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CHAPTER 1 - TRICK HELP

Glancing down at her arm for what seemed like the millionth time Kenzi knew she was in serious
trouble. Not only had the rash not faded but it had started to spread. At first it had only covered
the top of her forearm but now it had reached her shoulder and started to web out even further
along her neck and across her chest, unfortunately trying to keep her active mind from
wondering what would happen if it spread far enough to be over her heart only worked for so
long. She’d tried everything she could think of on her own, including some of the dicier things
her Aunt Ludmila had shared with her once upon a time over some choice vodka after she first
found herself in Fae-land, now it was time to call in the cavalry. The only question left to answer
being which cavalry.



She couldn’t tell Bo, at least not yet, if her BFF found out she’d gotten hurt by a Fae she’d want
to go all UFC on them and from what she knew of the Norn that would not end well for either
side. Especially with Bo’s aligned, unaligned, status. It was getting hard to tell day by day
exactly where they stood in regards to that particular line, hell most days it was hard to find the
damn line at all. The only reason she had been able to do what she’d done was because she
wasn’t Fae, and therefore not subject to their rules. Sort of. In a blurred edges kind of way.

She and Vex had a bit of a frenemies type love-fest going on and it just seemed to grow
stronger by the day. For a Dark Fae dick-wad he was actually a fun guy to hang with, make-up
tips and all. However, it would seem that being of the before mentioned Dark side of things
meant that he wasn’t all together trustable. Would she trust him to help her coordinate a killer
outfit with just enough sass to it to get a guy’s attention from across a dark room, yells yes she
would. Trust him to keep his mouth shut and help her without trying to work an angle all his own
while possibly leaving her out to dry? Never.

She didn’t want to go to Dyson, because she knew he would just blame himself, since he was
the reason she’d gone to the Norn in the first place and he had enough going on in his life
without the added guilt of her possible (though not yet confirmed) impending death. With Bo
walking all over his newly mended heart and the Light side being more Fae-hole like than
normal about him having gone off the reservation for so long following the whole love bite in the
ass thing the last thing she wanted to do was give him a new reason to go rogue. Even if in her
opinion it would be in defense of a most precious life. Her own.

She wouldn’t go to Hale because he was the world’s worst at keeping secrets, especially from
Dyson. Not to mention the whole no-no boner he seemed to have about keeping deets from the
Ash, that guy for all his rebel Siren-ness was on the side of the light down to his marrow. If she
went down that road she may as well just go straight to Dyson. Then Dyson would go running to
Bo defeating the purpose behind the process of elimination she was agonizing over.

Her final and probably best option was Trick. With a little fast talking she could probably
convince Trickster to keep things on the DL if only for a little while. While he didn’t seem to have
the same warm and fuzzies for her he did for most of the rest of the group they were tight
enough for her to trust his word, she would just have to get him to swear silence before asking
for help. Just tell him not to worry anyone unnecessarily, even if he decided not to help her in
the end that was no reason to start blowing the whistle, he should go for that. With that heady
optimism in mind she took a deep breath, grabbed her jacket and headed for the Dal.

XXXXXXXXXX

Dyson and Bo had just walked out leaving Trick alone in the Dal before the start of the evening
rush. They’d come to him worried about their mutual human darling Kenzi. Truthfully everyone
was worried about her, at least everyone who knew her well even that damned Mesmer had
dropped hints about her not being completely fine after everything that happened to them all.
She had been avoiding them since the Garuda had been defeated, continually keeping to
herself locked away in her room. The Kenzi they all loved and admired for her seemingly



endless font of courage and strength never kept to herself. She was at times a little too open
and friendly, but in the past few weeks she’d become withdrawn and more sedate than any of
them had ever seen her.

Bo had gone to Dyson trying to figure things out, when neither of them could figure out what to
do, the two had come to him looking for advice and guidance. The only thing the three of them
had been able to come up with was that maybe the fight had caused more damage than they
originally thought, if not physically then psychologically and they were just now seeing the
effects take hold.

She had almost died, and then after everything was said and done that fact was almost casually
pushed aside. Like talking to the girl about it meant admitting that they had almost lost her to
one of the many perils of their world. The only counsel he’d been able to offer the worried pair
with the information he had was to talk to her, maybe even get her in to see a Fae shrink.
Someone with whom she had no connection who could hear her out and help her work through
whatever it was that was keeping their normally bubbly and vivacious human companion far
from them.

There weren't many Fae who worked with claimed humans, many saw it as beneath them, but
there were a few who were willing to help a traumatized pet now and again. Not that many were
ever given the option of help, it was usually seen as more humane to put the poor thing down
then let it linger in suffering for however many months it would take to put everything back to
rights again. Sometimes he was truly baffled by the logic of his brethren, then again before
meeting Kenzi and watching her effects on Bo he might have even agreed with them, not that
he’d ever given it much thought one way or the other having never claimed a human himself.

Hearing the door open he looked up to tell the early patron that the bar wasn’t open yet, but
stopped with his mouth hanging open. There at the entrance was the very subject of his recent
musings, Kenzi. She was dressed to the nines in her usual Kenzi-esq fashion, which seemed to
always set her apart from any other human around. Her straight black hair had streaks of red in
it this week that caught the faded light of the bar and held it in an almost glow. She wore her
favorite boots that she’d finally finished paying for, the ones she’d gone around his bar showing
off to anyone and everyone with eyes for a week after she’d gotten her hands on them. Her
black jeans were as per her usual so tight he wondered how she could breathe with them on.
She had on a long sleeve purple bejeweled top slightly covered by her signature black open
vest that was just one size too small for her.

Looking her up and down, while he couldn’t see anything physically different, he could sense the
change in her personality very clearly. Normally whenever she entered the Dal she was
bouncing even if she was standing in one place, she would look around as though she would
suddenly see something new that she’d somehow missed in all her visits before, and she would
always look towards the pool corner looking for Dyson or Hale where they always seemed to
reside within these walls. She did none of that now, now her eyes were tired and her body was
stiff like she really didn’t want to be where she was.



“Kenzi? If you’re looking for Bo you just missed her.” And she’s beyond worried about you and I
can see why now, he added silently suddenly frightened for his young friend. He’d never truly
cared about a human before Kenzi came into his life, looking at her now he remembered with
stunning clarity just how fragile humans are, and just how short a time they usually lasted in
their world.

“I’m actually looking for you Trick. Can we talk?” Her words were hesitant, and spoken more
towards the floor than to him personally, her usual confidence and swagger gone from her.

“Of course what did you wish to speak about?” He would talk to her about anything, if it would
put life back into her eyes.

He did his best to stay still, and not make any sudden movements. She reminded him more than
ever of a frightened deer that could and would bolt at any moment. Reaching behind him he
grabbed a bottle of tequila and placed it on the bar as a sort of peace offering. The advice he’d
given Bo and Dyson rang in his mind, but looking at her now he knew there was something
more than just battle fatigue weighing on her small shoulders, and he was determined to find out
the truth.

He watched her slowly approach the bar and even more slowly take her seat. Her brow kept
crinkling and smoothing out in turn as though she kept thinking over what to say, or if she should
say anything at all, before trying to put up a mask of calm she obviously didn’t feel. Keeping
silent was the hardest thing he’d ever done when all he wanted to do was comfort her and
assure her that whatever the problem was they’d figure it out. Together.

Finally after ten minutes of spinning the tequila bottle on the bar, never once taking a drink, his
patience paid off.

“You know Dyson got his love back from the Norn right?”

“Yes.” Short to the point answers, just keep her talking until they could get to the root of her
current woes.

“Do you know how he got it back?”

“No.” Thinking on it now he thought it strange that Dyson hadn’t elaborated any further when
he’d told him about the new turn of events. He’d assumed he’d gone to the Norn and plead his
case. Looking at Kenzi now he knew he’d been wrong.

“After Ciara’s funeral service here at the Dal, Dyson and I went to the Norn. We told her what
was happening and what we’d come for and I offered her Ciara’s bracelet in trade, shocked the
hell out of D-man when I pulled it out too. She refused, very rudely in fact, no customer service
training in the Norn business I guess no wonder she doesn’t get any return customers.
Anyways, afterwards Dyson just gave up and went home to work out his aggression on his poor
punching bag; I’d pretty much given up to, I mean how do you fight for someone who won’t fight
for themselves you know especially in the love game. Then I talked to Bo and something she



said got me thinking again, we needed Dyson to win. Not Dyson-lite, we needed the real
protective, in your face, whole Dyson.”

Throughout her story she never once looked at him. She turned the tequila bottle around and
around on the bar, not once taking her eyes off the spinning glass.

“So I went back to the Norn with a chainsaw and I uh-hmm convinced her that giving me
Dyson’s love to return to him was in the best interest of everyone involved. While she was
getting the bottle she did her song and dance trying to get me to make a deal, but you can’t con
a con so I refused. When she finally held the bottle out I grabbed it and when I backed out of
arms reach I hit a desk or something behind me. You should have seen this room Trick it was
like a serial killer version of hoarders. Anyway when I hit the desk this jar of black goo fell and
some of it got on my arm. It burned so I wiped it away and I was fine, but then after the
Garuda…”

She paused in her tale to clear her throat and, based on the deep breaths she took, gather her
courage. Not that she seemed to need it, to take on a Norn was nearly impossible for a Fae, for
a human to take her on and win was unheard of. This small human girl had more courage than
any creature he’d ever met. Her unwillingness to continue her story made him worry. What could
be so bad that she didn’t want to tell him?

“After the Garuda fight when we all came back to the Dal... Hale and I were talking and getting
our drink on, just sort of celebrating that we made it through. He noticed a mark on my arm and
when I pulled my sleeve back we saw a rash right where that gunk had touched me. I played it
off not wanting to worry the fam so soon after surviving D-day, but it’s … it’s spreading Trick.”

Pushing back her sleeve she placed her arm on the bar showing him the angry red rash that
covered her entire arm. He was stunned, when he placed a hand on it to try and feel the texture
she jerked back in pain. Looking up into her eyes intending to apologize he saw something he
never thought he’d see. Her blue grey eyes were swimming with unshed tears, she was
frightened.

“It’s all the way up my arm and it’s starting to spread further. I need your help Trick. Please help
me!”

XXXXXXXXXX

“Kenzi!” Walking into their home with Dyson in tow Bo tried not to be nervous. This was Kenzi
they talked all the time, albeit not so much lately, but still talking to her best friend should not fill
her with trepidation. The only thing running through her mind was what if she screwed this up.
What if she lost Kenzi not to death, but to whatever had been weighing down her normally
weightless friend.

Trick had been clear about what they should do if this really was some sort of mental backlash
from their confrontation with the Garuda. Loud angry fights filled with demands for answers and
normalcy would not cut it, they needed to be gentle and understanding. Let her know they were



there for her, like always, and encourage her to talk things out with them without seeming like
they were either ganging up on her or judging her.

“Kenz!” After the second call still got no answer she glanced back at Dyson arching her brow in
question. She waited a moment as he took a deep breath, she still found it kind of weird that he
could smell them all so clearly but damn if it wasn’t handy.

“She’s not here.” Damn. On the one hand she was glad her friend had finally decided to get up
and go out somewhere. She had basically barricaded herself in her room for days and to finally
come home to an empty house was a relief. On the other hand was the bone chilling worry that
maybe that empty house would stay empty forever. That Kenzi would one day just walk out that
door and never walk back through it again, that she would look up and decide her life didn’t
have to be so hard and she would be better off without her succubus shaped dead-weight
holding her in a world she didn’t really belong in. Who would really choose a life where they
were commonly derided and called a pet forever when they didn’t have to.

“Well that sort of blew that plan out of the water didn’t it? Hopefully she’s already talking to
someone more qualified to deal with whatever is up with her lately. She’ll tell us all about it when
she gets back.”

She could only hope.

XXXXXXXXXX

After Trick had stopped wiggin’ which had actually taken longer than she would have thought,
she’d really managed to surprise the old bugger; he’d suggested they try to figure this out
systematically, suggesting that she come to the Dal every day and help him look through is
treasure trove of books for anything that remotely resembled what was happening to her or any
tales about someone else dumb enough to go toe to toe with a Norn and live to tell the tale.

While reading dusty old books hadn’t exactly been up there on her list of things to do with her
life, especially now that it seemed her days were a bit more than numbered, she relented after
receiving one of his patented I’m older than you and know what I’m doing so just do what I tell
you because while your floundering is entertaining it is not at all helpful unimpressed stares.

Honestly it would have been kinder to just throw one of those dusty old books at her head
instead of forcing her to leaf through them for well over an hour only finding joy when pointing
out the one in a hundred words she actually recognized or squinting at illustrations that she was
sure were at least mostly dirty in nature no matter what Trick said. Finally she had been
released from the indentured servitude that she had somehow volunteered for and been allowed
to finally begin the long slog back towards her beloved crack shack.

As she finally turned the corner that brought their home into view she told herself one last time
that she was keeping this secret for Bo not from her, even if she wasn’t telling her everything at
the moment. Taking a deep breath to calm her nerves she grabbed the doorknob and marched
determinedly inside, hoping to get straight to her bedroom without having to answer questions.



Walking in to find Bo and Dyson waiting for her with booze and cheesy pizza only two little
words went through her tired brain.

Hope. Dashed.

XXXXXXXXXX

Seeing Kenzi standing in the doorway like a deer caught in the sights of a rifle, without a witty
remark or demand for better tribute to her awesome than plain pizza Dyson found he was
actually very worried about the stubborn little human. She wasn’t acting like herself lately and
that bothered him but more than that he found he simply missed her annoying antics. He never
thought he would, but now that she wasn’t bouncing around him asking inappropriate questions
about his junk and coming up with slightly offensive nicknames, he realized just how much a
part of his life this wacky little girl had become.

“Hey BoBo, D-man, sorry to interrupt date night, I’ll just get out of your way.”

Strange her scent changed as she spoke. She wasn’t lying exactly, it was more like she was
hedging the truth. Saying things that were true so it wasn’t exactly a lie, it just wasn’t exactly the
truth.

“Actually Kenz, we thought we could all three do something tonight.” Bo told her oblivious to her
hedging. Something was definitely off and whatever it was she was trying to hide it from them.

“Wow, flattered you guys but how many times do I have to tell you I don’t do three ways unless
it's boy, boy, girl? Besides I’m beat, had a long day, and I gotta get up early tomorrow for a thing
with Trick.” She had already started edging towards the stairs each word taking her closer to the
freedom and locked door safety of her room. Whatever she was hiding, it was making her
skittish around them both.

“Really; what kind of thing?” Bo was making her squirm without even trying. Staying silent he
tried to figure out what she was lying about or at least what questions to ask to get her to start
talking.

“Nothing big. I just stopped by to talk to Trick today and he said he needed some help with his
books. I figured I’d swing by tomorrow to give it a shot. See if I can’t help the old guy out.” Again
a truth that wasn’t a truth, he decided then and there that he would be paying Trick another visit
soon.

“Alright get some rest then.”

As the girl nearly ran up the stairs to the safe haven of her room Bo looked at him with hope in
her eyes. He knew that he couldn’t tell her he suspected something was seriously wrong with
Kenzi, not until he was sure.

“Did you hear that?! We don’t have to talk to her, Trick has already taken care of it.”



“Yeah I heard.” He had heard a heartbeat that spiked every time Bo spoke, whatever she was
keeping from them he had a feeling it was Bo above all others she wanted to keep it from.
Something wasn’t right, and he would figure it out. Tomorrow.

CHAPTER 2 - MAKING PLANS

Ever since Kenzi had left Trick had been pouring over his books looking for something, anything
that could help her. Night was quickly becoming dawn and he was no closer to anything that
even vaguely referenced anyone confronting the Norn in any capacity let alone what Kenzi had
done, he honestly believed there would be none to find no other would ever have dared such an
action. No one besides Kenzi in a towering rage hell bent on protecting her friend.

When he heard someone coming down the stairs of his lair he huffed in annoyance, what now!?

“Trick!” It was Dyson. Normally he would welcome his old friend and any counsel he had to offer,
but Kenzi had made her wishes clear and for now he intended to hold to them.

“Down here!” Moving quickly he covered up everything about Kenzi and her condition. Hopefully
this would not be a long visit and he could get back to work without delay.

“I just ran into Kenzi and she said that you had arranged for her to help you here tomorrow. Did
she tell you anything about what’s going on with her?”

He knew his old friend well and his shifty eyes told him that he’d smelled the deceit in Kenzi’s
scent no matter how good at evasion she was and had come to him to investigate, to find
answers that the girl had not given him. He was older than the wolf and knew well how to play
this game, he would not be getting any answers out of him. At least not today.



“Yes, she came in shortly after you and Bo left, deciding to take my own advice; I made mention
of her recent behavioral change and we spoke of it. I told her that coming here every day might
help her.” He knew his vague answers would not satisfy the wolf, but Dyson knew better than to
try and get answers from him that he was not yet willing to give.

“Is she alright Trick? I know that the two of you are keeping something from us but please, just
tell me if she’s alright.” Deciding to take pity on his friend of old he did his best to alleviate his
worries while still keeping Kenzi’s confidence.

“Time helps heal all manner of malady, I’m sure she is on the road towards recovery.” If he had
anything to say about it she would reach the end of that road intact.

XXXXXXXXXX

Kenzi knew she was getting on Trick’s nerves but she couldn’t help it. This book was full of
interesting but way messed up factoids.

“Hey is the Morri-hag one of these Musai chicks cause I gotta say their Fae faces are wicked
sparkly. I might like her just a bit more if she was that shiny.”

“No the Morrigan is a Leanan Sidhe, she feeds on talent that already exists within an artist. A
Musai inspires anyone who comes into direct contact with it to near obsessive heights of
creation, no matter their medium. They eventually become so obsessed with the Musai they
either attack her and die in the attempt or kill themselves as tribute to her beauty and
greatness.” Okay then, pretty but only from a distance got it.

“What about this Dickfellig, any way he could sue for a name change cause I gotta say school
yards are tough enough without that hanging over you.”

“No.” Well that seemed unfair in the extreme, why should they be stuck with a name they had no
part in picking out. Talk about your suck-a-tude.

Ewww. Basilisk, she already knew that little snake dude, no reason to dwell on that or him.
Kappa, been there, faced that no ooze that she remembered. Mesmers were hand wavey but
not drippy. Oh, talk about your skincare emergency what was this now.

“What’s a Hexenbiest?”

“They are the Fae equivalent to your human myth of witches. Highly temperamental and not to
be bargained with lightly.” Witches sounded right up their alley right now. They could use a little
magic.

“Could one of them help us with this mess?”

“Possibly, but it should be an avenue of last resort. Going to a Hexenbiest for help would be like
going back to the Norn for help. You might get something, but it would take ages before you



knew exactly what that something was and if the bargain struck was worth the price paid.” Okay
then, strike the magic help off the table. For now. If she’d learned anything about making
bargains in the long career of grifting it was that some deals should never be made. She wasn’t
going to be some mark, too desperate for common sense to take hold. She had Trick for help,
he would be enough.

“What about this spinnetod thing, it’s a kind of spider Fae maybe I got splashed with some
bottled venom?” Finally he looked up. Maybe she actually hit on something this time.

“A spinnetod’s venom is quite corrosive, if that was what you had come into contact with there
would be no guessing to it, you would have simply died. However there are other Fae whose
venom is less toxic or more slow acting. I will try to come up with a list, but we need to be a bit
more focused. There are far too many options for us to just keep turning pages in random books
hoping to find the right answer, at this rate even if we did stumble upon the truth we wouldn’t
know it since we’re not sure what we’re looking for. Is there anything else you can tell me about
this substance?” Trying to think about that day the first thing that came to mind was that sinking
feeling of dread that overtook her when the Norn laughed. She knew she was screwed.

“Not much. I mean it was black goo and some of it absorbed into my skin bef-”

“Only some of it?”

“Yeah I wiped some of it off, I thought I got it all at first but then the stain disappeared while I
was looking right at it. Freaky.” He only hummed in response while looking thoughtfully through
his bookshelves. Maybe he’d finally cracked the code. God she hoped so, this was getting so
damn tiring she just wanted the answers to appear already. Turning back to her book of
wonders and horrors she tried not to think too much about it. When Trick knew something he
would tell her.

Oh, Kitsune’s look so cute with their baby fangs.

XXXXXXXXXX

Bo walked into the Dal for the first time since she discovered her place in this world full of fear.
Kenzi was pulling away from her, she could feel it, she had pulled away from enough people to
know what it looked like and she just wanted it to stop. She just wanted everything to be alright
again, back to the way it was before when it was her and Kenzi against everyone and
everything else.

Now she had this “thing” with Trick and sure it was keeping her here in Toronto with her but she
was never home. She would get up way earlier than anyone with any sane would roll out of bed
and wander back home long after the sun had set. Once she was home she would shuffle
around the house for about an hour only speaking when spoken to, and even then it would take
a good three or four prompts for her to really tune into the conversations. She wasn’t playing her
loud video games, wasn’t begging for a night out on the town, wasn’t drooling over some new
shoes she couldn’t afford, she just wasn’t being Kenzi.



She knew Trick would have answers, he always did, she just wasn’t sure if she wanted to hear
them. What if Kenzi was deciding to leave them, what if this slow slide away was her way of
fading out of their lives. You don’t really miss things that haven’t been there for a while, she
knew that more than most.

“Bo?” Shaking herself from her thoughts she realized that she’d been standing at the bar staring
at nothing but bottles for a few minutes now. Not a good start to this conversation.

“Trick I want to ask you about Kenzi and I need you to be honest with me. What are you two
doing every day, and don’t tell me sorting books Kenzi hates anything resembling manual labor,
she wouldn’t be excited enough about that to be up and gone at dawn every day.” She watched
him look down at the bar like the answers would be written there for him to read. It was the first
time she’d ever seen him face a question without absolute confidence in his answer.

“We are going through my books Bo. While we do we talk about anything that comes up. At first
it was just about what the books were about and any Fae questions she had but lately we talk
about everything. I am trying to help her Bo, please believe that.” She could feel her shoulders
relax as all her tension began to drain away. Talking. They were talking. Of course they were.

Kenzi needed someone to confide in who wasn’t  so close to everything she would need to
censor herself. Everything was going to be alright. She couldn’t wait to tell Dyson he had been
as worried as she was.

XXXXXXXXXX

Dyson knew he was being ridiculous but there was no reason for Hale to laugh for so long. This
was really bothering him and he thought that his partner would help him work through it like he
did with most of her other problems, that’s what partners were for, or at least he thought they
were.

“Sorry, man but you have to admit this is kind of funny. This is Trick! You his loyal lap dog for
how many centuries now are all but frothing at the mouth wanting to rip him limb from limb just
because you think he’s keeping something from you about Kenzi. A girl you say yourself you
can barely stand on a good day. Even you should be laughing about this one.” No he shouldn’t
be and neither should anyone else.

“It’s not funny. Kenzi hasn’t really bothered me in ages. She and I have an understanding she
behaves like the hyperactive manic sugar bomb she is and when it gets too much I pick her up
and put her in another room. Only she’s not acting that way anymore. No more manic. No more
sugar. She’s so subdued these days I can walk right past her and if it wasn’t for her scent I
wouldn’t even know she was in the room with me.”

“So you’re upset because she isn’t jumping around you like a little chihuahua any more?
Sounds like a win to me.” In the beginning it would have been a win for him too. Before.



“She isn’t being herself. She is a bouncing ball of energy. I want Kenzi back.”She was so in his
face about everything for the first few months he just wanted her to go away so he could be with
Bo without her commentary. But then she got poisoned by the basilisk and he saw her for who
she was without all the distractions and twirling. She was just a scared girl doing her best to get
by while the world was doing its part to drag her down. He never wanted to see her so defeated
again.

“Yeah, lil mama has been off since the fight. We all see it, but it sounds like Trick is trying to help
her man. It also sounds like you think he isn’t helping her fast enough. You want her to instantly
snap back and be fine, but that just isn’t how things like this work. You have to give them time
man.”

That wasn’t the problem, he knew it would take months if not years for Kenzi to really be okay
again no matter which issue it was that currently plagued her. All the options were bad and
lingering at this point. No what no one else seemed to notice was that she was hiding something
from them and Trick was helping her. Neither of them were lying exactly, they just weren’t telling
them everything and he knew deep down that what they weren’t saying was the most important
part. The thing they all needed to hear. The thing he needed to hear. What they weren’t saying
was how Kenzi was really doing.

CHAPTER 3 - ADVISORS

Kenzi had walked into bizarro world, there was no other explanation for why Trick was
suggesting such a hair brained off the wall plan to her. This was obviously opposites day where
bad plans that should never even be thought up were earnestly put forward as actual options to
consider.

No. Not happening. If she shook her head any faster it might just pop off. No.



“Kenzi, he could help us, even with all my years of experience we simply don’t have the
resources ourselves to try and make this work, not if you still insist upon secrecy. If I were to
make inquiries about gaining some of the books I feel we truly need it would make waves
throughout the Fae community and questions would be asked. If you want to survive this is what
we need to do.”

“Fine. But if he turns us down, which he will if our past run-ins are anything to go by then we go
to Vex for some book help from the other side of the tracks. Deal?” If they were being forced into
a corner on one side, why not investigate that same corner (or close enough to it) on the other
side. Twice as much info meant twice as much chance.

“Very well. Even if Lochlan does agree to meet with us it might be prudent to reach out to Vex
regardless. The Norn while considered Light Fae does make deals with both sides so it may be
possible that one of the more headstrong of their brethren tried to re-negotiate their own deals
with her at one point.” Awww, look at Trick-ster trying to spare her feelings by not calling her an
idiot by proxy, again.

She had been reluctant at first thinking that there was no reason Trick couldn’t just help her
himself which was when he pointed out a very big reason why. The Norn was a heavy hitter and
whatever she’d done to Kenzi however unintentional it might have been, even if they managed
to find the answers in his back room of books, it might take too long to puzzle out on their own
with just the two of them jamming for answers.

She’d waited on tender hooks as he made the call and explained the situation. She’d half
expected him to turn them away, after all Bo wasn’t aligned with the Light Fae and even if she
did lean more towards the Light than the Dark she hadn’t exactly been all that respectful
towards the current guy in charge and Kenzi wasn’t even Fae at all, he really had no reason to
help her. The only thing she could see that she had going for her was that this happened while
helping a Light Fae enforcer. Unfortunately that might also be a strike against her, ever since
Lachlan found out Trick's real name he’d begun to question Dyson’s loyalty along with Hales. In
the end it was pretty much a toss up.

“The meeting has been set for tomorrow morning. I will accompany you as your Fae
intermediary and once Lachlan has heard your accounting of things and seen the damage done
then he will decide if he will extend his resources to help us.”

“Thanks Trickster, I couldn’t have even gotten this far without you. Remember don’t tell Bo, I’ll
see you tomorrow for what I’m sure will be a crow eating contest. Laters!”

Walking quickly to avoid any more questions from the obviously worried little dude she made her
way home to Bo. It killed her having to keep secrets from her best friend but sometimes telling
was the worst thing you could do.

XXXXXXXXXX



Trick watched her leave, her old pepping step not completely back yet but he was happy to see
at least a little bounce restored now that they had a new step to take together.

He knew Kenzi was right about the Ash, if he did decide to help her it was likely that he would
make her eat a lot of crow first. They had both made major mis-steps in the eyes of the Light
and their current head in particular.

He had never formally announced himself, choosing to tread lightly and stay out of Fae politics
as much as he could. His perceived age alone would always ensure he was pulled in at least
partially, and his role as proprietor of a waystation and granter of sanctuary pulled him in even
farther. Though he had left that life behind many centuries ago he still held sway among the
Light and even some among the Dark in the know, this made his refusal of counsel to the Ash a
political and personal slap to the face. To now have to go to the man hat in hand would certainly
be an experience.

Kenzi belonging to Bo who was unaligned made her need to go to the Ash for help something
the manipulative old bastard wouldn’t be able to resist. He knew Lachlan would never try to
harm Kenzi, not while she had so many light Fae of substantial standing backing her, himself
included. Still he hoped that he would be able to find something before the morning came and
they had to go down that road, even if it was the best way to help Kenzi.

XXXXXXXXXX

Lachlan would never admit it but he actually liked the succubus’s little human. She was so small
and fragile yet she never backed down. He remembered when his doctor had gone running to
Bo for asylum and he’d come calling for her and even after his guard had taken her by the throat
the brassy little girl had still refused to betray either of them.

Now as she stood before him with the Blood King at her side, a mere human, she kept her chin
up and her eyes on his. Most humans who came before him pleading for aid even before his
ascent to his current position did so on their knees, he got the impression this human begged
for nothing. Her stance clearly said that no matter his decision it would not change hers, she
would survive with or without his help. He liked that quality in anyone, but in a human it was
something rare to be admired and applauded.

“Let me see your arms girl.”

As she stepped forward so did his guards not trusting her, the human of an unaligned Fae, close
to him. He waved them off, knowing that she wouldn’t do anything to him, at least not while she
still needed him. As he stared down at the arms she presented he actually felt moved to… pity
for the poor creature. Their contrast was stark, one smooth and untouched by her encounter
with the Norn while the other was a shaded mess of pain and misery.

She had sustained this injury while helping one of his enforcers to combat the Garuda and now
she was paying a penalty for her bravery. For her to have bested the Norn was reason enough
for him to help her, but he would not tell her so, at least not yet.



“Step back.” Now it was time to test her resolve.

“I will help you…” Seeing the hope light her eyes fringed by the weariness of someone who had
known betrayal in their life he admired her even more, by now most would be gushing and
thanking him not realizing he had yet to finish speaking. “If you kneel and swear your fealty to
me.”

He did not believe she would truly do such a thing; the request was merely a test. A test of her
loyalty, to see if her life meant more to her than the succubus she claimed as a sister of her soul
to find where she tread upon that line. He got his answer quickly and it made him smile.

“Fae you.”

Just that nothing else, and it was spoken in such a level voice that it took his guards a moment
to register the insult. Once they did they moved forward intent on knocking the girl to her knees.
She did not move, did not blink, by now most would be backing away and trying to apologize for
their words, but not her. She said what she meant and meant what she said, no excuses, no
apologies, no regrets, which would serve her well if she survived the Norn. Just before his
guards laid hands on her he lifted his arm to still them.

“I have decided I will help you, little human. Trick I believe you know the way to the library, there
will be two Fae there to help you when you arrive. You may make use of my resources as long
as you both follow the rules of the compound, I trust Trick will be able to explain them to you
little girl. Leave me.” After they had left his office he smiled, she might be as great an asset as
the succubus who claimed her, if not greater.

XXXXXXXXXX

She knew she shouldn’t have said what she did when that Ash-hole had suggested that she
defect from Bo’s side to his, but her good sense and her mouth weren’t always on speaking
terms. As they made their way to the library she listened to Trick mutter beside her and knew
she was in for an ear full when they finally made it behind closed doors. Sure enough she was
right. The second the library doors closed leaving them in relative privacy Trickster turned on
her.

“What were you thinking Kenzi? Yesterday you seemed like you knew and accepted that
Lachlan would not make this easy on you but the first thing he says makes you lash out like a
child. We are fortunate that he did not take offense as his guards did.”

She knew he was right but that didn’t stop a smile from tugging at her lips.

“What, may I ask, do you find so humorous about this situation?” His gruff words leaving her in
no doubt that he didn’t find anything funny about what had just happened, but she didn’t care
nothing could bring her down from cloud nine right now.



“He’s helping us Trick, I have a fighting chance now!” That one sentence seemed to drain all the
anger out of her tiny little friend. Glancing around the large room with bookshelves piled from
floor to ceiling she wondered where they were going to start. As though he’d read her mind Trick
began to speak again, only now his voice was filled with resignation rather than anger. Their
course had been set, now they simply had to stick to it long enough to get to the other side.

“First things first, the rules. This is a Fae compound Kenzi and just because you're human that
doesn’t excuse you from any wrongs done. You’ve always had the fact that Bo was unaligned
protecting you from retribution in the past, now that you’ve come to the Ash for help that
protection is suspended until his help is rescinded. While you are here you are subject to the
same rules as everyone else, and consequently the same punishments for breaking those rules
so you have to pay attention.” His hands were held out towards her as if he could grab her
attention and hold it in place for her.

“Lay it on me.” This was her one chance and there was no way she was messing it up by
walking around offending everyone who could help her now. These two Fae the Ash had
assigned to them had to know this library fairly well to be allowed in here with them, they could
be the ones that help her survive the least she could do was learn the house rules.

“Rule number one, you as a human cannot go anywhere without a Fae present. In this case it
will be either myself or one of the two others the Ash has assigned to help us. There are places
within this compound you simply cannot go and we will keep you from straying into those areas
accidentally. Rule two, while you are within these walls Lachlan’s word is law, you cannot insult
him again as you did before. He was lenient once, we cannot count on his mercy twice. Rule
three, you as a human, cannot interfere in anything here no matter how wrong or unfair you
believe it to be, just keep your head down and your mouth shut. Rule four….”

On and on the rules went some of them she thought were rather nitpicky and others were
downright laughable, even still she paid attention and memorized each and every one. This was
her best shot at survival and she wasn’t going to get kicked about because he opened her big
mouth at the wrong time.

XXXXXXXXXX

Lauren laid in bed beside Bo watching her lover sleep peacefully. She wished she could do the
same but things had been weighing on her mind the last few days robbing her of rest. For nearly
a week now she had been seeing Kenzi around the Ash’s compound. At first she hadn’t been
worried but when she’d asked Bo how things were, she’d been cheerfully told that everything
had been calm since the defeat of the Garuda. After that she’d convinced herself that it hadn’t
been Kenzi she had seen. That maybe her mind had played tricks on her in her sleep deprived
state. Two days later she had seen her again, and this time she had been sure it was her, the
girl was hard to mistake even from a distance.

Thinking that perhaps Bo was in trouble after all and simply hiding it she did a little digging
around in the records. She had been beyond shocked to find that Kenzi had been signed in by a



Fae that was not Bo. As Bo’s claimed human for Kenzi to enter a place of the Fae under the
protection of another was treasonous, and since Bo was unaligned for her to even speak to the
Ash without permission just compounded the problem.

Fae were signed into the compound using only their initials, the superstition of names holding
power was more than an old wives tale in this society so finding out who had brought Kenzi had
been a bit of a challenge. She’d checked around the Fae data banks discreetly looking for a
Light Fae with the right initials hoping that the name of the being would help her to understand
why Kenzi would do such a thing. Finding nothing, she'd come to the conclusion she needed to
tell Bo of Kenzi’s actions with this mysterious BK.

XXXXXXXXXX

He couldn’t sleep again. Two a.m. found him working on his motorcycle in the middle of his loft.
Dyson’s mind just wouldn’t rest; it was like his wolf was pacing like it sensed a coming storm. He
had learned early in life that storms took many forms and make no mistake a storm was
definitely on the horizon.

He wasn’t sure what to think any more, he had centered his entire life around his trust and
loyalty for the Blood King and here he was questioning it all over a human he had only known
for a few months it was madness. Though if anyone could drive him crazy it would be her. She
had a way of getting under his skin unlike anyone else he ever met.

He was so lost in his thoughts he hit his knuckles for the fifth time that night. Cursing silently he
jerked up from his crouched position on the floor and stalked back and forth across the floor, the
rhythmic repetitive motion of it soothing his savage beast.

Trick assured him that Kenzi was doing better, that having a task to see to every day was good
for her and he wanted to believe him.

Bo insisted that Kenzi was doing better that she had more life in her eyes since she began
working with Trick each day to organize his vast library of books. While she wasn’t around as
much during the day as before she was there was now a lightness in her step whenever she
returned from a day of supposed hard labor.

Bo believed and he couldn’t help but agree that it was less the task itself that was helping their
friend than it was the talking that must accompany it. Trick had told them from the beginning that
Kenzi would likely need to talk out her feelings and that they should both just let her be until she
was ready to share her mental burdens with them, though it seemed now that Trick was the
confidant she had been waiting for. Perhaps he was simply what she needed, he had sought out
the older man's advice on many cold and darkened nights of the soul himself so he would never
begrudge that chance to anyone else, least of all Kenzi.

He just wished he had been someone she felt she could turn to during uncertain times. She had
certainly been by his side enough throughout their friendship he would have gladly returned the
favor.



Maybe he could try to reach out to her like Trick had done, give her the opening she wouldn’t
give herself. He would grab a pizza and head over to see her tomorrow, let her know in no
uncertain terms that he would always be in her corner no matter what.

Deep down though he still could not shake that initial fear he had shared with Bo in the
beginning when they had both begun to notice the difference in Kenzi. The fear that she was
pulling away from the Fae world, from them. He didn’t know what he would do if she ever did
truly leave, there wouldn’t really be anything to do. If Kenzi ever chose to walk away from them
all, he would just have to accept it.

The sound of crushing plaster reached his ears before the pain registered. Looking up he found
his hand embedded in the wall of his loft. Huh.

CHAPTER 4 - IN THE COLD

Dyson tried to rub the sleep away from his brain but it wasn’t working. He’d been up late the
night before pacing and growling in frustration only to be woken up just before dawn by a furious
Bo at his door. He could tell by the knock that she wasn’t leaving, no matter how long he ignored
her, so he let her in and let her rant while he tried to give the coffee time to jump start his brain
so he could enter the conversation as a contender, but she wasn’t making much sense at all.

“I can’t believe she would leave me without even trying to work things out.” Had Lauren left her?
Was she coming to him for sympathy? Or more likely a pick me up roll in the sheets he just
didn’t have the energy for at the moment. Or if he was being honest the interest for.

“I’m sorry she left, but why are you here talking to me about it at four in the morning?” Couldn’t
this conversation, even as one sided as it was, have waited for a more civilized hour?



“Because you’ve been as worried about her as I have.” Wait, what? Kenzi? Kenzi had left Bo?

“Kenzi left you?” Did she just leave or did she revoke her claim? Could they fix this? If she just
walked out they could fix this before anyone tried to take advantage of the situation but if she
renounced her claim and word got out about it there would be a feeding frenzy with Kenzi at the
center. Too many Fae knew about her for it to ever be safe for her without a claim. At least not in
Toronto, where most of them could pick her out of a crowd by sight even with her sundry of
disguises.

“That’s what I’ve been saying haven’t you been listening?”

“I thought you meant Lauren!” Who would ever guess that Kenzi would leave Bo. It was Kenzi.

“Lauren? Lauren was the one who told me.”

“Told you what?” If she was getting information from Lauren, who while heavily immersed in Fae
culture herself was still so very human, there was a chance that things were being
unintentionally twisted. Or knowing Lauren maybe even intentionally twisted, there had always
been something not quite on the level about the good doctor.

“About Kenzi lying to us. All this time she thought she was spending her days with Trick, she’s
been at the Light Fae compound doing God knows what with someone we’ve never even met.”
Kenzi was at the compound? That didn’t make any sense, she hated the compound ever since
she had been confined there during the illness caused by the basilisk venom. When she said
she’d rather die in a ditch then go back there she had meant it, fiercely. For Kenzi to be in the
compound there had to be more to the story than what he, or even Bo, was being told.

“Okay, hold on this isn’t making any sense. What exactly did Lauren tell you?” Maybe Bo had
misunderstood. It had happened before, for all that Bo was a Fae and had embraced her nature
more and more the longer she had been with them she was still very much human in her
mindset. She thought like a human and she judged like one to.

“She’s been seeing Kenzi around the compound for days now. She said that at first she thought
she was there with me on some business for the Ash, but when she figured out I had no idea
about any of it she went looking to see who Kenzi was there with and came up dry. She said
that the only reason for Kenzi to be in the compound would be if she was pulling away from my
protection and being pulled under someone else's. Kenzi is leaving me! And she doesn’t even
have the guts to tell me about it; she's just trying to phase herself out by being gone most of the
time.” While there was some truth to that, for any other human he would believe it in a
heartbeat, but this is Kenzi. She was too loyal and straight-forward with her friends to simply bail
on them without at least a token conversation and earnest attempt to fix the problem whatever it
was.

“Hold on a minute Trick could be taking her to the compound. While he does have a lot of books
in his own personal library he does on occasion go to the compound to look some things up in
their collection. Especially if he needs a reference checked. If he needed to do that he would



take Kenzi with him rather than leave her alone in the Dal where she could and would get into
all kinds of trouble on her own.” The girl found enough trouble with supervision, he shuddered to
think what she could find without it.

“Lauren would have told me if she had seen Trick with Kenzi.” Bo’s pacing was becoming more
animated as she worked herself up to greater and greater heights of hurt and anger.

“That doesn’t mean he wasn’t there, we both know how Kenzi likes to wander off when she gets
bored, that’s how she ended up eating the soup with the basilisk venom in it isn’t it. I think you’re
jumping to conclusions here, let’s just go ask Trick about what he’s been doing with Kenzi lately.
We can play it off as us just checking in with him about how she’s doing, if he’s been taking her
to the compound he’ll definitely mention it.” He tried to placate her, but he knew her well enough
to know that this wasn’t a ledge he could talk her down from. Ironically the only person who
might have been able to talk her down would have been Kenzi.

“No, I’ve had enough of the run around and intermediaries if Kenzi is leaving me she’ll damn
well tell me to my face.” With that he watched her storm out probably to do something she’d
regret later. She always did when she got this worked up about something.

Dyson knew where he needed to go for answers. Trick would know what was happening, but at
the same time he didn’t want to leave Kenzi to face an irate Bo on her own. He knew Bo well
enough to know that Lauren would already be in the mix for this conversation, giving her version
of the story and adding fuel to the fire in the oncoming fight, and he didn’t want Kenzi to feel like
they were ganging up on her. If she wasn’t running from them now she sure as hell would be if
they did that. Mind made up, he slammed the door behind him as he left his loft, his frustration
not even slightly alleviated by the action.

XXXXXXXXXX

Kenzi had crept out of the house early this morning long before Bo or doctor hot pants had
stirred. She and Trick were so close she could almost taste it. They had it narrowed down to
three different types of Fae gunk another day or two and hopefully she’d be good as new.
Scratching absently at her chest she sent a silent prayer of thanks to whoever was looking out
for her, this news could not have come at a better time. From the way the infection was
spreading she had about a week before it reached her heart, if that happened it would be less
research and more wait and see the show.

She wanted to tell BoBo and D-man, hell she wanted to tell Hale too even if she hadn’t been
lying to him nearly as much as the others though that was mostly his fault since he wasn’t as
worried about her as the others and had steered clear of them all since the fight. Her almost
dying had seriously wigged him out, not to mention his major whistling that had saved her so
she’d give him a pass on the disinterest for now she wasn’t the only one with problems after all.
She’d brought the idea up to Trick when he laid down the progress for her but he’d vetoed the
whole thing saying that while he trusted Dyson to act right around the Ash he wasn’t so keen on



telling Bo while they still needed Lachlan’s help. If she got it into her head to help and stepped to
the head Fae in his own compound not only would she get tossed but the rest of them would as
well. Like it or not what Bo did reflected on her and if she wanted to get her answers she would
have to suck it up and keep quiet for a little while longer.

Her feet were dragging by the time she finally reached her door. She hadn’t wanted to stop but
Lachlan had insisted saying that if she let herself get weak from exhaustion they might as well
stop researching now cause she would be too weak to last the little time she had left. Strangely
the once dubbed Ash-hole had come down personally each day to check their progress and
offer surprisingly helpful hints wrapped heavily in insults about their lack of collective brain
power. The first day she’d been so insulted she hadn’t picked up on the subtext until Trick finally
explained it to her. Why he wouldn’t just come right out and say what he meant was the mystery
of the week to her. Maybe it was just no fun without the word games? She supposed being so
high up the Fae-chain left him with little in the way of personal jollies. Seeing Bo and Doc Hottie
on the couch wasn’t a surprise but Bo’s tone was.

“Kenzi we need to talk.” Great, now she understood why guys all over the world dreaded that
sentence. Personally she could have done without the knowledge.

XXXXXXXXXX

Dyson stormed into the Dal looking for answers, something he seemed to be doing more and
more of late and always in regards to the same annoying little human.

“Trick.” The Blood King looked wiped out, whatever he and Kenzi had been doing with his books
seemed to be sapping the strength out of both of them and he didn’t like it one bit.

“What do you want Dyson?” What did he want? What he always wanted, to help. If there was
trouble he wanted to be in the middle of it, claws out, protecting his people not shut out begging
for answers.

“Answers.” That was it, no demands or arguments just a request. His attempt at civility seemed
to break the older mans resolve and he slumped over in exhaustion.

“Alright my friend, sit down and I’ll tell you what’s happening. I could use your advice.” Finally he
could help.

XXXXXXXXXX

When Lauren had first told her about what Kenzi was doing Bo hadn’t wanted to believe her.
She’d yelled that she had to be wrong that she couldn’t know what she was talking about. But
the more Lauren had just looked at her calmly and the longer Kenzi stayed out the more her
mind started to take it all in. The late nights, the secrecy, Kenzi locking her bedroom door and
not wanting to go to the Dahl. While her mind continued to rage against it crying out that Kenzi
would never betray her, her instinct insisted she was hiding something. Now that her best friend,



her soul sister, was sitting across from her she just wanted to say forget it and bury her head in
the sand. Glancing over at a stern looking Lauren she knew she couldn’t.

“Kenzi, I need you to tell me why you’ve been at the Light Fae compound lately.” Kenzi’s look of
anger aimed at Lauren did nothing to put Bo’s mind at ease.

“I wanted to look up some Fae stuff so Trick took me there so I could use the library.” That was
it, that lie was the one too many. It was one thing to just not tell her something but to lie straight
to her face. That was just too much, it brought all of Lauren’s theories of betrayal crashing down
on her.

“That is the last straw Kenzi. How dare you lie to my face! I thought we were sisters!?”

“BO!”

“No,” she couldn’t stand to hear any excuses not from her, “just get out!” Rising fighting back the
tears she began to walk away turning back for one last look at her sister she sneered “I hope BK
is worth it whoever they are.”

CHAPTER 5 - HOLDING PATTERN

Kenzi trudged down the side of the road trying not to think about the cold. This was so damn
stupid. She’d been so convinced that she and BoBo were forever that she had given up on the
go bag she’d had stashed after their first two months together, now she was out on her ass
without any supplies. Most importantly at the moment in her opinion was no damn jacket to ward
off the chill that was sweeping in as the night got longer. She needed a plan and she needed
one fast. Where should she go?



Trick had been helping her so much lately it would be kind of leaning into the needy to go to him
with this. Not to mention his whole thing with Bo would put him in a bit of a hard place staring at
a rock if he essentially picked her side. She hoped this wouldn’t stop him from helping her, they
were so close but she knew the gist of what they’d already found so maybe she could finish it
out without his help if she had to.

She knew deep down that if she went to him he would offer her a shoulder or a couch or
something but she really didn’t want to do that to the little dude. No matter how hard core he
was when it came to all things trick-o-pedia family was really important to him and really BoBo
was all the family he had left. No way would she be stepping between the two of them not even
for a night. If worse comes to worse maybe she could guilt a helper buddy rec out of him, but
that would have to wait until this whole thing shook out a bit more.

Dyson was a bit of a toss up. He could go either way in her time of need. He could pull her in
and give her space while being supportive, kind of like a golden retriever or something or he
could do the other thing that she was afraid he would do. He could pull her in and wait until she
was asleep before calling everyone and having her wake up to the firing squad disguised as a
concern. No thank you! She so didn’t need another ambush right now, she was still vibrating
from the last one.

Hale hadn’t really been on the radar in a while, so her welcome wasn’t exactly guaranteed and if
there was one thing worse than begging for a place to crash it was getting rejected after said
begging. Even if he did give in, she knew that come morning she would be sitting across the
breakfast table from him and Dyson answering all kinds of questions that didn’t really need
answers no matter what they thought.

Vex was better left to his own devices, safely away from other people. Sure he might let her
sleep at his place but she’d be afraid of what he’d do while she was sleeping to get any rest at
all. Not to mention now wasn’t really the best time for his brand of soul searching or whatever.

Lochlan was a whole nother direction. If someone had suggested him as a safe harbor before
this whole Norn thing he would have rudely pointed them towards the nearest asylum for their
own safety, but now she wasn’t so sure. He had come down and shown his own personal brand
of concern nearly everyday that she and Trick were at the compound trying to find answers.
That was another plus, he was in charge of the place with all the books she still needed. If she
was staying there it would give her a better shot at seeing them even if Trick bailed out. Mind
made up, she turned around and headed towards the compound, hoping she made the right
decision.

Wow, this had been so similar to how she’d first gotten into this mess with Trick only this time it
hadn’t been Bo she’d been trying to keep things from but Trick. If this was going to be her life
from now on, constantly cycling through who should know what and when, endless fights and
drama was it even a life worth saving. Maybe she would be better off if she just crawled away to
die.



No!

She was Mackenzie Malikov, daughter of Galina and if life so far had taught her anything it was
that sometimes it sucked, but if you trudged through the mountains and the valleys long enough
those plateaus were well worth the trouble.

Mind made up, she headed towards the compound hoping that her lack of escort would be
forgiven.

XXXXXXXXXX

Lochlan wasn’t sure what to think when his guards first announced the arrival of the lone human
girl. While he knew her to be insolent she had done well to follow their rules every day she was
allowed to enter the compound so her blatant disregard for them in that moment, to enter the
compound with a Fae escort, was startling enough to gain her an audience.

“Kenzi?” Not getting an immediate response from the trembling girl he looked her over quickly,
he saw no sign of blood but the little thing was beyond upset. Perhaps the Norns gift had a new
side effect, hopefully one they could better track than the ones already in evidence. “Kenzi?”

“Bo… kicked… me… out!” To say he was shocked at the girls broken confession would be an
understatement. To throw out one's pet wasn’t exactly an odd occurrence but even Lachlan
knew that the succubus was insanely protective of her pet human, it was half the reason why
he’d invaded her territory to get to the good doctor in the first place. Harming Lauren alone
might not have been enough but harming Kenzi would always get a response.

“Why on earth would she do something like that?” He had never been good with weeping
women so he was relieved to see nary a tear in sight, though the cold had done her no favors
and left her trembling in place, her teeth chattering as she tried to keep warm. Truly humans
were quite fragile.

“That skank doctor told her some stuff so far out of context it’s in orbit and she believed her.
Didn’t even let me explain. She just showed me the door.” He would ask more about the doctors
apparent loose lips later, right now there were more pressing concerns. For propriety's sake he
had to get to her obvious request before he could help her get warm. Even if she and Bo were
having a tiff at the moment unless her claim was revoked, which he doubted, to offer aid without
a spoken request was taboo. It implied the Fae in question could not properly care for their pet
and while he was certain he could handle Bo if she chose to take offense his guards were ever
watching and it would not due for gossip to spread too quickly about this particular visitor.

“And you came here?” The question of why there and not with one of her small circle of tight-knit
acquaintances was left largely unsaid but screaming in the void.

“Yeah, I sort of need a place to crash and I was hoping you’d let me stay here. Less of a
commute to the place with the answers.” It was a lie but they both knew it to be one, a small
obfuscation to save face was hardly a new concept in these halls.



“Very well you can stay here, however the only place of safety I can offer you is a place in the
holding cells. You will stay there every night you are here and will be escorted from them to the
library every morning and back again every evening. You will not stray from your minders, am I
clear?” He could not have her running amok causing trouble in any way if he was going to save
face himself. He would be loath to punish her, but he would if he was pushed.

“Crystal, sir.”

“Good.” Her attempt at civility was appreciated even if it was poor at best. He could not expect
much else from her at this point, and would honestly be a bit disappointed if she began
behaving now.

“Holding cells?”

“Some might call them dungeons but they do hold people quite well indeed. Don’t worry each
cell holds a singular occupant you will not be overly disturbed.” Beyond the noise.

XXXXXXXXXX

Bo was fuming. Lauren had tried to calm her down but it just wasn’t working, she needed to get
out of there out of the home she shared with Kenzi for so long and just think. Or vent. Or drink.
Or something other than look at that door wishing it would open and Kenzi would come back
and explain everything away. Though she knew better, there was no explanation or at least not
one that would make things better rather than worse. Kenzi was leaving her, nothing could make
that better.

She ended up at the Dal, where she always seems to end up with her problems these days.
She had barely slid onto her usual stool at the midway point of the bar when Trick rushed over
to speak to her. At least she knew he would always be there for her.

“Bo what are you doing here?” The alone was left unsaid, though it didn’t really need to be. She
never truly traveled anywhere by herself these days. Never came here alone. Even if Kenzi
didn’t come with her, though those nights were rare she was always meeting Lauren or Dyson,
none of that tonight though. Tonight she deserved to be alone. Always. Alone. Without Kenzi.

“I just needed to get away from the house for a little while. It was a bit too suffocating there with
Lauren after Kenzi left.” Which didn’t make any sense at all. Lauren was the faithful one, the
honest one, why did she want Kenzi to stay after she lied to her face? Why wasn’t Lauren
enough?

“Kenzi left?”

“Yeah, she’s been stepping out on me can you believe that? After everything she and I have
gone through together I had to hear it from Lauren that she didn’t want to be with me anymore.”
Was this what it felt like to be rejected? Truly rejected? She had felt a feeling kind of like this



soul crushing grief before but Kenzi had helped her get through it when Dyson turned his back
on her. Who was going to help her now? Could anyone help her now?

“What did you hear from Lauren?”

“Kenzi has gone off and found herself a new Fae-daddy and she didn’t even have the guts to tell
me to my face. She lied about it all to my face, we fought, and she walked out. She just walked
out like that was it, you know? How can that be it?” This couldn’t be it could it? Maybe she could
go to Kenzi and give her another chance to explain, without Lauren. The two of them had never
really gotten along before, maybe if it was just the two of them they could work it all out.

She was so lost in her thoughts of possible reconciliation with her defected bestie that she didn’t
even notice when Trick hurried away. What did she care? She couldn’t get more alone if she
tried.

XXXXXXXXXX

Trick wasn’t sure what to think of the newest developments, the most startling of which was that
Lauren had actually told Bo about Kenzi’s comings and goings at the compound. It wasn’t so
much that she’d told on Kenzi but that she’d told an Unaligned Fae about the movements within
the Light Fae building. That was such a breach of protocol that it could carry a penalty of death
if the Ash were in a bad mood that day.

They didn’t have time for this personal drama of hurt feelings and misunderstandings, Kenzi
was getting weaker and weaker by the day, they were running out of time.

Knocking on Dyson’s door he hoped that Kenzi had come to him for shelter because if she
hadn’t he didn’t know where else to look for her. She had other connections in the Fae world, of
course she did, but none other than Dyson would take her in without expecting some form of
payment in the future. Even Hale would be risky due to his family and their less than friendly
relations with the humans.

When the door opened and he saw the confusion on his old friend's face his heart sank. If Kenzi
had come here he would have been expecting him.

Where had she gone?

CHAPTER 6 - ONE STEP AT A TIME



Kenzi tried to shake the cold from her bones, a night in a dungeon put a whole new face on
some of the places she’d been forced to crash as a street rat, the wailing alone had been
enough to permanently raise the hairs on the back of her neck. Where was Trick? He was
usually here practically at the crack of dawn.

“How could you?” The voice from behind her startled her enough to earn a yelp and a slight
jump, the night before leaving her jumpy and on edge.

“How could I what?” The last thing she wanted was to have to go toe to toe with the Hot to Trot
Doc, especially here where she really needed to stay on her best behavior, if she wanted to
keep looking through all their old books she could not get into a slap fight in the halls. She’d had
her fill of her the last time they were in a room together and it hadn’t been nearly long enough
for hell to freeze over and force them together again.

“How could you leave Bo?” Her arms were crossed over her chest, and her hips cocked to one
side all she needed now was to start tapping her foot and she would have the entitled bitch pose
down to a T.

“I didn’t leave Bo! It may have escaped your notice yesterday but Bo kind of kicked me out.
That’s not me leaving, that's her booting.” Boy were her wires crossed, normally she’d chalk it
up to garbled pillow talk but she was there when it happened, shouldn’t she have her story
straight?

“Yeah because you were shopping around for a new Fae to shack up with. What’s the matter,
Bo not getting you enough top shelf to keep your eyes from wandering?” Okay it looked like the
good doctor wanted a cat fight, too bad she wasn’t in the mood to oblige her.

“Whatever. I don’t know what this little hissy is about but the facts remain unchanged. Bo left
me, and honey I don’t stay anywhere I’m not wanted.” Case in point, she turned to leave. She
had thought that waiting out front for Trick to show was a good idea but apparently the library



would be safer. She could get a jumpstart on the research on her own, she had learned a thing
or two about this stuff since they started if she came across anything promising she would just
set it aside and wait for a second opinion to wander by.

“I find that hard to believe. How long have you been with this new guy, huh?”

“Believe what you want, you always do.” Why was she harping on about some new guy? What
new guy? Hell, what old guy? She’d been going through a drought on the man front ever since
she shacked up with her very own Victoria Secret.

“Whoever BK is he’ll never be as good to you as she was. You threw away something special
for something convenient. I hope you’re happy.”

Happy? She hadn’t been happy since… well really since before Aife had rolled into their lives
and wrecked everything. Or maybe even before then, not that the early days weren’t good with
her and Bo but there always seemed to be something looming on the horizon in this new life of
hers. Sometimes she wondered why she was trying so hard to keep it, then she remembered
every time Hale cured her hangovers, or Dyson made her laugh. Every time Trick slipped her
some of the good stuff just because. This life of hers might not be perfect but it was worth
hanging onto and she would hang on to every piece of it she could, for as long as she had left.

XXXXXXXXXX

Trick trudged into the compound after a long night of searching with no results, he would have
continued on into the afternoon but knew that he was of more use to Kenzi here. Finding her
would mean nothing if they had no means to save her.

He walked into the library trying not to let the worry he felt swamp him and stopped in his tracks
at the sight before him.

“Yo Trick, you taking a half day man? Next time tell a chick, so I don’t have to roll out of bed so
damn early.” The sound of her voice finally released the tight feeling around his heart that had
settled in his chest when Dyson had not heard from her. He could breathe again.

“Kenzi!” She was trying to be cheerful, but he could see the dark circles under her eyes that
spoke clearly of her restless night.

“That’s me, no need to yell. For such a little dude you def got some volume.” He watched her
broken smile and it shattered his heart. Her hunched shoulders and defeated air more than
anything spoke of the toll her life was beginning to take on her. They needed to find a way out
for her, and quickly.

“We were so worried, Bo told me about your fight and I couldn’t find you anywhere.” Where had
she been? Why hadn’t she come to him, to Dyson, to any of them.



“Well I was here. Well not here here, I was in the dungeons here. Not as comfy as it sounds but
I’ve had worse in my life. The Ash was a real lifesaver last night.” Were they all so truly
disconnected that she preferred the cold comfort of Lachlans’ holding cells to calling on them for
aid.

“Kenzi, you can’t stay here again. You’re already weakening, the cold of the holding cells can’t
be good for you. Please let me find you somewhere else to go.”

“Alright. If that’s what it takes to get you back hitting the books then fine.”

XXXXXXXXXX

Dyson was getting sick of pacing back and forth in his own apartment, it seemed like all he did
now was prowl around his space trying to find answers that never came. Answers about Kenzi.
Answers about Bo. Answers about himself. He thought he had his life figured out, but now he
was questioning everything.

Back in 1899 when he was first found by Trick he had lost everything and could barely function,
his wolf was so filled with grief, but then he’d found his purpose again and pledged himself to his
King. Through his service he found his path, his career, his best friend and he thought the
woman of his dreams. Now, everything was shifting again with no safe haven to be found.

Trick was keeping secrets from him, secrets about Kenzi, and while he had confessed to some
of it he knew he was holding back. He knew there was more to know and if he could just find out
what was happening he could maybe save his own sanity.

“Alright my friend, sit down and I’ll tell you what’s happening. I could use your advice.”

Finally.

“When Kenzi went against the Norn she was infected with something in her collections room.
The infection started in her arm and has worked its way up and across her upper chest now.
She is beginning to weaken and I worry greatly about what will happen once it reaches her heart
which should be any day now.”

No! This was his fault, if he hadn’t… but if he hadn’t then Bo would have…. NO!

“Do you have any idea what this is?” If anyone had an idea it would be Trick. The Blood King
had been around for so long he had seen pretty much everything.

“No. I have never seen its like before and I’ve exhausted my own resources without luck. Kenzi
and I have begun to search the Library at the Compound, but so far we have come up empty
there as well. There are tentative plans in place to go to Vex if need be to get help from the Dark



if we don’t find anything by the end of this week.” They had done so much already that they
were about to start looking towards the Dark for help? Why was he only being told now?

“How can I help?” There had to be something he could do, his inner wolf was howling in rage
and despair.

“Right now there is nothing you can do. There may come a time soon when I need you to help
me contain the situation but for now all I need from you is for you to keep your ears open and let
me know if you hear any rumblings about this. If the news of a Fae infected human were to
spread there could be pandemonium we could ill afford right now. Though I could use your
advice on how to handle Kenzi. She has become more and more despondent of late though she
has tried to keep a positive attitude in place, and shows fleeting excitement at any hint of
progress. I worry that her mental state has begun to deteriorate.”

“I will have to think about it, most of what I know brings her joy is superficial at best. Bo would
be better equipped to answer this for you.” What did he really know that brought her joy beyond
pizza and violent video games. Dressing up and becoming someone else seemed to bring a
smile to her face but he doubted that would really help her now. He rarely saw her when there
wasn’t a crisis in the making, or something more pressing on his time. Why didn’t he know
more?

“Bo is unaware of Kenzi’s current troubles and will remain so for as long as we continue to have
hope. Kenzi only wants her informed if it comes down to there being no other choice or the
choice it taken from our hands.”

That conversation had turned him all around for days, he had racked his brain searching for any
hint of what he could do to help lift Kenzi’s spirits and found nothing. Which in turn led to him
thinking about every interaction he ever had with the little human, and what he recalled left him
both heavy hearted and angry with himself. Time after time he could recall her being there for
him, having his back, but he could only remember brushing her off and turning his back to her in
favor of spending more time with Bo.

He had thought he couldn’t feel any worse than he already had until he opened his door the
night before to the sight of a truly bedraggled and worried Trick, a sight he had not seen in quite
some time.

“Is she here?” She? She who? Honestly he was swimming in troublesome females at the
moment and not in the fun way that he used to enjoy.He had not seen Trick look so panicked in
a while, normally nothing could get under his thick skin.

“Kenzi. Is she here?”

“Why would Kenzi be here?” She was supposed to be safely at Bo’s while he wallowed in his
own misery trying to figure out how he’d missed this. When he was wounded no matter how well
he hid it she was always able to tell, always willing to stand by him. When the time came for him
to return the favor he had failed spectacularly, too distracted by others in his life.



“She and Bo had a falling out of sorts, I didn’t get all the details but suffice it to say there has
been a bit of a misunderstanding, we need to find her. I thought she might come to you for
shelter but it would appear I was wrong.” Kenzi had left Bo? Bo had left Kenzi? Kenzi was
missing? His wolf was howling in wounded rage, he had only just begun to accept the place the
small human had carved for herself in his heart, she couldn’t be gone so soon.

“I’ll search too. I read her police file when she first became part of our world. I'll check some of
her old haunts. If she’s trying to avoid Bo she might run back to her human territories.”

The phone rang pulling him out of his memories and back to the nightmare that had become his
constant state. He had stopped pacing and was standing in front of his bay windows almost in a
trace watching the moon light the night sky.

“Hello?”

“Dyson? I need a favor, it’s Kenzi.”

“Sure Trick, whatever you need.” He would do anything for Kenzi, he had failed her before but
maybe now he could start honoring her place in his life. She was pack, and she would explain to
his face why she ran from them all. Didn’t she know he would help her?

XXXXXXXXXX

Trick felt like he was rubbing the skin off his face as he tried to wake himself up enough to focus
again on the book in front of him, but there was still nothing to see of any consequence. The
stack of potentially useful texts was dwindling down to nothing and if he still had no result by the
time the weekend came he was going to have to enact the final solution and go to Vex. It would
probably be easier if Kenzi did the asking, the two of them seemed to share a bond of
troublemaking and rabble rousing, but he was afraid that by the time it came down to that she
would be in no shape to speak with anyone.

He had finally managed to get Kenzi shuffled off to a safe place with Dyson’s help, the
Compound dungeons were no place for a human. Or rather no place for a human who had done
no harm, some humans truly did belong in that dreadful place, some Fae as well if he was being
honest. Hopefully being tucked away in a safe place would help her regain some of her missing
fire, if she was going to survive this she was going to need to get some of her fight back and
they all knew it.

The only good thing to come of this was that it seemed that Dyson was beginning to understand
his feelings towards the girl and he may even be letting go of the feelings he thought he held for
Bo. After Dyson had agreed without hesitation to house Kenzi for a few nights while he
continued to search for answers Lachlan made mention that he too had noticed the change in
the young wolf.



“Care to make a wager Trick?” Normally he would be all for a friendly bet, but at the moment all
he could focus on was his failure to come up with even a stopgap for their current problems.
The answers they needed were a tickle on the tip of his tongue, he knew it was there and it was
so simple he just couldn’t see it.

“What did you have in mind?” Maybe a wager would take his mind off of how meekly Kenzi had
submitted to being shuffled off to be with Dyson.

“I wager that Dyson will be the first to admit his true feelings for the girl.” Ha! He said it once and
he would say it again. Ha!

“You are delusional old friend, Kenzi is clearly the one with the most courage of the two. She will
clearly be the first to speak.”

“If those are your true feelings why not make it interesting? Loser owes the winner one future
favor no questions asked?” A favor owed by the Ash could be quite useful depending on how
this situation ended for them all.

“Deal.” Kenzi might have need of such a favor someday soon, and he would have no troubles
with offering it to her. No questions asked.

He hoped they would be able to find the means to save Kenzi, the girl was getting weaker, her
smiles more strained and while she never said it they all were thinking along the same lines.
There was only so much a human can take.

CHAPTER 7 - REVELATIONS



Dyson sat in the quiet darkness of his loft just staring at the human sleeping in his bed, she had
been as against taking his bed as she had been against staying in his apartment. She had won
neither argument. He couldn’t stand the dark circles under her eyes, the shiver that never
seemed to leave her body even under every blanket he owned, the hunched shoulders as she
gazed around her in disbelief. What was so unbelievable? That he had opened his home to her?
Didn’t she understand yet, she was pack, she was his. She was Kenzi.

Kenzi. It still boggled his mind how this fragile, opinionated, spunky little person had so
insinuated herself in his life and his heart. After she had gotten his love back he’d tried to make
everything within himself go back to the way it had been before. But, for some inexplicable
reason every time he thought about things, genuinely sat down and reviewed his life over the
past two years it wasn’t Bo who dominated his mind. It was Kenzi.

Crazy, stupid, human Kenzi.

The girl who kept his secrets after the incident with the Gorgon blood, the girl who refused to
admit fear even as Basilisk poison raged through her system. The girl who took on a creature all
Fae feared just to make him whole again. Thinking back over his long life he couldn’t remember
any other soul who had risked so much for him without the promise of something in return. As
she began to stir he moved quickly towards the kitchen to start breakfast. Something told him
they would need good food and even better coffee for this conversation.

XXXXXXXXXX

Kenzi woke the way she always wanted to. To the smell of coffee and bacon. Did Bo bang a Fae
chef last night? Just like that, that one thought brought everything rushing back. Bo, Lauren,
Lochlan, Trick, Dyson.

Oh Christ, Dyson, he was going to want an explanation and she wouldn’t be able to give him
one without the other. He was gonna be so pissed and maybe even a little hurt that she hadn’t
asked him for help when she’d asked Trick or even when she’d asked the Ash and heaven
forbid he ever find out that the contingency plan had been Vex instead of him. Shaking her head
a little to clear it she sat up to greet the day. She’d learned a long time ago that regret and
second guessing never really changed anything … except you.

Looking towards the kitchen she froze staring transfixed at the sight of a shirtless Dyson
cooking. She knew she should look away, this was Bo’s Dyson after all, but she just couldn’t. If
she let herself admit it she knew she’d been halfway to falling for the fur ball since he pinky
promised not to leave her in the hands of Lauren and her evil cronies at that Fae hospital.

She’d always pushed it aside, always called it something else, gratitude, friendship,
something… anything but that one thing she could never say out loud. She knew that if she ever
said it, ever gave voice to that tiny whisper in her heart all it would do is cause pain and



heartbreak all around. Dyson belonged with Bo, end of story. In fact it was such an end, as to be
no story at all. Over. Zip. Zero.

XXXXXXXXXX

Dyson had just finished the final touches on their meal when he looked back to find Kenzi sitting
up and staring at him with some emotion close to pain in her eyes. Then just as quickly it was
gone almost as though it had never been. Replaced by her signature Kenzi smile, even though
it was a little weaker than it usually was, the light of it was still there.

He gave a little half wave telling her to come on over to the counter to eat. As she walked
towards him in her usual energetic sway of hips he nearly became transfixed before he dug
down deep enough to find the will needed to turn away and fix them both a cup of coffee.
Turning back he found her already chowing down on a piece of bacon she’d snagged from the
plate. Pushing a cup towards her he took a deep breath to steady himself and gather his
thoughts and watched as she seemed to do the same.

“So I got the basics from Trick, care to elaborate on any of it for me?” He watched her close her
eyes and take a deep breath almost like she was gearing up for battle before launching into a
long tale starting with her visit to the Norn.

The more he heard the darker his mood became. She’d been hurt helping him and when she’d
needed help in return she hadn’t wanted to worry him. That logic was just so… so… Kenzi. No
one else he knew would ever be able to navigate the twist and turns of Kenzi logic that was for
sure. By the time she’d finished telling him about her fight with Bo and the misunderstanding
with Lauren, going to the Ash for sanctuary though she called it something else and having
another run in with Lauren tears were freely streaming down her face. He let out a sigh of
frustration before trying to unravel everything.

He had known about the Norn in an abstract way, when Trick had been telling him about it he
had been clinical, it was all facts and what he needed and what was being done. Kenzi had
leaned more into the emotional rollercoaster of the whole thing. While she touched on the facts
her story was more about her emotions, her fear and pain and the fear of causing more pain to
the people she cared about. Every word she spoke about wanting to protect him sent spikes of
pain coursing through him, stabbing him in the heart.

“So where did the lie come in exactly?” That was one thread that had remained constant
throughout her retelling of events, periodic tangents to verbally eviscerate Lauren for lying to Bo.

“Which one? I lied to Bo and you about helping Trick with his books. Trick lied to everyone about
helping me with this, though I don’t know the details he had to have at least fudged things to
keep the both of you out so easily. Lauren told Bo that I had betrayed her by siding with the light
through another Fae, which so isn’t true. Before I left that day Bo told me that she hoped BK



was worth it, but I don’t know any BK hence the lie. Then yesterday she tore into me for
defecting from Bo to this BK who again who the frak is that. Lying skank!”

The last part had seemed to slip out as she thought about Lauren. Since he’d had similar
thoughts about the doctor over the course of his association with her he didn’t bother to try and
calm her down. Instead he tried to explain.

“Your lies and Tricks while misguided were at least well intentioned, though I would like to point
out that I could have and would have helped you in any way that I could. From now on, if there’s
trouble tell me, please. As for BK you do know him Kenzi we all do. Whenever you go to the
Ash’s compound you have to sign in not with your name, names have power, but your position;
your title. Since you're human you’ve never had to do that and neither has Bo since every time
she’s gone before it’s been at the invitation of someone from the compound. Since most Fae
titles are so long they cut it down  a few centuries ago to just initials. Trick is the Blood King and
he’s the one who took you there, even if he no longer acknowledges the position publicly that is
who he is. Bo just doesn’t know any more about the rules than you do so she assumed it was a
name not a title. Lauren knows the rules but doesn’t know who Trick is; she still believes he’s
just a proprietor of a way station which doesn’t afford him the rank necessary to get you to
where you’ve been going within the compound, so it would never have occurred to her who this
person is. BK is Trick.”

Dyson left Kenzi in his loft to try and sleep a little more. She’d wanted to go to the compound
and help Trick, but he’d seen how tired she really was and knew that what she really needed
was rest. Promising to go in her place and to report back everything they found he tucked her
into bed and set out to tackle the day.

He couldn’t wrap his mind around everything he’d learned. Especially about his own feelings for
Kenzi. For the longest time he’d been so sure that he belonged with Bo and no other, then these
feelings for the little human girl had snuck up on him and he just couldn’t seem to shake them.
Now though, her life seemed to be on the line and he would do everything in his power to try
and save her. Stepping into the Light Fae compound he took a deep breath to steady himself,
he had work to do.

XXXXXXXXXX

Kenzi was staring at herself in the mirror, trying to judge for herself if the marks had grown at all
that day, when Dyson finally returned from the compound. She had spent the day feeling
trapped in the loft while she knew why she couldn’t leave, if these babies started acting up she
needed to be somewhere she could be found fast, something about knowing she wasn’t allowed
to leave made her want to be anywhere but where she was.

“Did you guys find anything?” She tried not to sound desperate, but considering the situation
she didn’t feel so bad about failing at it.



“Not yet, I’m sorry Kenzi, but don’t worry we’ll find it.” He sounded so confident, so sure, she just
wished that she still felt that way.

“Promise?”

She watched him pause for a minute where he was setting out the food he’d brought back with
him. Something in her voice must have really given her away. He walked towards her stopping
only a few inches from her and stared into her eyes for a minute like he was looking for
something. Finally he lifted his hand between them and held out his pinky.

“Promise.” Smiling she wrapped her finger around his and held on for a minute for the first time
in a long time feeling safe and reassured.

“Now let’s eat, you have to keep your strength up.” She reached for her burger when it hit her
out of nowhere, it was like what she imagined being hit by lighting would be like. Her jaw tensed
shut as every muscle in her body seemed to lock all at once, before she felt her body begin to
fall towards the floor and shake.

XXXXXXXXXX

It was so simple, Trick wanted to slap himself for not looking here first. Every symptom fit, but it
had been so long since anyone had gone through this that the entire process had been
relegated to the land of myth. Looking around he started grabbing books and putting them into
his travel bag, he needed to get to Kenzi. Now.

“Trick you look frazzled, nothing serious I hope.” Any other day he would have paused and
engaged in some stress relieving banter with Lachlan but today he just pushed the open book
towards his friend and continued to pack.

“Oh, my.”

Oh my indeed. There really was no other response to a story from the days of old coming to life
before their eyes.

“This ought to liven things up considerably. I’ll meet you in the car.” He didn’t have time to argue,
and the other man’s presence might even be a boon if things didn’t go their way. For all of his
high and mighty ways Lachlan was strong and wise in his own way. They would need all the
help they could get.

XXXXXXXXXX

Lauren wasn’t sure what to do, after her conversation with Kenzi she had looked into the entire
thing more and what she found had not been what she thought she would. A chatty guard had
let slip not only why Kenzi had been coming to the compound, but also who had brought her
there in the first place. She needed to tell Bo, but how could she? Her running to Bo with
information had caused this situation, and now here she was with more information and a



burning need to share it, but a sickening dread that made her want to pretend like she’d never
heard any of it.

She needed to tell Bo.

But what if Bo blamed her for not asking enough questions before? Could she live with Bo
hating her? She couldn’t tell her.

She needed to tell Bo.

What if Kenzi died with Bo still mad at her? The guard she’d talked to hadn’t seemed all that
optimistic about her chances after all, but that could simply be because Kenzi is human. She
couldn’t take that chance.

She needed to tell Bo.

XXXXXXXXXX

Bo drove as fast as she could, even Lauren trying to reason with her did nothing to soothe her
nerves. Kenzi was sick, Kenzi had been sick for a while now. How could she have been so
stupid? Kenzi would never betray her; she should have known that. She lost faith in her sister
and now all she could do was pray that it wasn’t too late to fix it. Screeching to a halt in front of
the building she saw Trick and Lachlan just reaching for the door.

“Trick!” Jumping out and slamming her door she turned all her fury on the only target she had
besides herself. She heard Lauren following behind her but didn’t spare the other woman a
single glance. She knew that none of this was her fault, but she couldn’t help the rage that filled
her at the sight of her lover, the lover who had convinced her that Kenzi was leaving her.

“Bo…” She didn’t give anyone a chance to speak, she was done being lied to.

“How could you not tell me?”

“It wasn’t my place to tell you, she asked me to keep the matter private until we knew exactly
what was happening and I agreed.” She didn’t like his tone, and she was already itching for a
fight.

“Are you saying I didn’t have the right to know? This is Kenzi.” Her Kenzi. She had the right to
know and even if Kenzi didn’t tell her someone else damn well should have.

“Yes actually, it was Kenzi’s choice over who knew about what was happening to her. She chose
to keep things quiet until she could get a better handle on things and I respect her for it, you
should too.” She was getting ready to let him have it when someone started clapping behind
them. Jerking her head to the side she found Lachlan smiling at them still clapping.



“Bravo, bravo, very entertaining. Well done child, now if you’re done venting we do have a sick
girl to help, and look you even brought a doctor along how thoughtful.” She felt Lauren tense
behind her, but couldn’t bring herself to care.

“Why are you here Lachlan?” Finding a new direction for her fury she geared up. This one at
least she held no real feelings for, this one she could hurt.

“Not that I ever have to explain anything to you, but I happen to be quite fond of Kenzi, and
when Trick explained things I thought she might need someone to referee. And look I was right.”
His smug grin just ate at her self control.

“You know what’s happening to Kenzi? Well come on spill!” Why did everyone seem to know
more about Kenzi than she did? Weren’t they best friends?

“Did I not just say that I never have to explain anything to you?” Without another word the
infuriating man winked at Lauren before he pulled open the door and fled into the building where
Trick had already gone while she was distracted. What was happening? Why wasn’t anyone
telling her anything? Hearing Kenzi scream tore her from her self-pity party and sent her running
inside. Kenzi!

XXXXXXXXXX

Trick ran up the stairs as fast as he could, the screams growing in volume as he ascended. He
didn’t bother to knock; he simply let himself into Dysons’ apartment and what he found there
broke his heart.

Dyson was sitting on the floor, his wolf in his eyes doing nothing to hide his panic. Kenzi was in
his arms, convulsing her muscles locked in place as her entire body contorted in pain.

“Help her!” He would, he knew what to do now.

CHAPTER 8 - WAKE ME UP



Bo had barely made it through the door with Lauren right at her back when Trick began yelling
orders to the doctor.

“She’s burning up! Laruen get some ice we need to put her in a cold bath, try to even her out a
bit.”

Seeing she wasn’t needed for this, too many hands could be just as dangerous as not enough
at times, she rounded on Lachlan. She would get her explanation.

“What did you mean you won’t explain anything to me! You know what’s wrong with Kenzi and
you had better start talking.”

Dyson who had been pacing ever since he’d been pushed out of the way in favor of Lauren
seemed to perk up at her words.

“You know what’s happening to Kenzi?” For some reason Dyson managed to get an answer
while she was ignored to the point that Lachlan actually turned his back on her. It was like he
had a vendetta against her or something.

“Yes, Trick was nice enough to explain, or should I say he was nice enough to shove a book in
my hands before running out the door as fast as his little legs would carry him. When our dear
brave Kenzi went to the Norn she came into contact with the blood of an Omega wolf. Since
Dyson already understands I think I’ll go see if there’s anything left for me to help with.” As he
pushed passed them she turned her confused gaze on Dyson.

“Alright, What am I missing?” She had asked for an explanation and instead she’d been given
riddles. Word play was not the kind of play she was into.



“When the blood of an Omega touches the skin of a human that human becomes an Omega
wolf.” He almost sounded dazed as he spoke, like he’d been hit on the head with the words
instead of just listening to Lachlan yammer on.

“What? Why?” That didn’t make any sense, other than vampires the rule of Fae seemed to be
you either were one from birth or you weren’t one at all. How could Kenzi just become some
kind of Fae, and wolf Fae at that?

“Back in the old days it was a form of retribution. The only way to get Omega blood on you was
by killing one. If you took the life of an Omega then you became one to replace it. The Omegas
were wiped out over a thousand years ago and I never thought it was possible to store their
blood. I was wrong it seems.”

She watched Dyson pace away from her but couldn’t be bothered to call him back, her head
was too full of so many questions. If there weren’t any other Omega wolves what did that mean
for Kenzi? If killing an Omega made you an Omega how did they get wiped out at all? Was
whoever or whatever it was going to come after Kenzi now that she was becoming this mythical
wolf thing? What did all of this mean for Kenzi, and more importantly what did all of this mean
for her and Kenzi?

XXXXXXXXXX

Dyson could barely function with his head so full of noise. Kenzi was becoming a wolf. Kenzi
was becoming an Omega wolf. In the lore of the packs the omega was seen as special as a
miracle sent to bless the pack and help to guide their path. They were strong but kind, their will
their own never subjected to the orders of the alpha. To even meet an omega was meant to
herald wondrous times on the horizon, but now all he could think of was how he wished they
had remained myth.

As he watched Kenzi fight for every breath, as she convulsed and screamed in his arms, as he
muscles locked and her back bowed all he wanted more than anything was to take her pain
away and make it all as it used to be. Before the Norn, before all this confusion set into his
mind. Now he knew it would never be the same again, she would be forever altered by one
stupid, simple, human choice made out of love and kindness.

A long low hiss had him turning towards the others to see Kenzi being lowered into the water
and he had to fight his every instinct to stop them, stop this. Take away her hurt and turn her
back into the fun loving human she had always been before she met them. Before she met him.

He stood in the doorway of his spacious bathroom and stared at Kenzi. Trick and Lauren had
put her in his tub and filled it with ice water, she should have been freezing, but even from this
distance he could tell she was burning up. Glancing at Trick he knew what the problem was, she
was human. Not so much in her body anymore, but her mind was very human. She needed to
let her wolf merge with her human side, but didn’t know how. If she fought it too long or too hard



she would kill herself. Yanking off his jacket he bent down to unlace his boots. She needed help.
She needed him.

Once he was down to nothing but skin, she would need to truly feel him, he carefully eased her
forward before slipping into the icy water behind her. Cradling her shivering body to his he tried
talking to her, if she was going to survive this she was going to need to let go. To trust him, and
he wasn’t sure that she did, not enough anyway, at every complication she turned towards
others for help, never once coming to him. Hopefully she would follow him now, or they might
just lose her to the abyss within.

XXXXXXXXXX

Lachlan saw Dyson start to undress and had to fight not to smile. If Dyson didn’t wolf up and
admit his feelings soon he was going to lose the bet he made with Trick, as informal as it was.
He’d bet that Dyson would admit his love to Kenzi, while Trick believed that the little human
would find her courage long before the wolf and be the first to voice her feelings for him. Their
love for one another was painfully obvious, but never more so than when Dyson got into that
freezing water with Kenzi cradled to his chest.

Watching him cradle the thrashing girl to him and hold her while whispering soothing nonsense
into her ears peppered in with assurances of her strength and the belief in better tomorrows was
both nauseating and inspiring in its own way. Glancing towards the door he saw the storm
brewing in the eyes of his least favorite succubus and smiled.

Some would think him petty for holding a grudge against the unaligned Fae, but the very fact of
her existence in her un-anchored state made him want to grind his teeth in frustration. She
needed to choose a side and perhaps now that her beloved Kenzi would soon be made to
choose a side of her own the girl would finally hop off that fence she loved so much and declare
herself.

Only time would tell.

XXXXXXXXXX

Bo tried to tell herself that Dyson was just being Dyson. Helping people came naturally for him,
but she couldn’t hold on to that. Watching him hold her, whisper to her, stroke her hair, it was
beyond obvious that he loved her. She had come here so full of anger and now she was just
tired, she wanted to curl up and close her eyes to sleep for years.

“So what are you two together now?” The startled look on his face just dragged her further down
into her own pit of despair, he’d forgotten she was even in the room, he had never forgotten her
before.

“Bo I think you should go.”



“What?” She couldn’t believe Trick was kicking her out. He was her grandfather, shouldn’t he be
on her side. She had every right to be upset. Didn’t she? She didn’t want to leave Kenzi, she
didn’t want to leave Dyson, and more to the point she didn’t want to leave Kenzi and Dyson
together. Lauren might have been wrong before about Kenzi leaving her for another Fae, but
she didn’t think she would stay wrong for much longer. Not if she left.

“This transformation will be hard enough on Kenzi, and without the influence of Dyson’s wolf she
may not make it. He can’t be distracted.” Oh well that sounded practical. She was a big
distraction for Dyson. Turning away she walked out secure in the knowledge that she hadn’t
really seen what she thought. Dyson and Kenzi would never do that to her, they loved her.
Dyson and Kenzi were just really good friends that was all, there was nothing to worry about,
once everything was better she would apologize to Kenzi for jumping to conclusions, they would
share a pint of ice cream and everything would be as it was before.

XXXXXXXXXX

Dyson held Kenzi for hours as the war within her raged. As her perfectly painted nails flashed to
claws and back again leaving blood caked across her skin. As each deep shuddering breath
revealed cute little fangs instead of pearly white teeth. As every third wheeze for air turned into
a low growl of pain.

He told her that it would all be alright all she had to do was relax. Let go. That he wouldn’t let
anything bad happen to her. All the while he prayed that he wasn’t lying to her, that everything
truly would be fine once she completed her first embrace of her wolf. The truth was he wasn’t
sure, while being a wolf was something innate to him, he wasn’t sure how the transition from
human to animal would really work for her. He hoped he would be able to help her bridge the
gap he knew was widening by the second, but he just wasn’t sure.

Finally he watched her beautiful ice blue eyes flash glowing with molten swirling silver before
she fell into an exhausted sleep. It was over. She was Omega.

He watched everyone slowly leave as he got a now warm and dry Kenzi tucked into bed. Lauren
was following after the Ash apologizing over and over for running to Bo with Light Fae business.
He studiously ignored her pleas for forgiveness, he wasn’t even sure why she hadn’t left with Bo
though it might be that the Ash wasn’t the only one upset with her about what her little act of
tattling had caused. Trick trudged out grumbling about a bet and still being in the game. He paid
them no attention at all; every ounce of his focus was on Kenzi. The girl he nearly lost. The girl
he loved. There he admitted it, he’d fought long and hard to deny it, but he knew it was true.
Now he could only hope he didn’t lose her to regrets, or resentment. He was to blame for what
she had become, and one day she would realize it too. Realize that what she had done for him
wasn’t worth the price she paid.



“Dyson?” The sound of her voice made his heart stop. She sounded raspy, her throat still sore
from hours of screaming and struggling to find control where there was no control to be found.

“Yeah Kenzi?” He knew she should be sleeping but he also knew what it was to have too many
questions swirling around in your brain to be able to just drop off and sleep no matter how tired
your body was.

“What am I gonna do now?”

“Well, you’re gonna stay here with me and I’m gonna teach you all about being a wolf. The rest
we’ll deal with when it becomes a problem. Deal?” He held his breath for her answer.

“Deal.” With that she fell back into a restful sleep. Leaning down he kissed her forehead before
curling up next to her in the dark.

“I love you Kenzi.” With that sleep reached up to overtake him.

The End


