabbed the end of it into the pad of her thumb. While watching the blood drop down, she was spoke to Alucard.  


"A friend and I did this once. We became blood brother/sister. A bond that could never be broken. However, since I don't have Desi and Jen here, my name will have to do." 


"...What did you do? Elizabeth..."  


"I swore something." She scrawled out her name in the book. "That even if I have to die again to save them, they will be saved." 


"You three are close." 


"We are sisters." The small hole in her thumb had already closed. She turned to face Alucard.  His back was turned, for he had just finished turning off the stereo. 


"Don't you have anyone, you would die for to protect?" 


"No. I can't.." 


"Ah." She said nothing, green eyes watching him. His own had become dark as the years passed, now they were a deep browish/black. Once they had been blue, he remembered. Baby blue. 


Jen tensed and moved to look at Desiree eye-to-eye in one swift gesture.  


"Promise me." she said in a guttural tone which must have torn the tissue of her throat, "Promise."  Her eyes flickered darkly, "You won't do that again.  You must not seal me."  
Desiree stared back, a pained and guilty expression plastered across her sad face.  "You k--?"  


"Promise, as a sister in heart." Jenny demanded fiercely.  


"I--" Desiree's eyes were wide and tearing from the shock of Jen's clamp-like grip on her tender arm.  "I promise." A door slammed.  "I won't try to seal you."  


"Good." Jen said firmly, sinking back as if she had just used every last drop of her strength with that final demand.  Des looked back at her nervously, not quite sure what to make of the outburst.


"I'm going home." Jen finally said in a clear tone.  Desiree looked up at her as she stood, 
"Home..?"  She didn't comprehend the change.


"Later." Jen said curtly, striding from the room, leaving Des gaping silently after her.  
~But...Jenny-chan....~


As Alucard paced the apartment, Beth broke the silence.  "Why do you serve her?" 


"What?" he asked, not sure he heard her voice the question. 


"Why? There has to be a reason!" 


He turned, only to see her form flying at him. She was healed? However, that thought was shoved rudely aside as they toppled to the floor. Beth was sitting on him, his shirt in a death grip. Had he been human, he'd be choking from lack of air. Her eyes were flashing red as she spoke through gritted teeth. 


"Why do you help her? She's trying to kill my friend!  My sister!  She's destroying her from the inside out.  You do nothing, except try to kill me... why...."  The last had come out softly, and her grip on his shirt had relaxed. 

Jen crashed heedlessly into her room and threw herself across the bed.  She clutched her pillow with fingers clawed and grasping.  That feeling was setting in again, that familier feeling.  Furious tears seared her eyes but stubbornly refused to escape down her face, they just sat there, stagnant and burning inexorably.  The thick blanket of depression stole around her, enticing her into the depths of a silent quagmire with it's sullen truths.  She was returning home...that feeling that never really left her...so familiar...it greeted her always after a disturbing encounter with Darius or some other real-worldly person.


~Hush dear.~ The voice of the quagmire soothed her and for the first time she realised it's run of hidden claws through her body.  And the voice.  Only one thought kept her head above the dank and sour liquids of guilt flowing around her.  


~Mother?~ She asked tentatively.  


~Souls are desirable.~ The dark voice mused, not completely ignoring the niave daughter.  
~Yes..~ Jen replied placidly, her eyes whirling down into the bog to join her mind.


"I'm sorry..." Alucard whispered, as she rose. He couldn't expect her to undertand, when he barely understood himself. Something about her, drew him. She had told him once, about her visions. he had wanted to save her, and instead she was now a vampire.  His fledging.  One he wanted to protect.  Perhaps one he would die for?  Disobey his mistress?  He did not know.  
"You are sorry. More so then you'll ever know." Pain flashed across his expression, but she did not see it. Her gaze was on the moon outside. A sudden cloud dirfted across it. 


"No..." A broken whisper.  Alucard hopped up, wondering what she saw. 


"I accept it..." she murmured aloud. Although he had, through more years then he cared to admit, done things that made Dracula seem like fluff - something in her tone made him shiver. She turned to face him.  


"I must find Desi-chan." she started to walk off.  He halted her by griping her shoulder. 
"Wait, you can't..." 


"I'm going. And unless you want to spend the next hour healing... I'd suggest you move your hand." His arm fell to his side. 


Sighing, he nodded. "I will go with you."  


"Whatever."  And with that, they were gone:  Beth worried for her friends, Alucard worried for his life. 


"Darius, I'll get the door--" Zephyr said to his son, getting up from the couch as the doorbell rang.  


"It's okay dad."  He replied with a tired grin, he was already at the door.  His smile brightened when he was greeted by Jen, then a shadow fell over his eyes as he remembered what his father had said...what had happened..  


"I'm sorry...I've been so abrupt...always..."  


He looked at her strangely.  She had always been distant from him, not that he had enjoyed it, but he had never expected it to change.  Then again, he had never expected to learn he was part-god either.  


"That's okay..I mean..you haven't been...I've just been, obsessive I guess, sorry." He said quickly, taking as much blame as he could upon himself.  


"Don't."  She said shortly.  He looked back at her in confusion, then reached out a hand...there was a tear in her eye, making it sparkle with light...dimming light...


~TAKE HIM!~  The command resounded in Jenny's head like the clang of a gong.  Zephyr was standing a few feet from the doorway, a wild look on his face.  


~Keep your interference to yourself.~ The demon warned mockingly.  


~Kilorn.  Take your own advice.~  Suddenly, all signs of live vanished from the area in an anticlimactic blink.


In a plane different from any visited thus far, Zephyr shot towards Kilorn with all the might and speed of the thunderous lightning bolt of an avenging angel--or god.


Meanwhile, on the oft frequented Astral Plane, Jen smiled cruelly at Darius.  His heart shriveled.  Always before he had dreamed of another occurrence, a blessing of a smile...but not this way...not this way...  She was completely consumed by the demonic darkness.  


"Come here love..." Jenny called enticingly with music in her voice..music that was slightly out of tune.  Darius frowned at her slightly and she looked hurt.  


"Please?" She asked.  


"Jen..."  


"Yeeeees?"  


"Don't." He responded with a fumbling curtness, repeating her earlier reply.  


"Too late." She smirked soullessly at him and he recoiled as if he'd been shocked by Zephyr's discharge.  She spread her wings with a dull billowing flap and curved the clawed points towards him like a expectant Venus fly-trap.  


An ocean of a sob welled up from Darius' lungs, but he held it back with determination.  He couldn't let her see that she hurt him..somehow...like this...she would want that.  He bit his lip and forced himself to meet her eyes.  Sea met night.  They locked.  He gulped in a breath of thick, cloudy air.  The eyes...he had heard so often that they were a "window to the soul."  But...hers...so black...  They twisted inward, dragging him with the under toe down...down...  But deep within that pool of ash...far down at the forlorn base of the dungeon well...  He squinted...a glint...  He rubbed his eyes and peered again, ignoring the look on consternation on her face and focusing only on those unnaturally dilated orbs.  


"Jen...!" he exclaimed, knowing with a weak hint of triumph that she existed somewhere within the otherwise eternal night.  Within the fog...and dark in itself...was a tiny glint of the green his spirit had memorized.


In the moment he opened his heart to forgive her, embrace the one he truly knew, save her...in that moment his defenses dropped.  Like a sprightly legged cat, she pounced on the split second of a chance.  By the time horror of  failure lighted on his face, she was already upon him.  
"Told ya so."  She sang harshly, locking her wingtips together across his back.  She had him now, completely entrapped within leathery, burning wings, frozen in position to be crushed to her will's simplest command.  


"Jen-ny.."  He strained out with a tightly constricted throat as she began to pluck him apart, feather by pain-staking feather.  He winced, trying to curl away from her but there was no where for him to hide.  Entertainment flitted across her face as she brought the downy white thing close and touched it to her sullenly smoldering skin.  It blackened as if on fire and it's butterfly ashes wafted away as though drifting on a slight wind. 


~WRONG!~  Clanged through Jen's mind and her face flickered with irritation.  Abruptly, she threw herself backward.  Leaving him in place, she unlocked her clawed wings and scratched them in the half-circle around his body, snagging through the feathers like nails on a pock-marked chalkboard.  A high, strangled groan emitted from his throat and he fell back into a pure white cocoon that nearly blinded Jen.  Feathers floated softly towards the make-shift grey astral ground like lost souls.


Raising a hand, Jenny beckoned the wing-shards toward her as Darius compacted himself within his cocoon, looking frantic, but still hiding away from her.  As the feathers neared her, they crumpled into dirty bits of ash only to vanish.  But, they did not disappear....she had taken them into herself...the feathers...memories...feelings...  Inwardly they were saturated with her unnatural darkness and began to sink down, down...  Eagerly, she jumped forward and clawed away more feathers, snatching them up even more quickly to be drained.  Thoughts...memories....emotions....  Such human weaknesses were easy to take up and quench.


~Not again....NOT AGAIN!~ Beth thought furiously as she and Alucard launched themselves from rooftop to rooftop in impossible leaps.  Mid-jump, her mind caught hold of the one she'd been looking for.  She stopped herself and fell to the ground, landing perfectly in a crouch.  She stood, taking Desiree's hand, "C'mon." was all she said.  Des looked at her in shock as she was nearly dragged along in some seemingly random direction.


"Aw, a loving father looking out for his spawn." Jen spat as a large, nearly sparkling feather disappeared into her.  Darius gaped and struggled for the courage to reach out a hand towards her to take it back.  Something important was gone from him, something he desperately needed....someone was missing....  Emptiness coursed through his veins, pulling him inward like a desperate vacuum.  He should remember...but...there was nothing...  The words she said should have had meaning...father....what....father?  


"W-why are you doing this?!"  He cried, nearly despairing.  If she was this far gone...there was nothing he could reach...  Maybe someone else could...but he didn't have that right, she had never allowed him the key.


"Wasting energy on some brute beast?" She laughed scornfully, breaking glass against his sensitive ears.  


"No--!" He half-yelled, falling back partway.  Beast...animal...dog...cat...a pet...no...he'd never had a pet...nothing to give his love to....nothing to love him...  


"Well, what's left, hmmm?" She taunted.  "Why don't you just die?"  The words hid him more strongly than her blows on this plane ever had.  She wanted him to die.  She wanted to kill him.  He fought off the thoughts, but they seeped through his defenses like verdant poison, enervating what was left of his spirit.  


"The world..ah the world..." she began as if quoting, then, "The world is...what?"  He felt gore rising in the back of his throat as he delved within himself in a natural reaction to the question.  


~What is...what do I feel...who......who am.....am...I?~  


"Exactly.  You are nothing."


"Come on," She waved a hand at him invitingly, "Attack me."  He furrowed his brow.  Despite it all...  Despite the raw, red and disfigured skin of what was left of his wings...despite the piercing pain from within and without....  Despite the fractured bits of feathers...splintered pinions... shards of self she cast aside as if brushing away unwanted, disgusting dirt....  Despite it all...he couldn't attack.  He wasn't angry.  He was hurt.


"Des, you have to seal her!" Beth was urging with the desperation of one who knew what it was like to die.  And to kill.  


"I can't...I can't..."  Desiree said, the promise burned into her heart.  


Beth grabbed her by the shoulders, "Why?!" she nearly shouted, making Des flinch in surprise.  


"I...no...If I do...we'll loose Darius..."  She quickly excused herself.  Jen had taken too much of him, brought his persona into herself and corrupted it.  Beth frowned darkly.  


"At least we'd save one of them."  She looked toward Alucard who just shook his head, trying to wash his hands of the whole situation.  


"What about his dad..." Beth wondered aloud, but there was no sign of Zephyr...and thankfully no sign of Jen's fiendish parent.


"What's wroooooooong, forgot your own name?" Jen prodded like a cruel student on the first day of school.  


"I..." he looked at her in muddled confusion, blinking as his eyes unfocused and her wings flamed higher and brighter.  Red flew up a raging howl, wreathed in a burnt, dying orange and crowned with golden, piercing yellow, all surrounding the black as if feeding off the nothingness of the nihilistic color.  She beat her wings in a volcanic explosion of force, knocking him backwards and bouncing him along the uneven surface as she added bits of hard, cold rock along it.


"D-arius..." Desiree gasped, droplets springing a shower from her eyes.  


Beth snapped her eyes sharply back at Des, "What is it?" she ordered tightly.  


"I...I can't..!"


Jen advanced on him, eyes blacker than black...deeper than the deepest despair.....


Suddenly, one of the tattered feathers began to glow with a soft, warm radience.  Jen looked at it, then slashed at the offensive thing.  It faltered and dipped, almost falling.  Both Darius and Jen were watching it intensely, not knowing exactly what it was.  


~Jenny-chan...~ a crystalline voice called softly, pleading with all the heart-wrenching of a diamond tear.  Jen's head jerked back and she stood still, straight and tense.  A pale, translucent apparition appeared through the feather like a flighty fairy.  


"Sis..."  Jen's eyes muddied into an ominous swamp.  


"Sisness."  The familiar names hit something inside Jen, something that wasn't hers.  Flooding her eyes with a verdant well, a tear poured forth..but it never fell from her face.  The little drop slid down her cheek then floated across the way as a sparkle, lighting on Darius, who looked up in bewilderment.


In a slow, ponderous flash of white, they were whooshed back to their earthly bodies.  Desiree was kneeling on the ground between the swaying Jen and prostrate, bruise-streaked Darius (the blood hadn't transfered..but the injuries to his spirit had).  


"JEN?!" Beth burst out, she hadn't even realized Desiree had done anything...had this kind of power...  Jen's eyes flashed black and she launched herself at Beth, driving her against a piece of shrapnel.  Alucard screamed out an echo of her pain and vaulted to her side, her name dying on his lips.  Beth was now deathly silent.  Torn and headless. He collected his initiate into his arms and disappeared through the dark of the shadows.


Alucard appeared at his apartment in mere moments and gently laid Beth on the couch. The shrapnel had missed her heart, but barely.  And her head...oh...  It instead had gone through a lung, and was wedged between two ribs. He would have to remove it then augment her unnatural healing process.  She would live on...but...in pieces...it would be best...a stake through the heart.  He shuddered, cringing from the thought.  He couldn't bear to kill her again.  


~No time to worry about it, gotta get that out of her first...~  He unbuttoned the red-flamed shirt she was wearing. Underneath, she was wearing a black tank. He could see a darker ring around the edge of the  metal. She was bleeding. Yet none was leaking from her mouth. Odd.  Carefully, he rolled her onto her left side - then gripped the end of the  metal. With a tug, it was free. Blood starting pouring from the wound. He placed a hand against the holes and the other around her neck, waiting for the natural sealing process to begin and securing her head as best he could. It took longer then expected. And she still wasn't breathing. Damnit.  


~I'm not going to let you die!~ he insisted, linking their minds as his fangs once again slid into her neck. 


She was wandering between blackness and light. She couldn't believe that Jen, her best friend and sister, had attacked her. But she wasn't herself.  Beth understood that.  


"Well, at least I fulfilled my vow. I hope Desi was able to save her..."  She plopped down on the edge of nothingness, wondering where she was going to go from here. She knew she wasn't completely dead yet. Poor Alucard. She had heard him scream.  But, she didn't know it was her name he had yelled. 


~Beth!!~ She turned, towards the sound of her name. Yet she didn't see anyone. In fact, her vision was growin dark. Had it been so dark before?  She couldn't remember. 


~Beth, answer me! Where are you?~  


lucard? What was he doing here? Ah well, might as well humor him.


"Ov.." That couldn't be her voice, too weak. ~Over.. here..~ she thought, with some difficulty. Where was here?  With that, he came into view.  Although she couldn't see him very well, she did pick up a faint glow about him. 


"Beth!" She struggled to keep her eyes open, as he knelt down beside her. Their eyes locked. Funny, they were a sky blue. She had always thought they were brown. And he looked as though he was crying. But his tears were of crystal, not of ruby.


 ~Don't.. cry..~ She reached up, blindly. He guided her hand to his face, and she stroked the pad of her thumb against his cheek. 


"I will not let you die, not again." 


While he was struggling to keep her spirit with him, he gashed his wrist with his own fangs. He then placed it against her lips, hoping enough of the bloodlust resided within her still.  As if moving of their own accord, her lips parted, and then her fangs were embedded in his vein. 


He could tell it was working for her form was becoming more solid. About the same time he wrenched his wrist away, her spirit was sitting up. She blinked, refocusing her eyes on him. 

He was dressed in period clothing, around the same time as when Lestat was running amuck through Paris. She was clad in a gown of deep red, matching his coat and pants. 


Desiree shuddered, but forced herself to block everything from her mind as Alucard collected his initiate into his arms and disappeared into the shadows.  Before Jen could make a move to go after them, she pounced and pulled her friend into an embrace.  Moaning, Darius pushed himself up, then quickly shaded his eyes at the radiant light emanating from the pair.  Shocked, Jen thrust out defensively, but Des caught her hands.  Jen twisted to gain a superior hold.  
"Sisness...please...come back to us... You're not too far gone...you can still save yourself...Beth...Darius.....please, Jenny-chan, please..."  The words cascaded from her mouth and spirit like water flowing through a brook, and just as clear.


Slowly, so slowly, Jen's eyes brightened and her fighting grip weakened until it was more Desiree holding her than the other way around.  


"Desi.....-chan?" she coughed painfully, as if everything she had inflicted on Darius had turned around on her.  Desiree helped her over to Darius.  


"Oh....my.....oh...." she stuttered in horror.  


"The demon.  Not you.  It.  But.. Jenny-chan...you can help.."  


"H-ow?" Jen replied, her voice breaking with the effort.  


"I...can't even...control..."  


"Can I help you?" Desiree asked, almost confidently.  She had that power, if only her friend would let her...  Jen nodded.


"Where... what..?" Beth placed a hand to her forehead, feeling a headache. Weird. 
"Waitaminute.. What am I doing in this outfit?" 


"We are in the past." 


"Whose?" 


"Ours." 


Alucard leaned back, watching as her body slowly healed itself. It was automatic, the vampire in him doing this. His spirit was still in that void with hers. Neither could return until she was fully healed. 


"Our past. So, I lived once before. Became a vampire once before. And died. My nightmare was true..." 


"Yes. And I had wanted to save you from it, and your visions, again, so I decided to kill you...." 

She frowned at him thoughtfully. The blackness around them changed, becoming a lush meadow. They were both sitting the grass, the smell of wildflowers, heavy. The sun was also shining upon them. 


"Just what were we to each other?" 


He paused, not knowing what exactly to tell her. The whole truth? No, not yet. She wouldn't remember much of this once they returned to their bodies. He might, but he could always will himself to forget it. 


"We were .. lovers." 


"Oh.." was her reply, as she drew her knees up to her chest. She rested her chin on them, watching him. Then her brows furrowed in thought. 


"We were going to get married. Weren't we...? I don't remember how you became a vampire.. But I was accused of something. And killed. You tried to save me. I remember that..." 


He nodded, watching her silently. 


"My visions. They called me a witch. That's why." 


He nodded again, then spoke. "Before you died, you said we would meet again.  Because you would find me. And you would once again, see the future." 


"I see..." Beth rose, then waited as he stood. "It is time to go, isn't it?" 


"Yes..." 


She held out a hand and he took it as she drew him towards her. Her arms went around his neck, as his went around her waist. 


"Thank you, for not giving up on me." 


"Never.." he whispered. She then looked up, green meeting blue again. Then 

she tilted his face towards hers, kissing him softly. 


They were both groggy when they awoke. Alucard from the loss of the blood, Beth from the healing. 


"Smells like jasmine in here..." Beth muttered.  Alucard did not respond. She rolled over, grunting in pain as she did so. Then her eyes widened. 


"What?" 


"Your eyes.. They're blue!" A pause. "Weren't they brown? Why can't I..." 


"Sleep, Elizabeth." 


Her eyelids drifted shut again, as he shook his head.  


"I can't let you remember, what I must forget." he whispered, taking her hand. And for the rest of the evening, he watched over her. 


Elsewhere, another healing had been undergone. The two polar figures looked as if they had switched wounds, Jen now carrying most of them.  Darius was cleared and leaning against his house while Desi was supporting a wilted, but ever so softly glowing Jen.  The door swung opened.  They all shot a look at it and as one put a hand to their heart. 


"Geez...dad...you nearly gave me a heart-attack..."  Zephyr gave them a bashful and benevolent smile, apologizing.  


"So, this is your friend Jen, huh?" He asked, giving her a scrutinizing look.  Darius tensed, remembering what his father had said before and not completely sure of what had gone on between Jen and Desiree.  But something was different...  his own nervousness was gone, well not completely but down to a much more manageable level...and he knew with every fiber of his being that she would never, ever hurt him again no matter how much it hurt her.  But it wouldn't, would never happen.  He had that confidence in Desiree, in Jen, and even, in himself.  Zephyr then turned his eyes toward Desiree and gave her a small, silent smile.  She returned the smile with a curious look on her face...he was...proud of her?  That cinched it for all of them.  If a God approved of the double-binding, it had to have been done perfectly.


A few days later, dinner was being held.  "And so...you locked her back in her own realm?" Alucard was asking anxiously from the couch.  He and Beth were in front of the TV, but listening to, and commenting on, the conversation in the next room.  


"Mostly..."  Jen looked at Zephyr sharply, clenching her hand so tightly that her nails bit through her skin.  


Her voice cracked with horrified tension, "Mostly??"  Darius put a hand on her shoulder and she relaxed slightly, neither he nor his father seemed worried.  She trusted them.  


"You were her tie to this world...that was why I couldn't stop her before."  


"I'm trying to eat!" Desiree protested at the memories he inadvertently dredged up with his words.  


"Sorry...almost done, then we can have dessert." He winked.  "Rather than combining your human and demon halves into a darker person.."  She shuddered. "..Desiree," his smile indicated that he had assisted somewhat, "sealed away that lack of control.  It may pull at you from time to time, swallow you up...you know the warning signs, but you can control it now, it will never again control you."  


"What if it does?" She pressed, nearly wanting to run from the room, to shut herself away so she could never hurt her loved ones again.


"If, for some reason you do loose control...Desiree had the foresight to place two catches...  One would delay the darkness...giving you time to regain control...and another, a psychic cry that will be heard by everyone present within this house."  


"But that won't happen."  Beth said firmly, "If only so you won't behead me again..daaaaaaaaaaaamn...that hurt like hell...ah..anyway, we're always gonna be here stalking you."  Jenny exchanged a look with Darius and Desiree, "I wouldn't have it any other way."
