Everyone needs a hobby or two. Generally, spending money and chasing men have been mine. Nude sunbathing and salsa dancing are also on the list. 

Its early evening and I've gone to the club Storm told me about. I have a secret motive. My adorable little splurny husband has decided he wants to become king of the fairies and do it by hacking off gramma. Personally, I think he and I should just start our own Internet porn network or something but I want to make Sigurd happy. 

So kingdom conquest it is. First thing we need our allies and resources. Where would be a better place to start than making friends among the greater supernatural community and insidiously lying to them all, pronouncing ourselves as the Queen of Shadows and her consort, the Butterfly King. After all, if -they- believe us, eventually it will become true. 

So I settle down at a table and start looking around with a crafty smile.

After a long walk the last couple nights I've begun to realize some things. Even though I'm not sure where to go from here...backup plans aren't something I specialze in...I just have the one. 

Catching a scent in the air I follow it, it's her scent, Godiava's scent. The long and winding ways lead to a club and I enter..sniffing the air I sense much magic about. I'm sure I stand out maybe this wasn't a good idea
It wasn’t too busy today, still he was busy him self. Waiting on customers and the dancers making sure everyone is happy. Dressed in black leather pants that look like a second skin, it left nothing for the imagination. His boots here punk styled and up to his knees, his shirt was black mesh that was open from his chest down to his waist where it hung over his hips. His hair was done up rather interesting almost punkish and he had slight make up on, mostly just eye liner to bring out his eyes. 

He saw a new pair over at a table and after severing some drinks to the others he wandered over nodding to the both of them. “Afternoon. May I take your drink order?” He was sexy; he had his father’s sex appeal and apparently his mother’s moves. Though he didn’t know his mother and his father Jer told him that she was already dead. Though he dripped with sex from every part of his body, and his movements where just as good as the dancers.

"Dev!" Tossing my hair back, I award my new friend a warm smile and then glance backwards at the stage. Okay, so this probably isn't my incredible hulk hunk's sort of place. But damnit.. 

"Sit down. Or else." I wiggle my eyebrows at Dev and then the rest of me wiggles too. Drink order? 

Oh look, what a pretty thing. I smile at Aurelien. "A Bloody Mary for my friend and I'll take a Screaming Orgasm with some tequila shooters."

Smiling, I laugh that deep Hungarian laugh that is all my own, "Ah, Lady Godiva we meet again." Your charm is infectious, almost as infectious as mine. But then again you are a bodacious fairy and have an advantage in spirit if not figure. 

"Well if you insist." I chuckle offering no resistance I sit beside you. Tin Man she called me last time. That's a first, never had a nickname applied to me before. We're alot alike perhaps she is a sister I new nothing about, shaking my head that is rediculous. Still she is fun, and I can use all that I can get. 

I smile at Aurelien too, catching the scent of him I notice the similarity between them, Hmmmm interesting. 

"Bloody Mary?" I chuckle. "I should've guessed your order." I smile and shake my head, it fits you what can I say.

He nodded and walked back to the bar with a walk that Jer called his mothers, his hips swayed with ever step. He got the drinks and a tequila bottle to create the shooters. Everything else was ready for him. He was good and doing some tricks with bottles mostly lighting them on fire and flipping them around and catch them ready to pour. 

Once he had the drinks ready he walked back over setting everything down for both of them. He moved taking the tequila bottle and flipped it behind him before sitting it down. “Any woman who can drink Tequila gets the full bottle.” He winked smiling; yeah his charm gets him some nice tips. He figured that was something he got from his mother, because his father has the charm of a limp noodle. Sadly the bottle had no worm that had been fished out for some other interesting after closing hours. That had been fun pouring all the tequila out to fish out the damn thing. 

He didn’t like Tequila so it was all-good. “I am Aurelien, and if you need anything flag me down.” He spun the tray in his hand and headed back to the bar passing a few tables to check up on them and refill drinks.

"If you are good, then later we can find a girl named Mary and make her bloody." I squeeze Dev's knee under the table but my eyes follow that cute little hiney attached to a waiter. He's built like Sigurd and I haven't sexed up my hubby in a day or two. Note to self. Find Sigurd and have copious amounts of sex in the next twenty four hours. Hmm. Maybe I'll take Aurelien home with a ribbon around his neck, just for fun. 

But pleasure before pleasure. I smile at Dev and reach up, petting his face. "Why did you get so sad the other night? What makes the tin man feel like unlife is too hard?"

Chuckling at your words, "Godiva you have such fire in you." Such fire indeed, compells me to open up to you, perhaps it's your charm or..charms. I watch you look at the waiter and a soft curl forms at my lips..she doesn't know? Or maybe she does...kinkier than I suspected. A soft chuckle escapes my lips. 

Once your attention returns to me, I'm rather off guard at your directness, but reassured by your caresses. 

"I'm trying to decide what to do. It is difficult knowing my presence causes trouble for those I care about. I'm trying to sort out a way to make things right, but sometimes simplest choice is best yes?" Finding myself looking away, I return my attention back to you. "You know what I wished for..didn't you?" 

My gaze falls to the nape of your neck and I touch the vein there lightly, forbiden fruit.

Her hungry looks of his nice little butt did not go unnoticed, he worked his charm with other customers thankful that his father hasn’t shown up nor has Kellen walked into his work place. He think Kellen would have fainted if he found out what he did for a living, another reason he didn’t dance. 

Smirking he talked to the bar tender to send the madam a lap dance from one of their best dancers later before she leaves. Oh yeah he knew how to earn those tips.

"Dreams and wishes are what fairy princesses are all about, tin man." I don't pull away when he touches my throat which is unusual. Vampires typically annoy me, but Dev is so different. Or maybe I've become different. 

"Besides, being dead sucks. Apparently *I* was dead for eight months. I don't remember anything about it. My last memory was falling off a building and then waking up on a couch with my brother Storm staring at me. But its happened before. My family is cursed. DeLucians and Veluchis never die forever," I say within earshot of Aurelien.

I think on your words, "Dreams and wishes, lofty things for vampires.." Siging. 

Chuckling, "Well it doesn't suck all the time...just..some of the time." I laugh then turn serious. "So you cannot die? Amazing, I've never known a fairy before especially one that is a princess." But I have heard about them and know the details. "I know the feeling." I say resignedly, she didn't answer my question, perhaps she didn't know what I asked for.
He almost dropped his tray he was carrying over a table that was close by. He looked up and started at Dami before putting the drinks down with his own charm. He nearly ran over looking at them. “Excuse me, I am sorry I over heard something and well I wanted to know if was what you said. Did you say DeLucian?”

He glanced at the vampire as well then back to the woman. “May I ask what you name his Miss?”

"Can't stay dead which is almost worse because there's people like my father-" That's as far as I get before jumping in my seat and blinking at Aurelian. 

"Me? Damiana DeLucian."

I watch the interaction betweent the two of them. this could be fun. I smile.

The tray was dropped; he just let go of it as he stared at Daminana. “You.. you’re supposed to be dead.” He just started before snapping out of it, its not everyday that you see the person you been trying to talk to for a few months. “You had a child with Jer Sinclair right?” Oh yeah he was visibly pale and restraining from tackling his mother. His real mother.

“But Jer killed that child, for a demon. Do you remember that child? It was a little boy. Did you give him a name?” Oh gods he wanted to just bust down and cry, he so want to cry. Oh yeah he wasn’t thinking but he had to know what this truly his mother like Jer was his father.

Stiffening in my seat, I stare at Aurelien in shock. Its in a soft voice, not at all like the way Dev has been accustomed to hearing me speak that I say to our waiter "Marcus Aurelien." I shiver. "Jeremiah Sinclair has been out of my life for twenty years. He's married to my best friend, Jennifer. I don't think about what he did back then. I don't think I could cope if I tried."

He nodded. “I know he did, I met them.” He watched her reaction. “So you couldn’t cope with your son being alive could you?” He wanted to cry, he so wanted to cry. He wanted to know his mother but if she didn’t want him then what could he do nothing? At lest Jer didn’t turn him away and he was praying that she wouldn’t either.

Though with the lighten they where giving about where the demon that Jer did all these things for was located , he could understand. 

Dev's hand is rather reassuring and I pause and flash him a quick smile. 

Then.I.Get.It. 

My head whips back around at the waiter. Aurelien. "Golden," I whisper and my own words come back to me. "None of us stay dead forever." 

Wow. I seem a little dazed, but hardly upset.

He nodded. “Yeah that’s what my name means.” His mouth twitched into a smile. “No but I came with a price. The demon came with me.” He sighed a bit and looked at you, but he was smiling he was really still wanting to cry. “My name is Aurelien Sinclair/Delucian. Its nice to see you mother.”

He looked at Dev and smiled, then looked at his mother again. “I was reborn before you where. I kept going to your grave to speak to you but you never answered me.” He looked down a little hurt, then he moved and picked up the Tray. “Fathers telling me I am more like you than him. I met most everyone, well Father, grandmother, grandfather. But I haven’t been able to meet the other side of my family. Jer told me where to find you guys, just haven’t had time.” He looked at Dev again and tilted his head a bit looking at you then his mother. He still wanted to pounce on her and hug her tightly.

I smile, "Boy, is that anyway to greet your Mama? You give her a hug right now!" I chuckle softly, what a world we exist in. Such things always working to tear us apart. All we have is each other...guess that's why I want to die. 

I think on that lost in my thoughts for a moment.

"Gee. So now I have my incest son, my demon son, my wyld-tainted twins, and my time traveling unborn daughter." I reach around and steal liquor off someone else's table and then laugh very loudly and jump up, grabbing Aurelien and swinging him around and kissing Aure right on the lips. "At least I found this out now, before I invited you home for a menagie a trois."

He blinked at Dev. “Well no but…” He didn’t get the rest out before his mother pounced on him. He laughed returning the kiss and giving her a tight hug. “Ah well you would have a problem there mom. I am gay and have a lover.” He winked hugging her and smirking. “Oh yeah I go someone to do a lap dance for you later on.” He laughed slightly blushing.

“This nice. I get to see my mother again.” He smiled and glanced at you. “So why wasn’t I born into the family like the rest of you people?” He smirked a bit knowing people where staring. “I am not a demon, it sleeps inside of me though. It stirs every now and then but it sleeps with in.”

"Of course you are gay." I pat his head. "All the men in my life are gay." Then I turn and wink at Dev. 

"Or otherwise cursed." 

I turn back to Aurelien. "I have no clue. Cara wasn't born at all though and when Miranda- that's Storm and Frankie's mom, your uncles- any way, when she was born, she ripped out of Vern's tummy as a wolf and then later turned human. We're pretty much fucked people. On the other hand, at least we're beautiful. And rich." 

Nothing phases me. Nothing. Ever.

I look back at Godiva and smile. "Yes, cursed that's me." In more ways than one of course. 

Her enthusiasm is amazing. Interesting too. I keep a low profile letting them talk. It's not every day you meet an offspring of yours.

He laughed softly. “Even your kids huh?” He smirked a bit and shook his head a little. “At lest I know you’re a live that’s the good thing. Gods I was so upset at Jer not telling me sooner you where my mom.” He was happily and nuzzled against his mom.

“Got that right, seeexxxxyyyy just like my momma.” He laughed at Dev.

"Jeremiah didn't say one word to me about you. At all." My tone turns silky and I nuzzle right back. "He's going to be soooooo sorry." Then I pull Aurelien down to a chair to just sit with us. "This is my new friend Dev. He's a vampire, poor man. I was just trying to poke and pry into his personal life when you ummn... flipped out." I laugh and poke Aurelien in the tummy.

I wave, "Hello from the tainted one." I chuckle softly feeling very put on the spot. "Well I suppose we all can't be rich, attractive, faries. Two out of three ain't bad." I let out a deep belly laugh. 

I wonder what to do with my hands so I just fold them in my lap.

He smirked and looked innocent. “Can I watch? Watching dad get in trouble is funny.” He chuckled and waved back to Dev. “Hi.” Blinking he pouted. “I did no flip out.. I just well kind of wigged out…. A little.” He laughed softly wiggling a bit, smirking. “Fairies?” He blinked at Dev. “Gods theirs Fairies too? I knew of vampires and well were wolves. But fairies?” He moved using his powers he moved the bottle of tequila over to him and poured his mother a shot.

"Lover, of course there are fairies. In fact, I'm a fairy princess who's well on her way to being a fairy queen. And I'm married to my own fairy prince- Sigurd ap Fiona, the Butterfly King. He thought he was gay too once. I fixed that. Now he's comfortably bisexual." I down my shot and hold out my glass for another. "Really, I don't understand why any guy would find having another man's shlong slamming up their rectal cavity to be either fun or romantic." 

I hop out of my chair to sit in Dev's lap. "Tragically, being a gay boi seems to be part of the family curse. Only a few of my male relations ever seem to dig women. There's my brother Gage.. my son James..." I pause and think. "Nope, that's it. Even daddy liked little boi rape."

Nodding, "Never underestimate the power of a woman." I say softly at her used to be gay comment. It's the new century...everyone's gay now..aren't they? What do I know? I'm a tin man. I wince, she would have to go there in a graphic way wouldn't she? Then I realise she is the bad fariy and I chuckle. 

I should be surprised and startled but I'm not when she sits in my lap, nothing she does surprises me anymore. I just relax and go with the flow wrapping my massive arms around you in a relaxed way. 

Shaking my head as you tell your family story I wonder if it's really true, yeah I know it is

He laughed pouring her more. “So what’s that make me? I know I am Kinfolk to the wolves dad gave that much at lest.” He sighed a bit and looked at you. He snickered and winked. “I think I knew this about daddy he has hit on me every now and then. I think just for fun though.” 

Smirking at Dev he shook his head “Even my mom?” He smirked more just relaxing. “See I am happy with my man so she can use her powers on me.” He winked.

"Well.. you are both Shadow Lord and Black Spiral Dancer kinfolk thanks to my father. You are Sidhe kinain -fairy kin- thanks to me. You are descended from mages and some ooky sun god thanks to Jeremiah..." I wince. "Of course he hit on you. But if he ever sleeps with you, his dick will rot away and I'll buy Jennifer a sexy giggilo." 

Dev makes good lap. I think I'll have to keep him in my harem even if he is a dead thing. A girl must have priorities.

Spirit dancer, shadow lord, black mamba jamba, what the heck is she talking about? It's all over my head...some fairy mage thing possibly who knows? I like simple. Alive, dead, vampire, mortal, drink the blood, don't drink the blood...simple. 

They seem to be having a good time though. That is good, they can talk about anything and they just met. They pick up their bond right off not missing a beat. Fascinating. 

To her and her kind, I am dead...empty tin man with no heart. Not everyone feels warm thoughts about me...but someone does, the thought of that makes me smile.
He blinked and almost died laughing at what she said about Jer. “Why would that happen to him?” He snickered not understanding some the terms that you where using. “So what I am kin to a fairy, mage, and wolf?” He smirked a bit shaking his head. “Goes that’s just wrong still.” He giggled more shaking his head.

“You would like my lover mother. He is a puppy, and he is very cute. You would paw after him like tomorrow.”

"Then I'll definately have to meet him. Why would Jer's dick fall off? Because I'd curse him. Bad enough he sleeps with my husband and my best friend with that teeny weeny of his. If he fucked one of my kids, I'd get pissy." 

Idly, I run my fingers along my tin man's arm, marveling at the texture of his skin. "Dev, did you have a family and such before you got bit? How long ago was that any way."

He blinked and laughed. “Oh my gods!! You cursed dad!! Oh my lord that’s just great!!! He laughed leaning back and looking at Dev. “looks like my mom likes you. And mom I want to meet my step father.” He nodded firmly watching Dev get up.

Oh. My eyes widen and there's actual compassion as I watch Dev head to the bathroom to collect himself. I reach for my purse and find paper. "Here. I want your phone number and address. I want to meet Kellen and show you off to Sigurd and the rest of the family. Here's how to get in touch with me. I'll warn you right now- I'm not much into the lovey dovey mothery shit once a kid is old enough to use a can opener and microwave." There's no real apology in my tone, just an explanation. "You seem to be doing okay on your own any way."

He smiled and wrote down his number and his address, which wasn’t far away from here. He smiled at you and laughed. “Hey you want to show me off that tells me you’re a proud mother. Besides its cool I got another mom for all that lovely dovey stuff, its just nice to know my real mother.” He nodded and winked. “Yeah I am, though the only thing 

that worries me is the demon. Jer is working on to fix that seeing how its his fault.”

I make it to the bathroom and lock the door behind me. Running some water in the sink I see my reflection in the ripples of the water. 

As I look at the face there I see me...the old me...the Dev of years ago. When the loss of my family was fresh and the vengance poured out from every part of my being. And what had it gotten me? Nothing changed. Such are the fortunes of vampires, we're only immortal for a limited time. I couldn't win then, nor can I win now. 

They are reborn over and over, never having felt such loss...I've lost everything. How could I expect anyone to relate to that. 

I empty the sink and dry my face.

	I kiss both his cheeks and leave a message by Dev's chair. 

Had to go, Tin Man. But I've got my eye on you. You'll see me again soon. Love and Kisses- Godiva. 


Top of Form
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Bottom of Form

He giggled and smiled moving to give her a hug. “I need to get back to work. Talk to you soon mom” Standing and blowing a kiss he swayed back off to work.
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