Tenner: The season was over for him; it had come and gone with out mating. He couldn’t do it again but he would if needed, this time he was going to wait for the one he had chosen as a mate. That man was Matthieu and he prayed that he would come out fine from the current problems that where happening. Until then he had something or someone else he wanted to help. Raphael told him what happened to Tristan, his heart was caring and kind so it wasn’t hard for him want to help the boy. It had nothing to do with who his father was; it was who Tenner was and his nature.

He looked around walking into the room that held Tristen, his liquid blue eyes reflected the sad-ness for the condition and pain the boy had suffered, he knew it would continue Tristan would continue to suffer as long as he stayed like this. Moving slowly closer he pushed his hair back over his pointed ears letting them show, he had thought long and hard about what he would do to help Tristan and what he would say. “Tristan?” His voice was soft and soothing, like a mother's would be.

Tristan: My room isn't a room that visitors can enter.  I've been placed under solitary care, as I haven't really done much moving since they brought me in and calmed me down with a sedative.  

I feel numb all over, which is probably good, but as a result of feeling numb, it's hard to even open my eyes.  I can hear the doctors come in and out and I do put him a struggle but it's easy for them to just inject me with more pain killers and sedatives until they figure out what's wrong.

I hear a voice that doesn't belong to one of my doctors and I turn my head, opening one eye to get a good look at Tenner before shutting it again.  There are a lot of nurses here with voices like his.

"Go away." I mutter.

Tenner: He moved closer to the bed and shook his head. “I can’t do that Tristan. I am here to help you.” He moved so you could get a good look at him. His flam read hair and liqud blue eyes, not to mention the pointed ears. “I can feel your pain Tristan I am here to take your pain away so you can live freely, or do you want to continue to live in pain.” He smiled softly moving his wings fluttering them and opening them in to they could be in view as well. 

“You see I am a magical creature, a fairy. We could hear your suffering and cries. I was sent to take that pain away.” He watched you. “Will you allow me to help you, we only want to grant you a wish that we can give.” That had been a well thought out and planed lie, the only way he got away with it was cause he wasn’t looking at you in the eyes.

Tristan:

Magical creatures aren't exactly on my list of people to be greatful to.  All I hear in that sentence is 'magical'.  Carda was magical but in a bad way and this boy, Tenner, shows up in my room without any doctor and claims to be a fairy.  I'm hallucinating.

"I don't need your help.  Go away." I squeeze my eyes shut.  If I do that he might disappear and I can go back to sleep, where I will forget about all of this.

Tenner:

“Please Tristan let me help you. Raphael wants you to get well but nothing can be done unless I help you. They all feel anger and pain; they can’t stand to see someone so young and beautiful suffer like this. That is my job to ease the suffering for all young if it’s in my power.” He sighed softly watching you and your bitterness. “I can feel how your pain is, your distrust because of what happened. I can’t erase the memories but I can take away the pain of what was done. Don’t you want to be able to leave here? Don’t you want to be able to live freely again?” He looked away and down.

“Please it wont take long, I want to help you. Let me ease the pain, not all magical creatures are cruel and harmful. I know what you looked like before, don’t you want that again? I know that you where a model please let allow me to just do this for you.” He moved and held out his hand. “All you have to do is place your hand in mine. Then all this pain Carda created will be erased, then I will disappear for my job will have been done. And you never have to be bothered again.” His voice was full of compassion and a naïve innocent. He meant everything he was telling you though he never told you he was your father’s lover.

“Please?”

Tristan:

To be able to look like I had before.  The expression on the doctor's face while he was looking at me for the first time.  "I'm poisoned.  My cuts... are poisoned.  If you touch me, you will get it, too." And I would't care most likely but the pain that I feel from all these cuts hurts.

But the vain, greedy side of me wants to look like how I had before this happened, before I met Carda, before my mother died, before Harrison was taken away from me.  I wish I could erase the passed and make it the way that I want it.  His pleas are making me fall to the edge, the edge of not knowing what is right or wrong anymore.  I just know what I want.

I reach out slowly, hesitantly, to take his hand.

Tenner: His hands where warm and soothing as he placed his other hand over yours. “And I take it away so you can live, and be free of the poison that Carda has instilled.” He closed his eyes and his hands warmed even more as his father’s empathic gift started to work, he thought nothing but the poison, the cuts, the pain being removed from your body and placed on his. Its what he could do to ease your pain as much as he could. 

He gasped lightly as slowly your cuts started showing up on his body, his face, his own beauty being mared by what Carda had done to you. Removing his shaking hands he gripped the bed now. “Its done.. Remove the gauze and see.”  He moved away from the bed shaking, he didn’t have any drugs and his body was working to try and heal him self but he knew it would work.

Tristan: There are a few very long moments of warmth and as he works, I can feel my face grow hot, my chest grow hot, and everything else that was injured by Carda, heal. 

He doesn't need to tell me to take my bandages off because I can already feel it.

There's just one problem.  I'm still drugged and in an unmoving like state.  It took a lot of strength to just pick up my arm to touch his.  I blink, feeling tired still, my eyes falling closed.

"Thank-you." I say but it's barely audible.  I don't thank people very often at all.

Tenner: He smiled weakly feeling the pain. “Your welcome Tristan, tell… Raphael I am sorry. It was something I had to do. He might be able to block the memories as well.” He backed away slowly shimmering out as his own powers where flickering. ~My name is Tenner.. live a good life.~

The voice in your mind was warm and soothing into you rest, hopefully with out nightmares. He disappeared to his loft where he crawled into bed to hide from the world and Raphael’s wrath for what he did.

Life turned rapidly into hell, his body was being consumed by the poison quicker than he expect. What had it been a few hours after he helped Tristan, this was hell complete hell. He literally crawled into the bathroom where he was sick a few times before just laying there near the toilet. This was worse than being pregnant, sadly no one but Tristan knew what he had done. Well Carda would be happy, he completed his goal in making him suffering because if this isn’t suffering then nothing was. The pain came and went but not long enough for him too much at all. He managed to turn on the water for the bathtub, it was cold freezing due to him burning so hotly his body glinted with sweat.

Rolling into the bathtub full of cold water he shivered out of pain not the cold. Though it was steaming when it reached around his skin. Shivering he clutched him self looking at the steam though what was left of his vision. He felt his skin sizzle and stream for a moment knowing it was a tear, but children where precious and he needed to be saved. No one else was doing it and he didn’t want to see Tristan die. Yet now he wasn’t going to be around for Matthieu when the man got out of jail. Sleep his only escape was the darkness of dreamscape, the dream world that he could escape to. It would leave his body unprotected but he wasn’t doing much as it was currently so what would it matter now.

He had gotten Raphael’s note the other day but the man wasn’t back yet, so he took the chance to do what he did. Moving so it and toeing the release for the shower he almost screamed in pain as the freezing spray of water hit him. Dreamscape was the only thing left for him now, abandon his body. His very body which was becoming useless to him or anyone. As he closed his eyes slowly he whimpered. <I>I am sorry Matthieu, I am sorry Raphael.. Billie, my children…</I> He had failed them all but at lest he could watch over them from the dreamland. His body working on its own as his mind fell into darkness. It was working every which was to rid its self of the poison that ran its terror through his veins. 

After a few more hours’ flames licked his skin and hair, even with the water still raining down on him the fire spread and avoided the water. It was too hot at this point to even be other by it, the flames disappeared into his body for only a fraction of a moment before exploding in a roaring madness, his sleeping body stayed in the center of the sudden chaos as the Loft and building quickly went up in heat scarlet flames. He wouldn’t die unless the poison killed him, but his body’s fire now acted on is own until he woke to control it. If he could control it at that point, the sounds of people escaping from the building where heard echoing into his mind, his hair moved in the heat. Far away sirens of fire trucks could be heard.

The faded noises almost escaped him in the dream land, which he retreated to. There he was whole free of the illness he had taken from Tristan. Carrying a mirror he wandered freely amongst the dream like realm. There where small glowing wisps floating around him, dreams and thoughts of other people who where sleeping. Some of the dead who lingered, glancing at the mirror he looked at the damage his body was doing. Sadly he knew he couldn’t go back there just yet. The flames would die in a few days when his body ran out of energy to create them. Then he would simply waist away. Though the real him was here in dreamscape, no one would know because they couldn’t see or talk to him. 

But he could see them and whisper into their dreams suggestions and words of warmth and compassion. In away he missed this world that his fathers family knew so well, he could wander for years and never go in on place. Moving he found a tree to sit under listening to the whispers of the wisps that where around him. He peeked in on Matthieu watching him out of the mirror, his chest hurt as he watched the man, and he felt the tears fall down his cheeks. He was sorry for what he had done, but it had to be done. It was a must for him. He would stay like this forever until his mind and spirit permanently stayed in this place. Then he would be nothing more than a ghost in their dreams, at lest it allowed him to still help guide their lives.

Mister Raphael. That's a bit better, but not completely, but I can't complain too much right. "You and your brother." I pause for a moment. "It would be best for you not to get involved. The bad man has dealt with fallen angels and demons all before. He learned from one of the best." I frown thinking about that. 

"It's best not to tempt the fates with such things. You run the risk of making things worse." I don't even want to think about upsetting balances or anything of the sort. 

Carda can killed. There's no stipulations, there's no Franco, but it's a matter of Carmello letting it happen. 

"I'll figure out what to do about your mother, hopefully." I don't know what to say. "Where's your brother?"

He nodded slowly. “Me and my twin bother mister Raphael.” He pouted a bit and looked at you. “Why not? He hurt Mother, by what he did to Mother’s mate. No one is allowed to hurt our mother.” He had a dangerous tone to his voice when he stated that, he was dead set on making sure those who ever dared about hurting his mother paid with a slow and painful death. He could think of a few things to do already.

“You’re going to help Mother?” He smiled and looked over his shoulder. “He’s in there with the Boogan’s, I came out even if they said not to.” He looked at you again and smiled. “Are you going to help us too? When to get to see Matthieu? I want to meet him.”

"Because he would hurt you both." I say simply. It's not a chance that I'm willing to take. Children of fallen angels or not. "My brother asked you to watch over you and your brother..." It seems that everyone I'm asked to watch over does whatever the hell they wants and doesn't really want to listen to anyone, especially me and then they find themselves in deep shit. 

Do we see a trend here? 

"You'll meet Matthieu soon enough." I look towards the building then towards Akaios. "I'm going to try to help you, but if I'm going to help you, you're going to have to do as I say."

He looked at you and nodded very slowly. “Oh, okay. Your brother asked? He must really care about Mother.” He smiled giggling lightly almost fluttering, he gave a soft sigh looking all dreamy. “I wish I can find a mate like that.” He looked back you and slowly nodded.

“Okay, is he as nice as mother states?” He smiled at you watching you follow where he looked. “Okay, I can do that!” He nodded firmly and smiled. “Don’t know about my brother but I can talk him into doing what you tell us Mister Raphael.” Meaning he would either threaten or actually beat him up. “Mister Raphael, sir? What happens when my brother and I go into season like mother?”

Mate? I don't even want to talk about that. Nope. I didn't hear that. I don't want to burst his bubble and who knows what's going on with him and Tenner. 

"Yes." And no. Matthieu has his moments. 

"Good so you two are in there." I don't know what's safest for the two of them. I blink. 

Season. Oh God. 

"We get you nice flesh toned dildo's that vibrate."

He smiled at you and bounced. “Do we get to come with you, Mister Raphael sir?” He smiled moving his wings a bit just shifting them really. He nodded at you smiling a bit. “Yes we stay in the freehold until mother comes back, or Matthieu comes to pick us up. That’s what mother said to us.. well me cause I am the smartest and brightest one.” He grinned almost too innocently.

“Whats that?” He blinked not knowing what you said he was getting, he blinked at you with a confused and blank look.

Come home. "I don't..." I don't live in London. I don't even stay in England. I'm going to strangle him. I'm going to think of ways to kill my brother. 

"No you're not coming with me, not yet." I have to figure out what to do. I don't think I can stay at the freehold and with Carda out there. I don't want to think about it. 

"Smartest and brightest?" I think on it. "Right." I don't know if I believe that one. 

"When the time comes I'll show you and your brother."

“Oh, so we stay here?” He listened you then blinking pouting. “What you don’t believe me?!” He huffed and pouted cutely. “I am the smartest and the brightest! Really I am Mister Raphael.” He looked at you and nodded. “Okay, your going to teach us all about it too?” He smiled looking innocent and cute.

Welcome to your new life, hell.

Ahriman

"For now. Just give me a day or two, ok?" I arched my brow at the pouting. "Rule two. Pouting does not work, neither do threats or promises of death." 

"Well, it's hard to say that when I haven't met your brother yet. He might have something to say about that." I smirk a bit. 

"Eh...." Birds and Bees. I catch myself before I start cursing. 

"I suppose so." I look at him for a moment. "But for right now no talking to strangers. No walking off with anyone or anything."

He nodded a gain listening. “Okay, don’t worry I’ll make sure we stay put.” He started the pouting all over again, you could just see him formulating a plan to find out what he could push to get his way and what he cant. “Heeeey I wouldn’t threaten you.” He nodded firmly meaning it, and then he smiled.

“Ahriman is a wimp you could pin him to the floor easily. Then keep him there until he screams mercy!” He grinned flashing a peace sign, like he wasn’t the one that did that to his brother. “Okay, but you’re a stranger too in away. You know mother and you know his mate.” He nodded and smiled at you. “Okay I get to tell Ahriman this too right?”

"Good." That's all I needed to know. I don't want them getting in trouble. It's the last thing I need. Right now I need a soak in a nice hot tub. I could deal with that. That and a nice long nap. Maybe when I wake up this nightmare will be over. I see the plan formulating, but I'm going to have to put the kabosh on that. 

"I see." I'll see how Ahriman is and go from there. "Yes, I know, but I'm going to try and help." I reach back undoing the clasp of the chain around my neck. Pulling the chain out from under my shirt there's a crucifix on the end of it. "It was my aunts. She gave it to me when I was fourteen." I press it into his hand. "It's the best I can do on trust." I've never taken it off. 

'Yes, tell your brother everything."

He smiled at you, knowing there is a plan working there. “Thank you for helping mother.” He smiled at you then blinked looking at the crucifix.  Looking at you he seemed yet again confused. “You don’t have to give us anything. Really” He looked up at you again. “I will, I’ll tell him your rules too.” He smiled at you nodding, moving he put the crucifix around his neck so he wouldn’t lose it.

"I know, but I want to." It's one of those things I need to do. Helps make me make a commitment to it. 

"All right, I'll see you in a day or so, ok?"

“okay.” He smiled then moved giving you a slight hug, turning he headed into the building towards the freehold waving. “Okay, in a day or so! Don’t forget!” Giggling he ran through the building causing little dusty piles and into the free hold to tell his brother all about you.

