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         Our dinner plates arrived, and we ate while the spokesperson for the hospital talked of everyone’s generosity 
to their establishment, and gave a slideshow presentation of their successes in discovering new cures, and lots of 
business-looking charts of their financial progress, lives saved over the past year, and such. I did my best not to tune it 
all out. I could tell Kiera did already, as she showed more attention to her tiramisu.           
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            Eventually I had to go to the ladies room, and quietly excused myself from the table. Ryan followed a few 
seconds after. He met up with me in a large foyer with mirrored walls leading to the bathrooms.
            “Please tell me you’re ready to leave,” he said sounding bored. “They’re going to drag this on for a little 
while, and I can think of better places for us to spend the rest of our night.”
            “But what about the rest of the clan?”
            “They’ll be fine. They love staying until it’s over.”
            “Well, okay. I’ll be back in a minute.” I gave him a kiss and went in the ladies room.
            Just when I was about to go into a stall I heard a voice.
            “Ryan… it has been too long.”
            I froze. This time, the lump of ice I felt in the pit of my stomach wasn’t mine. I turned out the bathroom light 
and cracked the door to take a peek.
            A middle-aged woman was standing out in the hall with Ryan. I felt his heart beating a mile a minute. Who 
the hell was this?
            He said nothing at first.
            “Cat got your tongue, sweetie? I know it’s been eight years, but my, my… time has been good to you.”
            Eight years… I wondered if this was the woman Ryan had dated before and counted back. Edward did say 
Ryan was forty-five years old at the time, and so far, it fit.
            She tried to hug Ryan but he caught her hand and patted it aloofly.          “Unfortunately, I can’t quite say the 
same thing about you,” he said stiffly, then dropped her hand quickly. Had to admit, Ryan had a point. Her face looked 
like she got dragged behind a pickup truck face down.
            She sniffed. “I know our relationship was a bit rocky at first, but the circumstances were so much different 
then. I’m a changed woman, Ryan.”
            “Who else have you nearly ruined with your… ways?” he snapped. His heart was beating faster. Obviously, 
this woman was no good.
            “Ruin? You think I was out to ruin you?”
            “I need to get back to my table. I’m waiting for my fiancée.”
            I felt a wave of anger emanate from her, and it nearly bowled me over. Scarily, her composure was completely 
calm.
            “Fiancée? Really? If you weren’t so skittish back then… that could have been us.”  
            My stomach tightened. She was trying to get Ryan to marry her before? My own heart began to pound.
            “If you’ll excuse me,” he said, turning on his heel. “Christine… let’s get out of here. Quickly,” came his 
voice in my head. I couldn’t answer because I saw the woman walking towards the bathroom after Ryan left. I flipped 
the light back on and ran into a stall, my nervousness really making me have to go now. As soon as I finished, I 
peeked at her through my stall door.
            She had her compact out, powdering her face. Her fur coat was draped on the chair by the door. Gathering my 
composure, I flushed the toilet, opened the stall door, and went to the sink to wash my hands. 
            She looked at me though the mirror’s reflection. “Well, I’ll be damned. You’re Ryan’s fiancée,” she said with 
an oily tone to her voice. “I saw you sitting next to him earlier.” She stuck out her hand. “I’m Natasha.”
            All of a sudden, a fit of giggles over came me. “Natasha… and in Boris and Natasha? Like, Rocky and 
Bullwinkle Natasha?” I tried suppressing my laughter. 
            I didn’t know why in hell I was acting like that. Maybe it was some kind of weird defense mechanism. I shook 
her hand anyway. I felt some sort of spark in my palm; a negative energy that wasn’t receptive to my own.
            Natasha looked to be in her mid to late forties, so if I was correct, she must have been in her late thirties when 
she met Ryan. She had reddish brown hair, olive skin, and dark brown eyes. She had a haggard look that she did her 
best to disguise with a ton of foundation, lipstick and eye shadow.
            “He’s picking them younger and younger,” she mumbled in that same oily tone, like she wanted to say 
something, pretending to hold it back. “We were engaged once too, you know.”
            “No, I didn’t,” I snapped, not looking at her, hurriedly rubbing lotion into my hands, seriously wishing Kiera 
was in the bathroom with me right then.
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            “We have a beautiful son. I suppose he didn’t tell you that, either.”
            I wanted to vomit. Son?!  Ryan had a son?!
            I turned, giving her an icy glare. “You lie,” I practically hissed. “He doesn’t have any children.”
            She opened a gold, heart-shaped locket she had around her neck, holding out the pendant.
            In it was a baby, and it eerily looked just like Ryan’s baby picture in his mother’s locket. 
            My stomach trembled and I grabbed a hold of one of the sinks. So this is what it felt like when your world 
came crashing down around you!
            “Eight years old now,” she said too happily, going into her purse and taking out her wallet. She opened it and 
practically shoved it in my face, a picture of her and a little boy in it. “Ryan, Jr.” She cracked a bright smile that 
would have blinded the sun.
            I stared at his face. He looked like his mother from his hair to his complexion…
            Except for the little crooked grin. It was just like Ryan’s.
            My heart felt like it was slowly being immersed in ice. She snapped her wallet shut.
            “Ryan Jr. doesn’t know his daddy,” she said. “I debated off and on whether or not I should introduce him, but 
I think I will. After all, little Ryan should know his father. I’m not quite sure how you’re going to fit into the picture 
now, sweetie, but some adjusting needs to be done.” She gave me a cool smile, grabbed her coat and left the 
bathroom.
            Still gripping the sink until my knuckles were white, I stared at the floor and began to hyperventilate. I held 
my breath, trying to control my breathing, which wasn’t working.
            Ryan had a son. This woman wanted that kid to be in his life.
            Where was that gong to leave me? And why didn’t Ryan tell me about the child? 
            But Ryan said he was the last of his line! He was certain of it! Was he denying the kid? Maybe she was 
playing games and the kid wasn’t his. Maybe they broke it off before he knew about her being pregnant. Or what if he 
did know, the reason why he asked who else’s lives did she nearly ruin with her ways?!
            “Oh shit…. oh shit….” I dropped to my knees. This was not good. My fairytale life had just come to an end.
            I knew it was too good to be true. 
            I felt queasy again. The urge to vomit was returning, but I steeled my stomach once more. I refused to give in 
to blowing chunks all over the floor.
           I got up, opened the bathroom door and leaned against the mirrored wall. I turned around and looked at 

myself, two words screaming through my mind.
            YOU IDIOT!
            “Christine! Are you alright?” It was Ryan.
            “Stay away,” I replied. “Just… stay away from me right now.” I started feeling like the warm, gentle, funny 
side of me was crumbling away, floating off into some black, ethereal abyss.
            “God no, what’s happening to me?”
            “Christine!” Ryan said. “What’s going on?!”
            I ignored him. I started stumbling, sliding against the mirrored wall for stability, as I hugged myself tight. 
Natasha’s unexpected news had definitely triggered something in me. Something unemotional, something cold. The 
powers of Abraxas swirled around me and in me, continuing to absorb these raw emotions, expanding them, making 
them a part of me.
            “No…please don’t…” I pleaded with the powers, tears running down my face. Between losing what was the 
very essence of me and Natasha’s news, I was seriously fucked up right then.
            I slid to the floor, leaning against the wall, hugging myself tighter for fear of exploding.
            I didn’t expect to see who came running up to me. He crouched down and held my face in his hands.
            Edward.
            “Oh God… Eddie….” I said, more tears flowing as I stared off into space. I was feeling lightheaded.
            “I saw Our Lord talking to his ex-girlfriend earlier. What did she say to you?!”
            “Son… son…” I choked out in a whisper.
            He gasped. “Oh my God, she... she had his son? But... how?” He cradled my head to his chest. “Christine…
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I’m so sorry!” I felt his heart race in anxiety. “I’m so… sorry.” Still caressing my face, he looked at me with bright 
blue, innocent-looking eyes, full of concern.      
            The next thing I felt was his warm, wet lips covering mine.
            What the hell?!
            I grabbed his wrists, pulling his hands away from my face.
            “Edward!” I scolded. “What in God’s name did you do that for?!”
            “Forgive me… I didn’t want to see you so sad…” He turned his head, looking at something. I looked as well.
            Ryan.
            The look on Ryan’s face was a cross between crushed and betrayed, about-to-die, and totally pissed-off. He 
stood about five yards away from us, unmoving, unblinking. I did, however, notice his eyes turned into this icy, steely-
gray color. A cold color. A soulless color.
            Stumbling, sobbing, and still teary-eyed, I stood up and composed myself as best as I could.
            “Why didn’t you tell me you were that involved with Natasha? Why didn’t you tell me you two have a son?!”
            “Son?” he replied, fear gripping his heart. He blanched, and took a step back. “No. Impossible.”
            I yanked the engagement ring off my finger and threw it in his direction. “I can’t do this anymore. I truly don’t 
belong in your life. Obviously, she and Ryan Jr. do.”
            I turned and ran down the hall.
            “Christine!” Ryan bellowed. I heard his and Edward’s footsteps close behind me.
            “Christine,” Edward said. “Please… wait!”
            I turned, thrusting my hands at them, throwing both of them back five feet from where they stood. The powers 
in me were roiling. I looked at my reflection and saw my eyes glowing a bright, reddish-yellow. I looked back at them, 
then turned again, storming through the main foyer and out of the Bellevue.
            It had gotten colder, but it didn’t even phase me. I calmed myself down so my eyes could return to their usual 
hazel color, and hailed a cab. I had just gotten in and told the driver where to take me when I saw Ryan and Edward 
exit the building, watching my cab drive away.
            This crazy crap was over. I was going back home to pick up the pieces of my old life.
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ABRAXAS: AFFAIRES DE COEUR
             Still incensed over the allegations Natasha made of her and Ryan conceiving a child, Christine's dark, vengeful energies 
continue to increase, but not without Ryan suffering the consequences as well. Christine sets out with Edward to prove the woman 
is a fraud. They get to know more about each other while sharing a few awkward moments together, which in turn causes Ryan to 
turn into a 'green eyed monster' in more ways than one. Meanwhile, Natasha is on to Christine and Edward's game of exposing 
her, and refuses to back down without a fight, using some very deadly and frightening necromantic magic that might put and end 
to both Christine and Edward's meddling in her schemes.

AVAILABLE AT www.lulu.com/content/2204396!        


