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 In Her Arms 
 
    Description 
 
    Patricia Snowball recently had a sex change from being a man and into a woman. She decided to have the operation because for her whole live, she felt that she was born into the wrong body.  She had been raised in a family that comprised of her mother and her sisters and felt more comfortable in a woman’s world. Her father wasn’t around as she grew up, which didn’t make any difference since she identified as a woman and not a man. Back in the day when she was a man, she had grown and adapted to the feminine behaviors of those around him. In the ending, unable to find the sort of love and satisfaction that she wanted, she decided to have a sex change and start her life over in a new city. 
 
    Millionaire Ethan Bradford knew that he wanted Patricia Snowball with a passion right from the very first time that he laid his eyes on her. He later met her at a party at the Four Seasons, and he realized that what he felt for her was more than just attraction. Could it be love, because he was a man that did not believe in love? 
 
    After having the best experience of her life, Patricia knows that she must tell Ethan that she was once a man, Patrick. She is not sure whether he will take off and forget about her, or if he will understand her and hit it off with her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 


 Chapter 1 
 
    Patricia looked forward to the party that would be held at the Four Seasons. It was her first appearance at any social gathering since she had transformed herself from a man to a woman and she was hoping that now that she was a woman, she would finally get people to recognize her. Her old life as a man had been a living hell since she always felt like she had been born in the wrong body.  Since she identified as a woman but had the body of a man, she had never managed to get into any meaningful relationships. Before the sex change, people used to confuse him for a woman because of his high-pitched voice and feminine traits. It was a confusing time for Patrick, the boy, growing up.  He grew up in a loving home, but it was his struggle to find and accept himself as the person he needed and wanted to be:  Patricia. Patricia thought back on how her life had been when she had been a man. As a boy, his classmates had always made fun of him, tagging him as a girl and he had hated it. In the ending, he hated the boys for the way that they treated him and longed to be a woman. He often wondered why he had not just been born a woman instead of being born a man that everyone made fun of. The only people who seemed to appreciate him were his three sisters and his mother, but that was not enough to satisfy him.  He had wanted appreciation from his peers, both the boys and girls.  Even some of his teachers in high school had made fun of him, and he’d had to change schools quite a few times, looking for a place where he could fit in. 
 
    He had graduated at the top of his school and had been accepted to Harvard, where he had studied law, but still things at the college were the same. Everyone treated him as a weirdo, and he vowed that when he finished school, he would have a sex change so that he could finally be what he always felt like she should be- a woman. That is exactly what had happened. As soon as he had graduated from college, he began the painful transformation from Patrick to Patricia.  It was more difficult to make that change, but once it complete, he finally comfortable with himself and started his new life as Patricia Snowball. Once the transformation was complete, Patricia moved to Miami since she could not go back to New York and face the torment of those that had known her as a man. 
 
    In Miami, Patricia had gone ahead and changed all of her documents, changing her name from Patrick to Patricia, her surname remaining Snowball. Life there seemed to have gotten a little better, and she had immediately made new friends, her best friend being Mia Marsh, also a professional attorney and a very sexy one too. Mia was the sort of woman who loved life and when one was around her, her good humor affected them. She was also very influential and known around the city and a good influence on Patricia's life. 
 
    Patricia had happened to meet with Mia by coincidence. She had gone to a law firm to look for a job as a partner. She and Mia had sat in the lobby, each of them waiting for their appointments. They had begun talking and immediately clicked. They shared a lot of common interests.  The only difference between them was that Mia had been having sex ever since she was a teenager, while Patricia was still a twenty-three-year-old virgin.  
 
    “You must be kidding me,” Mia had told her once. “You seem to talk so passionately about sex and yet you have never had it. What kind of woman are you? Maybe you should hang around with me a lot more often. I'm pretty sure that you'll get a taste of the best experience that a woman could ever have.” 
 
    “Maybe you’re right. Back in New York I just couldn’t seem to find anyone worth my while,” Patricia had said to Mia, leaving out the part that she had been a man back then and not a woman. 
 
    The past few months had been great and many men had hit on her, but she just wasn’t ready for sex yet. She felt the strong urge to have sex, and the doctor had advised her that it was one of the side effects, but she was to wait until she was fully healed before she could indulge in any form of physical sex. The doctor had finally cleared her a couple of days ago and now she almost couldn’t wait to break her virginity. She could not believe the sudden craving that she had for sex, because as a man, she had never ever felt the urge to have sex. She would wake up every once in a while with a hard on, but that was just as far as it went, no cravings, and no lust like the one she felt right now. She almost jumped when her phone rang and she reached for it and picked the call. 
 
    “What’s up, girlfriend, I haven’t heard from you all day,” Mia said cheerily into the phone. 
 
    “Hi Mia, I'm sorry, I had planned to call you as soon as I got back home from the office,” Patricia said to her best friend. 
 
    “I just called to remind you of the party at the Four Seasons today, my car or yours?” Mia said quickly. 
 
    “Why don’t we take yours.  That way if you get a man, I can drive it back home for you,” Patricia said. 
 
    “Okay Pattie, make sure that you are looking all sexy because I hear that the party is going to be packed with all the people that matter. It really wouldn’t hurt if you tried out having sex tonight, you know. It will make you ask yourself why you had not done it sooner. I'll pick you up at nine, that’s in about an hour’s time,” she said, before hanging up. 
 
    Patricia looked at her watch and flipped her laptop closed. Tomorrow was Saturday and she would have plenty of time to finish the extra work that she had brought home with her. She got up and made her way up the stairs of her apartment to her bedroom. As she removed her clothes, she checked out her body in the full-length dressing mirror. She knew that she had an irresistibly sexy body, nice firm breasts and hips that were even wider than Mia's. Her blonde locks hung around her shoulders and they matched her blue eyes. Her eye lashes had grown longer than they had been when she was a man, while her lips had thinned out a little. 
 
    She headed for the shower, eager to get ready for the party and the moment that the warm water hit her body, she felt a surge of arousal purging through her body all the way to the sensitive spot in between her thighs. She creamed up with lust the way that she always did when she took a shower or swim, and this time even more because she was going to look for a possible suitor. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Millionaire Ethan Bradford prepared himself for the party. He loved his Friday evenings especially since they were usually the beginning of weekends well spent in the arms of women. There was a particular woman that he had his eyes on, one of his attorney’s best friends. He knew that there was no way that Mia Bradford was going to miss the party and he kept his fingers crossed, hoping that her sexy best friend would tag along.  He had seen them hanging out together a few times, but had never gotten the chance to get an introduction and to know who she was, but he had a feeling that the blonde beauty was also a lawyer. 
 
    There was something about the woman that had enchanted him right from the very first time that he had set his eyes on her, and he knew that he wanted her. He wanted to make her his, to own her and to make love to her like he did a different woman every weekend. For a man with his money and power, it was usually very easy to win women over, but something about the blonde told him that she did not really give a fuck about his money. 
 
    “Is the car ready to take me to the party?” he asked his butler as he made his way down the stairs. “I don’t want to be late.”   
 
    “Yes, sir, please get in,” the chauffeur said as he opened the door of the car. 
 
    Ethan got into the back of the limo and soon they were on their way. Ethan felt pretty excited like he always did on his Friday night outs. He drank champagne in the back of the limo as he thought about his life. Ethan Bradford did not believe in love.  He believed that love was something for the weak and for those who could not attain what they wanted in life. Ethan believed that love was not for a man like him. He was rich and had earned every penny, and he could not afford to let anything hold him down, not even love. He believed that he had to have power over everything, and falling in love would mean that love had power over him. 
 
    At the age of forty, Ethan was still single and probably the only single person in his group of friends. None of them were, however, was successful as himself and he believed that it was because they put too much concentration on love. It was much better to remain single and make money, and besides, he was not tied to one woman and could have as many sexual partners as he pleased. That was probably the most exciting part of all this. He loved boning different women, from blonde to brunette, thin or fat, black or white. It excited him to try new things every single time, and at his age he could not even remember the number of women that he had fucked. 
 
    At the Four Seasons Hotel, Ethan quickly made his way to the ballroom where the party was being held. Most of the big names would be at the party, and so apart from meeting up with new women, it would be a good occasion to network businesswise. 
 
    “Welcome to the party, Mr. Bradford,” a hostess said to him politely as he showed her his pass. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said, stepping through the doors and looking around for familiar faces. 
 
    “I am so glad that you could make it here,” the host of the party said, rushing towards him and extending his hand. 
 
    “Thank you, Shawn,” Ethan said as they shook hands and began walking towards the bar.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
    Patricia held onto her champagne glass as she chatted politely with some of the guests. As she turned around, she noticed him standing at the far end of the room. He was tall, had dark hair and an athletic body. She had seen him before but she could not quite remember where. He was an imposing figure, and probably the most handsome man that she had seen in her life. She immediately had a crush on the guy, and yet she did not even know who he was. 
 
    “Looks like somebody has stirred your interest,” Mia said, poking her in the side. 
 
    “Get outta here, what makes you think that,” Patricia said, turning away quickly and looking at her friend. 
 
    “Girl, it’s all in your eyes, the way that you are looking at Ethan. He is a very hot bachelor, for your information,” Mia said, nodding her head in his direction. 
 
    “You know him?” Patricia was a little surprised. 
 
    “Sure, would you like me to introduce you to him?” Mia said matter of factly. “I happen to be one of his lawyers.” 
 
    “No, I first need to visit the ladies’ room,” Patricia said, tearing away from her friend and heading towards the washrooms. 
 
    She looked in Ethan's direction, and he too was looking at her, deep blue eyes scanning her as if they were undressing her. Patricia knew that she already wanted him and even if she had never seduced someone before as a man and now as a woman, she was going to do it. In the washroom, she hurried over to the mirror to see if her makeup was done right. Having been brought up in a house full of women, she knew all about makeup and had not had a big problem adjusting to using it. 
 
    She took her lipstick out of her clutch and spread if lightly over her lips, the red color making them look a little more prominent. Everything else was in good order and the dress that she was wearing even made her look sexier than she usually did. It held her body tightly, showing off her curves, and the back was bare. She topped off her ensemble with her stiletto heels, which made her butt stand out in a way that drove men crazy. Having once been a man, Patricia knew exactly what men looked at in women, and she had made sure during her change into a woman to make sure that the doctor understood what she wanted, and where. 
 
    “What is taking you so long, the guest will soon begin to leave and I want to introduce you to Ethan before I leave with Simon?” Mia breezed into the washroom. 
 
    “I was just touching up my makeup a little,” Patricia said, closing her clutch as Mia took her hand and hurried her out of the washroom. 
 
    Patricia's heart was beating wildly and she found that she was even kind of nervous as they made their way through the guests trying to locate her prince. She grabbed a glass of champagne off a passing tray and downed it in one gulp, feeling the need to have something that would give her courage. 
 
    “Ah there he is, and don’t act so nervous, try and relax. Ethan is not going to bite you,” Mia said. “Let’s pretend that we just bumped into him by mistake.” 
 
    “You’re right,” Patricia had never felt so nervous in her life before but this was something that she had to do because she was going to go crazy if she went another day without sex. 
 
    “Ah, Mia Marsh, my favorite attorney,” the hunk of a man said to Mia, but his eyes were on Patricia, scanning her from head to toe and back as if he was undressing her. 
 
    “Hello, Ethan,” Mia said, diverting his attention as she shook his hand before he brought hers up to his lips and kissed it lightly. 
 
    “And who is this very beautiful lady that you are with?” he asked, and Patricia could feel his eyes on her cleavage, making her cheeks color with blush. 
 
    “This here is my best friend, sir.  Her name is Patricia Snowball,” Mia said, motioning towards Patricia. 
 
    “Patricia Snowball, what a sexy name,” he said, taking a hold of Patricia's hand and kissing her palm softly as he looked deep into her eyes. “Is it okay if I call you Pattie?” 
 
    “Sure, almost everyone calls me Pattie, Ethan,” Patricia said, feeling a jolt of electricity passing through her hand and all the way down to the sensitive spot in between her thighs. 
 
    “Why don’t you guys get to know each other, I need to meet someone before he leaves,” Mia said, looking at Ethan and then winking at Patricia. 
 
    “Don’t worry about your friend, I'll take good care of her,” Ethan beamed, putting his hand on Patricia's back. 
 
    Patricia could not believe that this was actually happening. How could Mia just introduce her to Ethan and then take off like that? 
 
    “Well, Pattie, how about you and I sneak out of this boring party for a drink downstairs in the bar?” Ethan asked as they walked in no particular direction. 
 
    “It looks like I'm not the only one that sees it that way, I was beginning to wonder when I would be leaving this place,” Patricia laughed nervously as they began making their way to the exit.  
 
    They took an elevator to the ground floor, where they headed off to one of the beach bars. A hostess showed them to a table right on the edge with the water from the sea slapping against the very edge of the slab. Patricia felt the need to get really drunk tonight so that she could get rid of the nervousness she was feeling. 
 
    “I'll have a glass of cognac,” Ethan said to the waiter that went to serve them. “What about you, Patty?” 
 
    “Same, I'll try out cognac today,” she said. 
 
    “Isn't that a little hard for a lady?” Ethan looked surprised, and Patricia wondered what he would think if he knew that once upon a time, she had been a man. 
 
    “I think it will settle well with the champagne I drank upstairs, and besides, how am I expected to digest all of the steak that we were fed at the party,” she laughed, winking at the waiter, who took off immediately without another word. 
 
    Their drinks were brought in no time and Patricia and Ethan began talking about random topics. He seemed like a fun guy to be around, and he seemed to have information on almost all the topics that she raised. More drinks were brought and patty found herself falling for the man even more. He was not only attractive, he was super-hot, the sort of guy that spelled ‘great sex’. 
 
    “Would you like to dance?” he asked her at some point. 
 
    “Sure, who can deny someone as hot as you a dance,” she slurred drunkenly as he came around the table and pulled her seat out for her. 
 
    She stood up and he took a hold of her hand, leading her to the dance floor with his other hand on the small of her back. The music that was playing was slow, and when they got to the dance floor, he pulled Patricia into his arms. She put her hands around his shoulder as they began grooving to the music. Being so close to the man made her feel even more aroused, and especially when her breasts pressed against his shirt. She leaned her head against his shoulder and she could feel his breath on her ear. 
 
    “You want to know something, Patty?” he said, massaging her hips and making her even more aroused than she already was. “You are the sexiest woman that I have ever met.” 
 
    Patricia felt her breath catching in her throat and her heart skipping a beat. There was also something else that she felt. She felt something beginning to harden in his pants. She felt his love rod getting harder and harder in his pants, beginning to press hard against her belly. Patricia felt like she was going to faint. For the first time, she felt a streak of fear running through her because she felt as if she was a man getting aroused by another man. It was as if she had two mindsets because she was still in the process of believing that she was now a woman and not a man. Heck, she needed to go and get herself another drink first if she was going to go through with this. She had not imagined that there would be a conflict in her mind. 
 
    “Can we go back to our table please,” she said, her voice weak with desire. 
 
    “Don’t tell me that you are already bored of me,” he sounded a little surprised. 
 
    “No, on the contrary, I really like you. I would just like to have another drink and then we can continue dancing,” she said to him as they began making their way off the dance floor. 
 
    “I'll just use the gents’ washrooms and be right back,” Ethan said as soon as Patricia was seated, walking off. 
 
    She flagged a waiter and asked him to bring them a whole bottle of cognac quickly. The waiter did as he was told, and she poured herself a full glass and drained it, before doing so to another one. By the time that Ethan came back from the washrooms, Patricia was on her fourth glass, and her world was already spinning around. She was already as high as a bird. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Ethan Bradford was having a good time so far, and this woman was proving to be way sexier than he had imagined. Even though she was a little too shy, something that actually got him very turned on. She was the best thing that had happened to him in a long time. He knew that he was going to make love to her tonight and he had a feeling that it was not going to be the last time that he did so. As he made his way back to the table, he was surprised to see that Patricia had ordered a whole bottle of cognac and had drank almost all of it. 
 
    “Ethan, you are finally back, I nearly thought that you had deserted me,” she slurred heavily, going to take the glass to her mouth, but he took it away from her.  
 
    “Pattie, what is wrong with you, you have drunk almost a whole bottle of liquor,” he was shocked as he looked at the bottle and at the hot lady that had just downed almost the whole damn thing. “I think that what you need right now is some coffee to clear your mind a little bit.” 
 
    “Coffee, are you out of your silly mind, tonight is a Friday night and you are talking of drinking coffee?” she slurred, leaning across towards the table and almost knocking over all the glasses as he flagged a waiter. 
 
    “Please bring me some coffee for the beautiful lady,” he said to the waiter, who promptly disappeared for the order, returning with it after a couple of minutes. 
 
    Ethan filled a cup with coffee and handed it to Patricia, but she tossed the contents over the edge of the slab and into the sea. 
 
    “I don’t want coffee, Ethan, I want something stronger than coffee,” she said, a little too loudly for his comfort, attracting the attention of the other guests around them. 
 
    “Patricia, will you lower your voice,” he said to her, thinking that she looked even sexier in this state. “Coffee will sober you up a little and then my chauffeur can drop you off at home.” 
 
    “Drop me off at home, you are definitely losing it here, Ethan. Tonight, I am getting married.” 
 
    “What do you mean that you are getting married, Patricia?” he was shocked and hoped that she was not getting married to another man, because that would totally shatter his tender heart to pieces. 
 
    “Yep, I'm getting married to you, Ethan. I have seen the way that you look at me, the way that your body reacts when you are with me, and I know that you have some special feelings for me. That is why you are going to take me to an overnight wedding chapel and make me your wife,” she slurred loudly, Ethan blushing hard when he noticed the way that she had caused a stir in the bar, all the guys looking at them. 
 
    “Patricia, can we go and talk about this outside?” he said in a low tone. 
 
    “No, we are going to talk about this right here so that these good people can be my witnesses,” she said stubbornly as he wondered what sort of woman she was. 
 
    It was probably the alcohol talking for her, but Ethan wouldn’t really mind getting married to her at all. It would probably be one of the craziest things that he had ever done, but then again, getting crazy ideas is what had made him what he was right now and it was nothing new at all. 
 
    “Patricia, I think that you have had a little too much to drink and you should probably sober up before making such important decisions regarding your life,” he tried to reason with her. 
 
    “Ethan Bradford, are you going to marry me or not. I fell in love with you right from the very first time that I set my eyes on you. I knew that you were the one the very moment that you kissed my hand. I know that you feel the same way too.  So will you please stop being stubborn and marry me,” she said loudly, some of the little gathering around them even clapping for her.  
 
    “Go for it, dude,” one of the men shouted. 
 
    “Patricia, you are embarrassing me and putting me in a very tight spot. Could you at least sleep over it and then we can discuss it in the morning?” he said, not even wanting to imagine what the news headlines would be like in the morning if he got married to her. 
 
    ‘Miami based millionaire, Ethan Bradford marries a woman while she is intoxicated after a party’. A smile crossed through his mind at the silly thought, because nothing of the sort was going to happen. He could imagine how furious his lawyer, Mia, was going to be if he married her best friend when she was in such a state. Mia would probably sue him for everything that he had, knowing that she was one of the toughest attorneys in the country. 
 
    “Ethan, if you are not going to marry me, I'm going to ask other gentleman in this room to do so because I'm pretty sure that there are those that would not even think twice about such an offer,” she said stubbornly, looking him in the eyes before looking around at the guests in the bar. 
 
    “I'm ready to marry you, Patricia,” a drunk shouted from a table near them. 
 
    This was probably one of the tightest spots that Ethan had ever been in. He had just met Patricia, knew nothing about her and yet he knew that what she had said about him was true. It was easy to marry her, but he knew that in the morning she probably wouldn’t remember a thing, and would probably blame him for marrying her when she was drunk. The media would have a field day with the story and it would probably impact some of his businesses negatively. 
 
    He did not want to get married, at least not this way, but he was sure that if he put up a resistance, Patricia just might get married to some other desperate jerk out there, probably even the drunk that had just shouted that he was willing to marry her. Ethan did not even want to start imagining how he could let that happen. It was better for him to do as she wanted, and besides, in his life, he had never said no to a challenge. That was one of the reasons that he was one self-made millionaire. He could always ask Mia to get them an annulment in the morning when Patricia sobered up and realized that she had made the mistake of the century. 
 
    “So, are you just going to sit there staring at me as if I have lost it, or are you going to take me to an overnight chapel and marry me?” she said loudly. “If not, I would like to take up the offer from the man that just said he will marry…” 
 
    He sealed her lips quiet with a kiss and there was a loud applause from their audience. He felt like a character out of a soap opera as he kissed her deeply in the mouth, his cock becoming instantly hard again. It was true, this woman had an effect on him like no other woman ever had, and it was no lie, no way could he let her get married to another man. He would rather take the heat in the morning when she sobered up than let her make such a mistake. Her lips were soft to the kiss and her tongue tasted of cognac, the fruity taste. Both of them had their elbows on the table as they kissed, the rest of the world forgotten to them, and it was Patricia who broke the kiss. 
 
    “Is that supposed to mean a yes, or a goodbye?” she slurred. 
 
    “Yes, I'll marry you, but I'm warning you, you are going to regret this in the morning, but don’t say that I did not warn you,” he said to her, thinking that at least some of the guests in the bar could bare him witness. 
 
    The small crowd clapped as he walked around the table and pulled her seat out for her. She almost stumbled to the ground as she got up, and he had to hold her as they headed out. She was staggering so badly, Ethan had to hold her firmly to support her, it even made him wonder how she would make it down the aisle. He did not even want to imagine what the priest would say when he saw how drunk she was. This was definitely the craziest thing that he had ever done, but despite it all, he felt a certain thrill going through him. When he had come to the party earlier today, he had not known that he would be leaving it with a drunk fiancée and getting married to her the same night. His only focus had been to fuck her, but after finally meeting her, he had realized that he had more than just a crush on her. She was the sort of woman that made his heart flutter in funny ways. 
 
    He did not believe in love because it was for the weak-hearted, and that is why he did not understand what he felt for her. It was definitely more than just attraction. When they had began talking earlier, she had seemed like a very intelligent and learned woman. She knew things that many other women did not seem to know about. She could talk about anything, from politics to plumbing and mechanics. It was as if she had studied both female and male stuff very well, and that made her all the more attractive to him. 
 
    The moment that they got to the parking lot, the valet brought the car that his chauffeur had left for him, a Mustang. He sat her in the passenger seat before taking the steering wheel and pulling out of the hotel grounds. Ethan had always dreamed of a wedding on the strip and that is where he was taking Patricia. He was taking her to Las Vegas so that they could get married there.  Since he was getting married, it might as well be exciting. They might be seeking a divorce in the morning when Patricia sobered up and realized her mistake, but before that, Ethan wanted to feel what it was like to get married in the Elvis Presley Chapel. He pulled out his cell phone to begin making arrangements. 
 
    “Hi Clive, could you please prepare the jet for me,” he said to his personal assistant as soon as he picked up the call. 
 
    “No problem at all, sir. Where are you going to, and how many people are accompanying you,” Clive said politely as Ethan pondered the advantages of being a millionaire. 
 
    “Vegas, we are two and we are about thirty minutes away from the airport,” he said to the guy. 
 
    “Consider it done,” the guy said with wonder. 
 
    Ethan looked at the figure seated next to him. Patricia had fallen asleep the moment that they had hit the highway, and Ethan couldn’t help thinking how sexy she looked. Her breasts moved up and down with the motion of her breathing and Ethan did not even want to imagine what they would look like bare without her dress on. They were big and firm, the sort of breasts that would drive any man insane, and the sort of boobies that Ethan felt like he could massage tirelessly. He turned to concentrate on the road, sneaking a look at his watch. It was nearly eleven o’clock in the evening, not too late. 
 
    When they got to the airport, Ethan drove onto the VIP runway, where his jet was waiting for them. He brought the car to a stop and shook Patricia awake. 
 
    “Are we at the chapel yet?” she asked. 
 
    “No, but we will soon be there,” he said, stepping out of the car to go over to her side and open the door for her. 
 
    She leaned against him as he led her to the waiting jet. The pilot looked at him warily as if wondering where the hell he was going with an intoxicated woman, which was none of his business for all that Ethan cared. 
 
    “Good evening sir,” the pilot said as they made their way up the stairs to where he wanted for them by the door. 
 
    “Evening, Jake, is everything set for my flight?” he said to the pilot. 
 
    “Yes, sir, everything is in order.” 
 
    A few minutes later they were over thirty thousand feet above the ground, Ethan heading for his unplanned wedding. He had put Patricia in her seat and belted her in, and he sat across from her. She had fallen asleep as soon as the jet had taken off, and so he was left to himself. It was a good time to reflect on his life. Forty and still single was quite an achievement and it struck him that he was off to get married and yet it was something that he had never considered before. This was something that was going to tie him down if Patricia did not want a divorce, because it would mean that he would no longer have the freedom to fuck all the chicks like he had in the past. It, however, felt right.  Maybe the marriage bug had finally gotten to him, because this was surely not his way of thinking. 
 
    It seemed almost like forever before the pilot announced that they would be landing in a short while. The plane began its descent and the colorful lights of the city came into view below them. Ethan shook Patricia awake. 
 
    “Hey, princess, we are almost there, wake up,” he said, pointing down at the city. 
 
    “Where are we, what place is this?” she slurred. 
 
    “Welcome to Vegas, baby.” 
 
    “Are you kidding,” she sounded excited. “You brought me all the way down here to marry me on the strip?” 
 
    Before he could reply, she leaned forward and threw her hands around his neck, her lips seeking his as she began kissing him passionately, almost hungrily. The same effect as before overcame him, and he felt his pecker hardening in his pants, his blood beginning to boil. He wanted this woman more than he had ever wanted anyone before. It was as if Patricia was the very air that he breathed, and being around her was making his common sense disappear. That was the reason why they were on the jet just about to touch down in Vegas for their wedding. It was as if the desire that Ethan felt for her had brainwashed his thinking and now he was doing something that he would never done, not even had he been on drugs. 
 
    The jet came to a stop and they finally got off and made their way to the waiting limo. The chauffeur opened the back door for them and Ethan let Patricia enter first before following suit. She was still high although not as high as she had been when they had left Miami. 
 
    “Where to, Mr. Bradford?” the chauffeur asked, lowering the privacy window of the limo. 
 
    “If we have everything that I had requested, then take us to the Elvis Chapel, Steve,” Ethan said to the chauffeur. 
 
    “Okay, sir,” he said, the privacy window sliding shut. 
 
    Ethan sat back on the plush leather seat. Patricia was seated next to him and he had to force himself not to touch a section of her thigh that showed though a slit that ran all the way from her hips down to her ankles. Just the sight of her bare flesh made him hard with desire. He had never felt so much lust toward anyone before; it almost scared the shit out of him. 
 
    “Is there anything to drink in here,” she said, leaning on him. 
 
    “Sure, there must be champagne in the mini fridge over there,” Ethan said, leaning forward to open the fridge. 
 
    He pulled out a bottle of sparkling champagne and handed it to her. While he was still in the process of getting her a chute, she popped the bottle open and drank directly from it. Not the best of manners, but being that it was Patricia that was doing it, it was suddenly one of the sexiest gestures that he had ever seen. Some of the champagne ran down the sides of her mouth, but she did not seem to care at all. She downed half the bottle before she handed it back to him and leaned back in her seat with her hand resting on his thigh. Ethan put the bottle away and then tried to concentrate on the traffic outside, but Patricia made it impossible with her hand resting so near his crotch. He felt his cock beginning to harden, and as a tent began to form in his pants, he felt her hand moving closer to it. 
 
    He thought that he was going to die of need as her hand was suddenly on top of his crotch, stroking his dick gently up and down. Patricia seemed to tremble as she stroked his cock, almost as if she was marveling at the size and imagining it already deep inside her wet, hot pussy, bonking her like it was the end of the world. 
 
    “You are so huge and I can't believe that tonight you are going to make me yours, totally,” she slurred softly as she moved her hand off his cock and pushed her hand into his pants through his waist. She pushed it past his boxers and Ethan felt her fingers brushing over his shaft as they circled it. She began jerking him up and down slowly but firmly, and he felt as if he was going to go crazy. At this rate, he was going to cum before he even got the chance to get married first, and yet they were so close to the chapel. He took her hand and pulled it out of his pants. 
 
    “What is the matter, don’t you like how I'm stroking you? I'm just preparing you because tonight, this virgin is going to be all yours. You are going to be my first lover, Ethan, and I want to make sure that you do it right,” she slurred as he turned to look at her shocked and wide eyed. 
 
    “What did you just say, that you are a virgin? You’ve got to be kidding me,” Ethan said, still looking wide eyed and things seeming to become even more exciting since he had not known that virgins still existed over the age of sixteen in the country, and possibly the world. 
 
    “That’s right, Ethan Bradford. I have never had sex in my life, not with a woman nor a man, and you are going to be my first. How do you like that, music to your ears, huh,” she said, pushing her hand back into his pants and beginning to jerk his dick up and down again. 
 
    She pulled her hand out of his pants and pulled his zipper open. She then reached her hand into his pants and pulled his boxers down over his cock, before taking a hold of his stiffness and pulling it out of the pants. Before Ethan had the time to think, Patricia had crouched down before him and had lowered her head to his crotch. Her lips touched the tip of his dick as she kissed it, before rubbing her tongue over the tip. Ethan had to hold his breath as her lips circled his head as she sucked it into her mouth. The pleasure that he felt was immense, the lust within him hitting highs that he had ever imagined existed. She wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft and began jerking it up and down as she sucked on the head. Ethan took his hands down to her head and pressed it harder onto his cock, forcing more of the male flesh into her mouth. 
 
    Pleasure engulfed him in the most pleasant ways as he felt her jaw straining against his thickness. Her head moved up and down as she began taking more and more of the length into her mouth. She gave him a blowjob like no other before, and maybe he felt that way because of what she had just told him about him being her first lover. His cock was probably the first one that she had ever given a blowjob and it was intoxicating to feel how well she did it. The heat within his balls was rising and he knew that he was going to cum in her mouth. He held her head firmly and began shoving his shaft in and out of her mouth, fucking her. The feel of her tongue sloshing around his flesh brought him even more pleasure as he forced more and more of the dick into her mouth, until he felt the head slipping into her throat. He knew that he was probably hurting her or making her uncomfortable, but Ethan could not bring himself to stop. He pushed his dick even deeper despite the fact that he could feel the way that her jaw was straining. And then he felt it coming. It felt like an active volcano erupting as his hot load of cum went shooting through his love pipe, erupting in her mouth. Patricia held the base of his cock and he could feel her struggling to swallow all his seed.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Patricia woke up with a heavy head. The last thing that she could remember was being at the party and then heading out of the party to a bar downstairs with that handsome guy, Ethan Bradford. She remembered having a couple of drinks with him but from then on, she could not remember a thing. She must have drunk too much and scared the poor fellow away. What a screw up because she had really been hoping that she would make love to him. Her eyelids fluttered open and she was in a semi-dark room that did not look like the one in her apartment at all. She looked around and almost jumped out of bed when she felt the heat from someone sleeping next to her. Her first reaction was to touch her body and she was relieved when she found that she still had on her bra and thong. She couldn’t imagine how she would have felt if she had made love to someone in her drunken state. It would have been her first time and she would not even have remembered it. 
 
    She looked at the guy carefully and felt a wave of relief when she realized that it was Ethan. He had probably been forced to book her into a hotel after they both got too drunk. She suddenly felt aroused. There was a funny taste in her mouth that she couldn’t quite make out, and her jaw felt sore, but it was probably because of drinking too much. Ethan shifted a little in his sleep, turning to sleep on his back, and it was then that Patricia noticed that his dick was hard. He was sleeping naked unlike her, and his dick came into full view. It was thick and long and the thought of it being inside her, screwing her with pleasure, sent a jolt of lust to her pussy. She got up slowly, careful not to wake Ethan up and checked out his body from top to bottom. 
 
    He had the body of an athlete and from his muscular chest and the six pack on his belly, it was clear that he was very good friends with the gym. He had the sort of body that could drive any woman crazy, and all the men jealous. He looked like a model straight out of a magazine. Her eyes moved further south, settling on the part of him that had her whole body burning with need. His dick stared at her welcomingly and she found herself moving her head down to his crotch and sniffing it. The scent of his maleness drove her senses wild with desire, and she suddenly remembered what the funny taste in her mouth was. Had she given Ethan a blowjob at some point, because the taste in her mouth was that of jizz? The thought excited her and she found herself moving her mouth closer to his dick. She wrapped her lips around the head and began sucking on it. The cock seemed to get even harder, and she loved the taste of the precum that had already pooled over the huge slit on the tip of the head. She licked the cock up and down, sucking his balls into her mouth one after the other as their sac grew taut with arousal. Patricia had felt lust so many times in the past few months, but none of it compared to what she was feeling right now. 
 
    “Oh yes,” he groaned as she sucked his shaft back into her mouth and began mouth fucking her 
 
    He had woken up but she did not care and was not going to stop. This might easily be the last chance that she would get to take care of her lust, and she was not going to blow it. God knows what would happen when she got back home. Life just might get boring again. It was as if he read her mind, because he reached for her legs and pulled them toward his head. He reached for her thong and slid it off her hips, tugging it off her legs. She never stopped blowing his shaft as he reached for one of her legs and pulled it over him, such that his head was in between her thighs. Patricia moaned onto his cock when she felt his tongue parting her folds and beginning to tickle her throbbing clit. This was the first time that anyone other than her physician had touched her there after the operation, and she felt sensitive. 
 
    Ethan seemed to take his time with her, pleasuring her clit with his tongue, before easing it deeper into her love slit. Patricia felt as if she was going to explode. The pleasure and sensitivity that she felt were intense to the point where she felt as if she could not breathe. She let his dick stay deep in her mouth as she held her breath and felt the pleasure that was going through her body. Now she understood why her sisters, and even her best friend, Mia, talked so passionately about sex. After the way that he was eating her out, Patricia was not sure if she would be able to ever think of anything else. And the most exciting part was that he had not even entered her yet with his dick. She began grinding her crotch over his mouth as he started tongue fucking her, pushing his tongue as deep as it could go in her mouth before pulling out. Feelings that she had never experienced before filled her with pleasure and she could feel the heat within her folds beginning to build. 
 
    She pulled her mouth off his cock and sat up, roughly rubbing her pussy over his mouth.  She was in heaven, the sort of heaven where only lovers went to, and she never wanted to come back to earth. She suddenly felt a knot forming in her stomach, just as she erupted into the most glorious experience of her life. Blood pumped through her body, love cream through her love slit as she exploded into her first ever orgasm as a woman. 
 
    “Oh yes, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, Ethan…” she screamed at the top of her voice as pleasure rippled through every ounce of her body. 
 
    “Wow, that was quite an orgasm you had, Mrs. Bradford,” Ethan said as she finally got off him, but she was too weak to answer him. “Would you like me to continue?” 
 
    She nodded her head as she lay on her back on the bed. Never had she experienced anything as wondrous as the climax she’d just had, and to think that there was still a better experience to come. He unclasped her bra and pulled it off, exposing her huge breasts. Her nipples were still hard from her climax, and Ethan wasted no time planting his lips onto one of them and beginning to suck on it. Her [pussy was just beginning to cool off after the orgasm, but as Ethan began pleasuring her breasts, she began to get aroused again. He moved his lips from one tit to the next skillfully, and Patricia could tell that she was a very experienced lover. All the same, she did not understand why they had not had sex last night and yet Ethan had all the opportunity to do so while she was drunk. Maybe it was because he was a gentleman, unlike many men that she knew, including her in her previous life. Had she ever gotten such a chance, she would not have hesitated to fuck. But that was her mentality before she transformed into a woman. 
 
    “Are you enjoying it, Pattie, because I would like to move further south?” he said, looking into her eyes without taking his mouth off her breast. 
 
    “Yes,” it was almost a whisper. 
 
    He began kissing her down her belly, moving lower and lower, but Patricia was not so sure if she wanted him to eat her pussy again. She was feeling lust, the sort of lust that only a real cock could satisfy, nice and hard. She wanted to feel it rubbing over her sensitive walls, taking her to places that she had only ever imagined. 
 
    “Ethan, I want you to make love to me already,” she said, taking a hold of his head and pulling him up. 
 
    “Are you sure about this, Patricia, you are still a virgin and you might want to save it for the right guy some day?” he said as she looked down at hi wide eyed. 
 
    Okay, just how the hell did he know that she was still a virgin, or was it so obvious? There are certain questions that she intended to ask him, but she would do that after he had taken care of her needs. She parted her thighs as he got on top of her, lying in between them. She was a little nervous when she felt the tip of his dick brushing over her pussy lips. She reached down for the pecker and guided the tip of the head into her vagina, nervous but eager. Ethan pushed himself into her slowly and she felt him filling her pleasurably. He felt huge and hard as he slid deeper and deeper into her pussy, his hips moving up and down. 
 
    Patricia felt the tip of his cock pressing against her hymen, and she dug her nails into his back, urging him one. Ethan slammed his cock right through her hymen and a cracking pain filled her body until she shook. Never had she experienced such pain before, at first Patricia thought that she was not going to be able to handle it. Ethan let his cock sit inside her for a few minutes, letting the pain cool off. Patricia was sure that she could feel blood inside her, but as Ethan began moving himself in and out of her, the pleasure became so immense, she totally forgot about that. She could feel every vein of his cock as he drilled her slowly and carefully, letting her get used to the new experience. Patricia moaned and lost control of herself. If this was the forbidden fruit, then she understood perfectly why Adam and Eve had eaten it. This was an experience that every human being was supposed to experienced when they got to the right age. She could feel his thickness pushing and pulling her clit in and out of her love nest with it and it only tended to heighten the pleasure that she was feeling. 
 
    “Harder, Ethan, fuck me harder,” she moaned, suddenly wanting more. 
 
    Patricia wanted to be treated like a bad girl. She wanted him to fuck her like a woman that was not so innocent, and so she urged him on and he did so. He slammed his shaft in and out of her harder and faster with each stroke. It reached places within her where nothing else had ever reached. His lips fused onto hers, and to ass to all of the erotic pleasure she was feeling, she tasted her juices in his mouth. it couldn’t get more erotic than this. Patricia kissed him deeply on the mouth and it was not long before she felt her orgasm beginning to build. This time she had a feeling that it was going to be the mother of all orgasms. She held him tightly, bucking up her hips to meet every stroke of cock, and soon she felt herself jumping over the edge and into the land of paradise. She screamed out Ethan's name as she climaxed hard, and as if that was not enough, she felt his dick stiffening inside her. Suddenly, hot cum went shooting from his hard rod and into her heated nest, their love juices blending together in the most pleasant way. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
    “What do you mean I forced you to get married to me?” Patricia said in disbelief and everything was turning into what Ethan had thought of yesterday. 
 
    They were lying on the bed, both of them naked after hours of making sweet love, and he had just tried to explain to her what had happened at night. He took a hold of her hand and showed her the huge diamond rock on her finger along with the wedding band, showing her his own wedding band. 
 
    “I went to the washroom for a minute and when I came back you had drained almost a whole bottle of cognac. You insisted that I must marry you despite me trying to refuse. Everyone in the bar seemed to agree with you, and so here we are married, man and wife,” he said to her patiently since he could see how upset she was. 
 
    “I can't believe this. I can actually recall bits and pieces of information, and I think that you are telling me the truth. Listen, Ethan, I'm really sorry that I brought all of this mess upon you. I knew that I was madly in love with you right from the first time that I saw you at that party, but I didn’t mean for it to end this way.” He silenced her with a breathtaking kiss. He, too, felt the exact same way, and so they might as well try out the marriage thing and see if it worked for them. If it did not, they could always file for a divorce and he wouldn’t hesitate to give her a generous settlement. He felt his cock already beginning to get hard again. This woman brought out emotions in him that no other woman ever had, and he knew that even if they got that divorce, after what they had just experienced this morning, he would never be able to look at another woman again. Patricia Snowball was the right woman for him, the only woman for him. 
 
    “Ethan.”  
 
    “Shh, let’s remain married, Patricia. I know that you and I hardly know each other, but with time, I'm pretty sure that you will realize that we were meant for each other. Talking of love at first time,” he cut her short before she could ask him for the divorce. 
 
    “Maybe you are right, or maybe you are wrong, Ethan, but before you make that decision, there is something very important that I have to tell you,” she said, looking suddenly serious and a bundle of nerves. 
 
    “Okay, you are beginning to worry me.  What is it, Pattie?” he said quickly, eager to her what she had to say. 
 
    “This is a little hard to say, but the thing is that I underwent a sex change operation. I was once a man just like you,” she said slowly, avoiding his eyes. “it’s okay if you want to kill me or kick me out right now.” 
 
    Ethan remained quiet as he absorbed the words that had just come from her mouth. In a way, he felt betrayed, and in another way, it felt sort of exciting knowing that he had just made love to a transgendered person, and that he had probably been her first person. 
 
    “Did you ever have sex when you were a man?” he asked slowly, still not sure what to think, but still knew that deep within he had just found a gem worth keeping. 
 
    “No, just like I had told you before, I've never had sex either with a woman or a man, you were my first, Ethan, and I feel really uncomfortable having to talk about being transgendered. I would love to try and focus on the fact that I'm now a woman since I was never accepted in society when I was a boy and later a man,” she talked with such pain, it touched Ethan somewhere deep within, making him feel sorry for her and want to protect her. 
 
    “Come here,” he said, sitting up and pulling her into his embrace, wiping away some of her tears with a bed sheet. 
 
    “You aren’t mad at me for not telling you earlier?” she said, sniffing through her tears. 
 
    “Of course not, how can you think something like that. As a matter of fact, I am glad that you chose to tell me about it when you could have chosen to keep quiet and make it your secret for the rest of your life,” he said, pulling her head onto his shoulder and holding her comfortingly. 
 
    “What are we going to do about our marriage?” she continued softly. 
 
    “Well, I think that I already said what I had to say about that topic. The question is, do you feel the same way. Do you still want to remain married to me so that we can discover ourselves more? Do you want to wake up every morning to find me looking into your eyes and go to bed every evening knowing that you are safe in my arms?” he said to her. “I meant everything that I had said to you. I want to hear your laughter every time that I walk in through the door of our house. To tell you the truth, I never really believed in love, but after meeting you, I don’t think that giving it a try would be such a bad idea.” 
 
    Without saying a word, she looked up at him into his eyes. Ethan could see the heat in her eyes as their lips touched softly. “Yes, I want to spend the rest of my life with you by my side.” Their lips locked tightly. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 An Offensive Tactic 
 
      
 
    Colby stripped out of his pads and threw a towel around his waist. Every muscle in his body felt sore, but it was a good soreness. The Rangers had won their eighth game in a row. He’d scored two goals.  
 
    Voices were loud and spirits were high in the locker room. Everybody had a smile on their face. All the players had towels wrapped around their waist, showing off their hairy, muscular torsos. The room was full of hockey stars, the ultimate American alpha males. 
 
    Colby took the towel off his waist and tossed it into a basket. He walked into the shower, knowing that plenty of the other guys were checking out his impressive physique, the huge pecs, large, perfectly sculpted biceps and triceps, the six-pack abs. He was quite the male specimen.  
 
    Even other guys, professional athletes, had to take time and admire the sculpture, the work of art that was his body.  
 
    An hour later Colby got home from the arena. It was a Friday night. Some of the guys had mentioned going out to a club. He definitely felt like going out. 
 
    Colby popped the top of the beer, leaned his head back and took a long slow sip. It tasted delicious, so refreshing. It felt really good to have a few days off, a few days before he had to hit the ice again, throw on his pads and go to war again with his teammates, trying to bring the Rangers another championship trophy.  
 
    It was rare to have three or four days off at this time of the season, when every part of your body ached and creaked, the months and months of playing a physical and violent game, finally taking their toll. So he was especially grateful. Yet he wasn’t the type of guy to sit around his Lower East Side, $3,000 a month apartment, all alone on a Friday night. That’s not the kind of thing you did when you were 27, rich, handsome, and a magnet for all of New York City's most beautiful women. Nope, that's not the kind of thing you did when you were one of the most eligible and desirable bachelors, in a city full of them.  
 
    Colby walked out onto his balcony and looked down on the busy streets below. It was only seven. The humid July night air brought sweat to foreheads and arms and breasts and legs, all those beautiful body parts glistening in the heat. Even at night this time of night, the air still hung thick with humidity. It had taken a while to get used to the humid and muggy summer weather in New York. He much preferred the milder summers that he’d experienced growing up in Montreal.  
 
    Since the playoffs were only a couple months away, this would be one of the last time he got to party and really let his hair down before the season came to an end. One or two phone calls, and he could’ve had a bevy of buxom beauties bouncing up and down in his apartment, rolling around in his king size bed, servicing him like they were his personal whores. That kind of thing came easily to him. Very easily. And it always had. Even before he became the NHL's leading scorer, even before he became team captain, it was the ultimate acknowledgment of his alpha male status. 
 
    He wasn’t in the mood to be surrounded by dozens of desperate, fawning women. He wanted to be around his male friends, some of them hockey players, some of them Wall Street guys. They would hit a cigar lounge or two, then swing into an upscale bar, before taking a nightcap at a fully nude strip club. It would be just the guys, shooting the shit, whistling in the wind, comforting each other. Pats on the back, loud voices, and heart, full-bodied laughter. 
 
    They would puff on fine cigars, Cuban of course. Now that the embargo had been lifted, there was little question about what kind of fatties they would be smoking. Colby had always loved how the big cigars felt as they rested on his lips. Something about the act of smoking had always excited him. He’d never given much thought as to why he found it so damn exciting, he simply kept coming back for ore and more, hoping to experience that titillating feeling again and again.  
 
    Colby sent a few texts to his closest buddies in the city. 
 
    While he waited for them to respond, he flicked through the TV channels: another explosion overseas, terrorism they said, wall-to-wall coverage. Death, carnage, destruction. He wasn’t in the mood for that so he quickly changed the channel, shot through a stream of dull reality TV shows and put the remote down on the couch next to him. It wasn’t even worth trying to find something entertaining. He wasn’t the kind of guy who would ever be content sitting on a couch watching other men push themselves past their edge, overcome their fears and bravely throw themselves into the heart of the action. Action. That’s what got him excited, got his blood firing, and his eyes alight with enthusiasm, determination, and purpose. 
 
    It was shaping up to be a pretty boring night so far. Almost 45 minutes had gone by since Colby had texted his friends, inquiring what they were doing on this glorious Friday night in the Big Apple. He’d yet to receive a response. Where the hell was everybody? It never took this long for his buddies to get back to him, especially when the subject at hand was going out, having fun, and enjoying a night out on the town. Where could they be? It didn’t make any sense to him. 
 
    He was working on his third beer, starting to lose hope, starting to think that he might just have to hit the streets, maybe the East Village or Chelsea or the Meat Packing district on his own. He always chuckled when he said meatpacking. There was something that seemed so funny about it. And what made it even funnier was that the actual place was full of meatpackers, some of the city's most attractive and eligible gay men.  
 
    Colby preferred to stay out of the gayer sections of town. He didn’t have anything against gays. He would never have made fun of someone because of their sexual orientation. Or maybe that wasn’t true. It most likely wasn’t. But that’s neither here nor there. The only thing that mattered was that he knew he wasn't gay. Of course, he wasn’t. He was 100% sure of that. He was 100% Grade-A USDA beef, blonde hair, and green eyes. All-American. All American? Hell yeah, even though he'd spent half of his childhood in Montréal, the other part in the suburbs of Boston. All-American, even though he was bilingual. He had a bit more savoir-faire, a bit more class, and sophistication in your average, all-American beefy stud.  
 
    Just as he was about to give up hope, to call one of the girls in his harem to come over, his phone beeped. It was a text from his friend Jack, a fellow hockey player for the Rangers archrivals, the Boston Bruins. 
 
    Colby stared at the screen in surprise. He couldn’t believe that Jack was texting him. There was an unwritten rule amongst players, especially those who played for rival teams, that it didn’t matter how much they socialized during the off-season, during the season, there was to be no contact. Absolutely none. 
 
    Colby was the kind of hyper, ultra-competitive guy who usually adhered to those unwritten rules without the least bit of hesitation. But for some reason, this year, he felt a bit different. He didn’t think that it would be such a big deal to meet up with a rival. 
 
    He texted back: Let’s just make sure that the place isn’t full of photographers. Not feeling like ending up on page 6. Got it? 
 
    Jack texted back immediately: Got it!!! Place is very discreet. 786 Houston Street. Red Plum. 
 
    Colby smiled. He couldn’t wait to get there.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Colby got off the train at the Houston Street station and hurried up the steps. 
 
    There was a lively energy in the air. He felt great, cocky, and confident. He always felt like that after scoring in a game. Two goals. Usually, that would've meant that tonight he’d be trying to sleep with two women. But tonight, he didn't know if he was up for that. He was trying to move past that part of his life, put some distance between himself and his playboy days. 
 
    He checked his phone for the address. It was right up ahead. Red Plum Bar. He’d never heard of this place before. He wondered why Jack of all people would want to meet him at a new place. It seemed strange, but maybe he was a bit too paranoid. At the end of the day, despite how mean and rough he could be on the ice, Jack, and most of the guys in the league were pretty friendly, laid-back, and cool off the ice.  
 
    But during the season things could definitely get testy. Colby looked at the address on his phone, then at the red neon sign that he saw in front of him. This was the place. Looks pretty cool, Colby thought. 
 
    There was a woman sitting on a stool out front, smoking a cigarette, big black stiletto boots covering her legs. There was something a bit strange about her face.  He couldn’t tell whether she was Asian or Latina. She was a strange, exotic type of chick.  
 
    What kind of place is this? He wondered as he walked to the front door. 
 
    “Ten dollars, please,” said a lisping, boy with a pretty face. 
 
    Colby frowned, took a step backward. He handed the money to the pretty boy and walked into the club. 
 
    Red couches lined the walls. There was a huge dance floor and dim lighting. Women in short skirts and high heels congregated and cackled around the bar. There were a couple of guys, middle-aged, balding, overweight, each one of them surrounded by three or four girls. What a strange scene. He didn't know what to make of it. Colby needed a drink, maybe a couple of them. A shot and a few beers would calm his nerves. At least, he hoped they would. 
 
    He walked to the bar, hesitantly, his eyes shifting from left to right as he cut across the dance floor. Something wasn’t right.  He took out his phone and texted: Jack, Where are you? WTF? 
 
    While he waited for his drinks to come, Colby noticed that the girls, if you could call them that, were checking him out. They were looking him up-and-down from head to toe, smiling, and whispering to each other in Spanish. They must be from the Bronx, Colby said to himself with a snicker. That definitely wasn't the kind of crowd that he was used to being around. As diverse as New York City could be, it still remained very segregated, racially and ethnically: schools, housing, entertainment, people tended to stick to their own. 
 
    This was really strange. He felt so out of place. He spotted another white guy, mid-20s, blonde hair, on the couch, a Heineken on the table in front of him, and a tranny with her legs tattooed curled up next to him. They were both giggling, petting, flirting. 
 
    Colby had never seen anything like that. He didn’t know what to make of it. Sure, maybe these fat middle-aged guys with small dicks, big bellies, and high blood pressure came here to get their rocks off.  
 
    Yeah, guys like that would come here. Sissies. Men who'd lost their virility--lost their mojo. But that blonde guy looked like he could have been the quarterback of a professional football team. What was he doing here? 
 
    Colby ordered two shots of tequila. Why not? Might as well get into the Latino spirit of the place. He washed them both down with a Heineken. He took the cold brew and went and sat down. It wasn't long before the same woman that he’d passed outside, the one with the black boots, red skirt and ethnically ambiguous face, sat down next to him on the couch. She brushed a lock of brown hair behind her ear, batted her eyes, and crossed her legs in his direction. Then she began rubbing his leg, 
 
    “How you doing baby?” She said. 
 
    Colby felt like jumping out of his skin. The whore had a thick coating of makeup on her face. But it still wasn't enough to cover up the acne craters and the masculine jaw. 
 
    “How about a lap dance?” She said.   
 
    She began rubbing the insides of Colby's thighs. He put his hand on top of hers and pushed it away. But that wasn't going to be enough for her. She immediately put the hand back on his thighs and began rubbing, squeezing them even more aggressively. 
 
    Colby could feel his breathing picking up. He looked around the club, panicked. Several pairs of eyes seemed to be turned in their direction. He could see people whispering.  
 
    “No,” he said. I don't want a lap dance. Please get off me.” 
 
    He pushed her off his lap, got up off the couch, and looked around. He could see people laughing and pointing. He needed to get out of there as soon as possible.  The dance floor had filled up. The place was packed. 
 
    This was definitely the wrong bar. There is no way that Jack wanted to meet him here. The place was packed. Music was pumping. They were everywhere. Trannies, shemales, ladyboys, whatever you were supposed to call them. Half man, half woman. A strange, awkward sensation flooded Colby's body. He had to get out of there, had to go meet up with his friend, who right now while the season was going on, was still his enemy. Maybe, weeks, months down the line, he would tell him about this, he would tell everyone. And they would all have a good laugh. A really good one. 
 
    The only thing that he could think about was getting out of there as fast as possible. He pushed a few people out of the way. A tall, brown skin tranny screeched as he put his elbow into her back, causing her to spill her drink on her abundant cleavage. Fake tits, no doubt. She spun around and cut her eyes at him. He didn't back down. Eventually, she snickered, said something under her breath, might've been in Spanish, and turned around. That was that. He bumped into another woman. He was about to yell, about to grab her forearms and throw her out of the way. He was about to do all that. But then they locked eyes.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Colby took a step back and looked at the 5 foot 10 blond-haired woman with abundant cleavage and a colorful, sleeve tattoo covering one of her arms.  
 
    He looked her up and down. 
 
     “Are you sure you want to leave so quickly?” She asked raising an eyebrow, keeping her eyes fixed on his.  
 
    Colby's mouth gaped open. This woman was the spitting image of his ex-fiancé, the Swedish swimsuit model Ingrid Ljunberg. He stammered a response. 
 
    “Okay, let's go, baby,” the woman extended her arm. Colby took it under his and they walked to the bar, ordered drinks, then they headed to the back section of the club. 
 
    Colby didn’t know what was going on. He’d already handed over $60. He sat down on a black leather couch. She got on top, straddling him. Goddamn, his cock was brick hard. 
 
    The woman was taking control of the encounter, bumping and grinding and rubbing his crotch. What a fine female specimen she was! 
 
    “My name’s Ivanka,” she said. “This is your first time here, right?” 
 
    Colby swallowed hard, then nodded his head.  
 
    She reached into his crotch and squeezed. A huge smile spread across her face. Colby swallowed hard, yet again. He was hard, stiff. He could feel cum rising in his cock. He couldn't take this. It was crazy. This wasn’t a woman. It was a dude. He pushed her away. 
 
    “I'm sorry,” he said. “I'm sorry. I'm really sorry.” 
 
    Ivanka lay on the floor, her shoes knocked off, a look of surprise and hurt on her face—physical and emotional. 
 
    Colby stared down at her, not knowing what to do next. He took out his wallet counted off five more 20s and threw them onto the black couch.  
 
    “I'm really sorry,” he said.  
 
    He turned and got out of the club as soon as he could. The first time, yes that's what it was. And it would be as last time. There's no way that he would ever go back there. Never. Ever again. 
 
    At least, that's what he told himself, that night as he showered off, vigorously scrubbing himself, feeling that the dirt, the filth of his homoerotic contact wouldn't come off him quite that easily. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Colby had never felt anything like that before. Never in his entire life. He wasn't gay. What the fuck was going on? Doubts and insecurities rattled inside his brain. He felt like he was going crazy. Sleep didn’t come easy that night. It would be weeks before it did. He tossed and turned, gritted his teeth, clenched his face.  
 
    What could possibly be going on with him? He was a hot, young, hung stud, living in the heart of the world, playing for a major sports franchise. There was no way that he could be gay. There was no way that he could be anything but a blue-blooded, all-American, alpha male. The ideal American man. That's what he was. It's what he'd always been. But what if it turned out that he was a fag? A sissy? If that were the case, everything that he thought about himself would amount to nothing. His whole identity would be a joke.  
 
    He’d spent the majority of his life in hockey locker rooms, tight stinky spaces with other scruffy boys and then eventually masculine men. He couldn't help questioning himself. When he first started out playing the game as a boy in Montréal, he'd hated the stench of the locker room on a Saturday morning, 5:30 AM, zero degrees outside. All those young kids would open up their hockey bags full of musty equipment. He would often feel like he was choking, suffocating on the filthy air that swallowed up the entire room.  
 
    Now he had a question his lifelong involvement with the game, his lifelong obsession with hockey. Why had he been willing to fight through all the injuries, all the frustration, on his way to glory? He’d never been one to sit and reflect, to ponder the whys and the hows. That sort of thing wasn't for him, or any of the men in his family. He was a man of action. Furious, frenetic, persistent, unrelenting action. 
 
    His cock was hard and throbbing on his belly. It was ready for action. There was no question about that. Action was what he wanted. But how long would he have to wait? There was no way to be sure. He wasn't used to struggling with complex emotions, thinking about, and analyzing his feelings. Usually in these types of moments, hockey would be his refuge. He would have gone down to Madison Square Garden on 34th street to one of the practice facilities that remained open 24 hours a day, just to accommodate the weird, idiosyncratic, and often obsessive work routines of the players. 
 
    He would love to have laced up the skates, thrown on the pads, and just skated up and down, working up a good old honest bit of sweat. But the ankle injury he’d suffered in the last game still made it very difficult for him to skate.  
 
    When the doctor first told him that he would have to sit out for a week or so, he couldn't help thinking that maybe the injury was the best thing that could have happened to him. Maybe he needed the time off, a couple weeks, to get his mind together, refocus his energy. He tried to tell himself that as a way to deal with the disappointment and frustration of being injured, especially so close to the playoffs. He knew that he would have to be at his absolute best if he had any intentions of leading the Rangers to the title.  
 
    But it was clear, after being sidelined for only a couple days, there was nothing good about this injury. Nothing good at all. Being separated from the game he loved, the game he’d given his entire life to, made dealing with these questions surrounding his sexuality that much harder. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    For the last several days, Colby had been haunted by the tall, gorgeous blonde tranny’s face. That blend of the masculine and the feminine in her face had left an indelible impression on him. The harder he tried to stop thinking of her, the more forcefully her image surged back into his mind. He was going crazy. He wasn't going to be able to take much more of this. What did it mean? Was it possible, even remotely so, that he had gone this long, 27 years without knowing that he was gay? These days everything seemed so strange to him. He couldn't make sense of his life. He no longer had any idea where he was going or why he was going there. 
 
    To take his mind off of that exotic woman, who wasn’t quite a woman, he flipped on his laptop. He made sure to block off all the porn sites: Porn Hub, Hamster.com, You Porn, and a bunch of others.  
 
    He felt free, liberated. But he also felt a bit pathetic. He didn't have the self-discipline not to go on those fucking sites. Didn't have the self-control to resist? How had he made it this far as a professional athlete? Once again, he was struck by the feeling that he was a fraud. 
 
    His big-cocked stud, playboy image had been such an important part of his public and private identity. Ravaging a woman, really pounding her, taking her over the edge, giving her a body writhing, uncontrollable, screaming at the top of her lungs orgasm, was more than just a pleasurable experience. It was a chance for him to prove, yet again, his manhood, and his alpha masculinity.  
 
    He always had to be the alpha male, the big dog. That's the way he was raised. His father would never let him back down in a fight. No matter how many guys wanted to beat the crap out of his son, his father wouldn’t step in. No, he would demand that Colby get up, start swinging, and defend the Mathews name. Make him proud. 
 
    Colby's father had died five years ago of a massive heart attack. It made him ashamed to think what his father would have to say about this relationship. 
 
    Sucking Dick? A shemale? What are you some kind of fag? His father would've said, bluntly, not afraid to say what exactly was on his mind. 
 
    Colby didn't know how he would've reacted to that. But it didn't matter anyway. If his father were alive, there was no way that he be able to tell him. That wouldn’t have been impossible. 
 
    He didn't even know who to be angry with. Was there something wrong with him? He didn't think so. It was desire, something that he couldn't control. It was a natural reaction.  
 
    The only real contact that Colby had had with homosexuality had occurred while growing up in the Catholic Church. Sure, he'd heard the stories about the priests touching boys. He was pretty sure that it happened to more than a couple of his close friends. But for some reason, he'd always been spared. Maybe it was because he was the most attractive. He was the one that parents would most suspect would be vulnerable to an older predator. Maybe that was the reason. Maybe not. Whatever the case, he was grateful that he never been touched like that. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    That night Colby could no longer contain himself. He went back to the Red Plum bar and made sure to bring Ivanka home with him. 
 
    For the next several weeks, Colby and Ivanka went on numerous dates. They made passionate love in his apartment, in the back of a limousine, and even in Central Park during a Sunday picnic. They couldn't keep their hands off each other.  
 
    Colby didn’t mind taking Ivanka out in the city. No one would’ve ever thought that she was a transsexual. Unless they knew her. But he was still worried that at some point the story might come out. There were certain places, places where he was known to frequent, that he avoided when he was with her.  
 
    He knew deep down that it would be hard to carry on this relationship in secret forever.  
 
      
 
    Colby lifted Ivanka into his strong, powerful arms and carried her into the bedroom. He laid her down on the bed, pulled her skirt and panties down her legs. He couldn't take his eyes off her cock. It looked so full and thick as it lay on her stomach. A very impressive piece of man meat. He looked at his own cock. It was twitching. It had been a long time since he'd seen it so engorged. 
 
    This was the moment he’d been waiting for impatiently. He kissed the insides of her thighs and worked his way up to the huge balls. He wasn't sure what to do next. He took the hard cock in his hands and began to stroke it up and down. It felt so strange, soft and squishy with a hardness inside. It didn't feel anything like his own dick, at least not at first. It was a feeling that he would never forget. 
 
    “Hold on,” Ivanka said, quickly getting out of the bed, and retrieving her purse from the floor. She pulled out a bottle of something handed it to Colby.  
 
    “Oh and I forgot one more thing,” she said, reaching back into her bag and pulling out a handful of gold condoms. The big size. Magnum, XXL. The only kind that would fit Colby’s huge dick. 
 
    “I see you’ve come prepared,” Colby says. 
 
    “Always,” she said. 
 
    “I like that,” he said. 
 
    Colby rubbed a finger around Ivanka’s tight asshole. She closed her eyes, leaned back on the pillow, and moaned. After he had worked his finger around the hole a few times, Colby pushed it in and out. Then it was time for two, and why not three? He worked three fingers in and out of her ass.  
 
    “Oh God,” Ivanka said, her eyes still closed, a sheen of sweat covering her nude body. “Oh, my God that feels so good.” 
 
    “I bet I have something that will feel even better,” Colby said. 
 
    “Yes, please,” Ivanka said. “Please put it inside of me. I want to feel your cock inside of me.  
 
    Colby smiled. He could already see the pre-cum leaking from his dick. He grabbed the stiff shaft and jerked it a few times. It was granite hard. He put the condom on, then rubbed the purple mushroom head against the tight asshole. It was wet and stretched out. But it would still be a tight fit. A very tight fit.  
 
    He pushed the head into Ivanka’s ass. She bit her bottom lip, wrinkles forming in her four head. Colby grabbed the hard shaft and pushed halfway in. 
 
    It was the tightest fit he’d ever felt. He brought his hips back and slowly pushed himself in. He did that three, four, five more times. The hole began to gradually loosen up. 
 
    It wasn't long before he worked up a good rhythm, his hips thrusting back and forth into her, each thrust harder than the last one. It wasn't long before Colby could feel the cum rising in his dick. He was going to shoot a huge load! 
 
    He let out a loud groan as his body slowed down, momentarily twitching, convulsively. He gripped Ivanka’s ass the whole time, kept his dick very deep in her. Seconds later, cum began to spurt from her dick as if shot out a geyser. Colby smiled, admiring the thick load that she shot into the air. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    For the last several days, Colby had had been receiving calls from a private number. He hadn't answered any of them. He knew better than that. But he was starting to grow curious. Who could it possibly be? Finally after ignoring about 10 of the calls, Colby finally decided to pick up the phone. 
 
    “Hello,” he said. 
 
    There was heavy breathing on the other end. 
 
    “Hello,” Colby said again, on the verge of hanging up. 
 
    “You're in trouble motherfucker,” the voice said. “Big trouble.” 
 
    “What?” Colby said. “Who is this?” 
 
    “How do you feel about being the first gay player in the NHL?” The voice said. “Does it make you proud?”  
 
    “What the fuck”? Colby said. 
 
      
 
    “That's a good question, Colby,” the voice said. “What the fuck were you doing sucking a tranny’s dick? Did you really think no one would find out about that?” 
 
    “What are you talking about? I never did anything like that,” Colby said, his lips quivering with rage.  
 
    What was going on? He was about to go mad. He was on the verge of a nervous breakdown. He had the energy, the rage, the boiling blood to put his fist through another man's face, breaking every single bone.  
 
    “Who is this?” Colby said. 
 
    “We've got everything on tape,” the voice said. “Before each game of the next series, we’ll be releasing 10-minute segments. You guys have been going at it for the last couple months. We've got lots of footage.” 
 
    “Who are you?” Colby said. “I'll kill you.” 
 
    The line went dead. 
 
    Colby trembled with rage. He would never have imagined that he could end up in this sort of precarious situation.  
 
    He sent a text to Ivanka: “Where are you? We have to talk,” he texted. 
 
    He had a very bad feeling. Had she decided to go to the press? Had she been recording him all this time? 
 
    He sent her three more texts over the next few minutes. A half an hour later she still hadn't responded. He was becoming more and more suspicious. 
 
    He thought back to that night, that fateful night when they'd bump into each other at the club. He replayed that event in his mind. At the time, it seemed like such an incredible coincidence, an act of fate, serendipity. Yes, that's what he’d told himself. That's what he’d believed. But now when he thought back on it, when he reflected further on that fateful moment, he wasn't nearly so sure. What if the whole thing had been a setup? But who would do such a thing? That was a silly question. He had so many enemies. It could've been a player from a rival team. It could've been a player from his very own team, from inside the Ranger locker room, a fellow teammate jealous of his success, on and off the ice. 
 
    This was by far the most important time of the season. There was no way to build your stature as a player if you didn't perform at the highest possible level in these two frenetic months that would decide the champion. There could only be one champion. Everyone else would be losers. 
 
    The series with the Bruins was only a day away. They were going to release 10 minutes of video before each game. Tomorrow they would be releasing the first 10 minutes. 
 
    Colby paced up and down his apartment. He’d never been involved in anything like this before. It seemed crazy. It didn't seem like it could be real. It was the worst possible nightmare for a rich, young, hunk. Everything was laid out before him. In less than 24 hours his entire life would be ruined. Everything that he’d built for himself would be torn down, reduced to rubble, a pile of stinking ashes.  
 
    He would most likely lose all of his endorsement deals. His teammates would turn their backs on him. How could he continue to be the team captain? The team captain sleeping with transsexuals? They’d be the laughingstock of the entire league. He would be a laughingstock of the entire team. But a lot of the guys wouldn't be laughing. Many of them would be red hot with anger and intent on revenge. They would want to punish him. He’d been the star, the arrogant, cocky, star. On billboards and all the team promotional material his picture always bigger than everybody else's. That would all be over. 
 
    That voice on the phone still haunted him. He could feel it jackhammering in his skull.  
 
    “You're going to be the first gay player in the NHL,” the voice had said. “Does it make you proud?” 
 
    That son of a bitch! Who could be behind this? He racked his brain.  
 
    And then he remembered. It struck him like an electric shock. The epiphany. Who could it be? He thought back to that night, that boring, Friday night, when he sat on the couch drinking a few beers, flicking through the channels disinterestedly. He thought back to that night, and back to the text he received. The text from Jack. 
 
    Now that he thought about it, he found it really strange. Players rarely did that during the season. Especially players on rival teams. The decisive playoff series with the Bruins was less than 24 hours away. For the next two weeks, Colby would be bumping heads with Jack and his ruthless teammates. It would be a no holds barred death match. Colby was determined to fight harder than he had m ever in his entire playing career. He’d never been more determined to win a series. 
 
    It was all falling into place, finally making sense to Colby. Yet he still didn't know what he could do. He didn't seem to have any options. Even though he’d figured out, or had a very strong sense that he figured out what was going on, he still had very few means of going about stopping it. He was trapped in a corner, seemingly with no way out. The beast of public opinion, the hostile, homophobic public opinion would swallow him whole, feast on his flesh, sadistically smiling with each bite. 
 
    But what was Ivanka's role in this?   
 
    Was it possible, was there any chance, had everything with her had been fake? 
 
    Was there a chance that she was in on this from the beginning? Could that really be possible? Had he really been that big of a sucker over the last couple months? 
 
    All of these confusing, painful questions swirled around Colby's head. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “How could you do this to me?” Colby pleaded. “What did I ever do to deserve this?”  
 
    His lips trembled with rage. Tears welled up in his eyes. He never cried, especially not in front of another person. 
 
    Tears streamed down Ivanka’s cheeks. Her body began to shake. She cast her eyes down at the floor. 
 
    Colby’s suspicions were confirmed. She was in on it all along. All her words, her promises, all her love and affection, it had all been a game, a trap that he’d fallen into.  
 
    “I'm sorry,” Ivanka said. “So sorry. It wasn't supposed to be like this.”  
 
    Finally, she’d come clean. Hopefully, there wouldn't be any more lies. Colby wouldn't be able to tolerate any more of her bullshit.  
 
    “Baby,” Ivanka said. “I didn't mean to hurt you. I swear I didn't. But they offered me so much money. I couldn’t turn it down.” 
 
    “Who?” Colby said lunging towards her. “Who offered you the money? Tell me!”  
 
    “Please forgive me,” she said. “I didn't mean to do it. But I had no choice.” 
 
    “Who?” Colby screamed in her face. 
 
    “There was some guy,” she said her voice trembling, unable to maintain eye contact. “From Boston.” 
 
    Ivanka closed her eyes and ducked, as if she expected his fists to start flying, pummeling her into submission, leaving her broken and bruised on the floor. It wouldn't be the first time that she had ended up like that, not the first time that she'd tapped into something primal and hateful inside a man’s psyche. 
 
    “I knew it,” Colby said, taking two steps backward, releasing Ivanka from his menacing grip.  
 
    He lowered his head, shook it from side to side.  
 
    “So you were recording me this whole time?” Colby asked. “Everything?” 
 
    Ivanka had a strange, surprised look on her face. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” She asked. 
 
    “Stop bullshitting,” Colby said. “You know exactly what I'm talking about.” 
 
     “I swear to God,” Ivanka said. “I never filmed or recorded anything that we did together.” 
 
    Colby snickered. No way did he believe her. She was still trying to deceive him. Still covering for somebody or someone. Not revealing who it was who had cut the check and sent her on this deceitful mission. 
 
    But he wouldn't give up that easily.  
 
    “You said that you would tell the truth,” Colby said. “No more lies. No more games. No more bullshit.” 
 
    “And that's what I'm doing,” Ivanka said. “What did they tell you?” 
 
    Colby sighed and shook his head. “They told me that they had recordings. Video and audio. Hours of them. 
 
    “I didn't do any of that. I swear,” Ivanka said. “They told me that they would snap a few pictures on the first couple dates. And that would be enough.” 
 
    Colby turned towards her, eyebrows raised.  
 
    “For the first two dates?” He said. “What was supposed to happen on the next dates?” 
 
    The silence was long and intense and seemed to stretch on forever. Or maybe it froze time. They were the last two souls on the face of the earth, facing each other, neither willing to back down, both of them full of love and pride. 
 
    Ivanka brushed a lock of hair behind her ear, slowly raised her eyes to meet Colby’s. 
 
    “They didn't say anything about what was going to happen after the first two dates,” she said, maintaining eye contact the whole time. 
 
    Colby hesitated before responding, swallowing with difficulty, then loudly cleared his throat.  
 
    He never got like this. He never got choked up when talking to a woman. But he wasn't talking to a woman. But in a certain sense, he absolutely was. It was all so confusing. He had yet to make sense of what this relationship meant for his sexuality. He had yet to make sense of what it meant about his masculinity. Those were questions that he would most likely struggle with over the next few days, weeks, months, even years. It wouldn't be easy. But he was willing to fight against prejudice and against the rampant homophobia that bubble just beneath the surface, just beneath that tolerant veneer that society presented. 
 
    Sure, gay people might now be accepted. They were born that way, but he was in a different category, straddling the fence, not black not white but gray, not committing to one side or the other. He was dangerous, unwanted, and unnatural. Perverse. That's what he was. A pervert. Everyone would agree on that. Make up your mind they would say. There is no in between. There is no bi-sexual. You're just a fag on the down low, waiting for the opportunity to take some cock in your mouth and ass. Isn't that right? They would say with a snicker and a dismissive, hateful look in their eyes. Isn't that right?  
 
    It killed Colby to think that maybe they were right after all. Maybe he was a fraud. Maybe his heterosexuality was just a bunch of make-believe, plaster put over the real him. A mask meant to hide his deeply and profoundly homoerotic self. 
 
    Colby could feel the rage bubbling up in his stomach. He clenched his fists, gritted his teeth. Veins bulged in his neck and forehead. Ivanka took several steps backward. She crouched as if preparing to receive a hail of blows.  
 
    Colby had never hit a woman before. He wasn't sure how much of a woman she really was. But he didn't want to hit her anyway. The rage he felt, the anger he felt in his stomach, wasn't really for Ivanka. He believed her story. For the most part. Women always left something out. He would get everything out of her eventually. 
 
    He saw how the pieces fit into place. This had been the plan all along: to throw him off his game during this critical playoff series. The plan had worked, almost. 
 
    Colby had struggled for the last several weeks, unable to score, getting into fights, and generally being the least productive member of the team. 
 
    He even got benched for more than ten minutes, which was something unheard of. That had never happened to him before in his career. It was the wake-up call that he needed. Figuring out what exactly was going on with Ivanka, figuring out who exactly was blackmailing him, and why, was just what he needed as well. 
 
    He felt as if a burden had been lifted from his shoulders.  
 
    “What are you going to do if they release the tape before the first game?” Ivanka asked. 
 
    “I'm not even going to worry about that,” Colby said. “It doesn't matter. It really doesn't matter.” 
 
    “It matters a lot,” Ivanka said. “Your career, your reputation. Lots of endorsement money. All those things matter and you know they do.” 
 
    “Yes, I know. All those things do matter, but I have to be true to myself,” Colby said. “Or else none of it makes sense. None of that shit is worth anything if I have to pretend in order to have them.” 
 
    Ivanka lowered her eyes. A slight smile broke out on her face, then quickly disappeared, but it was there long enough for Colby to catch it. He had a pretty good feeling what it meant. He had a pretty good feeling that she was very receptive to what he was saying. Maybe she would be able to forgive him for his outburst, his tantrum, his inability to keep his calm. 
 
    Ivanka raised her beautiful green eyes and fixed them on Colby. Then began walking towards him, her heels clicking against the wooden floor. She came closer and closer, stopping inches in front of him. 
 
    “I've been waiting to do this for so long,” Colby said. “So fucking long.” 
 
    “I know,” Ivanka said, throwing her head back and brushing a long strand of hair behind her ear. “Me too. Every night before I go to bed I start thinking about you, and—” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    That was all Colby needed to hear. 
 
    Colby closed his eyes reached out and pulled her full-figured body to him. He loved Ivanka's long legs, her big tits and huge, pointy nipples, and, of course, her round, soft ass. Yes, he loved all those things. There was no question about it. But at the same time, there was no denying that he thoroughly enjoyed the sight and then the feel and the taste of her cock. 
 
    A beautiful, slightly curved circumcised purple headed cock with the big thick veins running down the middle of the meaty shaft. It was his first cock. The first piece of dick meat that he’d ever held in his hands. It was so strange. It didn't feel anything like his cock, at least not at first as he stroked the semi-hard shaft up and down, on his knees in front of her, her hand on top of his head.  
 
    He never would've imagined that something like that would’ve been possible. He was the submissive? He was the bottom? No, this couldn't be happening. But it felt so good. He looked down at his cock. It was hard and twitching, ready to go, ready to plunge into a tight asshole, pump in and out, in and out and covered with ass juice. Then he would pull it out and tell her to turn around and give it a good suck. Lick it clean. That would be so primal, so fucking primal. Just thinking about it was sending the pre-cum leaking out of his cock onto the carpet. He could explode at any second.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    After they had finished making love, they lay in bed, sweaty, panting, legs and arms intertwined. 
 
    Colby turned to Ivanka, brushed a long tangle of blonde hair out of her face, and stared into her golden green eyes. 
 
    “You're so beautiful,” he said. “More beautiful than any woman I've ever seen.” 
 
    Ivanka ran a finger down his cheek and smiled sadly. 
 
    “What's wrong baby?” Colby asked.  
 
    Ivanka turned away, covered her mouth, and hid her eyes.  
 
    “What's wrong?” Colby asked again. 
 
    She completely turned away from him and threw her head down on the bed. She was shaking convulsively, sobbing. 
 
    Colby didn’t know what he’d done wrong. Had he said something to offend her? 
 
    “Please, tell me what it is,” Colby said. 
 
    He felt bad. He still wasn't quite used to this dating arrangement. Dating a woman, who wasn't quite a woman? It was still so strange to him. 
 
    For the next ten minutes or so, Colby held Ivanka as she cried, sobbed, cleansed herself. He didn’t badger her with questions. He was doing all that he could do. He was doing exactly what she needed him to do, just being there, being her rock, her emotional ballast, the man to hold her in his strong, powerful alpha arms.  
 
    After a while, she’d finally calmed down. She wiped the tears clean from her face, sniffled, laughed and smiled as if she were embarrassed by her inability to control herself.  
 
    “I'm sorry,” she said. “It's stupid. But I get like this sometimes. I can't help it.” 
 
    “That's okay,” Colby said. “It really is. If you don’t want to talk about it, then we don't have to. That's perfectly fine with me.” 
 
    Ivanka sniffled, looked away, looked back at Colby, and then looked away again. Colby had never seen her like this. He was worried. What could possibly be eating at her, gnawing at her soul, keeping her from enjoying this wonderful moment that they’d been experiencing together? 
 
    “It's just… this isn’t the first time that I've been with a macho, alpha guy,” Ivanka said. “And it's never worked out before.” 
 
    “What does that have to do with me?”  Colby said. “I'm not any of those other guys.” 
 
    “Well, how long do I have to wait before you introduce me to your friends? To your family?” She asked. 
 
    “I don't know,” Colby said, defensively. “We’ve only been seeing each other for a couple months now.”  
 
    Ivanka crossed her arms over her chest. She didn't seem convinced by that answer. 
 
    Colby had been thrown off guard by the question. He loved spending time with her. He really did. And it went beyond the physical. He was sure that. There was a real connection between them. But introduce her to his friends and family? He definitely wasn’t ready for that. He still had so much to lose if this affair were revealed, if the tabloids got wind of the fact that Colby Matthews, NHL star, leading candidate for the MVP award, was gay. That wouldn't go over well at all. 
 
    “I hadn't really thought about that,” Colby said. 
 
    “Bullshit,” Ivanka said, throwing off the covers off and getting out of the bed.  
 
    As she walked towards Colby’s closet, she crossed her arms over her chest. 
 
    Colby couldn't help but admire the bounce of her tits, the jiggle of her ass. 
 
    She went to one of Colby's closets and pulled out a robe and slipped into it. Then she sat down on the edge of the bed, lowered her head into her hands. 
 
    Oh no, Colby thought. Is she going to start crying again? I don't know if I can handle any more of this emotional shit. 
 
    He would’ve never said that out loud, would never have wanted to hurt her, to show that maybe he was getting a bit annoyed, a bit tired of her clinginess. They'd only been together for two months. Why did he have to introduce her to his friends and family? 
 
    But he knew that he wasn't quite honest. He did feel somewhat ashamed, worried what family and friends would say about him. He was also worried how quickly the rumors would spread if anyone outside of his close personal circle was to find out. 
 
    “How about this?” Colby said. “I'll throw a big party for my friends and family, and you'll be my date.”  
 
    “Really?” Ivanka said, her eyes lighting up with excitement and optimism. “When?”  
 
    “The day after I win the MVP award,” Colby said. 
 
    “The MVP?” Ivanka said. “What does that have to do with us?” 
 
    “It's just that I wanted it to be a really big celebration,” Colby said. “Everyone there will be people that have known me for a long time. I'd love to introduce you to them as my new girlfriend.” 
 
    Most of what he’d just said was true. But there was one part that he wasn't telling Ivanka, one part that he’d left out of his explanation, and that had to do with the MVP trophy itself. He’d been the front runner all year long. Lately, things that tightened up a bit. But he was still thought to be the favorite because he played in the massive New York market. 
 
    He had to win that award. It was something he’d dreamed about all his life. Of course, he’d dreamed about winning the Stanley Cup as well. But individually, he’d always wanted to prove himself as a great scorer. He'd always wanted to win the MVP trophy.  
 
    This was the best chance he had yet in his career. It may be years before he had a chance this good before he got this close to the trophy. He didn’t want to take any risks, didn't want to compromise himself in the voting. There was no way he could let this cat out of the bag before the results were made official.  
 
    The next day, Colby woke up bright and early, stretched his arms and yawned. His body ached. It would be another long hard day. No, it wouldn't. He smiled. This was the day. He would be crowned MVP. He grabbed his phone from the bedside table, checked his messages. Nothing from the league. Nothing from his agent.  
 
    What was going on? They were supposed to call. Wasn't that what happened when you won the MVP? He went into the living room, flicked on the television, turned to Sports Center.  
 
    Breaking News: George Simmons Named NHL MVP. 
 
    Colby gritted his teeth and cursed under his breath. Then he slammed the remote on the floor. How the fuck did this happen?


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Four games into the series with the Bruins and none of the tapes had been released. Everybody could tell that Colby's game was off. The media kept asking him whether or not he was injured. No. He wasn't injured. And even if he were, he wouldn't have used that as an excuse.  
 
    The Rangers were down three games to one in the series. They were on the brink of being eliminated from the playoffs. This would be the end of their season.  
 
    Colby was tired of worrying about when the videotape would be released, or if any of the videotape footage would be released. He couldn't keep worrying about that anymore. It was destroying his self-confidence, completely eroding any ability that he had to concentrate. If the Rangers lost to the Bruins, he would be at fault. He would never forgive himself.  
 
    The night before game five, the decisive game, he made one of the most important decisions of his life. 
 
    Just before they fell asleep, Colby turned to Ivanka, took her hand in his and squeeze, staring into her eyes lovingly.  
 
    “I want you to come to the game tomorrow,” Colby said. “I want you to sit right behind our bench.” 
 
    Ivanka’s eyes opened wide with surprise. “You're serious?” She said. “Wouldn’t I just be a distraction?”  
 
    “This whole series I've been distracted,” Colby said. “And it’s because I haven't been true to you. Haven't been true to myself. I don't want to do this any longer. Even if I win, I’d feel like a coward if I didn't have you there at the games with me. 
 
    “If you're good enough to lie in my bed then your good enough to come watch me do the thing that I do best.” 
 
    “Well, you do a bunch of other things pretty well also,” Ivanka said reaching under the covers and letting her hand slither and slide down Colby's hard chest, resting it on top of his semi-hard cock, giving it a light squeeze. 
 
    They were down three goals to one with 10 minutes to go in the third period. 
 
    Colby hadn't been able to focus all game. He kept looking back behind the bench, seeing that empty seat. Where was she? Where the hell was she? The one time he invited her to a game, the one time he really wanted to see her there, to feel her love and support and she hadn't shown up. He had no idea what had gone wrong. 
 
    Everything seemed lost.  
 
    Bang! Bang! As he sat on the bench, he heard a fist hanging into the glass behind him. He hated when people did that. He turned around, ready to give the fan a telling off, to release all his frustration on the disgruntled customer. What he saw completely changed his mood. It was Ivanka, dressed up in her fur coat, look looking sexy as ever, waving and smiling and trying to tell him that she had some sort of hang up at the club.  
 
    Colby felt a surge of adrenaline pass through his body. It had been weeks, maybe months since he’d felt this good with all his equipment on. 
 
    “Let's go boys!” He bellowed. 
 
    A few of guys looked at each other in surprise. It had been a long time since they heard Colby take the role of the vocal leader, the alpha dog willing to get out in front of the pack.  
 
    For the next ten minutes, the Rangers skated as hard as they had all season, fighting for every loose puck, desperate to get back into the game. 
 
    Goal! Goal! 
 
    Their hard work finally paid off. They scored two quick goals and sent the game into overtime. Sudden Death. First goal wins. 
 
    Goal! The Rangers Win! The Rangers Win! 
 
    The crowd went crazy. The Rangers won the next two games defeating Boston and moving on to the Stanley Cup finals. They made quick work of the Los Angeles Kings. Four straight wins and they were champions. 
 
    Colby had a great series. He felt like he could be MVP. But unfortunately, yet again he didn't win the trophy. This time, it didn't matter.  
 
    After the final game of the series, he brought Ivanka back into the team locker room with him. Then he brought her on the championship parade through Manhattan. 
 
     It wasn't long before the tabloid seized on the story. The Ranger captain was dating a transsexual? Could that be possible? There was plenty of laughing and giggling and whispering. But in New York the only thing that really mattered, the only thing that counted at the end of the day, was winning. Colby had won. He could date, love, or fuck whomever he damn well pleased.  
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Wild Desires 
 
      
 
    Mike decided to go out for the evening and looked up some old friends. The excitement and rush of the championship game was fading and he felt ready to enjoy his off season. The L.A Lakers had made it to the last game of the play-offs and he was proud of that. It would have been amazing to win the big game, but just getting there was a huge thing for their team these days. Unlike some of his fellow teammates, he was happy with the whole experience.  
 
    The nice thing about living in Los Angeles was the nightlife. He planned to avoid the usual hangouts and go to some of the old hangouts from his pre-Lakers days. There were several friends he wanted to see and catch up with. A few of them had made the rumor mill and he was curious to find out the truth of those rumors. He parked on the outskirts of Venice Beach and started walking. You really couldn’t enjoy the beach in a car. He waved to people he knew and accepted their congratulations and sadness that they hadn’t won the championship. He was hungry though and had a specific destination in mind. 
 
    Happy Jacks Burgers were the best hamburgers he had ever found. He took a seat at the beach front bar and waited for the owner to notice him. Madden eyed the women who were always around on Venice Beach. There was always a lot of skin showing and the sexy ladies were a great atmosphere to enjoy a meal. 
 
    “Mike Kalick! I’ll be damned, man. Long time no see. We thought you forgot about us once you went pro,” said the big Hawaiian man who came down the bar to him. Joe Littleton, owner and proprietor of Happy Jacks Burgers. His father, Jack, had started the business, twenty-five years earlier and Joe kept it going. 
 
     “No chance buddy. It is good to see you. How’s business?” Mike asked. 
 
     “Same ole, same ole, you know how it is. Sun, surf and the beautiful ladies. It is a hard life, but I get by,” he responded. They shared a laugh and Mike had to agree, looking around again. There were blonds, brunettes, redheads, and all the different sexy bodies types to look at a man could dream off. Mike caught one woman’s eye and smiled. She had dusty blond hair past her shoulders that was blowing in the wind off of the surf. She was about five foot six and wearing a red spandex half top showing off her fantastic breasts and a matching pair of spandex mini shorts. Her tanned belly was particularly enticing. Mike winked and turned back to Joe. 
 
    “Yeah I can see you are suffering. My heart bleeds for you man. Are there any of the old gang still hanging around?” Mike asked looking over the menu. Nothing had changed on it, so he knew exactly what he wanted. 
 
    “Now and then, Ricky was by last week with his new girl. A short little looker named Darlene. Tommy came by looking like the desk job is getting the best of him. He needs a break. Oh and do you remember Savant Lorrel?” Joe asked. Mike laughed. 
 
     “Of course, we were best friends. I talked to him about four months ago. It sounded like he had some heavy decisions to make. Have you heard anything?” Mike asked and pointed at the big blue cheeseburger he wanted. Joe wrote out an order and passed it back to a waitress who took it into the building. 
 
    “The decision was made. About time I say. Then again I am not as uptight as some. How did you feel about it?” Joe asked him. 
 
    “Hey, you know what, he deserves to be himself, or should I say her. He…she helped me through a lot of shit when we were younger. I am glad to hear…she followed her heart,” he said. Joe’s eyes twinkled and he nodded.                             “It is and don’t worry, it took me awhile to get used to the change in pronouns too. She comes around now and then. Are you staying in town long?” Joe asked, getting Mike his beer. 
 
    “My whole off season, you will be sick of me. I want to reconnect with my roots man. I love this place,” he told him honestly. Joe nodded and then pardoned himself to go serve someone else at the bar. Mike already felt good about his decision to come back and stay awhile. Once he had left to play professional basketballs for the NBA, he had always felt weird in the old neighborhood. Now though, he loved it. When his burger was ready he dug in hungrily. Happy Jacks also did up the best fries, too. No one at the restaurant would ever tell him what spices were used, but you could not find the mixture anywhere else. 
 
    Mike got another beer as the traffic picked up and he finished eating. Joe was kept pretty busy with serving pretty ladies and the guys hitting on them. Mike watched the sexy blond he had noticed earlier order two drinks at the other end of the bar and then walk off to one of the little privacy pavilions down on the beach. He sighed and turned back to crowd watching. He noticed Joe around the side of the building talking with a familiar face. The conversation did not look like it was going well, so he went over to say hi to an old classmate. 
 
    “Hey Tony, don’t you know you can’t harass the burger man,” he said jokingly. Tony turned to him with a strained smile. 
 
    “He look at this. The hockey hero returns. Too bad you couldn’t win the Cup,” he said sarcastically. Mike ignored it. 
 
    “You know how it is. What are you up to Tony. You look like you are taking care of yourself,” Mike told him. Tony was a dark haired guy with rough features. He was always living on the edge when it came to his occupation. 
 
    “I am doing business and you are interrupting,” Tony told him, no longer pretending to be friendly.  
 
    “Too bad. I know the kind of business you do. Everything okay here Joe?” he asked his friend. Turning away from Tony as if he wasn’t there. 
 
    “Sure, once this pip-squeak gets used to the idea that I run a clean place and always will. I don’t want any of his shit around here,” he said jovially. Mike noticed the irritated glint in his eye as he looked at Tony. 
 
         “You heard him Tony. He doesn’t want any of your shit around here, take off,” Mike told the thug. Tony glared at the both of them and they glared back. Tony had never been stupid and would know Joe and Madden could easily wipe the floor with him. 
 
         “All right, all right. I’m going. Don’t think you have heard the last of this. Next time it won’t be me you have to deal with. You will be lucky to be able to run this place again!” He told them trying to be tough and walking away. 
 
         “What the hell was he up to?” Mike asked as they walked back to the bar. 
 
         “Nothing big. He just wants to sell shit in here. It isn’t happening,” Joe told him. Then he smacked his forward comically. 
 
    “Damn I almost forgot. You got an invitation from a stone cold fox man. She is in that pavilion over there waiting for you. Sorry about that, I was distracted,” Joe apologized. Mike realized it was the same pavilion he had seen that lady in red go to earlier. He smiled. 
 
         “It is my lucky night my friend. Catch you later,” he told him and tossed payment on the bar with a smile. Somedays you just live right, he thought to himself.  
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Savanah paced nervously in the big red tent on the beach. She trusted Joe to pass her message, but Mike had not come. She wondered if he had recognized her and felt repulsed with the changes she had made. She took a sip of her drink and sighed. She had not seen him in over a year. He was going to be surprised. 
 
         “Hello pretty lady. Did you invite me to your beach front palace,” Mike said from the open front of the pavilion? She smiled, setting down her drink next to the one she got for him.  
 
         “I did handsome. I was wondering if you were going to take me up on it,” she told him coyly. 
 
         “Of course. Joe was distracted with a customer problem before he could pass the message. May I have your name?” He asked her. He was studying her face and she could tell that up close he was noticing something familiar. She had got that look a lot since her surgeries. 
 
         “You don’t recognize me Mike. I should be hurt,” she teased pouting a moment. “But truthfully most people don’t any…” she was interrupted. 
 
         “Savant! Damn, Joe mentioned you took the plunge. Sorry, I did not recognize you at first, I can see it now. I have to say you look much better!” He said with his devastating smile she remembered from her former days. He was almost a foot taller than she was and wearing a tank top, shorts and sandals. Looking gorgeous as always. She felt a huge relief within her and the tension melted away. 
 
         “It is always surprising to me how good it feels to be remembered, despite everything. Want a drink basketball star,” she told him pointing at the little table between two chairs. He grinned and came forward and hugged her. She closed her eyes, surprised and pleased. 
 
         “I am glad you did what makes you happy, you are happy?” He asked pulling back and moving to the table and drink. She smiled big for him, taking a seat herself. 
 
         “Happier than I ever have been. Really and for true. There have been a few hassles when people found out, but overall people are cool,” she said and they clinked glasses. It is going better than I had hoped, Savanah said to herself. 
 
         “I go by Savanah now, changed my name,” she told him and he nodded. 
 
         “I like it. It fits you, too. So what are you doing for a living nowadays, Savanah,” he asked her companionably. She noticed a little hesitation at her name. She expected that. 
 
         “You will never believe it man, I am a private detective and the money is actually good. It helped pay for this,” she told him and gestured down at her chest and then briefly between her legs. He grinned. 
 
         “I figured you had to become fairly well off if you rented one of these things. Joe does not rent them cheap,” he said. “So is it exciting work or just digging through files.” 
 
    “You would be surprised. I get to tail people of various levels of thuggery. I try to avoid the marital spats and that kind of shit. Who needs it, right. Every now and then though the money is just too good. Baby needs a new pair of shoes,” she told him with a laugh.  
 
    She felt amazed at how easily they were back in their old friendship patterns. As if nothing had changed. Then again Mike had not been surprised when she told him her plans four months earlier.  
 
               “So really, this did not surprise you, when I told you?” She asked. 
 
     “Naw, I always figured you had problems I couldn’t see. For a while I thought you were gay, but then decided it was something else. When you called and told me, I thought, okay that makes sense. I hope you didn’t think I would have a problem with it?” He asked concerned. 
 
         “Logically, no. I know you to well. But emotionally I was taking a lot of shit. I was getting nervous honestly. Sorry,” she apologized he waved it off. 
 
           “Considering how much shit people take for their decisions in life and who they are, I am not surprised. I do have to ask though, it is something important,” he said solemnly. She nodded leaning in to hear.   
 
      “Yes.”            
 
    “Did you see me make the three pointer in the final game. We may not have won but I was smoking that game!” He said with a grin. She busted up laughing. Mike was still Mike. It made her happier than she could say. Now she just had to see if he would be interested in her the way she was now, as more than old school friends.  
 
     They ordered desert and another drink. Laughing and talking old times. Savanah wanted to take it slow this first meeting. She had always admired Mike. As far back as she could remember and as she had got older, her admiration had turned into something else. She had set those feelings aside as she dealt with who she was and wanted to be, but now that she had become Savanah, she was ready to move forward. She just hoped he was into the idea. 
 
     “Wow, Savanah, you can still eat like you used to. You must work out like a demon,” Mike complimented her. She laughed. 
 
     “I work out a little, but my metabolism is still high so I can usually eat what I want. I am blessed that way. Most girls are counting calories and all that crap,” she told him with a smile. His eyes twinkled in response. A breeze off the water made her shiver at the same time she saw someone spark up a beach fire closer to the water. 
 
     “Do you want to go to the bonfire,” she asked pointing.  
 
    Mike was up for it.  So they stood and she grabbed a blue silk skirt that wrapped around her hips and he held out her blue blouse that had been hanging on the back of a chair. She smiled to herself as he treated her like a lady. She felt a warm glow begin within her at his kind action. As they departed the tent, they heard a “whooshing” sound behind them and turning back to the tent saw the whole back of the thing was on fire. 
 
     They rushed away from the tent and looked around. Savanah could see all the tents along the back below Happy Jacks had flame crawling up the back casting a red glow that reminded her of blood. 
 
     “We have to get people out,” she said to Mike and began running down the line of tents shouting to whoever was inside them. 
 
      “Get out, Fire! Fire!” She cried going from tent to tent. Two of them had couples she interrupted scrambling to gather clothes and get out. Mike had gone the other direction, rousing the tents that way. She got them out and by then the rest of the partiers at the bar and on the beach had run over and were getting water to put out the fire. Mike was organizing them and Savanah helped calm the people who had been in the tents. Savanah had found over the years she was good at stemming panic in people. 
 
     Savanah thought it weird that Joe wasn’t storming around taking charge and cursing his tents going up in a blaze. Then she heard a scream from up the beach at Happy Jacks. She turned and cried out for Mike and began running up the beach. The waitress Lean was waving from the side door so Savanah headed that way. She skidding to a stop just inside and saw Joe on the ground unconscious and bleeding. He had been beaten badly. She knew what that looked and felt like so she knelt next to him. Savanah had several first aid classes under her belt and began checking him out. 
 
     “Did you call an ambulance Lena?” She asked and let out a sigh seeing Joe was breathing okay. His shirt had been torn in whatever happened and he ribs felt out of place. He flinched, even unconscious when her hands went over his abdomen. Mike knelt next to her.  
 
      “How is he,” he asked. 
 
      “Unconscious. He was beaten pretty bad,” she said. 
 
     Lena handed her a wet cloth and she wiped the blood off of his face. She could see his left eyes was swelling shut, his nose looked broke and he had lost a few teeth. He was going to be pissed off when he woke up. The man was proud of his smile, she thought to herself. The cops showed as well as an ambulance and fire department. She backed off with Mike as they too care of him and Lena went with him to the hospital. Savanah knew Joe would appreciate her being there when he came too.  
 
     Since Savanah and Mike had been the first to notice the flames and had been proactive about the incident, they were the ones everybody pointed the officials towards for answer. Not that we have any, Savanah thought sarcastically. 
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Mike looked at Joe protesting from his hospital bed. The guy had cracked ribs, internal bleeding in his abdomen, a broken nose and missing teeth, yet he was insisting he wanted to keep Happy Jacks open. Mike thought about it for a minute and decided what the hell. 
 
     “Look dude, if you want it open, Lena can run the place well enough and I’ll help if she will have me,” he told him. Savanah immediately added her name to the list with a gleam in her eye. Lena nodded fiercely. Ready to back her boss up. 
 
      “I can’t ask you guys to do that,” he said with a slur to his voice caused by pain meds.  
 
     “You didn’t ask us to. We volunteered Joe,” Savanah pointed out. 
 
     “You are in no shape to be up and around. Your doctors flat out said if you leave, it is against medical advice. They seemed pretty pissed you would even think about it. So let us take care of things. I can order these two around ok. In fact, you have restaurant experience, right Savanah?” Lena asked. 
 
     “Yep. Not a problem,” Savanah answered.  Mike smiled remembering Savanah had not been that good at it, but she did have experience. Besides, she had other things she was going to be doing. As Joe pointed out. 
 
      “I thought you were going to do that detective thing and look into getting proof that ass Tony was behind this whole mess,” Joe asked her. 
 
      “I will Joe, now worries. But once I ask around I have to wait for answers and I can do that as easy at Happy Jacks as I can at my office or home. Relax and let the doctors take care of you ok dear,” she said. Joe sighed. He seemed to realize he was out numbered 
 
     “Ok, ok. If you guys really want to do it. I want to hear how it is going as often as possible, okay?” He gave in. Mike grinned and shook his hand on it. 
 
     “Sure, whatever you want man. Just take it easy and rest. You need to get better before my off season is over. I’ll have hoops to shoot then,” he told his friend. Joe grinned and closed his eyes, breathing deeply. It was not long before he was asleep and the nurses hustled them all out. Mike, Savanah and Lena talked it over in the lobby of the hospital. 
 
     “I am not going to open again until tomorrow. We have to get the wreckage of the tents cleaned up and replaced as well as reschedule employees, because Joe covered two shifts a day and never seemed to get tired. I can’t do that. Hell, no one else can. Then I have to check stock and see what needs ordered and all of that. It should give you time to do some detective stuff Savanah before we open,” Lean explained.  
 
    Mike was a little concerned about Savanah on that point. The cops had been unable to find anyone who saw a suspect throw the Molotov cocktails the fire department had said were used. Not to mention, Lena had found Joe lying beat up in the back. No one had seen anything and there was no way to trace it to Tony. Although they were all sure he was behind it. Tony was going to be surprised when they opened again. Which also meant he would be back. Mike pointed that out to Savanah. Realizing as he said it, that Lena and anyone else working there might be in danger. The ladies were not impressed by his worry. 
 
    “I know Mike,” Savanah began. “That is why I don’t mind working at the restaurant. Tony has to come back and try whatever it is he wanted to do in the first place. I will be there to see it and stop him. You guys will be there to help. Easy as pie,” she finished. Lena nodded and high fived Savanah. Mike sighed, knowing he was being double teamed but could not stop it. 
 
    “Ok fine. Let me buy the new tents for the beach. I am thinking fire retardant stuff and the top of the line. I want Tony to really be frustrated when we open.  I was also thinking actual security camera’s so we can get a look at any one trying it again,” he said. They were both enthusiastic about it. He knew Joe would not be but he did not have to know and they agreed on that too. At least for now. Mike had a sudden thought that cheered him up. 
 
    “I want to work in the kitchen Lena, can I?” He asked. She was startled by his question. 
 
    “Uh I guess so. Why would you want to work in there?” She asked. Then Savanah started laughing. She had figured it out. Mike reminded himself she did know him very well. 
 
    “He wants the Happy Jacks fry recipe,” she said between giggles. Lena grinned. 
 
    “I don’t know about that, but you can work in the kitchen,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks,” Mike told Savanah who winked at him. 
 
    “Any time,” she said in return. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ******** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mike followed Savanah into her little house up the highway from Venice beach at three thirty in the morning. It had been a long night and everyone needed a rest. She had given him the invitation and he had taken it without thinking. Once there though his eyes traveled to her well-shaped rear and the way her blouse rode up over her tits. Nice, he thought and shook his head. They had been friends so long he was not sure it would be a good idea. She did look great though.  
 
    “Hey Mike, do you mind if I take a shower. After the fire, smoke and Joes blood I feel the need to get clean?” she asked.  
 
    “Naw go ahead. I’ll be here when you get done,” he told her. She took off down the hall and he looked around her little house. It was nice. 
 
    Hardwood floors, leather furniture and brass fittings on the sink. Very tasteful and kind of elegant, he thought. He had to admit it suited her. Who she had been before and even more now. He got some juice out of the fridge and ate a cookie out of cookie jar looking out the window at the view of the beach. She had to be doing really well to have a view like this in southern California. It wasn’t cheap, Mike knew from experience. He watched the lights of traffic on the hill and the clear skies over the ocean. Sipping his juice and letting the tension of the day flow out of him.  
 
    “Hey Mike. Mind if I join you?” Savanah asked coming up next to him. 
 
    “Of course. Good shower?” He asked turning to her with a smile. She was wearing a silk, filmy robe of red. Her hair was damp and her face had that after shower flush he always found so attractive. She nodded and he saw she was drinking juice as well. They both stood side by side looking at the view. 
 
    “Thanks again for inviting me back. By now the press is all over my place. I never would have been able to get any rest and the company is better here,” he said honestly.  
 
    “I am glad you accepted. It just occurred to me though, that the press will be at the restaurant, too, and Lena may tell them that I am investigating as a detective. If they look into me, they may find out who I used to be and that we are friends. Is that going to hurt your relationships with the team?” She asked.  
 
    Mike had to think about that. It had not occurred to him. Which, he told himself, was a little stupid. The recent laws allowing and or blocking gay marriage, as well as the higher profile of transgenders, made the topic very uncomfortable for some people. Especially some jocks he knew from locker room talk. Mike himself did not have patience with the old school of thought that said Jocks were manly men. Dismissive of gays or transgender folk. It was the twenty first century and live and let live was his philosophy. Of course, his manager may be worried about his reputation and endorsements. 
 
    “I don’t know, to be truthful. Some of the guys are a little old fashioned I guess. Others won’t give a shit as long as I can still hit the three pointers. It just occurred to me my manager may blow a gasket from a financial angle. Endorsements and stuff, but nowadays, I can’t see it hurting any endorsement deals. If it does, I find others. It is amazing how much money is floating around waiting to be spent on guys and gals like me,” he told her. She chuckled softly. 
 
    “I am glad it won’t hurt your prospects. I wouldn’t want that. I was so excited to see you again it would bum me out if us spending time together hurt you in anyway,” she admitted, leaning against him. His arm went around her automatically and he could tell she was not wearing anything under her robe. 
 
    “I am not going to worry. I have a yoga instructor who says the only things that can hurt us are things we let hurt us. So if people have a problem with us being friends, screw them. They are not worth my time,” Mike told her firmly.  
 
    Her head lay against his upper arm; he was quite a bit taller than she was. They continued standing there. Enjoying the view and the quiet after the wild night. He came to the decision that if something happened it happened. She was attractive, even if he had known her before as an old school buddy. In fact, that was a good reason in favor of it. She knew him well and he knew her. It certainly wouldn’t hurt to give it a try. He had not been in a relationship for a long time. He laughed at himself inside, she may not even be thinking along those lines. He heard a quite sniff from her and looked down. She was crying a little. 
 
    “Hey, are you okay Savanah?” He asked concerned. 
 
    “I’ll be fine. The night just hit me all the sudden. The fires, Joe being attacked. I love that guy. I want to bury whoever did this to him,” she said and sniffed again, looking up at him. Her eyes glistened and her damp hair sparkled in the lights from the street.  
 
    “He is going to be fine. Don’t you worry about it. I like him, too, and we are going to fix this for him. All we have to do is get enough evidence for the cops to do something, right?” Mike said. 
 
    “That should do it. They will be investigating pretty hard with your name involved. The press will be on them hard too I am guessing,” she responded.  
 
    “There you go. If we don’t find anything they need, they might get it done themselves and we won’t have to. See, just like that it is over. Damn I’m good,” he said with a grin and she laughed as he had hoped. Her eyes sparkled even more and her smile was enticing to him. She came up on her toes bringing her face closer and he could not stop himself from leaning downward to kiss her. She responded with a passion that surprised him. He was equally as surprised with the quickness of his own urgent response. When they broke apart she had a stunned look in her eyes and Mike had a feeling he did too. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    “Double wow. I have been wondering what kissing you would be like,” she said. 
 
    “How was it?” he couldn’t help asking. She grinned. 
 
    “Great, but I am sure you can do better,” she said.  
 
    Mike remembered in high school Savant used to sit on the sidelines reading while Mike practiced lay ups and free throws. Whenever Mike asked how he did he had said the same thing then. Mike decided to respond differently than he did in high school. He reached down and scooped her up in his arms and she gave a startled cry and then a laugh. 
 
    “Down the hall on the end,” she said through her laughter before burying her face in his neck and kissing him. Mike’s legs moved faster to get down the hall at the end. When he got there he found a big bedroom and a queen-sized bed. He lay her down and he robe came open showing him the full view of her front side. He really like what he saw and immediately took off his shirt and then the rest of his clothes. When he stretched out next to her, she snuggled into his arms. 
 
    “I want you to know when I saw you at the beach I was kind of hoping we would end up here. I hope you don’t mind,” Savanah told him. He could not help smiling a little, surprised but not much.  
 
    “I am glad you did. I thought you were hot when I first saw you, then when I found out who you were that did not change anything except I know you. It doesn’t bother me a bit,” He told her bending his face to her breasts to prove it. She gasped and moaned softly while he used his hand to stroke her belly and slowly working his way downward.  
 
    “Oh Mike, ah baby you are good at this!” She gasped out.  
 
    Mike responded with a soft, laugh and teased her eager opening. Whatever physical form Savanah might have previously had she was all woman now and he did know his way around women. He felt his member gaining size and strength against her while he kissed her breasts more, working his lips upward as he teased and squeezed her lower half. He slid one hand under her rear and teased her from behind while still teasing her from the front. Savanah really enjoyed that and her enjoyment brought his to an all new height. The throbbing in Mike’s stiff shaft of need was stronger than he could remember it ever being and as her lips trailed down his chest, her fingernails ran down his back and he groaned with his raging passion for this amazing woman. 
 
    “Ah damn Savanah, oh damn I can’t hold out much longer baby,” he gasped out in his desire. 
 
    “Good…take…me…baby! Now!” She moaned as if from deep within her. Mike positioned himself over her and she reached up and took his member in her hands, positioning him over her own place of need. 
 
    “Oh damn is right boy. I want…it…all!” As he lowered his hips the tip of his pulsing lust entered her and he took it as slow as he could. Dragging out the teasing of both of them until he had sank into her completely and she was able to take all of him. A lot of women could not and as he began the rhythm with his hips she matched it and they went faster and faster. Gasping and moaning their desires in increasingly incoherent words of pleasure and when his lust for her made a final explosion he shook with his passion and Savanah was shaking under him, unable to speak as her pleasure matched his. When he rolled off of her, he laid there catching his breath. It was the sort of work out he loved and somehow she had been the most amazing experience he had ever had. He did not know why; it did not matter to Mike. They lay in each other’s arms and as the sun began rising above them and they fell into a sleep of contentment and relaxation after a night of violence and stress.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Savanah finished her shift of bartending and turned it over to Dean, the night bartender at Happy Jacks. It was a good thing too, she thought. She could handle the slow pacing of daytime, but the night time crows were picking up. The press had finally gotten tired of hanging around so that was good too.  Fortunately for her, she had been careful about keeping her home location fairly secret so none had found it yet. The press had, however, discovered who she was as she had been worried about. She was proud and humbled by how her old friend and now lover had handled questions from the press. She sipped a beer remembering with a smile on her lips. 
 
    “So you are supporting your friend against the thugs who attacked him?” Asked a reporter. 
 
    “Of course,” Mike had responded. 
 
    “Do you support the private detective who was asked to work the case?” The same reporter asked. 
 
    “Of course. She is only poking around. We have every confidence that the police will get to the bottom of it. Joe just wanted the reassurance of having someone he knows asking around too. It is no big deal,” he said. 
 
    “The detective is an old school friend of yours isn’t she,” A male reporter asked. 
 
    “Yep. Savanah Lorrel. She runs her own successful detective agency. She is good and will ease Joe’s mind,” Mike answered. 
 
    “So it does not bother you that your old school chum is a transgender?” The reporter asked. Savanah had frozen while watching it on television. She had been sitting with Joe at the hospital visiting. They had watched as Mike had laughed at the reporter. 
 
    “Nope. If an old friend is happy, that is all I care about. Are you one of those that would have an issue with an old friend being transgender?” The reporter got blustery and it was obvious he would. 
 
    “What does that have to do with anything?” The reporter said. Mike grinned at him. 
 
    “Absolutely nothing. The same as the question you asked. Now as I was saying, some friends got together to help a brother out until he is back on his feet. I am sure the police will get to the bottom of it.  So if you will excuse me, I get to go cook French fries,” he said leaving the little front yard of his house. Joe had squeezed her hand when it was over. 
 
    Sitting in the bar at the end of the day, she wanted to hug him, at least. He was off helping get the new tent spaces set up. He had also ordered security cameras as he had mentioned and those would be installed the next day. Everything was going along nicely she thought. Lena came out of the back with a plate of food and brought it to her. 
 
    “Here you go. All employees who work a shift get a meal. I know you like the mushroom burger so here you go, girl. You rocked the bar today,” she told Savanah who blushed slightly at the compliment. 
 
    “Well, thanks but it is a good thing you didn’t put me in the kitchen. I might have started a grease fire. I have done it before,” she admitted biting into a hot fry and smiling. Mike was right. The spices on these things were amazing. Lena laughed. 
 
    “Mike told me. He also said you knew how to make drinks. I hope you like the food sweetheart,” she said making her way past Dean and back into the kitchen. After a bite of her burger she sighed happily. 
 
    “That woman is a saint,” She told Dean when he came down to where she sat at the bar. 
 
    “Hell yes. She takes care of all of us. Pretty too. I can’t figure out why she turns me down,” he said conversationally, getting Savanah another beer. 
 
    “Doesn’t she have a boyfriend?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Dean answered. 
 
    “You are a dog, man. That could be the reason,” She said grinning. He appeared to think about it. 
 
    “Your probably right. Hear anything new darlin?” He asked, leaning against the bar. All the customers were at tables or out on the beach. 
 
    “Everyone on the street is pretty sure who was behind it, but no one will say it outright. As far as I can tell whoever is backing Tony is the one we have a problem with. You know Tony, right?” Savanah asked curiously. 
 
    “I did. Haven’t hung out in years. He was starting to get into stuff out of my league so I backed off. He wasn’t very cool anyway,” Dean finished. Savanah nodded since her mouth was full of burger.  She finished it and then drank off the rest of her beer while Dean worked the other end of the bar. She felt full and comfortable. Savanah pulled a thin cigar out of her purse and lit it, exhaling the smoke away from the bar. It was open air so she could technically smoke it here. She didn’t want to irritate other customers.  It was California after all.  So she decided to move over to a table out from under the awning, in the smoking area. Dean brought her another beer and she relaxed while waiting for Mike to show. When she finished her cigar, Lena came out of the back with two plates full of food looking around and looking exasperated. Then she spotted Savanah with a look of relief. 
 
    “Hey darling, could you take this to tent number four. My waitress is on four table at once and I am having problems in the kitchen,” she asked. 
 
    “Sure, table number four?” She said taking the plates. A burger and fries plus a plate with several pieces of pie. 
 
    “That’s it. Thank you so much,” Lena said and headed back to the kitchen. Savanah rearranged her load, butting her purse over shoulder and took the plats down the little path to the tents. 
 
    “I have an order four tent number four,” she called out wailing into the open side facing the beach and grinned. It was Mike. 
 
    “Cool dude. I was wondering when you would show. I guess this is your dinner. That is a lot of pie man,” she told him setting the plate down. She noticed that he had a beer and there was a fresh one for her. Before she even though about a drink, she could not help herself and hugged him tight. He returned it and held on as long as she did. Nice, she thought to herself. After they broke apart he smiled and gestured he to a seat, taking his after she did. 
 
    “You look great. Half of that pie is for you also,” he told her. She blushed slightly. She was wearing a loose blue blouse to her hips with red capris pants and tennis shoes. It had been functional for working behind the bar.  
 
    “You are looking great too,” she told him. 
 
    Mike was in a pair of jogging shorts and nothing else. He had obviously been in the sun working all day. His hair was mussed and he looked better than great to Savanah. She watched him dig into his meal and he finished it in record time. When he finished he took a slow gulp of his beer before sighing. 
 
    “The burgers are great, but these fries are amazing,” he said in satisfaction. Savanah grinned and reached into her pocket and pulled out a slip of paper. 
 
    “Don’t say I never gave you anything darling,” she told him handing him the recipe. His face lit up like a Christmas tree and he then stood and pulled her to her feet to give her a hug. 
 
    “I have wanted to know this since I first tasted these things as a kid. How did you get them?” He asked, carefully putting in a pocket of a shirt hanging over another chair in the tent. 
 
    “Through scheming and carefully sneaky skills. Lena said do not ever tell Joe she gave it to you,” Savanah finished. Mike laughed and promised, hugging her again. They sat back down and enjoyed their beer and the people watching from the tent. After a moment he cleared his throat. 
 
    “I saw Detective Roswall from last night. He came by an hour or so ago,” Mike told her. 
 
    “Oh did he have an update?” She asked, eyeing the pie. 
 
    “Yep, well kind of. He said Tony has been on their radar as a dealer for a while, but they have been waiting to find out who he works for. They want the big fish, but unfortunately, they have not been able to figure out who that is. They were considering bringing him in for actually questioning when a small problem arose. He got his ass beat,” he said. He reached over and sliced the pie in even halves, offering her a fork. 
 
    “What did he do?” Savanah asked sinking her fork into the pie. To her the best thing about Happy Jacks was the pie. Especially the Dutch apple. 
 
    “He didn’t do anything, well anything new anyway. Even though his name was never released by the cops, enough people around here knew who was the suspect and word got out. A few enthusiastic basketball fans found him leaving a convenience store and beat him right there on the street. He was hit pretty good and now he has disappeared. For safety reasons, his lawyer said,” Mike finished before digging into his own slice of the pie. Savanah thought about that and did not like it. It made things riskier. 
 
    “Wounded animals are at their most dangerous usually. So now he is more pissed off than before. I am guessing he is blaming us?” She asked. 
 
    “Me actually. His lawyer stated his client was going into hiding and that I am indirectly responsible. He claims he is considering a civil suit against me,” Mike told her, finishing his pie. Savanah reassured him on that score. 
 
    “He won’t. No one with his background can risk going to court and having their past paraded in front of a judge. Or worse a jury who would judge him on their own feelings instead the letter of the law as the judges are supposed to. He is saber rattling, and not that well,” she said.  Mike nodded and sighed. 
 
    “Either way, like you said, he is pissed. So I called the security company I contacted for the cameras and hired a few people to hang out around here. They are mostly in the hills overlooking this beach and whoever enters,” he informed her. Savanah was impressed and said so. He looked a little embarrassed but took her hand. 
 
    “Thanks but, well, besides being friends with Joe I wanted to make sure you have some kind of backup. I don’t know what we have together but I am enjoying it and want to see where it leads. I hope you don’t mind,” Mike said. Savanah was amazed and happy with his decision about the two of them. She was not wild about the extra security. It might scare bad guys away instead of bringing them in where they could catch them. It wasn’t a big problem and since he had done it for her, she wouldn’t say anything about it. 
 
    “Thank you. I am glad you feel that way because I do too,” She was going to go on but his phone rang. He rolled his eyes and glanced down frowning. He reached out to where it sat on the table and slid the button to answer it. It was on speaker. 
 
    “Hello,” he said. 
 
    “Hello hero, does it bother you that your team lost the game, but you are still called a hero?” It was Tony on the other end. They glanced at each other and Savanah began scrolling through her phone searching for an app. 
 
    “Not really Tony. Does it bother you that you set a bunch of tents on fire and people call you a pussy?” Mike asked him innocently. Savanah found the app she wanted and thumbed it on, setting it next to Mikes phone. It was a voice recorder. 
 
    “Not in the least. You know both you and that freak of nature you are friends with will not make it through this don’t you?” Tony asked. Savanah knew who the freak of nature he mentioned was. Mike looked furious but she shook her head not to worry about it. 
 
    “I am sure we will be fine. I would think you would be worried though. I heard a little while ago that a couple of out of shape sports fans kicked your ass boy,” Mike told him. 
 
    “That was nothing compared to what is going to happen to you. Never mind that thing you are dating,” he said maliciously. Savanah felt her anger growing. She was used to malicious compliments from time to time. This guy though was beginning to get under her skin. She could see Mike had just about had it too. 
 
    “What are you going to do?  Are you on the run and in danger of every sports fan in the state kicking you butt?  How exactly are you going to do anything. I doubt your boss is going to let you start a stupid little war with a high profile basketball player. The kind of press that is going to bring will be bad for business,” Mike told him. Obviously trying to make Tony sweat. It did not appear to work.  
 
    “Now who is being stupid Mike. My boss is just fine with it; in fact, he is as fine as I am with seeing the two of you dead. I think I will finish Joe and do that Lena chick. I may have to bang her first though. Don’t worry, I wouldn’t touch that he/she you are so fond of. Her, I am just going to kill. Do you want to watch, or maybe I will make her watch me take you out first?” Savanah was getting a cold feeling in her gut. There was something wrong here and she couldn’t place it 
 
    “So your boss likes killing sprees does he Tony?” Mike said to keep him talking. The more they could get on her recorder the better.  
 
    Savanah glanced up and saw something that made her freeze. There was a man on a lifeguard’s ATV wearing a lifeguard uniform looking at them through binoculars from over fifty yards away by the water. Watching the man, she leaned towards Mike to say something. 
 
    “You may want to wake up hero. Your boyfriend has spotted me. How did you ever make the team?” The crazy man taunted. Mike looked up from the phone and spotted Tony, too. Without any words between them, they both were on their feet and sprinting towards the bad man. Mike waved towards men on the hill above the tents. She saw Tony throw his phone into the water and take off up the beach at a good speed. Innocent people had to dive out of his way and one person got clipped. The woman spun to the side and onto the ground. She ran to that person and heard Mike on the phone. As she bent over the injured woman she saw several big guys sprinting up the beach after the ATV. 
 
    “Are you okay ma’am, do you hurt?” She asked the woman. Using her ability to help this woman to push back her fear. Tony was better than she had been told by everyone. This had taken balls and careful planning. In her mind his abilities just hit the roof and she would not underestimate him again. She heard Mikes voice on the phone with the cops. By the sound of his voice he would not be underestimating Tony again either. Good, she thought. This little turd had to be put down. He was a nuisance and danger to the world in general. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The next day Savanah had to convince the cops her idea was a good one. She had a feeling Mike was going along with her on faith because she could understand reluctance with her plan. She believed in being bold when it was called for. That is how she became who she was. 
 
    “Look Detective Roswall, this will work. Mike is game and you said it could be arranged so why not?” Savanah asked the man. 
 
    “I have the commissioner leaning on my captain and the mayor is leaning on the commissioner and the NBA is leaning on the mayor. Mr. Kalick is a hot commodity and they are all worried about his safety,” He pointed out although it looked like it pained him to do so. 
 
    “Mike has been my best friend since we were kids. If any of those people you mentioned believe I am going to risk his life, they are nuts. It is a shared cabin and my friends have no problem with me using it. We can end this thing pretty quick and that should make your superiors happy. Besides, this Tony is smarter than we knew. If he decides to bolt he will be in the wind and good luck finding him. You know that,” Savanah tried. Roswall looked annoyed. 
 
    “Alright, give me an hour to let people know I am turning the ball over to you and you guys can get to it. I do like your plan, I am just in a bad spot,” he said. 
 
    “I understand. If this works you can take the credit and if not, I can take the blame,” She told him. 
 
    “That won’t be necessary. Just make sure it succeeds. I have money on next yeas playoff,” He said as he turned to leave. Mike laughed. 
 
    “It is nice to know I am appreciated,” Mike said when the Detective had left.  
 
    “Isn’t it. You make people’s fortunes every time you shoot a three pointer dude,” she told him jokingly. He laughed again. 
 
    “So Savanah, let me get this straight. We go to this cabin you talked about and we just sit there. That is a plan, no cops with us or back up? 
 
    “Yeah, something like that. It will work like a charm. Tony will come to us and we know it. So all we have to do is be ready. I don’t believe he will have back up or other people working with him. He is too pissed to let anyone else get us but him, you heard how he was on the phone. Trust me honey, I have got good at reading people and Tony had become obvious to me. His ego is not going to let him farm this job out. Not to mention, he made this mess. If he can’t clean it up his boss is going to have his ass. Unless…” she trailed off with a new idea in her head. 
 
    “Unless what?” Mike asked concerned. 
 
    “I am just wondering, what if he is the boss. The cops leave him alone because they think he is low level yet they can’t find who he works for. It would be the perfect cover. The way he waltzed onto that beach without a care in the world and makes me think he is very good at conning what he wants,” she said. 
 
    “That would be a good con too. I always remembered him as a little dangerous guy who would never really make his mark. If you are right, he liked it that way, until this all went down and Joe refused his business,” Mike said thoughtfully. Savanah nodded.  
 
    “It could be. Let me go get packed. Was your manager able to get you what you needed from your apartment?” She asked. He nodded and she went back to her room and began loading a bag with everything she thought she would need. She was operating on autopilot mostly and was glad that Lena and Joe were being looked after. That had been her worry, they set themselves up as bait but leave Joe and Lena hanging. She would not have been comfortable doing it. Thankfully the cops understood that part of it and those two would be protected. It left her and Mike free to lure the bastard in to them. She finished packing and smiled looking around her little house. 
 
    It was strange that two foster kids like her and Mike had ended up where they were in life. It was an unexpected outcome from where she had thought as a child. She was becoming a respected private detective and Mike was a championship basketball player. Who would have thought? She laughed softly. Now they just had to make it through this and everything would be back to normal. 
 
    They drove up to the cabin in the woods. Her car was a nice Prius full of enough stuff for a long stay. She was sure it wouldn’t be a short one, but there were appearances to worry about, she thought. They unpacked the car before dusk and started making dinner. As it cooked she went around the little cabin and checked the windows and door to make sure everything was exact. By the time she was done showing Mike that part of it, dinner was ready. 
 
    “Stroganoff. I haven’t had this in years, nice job Savanah. Where did you learn all that stuff you were showing me? You were always smart but that is new,” he said. Savanah blushed again, hoping that one day she would lose that habit. 
 
    “I’ve known for years what I really wanted to do for a living so I took a bunch of different classes to pick up what I needed. It has worked good so far,” she said with a grin and dug into her meal.  
 
    Afterward Mike made some coffee and they just put the dishes in the sink. She pulled out a few of her cigars and handed him one, lighting hers. She loved them with coffee more than the occasional one with beers. She dimmed the light and they sat between the windows at the front of the house. They could both turn their head and look out if they wanted. Perfect, she thought. Out of the firing zone but able to scope the area out if they needed.  
 
    “So do you think he will come soon,” Mike asked. She could see he was getting nervous and a bit scared. She was getting a little nervous too, but not scared. She had been scared when she realized Tony was near at the tent, but they hadn’t known it. In this case she was sure of the outcome. They just had to play it right. 
 
    “Probably sooner than later. I figure he followed your manager to my place and then us from there. Or he did the research and found out I use this cabin from time to time. If he is as good as we think that would not be hard. He will want this over and done as soon as possible so he will be here,” she said confidently. 
 
    “Well then he and I have that in common. I want this over and done too. Just not the way he does. I want some serious alone time with you away from everyone. How does Hawaii sound?” He asked. Savanah smiled. 
 
    “Hawaii always sounds good. I haven’t been there to find out yet though,” she told him and he grinned. He opened his mouth but the sound of a car and the flash of headlights flashed across the walls through the windows. They moved to a table in the back of the front room near the hallway that led to the back of the cabin. She knew no one could get in that way without them hearing it first.  So they sat facing the front door. Savanah adjusted her loose green army jacket and tugged her turtle neck down. Her stomach had butterflies.  She had never tried anything quite like this. The door was thrown open and they both jumped slightly. 
 
    “Look at you two all cozy. Did you think I wouldn’t find you?” Tony asked. He was wearing a leather jacket and jeans. His eyes were angry but he was smiling as he closed the door behind him. 
 
    “How did you find us, just curious?” Savanah asked. He sneered at her.  
 
    “You made it easy. Your car sat there unattended at your house for so long I just had to use it against you,” he said looking at her in disgust. It always amazed her how bigoted people always assumed the person they did not like was automatically stupid. 
 
    “I really should have checked that,” Savanah admitted. “I just figured if you made it up here you would have known a head of time where it was, or followed us. Following someone is not that hard to do,” she confided to the thug. 
 
    “You know this is your own fault don’t you Tony. If you had backed off or at least not gone so ballistic after Joe turned you down, none of us would be in this position,” Mike told him resigned. 
 
    “So you think. Other than those idiots attacking me, everything is going according to plan. You two are at my mercy through your own stupidity. The cops have started a manhunt for the both of you, south not north. Something about the commissioner being pissed, you were allowed to try and deal on your own. The NBA is silent but pissed. You are pissing people off faster than I do,” he said. 
 
    “It’s a gift,” Savanah told him turning slightly in her seat. She had to be positioned right. Then Tony raised a gun from behind his back. A nice Ruger that could be very dangerous. She was still confident, although Mike was licking his lips nervously. Easy lover, she thought to herself, almost there.  
 
    “So I am going to kill you both and up here, it will be a simple thing to hide the bodies. There are nasty critters up here that will make you disappear. After a while, the guards on Joe and the stupid chick who is running his place will be lowered and I will get them too,” He pulled the hammer back on the gun and stepped forward a few feet. 
 
    “So Mike, do you want to watch your twisted friend get killed first. I have a feeling I am not going to resist needing several bullets. Watching her suffer will be a bonus. Then again watching her cry over your body would be good too. I will let you decide,” Tony told Mike. Savanah could see Mike was about to try something dangerous and everything was right on the edge as it was. 
 
    “I knew you were weak Tony,” Savanah said suddenly. “You are proving it now by threatening to shoot us. Scared to get your hands really dirty I see. Or is it your boss that ordered the hit?” She asked. Tony glared at her and took another step forward. 
 
    “I am the boss, you dumb bitch, I have been for a year now and nobody knows or will know,” He said tightening his grip on his gun. 
 
    “YES! I knew it,” Savanah exclaimed. “Sometimes I amaze even myself. If I was right about that, then I am definitely right about you being a coward,” she said with false exuberance. She had never been happier than when he took another step forward. That put him in the center of the room on the little area rug. The pressure plate under it activated and all hell broke loose. 
 
    The house alarm went off with loud sirens and very bright flashing lights, causing Tony to jump back in surprise. Mike stood throwing his coffee mug with all of the strength he had and it slammed into Tony’s arms and he dropped his gun, staggering back in front of the door. His gun went off and Savanah heard a ricochet as she stood pulled and pointed her 357 magnum at the criminal and stepping forward a few steps. Tony made a move as if to rush forward but saw her gun and stopped, cursing. Savanah could not help smiling.  
 
    “Now what Tony,” she shouted at him over the alarm. He never got a chance to answer as the cops burst through the door behind him. It hit him in the back and knocked him down. In an instant he was handcuffed and done. She went and shut the alarm off. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Mike took two drinks from the bar and took them over to the couch. It was just the two of them in a private jet halfway to Hawaii. He handed her the rum and coke and sipped his bourbon while joining her on the couch. He could not believe the adventure they had had. At least it had ended well he thought. 
 
    “Ya know Savanah, I was not sure that plan was going to work for a minute,” he said. She smiled up at him next to her. He thought she had a beautiful smile that felt like it was just for him. 
 
    “How come?” She asked. 
 
    “To many moving parts. When we strategize for games we try and keep them as simple as possible. To many moving parts and things have to many chances of falling apart,” he said. 
 
    “Oh I see. Well the basics were simple, but a simple trap he would have seen. I was glad the cops could do that head fake. Without that we would have been done. He would have waited until the furor went down and hunted us then. He would have known we were trying to lure him in. I am afraid the press was not happy,” She told him. Mike nodded not caring. Her name had got dragged through the mud a little and it really pissed him off. So if they were mad at the fake news the cops had given them he couldn’t care less. It had enabled them to work the plan. 
 
    “Besides,” Savanah said. “It is much more exciting with moving parts don’t you think?” She said with another big grin. He laughed softly. 
 
    “Does nothing scare you?” He asked her. Her smile went away for a moment. 
 
    “No, Mike I don’t think there is much that does anymore. After the life I have had, not much does. I enjoy the excitement, I hope that does not worry you too much,” she asked. Mike leaned forward and kissed her to reassure her. 
 
    “No it doesn’t. You are good at what you do. Better than I would have imagined. It was exciting if a little hair raising. I wish you had told me you had a gun. I would have felt a little better,” Mike admitted to her. She leaned into him. 
 
    “Sorry about that lover. I should have told you about that. I have a bad habit of keeping things to myself. I will try to do better with that, okay,” she said raising her glass in a toast gesture. They clinked and sipped. 
 
    “At least it seems like everyone is going to be good. Joe is healing up nicely, finally. Lena is running the place like she owns it. Joe is going to have fun when he gets back. That will be fun to watch,” Mike said with satisfaction.  
 
    “Not to mention Tony’s shadow organization was torn down when he went down. We should have known he would rat everyone out,” Savanah said. 
 
    “Well you did call him a coward, you were right,” Mike said taking another sip of his drink. “So let’s forget all about that and talk about something more important. What do you want to do in Hawaii?” He asked and her eyes gleamed. 
 
    “Bake in the sun, drink rum and spend the rest of the time in bed,” She said winking at him. Mike liked the idea. 
 
    “And until then sweetheart?” He asked. 
 
    “Mile high club?” She questioned with a raised brow. He knew time with this woman would never be boring. He set his drink down and reached for her with no idea what the future held, only living for the moment. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 A Race for Love 
 
      
 
    “I’ll have another round,” Amber said in a moderately-high pitched voice. 
 
    “Okay.  I’ll make sure it comes up right away,” the bartender said. 
 
    She sighed, sitting at the bar filled with people.  Truthfully, she felt like she was just another woman here, but she was different. Amber was a transgendered woman, which meant that in some people’s eyes she was seen as a weirdo, even though she had been on hormones for years and was slated to get reconstructive surgery at the end of the year.   
 
    Amber had a great job as a graphic designer, a job she fought to get tooth-and-nail, finally proving her worth and able to get situated into the job.  The job paid well, which helped her with her breast augmentation, and for Amber, it was nice to have her life in this sort of fashion. 
 
    But of course, even with all of that, she still never felt like she fit in.  She was a woman, sure, but her personality was meek and timid, which meant that in some cases, many saw her as weak, fragile and a bit quiet.  Amber was a good woman to the core and she definitely enjoyed the life that she was given.  She came to this bar hoping to meet people, but she realized that she was considered a freak in the dive bar.   
 
    The people there were all bikers, bad boys and girls.  They all seemed to be rough and tough, although they minded their own business.  For Amber, it was nice to be in a place that was different, but she also felt like she didn’t fit in.  She didn’t fit in at the ritzy clubs either.  Not fitting in anywhere made it hard for her to even go out and have a good time.  She was quiet about being transgender since it’s something that a lot of people didn’t understand.  She had gone to the gay bars since she would find a crowd of LBGT-friendly people at gay bars, she had gone to a few.  But even in them, Amber felt out of place like she just didn’t quite belong there either.   
 
    She sipped on her beer, looking around and seeing if there was anything that she could do. 
 
    “Hey there pretty lady, you alone?” a man asked. 
 
    She looked over.  He looked like a totally stereotypical creep, like the ones that a woman might see at a bar.  This worried Amber greatly, immediately causing her to put her guard up around the bastard. 
 
    “Yes, but I’m not interested in you,” she told him. 
 
    He paused, immediately noticing the way that she looked.  Amber did pass, but sometimes some people could catch on right away, and it seemed like this guy was one of them. 
 
    “Wait a second, are you a fucking tranny?” he asked her. 
 
    She immediately grew upset.  Who the hell would call someone like her that?  Some people had no class. 
 
    “No, I’m transgendered.  Not some fucking little slur that makes you feel good at night to say that’s completely rude,” she told him. 
 
    “Oh I’m sorry.  Maybe you could show me your skills sometime.  Want to have some fun together?” he asked. 
 
    Amber couldn’t believe this.  So not only was this man disrespecting her, but he was also trying to hit on her after being a total asshole?  What the hell!  She was definitely not going to be able to deal with this shit, that’s for sure. 
 
    “Listen you…” she started. 
 
    “What, you and your hormone-inflicted voice going to sass me off?” he said. 
 
    She immediately grew upset.  He started to try and grab her, pulling her towards him. 
 
    “Let me go!” she cried out. 
 
    “No miss.  You and I are going to have some fun tonight.  I’ll get you a few drinks, and then I’ll get to know you,” he told her. 
 
    She couldn’t believe this.  Suddenly, she felt a person grasp his hand away.  Then suddenly, he was struck right in the face. 
 
    “Oww!” he cried out. 
 
    “Stay away from her,” the man replied.  
 
    She looked at the man in front of her, and immediately her eyes widened.  Normally, Amber took a bit of time to see if a person was attractive or not.  She was the type to fall for the trap of a pretty face because they typically had pretty awful personalities even if they had hot bodies. But, when she glanced over at this man, she had to admit that he was something else.  He looked hot as hell, and for Amber, this was something that she could get into.  She definitely felt a connection, and not just because he saved her from this creep. 
 
    “What the hell Matt?” the man said. 
 
    “Get the fuck out of here Travis.  Pick on your own hoes.  As you can see, this woman has class.  She would never want to be with a creep like you, he growled at Travis. Travis glared at Matt, and then he looked at Amber with lewd eyes. 
 
    “I’ll be back,” he said. 
 
    He scampered away and Amber immediately started to feel a bit better.  She didn’t know for sure what to say at this point, other than the fact that she could probably kiss the ground for the man that saved her. 
 
    The man looked at her with a blush on his face.  Wow, that’s different.  Typically, men didn’t show this sort of reaction to her, but she was definitely happy. 
 
    “Thank you back there.  That creep was very disrespectful and he couldn’t take no for a damn answer,” she said with a sigh. 
 
    “I know.  He’s a total pig and wants nothing more than to disrespect women.  I can’t believe that he was bothering you like that.  He doesn’t deserve to get to know you,” he told her. 
 
    “Thanks.  I’m Amber by the way,” she said to him, extending her hand.  He seemed so different, so nice, and for her, she felt like she could be something to him. 
 
    “Well, I’m Matt.  I’m surprised that he kept up with that whole thing, when it was obvious you looked uncomfortable.  I only caught the end where he was grabbing your hands, but judging from the way he was acting, I take it he said some nasty things to you,” he mused. 
 
    Oh, if he only knew.  Amber sighed, turning to him and looking at him with a gaze that said it all. 
 
    “Well, stranger things have happened.  I mean, it’s sad that I am a bit used to it, but it’s happened before,” she said to him. 
 
    “Well don’t worry.  I’ll protect you.  Would you like to go sit out on the side and get drinks or something?” he asked. 
 
    She thought about it.  Oh how she really wanted to tell him everything.  He seemed sweet, not like the other fuckboys that she seemed to have a bad habit of reeling in.  He went up to the bar and got her a fresh beer.  Amber watched as he paid for her tab, as well, before heading over to where the patio area was. 
 
    It was quiet, and for her, she was happy about that.  It meant that they could be alone, and she felt a bit nervous about the encounter as well.  This was the nicest man that she had ever met at the bar, that’s for sure. 
 
    “So Amber, how in the world did you end up here.  I mean, I know that’s a strange question to ask, but I’m definitely curious.  You’re not type of person that this type of bar caters to.  Most of the people here are bikers, myself included,” he said. 
 
    “You’re a biker?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeah.  I run one of the largest biker gangs here, rivaled only to Travis.  Travis knows better than to harass women here, but I guess he thought he could get away with it since you’re new.  That’s why I’m happy I showed up when I did,” he said to her. 
 
    She stared at him, wondering what to do next. 
 
    “Well, I haven’t really found a place where I can go, or a bar where I’ll fit in at.  I’ve tried so many around the city, but they all seem to be a bit out there.  But I do like this one.  The drinks are cheap and I get hit on less.  Of course, I wasn’t expecting Travis to do that,” she admitted. 
 
    “It’s happened before, and I hate that he does that.  You’re a sweet woman too, and you shouldn’t be harassed like that,” he said. 
 
    “It’s okay.  I mean, maybe it just comes with being new.  I don’t like him at all.  Truthfully, it’s so hard for me to really connect and get to know someone.  I have to be very comfortable and close to someone before I can get really serious about anyone,” she told him.   
 
    “I guess we’re similar in that way.  I mean, I don’t have a girlfriend for that very reason.  I just don’t connect well with most women.  They’re typically dainty, trying their best to not get too deep in the dirt, and the women around here are just cheating whores,” he said. 
 
    “Well I’m not like that.  If I find someone that is cool, I’ll hang with them.  Plus, I like to get dirty and riding a bike sounds fun.  I don’t typically do it because I’m working a lot, but when I do get on a motorcycle, it feels nice,” she said to him. 
 
    “I like that.  I like your way of thinking Amber.  You’re certainly something,” he said to her. 
 
    She blushed, feeling happy about it all.  The two of them stayed on the patio, talking a little bit about themselves. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m glad I did come in here then.  I wasn’t going to initially, but I wanted to say hello to the bartender and everything,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah.  I’m glad you showed up too,” she replied. 
 
    After a bit, she looked at the clock, nearly gasping in shock. 
 
    “Crap!  I have to head on back.  It’s super late and I have work tomorrow afternoon,” she said. 
 
    He turned to her, and for a moment, she felt a small spark. Was this what a connection was?  She had never felt this way about a man before, and when she stared at him, she felt like her body was going to grow rigid with excitement. 
 
    “You’re a great girl Amber, and I would love to meet up with you here again.  Here’s my number too.  Maybe we can go for a ride together sometime,” he told her. 
 
    He gave her a sheet with his number on it, and she pocketed it, staring at him with a smile. 
 
    “Thanks.  I hope you have a great night,” she told him. 
 
    “Same to you.  Be safe getting home and stuff,” he said with a grin. 
 
    She nodded, feeling a blush dust over her face as she got to her car.  She couldn’t believe her luck!  At the same time though, she felt nervous about this.  Would Matt be cool with the revelation she would have to make when the time was right?  To be honest, she could only hope, but even then, she didn’t know for sure if it would turn out to be a good thing or a bad thing.  For now, Amber just felt something she hadn’t felt in the past before and something that made her change her thought process. 
 
    She felt giddy about the way everything was going, and she felt like it would be all right.  Although she wasn’t used to staying in a hot and heavy relationship, or even doing anything sexual, she felt a connection with this man that was by far beyond what she was expecting and unlike anything she was going to be ready for now, or in the future.   
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Amber started to feel different.  She had never expected to feel this way about a person before.  But once they parted ways, she looked at herself, her body and immediately started to grow nervous. 
 
    “What if I tell him the truth?  What is he going to think of me then?” she asked herself. 
 
    For Amber, telling Matt of her sexuality and her gender definitely made her feel insecure.  Many times, she never felt like she belonged.  Even in the community she was a part of she felt like she was the outsider.  It wasn’t because she was bad or anything, but more along the lines of it seemed everyone was out with pride.  While Amber was able to pass in a reasonable manner, she still felt like there was a lot that she was worried about.  She didn’t want to come off as a freak of nature or anything, but rather she wanted to be someone who was accepted. 
 
    Matt and she hung out once again about a week later and Amber started to feel a bit relaxed when she sat with him.  The two of them hung out at the bar, but they weren’t part of the bar scene.  Rather, they were more of the types of people who were out on the patio, talking about life. 
 
    “By the way, would you like to go for a drive next week?  I mean, I don’t want to push anything right now, but if you’re cool with it, I am,” he said with a smile. 
 
    For Amber, this felt like it was almost too good to be true.  Maybe by then she would muster up the courage to tell him everything. 
 
    “Sure.  I mean, it sounds like fun to me.  I don’t have a lot of experience on bikes though,” she told him. 
 
    “It’s all good.  I’ll show you a few things.  And I’ll keep you safe,” he told her. 
 
    She smiled at him, a true, happy gaze that made her feel like at the end of the day it would be okay.  For Amber, she thought that this was almost like a dream, but at the end of it all, she knew of the reality. 
 
    Things were only getting more awkward from there.  For Amber, she wanted to tell him the truth and not keep secrets from him.  She was starting to act nervous the whole time around him, feeling as if she was going to burst hiding the truth from him.  It made her wonder if it was a good idea to keep this bubbled up, but at the end of it all, she knew that she would have to tell him everything if she had any hopes of them being serious.  That was what she wanted, but the fear of being judged did hold her back. 
 
    A week later, the two of them were getting closer by the second.  Amber felt like she was meeting the perfect man for her.  She didn’t want to push anything, but the fact that he was so interested in her made her wonder if this was a good idea.  She imagined that it was, but even now she was feeling the nerves getting to her. 
 
    It all culminated to that ride that night.  She got to the bar, and immediately she saw Matt.  He was clad in all leather, wearing a black helmet and holding onto the sides of his bike.  He drove towards her, and immediately Amber blushed. 
 
    “You ready for this?” he asked her. 
 
    She blushed, feeling nervous about it all.  Would it really go well for them?  She had never been so close to a man before, and she tried her best to hide her body from any hints of it. 
 
    “Sure.  I’ll get on,” she told him.   
 
    She braced herself, grabbing the helmet that was on the back of the bike and strapping it on. 
 
    “Just hold onto me.  I’ll take care of everything,” he said with a reassuring smile. 
 
    For Amber, this would be the moment of truth.  Would he get grossed out by her, say that he didn’t want to get near her like the rest of them, or would he accept her for who she was, her body and everything. 
 
    She slid her legs onto each side, thankful that the jeans she had on today weren’t too tight.  He didn’t seem fazed at all, so Amber just assumed he hadn’t known about the truth yet.  He revved up the bike, and immediately her hands were against his, holding him desperately. 
 
    The drive was peaceful, that’s for sure.  She didn’t feel like she had to pretend anything here.  They went along the highway, heading off into a side road and going around.  There were mountains everywhere, a sign of where they were, and for Amber, this felt like a peaceful existence. 
 
    Here, she wasn’t trying to pretend to be something she was not.  Here she wasn’t trying to pretend that everything was okay, nor was she afraid of the truth that she had and was about to be exposed.  Rather, she was being herself, and as she held onto him, smelling his scent, she wondered if now would be the apt time.  It seemed right, real, and sure, and in truth, she wanted to say everything.  She wanted nothing more than to tell him, to speak the truth that she so desperately wanted to say. 
 
    When they got to a small clearing, he stopped the bike, heading off of it.  Amber got off as well.  He went to the storage compartment, grasping a blanket that he placed in there, along with two water bottles. 
 
    “For you my dear,” he said. 
 
    She held it in her hands, looking at him as she took a sip.  She wondered if he knew just yet, if he realized who she was. 
 
    “So, what did you think?” he asked. 
 
    “It was great, really.  I mean, I know that it’s a bit quiet out here, but it’s peaceful.  It’s given me some time to think about things.  About life, the way I’ve been living it, and everything in between,” she admitted. 
 
    He paused, and for a moment, she wondered if he knew everything as of yet.   
 
    “Well, is there anything on your mind?  You’ve been quiet,” he told her. 
 
    She looked around, and Amber was trying desperately to think about how to put the feelings that were within her out on the table. 
 
    “Let’s go sit on the blanket.  I would rather explain everything in a more intimate setting,” she said to him. 
 
    He nodded, looking at her with a smile. They went over to the area, sitting down next to one another.  He grasped her hand, squeezing it softly. 
 
    “If there is anything that you need to tell me, I’ll listen.  I don’t know how much help I’ll be, but I’ll listen to you no matter what,” he said to her. 
 
    Amber nodded, taking all of that in.  In truth, there was so much she wanted to say, so many damn things that were eating away at her, and in truth, she wanted nothing more than to spit them out for him to hear. 
 
    “Are you sure?  It’s embarrassing,” she admitted. 
 
    “Girl, you and I both know that you’re a strong woman, someone who is able to express herself.  I mean, you’re amazing, really, and I’ll accept you no matter what you have to say.  I do care Amber, and I know that it’s hard, but I promise I won’t get mad,” he said. 
 
    Amber paused looking into Matt’s face.  He seemed to understand what was going on, and for a moment, she felt her heart swell.  In truth, she was ready to explain it all, but at the same time, she wasn’t ready for the potential problems that could arise. 
 
    “Are you sure?  It’s a bit awkward, and I’m worried that you’ll be mad,” she admitted. 
 
    “Why would I be mad?  Why would I get mad about this?  I mean, we’ve grown close,’ he told her. 
 
    “Yeah, there’s that, but I’m worried about what might happen if I do tell you these secrets.  It’s something even I’m worried about, something I don’t know if you’ll accept or not,” she told him. 
 
    He sighed, turning to her and nodding.   
 
    “I promise I won’t be mad.  Just be honest with me,” he told her. 
 
    She then sighed, realizing what she was doing.  This wasn’t going to be easy.  This would be the first time she’s been out with a guy that she liked. 
 
    “Fine.  But first I have to ask you a question.  How offended would you be if someone came out to you?” she asked. 
 
    He looked at her with a puzzled expression. 
 
    “I wouldn’t be mad at all.  But what does that have to do with anything?” he asked her. 
 
    “It’s because of what I’m about to tell you.  I’m worried you’ll freak out, and you’ll run away.  I’ve never fit in, and this only makes it harder on me,” she told him. 
 
    “Well just tell me Amber.  I won’t be mad,” he said. 
 
    The anticipation of telling him was coursing over her body, and in truth, she sighed and knew what she had to do.  It was time.  Time for her to expose her secret. 
 
    “I’m transgendered,” she said. 
 
    She was expecting him to run away, to tell her that she was a freak and that she should fuck off.  But instead of getting that, he just got a nod. 
 
    “Okay.  That was all?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah.  I’ve been terrified of telling you.  In truth, I’ve always been like that with everyone, and I’m worried that one day I would find someone that I liked as more than a friend, and then I would have to explain everything to them.  I’ve only gotten on hormones and had top surgery.  I plan to get bottom eventually, but I’m worried about what that will make me,” she told him. 
 
    He looked at her, but instead of having a glance of scorn that she was expecting, he instead smiled. 
 
    “Don’t worry.  You’ll do that when you’re ready.  In the meantime, just be yourself,” he said. 
 
    She nodded, feeing happy about it all.  “So you’re not mad at me?” she asked. 
 
    “Why should I be?  Because your body is different from others?  Why does it matter?  You’re a woman, a beautiful one at that, and in truth, I’ve never felt so honored to know someone like you,” he told her. 
 
    She paused, realizing what was going on.  This was it.  She said it, and he wasn’t terrified of her. 
 
    “Thank you.  Thank you for not being scared of me,” she told him. 
 
    “You’re welcome Amber.  Besides, there is something I wanted to give to you as well,” he replied. 
 
    She looked at him with a face of utter confusion, totally unsure of what he was about to do.  But then, she felt something move closer, and immediately, something soft was on her lips. 
 
    He was kissing her. 
 
    Holy crap his lips were soft.  For Amber, she couldn’t help but enjoy the way that it felt, the way his lips seemed to mingle against her own for but a moment.  It was like in those movies where the couple finally kisses, and the woman immediately started to feel her heart race.  For Amber, this was so right to her, and she was shocked that he would even want to engage in this sort of thing with him.  However, he soon pulled away, blushing madly. 
 
    “Sorry about that.  I got a bit carried away,” he told her with a flush. 
 
    “It’s okay.  I didn’t mind at all,” she admitted. 
 
    “I know.  It’s just, I’ve been feeling this way for a while now.  I wanted to take you out tonight so I could kiss you, and now that I was able to, I feel better.  I want to kiss you again, because I feel something with you that I haven’t in a long time.  Everyone thinks I’m some badass biker, but in truth, I’m a man who is looking for love as well, looking for someone to accept me for who I am.  I know it’s not easy, but I’m willing to make it work.  That is, if you are,” he said. 
 
    She looked at him, the pleasure within his eyes making her feel something.  She definitely wanted to be with him, and she wanted to make him happy. 
 
    “I want this as well.  I’ll be yours, and I’ll make your life,” she told him with a smile. 
 
    He grinned at her, feeling his body start to grow aroused at the way that she stared at him.  Neither of them were ready to go further though, except kissing of course.  Matt pressed his lips to hers, kissing her senseless and without any subduing.  For Amber, this was paradise, a happiness that even she wasn’t ready for.  She definitely was ready for everything that was about to happen, and as she kissed him, she felt like her life had meaning once again.  It was the first time she had ever felt this way about a man, ever felt so happy to be with someone, and for a moment, she felt like everything was perfect, and she was lost in the pleasurable kisses that she got. 
 
    They stayed like that for what seemed to be forever, and for Amber, this was the life that she wanted.  It was the life she dreamed of, the life that she wanted, and at the end of the day, she knew deep down that it would only get better from here, and it would become something utterly amazing, too good to be true, and for Amber, she would finally find the right person to show her what love is, and how to be a better woman.   
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    For Amber, life was amazing at that point. She felt like her relationship with Matt was only growing better with time, and soon, the two of them got even closer.  Matt insisted upon keeping their relationship on the down low, simply because it might get weird for both of them.  For Amber, that was fine. 
 
    Amber went to work, and immediately one of the coworkers saw that she was light and happy. She seemed to radiate happiness, and immediately the coworker looked interested. 
 
    “Something happened didn’t it?” they teased. 
 
    “Maybe.  I have a boyfriend now,” Amber said. 
 
    “That’s amazing, girl!  We’re all happy for you,” the coworker said. 
 
    There was a mini party for Amber, and in truth, Amber felt like she was on cloud nine.  For her, everything seemed perfect, so right, and she knew for a fact that no Matter what happens next, everything will be okay. 
 
    However, word started to spread fast, and Amber could feel the eyes on them at the bar.  Most people used to not put anything on the fact that Matt was hanging out with her, but as of late, she kept getting dirty looks and stares. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” she asked Matt. 
 
    “Something tells me someone said something about us, and now it’s being spread like wildfire,” he told her. 
 
    Great.  As if she needed any more attention already.  Suddenly, she felt a presence, and immediately near them was Travis. 
 
    “Hey there Travis.  Hey there sir,” the man said. 
 
    Immediately, Amber grew tense.  What the hell was up with this dude and his misgendering!  It wasn’t okay! 
 
    “What the hell dude?  Why do you care so much?” he asked. 
 
    “Well at least I get with real women.  If you wanted to get with a chick, you need one with a dick underneath.  Besides, I can already tell that she’s going to be the death of you.  You’re no biker gang leader,” the man said. 
 
    Matt got up, and immediately, everyone turned.  He turned to Travis, and that’s when they all heard it. 
 
    A reverberating slap echoed throughout the bar.  Travis held his hand to his face, but then, Matt socked it.  Everyone was in too much of a shock to stop this, most of them shocked over the fact that a real fight was happening right where they were.  This was better than cable for some of these people 
 
    However, Matt was pissed.  What the hell was this dude’s problem?  It was not okay what he was saying to Amber, and even Amber looked uncomfortable as fuck around him. 
 
    “You take back everything that you’ve said,” he said to Travis with a glower. 
 
    “Why?  To help save your prince?” the man teased. 
 
    “No!  Because she deserves respect.  She’s a human being just like the rest of us.  Honestly Travis, you disgust me,” he told him. 
 
    “Why?  Because I’m honest?” he said. 
 
    “No, because you don’t treat people how they deserve to be treated.  You get off on being a douche to everyone and their mother.  No wonder everyone hates you.  You’re nothing but a piece of shit wannabe biker trash who has no respect for humans.  Honestly, I assumed you were better than this, but obviously that is not the case,” he told him. 
 
    “What you going to do about it?  Cry to your mommy?” Travis said. 
 
    “No.  I’m going to do this instead,” he replied. 
 
    Suddenly, he punched Travis right in the crotch.  He fell down, and everyone started to cheer for Matt.  The man got up, holding his family jewels and glaring at both Matt and Amber. 
 
    “You fuckers!  I’ll get you for this!” he cried out. 
 
    He raced out of there, and everyone cheered on Matt.  People were a bit weirded out by Amber, but soon they became friendly towards her.  Amber smiled, happy to have people who accept her. 
 
    “This feels nice,” she told him. 
 
    “Sure does.  I’m glad that you were able to calm down and everything,” he told her. 
 
    She was happy as well.  It seemed that not everyone would be happy about their relationship, but at the end of the day, she didn’t really care.  She wanted to be herself, to be happy, and she knew for a fact that the best way to do it was to continue to further her relationship with the man who cared about her. 
 
    **** 
 
    Time passed, and about two months later, Amber thought the debacle with Travis was long over.  He didn’t seem to care a whole lot about her anymore, and he left her alone, which was nice.  She was glad to not hear any further transphobic slurs from him.  It was a relief.  She definitely didn’t like to hear it over and over again. 
 
    Amber still didn’t know why she felt unsure, but after a little bit, she realized why.  One day, she was walking from her job to her car, ready to see Matt tonight.  She assumed it would be just like any other night, where she would go see him, and then they would spend time together, maybe make out and such.  Amber did give to him, but she never received.  She was happy to at least do that, and maybe once she felt comfortable in her body they could take things further.  But then, she started to get a bad set of feelings, and as she continued to walk through the area, she could feel herself getting stared down by something, whatever it was, she didn’t know for sure. 
 
    She got her car unlocked, but then she heard a rustling.  She tried to get her knife out, looking around to see just what in the world was there. 
 
    “Who’s there?” she asked, even though she doubted that she would get a response.  She then ignored the aching feeling within her.  Maybe it was just her imagination. 
 
    But what she didn’t realize, was what would happen next.  A hand was soon over her mouth, and suddenly, she felt her body go limp.  She started to feel her legs buckle, her body swaying as she fell to the ground.  She then collapsed, and as she laid there a voice started to laugh in sheer amusement. 
 
    “Oh that’s cute.  I was expecting your guard to be up a bit higher   you mixed freak,” the voice said. 
 
    She knew who it was, determined to get him, determined to tell him to fuck off.  But she was struggling, unable to really get the body that she had out of the clutches of this person.  Her hands were pulled back, bound together by rope, and the only thing that she could do right now was to just hope someone would find her. 
 
    She fell unconscious, and immediately, Travis grinned at her with a malicious visage.  He grasped her body, carrying her into a car and closing the door. 
 
    “Let’s see if this will get Matt to face me.  I’ll hold it over his head that if he doesn’t show up, you’ll die,” he told the lifeless body as it laid there unconscious to the world.  She continued to lay there as he started to drive away.  Little did he know that Matt would surely come to save her. 
 
    Meanwhile, Matt was at his hideout, hanging around some of the guys and forming plans to deal with Travis. 
 
    “Is he really acting like that?  I don’t have time for the bastard’s foolishness,” he told his partner in regards to the harassment his men have been getting. 
 
    “Yes sir.  It seems that Travis is keeping tabs on everyone right now, and he’s planning something big.  What it is, we don’t know,” the man said. 
 
    Travis was up to something, and as Matt pursed his lips, he could feel the air becoming heavy with worry.  He didn’t know if this would have to do with Amber.  The last thing he needed was for her to get in trouble or be thrown straight into the line of danger. 
 
    “Well, I hope we can figure out a way to get this squared away.  I don’t have time for his childish behavior.  If need be, I will eliminate him,” he told the other man. 
 
    The man was shocked by the determined nature of Matt’s face.  Matt wasn’t screwing around at this point.  He would do what he needed to do. 
 
    The other men left, leaving Matt to figure out what to do next.  He honestly didn’t know for sure, with the way everything was an all, and it was certainly something that he wasn’t ready for.  Matt was scared of what this bastard had planned, especially with regards to Amber. 
 
    Amber.  The woman made him smile.  He honestly could say right now that he had fallen for her, even though it was a sense of falling that he wasn’t sure he was ready for.  He didn’t like to think about what might happen, but at the same time, he knew for a fact that whatever the case may be, he would protect her.  In truth, she was the most important person in his life, and he didn’t want to think of everything bad that could happen.  However, he knew that Travis hated her.  Travis was using his own bigoted prejudice in order to keep things the way that they were now, and that didn’t help with the uneasy feelings that he had looming over him. 
 
    But, Matt decided to chill.  If he could figure out a way to get to Travis before things got bad, he would do so in a heartbeat. 
 
    As he thought on this, he saw a small scurry of something in the distance.   
 
    “What the hell?” Matt asked himself, immediately getting up and looking at the figure once again.  For a moment, he thought that he was going insane, unsure of what to do about everything going on.  He decided to just let things go the way they were, and after a moment or so, he heard a small sound of paper falling onto the floor.  Confused, he picked up the slip of paper and started to read it, immediately growing angry with shock and rage, unsure of what to do about the words that were inscribed on there. 
 
    It was a threat.  It was a threat from Travis, saying that he would kill Amber if he didn’t show up in due time to come fight him.  For a moment, Matt felt like he was about to go insane, the rage present within his eyes.  He didn’t want to lose Amber, nor did he want her to get hurt, but in truth, he felt like this was some sort of sick game, and he wasn’t sure of what to say. 
 
    He wondered what his options were.  One of them was for him to just let it go, to not think that Travis was being serious.  But in truth, he didn’t think that would work.  Travis was being serious, and that’s what he hated.  He hated to admit it, but he was sure that the seriousness of Travis was what scared him the most.  He couldn’t take this as some sort of blind threat, but he also didn’t know what to do about it all. 
 
    But then, there was the factor of how much time he had.  Sure, he could go and gather all of his men, but that would take time and effort, and even he didn’t know if time was on his side, which was the scariest part of it all.  All of these factors were what really scared Matt, and he knew that he had to do something. 
 
    “There has to be a way.  There just has to be a way,” he muttered to himself. 
 
    But what?  What exactly was there to do at this point?  He thought about just trying to wait it out, but he didn’t want to put Amber in danger for him.  What sort of actions would he take? 
 
    He got up, slamming the piece of paper down in anger and looking out. 
 
    “Even though I don’t want to do this, I know that I have to.  Amber’s life is at stake and that puts my life in danger as well, he told himself.  
 
    That was the grim reality of it all.  His own life was at stake, not just Amber’s, because Amber was his life, his way of living, and the way he kept his sanity.  There was no way in hell he was going to let him get away with this.  As Matt got up and got ready, he only had one thing in mind in terms of what he needed to do. 
 
    And that was to save Amber and bring her back safe and sound.   
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    When Amber came to, she realized that her arms were tied up.  She looked around, the horror of the moment present in her eyes.  She was trapped, at the mercy of whoever the fuck this was.  She didn’t know for sure who it was, that is until the person spoke. 
 
    “Ahh, so you’re awake now,” he told her. 
 
    She immediately looked up, the rage in her eyes present at the moment.  She knew that this bastard was the cause of everything, and she wanted nothing more than to wipe the goddamn smirk off his face. 
 
    “You!” she cried out. 
 
    “Hello there sweetie.  It seems that you’re at my mercy now.  Maybe you’ll finally listen to me when I say that you should shut the fuck up and stop being a freak of nature, boy.  But of course I’m not doing this for you.  Why would I help your trashy ass?  I’m here for Matt,” he said. 
 
    She looked at Travis, the shock present on her face. 
 
    “What are you going to do Travis?” she asked him, worried sick about what this might lead to. 
 
    “Simple.  I’m going to make him pay for this, and I’m going to use you as a carrot to get him to come out here.  Simply put, I already wrote him a friendly letter that said that if he doesn’t show up in time, I’m going to kill you.  I’m not joking either because I can in just one move. I refuse to let me be happy with a freak like you.  He’s taken everything away from me and so I’ll take something away from him,” he screamed out. This guy was insane.  Amber immediately felt uncomfortable just being around him, and she could feel the tension of the moment coursing over her veins. 
 
    “You won’t get away with this,” she muttered. 
 
    “Oh but I will.  I will make sure that you’re gone, and we will definitely have fun with all of this.    I’m ready to just end this, and if it involves ending you, then I will make sure that’s a part of it.  Now, you can wait here for your little prince to save you, and you can see what I have in mind.  It’s going to be a sudden death race, on the course that’s prepared.  I want to see if the your bad-boy biker can live up to his name, or if it’s all just a load of bullshit like he is.  Oh, I can’t wait!” the man cried out. 
 
    She listened to the insane ramblings that Travis was going on about and she immediately feeling sick to her stomach.  What the hell was his problem?  What were they going to do?   
 
    She felt scared of the way everything was going, how Travis was acting and the gestures he was making.  All of that worried her because she could tell that he was unstable. 
 
    The death race course.  What was going on?  What did that even mean?  Then, she saw it.  The gravel and dirt path went over a mountain pass with an incline at the very top.  Then her eyes saw the drop off below that could kill any man who fell off of it.  There was a lake with a rickety bridge that definitely wasn’t safe or stable enough to hold the weight of a motorcycle, let alone a man on one.   
 
    All of this made her feel uneasy, especially since her life was on the line.  She didn’t know much about Matt and his riding skills, but even she doubted how he would do on this sort of course.  That’s what scared her and she could feel the desperation in her body become stronger with time. 
 
    As time passed, Amber wondered if Matt would even come and save her.  She would do better without the teasing from the other man as well. 
 
    “See, he doesn’t care about you Amber.  He only cares about himself, not a pathetic little bitch like you.  It’s so cute that you think a man like him cares.  It’s really just desperation.  Matt and his little prince.  It’s so sweet really, and I’m so happy to be seeing you struggling,” he said. 
 
    “Shut up!  He will come.  I’m sure of it,” she told him. 
 
    The worry in her voice was enough to say it all.  She wasn’t sure of what might happen next.  She could only hope for the best however, hoping that even he would come and save her. 
 
    Then, she heard a rustling, then a small roar, and finally, she saw the savior she had been waiting for.  Travis looked and glared at the figure driving down the pathway.  When he got there, he stepped off his bike, taking off his helmet to look at the other man. 
 
    “Travis, I’m here.  What have you done with my woman?” he demanded from him.   
 
    “If you could call it a woman that is,” Travis said. 
 
    “Well she’s definitely a woman, and more of a woman than many I know.  Now stop harassing her and give her back to me,” Matt said. 
 
    “Not until you and I race,” Travis said. 
 
    Matt looked at Travis, and then he stared around at the area nearby. 
 
    “What race?  What the hell are you talking about?” Matt asked with a confused voice. 
 
    “Simple.  This course all around us,” Travis said with a sneer. 
 
    Immediately, Matt’s eyes started to bulge a tiny bit, staring at everything that he would have to go through.  It was a course that was borderline suicide, but Matt hoped that he would be able to pass it. 
 
    “So if I make it through, I win?” Matt asked. 
 
    “Of course.  But I don’t think you will.  There’s no way that you will,” he told Matt. 
 
    “We’ll see about that,” Matt said as he got back to his bike. 
 
    “Very well then.  Now, this is gonna be fun.  Have a good time watching your partner Amber.  Because this will be the last time that you see him alive,” he told Amber with a grin. 
 
    Amber didn’t believe him one bit.  She was sure that he would win, she was damn sure!  There was no way in hell that they would lose at this point in their lives.  She was nervous, but she just wanted to be over and done with.  The two riders got up next to one another, and suddenly, Matt started to call out. 
 
    “Three…2….1…. go!” he said. 
 
    “Too late, I already went,” Travis said with a grin. 
 
    He was already halfway down the first turn when Matt started up.  Thankfully though, Matt seemed to know how to turn fast, and he was also smart with how fast he was going.  He turned the corner, gaining distance and was able to catch up with Travis.  Of course, the first obstacle was coming up, which was the old and rickety bridge.  
 
    Amber just couldn’t look at them racing.  She wondered if he would make it, if they both would make it, and if he would die or not.  They started to go over it.  Travis revved his bike so that he could go as fast as possible.  Matt was right on his trail and going as fast as he safely allowed himself to go.  He was definitely feeling more excited about the way things were going far since he was gaining tremendous speed on Travis.  But of course, he still wasn’t sure if he would make it at this point. 
 
    The race continued with both of them gaining speed and almost even with each another.  Then the second obstacle came up.  That’s when Matt started to gain speed and immediately took over the top spot.  Matt punched the accelerator and went as fast as he could.  Then he started to play dirty. 
 
    “Oh, so that’s how you’re going to be.  Fine by me,” Travis said with a sneer, immediately increasing speed and lightly bumping into Matt.  Matt cried out, nearly losing speed and balance on his bike, but he immediately slowed down.  The mountain was coming up, the part that was called the “death race”.  
 
    Amber just watched with horror on her face as they got closer.  She saw that Travis was in the lead, and immediately she hoped for the best but even she was worried about what might happen next.  The two of them kept going, and that’s when she saw it.   
 
    Matt pulled forward at the last second, blazing through the road and immediately going off the edge.  He crossed over the path.  Amber couldn’t watch.  She was so scared for him, scared of what would happen to him if he crashed.   
 
    But then, he landed on his bike on the other side, safely crashing down the pathway.  Unfortunately, for Travis, he immediately lost balance, falling down the mountainside and immediately to the ground below.  Matt didn’t even turn around to see if he was dead or not.  He just didn’t give a damn. 
 
    He crossed the edge of the finish line, immediately stopping his bike and taking his helmet off.  He was more worried about his Amber that he was supposed to save, and immediately he ran over towards her.  Amber blushed as she saw the look of sheer and utter worry on his face, ready to finally see him again without any other problems or issues. 
 
    “Matt,” she cried out. 
 
    “Hey there babe,” he told her. 
 
    The two of them stopped, immediately kissing each other passionately as he took the ropes off.  He turned to her, and for a moment, everything seemed okay. 
 
    “Are you all right?” he asked her. 
 
    “I’ve been better, but thank you,” she replied. 
 
    “I figured as much.  I wouldn’t say being caught and tied up by a crazy homophobe is a good thing or not, but I think it’s safe to say that you’re good now,” he told her. 
 
    She nodded.  “That I am.  Thank you,” she replied. 
 
    They stared at one another, and immediately, Matt started to blush. 
 
    “Do you want to perhaps go somewhere a bit more private?” he asked her. 
 
    She smiled at him, a true, genuine, grin.  “You don’t even have to ask me,” she replied. 
 
    He grasped her hand, leading her out of there and immediately heading over to his bike.  It seemed obvious that whatever was going on now was only going to get better with time, and for both of them, everything seemed right.  For Amber, she was saved by her prince, and for Matt, he finally realized that he had feelings he needed to confess to her.  He wasn’t going to just let this be a little thing, but it was going to be something amazing, something much bigger than they both thought, and something that they both would love. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    For a bit Amber wondered if he would tell her everything.  All about Travis, the rivalry and even what he was feeling within her.  But he kept silent, and as she held onto him, she wanted to protect him.  She could tell that he was thinking about a lot of things, things that even she wouldn’t be able to help him with.  She was worried that she wouldn’t be able to assist him with his feelings.  But at the end of it, Amber knew deep down that it would be okay.  Once she got him alone and they talked about everything, it would be more than okay. 
 
    They drove to a small lake that was on the other side of town, both of them quiet until he got off and helped Amber off as well.  He grabbed the blanket from last time, spreading it out and looking at her with a smile on his face.  He then started to pat the area there looking at her with a smile. 
 
    “Hey there,” he said. 
 
    “Hey yourself.  What’s going on?” she asked him. 
 
    “It’s just…I’m sorry I wasn’t there to protect you when you needed it.  I feel awful for what happened.  I really just feel terrible about it all, awful for what had happened to you.  I didn’t know that Travis would even try something like that, let alone lure me out from where I was to save you.  I thought you would be okay, but I was wrong.  I feel awful, because I’m supposed to be your boyfriend,” he said. 
 
    “But you did protect me.  You got up there, on a bike and you raced him and you beat him.  That’s more than enough for me,” she told him. 
 
    “Well it’s not for me.  Because I feel like I need to do more.  I need to protect you Amber.  It’s not just because I feel like it’s a duty or anything either,” he said. 
 
    “Then why do you worry so much?  Why?” she asked him. 
 
    “Because…because…because I love you!” he cried out. 
 
    Immediately, the atmosphere went awkward, mostly because Amber had no fucking clue what to say to that.  She looked at him, the shock of the moment plastered onto her face. 
 
    He said that he loved her.  She being a woman who wasn’t like other women.  A woman who was transgendered.  All of that wasn’t what she was expecting, but she was damn sure of the feeling she got from those three words. 
 
    “I love you as well.  I always will love you,” she told him. 
 
    “Really?  Even though I’m not the perfect man who can save you?” he asked her. 
 
    “Oh bullshit.  You did save me Matt, and I know that no matter what the odds, no matter what we face, we will have each other at the end of the day.  That I’m damn sure of,” she told him. 
 
    He looked at her, the happiness present in his eyes.  He knew that this wasn’t going to be easy for both of them, especially with all they had to face. 
 
    “Well, I know that I love you, and I want to be with you.  I know for sure that no matter what it takes, I will protect you next time.  Even though you might be different, you’re the right one for me.  That’s why I knew I meant what I said, and I know that we’ve both suffered through a lot, but let’s work on healing each other,” he told her. 
 
    She nodded.  “I’ll work on it with you,” she replied. 
 
    “Good.  Then I guess it’s settled.  I love you Amber,” he told her. 
 
    “I love you too Matt.  This is the first time I’ve been in love.  It’s kind of freaky, but I think I’m ready for the challenge,” she told him. 
 
    “It is a challenge, but at the end of the day, it’s a challenge that is worth it for both of us.  You and I both know that it’s something that will take some getting used to, but at the end of it all, it’s definitely going to be okay,” he told her. 
 
    She thought about everything that had happened, all of the problems they suffered, all of the tensions that rose up, all of the rivalries that became problematic, and at the end of it, Amber did realize that she was indeed happy with the way everything worked out.  She knew that the happiness they both wanted, the reality they both desired, would triumph. 
 
    She moved towards him, blushing a little bit like a little bride.  It wasn’t that she wasn’t used to it, but she felt so loved that it was almost like it was their first kiss once again.  This time she would be the one taking charge.  She pressed her lips to the edge of his own, and immediately, they stayed like that for a long time, both of them enjoying the taste of the other’s mouth.  They kissed for a long time, both of them keeping it chaste and sweet, a sign that they were together, and a sign of happiness.   
 
    Then, Amber got a bit more interested in deepening it.  So she did just that by pulling his waist and bringing him closer.  He took that as his cue to push his tongue against her entrance, and immediately she opened it up, letting his tongue move against her own.  The two of them let their tongues dance against one another in a passionate rhythm that made her feel happy and excited.  But Amber wanted to show her prince the happiness that she felt, and she wanted to express her gratitude as well. 
 
    She pushed Matt back down on the blanket, getting on top of him and looking at him with a lustful glance.  Tonight was going to be his night, the night where she would give pleasure to him that even she wasn’t used to.  She started to let her lips trail down against the edge of his neck, lightly biting and nibbling on the flesh.  He groaned and she immediately felt her own pleasure become stronger.  But of course, she wanted to make him happy, to thank him for everything that he did. 
 
    It wasn’t long before she was taking off his shirt, lightly latching onto a nipple and lightly sucking on it.  She could hear the sounds that he was making and that made it more pleasurable for her.   
 
    She continued to tease him, to caress his nipples with her tongue and then let her lips trail over the tip of the bud, lightly teasing and moving her tongue over the edge of the area.  He groaned, bucking his hips and loving the way that she seemed to tease him and love him.  Just hearing those sounds made her happy, and she definitely wanted to make him feel good. 
 
    When she got to the entrance of his pants, she looked up at him, and he immediately nodded.  She then went down, giving him the utter pleasure that she knew that he wanted, enjoying the sounds that he made, and the whines that coursed over him.  This was definitely the happiness she had been looking for, the paradise that she wanted more than anything else. 
 
    Once she finished up, he turned to her, his face devoid of the hardened nature that she was used to, replaced by the lustful happiness that seemed to be looming over him. 
 
    “Holy shit,” he said. 
 
    “I know,” she replied. 
 
    “That was not what I was expecting,” he admitted. 
 
    “You and me both.  Goddamn,” she admitted.  She knew that this wasn’t what she wanted to do initially, but it was definitely something that interested her. 
 
    “I guess this means that we are really together,” he told her. 
 
    “I didn’t think we weren’t,” she told him. 
 
    “Well yeah, but I mean I finally got to tell you my feelings, that I love you and shit.  You don’t know how long it’s been bothering me to not say that,” he told her. 
 
    “Probably a long time,” she replied. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s for sure.  But I’m happy I finally got to say it now.  It was necessary,” he told her. 
 
    The two of them planted kisses against the edge of each other’s lips, both of them sitting by the lake and cuddling up to one another, the pleasure and happiness that coursed through them becoming apparent in the tranquil night.  The two of them knew what happiness was and that this was it. 
 
    They kept this relationship going for a very long time, both of them knowing that the happiness that they felt with one another was the life that they wanted to have.  For Amber, this was the first time she had ever been in love, and for her, it was the first time she ever felt acceptance in a world where acceptance was something that was seen as a bad thing.  In a world full of hatred and bigotry, where people looked down on her for the way that she was, the way that she acted, the way that she composed herself, she knew for sure that this was it, and that the love that she shared with that man was definitely worth it. 
 
    For the rest of their lives, both Amber and Matt knew of the pleasure that they were able to give to one another, and they continued to do that.  They knew that no matter what happened, no matter what the circumstances were, everything would be okay, and she knew that it was only going to get better with time.  Their love wouldn’t run out, nor would it stop.  Amber was happy that she took that chance, that she decided to go with the biker in order to see the happiness she sought, the happiness she needed and the happiness she craved.   
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Seduced by the Countryside 
 
      
 
    Dana had always wanted to live in the country and when Lee finally agreed to swap their city apartment with its heavy traffic and clogged pavements for a small cottage and some land, she was overjoyed. Of course, being located on the other side of the country meant that they hadn’t seen it in person but the photos online, although a little out of focus, were beautiful. It was her dream come true and Lee would get to write the novel that he’d tinkered with on and off for the last few years. 
 
    They had swapped their public transport passes for an old jeep which had driven them and their meager possessions all the way up the bumpy lane and through the gate to their new property. Dana had wanted to arrive before dark, but their journey had taken longer than expected and now the stars were shining in the sky but the ground was in pitch darkness. 
 
    The only light in the area came from the headlights of the jeep and, when they finally came to a stop outside the small house, they were surprised to find that it wasn’t quite as well-kept as the photos had suggested. 
 
    “I don’t believe it,” Lee said hopping from the jeep onto the gravel drive. “I think the pictures we saw were a little out of date.” 
 
    “Are you sure this is our house?” Dana asked holding the map in front of the light. 
 
    “The name was on the gate, honey. This is Stonegate Corner,” he replied running his hands through his sandy blond hair. 
 
    Dana was tired but not defeated. She grabbed the keys and opened the front door before her husband could remember that this had been her idea. When she flicked the light switch, the hallway was illuminated. The interior was in far better shape than the exterior which was perfect because she wanted to bring in her stuff, have a glass of wine to toast their new home and then fall into bed. 
 
    The previous owner had left a little note apologizing for the state of the place with a bottle of local wine and a packet of chocolate chip cookies. She opened both that night. 
 
    **** 
 
    The next morning began with a slight hangover and bright glorious sunshine that filed through the windows and straight onto the pillows. Dana reached over for her husband but he wasn’t there. She found coffee brewed in the kitchen and her husband setting up shop in his new office. He’d obviously been eager to start work because the laptop was open and he was staring at a blank page with a steaming cup of coffee in his hands. 
 
    “Sorry, I had trouble sleeping,” he said. 
 
    “Not to worry,” she replied stooping to kiss his temple. 
 
    After breakfast, she took a tour of the outside and the house wasn’t in bad repair so much as the plants had overgrown. It wouldn’t take her long to get them back under control. The house would need painting, but it wasn’t as bad as she’d first feared. The driveway was full of long weeds and they would need to go, but what worried her was the amount of fencing that she would need to take care of, not to mention the state of the pre-existing chicken coop. 
 
    She had some deliveries due to arrive later that morning from the hardware store and her rescued hens would be there in the afternoon. She had been over-eager and Lee had pointed that out, but as usual, she had insisted because she couldn’t help it. Dana didn’t know how to wait and she had more optimism than anyone on the planet. 
 
    She began making a list and tried to prioritize the jobs. Her first priority would be the hen house or her girls would end up bunking in the house with her and Lee and she thought that would probably be grounds for divorce. 
 
    “Hi, it’s seen better days, right?” 
 
    She spun around and came face to chest with a tall broad man who stood grinning at her from his lofty height. She hadn’t been expecting the neighbors to introduce themselves quite so soon, but as he came without a vehicle, he must have been local. He was still giving her a wide grin and she couldn’t help but smile back. Some men were so pretty they were dangerous. 
 
    “I’m Frankie. I live at the end of the lane,” he said holding out one of his huge hands for her to shake. 
 
    “Hi, I’m Dana,” she said taking his warm hand in hers. 
 
    “It looks bad but it won’t take long to fix up,” he said nodding his head towards the pile of rotting wood that bore barely any resemblance to a chicken coop. 
 
    “I have some supplies coming this morning, but the hens are arriving after lunch so I’m going to have to be inventive,” she said laughing. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I’ll help you,” he replied.  
 
    Without waiting for an invitation, he picked up the toolkit she’d dumped on the porch and made his way to the hen house. She figured he must have seen how it used to look because he knew where each part went and within half an hour it was taking shape. When she saw a dust cloud at the end of the drive, she excused herself and ran to the van that was loaded full of the supplies she would need, or at least the ones she had anticipated. 
 
    When she turned back around Frankie was nowhere in sight and she felt a slight touch of disappointment. He’d been good company and knew his stuff when it came to patching, but if she was being honest with herself she had enjoyed his handsome face. She looked at her watch and wondered if he’d gone home for lunch, but when she stepped into the kitchen, she could hear his deep voice coming from Lee’s office. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Lee had felt the urge to write before he’d even opened his eyes. Granted, the story that was bubbling to come out was not the story he’d been promising for the last couple of years. The new idea felt fresh and alive and so did he. The sun was shining, the country air smelled good and the natural sounds that bathed the farm were filled with life. He’d made some coffee and fired up the laptop. 
 
    When a large shadow had blocked the light that streamed through his open door, Lee had looked up. The man that leaned on the door frame was farm-built and wore that contented look that honest labor and plenty of sunshine gives a man. He was smiling and raised his hand in a little wave. Lee waved back and found that the smile was infectious. 
 
    “Hi, your deliveries are here,” he said. 
 
    “Oh right, are you the driver?” Lee asked. 
 
    “No, I’m your neighbor. I’ve been helping Dana with the hen house. The woman that used to live here had a lot of hens at one point but she relocated them when she started getting sick and now it needs a little fixing,” the man replied. “So, you’re a writer?” 
 
    “I’m trying to be,” Lee said. “Want some coffee?” 
 
    Lee could see Dana checking through the deliveries from the kitchen window. She was glowing.  She had pink healthy cheeks and a light sheen of sweat on her brow.  Country life suited her. She had the delivery driver going through the order with her and he thought that right then and there, she had the power to make the poor guy lift every item to its proper place by hand and with a smile on his face. 
 
    “Your wife looks happy,” the man said looking over his shoulder. 
 
    “She does. This has been her dream for years. My name is Lee, what’s yours?” 
 
    “Frankie,” he replied. 
 
    “Well Frankie, welcome to the new owners of Stonegate Corner,” Lee said raising his cup to chink against Frankie’s. 
 
    “May your time here be fruitful and happy,” Frankie replied grinning.  
 
    **** 
 
    When Lee stopped for a break that afternoon, he sat on the porch with a glass of store bought lemonade and watched Dana and Frankie secure the fencing. He wondered briefly if he should be worried about Frankie spending time with his wife.  The man was beyond handsome and had muscles that made the men at the gym back in the city look like girls. Dana looked happy working beside him and she lifted her face to smile at the things he said. He didn’t feel jealous, he felt something else. The feeling was like he’d won the lottery and now he never needed to worry anymore. He was happy. 
 
    The truck with the hens arrived bringing a cloud of dust up the driveway. He jumped up to help. The farm was Dana’s baby: he didn’t know much about animals and he’d certainly never been close to a live chicken before. When he was handed a crate with several chickens in it, he was surprised to see their little faces looked alert and interested. They had an intelligence in their eyes that he hadn’t anticipated. 
 
    “They’re adorable,” Dana said with moisture glistening in her eyes. 
 
    “I can foresee chicken being off the menu in this house,” he muttered and Frankie laughed. 
 
    When the driver had left, Lee had stayed to watch as Dana uncaged the hens. Frankie came to stand with him and they watched as the hens slowly began to peck the grass. Dana sat on the grass once all the hens were freed and let them come up to her. She giggled as they pecked the laces on her boots and when one particularly brave hen sat on her lap, she snuggled it like a baby. 
 
    “I didn’t know they could be so full of character,” Lee said shaking his head. 
 
    “Nature’s full of surprises, Lee,” Frankie replied. 
 
    Frankie reached his arm out to hug Lee’s shoulder and Lee felt the warmth travel through him. It was a natural gesture, one that he wouldn’t have been surprised to receive from a friend or brother, but the feeling it gave him had swept through his body and ended somewhere he wasn’t expecting. Lee shifted slightly as the twinge of excitement swelled his manhood. He could feel himself blushing, but he couldn’t seem to move away from the man or his embrace. 
 
    “I love it here. I love my hens,” Dana said, and he felt a slight touch of guilt. 
 
    Frankie’s arm dropped, and he entered the enclosure scooping up the nearest hen. The hen relaxed in his arms and he stroked the brown feathers. Lee wondered how such a big man could look so gentle holding the small creature. 
 
    “Stroke the chicken, Lee,” Dana called and Frankie brought it over to him. 
 
    He reached out and touched the hen’s smooth back, feeling how silky the feathers were. The bird looked up at him with her intelligent eyes and blinked. 
 
    He was feeling slightly emotional, and it was unnerving, especially in front of the alpha-male that was standing next to him. He wondered again if he should worry about leaving Frankie with Dana. How any women could look at the man and not feel the urge to swoon like in the old romance films? He had no idea. The fact that he felt the same urge was disturbing him so much that he had to make his excuses and get back to work. 
 
    He spent the rest of the afternoon writing and the flow that had been so stunted in the city was now open and free. He didn’t notice as the sun dipped or that he’d worked solidly for hours without a break. When the smell of food wafted into the room, he was sitting in the dark looking at a bright screen and his novel was well on its way. 
 
    The thought of Frankie and the tingle he’d felt when the man’s arm had pulled him close had fueled the story, adding a depth to his writing that hadn’t been there before. Frankie was his muse. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Lee’s eyes were bloodshot from staring at the computer screen for hours, but he was grinning and excitable. She hadn’t seen him like this for months, if not years. She didn’t know what part of the move had picked him up, but she was pleased. When they cleared the plates away from dinner, he had grabbed her hands and pulled her into an embrace, dancing with her in the kitchen. It was something they had done often during their first few months together and it made her feel young and carefree. 
 
    “Do you remember the last time we danced?” Lee whispered into her ear tickling the soft skin there with his breath. 
 
    “No,” she replied. 
 
    “I do, it was our anniversary,” he said. “That was just over three years ago.” 
 
    “That’s too long,” she said lifting her head to be kissed. 
 
    He kissed her gently and for a long time. She felt the kiss run through her body like an electric current and she couldn’t remember why they’d stopped kissing like that. When he scooped her up and whisked her to the bedroom, she giggled and they both fell onto the bed laughing. He made love to her that night in the same way that he had when they were younger, not the hungry desperate motions of a couple desperate for release, but a slow, sensual coupling that left them feeling like they belonged to each other. 
 
    Dana couldn’t remember when things had slid into the mundane; his job had become stressful, and hers had bored her to tears. Each had brought their baggage home at the end of the day and it had slowly wheedled its way into their relationship, into their hearts. This was a fresh start for them in more ways than they had anticipated. 
 
    **** 
 
    Dana woke to the sound of her hens chatting to each other in their chicken voices. They woke with the sun as did her husband she thought, noting his absence. He was pouring coffee for them both and they sat on the porch in their pajamas enjoying the morning sun which was still hazy with moisture. It was the perfect start to a new day, and it was made more so by her husband’s hand as it found hers and squeezed gently. 
 
    “I love you,” he said. 
 
    “I love you too,” she replied grinning. 
 
    Once she’d showered and dressed, she let the hens out for the day and they clucked happily around her feet. Dana was surprised to find a handful of eggs already and she couldn’t wait to scramble them for breakfast. She’d just put the frying pan on the heat when Frankie tapped on the window. Signaling for him to come in, she grabbed a couple more eggs. 
 
    “You have to eat breakfast with us, the hens have laid their first eggs,” she said showing off one of the small brown eggs. 
 
    “Wow, they settled well,” he said smiling. 
 
    “That smells good, hey Frankie,” Lee said. 
 
    Dana had noticed that the two men had instantly liked each other the day before and she was glad because Frankie was helpful and had a wealth of knowledge about the farm and animals in general. He was also strong which had come in handy several times the day before. The only thing that bothered her was her reaction to him. If she was being honest with herself, then she was attracted to Frankie and that was bad. She felt guilty, and she hoped that neither man would notice, but she could feel the blush on her cheeks when Frankie looked at her or smiled at her. 
 
    “These are fantastic,” Lee said leaning back in his chair. 
 
    “You can’t beat fresh eggs,” Frankie said scraping his plate. “Soon you’ll have too many to use and you’ll have to sell them. What were you thinking of doing?” 
 
    “I’m hoping she’s going to make me some pickled eggs,” Lee said. “They’re the best.” 
 
    “I hope to sell fresh eggs and pickled ones in the local market,” she said. 
 
    “Awesome. So, what’s on the agenda today?” 
 
    “The enclosure for the goats,” Dana said and the nervous flutter went through her stomach. 
 
    “Let me guess, you’ve never owned goats before,” Frankie said laughing. 
 
    “No,” she replied. 
 
    “I can help,” Frankie said. “Show me where you want to keep them.” 
 
    She led him out and showed him the land she’d planned to dedicate to the goats she’d picked out. Within the hour the enclosure was taking shape, and she had their pen mapped out. 
 
    As the morning heated up, she’d started to sweat and had removed her sweater and it wasn’t long after that Frankie took off his shirt. Underneath the flannel shirt was a wall of muscle and beautiful tanned skin. She tried not to stare, but the man had the cutest freckles on his shoulders that she’d ever seen and his washboard stomach was making her legs feel like they were made of rubber. 
 
    She hoped that her willpower was stronger than it felt because she loved her husband and she still craved his touch even after the stress they’d been through. But the man with the torso of Adonis that rippled in the sunlight was a distraction that even a nun couldn’t have ignored. Did he know his effect on people? Her mouth was watering so much she was becoming dehydrated. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re not going to get cold like that?” she said after losing her chain of thought three times in a row. 
 
    “Do I look cold?” he asked raising one eyebrow. 
 
    “Not really,” she replied having checked out his nipples. 
 
    She needed to make some coffee, or iced tea, or anything that required her to look away for a few minutes and compose herself. She turned her back on him and saw a shadow against the window in the kitchen. It would be just her luck to get caught ogling the neighbor’s fit body when everything else was going so well. 
 
    “I’m going to make a drink,” she said. 
 
    “Looks like Lee already has,” Frankie said. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Lee placed the iced tea on the tray and carried it out to the porch. They didn’t have any furniture for the porch yet, so he set it down on the steps and sat in a sunny spot. Frankie had removed his shirt and Lee couldn’t believe how perfect the country boy’s abdominals were. Lee whipped his top off to show a slim, white expanse of skin. His hair was borderline red so he wouldn’t risk much sun, but the heat felt so good on his skin it made his body prickle. 
 
    “You must work out, Frankie,” Lee said. 
 
    “That’s what farming does to you,” Frankie said slapping his stomach. 
 
    Lee had the urge to run his hand across the ridges but he resisted. When Dana sat down she leaned against him and he kissed the top of her head before handing her a glass. He wondered what her little hands would look like on Frankie’s skin and if she would like the feel of him. It was a strange thing to think about, but he could only put it down to the book he was writing. He was just exploring things in his head. The thought came again and it sent a shiver of pleasure through him. 
 
    “Are you cold?” Dana asked. 
 
    “No, just the ice from the drink,” he said and he could feel his face heat up. 
 
    He couldn’t change the fact that his jeans were tighter now than they had been when he’d first sat down, but he wasn’t about to show it. His eyes involuntarily sought out Frankie, and he was relieved to see that the man was staring out into the distance. His traitorous brain formed a picture of his own pale hands stroking the fine hair on Frankie’s stomach and those shock waves ran through his body injecting a surge of delicious heat into his manhood. He was now stuck next to his wife thinking gay thoughts and trying to hide a raging boner. 
 
    Lee wasn’t gay. He wasn’t bisexual. He hadn’t explored much as a college student. He’d never watched gay porn or lusted over a man at any point. Why the hell was he having these feelings now? 
 
    Frankie looked at him and smiled and Lee bit his lip because the pain was the only thing keeping him in check. Something was happening to him and he didn’t know what to do with it. Had it been a woman sitting in Frankie’s place, he would have brushed it off without a second thought but Frankie was male, all male, and so very, very male. 
 
    “Are you burning already?” Dana asked. 
 
    She placed her hand on his chest to feel the heat. His skin was flushed, but it wasn’t anything to do with the sun. Her hand was soothing, and he wondered briefly if he should grab her and whisk her inside to have caveman sex with her to solidify his masculinity, but then he thought Frankie might be weirded out. Besides, Dana would want to know what had gotten into him and he didn’t have a well-crafted lie for her. 
 
    Dana stood up and took the tray inside and Lee jumped slightly when Frankie scooted closer to him. He felt his heart speed up and wondered if Frankie could hear it banging from his position just two inches away. Lee was beginning to sweat, but it didn’t make his skin look healthy like it did on Frankie’s. He was looking at Frankie’s chest again, damn it. 
 
    “You okay?” Frankie asked and Lee gulped for something to say that didn’t make him sound like an idiot. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said settling on a safe one syllable word. 
 
    “Are you okay about me helping your wife?” Frankie asked leaning closer in a conspiratorial way. 
 
    “Yes,” Lee said not able to find air to breathe. “You’re a great help.” 
 
    “Cool,” Frankie said slapping his hand on Lee’s knee.  
 
    Lee’s knee was trembling under Frankie’s large hand, but he didn’t seem to notice which was good because if he looked down he might have noticed the rock-hard boner that was straining Lee’s jeans to almost breaking point, jutting out like a homing beacon trying to reach Frankie’s hand. Lee was going to fall to pieces if Frankie didn’t move soon. 
 
    “Right, I best get moving,” Dana said, and both men looked up. 
 
    Dana had changed her t-shirt for a bikini top and was now wearing short shorts. She looked fantastic and Lee wondered again if he could get away with dragging his wife off caveman style to have some quick, wild sex. He didn’t think he’d last long because his brain was making little pictures of Frankie’s large hands on her little body. 
 
    “You look beautiful, Dana,” he said and stayed put on the step. 
 
    “Thank you, darling,” she replied and leaned over to give him a kiss. 
 
    Her cleavage bunched up in a cute busty way while his manhood wept for her. To his great relief, Frankie was on his feet and walking off with his girl. Lee watched them walk away and then escaped to the bathroom. He was a bad man, he was a very confused man and he was horny as hell. When he released his seed into a pile of waiting tissue, it wasn’t just Dana’s gorgeous body he was thinking about and he did not want to analyze what that meant. 
 
    He splashed some water over his face and went to sit at his desk once more. The words came to him like a raging river and his hands could barely keep up. He could live with having gay thoughts if it meant that writing was this easy. If he kept writing at this speed, he’d have his first draft within a month.  
 
    A dark thought snuck into his mind and he pushed it back. Dana would not run off with Frankie because Dana loved Lee. Dana could eye Frankie up all day long, but she would never leave him, he thought.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Dana was enjoying the work, the hot sun on her skin and Frankie’s company. When her husband removed his top to enjoy the sun, she figured it would be okay for her after all this was her home and she was definitely working up a sweat. When Lee had run his eyes over her, appreciating her curves, she felt good. It was like she’d been asleep all those years in the city and this was her real life. 
 
    “You’re deep in thought,” Frankie said. 
 
    They were spending the afternoon arranging the rows where she would plant her crops. Frankie had given her the best advice, and he seemed to know more about plants than any of the websites she’d spent hours poring over. She needn’t have bothered with the research because he was a walking farm encyclopedia. He was more than happy to share his knowledge which made her life easier. 
 
    “I’m just wondering why I didn’t leave the city before. I love it here,” she said. 
 
    As she looked up, she caught his eyes lingering on her chest and she blushed slightly. She could hardly expect him not to give a curious glance when she’d done the very same thing at least a dozen times in the past ten minutes. She liked the way his muscles moved when he twisted. It wasn’t a gym body; it was a working man’s body. Sculpted but with all the extra muscles in between that only a man who does hard labor gets. 
 
    “It is beautiful,” he said, but he was looking at her and she shivered slightly. 
 
    “What do you usually do all day when you’re not helping out neighbors?” She asked.  
 
    She hardly knew anything about him because he talked about the land and the animals more than anything. They hadn’t gotten into any personal issues and she didn’t even know if he lived alone or with an equally gorgeous wife. She could imagine women flocked around him wherever he went but he wasn’t cocky just confident. 
 
    “I just tinker, you know. Money isn’t important to me, I have exactly what I need from the land. I grew up here,” he said, and she felt none the wiser. 
 
    “Do you have a wife at home? Kids?” she asked. 
 
    “No wife or kids,” he said. 
 
    “So, you have animals too?” She asked feeling like she was grilling him rather than conversing. 
 
    “A few,” he replied. 
 
    She gave up. The man did not want to talk about himself and there must have been a reason for it, so she didn’t push. She wondered if he’d lost his wife or he might even be gay, except that wasn’t likely because he had definitely been eyeing her exposed bits every time she wasn’t looking. It felt so good to feel the sun on her skin that she envied the fact that he could walk around completely topless. 
 
    “Do you mind if I head back and grab us a drink?” he asked nodding his head towards the house. 
 
    “That would be lovely, there’s lemonade in the refrigerator,” she replied smiling. 
 
    She would need to find a way to say thank you for all the work he’d put in but not knowing much about him made that a little difficult. She watched him as he walked back to the house. He was a magnificent specimen and his behind looked really good in jeans. He turned and caught her staring and she dipped her head, but he had seen and she was pretty sure he was grinning. 
 
    Dana put more effort into the row she was digging and pretty soon found that she’d come to the end. The long line was ready for something to be sown in and the little path she’d created in front would serve her well. 
 
    Frankie hadn’t come back out and she figured the boys must have stopped to find food. She stuck the fork into the earth and went to find them. She probably needed to apply more sunscreen to her toasty shoulders, anyway. 
 
    When she walked into the kitchen diner, she was a little surprised to find her husband straddling a chair and Frankie rubbing his shoulders from behind. Frankie looked up and gave her an innocent smile, but Lee looked awkward. It was like she’d caught him doing something he shouldn’t have been doing. She smiled back at Frankie and headed straight for the fridge. 
 
    “Sorry, I got side-tracked and forgot your lemonade,” Frankie said. 
 
    “My shoulders were aching from hunching over the desk,” Lee said. 
 
    “You’re very lucky that Frankie is a man of many talents. Want a sandwich?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes, please,” Lee replied, and he seemed relieved. 
 
    Frankie stopped rubbing and took a seat next to Lee. She didn’t listen to their conversation because she was deep in thought. Seeing another man’s hands on her husband had done something funny to her insides and she needed to process that. It wasn’t an erotic scene, but it had hit her to her core and she was having a hard time focusing because her brain was throwing up little fantasy pictures of both men naked and covered in oil. She had obviously had too much sun on her head. 
 
    “You should let Frankie loose on your shoulders,” Lee said as he picked up the plated food. 
 
    Was this really her husband? He’d never been a jealous man, but he hadn’t been so eager to let another man put his hands on her before. She wondered if he’d be so eager if he knew that she’d been ogling Frankie like a prime piece of eye candy all day. Her brain was overloaded and she was starting to get a headache. 
 
    “You might need it after all that digging,” Lee said, and she nearly dropped her plate. 
 
    “How’s the novel going?” she asked when she’d taken back her composure. 
 
    “I’m steaming through it,” he said smiling. “It’s almost like it's writing itself.” 
 
    “That’s good, honey,” she said and leaned over to kiss him. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Frankie leaned back in the chair and smiled. The two new owners of Stonegate Corner were perfect. Lee was a flower ready to blossom and with a little of Frankie’s magic, he would reach his full potential. Dana was a strong woman who just needed a little boost. They were both ripe and delicious. He was looking forward to seeing what fruits they would bear. 
 
    When he’d first come to this location, the previous owner had been in her teens. He’d arrived looking the same age, and they had played together on and off for years. When he’d left for longer than he’d intended to, he’d come back to find her married to a local man, a man who was too angry to open up to Frankie’s charm. Her marriage had been an unhappy one, but Frankie had stayed and he’d fathered the child she had borne. The same child who had sold the house when he’d asked her to. It was time to help a new couple. 
 
    He liked Lee very much, but it was time for him to have another child and he wanted Dana to be the mother. Lee would be a good father to his child, but he also wanted him to be successful and, the more he opened himself to Frankie’s advances, the more successful he would be. Fairy magic was meant to be shared with humans but more and more humans were blind to the world of fairies and its occupants. If people like Frankie didn’t shift the balance, then the two worlds would become separated forever and both would suffer greatly. 
 
    He was not about to let that happen. Both Dana and Lee would let him into their hearts and bed. Strangely, Lee would be the first to crack. Usually, the females fell for him first but not this time. Lee wanted him and he wanted his wife to want him too. Perfect. 
 
    “Are you ready for more?” Dana said breaking the silence. 
 
    He looked up to find that Lee had left the room and Dana was standing up waiting. Her shoulders were tanned from the morning sun and she looked healthy and happy. She was slightly wary of him; he could feel it but he wasn’t sure if it was because of the feelings she had for him or because her husband had enjoyed his touch. She didn’t express anything on her face and it made him wonder if somewhere along her family line there was a little fairy blood. 
 
    “You should put a little of this on,” he said shaking the sunscreen bottle. “Turn around.” 
 
    “I should get my husband to do it,” she said quietly. 
 
    “Why?” He frowned feigning innocence, but he knew what she meant. 
 
    “No, go ahead,” she said, and she turned lifting her ponytail away from her neck. 
 
    He squirted the lotion into his hands and warmed it before spreading it onto her skin. He knew she would enjoy it because that was the natural relationship between human and fairy. They were designed to interact and mix-breed. They were the perfect complement to each other’s species. He rubbed the lotion in and heard the faintest sigh. His hands trailed across her throat and down her chest reaching the top of her bikini and then back over her arms and down her back.  When he removed his hands, she nearly fell against him and he steadied her. 
 
    “You have a magic touch,” she said, but it came out as a whisper. 
 
    “I know, your husband already told me,” he replied and gently pulled on her ponytail. 
 
    He now knew that the way to win Dana over was to win over her husband first. She would not do anything that would risk his feelings being hurt, and he admired her for that. She wouldn’t understand if he told her that her husband would enjoy watching him pleasure her but it was true. Lee was easy to read.  
 
    The rest of the afternoon was full of easy chatter and Dana had relaxed with him once more. When they cleared away the tools for the day, she asked him if he wanted to stay to dinner and he gladly accepted. He continued to clear up while she dashed back to the house to start on the food. When he heard footsteps on the gravel behind him, he was surprised to see Lee holding his shirt. 
 
    “It’s chilly, you might want this,” he said and their fingers brushed as he handed over the shirt and Lee watched as Frankie put it on. 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve been sitting in front of the computer for two days. I feel a bit spaced out,” Lee said laughing. 
 
    “You need a walk,” Frankie said and motioned for the other guy to follow him. “There’s a brook in the trees down there, come on.” 
 
    Lee followed him down the hill and over the rocks. Lee had sought out his company, and it was a promising sign Frankie thought. He wasn’t dressed for the terrain and his flip flops were more of a trip hazard than footwear. So when he slipped off a rock, Frankie grabbed him. 
 
    “City boy,” Frankie laughed. “Flip flops on a farm?” 
 
    “I know,” Lee said laughing. “Dana keeps moaning, says she’s tired of seeing my feet.” 
 
    “I think they’re nice feet but the footwear, not so much,” Frankie replied still holding Lee’s arm. 
 
    “Nice feet?” 
 
    “Nice,” Frankie nodded. 
 
    Lee looked up at him with his pale blue eyes and his lips parted. Frankie could kiss him, but he didn’t want to move too fast. The trouble was he knew exactly what that would do to both of them and Dana would have dinner on the table before they knew it. He decided not to make a move and was about to turn back to the path when Lee fell into him with a gasp. 
 
    Frankie steadied Lee against his chest and looked down to see the snake slither away. It wasn’t a poisonous variety and Frankie wondered if the snake did it on purpose just to mess with him. Lee was trembling in his arms and that changed things. 
 
    “Please tell me it’s gone,” Lee muttered with his eyes closed. 
 
    “The snake has gone, and it wasn’t poisonous so everything is going to be just fine,” Frankie said. “It didn’t bite?” 
 
    “No,” Lee shivered. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Lee had always been terrified of snakes and as long as he didn’t look at it, then he would calm down. He looked up into Frankie’s dark blue eyes instead. This was probably a mistake because Lee was pressed up against his body and the urge to kiss him was still there like a naughty secret, waiting to pop out and ruin him. 
 
    When Frankie licked his lips, Lee was drawn into them. He could feel the other man’s breath on his face and the hardness of his muscles under the thin material of his shirt. After what seemed like ages, Frankie lowered his mouth and kissed him. If Frankie hadn’t been holding his arms, he would have melted to the ground like jelly. 
 
    “Why does it feel so good?” he managed to ask. 
 
    “This is natural, why wouldn’t it?” Frankie answered. 
 
    “No, I’m married. I’m not gay either. This is wrong,” Lee said but Frankie's lips were on his again and he moaned against them. 
 
    “Doesn’t feel wrong, does it?” 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    Lee’s manhood was pressing against Frankie’s thigh and he couldn’t help the motion that his hips made as they teased more pleasure out of him. Frankie squeezed his bottom pulling him closer and Lee could feel the other man’s hardness. Lee had never thought he’d be in this situation; he loved Dana. He pulled away and looked up at Frankie once more. 
 
    “Dana will be wondering where we are,” Frankie said grabbing his hand. “And although I’m sure she’d enjoy seeing this, I think she’d worry if we don’t turn up.” 
 
    “Dana,” Lee groaned but Frankie turned and kissed him shutting his mouth. 
 
    “She likes me, Lee, don’t you worry,” Frankie winked and pulled him up the hill. 
 
    When they walked into the kitchen, Dana was dishing up the dinner and she smiled at him. He was confused, but if he acted like nothing had happened, he could deal with it later. Whatever had just happened didn’t need to ruin their evening or his fantastic writing spell. Frankie was his muse and he was not going to lose him over a little kiss. 
 
    “Remind me to throw these flip flops away,” he said and kissed Dana on the cheek before taking a seat. 
 
    “What a relief, I’ve been waiting to hear that for years. Frankie, you are a good influence on my husband,” she said patting Frankie’s shoulder. 
 
    Dana did like Frankie. He could see that, but she might not like him if she knew her husband had a major crush on him. He rubbed his face and cleared the thoughts out of his head. Dana had put a light shirt over her bikini top but still wore the sexy short shorts. He concentrated on them as she dished the plates out. She must have seen him because she grinned at him as she took her place at the table. 
 
    **** 
 
    Lee’s eyes widened when Dana brought out the vodka. They didn’t drink often and if they did, it would be wine because the vodka was reserved for nights when they had guests around and so he should have expected it. She served it with fruit juice but when he sipped it, he realized that it was a generous double. He would have to watch himself. Dana drank hers down very quickly and so did Frankie which then led to another drink and Dana putting the music on. 
 
    They were so relaxed with each other that he was almost jealous of their natural companionship. He wasn’t jealous that Frankie was flirting with his wife, he liked that. He was jealous that he was on the outside looking in. When Dana poured him another drink, he made short work of it and poured himself another. It was he who instigated the dancing, the other two just followed his lead, and it was he who fell onto the sofa on Frankie’s lap pulling Dana on top of him.  
 
    Dana turned to kiss him and he kissed her back, needing to reassert his hetero relationship in front of Frankie. His hands stroked her bare thighs, and he momentarily forgot where he was. He forgot that he was sitting on Frankie’s lap and he didn’t notice that Frankie’s arms were around him and Dana. When someone kissed his neck, he groaned with pleasure and his hands slid down the front of Dana’s shorts. His fingers found her wet with desire. 
 
    “Not here Lee,” she whispered and giggled falling onto the floor. 
 
    That was when he remembered that Frankie was underneath him. He turned to find Frankie smiling and his heart did a little back flip in his rib cage. Frankie had his arms around him and his jeans were digging into his backside like he had a rocket in his pocket. The thought made Lee laugh in the uncontrollable way that he’d had when he was a child.  
 
    “More vodka,” Dana said. 
 
    “More dancing,” Frankie said sliding Lee onto the sofa. 
 
    Dana handed the vodkas out and Lee downed his thirstily. He watched as Frankie danced with Dana and somewhere in his drunken state he realized two things. First, if Dana kissed Frankie, then it made it equal and he wouldn’t have to feel guilty. Second, if Dana kissed Frankie, he’d probably cum in his pants. 
 
    Lee didn’t think he was as drunk as the other pair looked and that made him bold. He removed his shirt and flung it to the floor and began dancing. He danced next to Frankie and tried to unbutton the man’s shirt but his buttons didn’t work. Frankie lifted the shirt over his head and dropped it. Lee would be surprised if Dana didn’t like what she saw in Frankie. He was hot with a capital H.  
 
    “Shirt off Dana, it’s only fair,” Lee said dancing up behind her to help her out of her shirt. 
 
    He had the very far away feeling that he was going to regret his actions, but it was so far away he pushed it aside. Dana’s bikini top did great things to her pretty body, and he had to stop to check her out. He was a little wobbly on his feet, but Frankie’s arm snaked out and wrapped around his waist, giving him strength. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Dana found herself wrapped in Frankie’s arms, but she was kissing her husband. She was getting confused with who was who, but it all felt so good. She felt free and happy and Lee was just as happy. Dana smiled when one of her favorite songs came through the speakers. She swayed, feeling their bodies behind her. 
 
    Lee had lifted her ponytail and was kissing her neck and it felt divine. She turned into the kiss and knew something wasn’t quite right, but the feeling had enveloped her with pleasure. She spun back around wiggling her bottom to the music and Lee’s hands found her breasts. She continued to dance as her bikini top dropped to the floor with the shirts. Dana was hot and horny. When she turned to Lee, she found that he was kissing Frankie. It was unexpected but at the same time; she thought it was beautiful. 
 
    The men were really going for it, their hands caressing each other’s bodies. Slowly she unbuckled Lee’s jeans and pulled them down. Frankie’s hands soon started exploring his newly freed area and she heard her husband gasp in surprise. Damn, he was hot. Frankie’s hands changed direction, and he scooped her up against his chest. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him thoroughly while Lee’s hands removed her panties.  
 
    When they were all fully free from clothes, they ended up a writhing mess on the floor. Lee was the first to climax, and he did so while Frankie stroked him. It was the sexiest thing Dana had ever seen. When Frankie slid himself into her, she was taken out of her mind and somewhere else because the pleasure was indescribable. She knew Lee was right beside her and he made her feel safe. She climaxed hard and long squeezing every ounce of pleasure from her body. 
 
    Frankie shuddered to a halt. His seed was hot and powerful and she vaguely wondered if she’d remembered contraception but the thought was fleeting. She turned and curled into her husband while Frankie spooned behind her. Her husband’s hair was damp and sticking out at all angles but he’d never look sexier than he did at that moment and she pulled him closer. 
 
    “I love you,” she said. 
 
    “I love you too, baby,” he replied. 
 
    **** 
 
    When sunlight streamed onto Dana’s face she cringed. Her head was pounding and her tongue felt like she’d cleaned the chicken coop out with it. It took several minutes before the memories came flooding back but when they did her stomach sank and she felt nauseous. She was too scared to open her eyes. 
 
    “Morning,” Lee said, and she opened one eye to peek at him. 
 
    He looked worse than she felt but he was smiling at her. He flipped a heavy arm across her ribs and she groaned, feeling nauseous again. She opened the other eye and looked at her surroundings. She was in bed and Lee was next to her but she couldn’t see Frankie. That had to be a good sign; maybe it hadn’t even happened. 
 
    “What we did last night was fun but waking up with a hangover isn’t,” Frankie said and she lifted her head to see him sprawled across the bottom of the bed, naked. 
 
    “Oh,” she groaned. 
 
    Dana checked under the covers and both her and Lee were naked. She pulled the sheet up trying to cover more of her chest, but Frankie’s weight was holding it down. Lee was grinning at her and she realized that he was happy, happy even though he obviously had just as much of a hangover as her and Frankie’s bare bottom was just inches away. 
 
    “Chill,” Lee said patting her arm before burying his head into the pillow. 
 
    “It’s your fault that my head hurts,” Frankie moaned but he didn’t look like he was about to move anytime soon. 
 
    “I want to get up now so can I have some privacy,” she said tugging at the sheet once more. 
 
    “Shy?” Frankie laughed and then rubbed his head frowning. “I’ve never had a hangover before, I don’t like it.” 
 
    He dropped back onto the bed and Dana made her move. She slid from the covers and dashed to the bathroom. She needed a shower and then coffee and hopefully by the time she’d had both the situation wouldn’t be so awkward. 
 
    She thought it was odd that Lee was so relaxed. He’d never told her he was attracted to men before and she couldn’t help but feel weird about that. Not that she had been bothered at all when the vodka was flowing. No, she had been totally turned on by her husband and his newfound sexual experience. 
 
    Once she’d made three cups of coffee, she went back to the bedroom to find them both in the bed spooning. She put their cups on the bedside table and hoped the aroma would wake them. She had hens to attend to and she wanted to finish the goat enclosure and she didn’t anticipate any help today. 
 
    The day was just as beautiful as the previous days had been, but she felt different. She didn’t know how that night would affect their relationship. 
 
    “Don’t look so worried, Dana. Everything is the same between you two,” Frankie said having appeared behind her in the coop. 
 
    “How can it be?” She asked. 
 
    “Lee loves you more than anything and he will look on our time together as a rare treat. He isn’t gay, he’s bisexual but he won’t be chasing other men. What we have is different and I can’t explain how but trust me, I would never do anything to hurt either of you,” Frankie said and his arms had found their way around her body, soothing it. “I have to go, but I’ll be back in a few weeks and we don’t need the vodka next time. I never want to drink again.” 
 
    Dana laughed and he kissed her slowly. She felt it throughout her whole body and it seemed to lift the hangover that was shadowing her. When he pulled back, he pulled lightly on her ponytail and grinned before walking away. She stood surrounded by happy hens and watched him disappear into the trees on the edge of their property. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Lee had been disappointed when Frankie left, but he had promised to be back soon. Lee hoped he didn’t lose the writing buzz he’d gotten used to. He still didn’t understand how he could accept him into his life and bed so easily having never even thought about men like that before. When he’d woken up that morning with Frankie’s arm around him, it had felt so natural. Frankie’s kiss goodbye had been as exciting as the ones the previous night and he’d risen to the occasion but the man had left and Lee had a book to write. 
 
    His flow was still strong and the words came easy. He spent his days writing, helping Dana with the farm and making love to her wherever and whenever they felt the urge. Their relationship felt stronger and their love was sweeter in a way he couldn’t have described despite the flow of creative juices that ran through him. 
 
    It was raining that afternoon and Dana had gone into town to do the food shopping and he’d stopped for coffee. When he saw her park outside and run in, his first thought was that she’d had an accident or the that Frankie was back. Neither was true. She placed a small plastic stick in his palm and he turned it over. A little screen announced in bold writing that she was pregnant. 
 
    “We’re having a baby?” 
 
    She squealed, and he had to grasp the table as the world turned a little fuzzy. Once the news had sunk in, she told him she’d booked an appointment at the clinic while she was in town and there were a few things she would have to give up like coffee and alcohol. As she talked, he remembered that night with Frankie and wondered if the baby was his. He decided it didn’t matter, she was his wife, and he still hadn’t mustered up an ounce of jealousy where Frankie was concerned. Frankie was theirs, their special friend and if the baby was his, then it was theirs. 
 
    They began to plan for the baby and Lee took on the heavy jobs around the farm. Dana’s plants were beginning to shoot and they would be eating home-grown organic food in just a few weeks. As Dana’s bump began to show they both wondered when Frankie would be back. They had looked for his home of course, but there was no dwelling at the end of the lane, just trees and the brook that Frankie had taken him too on that afternoon. 
 
    **** 
 
    “Lee, come quickly,” Dana said bursting into his office. 
 
    He ran after her wishing she would slow down but when he saw the large form limping across the field, he overtook her. Frankie was beaten and battered and close to collapse when he reached him. Something awful had happened to him and he had found his way across the countryside to their farm. 
 
    Lee supported him and half carried him back to the house with Dana. Frankie had cuts, bruises and terrible grazes on his body and his clothes were shredded. His usual tanned coloring was covered with blood and dirt, but Lee could tell he was a sickly pale tone underneath. 
 
    They moved him to the bed and Dana cleaned his wounds while Lee gave him sips of water. He fell into an uncomfortable sleep leaving them to wonder what on earth had happened. They took turns to care for him for the next couple of days, bathing his wounds and feeding him soup but he remained silent and barely conscious most of the time. 
 
    When he finally woke up, they were both exhausted. Dana was sleeping on the sofa while Lee was sitting on the other side of the bed reading a book. He felt Frankie stir and his hand reached out and rested on Lee’s knee. Lee was about to call Dana but Frankie put his hand to his bruised lips and Lee took the hint. 
 
    “I can only heal by drinking the water from the brook,” Frankie said and his voice was raspy and more of a whisper. 
 
    “You want me to get water from the brook, are you sure?” Lee asked. 
 
    “If you can do that for me I promise I will tell you everything but only you,” Frankie said his voice still barely there. “Dana doesn’t need to know right now.” 
 
    “Okay,” Lee said. 
 
    He took a bottle and ran down the hill and across the rocks thankful that he’d put boots on this time. When he got to the large rock where he’d first kissed Frankie, he wondered if the man had brought him down there that day to tell him something but the kiss had distracted them. He filled the bottle and made his way back, creeping into the house to avoid waking Dana who needed more sleep now the child within her was growing. 
 
    He helped Frankie to drink the entire contents of the bottle and was amazed at how quickly his abrasions began to heal. He’d never seen anything like it and somewhere deep down he knew that Frankie was different. He’d always known. Frankie sat up and reached for his hand silencing his thoughts. 
 
    “I’m not like you,” he said. “I come from a long line of beings who are not human but used to live side by side with humans. We are called fairies and we are dying out. We need to interact with humans to survive and we need to breed with them to keep our species going. The world is not kind to my species and there are plenty of those who wish to destroy us.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” Lee said gaping like a fish but unable to stop himself. 
 
    “I was caught and held but I escaped and I managed to come back here but I didn’t have the strength to reach the brook,” Frankie said looking healthier and less pained. 
 
    “Why can’t Dana know?” 
 
    “She is carrying my child,” Frankie said placing his hand over Lee’s. 
 
    “I know,” Lee replied because he had been sure that the other man’s sperm trumped his in the race. 
 
    “I don’t want her to be frightened, the child may be very human like her or more like me,” Frankie said. “Either way, you will make fantastic parents for my offspring and their abilities will help you as will mine.” 
 
    “You really were my muse,” Lee said. “I knew something was different about you, I just didn’t understand what it was.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    All throughout her pregnancy Frankie had been coming and going. She knew he didn’t live at the end of the lane and she knew he didn’t have a car. When he arrived, he always seemed to appear from the tree line or he just arrived in the middle of the night and they would find him in their bed in the morning. He’d persuaded her to drink the water from the little brook because of the nutrients it contained and she had to admit she’d had a healthy pregnancy. 
 
    She knew that morning that she was in labor, but Frankie had insisted on being at the birth and he wasn’t around which meant that she was keeping her legs closed and the baby inside. She fed the hens and the goats who were also heavy with babies of their own and then went to check on the crops. From that vantage point, she could see most of the way to the brook and the row of trees where Frankie always seemed to appear from. There was no sight of him. 
 
    Another pain enveloped her and she buckled slightly under the pressure. She was breathing through it but only just and when she felt a snap inside of her she let out a yell. Water was trickling down her legs and she seemed to have lost the ability to move. She managed to walk to the old apple tree which was halfway to the house but the next pain came on so suddenly that she was stuck once more. This time, it was more intense and everything faded away leaving just her and the pain. 
 
    She couldn’t seem to get the breath to call Lee and his office being at the back of the property didn’t help. She was stuck on the gravel drive now not close enough and wracked with pain. She could barely stand and her vision had narrowed. Knowing she might faint, she sank to her knees but before she reached the gravel, she was lifted by strong arms. 
 
    “I heard your call, I’m here,” Frankie said as he took her inside. 
 
    “Good timing,” she said. 
 
    **** 
 
    The baby girl was born just twenty minutes after Frankie had arrived. She was healthy, alert and had curly dark hair, just like Frankie’s. Dana didn’t say anything, both men fussed over her and the baby and they seemed to know who the biological daddy was. Dana was given plenty of water from the brook and she felt pretty good considering her labor happened so fast. 
 
    “What are we going to call her?” Lee asked. 
 
    “Laurel,” Dana said, and both men nodded their head with approval. “I thought she had better have a natural name, given that she isn’t fully human.” 
 
    “What?” both men said, and she had to laugh, men were no good at keeping secrets. 
 
    “Oh come on,” she moaned. “I didn’t miss my pill, you don’t appear to live anywhere nearby and you always pop out of the trees like a shadow. What are you and what is my daughter?” 
 
    Both men looked at each other and then back at her as she sat with her arms folded across her chest. She waited while they made eyeballs at each other obviously trying to decide what to say to her. Lee put Laurel into her cot and sat on the bed. Both men waited for the other to speak and she felt like she was back at school. 
 
    “Fairy,” Frankie said after the silence had become too uncomfortable for him. 
 
    “Fine, why didn’t you tell me before. I knew you were different,” she said pulling him closer to kiss him. 
 
    “I didn’t want you to freak out,” he said. 
 
    “I didn’t,” she said leaning back against the headboard. “Well, I’m out of action but you two may as well celebrate.” 
 
    Frankie kissed her and then pulled a bottle of champagne from under the bed. Lee got three glasses and Dana had a few sips before putting it down. The men drank the champagne and then kissed while she watched sleepily. Lee’s confidence had grown in the bedroom and she had Frankie to thank for that. He stood up and slowly undressed the man, caressing his muscles as he did so, lingering to kiss the newly freed skin. Dana could watch them all day. 
 
    When her husband stripped, he did so with style and she had to laugh. Frankie wasn’t always there but when he was, it was like getting a boost of energy. Lee’s writing and editing went well, the animals on the farm became more contented, and she felt more relaxed. She would even swear to the plants growing quicker if it didn’t make her sound crazy. Their lives had become entwined with Frankie’s in a way that they could never have foreseen. Now with little Laurel it had grown complete. 
 
    When Lee had signed the deal with his publisher, he had attributed it to his family and he had included Frankie. They’d celebrated together until Dana had sent them away so she could sleep. Now she had Laurel they were intricately tied together, and she welcomed that. She curled up on the bed while her two naked men made her favorite snacks and brought her drinks. Nursing the baby might have put her out of action for a while but she still found pleasure in watching. 
 
    Lee was putty under Frankie’s magic touch and she loved the look of bliss that he wore when Frankie’s hands caressed his skin. She would never tire of watching Frankie’s sculpted body and the way the muscles rippled when he moved. He might not have been a god, but his fairy blood made him beautiful and strong just like the ancient Greek works of art. Whoever said that women were the fairer sex had never met Frankie. 
 
    “When you’re feeling stronger in a week or two would, you like to meet my friend, Klara,” Frankie said lazily stroking Lee’s thigh. “She’s in the area for a few weeks and would like to meet you all and she’s great with babies.” 
 
    “Is she like you?” Dana asked. “A horny fairy with a hot body.”  
 
    “Of course, and she wants to come around to play but no vodka this time,” Frankie said laughing. 
 
    “Game on,” Dana said. 
 
    Maybe her life wasn’t complete yet after all. There’s always room for more pleasure, she thought. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Egyptian Secrets 
 
      
 
    “So this place,” William began, “it actually exists? Or is it just a figment of your imagination like the last ancient town you had us searching for?” 
 
    Haji, an old man with wrinkled, tan skin and deep brown eyes that held both mystery and wisdom, cracked a smile. He no longer had any teeth and his lips were chapped from the harsh Egyptian sun. “It exists,” he said. “Hisyut exists. It is a magical place far off in the desert. The pharaohs from the past buried many treasures there because they knew the city would never be found.” 
 
    “So what makes you think we’ll find it if the pharaohs knew no one would?” William’s wife, Anna, asked. She stood beside her husband in a white, lace-trimmed gown and wide-brimmed hat. She was perfectly dressed for the Egyptian summer, light colors and light dress material. Or so she had been told. But Anna still felt incredibly hot and uncomfortable and didn’t know whether she should attribute it to the Egyptian weather or Haji’s stuffy apartment. 
 
    “You’re different,” Haji croaked out before he erupted into a fit of coughing.  
 
    William poured the old man a cup of water and sat beside him. “Have you ever seen Hisyut?”  
 
    Haji shook his head. “I have not. But my brother Jabir has. He even drew a map that I still have.” 
 
    Haji used his large stick to balance himself as he slowly lifted out of his chair and shuffled to the other side of the room. He removed a book from his large collection and opened it to the middle, removing an old, ripped sheet of parchment. “Come, look,” he said over his shoulder to William and Anna. 
 
    The crowded around Haji as he carefully unfolded the map. It was faded, hard to read, and written in Arabic. Luckily for William, Anna read and spoke perfect Arabic. 
 
    “What year did your brother visit Hisyut?” Anna asked. She squinted at the map, trying to make out the words as best as she could. 
 
    “Uh,” Haji said, “1296.” 
 
    Anna shook her head. “No, Haji. In the Gregorian calendar.” 
 
    “The what? I’m not sure. It was 1296. I remember because it is also the year he died.” 
 
    William froze. “He died? From what?” 
 
    Haji sighed. Grief masked his face. “They said a heart condition but my brother, Jabir, never had a heart condition. He was a strong man. When he came back from Hisyut, he was sick all of a sudden. He thought he was cursed.” 
 
    William didn’t believe in curses but he didn’t want to further upset his friend by saying as much. He believed Jabir probably died from exhaustion after being in the desert for so long. Without the proper medical care, Jabir’s heart most likely just stopped beating. 
 
    “This city is along the Nile?” Anna asked. She still studied the map and had taken it from Haji’s hands and held it carefully in her palms. 
 
    “Somewhat,” Haji replied. “You can stay along the Nile. It will be safer. But eventually you will have to travel away from it.” 
 
    The Nile River, longest river in the world, played such a crucial role in Egypt. It had been regarded as sacred by the pharaohs and made Egypt the country it was today. 
 
    Anna reached over and hugged Haji. “I’m sorry about your brother.” 
 
    Haji smiled sadly. “Thank you. I have faith that you two will find Hisyut. I don’t think you should remove anything you find. The curse is real and it doesn’t discriminate.” 
 
    “We’ll keep that in mind, Haji. Thanks. When do you think is the best time for us to leave?” William asked. 
 
    Haji walked to the window and opened it. He lived right above the bazaar and it was always quite noisy in his tiny apartment. But he refused to move anywhere else. He loved being right in the center of Cairo and its bustling action. 
 
    “I think you should set off on Friday, at sunset. Get all the supplies you need for at least five days until you get to the next town. You can restock there.” 
 
    William bowed slightly and Anna hugged Haji once again. “We’ll come see you before we leave. Thanks again, Haji.” 
 
    He walked the couple to the door and closed it behind them. 
 
    Anna and William went immediately to another good friend of theirs, Sir Charles Tracey. Charles was well-versed on all things maps and geography. With the condition of the map given to them by Haji, neither William nor Anna wanted to take any chances and hoped Charles could redraw the map. 
 
    They maneuvered their way through the crowded streets of Cairo, stopping every so often to dig through the carts of the various venders that lined the streets.  
 
    “For the pretty lady,” one vendor had said in broken English, holding up a necklace that he said was made of pure gold. 
 
    William rolled his eyes and led his wife away. If it was up to Anna, she would buy everything advertised to her. When they first arrived in Egypt six years ago, right after they married, Anna had nearly bankrupted them by buying piles of junk. Anna did manage to buy an artifact that had some monetary value and they were able to recoup.  
 
    “I hope Charles is even home,” Anna said as they turned into a quiet street in Cairo’s Old City. Charles preferred to live amongst the locals. He believed it made them less suspicious of him and they opened up more. 
 
    “Where else would he really be?” William asked. They arrived at his door and he knocked three times. 
 
    Charles’s maid opened the door. He lived simply but still was able to afford luxuries of his British life. “May I help you?” she asked in near-perfect English. 
 
    “We’re here to see Sir Tracey. Inform him William and Anna Bettencourt are here,” William said. 
 
    “Just a minute.” The woman disappeared for a moment and then reappeared. “Come in, he’s in his study.” 
 
    William and Anna entered the house which was considerably cooler than outside. Charles’s study was at the back of the house and the smallest room of the house, but it held the most stuff. Maps lined the walls, globes were scattered around the room, and various books and papers were tossed on the desk and chairs. Charles leaned over his desk carefully reading a book. He turned when William and Anna entered the room. 
 
    “William, Anna, how are you?” 
 
    William shook hands with Charles while Anna hugged him.  
 
    “We’re well,” William said. “We need your help.” 
 
    Charles smiled. “My help? I’m flattered.”   
 
    Anna removed Haji’s map from her purse and handed it to Charles. “We were hoping you could read this map and perhaps redraw it in English. I can read Arabic, but I can’t make out some of the words.” 
 
    Charles squinted at the map. “It might take me a while. I have other projects I’m working on.” 
 
    “A while?” William said. “We don’t have a while. When is the earliest you can do it?” 
 
    “Maybe by Monday if I switch some things around.” 
 
    William sighed. He and Anna could try to get to Hisyut without an updated map. It might take them twice as long and they may die getting there.  
 
    “I guess we’ll have to wait until Monday,” Anna said. “Thank you, Charles.” 
 
    William and Anna left Charles’s apartment and returned home. William refused to take a chance with his wife’s life and they would just have to wait until Charles could draw a new map. William wasn’t particularly happy, but it was better to be safe than sorry. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Haji had a heart attack last night.” 
 
    Anna jumped out of her chair at her husband’s words. “What?” 
 
    “Someone at the bazaar just told me. I went to the hospital and he was there. He can’t talk and just stares at the walls,” William said.  
 
    Anna was at a loss for words. They had only seen Haji two days ago and he was well. She knew heart attacks sometimes happened suddenly, but this all seemed much more than coincidence, especially considering their conversation two days ago. 
 
    “Does Haji have any children? Family?” Anna asked. 
 
    “I think they’re all dead.” 
 
    Anna sighed. “Then we’ll be his family. He’ll need someone to take care of him when he comes home.” 
 
    “If he comes home,” William said. 
 
    “No, when he comes home. Haji is a strong man. He’ll get through this.” 
 
    William admired his wife’s compassionate heart but her idealism hurt her far more than it helped her. Haji was an old man and his chances of recovering were slim to none. They had become good friends with him since their arrival in Egypt and perhaps that is why Anna didn’t want to let go.  
 
    “Maybe we should bring him here and hire a nurse to watch over him when we aren’t home,” Anna said. 
 
    “Sweetheart, you know Haji always said he wanted to die at home. Bringing him here would only upset him.”  
 
    Anna crossed her arms over her chest and glared at William. “Why are you so convinced he’s going to die? You’re not God.” 
 
    William raised his eyes to the sky. He didn’t want to argue with his wife so he remained quiet.  That was his best option if he ever wanted to sleep next to her in the same bed. 
 
    “I’ll go ready the guest bedroom,” Anna said and spun on her heel. 
 
    William sighed when Anna was out of earshot. The whole expedition to Hisyut was on hold. They needed a new map from Charles, and William wanted to be there when Haji took his last breath, since he was sure it would be sooner rather than later.  
 
    “Okay, the guest bedroom is ready,” Anna announced as she walked back into the reception room. “He is coming here, so don’t give me that look.” 
 
    William couldn’t help but laugh out loud. He crossed the room and gripped Anna’s chin, pulling her head up. “Why do you have to be such a good woman?” He asked, kissing her lightly. 
 
    “Why do you have to be so pessimistic?” Anna retorted. 
 
    William chuckled. “I’m not a pessimist. I’m a realist.” 
 
    Anna snorted. “Same thing. I love you though.” 
 
    “I love you too, my little idealist.”  
 
    While Anna started dinner, William went to see Haji. He didn’t allow Anna to come because it was getting dark, and the city was dangerous at night.  
 
    The hospital Haji was in was small and bare. In a large room, several hospital beds were lined up against the wall. William immediately spotted Haji and walked over to him. 
 
    “Hey, Haji. How are you doing?” 
 
    The old man rolled his head to the side and opened one eye. “Who are you?” He managed to get out before overcome with coughing. 
 
    “It’s me, William. Anna.” 
 
    Haji’s blank look remained and William sighed. 
 
    “You gave me a map to Hisyut. Remember now?”  
 
    Haji’s eyes widened in fear. “No, no, you can’t go to Hisyut.” 
 
    William cocked his head to the side. “Why not?” 
 
    “Hisyut is cursed,” Haji said. 
 
    “Not this again,” William muttered. He really didn’t want to hear anything about Hisyut being cursed. Cursed cities didn’t exist.  
 
    “Hisyut is cursed,” Haji said again, this time more emotionally. He tried to sit but failed. 
 
    “You get some rest, Haji.” William placed a firm hand on Haji’s chest to keep him from trying to sit up. “I’ll be back tomorrow with Anna. Don’t worry.” 
 
    William stood to leave the room. He did have to agree with his wife that Haji needed proper care if he ever left the hospital. But with another look at Haji, William was sure his friend and trusted confidant of six years was not leaving the hospital. 
 
    William stood and walked to leave the room. He stopped in the doorway and was once again drawn to Haji. The old man’s eyes were closed and his mouth hung open. 
 
    William knew he was dead. His next thought was how to tell Anna. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    Anna dabbed at her eyes with a kerchief as Haji’s cloth-shrouded body was lowered into the grave. She couldn’t believe the turn of events that happened within the span of a few short days. She knew Haji was old, but he was healthy still. His death came as a shock, not just to her, but to everyone who knew him. 
 
    “He’s with his family now,” she said softly as she and William walked away from the cemetery. It was a particularly hot day in Cairo and now that the burial was over, Anna wanted to go back to their cool home. 
 
    “I believe he is,” William said, although he wasn’t really sure. His own faith was wavering, but William wouldn’t dare tell his wife about his doubts on God. It would absolutely tear them apart. 
 
    “I still believe we should go to Hisyut,” Anna said. 
 
    William was shocked by this revelation. He was sure Anna wouldn’t want anything to do with the exploration. 
 
    “Yes,” Anna nodded, “Haji would want us to still go. He had so much faith in us.” 
 
    William nodded his head in agreement. “Haji will always be with us. I think he would want us to go, too.” 
 
    “We still need the map from Charles,” Anna reminded William. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll get both maps.” 
 
    William walked Anna home and then turned on his heel to Charles’s house. He made a pit stop to Haji’s apartment and unlocked the door with the key Haji had given Anna.  
 
    Stepping through the apartment, everything looked exactly the same as the last day he and Anna had seen Haji. He slowly made his way around the apartment, not wanting to touch anything just yet. Haji was very meticulous about his possessions and although his religiousness was slowly fading, William still felt the presence of Haji in the apartment. He walked to the windows in the front room and opened them, letting the loud sounds from the bazaar below fill the quiet room. He studied the people down below, wondering if any were grieving the death of someone they cared about just as he was. 
 
    With a sigh, William closed the window and then left the apartment. He made sure to lock the door behind him and continued on his way to Charles’ house. He was once again met with Charles’ maid, who looked quite disheveled and surprised to see William. 
 
    “I will get him,” the maid said when William asked to see Charles. 
 
    When Charles came into the reception room, he looked just as disheveled as the maid. William put two and two together and rolled his eyes. 
 
    “Really, Charles?” William asked with a frown. 
 
    “What?” Charles said. His face had turned red. “Listen, if your wife was all the way back in England and you became lonely, you’d probably do the same thing.” 
 
    “I would never stick my cock into a woman that is not my wife,” William said. He was actually repulsed by the suggestion.  
 
    “Yeah, yeah,” Charles said. “You’ve come for the map, aye?” 
 
    William nodded and followed Charles to his small study. Charles closed the door behind them, creating the most claustrophobic space William ever had the displeasure of being in. 
 
    “It was a struggle,” William said, walking to his desk and picking up the new and improved map. “But I did it.” He handed the map to William. “What do you think?” 
 
    William whistled. “Impressive. This map we can definitely follow. Thanks, Charles. I really appreciate it. And I know Anna does, too. I can pay you now or—” 
 
    “Pay?” Charles interrupted. “Nonsense. We’re friends. When are you and Anna leaving? I have someone who can get you anything you need.” Charles wrote down the name and address of his associate and wished William a good journey. “And I’m sorry about your friend. I know you and Anna were very close to him.” 
 
    “We were,” William said. “Thank you. I’ll visit your friend tomorrow.” 
 
    William was too tired and hungry to continue on. The sun was beginning to set and all he wanted to do was eat and sleep.  
 
    He made his way through Cairo back to his and Anna’s house. Inside, Anna was busy at the stove preparing dinner. Why she didn’t hire a maid to do it and other things around the house was beyond William’s guess. They had a maid in England, but let her go shortly before coming to Egypt. He wished they kept her, or at the very least, hired a new one. 
 
    “You’re back!” Anna raised on her tip toes and kissed William on the lips. “Was Charles able to remake the map?” 
 
    William nodded and held the map up. “He was. He also gave me the name of someone we can get supplies from.” 
 
    “My hands are dirty. I don’t want to hold it. I’m glad Charles could remake it. It makes me much more excited about this. Speaking of, when are we leaving? Haji told us to leave Friday but I imagine we can leave any time of the week. And why Friday?” 
 
    William chuckled at Anna’s ramblings. Whenever she was overwhelmed or excited, she rambled on and on. 
 
    “I think we should get our supplies, look them over a good time, and then figure out from there when to leave. We’re not on anyone’s schedule but our own.” 
 
    Anna agreed and finished dinner, making herself and William a plate. They ate in silence, with Anna eating properly and quietly and William scarfing down his food noisily.  
 
    “Do you want another plate?” Anna asked, giggling. 
 
    “No, I’m fine.” William paused. “Well maybe I could go for another plate.” 
 
    Anna laughed. There was no man in the world who could make her laugh as much as William did. When they got married, she was afraid the marriage wouldn’t work. William’s family was wealthy but he wasn’t cut from the same cloth. He had dreams of going to India and Egypt to explore the ancient ruins. His father wanted him to continue the family business. But now, six years later, Anna couldn’t be happier.  
 
    Even when her husband ate his dinner like a maniac.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Wow. You allow her to go with you?” 
 
    Anna glared at the man named Abdul. He was the one Charles said would give them all the supplies they needed for their journey.  
 
    William looked from his wife, who was just about ready to bash Abdul’s head in, to Abdul, who was genuinely surprised to see a woman. 
 
    “Um, yes,” William said slowly. He didn’t know what else to say so he chose to remain quiet, hoping it would save not only Abdul’s life, but his as well. 
 
    “Crazy! You know where my wife is? She is at home with our children, where women should be,” Abdul said. 
 
    Anna rolled her eyes and bit her tongue. Cultural differences between the British and Arabs were numerous but Anna had immersed herself in the country enough that she didn’t get mad about comments like the ones Abdul made. 
 
    “How long is your journey?” Abdul asked, getting back down to business. He led William and Anna through his shop to the back courtyard. “You have to be fully prepared to go into the desert.” 
 
    “Two hundred miles is the length of our journey,” William replied. “We come to another town after five days, so we need to be completely supplied for the first five days.” 
 
    Abdul nodded and opened a storage room. “These are things I save only for Brits, since they pay more. Everything is the best quality. Take whatever you need and then we can discuss price.” 
 
    “Sounds good. Thanks,” William said. 
 
    Abdul nodded and left the room. 
 
    William and Anna immediately began their search. Anna found several canteens that would be extremely useful while William examined a machete. 
 
    “Think we’ll need this?” He asked Anna, holding up the large knife. 
 
    “Um, possibly,” Anna replied. “For protection, I suppose.” 
 
    William nodded his head. There was no telling what they’d encounter so the machete was probably a good thing to have. 
 
    “Maybe we should get camels,” Anna said as she rummaged through a clay pot.  
 
     “We’ve never used camels before,” William said. 
 
    “I know.” Anna nodded her head. “But that’s because we’ve never traveled as far as we are about to travel. We’ll be carrying lots of supplies and food as well. I think we should get two camels, maybe even three. You’re good with camels.” 
 
    William couldn’t argue with his wife’s logic. He was ashamed he hadn’t thought of it first, but that’s why he was so grateful for Anna. Not only was she beautiful, the most beautiful woman in the world to William, she was incredibly smart. There were few women in England, in any, that were able to converse in Arabic or brave the harsh Egyptian desert for ancient relics. Anna was in a league of her own and William couldn’t be any prouder. 
 
    “We’ll get the camels the morning we leave,” William said.  
 
    After an hour of going through everything in the storage room, William had assembled everything he and Anna needed onto a cart and waited for Abdul.  
 
    “I’m becoming more excited now,” Anna said with a smile. She was never before scared to go on an expedition, but this one was different. With Haji’s death still very fresh in her mind, she thought that it would be bad luck to continue with the trip. But what she didn’t tell William was that she dreamed about Haji the night he died, and he told her to go to Hisyut and learn the history of the ancient city. 
 
    “I’m glad you’re excited.” William wrapped an arm around Anna’s waist and pulled her close, giving her a peck on the lips. Public displays of affection were generally discouraged in the Arab world, so William made sure to see if anyone was looking.  
 
    Abdul emerged from the house and Anna listened quietly as he and William negotiated a price for the supplies. William was normally a good negotiator, but Abdul was ruthless. He refused any amount William suggested, even when William promised a percentage of the profits made from any artifacts they brought back. When they finally did agree on a price, Anna silently thanked God. She was close to leaving her husband and going home. 
 
    “I think we should leave Monday,” William announced as he pulled the cart of their supplies home. 
 
    “That leaves us three days to get ready. I think we can do it.” 
 
    William smiled at his wife. “Of course we can! We are the Bettencourts!” 
 
    Anna burst into a fit of giggles and she didn’t stop until they reached home. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    Monday came too quickly for Anna. The readiness she had felt just a few days before had faded and she now found herself scurrying around the house, getting the final things she needed. William had gone to get the camels they would be taking with them, leaving Anna all alone to make sure everything was set before they took off.  
 
    It was during this time that she wished Haji was still alive. She would’ve gone to visit him and he would’ve reassured her everything was okay as he had done in the past. Anna wondered if the absence of Haji’s presence was what was making her feel so anxious and unprepared.  
 
    When William returned, she pushed away all of her negative feelings. The last thing she wanted was William to call of their expedition. She was absolutely looking forward to it and didn’t want to ruin it. 
 
    “These are fine camels,” Anna said when she went outside and examined the three beasts. They all looked healthy and the large humps on their backs meant they could go quite a while with no food or water. But they were bringing plenty of food and water with them, which was the reason the camels were needed in the first place. 
 
    “You have the maps, right?” William asked Anna. 
 
    She nodded and held up her satchel that contained the maps and other important things they would need that fit inside. “We need to head west.” 
 
    “Should we say goodbye to anyone? It feels wrong just…leaving.” 
 
    “The only person we would say anything to anyway was Haji,” Anna said. “And he’s not here anymore. And it’s not goodbye. We aren’t dying.” 
 
    William chuckled and finished hitching up the camels. He had to get everything they carried perfectly balanced or else they wouldn’t even move.  
 
    “Are you going to ride or walk?” He asked Anna. 
 
    “Walk,” she replied. “They’re carrying enough things.” She rubbed the nose of one of the camels who lowered its head to sniff her head. 
 
    “Well, then. We’re off!” William yelled out. 
 
    They made their way west through the city, occasionally getting glances from natives and foreigners alike. Once they were outside of the city, the temperature rose a bit and Anna removed the hot overcoat she had worn. 
 
    “You could always walk naked,” William said with a wink as Anna adjusted her wide-brimmed hat. 
 
    “That would certainly increase my chances of getting sunburn,” she said with a chuckle. “I know how much you would love for me to walk naked.” 
 
    William couldn’t deny that. His cock became harder by just the thought of his wife’s naked body. He hadn’t been inside of her for quite some time and he was just about going crazy. When they set up camp whenever they stopped, William would have her his way. Hard, rough, no mercy. It was how he liked it, and most importantly, it was how Anna liked it. 
 
    “How are we doing so far?” William asked Anna. 
 
    She opened the map and studied it. “I think fairly well. We can rest by mid-day and then sleep wherever we stop. Then continue tomorrow.” 
 
    William nodded. 
 
    They continued on for several hours until the desert heat became too much and they had to sit and take a break. Although they carried a lot of water with them, they still had to manage it wisely until the next town. William used one of the camels for shade and Anna did the same. As William began to hitch the camel’s back up, the wind began to pick up. 
 
    “I think a sandstorm is coming!” William yelled to Anna over the roar of the wind. “I’m going to tie the camels together and tie me and you together just in case.” 
 
    Anna nodded and huddle closer to William. Sandstorms were common but as this one became stronger and stronger, Anna felt herself become scared for the first time since they left the city. The winds increased and the sand piled up around them. Anna struggled to hold onto William because even though they were tied together, she was afraid they could be blown apart.  
 
    Breathing became difficult even though Anna had a net around her hat. She heard William coughing and feared he would choke to death. Squeezing her eyes and mouth as tightly as possible, Anna prayed to God, hoping He would answer her prayers and cease the sandstorm. She also begged Haji to protect them and it seemed like he did. The winds died down and the sand settled where it was blown. Anna slowly opened one eye and surveyed the landscape around her. 
 
    “You okay?” William asked through a fit of coughs.  
 
    Anna coughed herself. There was sand stuck up her nose and in her throat. “I’m fine. Wasn’t expecting that.’ 
 
    “Neither me. We should be used to them now,” William said with a chuckle.  
 
    The camels were unscathed. A sandstorm was nothing to them and they got back up on all fours, ready to go.  
 
    “Is the compass still pointing us in the right direction?” William asked.  
 
    “Shouldn’t it always?” Anna said. 
 
    William shrugged his shoulders. “I think so.” 
 
    They continued on, not wanting to delay themselves any further. As the sun set, the weather went from extremely hot to cool in a short amount of time. Anna put her overcoat back on. 
 
    “I forgot how cold it gets in the desert,” she said, shivering.  
 
    “We’ll walk until the sun completely goes down and then rest for the night,” William said. 
 
    Anna sighed with relief. She was exhausted. The sandstorm had surprisingly taken a lot of her energy and she wanted nothing more than to lie down in her fur-lined tent. It was made especially for Anna for the bitterly cold desert nights and she was glad William spent the money for it. 
 
    “Ah, this feels good,” William said after he finished setting up the tent in record time and laid down on the plush covers. “That sandstorm was crazy.” 
 
    “Biggest one I think we’ve been caught in,” Anna agreed. With a mischievous grin, she trailed her hand from William’s chest down to his drawers. She rubbed his soft cock through his drawers until she felt him getting hard and put her hand in his drawers. 
 
    “Is this what you want?” William asked. He could barely see Anna in the pitch-black desert but he didn’t need to see her. Every inch of her body was already embedded in his mind. 
 
    “I want you,” Anna whispered. 
 
    William rolled on top of his wife and kissed her like he never kissed her before. Anna moaned beneath him and widened her legs, opening herself to him.  
 
    William helped her remove her panties and he settled on his stomach. He didn’t even need to see that her cunt was wet and swollen and ready for him. With a swipe of his tongue, William tasted Anna’s need. He stuck his tongue inside of her tight hole, licking up all of the juices that flowed out of her. 
 
    With a soft cry, Anna came. Her legs trembled and she rocked her cunt against William’s mouth until she was fully satiated. She pushed William so that he laid on his back and settled herself between his legs, just as he had done to her. She swirled her tongue around the head of William’s cock, feeling a sense of pride when his eyes closed and he rolled his head back. Anna stopped teasing and finally took William’s cock down her throat, getting a loud moan from him. She suctioned her mouth as she went up and down and used her fingers to play with his balls. 
 
    Not able to take it anymore, William rolled Anna back over and buried himself to the hilt inside of her tight, wet cunt. They both cried out and continued to do so as William pounded into her.  
 
    Anna’s orgasm hit her suddenly and she clenched her walls tight around William, milking him for all he had. William collapsed on top of her and they lap that way, him partially suffocating her. 
 
    “I needed that,” William said. 
 
    Anna laughed. “You mean we needed that.” She paused and smirked. “I think I’ll need it again.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “I think we’re lost,” Anna said. 
 
    They had been walking for three days now and there was only sand for as many miles as they could see with their eyes. Their provisions weren’t terribly low but Anna was getting worried. They weren’t supposed to come to the first largest town in five days but there were several villages in between that would enable them to restock.  
 
    “Don’t start to panic yet, dear.” William had to remain strong in front of his wife but even he was becoming skeptical of ever finding one of the villages. He was convinced the sandstorm had in fact thrown them off course and now he had to figure out what to do next. 
 
    “I’m not panicking. I’m just…concerned.” But Anna couldn’t lie to herself or William much longer. Visions of them dying in the desert flashed through her mind. No one would find them. They would be lost, buried under meters of sand. 
 
    After hours of alternating between walking and riding the camel, William finally spotted a settlement not more than sixteen kilometers away. 
 
    “We can do this,” he said to encourage Anna. “Just a couple more miles and then we’ll rest for the whole day.” 
 
    Anna summoned the remaining strength she had left and continued on. The settlement became larger and larger and soon, Anna came to see that it was in fact quite a large town. Nothing as big as Cairo, but the town was bustling when she and William arrived with their three camels.  
 
    People stopped what they were doing and stared as William and Anna slowly made their way through the main street. 
 
    “Why is everyone staring at us?” William asked. 
 
    “Because we’re white,” Anna said. And it was probably true. Most of the people looked at her and William with curious looks on their faces. She was sure many of them had never seen people with her and William’s skin tone before.  
 
    “Well, now would be a great time to use your Arabic and get us some supplies,” William said. He had a bad feeling about the town and the way the people stared at him. From the sides, he saw a woman, probably the same age as Anna, stare at them. It was the color of her eyes, green like an emerald, that caught his attention. They were so bright, so noticeable. The look on her face though, shock mixed with a touch of fear, made William shiver. 
 
    A large, burly looking man approached the couple. “What can I help you with?” he asked in Arabic. 
 
    “We need supplies, if you could help us,” Anna replied back in Arabic.   
 
    The man reared back when Anna spoke in Arabic. “You speak our language?” 
 
    “I do,” Anna said with a satisfied grin. “Now can you help us with supplies?” 
 
    “Wait here,” he grunted and walked away. 
 
    “What did he say?” William asked Anna. 
 
    “He said stay here.” 
 
    William and Anna waited and waited. It was Anna who first spotted the men with drawn swords walking towards them. 
 
    “William,” she said fearfully. 
 
    “Get behind me,” William commanded. 
 
    “They’re behind you, too.” 
 
    William turned around and sure enough, armed men approached from behind as well. It was his job to protect his wife, but he knew he was no match for multiple men with swords.  
 
    “Don’t be alarmed,” the burly man from before said. “This is just a precaution. We don’t see any of your kind here but my leader has experience and he wants to meet you. If you would follow me.” 
 
    “Our camels—” William began. 
 
    “They will be fine. We have food and water for them.” 
 
    William nodded his head. They had no choice but to follow the burly man. They were brought to a large house similar to ones in Cairo that the city’s elite lived in. The furnishings were luxurious and William was quite surprised that a town in the middle of the desert had such things. The burly man led them to another small room. 
 
    “Wait here for my leader,” the man said and he closed the heavy door. William heard it lock. 
 
    “Why are they keeping us here?” Anna asked. She was terrified at this point. Every emotion in her body came out in a loud cry and tears began to stream down her face. She snuggled close to William, grateful he was with her but afraid for what awaited them.  
 
    “I’m not sure, but we’ll be okay. Aren’t we always?” William kissed Anna’s forehead and rested his against the wall behind him. He wasn’t sure what was going to happen to him and Anna. They could very well be killed here and no one would know. Damn sandstorm, he thought bitterly. 
 
    Hours passed by. When Anna thought she would die of hunger, the door unlocked and a woman came in with a tray of food. She kept her eyes down and said nothing. 
 
    William recognized her as the woman who stared from the shadows when he and Anna arrived.  
 
    “Can you help us?” Anna cried in Arabic. “Tell us why we’re being held.” 
 
    “I don’t know why you are being held,” the woman replied in excellent English. “My father says it’s for our safety.” 
 
    “We’re not dangerous,” William said. “We just wanted supplies to continue on our way.” 
 
    “Continue on your way? Where are you going?” 
 
    “Hisyut,” Anna replied. 
 
    “Hisyut? Never heard of it.” 
 
    Anna tilted her head in confusion. “You haven’t? And please, tell us your name.” 
 
    The woman shook her head. “I haven’t heard of it and I know almost every village and town in Egypt. My name is Metimeh.” 
 
    “Metimeh,” Anna repeated. “I’m Anna. This is my husband, William.” 
 
    William said nothing. Instead, he stared at Metimeh.  
 
    She squirmed under his intense gaze and focused her attention on Anna.  
 
    “I will try to talk to my father. Tell him you are not dangerous. He thinks there are more of you.” 
 
    “It’s just us. I swear,” Anna said. 
 
    Metimeh nodded her head and left the room, making sure to lock the door behind her. She couldn’t explain the feelings that made her stomach flutter when she looked at both William and especially Anna. She was a virgin, unable to have such feelings. Or so she was told.  
 
    She ran to the house she lived in with her mother and retreated to her bedroom. She didn’t want to talk to anyone. She would eventually talk to her father for Anna and William’s sake. Seeing them in the small room, Anna’s terrified look and William’s blank face, made her heart break. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Anna didn’t remember falling asleep but she did because she was awakened when the man from earlier came into the small room. 
 
    “Our leader will see you now,” he announced in English. 
 
    Anna looked out the window. It was pitch black outside and she assumed it was well past midnight. The leader would see them now? Of all times? 
 
    “Will he let us go?” William asked. He stood and dusted dirt off his pants. “We’re not here to cause trouble.” 
 
    The man shrugged his shoulders. “Don’t know. You speak to him yourself. Come.” 
 
    Anna and William followed him through the house to another wing that was completely hidden from the outside. They entered a large gathering room filled with ornate furnishings and rugs. A man dressed in a simple white robe sat on a chair in the middle of the room. 
 
    “Sit,” the white-robed man said in English. He gestured to two wooden chairs opposite his own.  
 
    “Who are you?” He asked when Anna and William sat. 
 
    “Who are you?” William repeated. 
 
    The man laughed. “You have encroached into my kingdom and you demand to know who I am. Funny. But I’ll entertain you,” he paused, “just this once. I am King Mahmoud.” 
 
    King? Anna tilted her head in confusion. She had never heard of a King Mahmoud and she knew a lot about Egypt. Maybe he’s one of those self-imposed kings, she thought. 
 
    “Your Highness,” William said slowly, “we mean no harm. We were only passing through to restock on supplies and rest.” 
 
    “If you mean no harm, what are you doing so far out here? No one stumbles into my kingdom unless they mean trouble,” King Mahmoud said loudly. He composed himself and lowered his voice. “Are you spies?” 
 
    “Who would we be spying for?” Anna asked. 
 
    “Ha,” King Mahmoud snorted. “Don’t joke with me. I’m not stupid.” 
 
    “I don’t think you are stupid, Your Highness. We aren’t spies. We are trying to find the city of Hisyut,” Anna explained. 
 
    King Mahmoud stilled. “Hisyut? What business do you have there?” 
 
    “We were sent by a friend,” William answered. “A good friend. Maybe you knew him. His name was Haji.” 
 
    “Was?” King Mahmoud asked. 
 
    “He died almost a week ago,” Anna said softly. Talking about Haji was still painful. She missed him terribly.  
 
    “Hmm,” King Mahmoud thought. “The name does sound familiar but that doesn’t mean anything. I don’t trust you and until I learn absolutely everything about you, you will stay here.” He motioned to the guards. “Take them back.” 
 
    Anna tried to say something more but the guards came and rough lifted her and William from their chairs and took them away. They were returned to the small room that was lit with only two torches. 
 
    “How long do you think he’s going to keep us here?” She asked William.  
 
    William sat on the ground and patted the area next to him. Anna sat beside him and snuggled close. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” William replied. He leaned his head back against the wall and closed his eyes. “I’m really not sure.” 
 
    **** 
 
    Three days. It had been three days since William and Anna arrived and Metimeh couldn’t stop thinking about either one of them. Her feelings towards Anna were extremely strong. She had a strong urge to wrap her arms around Anna and hold her close. Metimeh wasn’t sure why she was having these feelings. She never had them before—at least, she didn’t think so. 
 
    “What has you thinking so much over there?” Metimeh’s mother, Ameerah, asked from across the room.  
 
    Metimeh shook her head. “Nothing, Mother.” 
 
    “You’re thinking about those two foreigners your father is keeping here, aren’t you?” 
 
    “No,” Metimeh said vehemently. But she knew she couldn’t lie to her mother. With a sigh, she nodded her head. “I’m curious about them. They said they were going to Hisyut. I’ve never heard of Hisyut.” 
 
    “Hisyut?” Ameerah asked. “That’s a forbidden city. It’s cursed. Why would they go there?” 
 
    “You tell me,” Metimeh said. She changed her seat to sit closer to her mother. “I’ve never even heard of this before they told me.” 
 
    “They told you? You spoke with them?” 
 
    Metimeh lowered her head and nodded. “Aziz told me to bring them food. I only spoke with them for a little while. Honest.” 
 
    Ameerah sighed. “Sometimes, I think you like getting into trouble. Did anyone hear you speaking with them? And if they tell your father?” 
 
    “No one heard me. I’m sure of it. Please, tell me about Hisyut.” 
 
    “I only know a little bit myself,” Ameerah said. “It’s an ancient city built by one of the pharaohs a long time ago. When his favorite wife was murdered there, he abandoned it. But not before cursing it. There is still a lot of ancient Egyptian treasures there, but no one smart would step foot in Hisyut unless they want to die.” 
 
    Metimeh’s eyes widened. “I guess Father did them a favor by stopping them.” 
 
    Ameerah shrugged her shoulders. “I suppose.” 
 
    When her mother went to take a nap, Metimeh snuck to the house where William and Anna were being held. Luckily for her, there was only one guard on duty and it was easy to get him to leave with a little lie. Metimeh opened the door and quietly walked into the room. 
 
    “Were you fed today?” she asked them. 
 
    Anna nodded her head. “We were. Thank you for coming to check. Do you think we could possibly get a bath, though?” 
 
    “I’ll ask my father.” Metimeh could barely see Anna or William but she knew both were staring at her. “Would you mind if I sat with you here?” 
 
    William snorted. “Why would you want to sit with us here in the dark?” 
 
    He did have a good point. But Metimeh, with her arms stretched out in front of her, found the wall Anna and William sat against and fell to the floor with a thud. 
 
    “Where are you from?” Metimeh asked. 
 
    “England,” Anna replied. 
 
    Metimeh scrunched up her face. “England. Where’s that?” 
 
    Anna gasped. “You don’t know where England is?” 
 
    Metimeh shook her head but then remembered they couldn’t see her. “No,” she said. 
 
    “England is in Europe,” Anna said. “It’s on an island with Scotland and Wales. Ireland is very close.” 
 
    Metimeh had never heard of these places before but hearing them come out of Anna’s made her so much more interested. She sat and listened for hours as Anna went on about England and how she and William ended up in Egypt. Something still bugged her, though. 
 
    “Why don’t you have children?” Metimeh asked. Surely after six years of marriage, they should’ve had at least one child. 
 
    Anna struggled to hold back her tears. “It just never happened,” she said softly. Speaking about her infertility was always hard for Anna. It was why she put so much of her energy into explorations. She didn’t care to hear the pity of women who had children and couldn’t imagine life without them. 
 
    “Why aren’t you married?” Anna asked. “How old are you?” 
 
    “I’ll be twenty-three soon. My father hasn’t found anyone suitable for me to marry yet,” Metimeh answered. She didn’t want to tell them the real reason. Her father would never let her go. She was his most prized possession, even more prized than his wives. 
 
    “Do you want to get married?” William asked. It was the only time he had spoken during the conversation and Metimeh smiled, knowing that he was listening. 
 
    “To a person who I choose, of course. But that will never happen,” she replied. 
 
    “Never say never,” Anna said. “It’s something my grandmother always told me.” 
 
    They talked until the sun went down and Metimeh, regretfully, announced she had to leave. She promised to return the next day and would ask about them getting a bath for Anna’s sake. She couldn’t imagine how dirty they must’ve felt. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Over the next few days, Metimeh’s feelings for William and Anna grew. She was able to get them better lighting and was even able to get them a bath.  
 
    She accompanied Anna to the bathhouse, along with a guard who she made wait outside. Anna was flabbergasted by the amount of water in the bathhouse. 
 
    “So much water!” She cried out. “In the desert! How?” 
 
    Metimeh laughed. “There’s water everywhere in the desert if you know where to look.” 
 
    The bathhouse was a rather large building with a men’s section and women’s section. It had been cleared so Anna could bathe without intrusion. Metimeh led her to the women’s section. 
 
    “Can you help me with my clothes, please?” Anna asked. 
 
    Metimeh nodded. Her hands shook as she helped Anna undress. It wasn’t uncomfortable. It was actually exhilarating. When Anna was completely naked, Metimeh inhaled as she stared at Anna’s large breasts, flat tummy, and the crook between her legs that was covered in hair.  
 
    “The water is warm,” Metimeh said. She had to say something to stop herself from staring at Anna. 
 
    “Why don’t you join me?” Anna asked. She winked at Metimeh as she stepped down into the water. “Oh, this feels good!” 
 
    Against her better judgment, Metimeh got undressed and slipped into the water beside Anna.  
 
    “Feels good, doesn’t it?” Anna asked. 
 
    Metimeh nodded. She gulped when Anna moved very close.  
 
    “Wash my back?” Anna asked. 
 
    Metimeh grabbed the sponge sitting on the side of the bath and squeezed lavender oil into it. She rubbed Anna’s back slowly. Her nipples hardened when Anna leaned back and rolled her head to the side. 
 
    “If you want to do something,” Metimeh said, “do it to me now. Don’t tease me.” 
 
    Anna turned around and pressed her lips against Metimeh’s. She didn’t move, didn’t want to ruin the moment. It was Metimeh who moaned first and used her tongue to force Anna’s mouth open. They stood in the bath, passionately kissing each other. Anna took one of Metimeh’s nipples between her fingers and played with it. 
 
    Metimeh broke the kiss. She struggled to breathe and talk at the same time. “This is dangerous. Your husband—” 
 
    “Knows about everything,” Anna interrupted. She pulled Metimeh closer and continued the kiss. Back in England, she had relations with a handful of women. William was always aware, and in some instances, a participant. But when they arrived in Egypt, they both felt it best that Anna control herself and not get involved with any women in Egypt. 
 
    The door to the bathhouse opened and closed. Metimeh back away from Anna and scrambled up the steps. The guard entered the room even though he was not supposed to, eyes narrowed. He turned away slowly. 
 
    “My apologies. Your father, His Highness, wants to see you, Metimeh,” he said. 
 
    “Okay. Go.” 
 
    Metimeh knew she was in trouble. Even though he didn’t see anything, the guard would tell her father she was inside of the bath with the foreigner. Her father would be angry when he returned and Metimeh didn’t want to be on the receiving end of her anger. Not anymore. 
 
    “If I help you and William escape, can I come with you?” Metimeh asked. 
 
    Anna was shocked into silence. “Um. Are you sure?” 
 
    Metimeh nodded. “Yes, I’m sure. Go get William. When the sun goes down, I’ll come and get you. The guards will be scarce since my father is returning with things and he needs them. It’s our only time to leave.” 
 
    Anna couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Metimeh was helping them escape! And she wanted to come with them. This could all be a trick, Anna knew, but Metimeh didn’t seem like that type of person. As quickly as possible, Anna dressed and followed Metimeh back to the house.  
 
    “Don’t forget what I said,” Metimeh whispered into Anna’s ear before turning and walking away. 
 
    William was asleep when Anna returned and she shook him violently. “Metimeh is getting us out! She wants to come with us.” 
 
    William yawned. “What?” 
 
    “Metimeh said she’s going to help us escape at sundown. She wants to come back with us. I told her yes.” 
 
    “But our camels and supplies,” William said. 
 
    “I think she’s going to have everything ready. We just have to trust her.” 
 
    William wasn’t convinced at all. He was sure Metimeh was helping her father trick the gullible foreigners into believing they were leaving, but Anna was convinced Metimeh was sincere to William went along with it. 
 
    “You do know we are in the middle of nowhere?” William reminded Anna. 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, I know. But I trust Metimeh. She knows how to get us out.” 
 
    “Why are you so trusting of her? We only just met her.” 
 
    “I like her.” Anna glanced at William. “We kissed in the bathhouse. Well, and touched. She wants to leave, and maybe she can be with us.” 
 
    William wasn’t upset that his wife kissed another female. He was a bit upset that he didn’t get to see it, though. Anna had admitted that she found woman attractive at the beginning of their marriage and William was okay with it. He just wanted Anna to be open and honest with him.   
 
    From the tiny window inside of the room, Anna watched the sun disappear behind dunes of sand. She was worried Metimeh wouldn’t show up. And then what? How long did the king plan to keep them? No one knew they had left, except maybe Charles, but the sandstorm had thrown them off course and Charles wouldn’t be able to get to them. Anna was afraid life in the tiny room was all she and William would have. But then the door opened and Metimeh slid through. 
 
    “Are you ready? Did you tell him?” Metimeh asked Anna. 
 
    Anna nodded her head. “We’re ready.” 
 
    “Wait a minute!” William said rather loudly. “How do we know this isn’t a trick? What are you? A princess? And you mean to tell me you want to leave all of this behind? Why?” 
 
    Metimeh lowered her head and whispered, “Because I love Anna. Because my father will kill the two of you once he gets bored. He’s keeping you for ransom but if no one comes forward, he’ll kill you.” 
 
    Anna didn’t know which revelation to tackle first and there wasn’t much time anyway. Metimeh ushered them out of the room and out of a back entrance to the house. 
 
    “The North side of the town is completely empty. The camels are there and it’ll make it easier to get far enough without anyone noticing. Come!” Metimeh sprinted away from the house with William and Anna following. They ran and didn’t stop until they came to the camels sitting quietly. 
 
    “They’re all rested and well-fed,” Metimeh said, breathlessly. “They can run for a while until they need to stop.” 
 
    They mounted the camels and took off. This part of the town was extremely deserted and Anna wondered why. She breathed a sigh of relief when they passed the town’s last building. But her heart dropped to her stomach at the once again barren desert landscape. She hoped Metimeh knew where she was going. 
 
    After a couple hours of silent camel riding, they came across a small village. The leader was a kind man who let them stay the night. 
 
    “Where are you from?” The leader asked Metimeh. 
 
    “They are from England. I am going to work for them,” she lied. 
 
    The next day consisted of more camel riding, some walking, resting, and repeating. It wasn’t until nightfall that they came to another village, this one a bit larger than the last. There was no central leader and the trio was able to rest again and get some meager supplies before setting off again in the morning. 
 
    “Are we lost?” Anna asked. She shivered, remembering that was the question she asked William before they realized they were lost. 
 
    Metimeh smiled and shook her head. “We aren’t lost. Can’t you smell the Nile?” 
 
    Both Anna and William tilted their heads upwards and sniffed. Neither smelled the Nile—whatever it smelled like. 
 
    “Do you want to come stay with us when we get wherever you are taking us?” Anna asked. 
 
    Metimeh’s eyes widened in wonder. “You’d let me?” 
 
    “Of course,” William said. “What would you do otherwise?” 
 
    Metimeh wasn’t sure. But she was sure now that getting to Cairo was the most important thing ever. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    After days of traveling, Anna began to cry when the city of Cairo appeared from seemingly out of nowhere. She smiled at Metimeh, who beamed, proud of herself. 
 
    “How did you do it?” William asked. “Without a compass or map?” 
 
    “The sun,” Metimeh answered simply. “It’s all you need.” 
 
    Metimeh’s answer made Anna wonder if all of the technology she and William used was necessary. Metimeh had gotten them back to Cairo without any of it. 
 
    “We have to write a book,” William joked. “No one would believe us anyway.” 
 
    He was right, Anna knew. At best, their story was incredible. Anna wouldn’t even believe it if someone else told her. She wanted to get her camel to run but it was probably just as tired as she was. 
 
    “I can’t wait to sleep in our bed,” Anna said with a dreamy look on her face. She turned to Metimeh. “Will you sleep with us?” 
 
    Metimeh nodded but she wasn’t sure. “I’m still a virgin,” she said quietly. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Anna said. “We all were once, too.” 
 
    Once they reached the actual city, William jumped off his camel and walked the rest of the way to their house. Unlocking it, he breathed a sigh of relief. He wasn’t sure how long they had been gone—days, weeks, perhaps even a month—but everything looked the same and for that, he was grateful. It would be easier to transition back to regular life. 
 
    “This is your home?” Metimeh asked. She stepped across the threshold of the house and the door closed shut behind her. She looked up at the walls, lined with papers, pictures, and a picture of a man with a beard and long hair. 
 
    “I want to sleep for a whole year,” Anna said. She began removing clothes as she walked to the bedroom.  
 
    Both William and Metimeh stared at Anna as she winked at them over her shoulder.  
 
    “You coming?” Anna asked. 
 
    Metimeh glanced at William and moved first. She followed Anna into the bedroom, where Anna helped her take off her clothes.  
 
    “I’m so nervous,” Metimeh whispered. Was she really going to do this? Was she going to let William and Anna take her? Do what they wanted to her? Yes, yes she was. 
 
    “We won’t hurt you,” William said. 
 
    Metimeh turned around and gasped at William’s nakedness. His cock was already erect. It curved a little and Metimeh shuddered. 
 
    “Come,” Anna said, taking Metimeh’s hand and leading her to the bed.  
 
    There, Anna began to kiss Metimeh slowly. Her hands roamed Metimeh’s body, gently twisting her nipples. Metimeh moaned. When Anna’s fingers parted the folds of Metimeh’s pussy, Metimeh shuddered and leaned in. 
 
    “Feels good, right?” Anna whispered. Her fingers circled over Metimeh’s clit and then she gently stuck a finger into Metimeh’s tight hole. “Hmm,” Anna moaned. “Lay down so I can taste you.” 
 
    Confused, Metimeh did as she was told. 
 
     William crawled onto the bed and nudged his cock along her lips. “Open,” he commanded. 
 
    Metimeh opened her mouth and William slid his cock inside. He tasted salty, somewhat metallic. She hallowed her mouth and sucked, not sure what else to do. 
 
    “Yes,” William sighed. His eyes closed and his head rolled back. “Just like that.” 
 
    Anna spread Metimeh’s legs and flicked her tongue along Metimeh’s pussy. 
 
    Metimeh gasped. “Ohhh!” Her hips jerked and she tried her hardest to squirm out of Anna’s reach but both Anna and William had a hold on her. William thrust his cock deeper down her throat but she took it all. 
 
    “She’s ready,” Anna said, licking her lips as she knelt upward. 
 
    “Ready?” Metimeh asked when William removed his cock from her mouth and changing places with Anna. 
 
    “Ready for your first cock,” Anna said with a smile. “It may hurt. I got you as ready as possible. Squeeze my hand if you need to.” 
 
    Metimeh became incredibly nervous and second-guessed the whole thing. 
 
    “Ready?” William asked. 
 
    Metimeh nodded but it wasn’t a convincing nod and her heart beat so fast she thought it would jump out of her chest. She felt the tip of William’s cock at her entrance and then he slowly pushed in. Anna was right, it was painful, and Metimeh winced until William remained still. 
 
    “How does it feel?” Anna asked. She rubbed lazily on Metimeh’s clit. 
 
    “A bit painful,” Metimeh whimpered. 
 
    “It’ll get better. Just relax.” 
 
    Metimeh relaxed and soon, she began to meet William’s every thrust. A flutter in her lower stomach was the only warning she had before she shattered into a million pieces and let out a loud cry.  
 
    “How was that?” Anna asked. 
 
    Metimeh breathed heavily and it took her a moment to remember where she was and what she was doing. When she finally remembered, Anna had leaned over and taken William’s cock into her mouth and sucked him fast and rough. Metimeh watched amazed. Within a matter of moments, Anna made William spurt a white, gooey substance. 
 
    “What was that?” Metimeh asked. 
 
    “Semen,” Anna replied. “Or seed.” 
 
    William laid down on the bed and quickly fell asleep. 
 
    Metimeh giggled at the snoring William. “Does he always fall asleep right after?” 
 
    Anna laughed. “Yes. He’ll be asleep for a while, too.” 
 
    The two of them laughed and talked for a while longer until sleep overcame them. The last thing Metimeh remembered before she entered dreamland was William pulling her closer to his chest. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Six months later… 
 
      
 
    Anna never imagined she would return to England. When she stepped off the ship in Southampton, her surroundings felt unfamiliar even though the people at the docks were her people, English. But she knew that neither she nor William nor Metimeh would be staying in England, that was for sure. Neither of them were meant to stay in one place. They were nomadic by heart and Anna was already planning their next trip across the Atlantic to America. 
 
    “Where is the sun?” Metimeh asked. 
 
    William laughed. “Sun in England? Ha. If you blink, you’ll miss it.” 
 
    Metimeh giggled. She wasn’t used to the dreary weather that met them when they arrived, but she would get used to it for as long as they remained in England. 
 
    “What is the name of the ship we will be going to America on?” Metimeh asked William. 
 
    “Titanic,” he answered. “Supposed to be a mighty fine ship. Unsinkable!” 
 
    Anna rolled her eyes. “I don’t believe that. They are tempting fate with a nickname like that.” 
 
    The small house that belonged to William and Anna in southern England overlooked the ocean. It was secluded, remote, ideal for the three of them. No nosy neighbors, no London expectations. They could live the way they wanted tom, not completely free of fear of judgment, but close enough. 
 
    “I love the sound of the ocean now,” Metimeh said. She opened the one of the windows in the reception room and poked her head out. She could see the waves churning and knew the storm wasn’t over yet. 
 
    “Do you miss Egypt?” Anna asked. 
 
    Metimeh thought before she answered. “Honestly? A little bit. But not enough for me to return just yet.” 
 
    Anna smiled and pecked Metimeh on the lips. She was so happy that Metimeh was with them. Anna didn’t think she had room in her heart to love again, especially when her dear Haji died, but the love she felt for Metimeh was there. She couldn’t help but wonder if everything that happened to them happened for a reason. She considered the possibility that it was all Haji’s doing from the other side. Whatever the reason, she was happy. 
 
    “Have you ever been to America?” Metimeh asked, breaking Anna’s thoughts. 
 
    William shook his head. “We haven’t. But I’m looking forward to it.” 
 
    Metimeh smiled. “Me too.” 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Hot’s Bite 
 
      
 
    Nathan hurried about getting ready for college. He was running late and did not want to miss out on a good place to sit in the lecture hall during the first lecture of the day. That was because he wanted to sit as close as possible to Ethan Myers, a very handsome and hot looking dude that he had grown pretty fond of, and to an extent even had a crush on.  He hummed a nameless tune as he stepped out of the shower to get dressed. His head still felt heavy because of too much drinking while they were clubbing last night, and he vowed to himself never to club on a weekday again. He quickly changed into a pair of slacks and a polo shirt.  Then pulling on a pair of loafers, he made his way out of the house. His jeep was parked in the garage at the back of the house and he quickly entered it and fired the powerful engines. He drank a dozen pints of his blood supply that he kept in the fridge and it already made him feel much better as he pulled out of his compound.  
 
    He lived on the very far end of Smallville, a small town on the outskirts of Los Angeles. He loved the place because it was a quiet place, the sort of place where almost everyone knew each other. The main reason that he had moved here was to escape from the bad breed of vampires. Nathan Loft was a vampire and had been around for centuries. In the vampire world, there were both good and bad vampires. The bad vampires tended to attack anyone, and especially human beings, sucking their blood and then killing them. Most of them had been hunted out of the country, but they still existed in certain parts of the country, mostly remote areas. The good vampires on the other hand, seldom ever sucked blood from human beings, and were never up to anything bad. They survived on blood from hunted animals, which they usually kept refrigerated to take care of their cravings whenever they came. This was blood mainly from animals like antelopes and deer, which was one of the main reasons that Nathan had moved to Smallville. 
 
    Smallville was a town that was far away from the crowded cities and here he could live a quiet life and go unnoticed. It was also surrounded by forests and hills and those were convenient places for him to go hunting for animals. That was one of the reason why he was the one that lived at the very end of the town, where the forest began. He would spend some of his weekends hunting down game for blood and then store it away in the fridge. Most vampires recognized each other although there were some who knew how to hide their identity, even from other vampires. Those were usually the most dangerous because they were the bad breed of vampires. Nathan suspected that there were some that even existed in the small town where he lived, although he had not heard of a killing there in quite a while. All the same he was always on the lookout because the bad vampires hated the good vampires, and any wrong move would mean that he was dead meat. There were a lot of new people moving into the town and he was going to have to be a lot more vigilant. His cell phone went off, interrupting his thoughts. 
 
    “Hi Nathan, where are you, don’t tell me that you went out and drank too much last night?” Sandy said into the phone. 
 
    “I'm on my way, Sandy, I should be there in the next twenty minutes or so,” he said to her knowing that Sandy was probably already at the college waiting for him. 
 
    Sandy Cruise was one of his kind and they had always looked after each other like brother and sister ever since she had moved to Smallville and found him there. In the beginning, she’d had a mad crush on him, but when she had realized that Nathan was more interested in men, she had instead become like a sister to him.  Many people thought that they were probably an item, which was not bad because it was one good way of maintaining their identity. 
 
    “Okay, honey, don’t take too long,” she said, hanging up the call as Nathan pressed his foot down against the gas a little harder. 
 
    Naturally he would have preferred to run to school and enjoy the cool breeze in his hair, but he could not even try to imagine what the humans would do when they discovered that he was not a normal human being. He had the power to run at super human speeds from point A to point B in seconds and that was among many other things that he could do that could only be known by him and his kind. Nathan had tried to convince Sandy to move somewhere closer to him so that they could look out for each other better, but as usual, she was always so stubborn, insisting that she could take care of herself, even against the bad vampires. Nathan knew that he was going to have to find a way to make her change her mind and move somewhere closer to him, and soon. He had this really bad vibe inside and he felt as if something bad was going to happen, especially since the full moon would be at its peak in a couple of days. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Ethan Myers ran his fingers through his long dark hair as he sat back in his chair. He was glad that the week was finally coming to an end because all that he wanted to do was to spend the weekend sleeping. It had been a tough week and although he would have loved to go out partying, it was rumored that there were vampires roaming out there, among them, and they could get pretty dangerous at night. A couple of months ago, a body of a woman had turned up with fang marks around the neck, and her body completely drained of all blood. Ethan knew that Smallville had always been a very safe place to live and that was probably the reason why his parents had moved to the town when he was still in high school. Despite that, he was still very cautious and had also taken it upon himself to learn more about vampires so that he could understand them better and learn how to tackle their blood drinking problem. 
 
    Ethan got all of his information online and from the college library, but it was not enough for him to make out much so that he could finally understand vampires like he wanted to. He was sure that there had to be some sort of solution to their drinking of human blood, but he could not get that information unless he actually got a body sample of a vampire or something of the sort so that he could carry out experiments. He was a medical student at Smallville University, which meant that he knew quite a lot about what he was doing. He, however, knew that the only way that he could ever get his results would be if he met up with an actual vampire, and that would be like a death sentence for him. 
 
    “You're looking kind of quiet today,” Nathan Loft said to him as he walked up to his seat, interrupting his thoughts. 
 
    “Nathan, I didn’t think that you were still here,” Ethan said, beginning to gather his books as he looked Nathan in the eyes. 
 
    Nathan was one of the hottest dudes on the campus and it seemed like all the women were after him, but he never showed an interest in any of them. He was usually hanging around Sandy Cruise and at times Ethan thought that they were a couple even though they tried to hide it. It was really too bad, because Ethan thought Nathan was a very hot dude and had often fantasized being with him. Nathan was tall and mysterious. He had a body that anyone would die for, deep blue eyes, a muscular chest, and once at the swimming pool, Ethan had even noticed that the guy had a six pack. In short, Nathan was sexy as hell, and Ethan would not mind being a part of the action with him. There was also this very strange look that was always in his eyes, a sort of mysterious look that could at times make chills ran down Ethan's spine. Nathan looked at him sometimes as though he wanted to eat him alive, to bite him, but maybe that was just Ethan's own imagination. 
 
    “It’s Friday.  What are you planning on doing tonight?” Nathan asked, slapping Ethan on the back. 
 
    “I think I'm just going to go home and sleep off the weekend. There’s really nothing much to do in this boring town,” Ethan said, straddling his bag over his shoulder as they began making their way out of the room. 
 
    “Come on, stop being such a bore. Why don’t you go out with me for a couple of drinks and then I can drop you off at home later on?” Nathan said to him. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s a really good idea, being out very late in this town gives me the creeps,” Ethan replied, turning down the opportunity of a lifetime and wondering why Nathan had never given him such an opportunity during the day. 
 
    “Come on, don’t tell me that you are scared of all that vampire nonsense. Okay, why don’t we do this, why don’t we go out, I'll buy you one or two drinks and personally ensure that you get home safe and sound,” Nathan said convincingly as they headed out to the car park, where Nathan's jeep was parked. 
 
    Ethan thought it over in his mind. He did not know why he felt so safe when he was around Nathan, and even felt as if Nathan would do anything to protect him. And then there was the fact that he had a mad crush on the guy and for some reason, Ethan felt as if Nathan felt the same way too. 
 
    “Okay, but I hope that we don’t stay out too long,” Ethan agreed as Nathan opened the door to his car, offering him the ride since Ethan did not have his own ride. 
 
    “So, what about your girlfriend, aren’t you inviting her out too?” Ethan asked as they entered the jeep. 
 
    “Girlfriend? Ah, you must mean Sandy. She is more like a sister to me and not my girlfriend. We just get along very well, I guess, and that makes most people think that she and I are one thing. I'm not sure if she will be at the Vampire’s Bite, the club where we are headed. 
 
    “I can't believe that, I have always believed that she was your woman, I mean, she is very pretty but won't let any other man get very close to her,” Ethan said, feeling a little surprised even though he couldn’t hide his relief. 
 
    “I guess she has her reasons for staying so guarded, I mean, nowadays it’s very hard to trust anyone, especially when you haven’t been in the town for very long. She has barely lived in this town for a year and with all the bad vampire rumors, I think that it is only logical,” Nathan said, and Ethan couldn’t help but think that Nathan knew more than he was telling him. It was as if there were some secrets that he knew about but was not saying, something very mysterious that Ethan could not quite figure out. 
 
    “I guess you have a point there,” Ethan said as the jeep pulled out of the parking lot and began making its way into town. 
 
    They headed into town and Nathan drove the jeep towards the Vampire’s Bite, which was located at the far end of the town. It was a Friday and so as usual, the place was bustling with life and it was almost impossible to believe that this was the same town that was rumored to have vampires. Most of the older people were preparing to go home, while the younger ones like Nathan and Ethan looked like they were ready to party until morning. The parking lot was already full with cars by the time that they got there, and Nathan had to drive around for a while in search of an empty space, eventually finding one and parking the jeep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Nathan could barely believe that he had finally asked Ethan out with him, even though he could not quite classify it as a date. It was, however, one step toward his quest to get to know this handsome hell of a guy better. Ethan's scent was almost irresistible, and while in the jeep, it had affected Nathan so much, his cock had been raging hard the whole time. Nobody else had ever gotten him turned on like this without even laying a hand on him, and yet just sitting next to Ethan in the same cabin had done it. 
 
    “Dude, get a hold of yourself, don’t rush this,” he whispered to himself as he opened his door and stepped out of the jeep. 
 
    “Do you party a lot?” Ethan asked, walking around from the passenger’s side as they began to make their way toward the building where loud music was booming. 
 
    “Every once in a while, I think that it’s a nice way to unwind after a busy day in class. It’s also good to socialize and meet people that are new in town,” Nathan said, shrugging his shoulders as he looked at Ethan through the corner of his eye. 
 
    The guy was tall with a medium build unlike his own build.  Ethan had his hair neatly combed backwards in a sexy way, and as Nathan checked him out, he couldn’t help but wonder how the guy would look without his clothes on. He was the spitting image of sexy and he made Nathan aroused in the wildest ways possible. The club was packed like it was every Friday.  Nathan led Ethan towards the back, where he knew there would be vacant tables for them to sit at. 
 
    “Well, here we are,” he said, pulling out a chair and settling on it as Ethan sat opposite him. “Excuse me, can you get us two bottles of beer please?” 
 
    A waiter nodded at him, jotting down in his notebook as he hurried away to get the order, and Nathan sat back to listen to the music booming in the background. 
 
    “Why was this place given the name, the Vampire’s Bite?” Ethan asked as he took a sip of his beer as soon as they were placed before them. 
 
    “Why, does the name sound creepy?” Nathan asked, smiling at Ethan and wondering what the man thought of vampires, and what he knew about them. 
 
    “No, it doesn’t really creep me out, but it is quite a weird name, especially being that it operates at night when vampires are most likely to strike,” he replied thoughtfully as Nathan checked him out from across the table. 
 
    “Actually, I've never thought of it from that point of view,” Nathan said, looking at the blondes that were wiggling their butts near their table, looking for attention. 
 
    “I might have an idea,” Sandy said, interrupting them out of nowhere as both men turned to look at her standing next to the table. 
 
    Nathan noted the way that Ethan did not react, despite that Sandy was very sexily dressed in a tight dress that had wide frills at the bottom that barely left anything below her crotch hidden. Her V-shaped neckline showed off her cleavage in a sexy way that would have driven any man crazy with desire, but it did not seem to have that effect on Ethan, even as she leaned over him to give him a hug. 
 
    “Sandy, what a pleasant surprise. I thought that you had already gone home since your classes ended pretty early today,” Nathan smiled at her as she walked over to his side, hugging him and kissing him on the cheek, before pulling out a seat to the disappointment of the blondes that eyes their table with jealousy. 
 
             “Did you think that I was going to let you two hunks party alone while I slept?” she said, flagging a waiter. “Bring me a beer on their bill, will ya.” 
 
    Sandy always had a way of bringing life to something, and right now she had already breathed life into their night out, although that was not what Nathan initially had in mind. She was an outgoing person that fit into any situation, and besides, when she was around him, it made him feel much better, knowing that she was safe. 
 
    “So, what were you guys talking about, the Vampire’s Bite, or should I conclude that you were having man talk?” she laughed loudly. 
 
    “Actually yes, I was asking Nathan about the name, and where it came from,” Ethan seemed to have caught on with Sandy's bright sense of humor. 
 
    “Well, handsome, I think that this joint probably belonged to a vampire and there was usually a lot of biting and blood sucking going on here back in the day,” she said in a matter of fact way.   
 
    “Come on, Sandy, are you trying to give us the creeps or something?” Nathan frowned at her and then quickly looked at Ethan to see his reaction. It was still one that he could not quite read.  
 
    “Maybe you should speak for yourself, Nathan, I'm not freaked out at all. I actually find it very intriguing, you know, the whole vampire thing,” Ethan said, to Nathan's surprise. 
 
    “Well, finally I meet someone with some real balls,” Sandy piped up. 
 
    Nathan sat back and looked at Ethan, trying to read his mind. If he concentrated very well and looked into a person’s eyes, Nathan had the ability to read their minds, but he hated doing that. To him that was something that was done by the bad breed of vampires, and it was a breach of someone’s privacy. He quickly turned away from Ethan and looked at the dancing blondes, who seemed to have taken their attention to a table that had just been occupied by another group of men that Nathan had never seen before. They were probably new in town, and being around their own age, they would probably be joining the university very soon. There were two guys, and for some reason, they sent a chill down Nathan's spine, although that was probably just a reaction because they were new around here. One of the blonde chicks sat on one of the guy’s laps, and within no time, the guys hand had disappeared under her dress, in between her thighs. Nathan did not know why he got a bad vibe about this whole situation, but it was probably just that, a bad vibe. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Sandy Cruise sensed danger the moment that it came, and the guys seated across from their table did not feel right to her. For one, they avoided making eye contact with anyone, and that meant that she could not make out if they were vampires or not.  She felt her blood freezing in her veins, the hairs on the back of her hands rising. Before she had moved to Smallville, she had lived in a place that was infested by bad vampires. All of them had somehow tried to win them over and in the end, she had ended up shooting one of them to death before fleeing to Smallville. She knew that she was wanted back there, but doubted whether they would ever find her here in this small, almost unknown town. When she had gotten to Smallville, she had ran into Nathan, and from then on, she had known that he was one man that would always look out for her, he was her own kind. In the beginning, Sandy had a mad crush on Nathan, but as the months flew by, she had known that there would never be anything between them, and had began treating him like family. To her, he was the only family that she had, since all of her blood relatives had been killed by the bad vampires. 
 
    If these guys on the next table were actually bad vampires here in the town, they were probably here on a revenge mission for one of their own, and that was something that brought her extreme fear. The only consolation was that before they discovered it was her, they would have had to look very well. When she had moved to Smallville, Sandy had changed her looks and taken on the body form of someone else, since that was one of the abilities of her bloodline of vampires. Each bloodline of vampires had different super human powers that distinguished them, and she was glad that was one of the powers that she had inherited. 
 
    “I find it pretty odd that you are not the least afraid of vampires,” Ethan was telling Nathan as she listened absentmindedly, one eye on the table next to them, where one of the men was shamelessly fingering a chick.  
 
    “I've always wondered what it would be like to be a vampire, you know. Well, apart from the drinking of blood, I think that everything else about them is pretty cool. I read that some of them can even travel through time,” Ethan as Ethan listened attentively. 
 
    If she was not mistaken, there was some sort of hot vibe flowing between these two men, and it finally hit her why none of them, handsome as they were, ever seemed to have the slightest interest in women. They were attracted to men. The thought intrigued her even more, and especially when she tried to imagine two extremely hot men together. Why were the hottest dudes always the ones that were out of bound for her? One of the newcomers from the next table, the one who’d had a blonde on his lap and had been busy fingering her, got up and pulled the blonde away with him. She sluttily leaned against him and Sandy watched as they melted into the crowd towards the washrooms.  Something just didn’t seem right here, but Sandy decided that she was probably just being paranoid because the guys were faces that she had never seen. She joined into the conversation with Nathan and Ethan despite the way that she saw them stealing glances at each other, and at times even holding hands on the table as if by mistake. 
 
    “Well, gentlemen, if you will excuse me, I would like to use the ladies’ room,” she said, excusing herself. “Sure, Sandy, go right ahead, and make sure that you come right back here. We don’t want to lose you in this crowd, and I would like to get you all home in one piece,” Nathan said, winking at her. 
 
    “Sure thing, daddy,” she slurred, pushing her seat backwards and grabbing her handbag as she headed off for the ladies’ washroom. 
 
    She did her business in the washroom and then stood in front of the mirrors to adjust her makeup. The drinks had quite gotten into her head, but she still couldn’t shake the odd feeling from her mind. She could sense danger and almost felt as if she was being watched by unseen eyes. This was the first time that she had ever felt like this since moving to Smallville and she could not understand why. She heard something dropping with a thud in one of the toilet cubicles, and when she looked toward it, there was a hand protruding under the door. She screamed before finally getting her guts back and opening the door. Inside there was the blonde women that had walked off with one of the guys at the table next to theirs, and she was naked and possibly dead. She had bite marks on her neck. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Nathan looked at his watch again, worry beginning to cloud his mind. Sandy had been gone for well over five minutes, and that was not possible, unless she had gone outside to energize herself with her stash of blood. 
 
    “Is everything okay, Nathan?” Ethan asked, “You look worried.” 
 
    “I'm not so sure, Ethan, but we are going to find out. Come on,” Nathan got up quickly, Ethan following suit. 
 
    Ethan wondered why the sudden change in attitude, and he could swear that he had even seen Nathan's eyes turning a fiery orange, almost as if he were some sort of animal. 
 
    “What about Sandy, aren’t we going to wait for her?” Ethan was confused at their actions, because to him everything seemed in perfect order, and he had actually been enjoying himself very much in Ethan's company. 
 
    “She is the one that we are going to look for. Something bad might have happened to her and I would never forgive myself. She is like a sister to me,” Nathan said, shoving people aside on the dance floor as they made their way across it. 
 
    “What do you mean something bad.  She simply went to the washroom, and being a lady I'm sure that you know that they can take hours in there toying with their makeup,” he was still confused, but beginning to get a little frightened by the whole situation. 
 
    “Ethan, don’t forget that this place is called the Vampire’s Bite, and anything is possible in here,” Nathan said seriously, and Ethan almost laughed out loudly. 
 
    “Don’t tell me that you believe in all of that crap, and that what Sandy said earlier about the history of this place is true?” he said in exasperation, throwing his hands in the air and unable to believe how dense Nathan was in believing in all that crap. 
 
    Despite the fact that there were tales that made their rounds about vampires and all of that, no evidence had ever been found of vampires in existence, and so Ethan did not believe in any of that. It was all superstition that at times gave him the creep too, but nothing to believe in at all. There were bodies across the continent that had been found with what the media referred to as vampire bites on their necks, but that was probably just some sort of sect that killed people and marked them like that to instill fear in people. If vampires did exist, there would have at least been some evidence, like their dead bodies, or even some captured alive. It was amusing how someone that he really admired, and who was one of the brightest students on the campus, like Nathan, could believe in all that superstition. 
 
    Nathan took a hold of Ethan's hand and they practically ran toward the washrooms. Nathan kicked the ladies’ washroom door open, and Ethan almost died of shock at the scene that was inside. There was an injured body of a woman lying on the floor, but that was not the frightening part. Sandy had turned into some sort of animal, her eyes the same orange that he had seen in Nathan's, and she had fangs sticking out of her mouth. She was fighting with an unfamiliar man who also looked the same as her, eyes and fangs. Vampires! 
 
    “Vampires,” he shouted, turning to face Nathan so that they could race out of the room and back to reality, but he was surprised to see that Nathan too had transformed into a vampire. 
 
    Fear gripped Ethan in the worst way possible, and he felt as if he was having some sort of horror dream. Before he knew what was happening, Nathan dashed past him and knocked down the vampire that had attacked Sandy and was sinking his fangs into her neck. The vampire made as if to strike Nathan with a blow, but Nathan seemed much stronger as he grabbed the guy’s hand mid air and squeezed his fist, until Ethan heard the vampire’s bones breaking. Nathan kicked the guy in the balls, making him fall to the ground before he pulled something like a small laser gun out of his pocket and basted it through the vampire’s brain. It made no sound at all, but the vampire fell to the ground, dead. Nathan then knelt down next to Sandy. 
 
    “Did he hurt you?” he said, his voice filled with worry. 
 
    “Just a little. I think that you had better breathe some strength into that woman first, I can take care of myself,” she said to him, everything like something out of the movies for Ethan. 
 
    Ethan was still trying to digest all that was going on around them when someone grabbed him from behind. He turned around to throw a punch into the assailant, but the guy turned out to be yet another vampire, who simply held him by the shoulder and head and brought his mouth to Ethan's neck. Ethan did not know what happened next, because everything in his world went dark. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Nathan, watch out, behind you,” Sandy screamed, and as Nathan turned around, he felt a fist connecting with his jaw, sending him flying to the ground. 
 
    With all of his might, he sprang back onto his feet and charged into the attacker, his chest connecting with the guy’s stomach and sending him across the room and into a wall. Nathan then punched the guy’s jaw, sending blood flying across the room, before reaching for the guy’s balls and squeezing them as hard as he could through his pants. The bad vibe he had been feeling over these two new strangers had been right. They were a bad breed of vampires, and before he killed the guy, he needed to know if there were more vampires around. As the guy went down on his knees, defeated, Nathan grabbed him by the neck. 
 
    “How many of you are here?” he asked, squeezing the guy’s neck as he looked into the vampire’s eyes for answers. 
 
    The vampire tried to close his eyes, but Nathan squeezed his neck harder, concentrating on reading the guy’s mind. He finally let go of the guy slowly, letting him fall to the ground, before he took out his special laser gun, specially made for killing the bad vampires, and shot the guy dead. He then turned his attention to Ethan, panic gripping him when he saw Ethan lying on the floor with bite wounds on his neck. The darn vampire had sucked out some of his blood, and Ethan would soon be dead if he did not do something. He hurried over to his side and natured his head, Nathan's mouth going to Ethan's neck. Vampires were made with a special enzyme that could cure vampire bites on human beings, and it was in their saliva. Nathan began licking the wound and blowing warm air into it. Ethan had taken quite a severe biting, but Nathan was eager to revive him and bring him back to normal. 
 
    “Don’t you worry, he is going to be alright,” Sandy said, squeezing his shoulder as she knelt before the blonde that had been lying on the ground and began doing the same to her. 
 
    “I think that we had better get these guys out of here before people find us. We can take them to my place and heal them there,” Nathan said, getting up. “Will you be able to carry her?” 
 
    “Yes, but how are we going to get them out of the club?” Sandy asked. 
 
    “We will just pass them off as friends that are completely drunk. Cover his wound with something,” he said, pulling Ethan's collar over his wounds and then lifting him off the ground. 
 
    He opened the door of the washroom slightly, and seeing that there was nobody paying any attention, he signalled to Sandy and they quickly exited and made their way toward the exit. 
 
    “These friends of ours are extremely drunk tonight, and we need to get them home,” he said to a bouncer who blocked their way as they were leaving. 
 
    “Can I see some ID?” the guy asked. 
 
    “Sure,” Nathan said, handing the guy his driving license. 
 
    He scrutinized it before handing it back to Nathan and nodding them through. Nathan breathed a sigh of relief as they left the establishment without any drama, because he had been ready to knock the bouncer senseless if he had refused. They put the bodies in the back seat of the jeep and Sandy took the passenger seat, while Nathan took the driver’s seat, and within no time, they were cruising away toward his place. The night was bright since there was a full moon, and Nathan knew what had guided those vampires to town. They were lone rangers that usually went as far as the moonlight could take them, and once the moonlight disappeared, they became normal human beings until the next moonlight. They drove in silence, his natural night vision on full alert in case there were any more surprises to be pulled on them. 
 
    “I think those guys were coming after me, Nathan,” Sandy broke the silence. 
 
    “Why in the world would they do that?” he was a little surprised. “I mean, you strike me as a very innocent and decent person, what affiliation do you have with those goons?” 
 
    “It is a really long story, Nathan. A couple of years ago, we lived in the city of Brooks. We had a peaceful life. My dad, mom, brother and sister. The town was infested by bad vampires, but somehow, we found ways of avoiding them and disguising ourselves. Everything went well, until my elder sister fell in love with one of the bad guys. She had always been a rebellious girl who did the direct opposite of what everyone expected, but it was probably because she was just a teenager,” Sandy said sadly, and Nathan wished that he could hug her. “One day she went out and spent the night with him, and while they were having sex, I think he discovered what we were. He killed her instantly and then alerted the rest of his kind, who came hunting us down. We have the ability to change our looks and I was just trying out being different people when I saw them coming down our driveway. I was in the backyard and with no time to inform the rest of the family, I hid in a nearby shed. They killed everyone, and at times it still haunts me today because I can still hear the screams.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Sandy, I'm so sorry to hear that,” Nathan said in utter shock. 
 
    “Yeah, well, I stayed hidden for a number of days, but one day one of them caught me. I killed him due to all the pain I was feeling at the loss of my whole family. I then ran away from that town and lived in many other places before settling here. When I first met you, I fell in love with you, but when I realized that that sort of love could never work between us.  You became like the big brother that I lost. Thank you for coming to my rescue tonight, that bastard would have killed me if you hadn’t arrived on time,” she said to him gratefully. 
 
    “You will always had a special place in my heart, Sandy, and once again, I still insist that you should move closer to me, or into my house, so that I can watch over you and take care of you,” he said, taking her hand and squeezing it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
      His mind was a little clouded, and Ethan felt a little pain in his head, but he was pretty sure about what he had just heard, and it broke his heart into a million pieces. 
 
    “You will always be like a sister to me,” Nathan was saying, making Ethan feel much better as he wondered where they were and what was happening. 
 
    The last thing that he could remember was that they had been at the club, and that they had gone to look for Sandy. They had probably found her and had way too many to drink, because his head was super heavy and he could not recall a single thing. 
 
    “Well, now that you and I have agreed to become brother and sister, maybe it is time for us to be honest with ourselves,” Sandy was saying as Ethan felt them bumping around. Could they be in a car or something? 
 
    “What is it you want to know, Sandy” Nathan asked, his voice sounding sexier than Ethan could ever remember hearing it before. 
 
    “I noticed the way that you and Ethan look at each other.  What’s going on between you two, are you an item or what?” Sandy said, and Ethan felt himself freezing wherever he was. 
 
    “Sandy, what sort of question is that?” Nathan sounded surprised, while Ethan was longing to hear the answer. 
 
    “Come on, Nathan Loft, I haven’t known you for a long time, but I think I know pretty much about you as you know about yourself.  You are in love with him, aren’t you?” Sandy insisted. 
 
    “Why don’t we put it into smaller bites because you are taking things a little too fast for me.  Sandy, I have a crush on that guy, he makes my world rock. I feel as if I'm alive when I'm around him, although I've never told him how I feel,” Ethan almost died of pleasure as the words rang though his ears over and over. 
 
    “Well, I think that it is only fair for you to go and tell him exactly what you feel. Today was a near death experience, and you wouldn’t want someone to die, or you to die before you told them exactly how you felt. You would live to regret it for the rest of your life,” Sandy said thoughtfully. 
 
    “Well, I'm just glad that Ethan and the blonde are alright,” Nathan said, and shock registered in Ethan's mind. No way, could he have gone and started making hits on a blonde woman, because he would never forgive himself for doing it, and especially not in front of Nathan. 
 
    He tried to lift his head and there was something painful on his neck. “Ouch,” he groaned, and he felt the vehicle almost braking to a halt. 
 
    “Ethan, is that you?” Nathan asked quickly. “Are you awake?” 
 
    A light in the car flicked on and Ethan looked around him, unable to talk. He was shocked to find his head resting on a woman’s lap, and she seemed to have passed out. They were in Nathan's jeep and he was seated in the front with Sandy. Ethan tried to talk, but he could not. No way, he was going to quit drinking as of this very moment, because never had he drank so much alcohol before.  His tongue felt as if it was swollen, filling his mouth until he couldn’t talk. 
 
    “I think he has the swollen tongue effect and amnesia, but he will be alright soon,” Sandy said, in almost a whisper. 
 
    What exactly was Sandy talking about, swollen tongue effect? That was something that happened when a scorpion stung someone, their tongue would remain swollen in their mouth for 24 hours until the poison faded away. And what about the amnesia? It looked like something really serious had happened, and he had no idea what it was. Drinking was certainly not a specialty of his. Ethan had so many questions on his mind, but he could not talk nor even lift his head, and so he kept his thoughts to himself. He was still lying there when he drifted off into an unknown land again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Why don’t you open the door and I'll carry them in,” Nathan instructed Sandy, handing her the house keys as he opened the driver’s door. 
 
    “You always seem to think that you are the tough guy here. You carry your crush and I'll take care of the blonde. Don’t forget that I'm a vampire too, and we both have super human strength,” she replied defiantly, also opening one of the back doors of the jeep and beginning to drag the blonde out. 
 
    “What kind of a stubborn sister are you?” he said, carrying Ethan out of the car. 
 
    Nathan could feel that Ethan's temperature had gone back to normal, and it was a welcome relief. He knew that the man of his life was going to be alright, and almost couldn’t imagine what it would have been like had those rebel vampires killed him. The healing enzymes in his saliva would not only heal Ethan and the blonde, but by the time that they were fully recovered, they would not remember a thing. Another way that vampires erased people’s memories on certain events was by looking them in the eyes. There was no way that either Ethan or the blonde would recall what had happened. Nathan had already taken care of the bouncer at the club when he had looked into his eyes, and the guy would never even remember seeing them leave. In their kind of world, it was important to keep their kind a secret, some sort of mystery that people did not know whether to believe or not. Life for them was much safer that way, as long as the bad vampires did not come and spoil everything that they had worked so hard for. 
 
    “A pretty cool place you have here, I can't believe that I have never been here,” Sandy said as they walked comfortably through the darkness, taking their patients upstairs to a spare bedroom. 
 
    That was another of the vampire’s qualities, they could see in the dark, hear things that normal human beings could not hear, and even had a super sharp sense of smell. 
 
    “You can't blame me for that. I’ve asked you to come here many times, but you’ve always refused. I hope that it will now make sense for you to move in here with me. The bad guys could attack, and this time they just might find you off guard.  Besides, if I'm going to have some sort of relationship with Ethan, you being here would be the perfect cover up,” Nathan said, mulling the words in his mind and feeling like a genius. 
 
    “Where are we putting these guys?  After so much blood scent, I feel like a dose. I hope your fridge is stocked with plenty.  Besides, I'm also hungry,” Sandy said. 
 
    “I think that we can put them both in here. The bed is big enough for both, and for us to cure them. About the blood, there is plenty. I was out hunting yesterday.  There’s even raw deer hanging in the garage if you want. 
 
    They placed both Ethan and the blonde on the bed and then they made their way back down the stairs and to the kitchen. Nathan tossed Sandy a blood pack and then took one for himself, draining it instantly. He immediately felt a boost of energy running though him. If only the bad vampire’s knew that the blood from animals, despite not being as delicious as human blood, was much more nutritious and energizing. 
 
    “Okay then, let’s have dinner,” he said, leading Sandy to where the deer was. 
 
    They fed on the raw meat to their fill before they made their way back into the house. 
 
    “I think I'll just freshen up, Nathan.  Is there a bathroom that I can use?  All of the evening events have made me feel pretty worn out,” she said as they made their way up the stairs. 
 
    Nathan showed her to another bedroom that had a complete bathroom attached to it.  Leaving her there as she began to undress, he hurried to the bedroom where his two guests were. They were still passed out and he examined both their wounds before beginning to lick them. He began with the blonde, who seemed to have taken quite a sucking from the vampire. She would probably take about a day to get back to normal, and she was lucky that Sandy had found her and started reviving her before it was too late. He licked her wound before closing it up with his saliva and moving over to Ethan. 
 
    Nathan felt his dick shifting in his pants as he touched Ethan. He was passed out, but in the dark he looked so much sexier, almost like a lover that had just fallen asleep after making love. He moved his shirt collar and touched his wound, glad that it was not as bad as the blonde’s. Nathan felt a rush of adrenaline passing through him as he leaned over and touched Ethan's face. He traced his fingers over his cheekbones, his firm nose, his ears and down to his soft earlobes, which he had to resist the urge to nibble. His cock was raging hard in his pants as he lowered his head down to Ethan's and kissed him lightly on the lips, resisting the urge to push his tongue into Ethan's mouth. He traced his tongue around Ethan's lips and down his chin. He moved it lower over his neck and to the spot where the bite marks were. He began licking and sucking on the spot and the taste of Ethan's blood got to his tongue, making him even more aroused. 
 
    Unable to resist the urge, Nathan felt his fangs sliding out of their sheaths, and he pierced the very tips into Ethan's skin, getting a better taste of him. Nathan did not suck the way that the bad vampires had, but rather, he injected Ethan with a healing enzyme. In the process he got to taste Ethan's blood and the moment that he did that, he knew that Ethan was his for life. He had just marked him, and Ethan would never be anybody else’s man. He heard Ethan groaning, but Nathan could not bring himself to stop. He was getting more and more aroused by the second and as he sucked and licked the wounds, his hand began massaging Ethan's chest. Nathan wanted this man more than he had ever wanted anything else in his life, and especially now that he had even tasted his blood. He began to unbutton Ethan's shirt, letting his fingers weave through the soft mat of dark hair on his chest. Ethan's nipples were small and they grew hard with desire when Nathan touched them, beginning to rub his thumb over them, one after the other. He felt as if he was losing his mind as he felt his hand moving down over Ethan's belly. His finger pressed into Ethan's belly button, and that was when he felt Ethan's hand taking a hold of his and pushing it into the waist of his pants. 
 
    Ethan guided Nathan's hand past his boxers, and Nathan's heart almost stopped beating when he touched the hard rod within. It was long and slender, and it made Nathan begin to wonder how it would feel deep inside his butt hole. 
 
    “You don’t know how much I have dreamed of this day, Nathan,” Ethan breathed, and Nathan knew that he was now alright. 
 
    “Shh, don’t talk,” Nathan said, fusing his lips over Ethan's and then lifting Ethan into his arms and carrying him out of the room. 
 
    Nathan carried Ethan through the dark corridor to his bedroom, located at the very far end of the corridor. The whole time, their lips never left each other and both men kissed each other passionately and deeply. Nathan had never had a kiss that felt as good as this one and he let his tongue erotically play over Ethan's.  As he kicked the bedroom door shut and placed Ethan onto his bed, Nathan realized just how aroused Ethan also was when Ethan pulled him back as he tried to pull his lips away to take a breath. He lay on top of Ethan on the bed as they kissed, their bodies pressed together on the bed. Nathan could not remember a time when he had felt as aroused as he was feeling right now, his dick practically exploding with desire. He rubbed his pecker against Ethan, heightening the arousal that he was feeling, despite the fact that they were both fully dressed. 
 
    He ran his hands over Ethan's body, his hairy chest delightfully tickling him. He slid off Ethan, lying next to him, but their lips never parting, eager to touch Ethan in his most sensitive places. Ethan let out a soft moan into Nathan's mouth as Nathan slipped his hand through the waist of Ethan's pants, pushing it past his boxers and to his dick. Nathan wrapped his fingers around Ethan's dick  and began jerking it up and down slowly, taking his thumb to the tip and beginning to spread the precum that had pooled over the eye at the tip over the sensitive skin of the head. Ethan groaned out in desire, jerking his cock against Nathan's hand as his balls grew taut in their sac. Nathan's own manhood was feeling like it was going to burst with all of the lust that was burning within his loins. 
 
    “Goodness, you are so hot and hard,” he said to Ethan as he tore his lips away from his and looked into his passion filled eyes. “You are such a sexy bad boy.” 
 
    “And this bad boy wants you to make wild love to him,” Ethan said, pushing Nathan's head lower. 
 
    Nathan sucked one of Ethan's nipples into his mouth, nibbling over the tip with his teeth and making Ethan groan. Ethan began moaning with desire, his hands massaging Nathan's head as Nathan moved his mouth from one of the nipples to the next one. He began pleasuring that nipple just the same way that he had pleasured the other one. His hand was still on Ethan's cock, and Nathan continued to jerk it up and down, Ethan's breathing becoming heavier by the second. Ethan finally pulled his mouth off the nipple and began kissing Ethan down his belly. He wiggled his tongue through Ethan's belly button, making Ethan groan even louder. 
 
    Nathan then began unbuckling Ethan's belt, pulling it open, before doing the same with his pants. He tugged the pants along with the boxers off to the sexiest and most welcoming sight that he had ever seen. Ethan had a good looking shaft that had a nice smooth head glistening with precum at the tip. Nathan swallowed hard at the thought that the pecker would soon be in his mouth as he tasted it as he slid the pants and boxers off his feet and tossed them aside. He then took his full concentration to the cock, moving his head closer to the dick. Nathan's heart was beating wildly as he wrapped his fingers around the shaft. He wrapped his lips over the tip of the head and began sucking on it as he flipped his tongue over the tip of the head. His precum tasted awesome, a sort of musky taste that went straight to his head like fine whiskey. 
 
    “Oh fuck, that feels great, where did you learn to do that,” Ethan said, almost breathlessly as Nathan swirled the head around in his mouth, playing his tongue over the sensitive skin. 
 
    Without replying, Nathan instead began to take more and more of the manhood into his mouth. His head bobbed up and down on the length as more and more of the shaft drove deeper into his mouth. the thickness strained painfully against his jaw muscles, but Nathan was determined to give Ethan the blowjob of his life. Nathan began massaging Ethan's balls as he sucked more and more of the manhood into his mouth.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Ethan was sure that he was going to cum in Nathan's mouth at the rate that things were going. He felt the tip of his head slipping into Nathan's throat and he gasped, his hands going down to Nathan's head and holding it firmly. Never had he ever had such an experience like this before.  Ethan knew that he would never regret his choice of falling for Nathan. His balls were on fire and Ethan knew that he had to stop Nathan before it was too late. He tried to pull Nathan's head off his crotch since Ethan found that he could not talk, but Nathan did not bulge.  Instead, he stroked his length in long sucks, pulling his mouth off until just the head was inserted, before pushing it back in to the hilt. 
 
    Ethan felt as if he was going to die from all of the pleasure that he was feeling. He had never felt his manhood going so deep into anyone’s mouth and it was driving him crazy. He looked down at the way that Nathan was working his mouth over the shaft in the most erotic way, and he felt his balls beginning to burn. Nathan's fingers massaged his balls and the base of his length adding to the pleasure that Ethan felt. And then suddenly it came. It happened so quickly, Ethan was barely able to swallow a thing before he felt his balls rippling with heat. His cum went shooting through his love pipe and into Nathan's mouth. Nathan wrapped his lips tightly around the manhood as if he did not want to let go of even an ounce of the jizz, his fingers jerking the length of the dick furiously. Ethan felt as if he had just died and gone to heaven, the effect of his orgasm rippling all the way to the nerve endings of his toes. 
 
    “Ahh, I'm coming!” was all that he managed to say as he felt himself emptying into Nathan's mouth. 
 
    Nathan continued sucking on his sex until Ethan's climax finally came to an end, before he pulled the softening member out of his mouth. Nathan began licking it up and down the sides as if he wanted to make sure that it was clean of any of the juices that had just spilled out of it. Ethan had never felt anything like what he had just experienced in Nathan's mouth, and he intended to return the favor. 
 
    “Come here, handsome,” he said, pulling Nathan up and making him lie next to him as Ethan moved his head over Nathan's. 
 
    Ethan's lips went crashing over Nathan's as they began kissing. He drove his tongue deep into Nathan's mouth, getting a taste of his semen in there, and it made him more excited due to the fact that he could taste himself deep inside Nathan's mouth. Ethan kissed Nathan for what seemed like forever, and at some point, he began unbuttoning his shirt, pulling it open. Nathan had a sexy looking body, the sort of bodies that would make any man jealous and any woman squeal with delight. His chest was muscular and unlike his, was bare, the contours of his muscles looked sexy as he pulled his lips briefly off Nathan's to admire the body, before he began tracing his fingers over all the curves. Ethan traced his nail over the sides of Nathan's nipples, making Nathan groan into his mouth as his nipples pebbled. 
 
    “Suck them,” Nathan demanded, and Ethan knew that he would never be able to say no to Nathan even if he wanted to. 
 
    He moved his head lower to Nathan's nipples and began sucking on one after the other. As he sucked on one, he rubbed the other with a nail, and that seemed to get Nathan even more aroused. Ethan moved his hand over Nathan's belly, sliding it onto his crotch. Inside his pants was a huge erection that felt as if it was ready to tear right through Ethan, and it excited him enormously. Ethan tore his lips away from Nathan's nipples and moved down to his waist. He unzipped Nathan's pants and reached his hand into his pants, pulling Nathan's boxer down over his erect shaft. He then took a hold of the shaft and pulled it out of the pants. As he wrapped his fingers around the thickness and moved his face towards Nathan's crotch, the scent of Nathan's maleness hit his nose and it intrigued him in an exciting way. 
 
    “Umm!” Nathan groaned as Ethan wrapped his lips around the tip of the dick and began licking the tip as if it was his favorite ice cream. 
 
    Nathan tasted good, and the moment that he tasted his precum, Ethan knew that he would be hooked to that taste for the rest of his life. Nathan did not taste like the ordinary man, his juices were a lot saltier, almost as if he was not your normal human being, and that was what excited Ethan the most as he began sucking on the head. 
 
    ***** 
 
    It all felt like a dream come true for Nathan. He had dreamed of this moment for such a long time, but he had never imagined that it would actually come true. He had a mad crush on Ethan and here they were, making out after the weirdest of nights. Sucking on Ethan's wound and sinking his fangs into his flesh to get a taste of him as he healed him, had made Ethan forget about all the incidents that had happened last night, instead making him think that they had all had a wonderful time at the Vampire’s Bite. Nathan felt a little guilty for making Ethan forget, but there were some secrets that were better off locked in the closet. Ethan could never find out that he and Sandy were vampires, not in this world. 
 
    He looked down at the way that his new lover was sucking him off, and it made his cock ache with need. Ethan had come in his mouth in the most explosive orgasm Nathan had ever witnessed, but Nathan wanted more. He wanted to squeeze himself into Ethan's butt hole and fill him like it was the end of the world. Knowing that if he did not take action now it would be too late, Nathan pulled Ethan off his shaft. 
 
    “Come here, there is something special that I would like to give you,” he said, getting up on the bed. 
 
    He made Ethan to get on his hands and knees on the bed, standing like a dog would. Nathan then moved behind Ethan and parted his butt cheeks, exposing his butt crack and the dark hole in between them. He spat at the hole and then got onto his knees behind Ethan. Parting Ethan's butt cheeks with one hand, Nathan's other hand went to his dick and he guided the head into Ethan's butt hole. Ethan groaned with pleasure as Nathan pushed inch after inch of the shaft into him, stopping every inch to let Ethan get used to the new intrusion. As soon as he was fully inserted, Nathan began pumping in and out, the tightness of the hole against him giving him extreme pleasure. He worked harder and faster, and it was not long before he came deep inside Ethan. Ethan knew that he had just found himself a playmate for as long as they both lived in the city. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Bonus Story 7 of 36 
 
   
  
 

 The Reality of Falling in Love 
 
      
 
    Tilly didn’t tell anyone she had accepted the job as head trauma surgeon in New York City. She didn’t even mention that she had been contacted. So when she disappeared for interviews, staying away for days at a time, she was able to easily explain her absences as vacations or further training days. But when the phone call came that Montefiore wanted her, she knew it was time to break the news. 
 
    And break she did.  
 
    “You’re what?” Tilly’s mother, Rebecca, yelled. 
 
    The weather outside was gloomy and dark, not at all setting the exciting mood Tilly was going for.   
 
    “I’m moving to New York City,” Tilly repeated. She knew she didn’t need to repeat what she had said only seconds ago but if it helped her mother process the situation faster, she’d report it as many times as Rebecca needed to hear it. 
 
    “For what?” Rebecca asked. She was a woman of average height, a little shorter than Tilly’s five-foot-eight-inches. Her blonde hair was greying, something she embraced instead of rejected, but her body still possessed the agility and grace of her youth. 
 
    “To work, Mom. I told you. I’m going to be head trauma surgeon at a hospital in the Bronx,” Tilly said. Although she was in her late thirties and had a career that any parent would be proud of, Tilly always felt like a child when in the presence of her mother. She wondered if it was because it was just the two of them. Tilly didn’t know who her father was and Rebecca never spoke about him. There were no pictures, no letters, nothing. He was such an important component of Tilly’s life; she had his DNA. But he was a stranger. 
 
    Rebecca sighed and returned to her stew. “But why New York? You can stay in Chicago. I can make the drive to Chicago. I can’t drive to New York.” 
 
    “Then you can come live with me,” Tilly said. She immediately regretted the words. Living with her mom at the age of thirty-seven was not how Tilly had envisioned her life but, then again, nothing about her life was how she envisioned it. 
 
    “I don’t want to live in New York,” Rebecca huffed. “It’s loud, noisy, and dirty. And everyone lives in apartments. No outdoor space. How can I grow my garden? You know I like to garden.” 
 
    “I can buy a house for you,” Tilly shrugged. She had inheritance money left to her by her grandparents who were thrilled at Tilly’s choice of a career. She was the success of the family. Her townhouse in Chicago was worth well over $1 million and she hoped to get its money’s worth before she moved to New York. 
 
    Rebecca finished stirring her stew and put the spoon down. She turned and looked her daughter in the eye. “So you’re really going to leave?” 
 
    Tilly paused before nodding. “Yes, I am. It’s a once in a lifetime opportunity. I’d be crazy to give it up.” 
 
    A single tear ran from Rebecca’s green eyes down her cheek. “So you’re going to leave your elderly mother alone?” 
 
    “Mom.” Tilly rolled her eyes at her mother’s dramatics. “I’m not leaving you. You can come with me.” 
 
    Rebecca turned away from Tilly. “I’ll have to think about it. Moving with you means I have to sell the house, sell the furniture, and a million other things.” 
 
    “Why don’t you rent it out?” Tilly suggested. 
 
    “I wouldn’t know how to manage a rental, especially living so far away. I’d rather just sell it.” 
 
    Tilly nodded. It made sense. She thought about renting out her townhouse as well but the logistics behind it described by the realtor were just too much. And she was looking for a fresh start in New York City. Holding on to the townhouse was not a fresh start at all. 
 
    “Have you told Deena and April about your move?” Rebecca asked. She covered the pot and moved to the refrigerator, removing various things. 
 
    “Nope, but they are next. I wanted to tell you first.” Tilly wasn’t sure how her two best friends would react to the move but if her mother’s reaction was any indication, it wouldn’t be good. 
 
    “Well, tell them I’m not thrilled with any of it either,” Rebecca said sullenly. “Are you coming back for dinner?” 
 
    Tilly paused, “Um, can you put a plate for me in the microwave?” 
 
    Rebecca sighed, “Yes, I will.” 
 
    Tilly kissed her mom on the cheek and rushed out of the house before Rebecca could say anything else. She hopped into her car and made the two-and-a-half-hour drive back into Chicago, navigating the streets until she ended up in front of Deena and April’s house. She jumped out of the car and jogged up to the building, pressing the buzzer. 
 
    “It’s me, girls!” Tilly announced when she heard Deena’s voice. 
 
    The door clicked open and Tilly raced through. She took the elevator to the fifth floor and entered Deena and April’s apartment. 
 
    “Hey, chica!” April cried out. She wore grey sweatpants and a white t-shirt. It was clear she had on no bra and as much as Tilly tried not to look, she couldn’t help but watch April’s boobs bounce under the shirt. 
 
    “Hey.” Tilly collapsed on the couch. “It smells good in here. Is Deena cooking?” 
 
    “Of course she is,” April said with an eye roll. “Trying some new recipe. Now that you’re here, you have to try it with me.” 
 
    “And if we die?” Tilly asked, half joking, half serious. 
 
    “Then we die as best friends,” April said with a laugh. 
 
    Tilly shook her head. She had met Deena and April when they were all sophomores in college. Tilly had been questioning her sexuality, so making friends with a lesbian couple, a couple that was particularly in love with one another, gave her a sense of comfort and belonging. She could ask them whatever questions and they would answer honestly. When Deena and April married one year after graduating, Tilly was one of their witnesses. But despite being so caught up in her best friends’ love story, love never found her. She blamed it on her job, the erratic hours and little personal time. But she knew it was much more than that. 
 
    “I have an announcement to make,” Tilly said when she, Deena, and April were sitting around the table. A steaming plate of amazing Thai food was in between them and Tilly’s mouth watered. 
 
    “Oh, I love announcements!” Deena said. She was the more eclectic of the couple, even though she was the same age as Tilly. While April was more reserved, Deena was more outgoing. Her hair was cut short and died bright purple. She had sleeve tattoos and dressed bohemian, “1960s cult chic”, as April called it. But if there was ever a couple that complimented one another, it was Deena and April. 
 
    “Well,” Tilly began, “I got a job in New York City.” She looked at Deena and April’s faces for reaction but saw none until Deena’s mask broke. 
 
    “And you’re taking it? The job?” Deena asked. 
 
    Tilly nodded. “I am. I’m trying to convince my mom to move with me but you know how she is.” 
 
    Deena nodded. Her face was a mix of emotions. Although she smiled, her eyes were sad and watery. April, on the other hand, looked angry. 
 
    “New York is so far away, though.” Deena grabbed a napkin and dabbed at her eyes. “We’ve never been so far apart in all the years of our friendship. I don’t even know how to do long distance friendship.” 
 
    “Aw, why do you have to label it already. Long distance friendship. Really?” Tilly asked. 
 
    “Really,” Deena replied. “But I’m happy for you. If this is something you really want to do, then I’m all for it. We both are. Right, April?” Deena nudged her wife, who still hadn’t said anything. 
 
    April mumbled something incoherently and got up from the table. 
 
    “She’s really upset,” Tilly said when April disappeared deeper into the apartment.  
 
    “You’re our best friend.” Deena took a sip of wine from her glass. “We’re going to miss you.” 
 
    “You guys make it sound as if I’m dying. I’m moving away. I know we’ll be further apart but we’ll still be best friends, right?” 
 
    Deena smiled, “Of course. And besides, April and I will be visiting you every chance we get. So it’ll be like we’re still living close to one another.” 
 
    Tilly laughed and she and Deena continued on their conversation as if Tilly hadn’t announced anything. April emerged minutes later and walked over to Tilly, wrapping her in a big hug. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said with a lopsided smile. “You know I don’t take to change well.” 
 
    “I know. I love you guys.” Tilly wrapped her arms around April and then they returned to their dinner, debating amongst themselves where in New York City Tilly should live and how many bedrooms her apartment should have. 
 
    “And you need to get a pet,” April said. “I know your mom might be going with you but,” she paused, “still get a pet.”  
 
    Tilly laughed. She was ready for this new chapter in her life and knowing her best friends were happy for her made the new chapter much more exciting. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Jeez, Jen, they aren’t lying when they say this is the city that never sleeps.” Tilly collapsed on a chair in the employee lounge while one of the ER nurses, Jennifer, went to the vending machine. 
 
    “You worked in Chicago before here,” Jen pointed out. “You should be used to this.” 
 
    “No.” Tilly shook her head. “Chicago is busy but New York is on a different caliber.” 
 
    Jen stuck a dollar bill and some change into the machine. “You’re used to it, though. We had a nurse here from somewhere in Wyoming, I think. She left after two months. Couldn’t take it.” 
 
    Tilly understood why. She was on her feet constantly for her eight hour shifts and often did ten or twelve hours a day. She was supposed to have a one day on, one day off schedule, but as she was new and needed to impress her colleagues, Tilly worked as many hours as she could. 
 
    “You’re going to burn yourself out,” Rebecca had said when she came to visit. Rebecca had chosen to remain back in Illinois. New York City was just too loud for her. She visited often, but small-town Illinois was where she belonged. 
 
    “You should seriously consider getting laid,” Jennifer said with a sly grin.  
 
    Tilly chuckled and shook her head. Jennifer was also a lesbian, which was a relief for Tilly. Jen showed Tilly all the hotspots and even introduced her to a couple of people. Tilly still wasn’t completely settled in but she at least had numbers of people who would give her a helping hand if she needed one. And have sex with her if she ever wanted it. 
 
    “Jen,” Tilly said, “how many times do I have to tell you that relationships between employees rarely work out?” 
 
    “Relationship? Who said relationship?” Jen asked, stuffing a piece of cinnamon roll into her mouth. “I just want to get my tongue wet.” 
 
    Tilly gasped and said a silent prayer of thanks that no one else was in the room. “Say that any louder, Jen. Go ahead,” she said sarcastically. 
 
    Jen laughed loudly. “Come on, Tilly. We both need a little something, something to hold us over. No one will ever know and we can go on like nothing happened.” 
 
    Tilly found herself wanting to say yes. She had been incredibly horny since moving to New York. Everywhere she looked were beautiful women of all shapes, sizes, races, and ethnicities. The chances of them all being lesbian were slim to none but that didn’t stop Tilly from looking. Her thirty-eighth birthday was fast approaching and, as a little girl, Tilly had imagined that she would at least be married with one child already.  
 
    Funny how life turned out. 
 
    “I’ll think about it,” Tilly finally said. 
 
    Jen beamed and walked closer to Tilly. She stuck out her tongue and ran it along the side of Tilly’s neck. 
 
    Tilly shuddered but pulled herself together. “No, Jen. We gotta get back to work.” 
 
    “Fine,” Jen pouted.  
 
    Tilly emerged from the room just as her pager beeped. “Here we go,” she said. 
 
    Three car accident victims arrived, two women and one man. The women were in critical condition while the man had been stabilized in the ambulance and was still conscious and alert. Tilly focused all of her attention on one of the women who had a severe head injury. 
 
    “We need to get into the OR ASAP!” Tilly yelled out to nurses working on getting the woman’s clothes off. She wasn’t sure if the woman could be saved, but she was going to try her hardest like she would do for any other patient. 
 
    After five intense hours of surgery, Tilly stitched the woman’s head closed and went to go talk to the family. This was the part she didn’t like, especially for this particular case. She didn’t want to tell them the prognosis of their family member but she knew if she was in their position she would want honesty. 
 
    She entered the small room reserved for the families of emergency patients and was surprised to see the room full of ultra-Orthodox Jewish men. Some rocked back and forth, their eyes closed, deep in prayer while others whispered amongst themselves. One man lifted his head when she came in and rose but made no attempt to walk closer to her. 
 
    “Are you the doctor?” he asked with a heavy accent.  
 
    Tilly nodded. “I am. Doctor Birkeland. Nice to meet you.” 
 
    There was a sizeable community of ultra-Orthodox Jews in Chicago but Tilly couldn’t remember a time she ever interacted with them. April had told her men and women didn’t talk to members of the opposite sex and definitely didn’t shake hands with members of the opposite sex, so Tilly stuffed her hands into her pockets. 
 
    “How is she?” the man asked. 
 
    Tilly sighed. “Not well, sir. She has a severe brain injury. We did the best we could but…” 
 
    “So she may die?” the man asked. Several other men gathered behind him and focused on her. 
 
    “Her prognosis is not good. The damage to her brain is unfixable. If she does survive, she’s going to have special needs. She won’t be able to do anything for herself.” 
 
    The man turned white. He lowered his head. “This is going to devastate her mother. First her husband, now her daughter. Her only child. I have to call my wife to call her.” 
 
    Tilly was then ignored as the men turned their backs to her and huddled in prayer and conversation again. Not knowing what to do, she turned around and walked out of the room. Luckily for her, Jen was close by. 
 
    “Hey, Jen, is it common for the men to just, I don’t know, ignore me?” 
 
    Jen looked past Tilly’s shoulders into the room. “Oh, them? Yup. They have their own set of rules.” 
 
    Tilly nodded and followed Jen back to the main wing of the emergency room. Tilly wasn’t a particularly religious woman but she would pray for the woman’s recovery even though the chances were extremely slim. 
 
    “You okay?” Jen asked. 
 
    Before Tilly could answer, her pager went off. She smiled and nodded her head. “Yep. Just fine.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “I’m so glad you guys could be here!” Tilly said as she hugged Deena and April. She couldn’t forget to hug the newcomer to the group, Lana, who hugged her back. 
 
    The past couple months since Tilly had left Illinois had definitely led to some interesting changes. Deena and April had decided that they were ready for a baby and Lana was their surrogate. She was four months pregnant and had only a slight bulge that wasn’t noticeable until Tilly rubbed it. 
 
    “When will you find out if it’s a girl or boy?” Tilly asked. She was going to be a godmother and wanted to start shopping as soon as possible. 
 
    Deena laughed, “Not for another month. We’re thinking boy, though.” 
 
    “I’m definitely coming to the baby shower,” Tilly said. “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.” 
 
    Deena hugged Tilly and the four women proceeded out for a day and night on the town. Tilly had actually taken a day off and was very excited to show her best friends around New York City. They took the train down to Battery Park City from her Upper East Side apartment. The ride was interesting, to say the least. There was no shortage of panhandlers and young men and women dancing on the train for tips. It was something Tilly still was getting used to, herself. She almost always gave the dancers a dollar or two but withheld from the other panhandlers.  
 
    “Never know who’s lying,” a woman had said as Tilly took the train to work just a couple weeks after arriving in the city. “Some are junkies and just want another score. I’d rather keep my dollar. Every one counts in New York City.” 
 
    The day had become incredibly cloudy by the time they exited the train station.  
 
    “Is it supposed to rain today?” April asked. 
 
    Tilly shook her head. “No. I saw nothing about rain. Exactly why I chose this day. The weather is supposed to be crappy for the next couple of days.” 
 
    “Well, then, maybe it’s just a passing cloud. Let’s not let it spoil our fun!” April said. She looped her arm through Lana’s, who insisted she didn’t need help but accepted it when April gave her a stern look. 
 
    “No one is afraid of boats or water, right?” Tilly asked. 
 
    “Why?” Deena said. 
 
    “Because I figured we could take a boat trip to Ellis Island and the Statue of Liberty.” 
 
    “Oh that sounds like so much fun! I’ve always wanted to visit Ellis Island. My great grandmother came to America from Croatia through Ellis Island,” Lana said. 
 
    “Oh that’s so cool!” Tilly said. “We can look for her name and information, I believe.” 
 
    They went into Battery Park’s fort to buy the ferry tickets and went to stand in line for the next ferry to take them across the river.  
 
    “The sun is starting to come out,” April commented as she looked up at the sky. “That’s a relief.” 
 
    A ferry came back in and when the people on it departed, Tilly, April, Deena, and Lana boarded. They all stood by the railing, lost in their own worlds despite the clicking of cameras and the loud voices of the people behind them. 
 
    Tilly didn’t want to admit it aloud, but she was incredibly jealous of April and Deena. They had each other and now they had a baby coming soon. Tilly didn’t necessarily want children but she did want someone to spend the rest of her life with. She wouldn’t dare admit her loneliness to her friends, though. They would try to set her up immediately and Tilly didn’t want that at all. She wanted to be her own matchmaker.  
 
    “Lana, are you feeling okay?” April asked. 
 
    Tilly left her daydream and turned to Lana, who was as white as a ghost and gripped the railing hard. Her eyes were closed and she swayed. 
 
    “Yeah,” Lana replied, non-convincingly. “I just—” 
 
    “You’re not fine!” Deena interrupted. “You look like shit. Are you getting sick?” 
 
    “Just a little,” Lana managed to squeak out. 
 
    “Okay. Come. Let’s go downstairs. You need to sit down and be somewhere to get your equilibrium back to where it should be.” 
 
    Tilly helped Deena and April with Lana down the stairs, which was where they stayed for the duration of the ferry ride. 
 
    “Feeling better now that we’re on solid land?” Tilly asked Lana. 
 
    She nodded, “Much better.” 
 
    “Will you be okay to go on to Ellis Island?” April asked. “If not, then we can go back.” 
 
    “I don’t want to ruin the day that Tilly laid out for us,” Lana whispered. 
 
    “You wouldn’t be ruining the day at all! Trust me. I’m pretty hungry, anyway, and would love to find a great restaurant for some food,” Tilly said just as her stomach growled loudly. “I’ll ask the workers when the next ferry back to Battery Park is and we can hop on it.” 
 
    After fifteen minutes of exploring and picture taking, the four women headed back onto a ferry bound for Battery Park City. Tilly wasn’t upset in the least, especially because the clouds had returned and the weather was becoming less and less favorable. 
 
    “Maybe we should catch a cab,” she said as a large gust of wind blew hair into her face. “I know a place we can go to eat. Everyone okay with Greek food?” 
 
    When everyone said yes, Tilly hailed a cab and they all piled in. The rain started almost immediately, much to Tilly’s disappointment. She wanted to continue their exploration of the city after eating but then she thought about Lana and figured how tired she must be already. 
 
    “Have you eaten here before?” Deena asked when they exited the cab. 
 
    Tilly shook her head. “I haven’t. But I heard the food is absolutely amazing.” 
 
    Jen had raved about the food and made Tilly promise that she would eat at the restaurant one day so Tilly figured: why not take her best friends? If Jen was exaggerating and the food was gross, well, then they’d all have to suffer together. 
 
    They darted into the restaurant and only had to wait a short time before they were seated at a table. The menu was in both Greek and English, which Tilly found extremely exotic.  
 
    “I think I’m going to try a Greek gyro. I’ve never had one but reading it just made me want it,” Tilly announced. 
 
    Lana agreed with her so they ordered the same thing, while Deena and April ordered seafood dishes. The food came and there was complete silence at the table as the women gobbled down their meals. 
 
    “This is on me,” Tilly said as she took a sip of her water, “so nobody pull out their wallets.” 
 
    Lana thanked her while Deena and April rolled their eyes. Tilly chuckled but stuck to her word when the bill came. A $150 bill was nothing for Tilly. Her salary now was more than she made in Chicago and being that she lived by herself and lived well within her means, Tilly knew she could splurge every now and again.  
 
    “Alright, where are we heading to now?” April asked as they left the restaurant. 
 
    Lana yawned in response and said she needed a nap. 
 
    “You’re growing a human, so you’re excused,” Deena said. 
 
    By the time they caught a cab during rush hour, it was already almost eight and traffic got them back to Tilly’s apartment close to nine. Tilly, herself, was tired by the time they got home and it felt like they weren’t even gone a long time. 
 
    “Do you mind if I take a shower?” Lana asked. 
 
    “Of course not. Second door on the right is the bathroom. Make yourself at home,” Tilly replied. 
 
    While Lana showered, Tilly pulled out every board game she owned. It had begun to rain again and instead of schlepping outside to get drenched, they all decided to stay inside. The first game was Monopoly, which Tilly was the best at. As she sat joking and laughing, Tilly really missed living in Chicago. She missed the game nights and the spontaneous nights out. She was getting used to New York and living on her own but she had to admit that having friends nearby was always much better. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Even though she was constantly busy with other patients, Tilly never forgot about the young woman with the serious head injury. She would often check on the woman, always surprised to see that she was still alive. 
 
    “She’s not breathing on her own,” the nurse had said the morning Tilly went in. “Her family hasn’t consented to remove her from life support. Sad.” 
 
    Tilly couldn’t even imagine the pain her family must be in. She remembered the man from that night telling her that the young woman’s mother was a widow and now she was losing her daughter, too. Becoming a doctor, especially a trauma surgeon, scared Tilly out of parenthood. She didn’t want to ever even consider the thought of losing a child. 
 
    During her lunch break, Tilly went to the young woman’s room, not expecting anyone to be there. But there was a woman sitting on a chair beside the bed who looked up when Tilly entered the room. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t know anyone was here. I’ll come back,” Tilly said as she turned to leave. 
 
    “No!” the woman all but yelled. “Please, stay. You are the doctor? You can tell me what I should do.” 
 
    Tilly couldn’t help but notice the woman’s accent. It was similar to the man’s accent from a few days ago, just more feminine. She stepped back into the room and closed the door gently. 
 
    “Well,” Tilly began, “I can’t really tell you what to do. I can tell you that if your daughter—” 
 
    “Baila. Her name is Baila,” the woman interrupted. 
 
    “Right, if Baila does wake up, she will be severely handicapped. You know better than anyone if you will be able to handle that. Just know that whatever decision you make is your decision alone.” 
 
    The woman nodded and then looked up at Tilly. Her blue eyes were wet with tears. “She’s all I have left.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry. I can’t even imagine what you are going through. We have counselors here at the hospital to help you through this. If you need one, I’d be happy to send one in for you,” Tilly said. She was starting to feel uncomfortable. Not because of Baila and her injuries but because Tilly found Baila’s mother to be an extremely beautiful woman. Tilly knew her thoughts were straying into dangerous, inappropriate territory and she wanted to go but she also wanted to make sure the woman was okay first. 
 
    “I’m sorry for my horrible manners,” the woman said, wiping tears from her eyes. “My name is Faigy.” 
 
    Tilly approached Faigy and extended her arm. “Nice to meet you, Faigy. I’m Doctor Birkeland. Everyone calls me Tilly.” 
 
    “Tilly?” Faigy tilted her head in thought. “That’s an interesting name.” 
 
    Tilly smiled. “It’s short for Matilda.” 
 
    “I think I’ll call you Matilda. I think it sounds much prettier, more feminine.” 
 
    “My mother says the same thing,” Tilly laughed. When her pager began to beep, Tilly excused herself. 
 
    “Enjoy the rest of your day, Matilda. And thank you,” Faigy said.  
 
    Tilly waved goodbye and left the room. She was never more grateful for an emergency. 
 
    “Where are you?” Jen asked. 
 
    Tilly blinked rapidly and focused her attention back to Jen, sitting across from her. “What?” 
 
    “Where are you?” Jen repeated. “I doubt you’ve heard anything I just said.” 
 
    “No, I did.” 
 
    “So what did I say?” Jen asked, raising her eyebrows and crossing her arms over her chest. 
 
    Tilly sighed. “I’m sorry, Jen. You’re right. I’m not here.” She removed a hair tie from her coat pocket and put her long, strawberry blonde hair into a bun at the nape of her neck. 
 
    “Talk to me,” Jen said. “I’m all ears.” 
 
    Tilly shook her head. “I can’t. I feel horrible even thinking about her.” 
 
    “Her?” 
 
    “Yes. Her.” Tilly sighed. “Faigy.” 
 
    Jen’s brow furrowed in confusion. “Faigy? Who’s that?” 
 
    “Baila Rosner’s mother. The young woman with the head injury.” 
 
    “Oh,” Jen said. “What about her?” 
 
    “I spoke with her mother for a while. She’s a nice lady. Very pretty, too.” 
 
    “You have a crush on her?” Jen asked. 
 
    Tilly froze. Did she? No way! That wasn’t possible. And not only was it impossible, it was incredibly inappropriate. The lady was deciding whether or not to remove her child from life support. Any feelings Tilly thought she had were just figments of her lonely imagination. She needed her best friends April and Deena to talk to but they were dealing with their own lives.  
 
    “You do know she’s from one of those very religious Jewish communities in Brooklyn, right?” Jen asked. “I’m pretty sure homosexuality isn’t accepted at all.” 
 
    “She wore a wig and a hat over it,” Tilly remembered. 
 
    “They all do. At least, the married women have to cover their hair so they wear wigs.” 
 
    Tilly opened her mouth to speak but her pager went off yet again. She speared her fork into pieces of watermelon and gobbled them all down quickly. 
 
    “Want me to put the rest away for you?” Jen asked. 
 
    Tilly nodded. “Yes, please. I spent six bucks for this fruit salad. I was hoping to finish it.” 
 
    Tilly left the hospital’s cafeteria and dashed upstairs to the ER. A man who was shot three times in his torso was wheeled in by paramedics, who rattled off his stats. Tilly got her own team ready, but the men and women she worked with were so great at what they did that they didn’t need much direction. After just three minutes, the man was wheeled into the OR and Tilly got to work removing the bullets from his body. 
 
    It was well past one in the morning when Tilly was finally able to head home. She went to the ICU floor first, wanting to see how Baila was doing. She opened the door to the room and stood there for just a moment. There was no change. Baila was still exactly the same way she had been earlier in the day and the day before. Tilly wasn’t sure if she believed in miracles or not, but she was hoping for one for Faigy’s sake.  
 
    Tilly closed the door back and headed home. The trains were empty at this hour, except for the homeless people who used the train cars as places to sleep. Tilly didn’t mind. She thought about Faigy and looked at the homeless man sleeping at the other end of the train car, wondering if they were just as lonely and heartbroken as she was. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    It had been two weeks since Baila’s accident and she was still hanging on. Well, rather, Faigy refused to remove her from life support. Tilly still visited every day when she could, never telling Faigy what she should do but not minding when Faigy cried on her shoulder. 
 
    “You’re a good doctor,” Faigy said, wiping tears from her eyes and hiccupping.  
 
    “That’s my main mission in life,” Tilly said with a lopsided smile, “to be a good doctor.” 
 
    Faigy’s eyes widened. “You’re not married and don’t have children?” 
 
    “Nope.” Tilly shook her head. 
 
    “But why not?” 
 
    Tilly didn’t want to admit that she thought it was too late for her to get married or have children, especially since she was a lesbian. Maybe she could adopt but her demanding schedule would likely be an issue.  
 
    “I’m a lesbian,” Tilly admitted. She was shocked that she had admitted her sexuality to Faigy, who was still a stranger. 
 
    Faigy remained silent but Tilly could see the wheels spinning in her head.  
 
    “I’m not allowed to judge,” Faigy said quietly.  
 
    “No, it’s fine. I don’t even know why I said it. You don’t deserve to be burdened with anything else right now,” Tilly said. She went towards the door to leave but Faigy jumped up from her chair and blocked Tilly’s path.  
 
    “Please don’t go,” Faigy whispered. She placed a hand on Tilly’s arm and squeezed. “I have nobody.” 
 
    As much as Tilly wanted to stay, she knew she couldn’t. She had other patients, she was sure more would be coming in, and staying with Faigy would put them both in an awkward position. But against her better judgment, Tilly nodded her head. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “I’ll stay for as long as I can.” 
 
    Relief flooded over Faigy’s face and she pushed a second chair beside her own.  
 
    “Are you religious?” Faigy asked. 
 
    “I’m not,” Tilly replied.  
 
    “Do you wish you were?” 
 
    Tilly wasn’t sure how to answer that. Did she wish she was religious? It wasn’t something she ever thought of. Her grandparents were somewhat religious but Tilly couldn’t remember ever stepping foot inside of a church. Would her life be different if she were religious? Especially since she was a lesbian? Tilly wasn’t sure. So she slowly shook her head in response to Faigy’s question. 
 
    “No, I don’t wish I was.” 
 
    “Sometimes I wish I wasn’t either,” Faigy said. “My grandparents weren’t religious before the War. Their families were secular Jews. After the War, they blamed themselves and their lack of religion for the deaths of their family and friends.” 
 
    Tilly remained quiet. She didn’t know what to say. She hadn’t known anyone Jewish, let alone someone whose family suffered so much. She didn’t want to ruin such a moment with meaningless words, so she said nothing at all. 
 
    “When I lost my husband, I considered leaving Williamsburg,” Faigy continued. “There was nothing holding me back. I mean, my parents would’ve been upset but Baila and I would’ve gotten along fine, I think.”  
 
    Faigy sobbed and took Baila’s hand into her own. She broke down in tears and hunched over the bed. Tilly scooted closer to Faigy and draped herself over the crying woman. It was a total overstepping of boundaries but Tilly felt compelled to console Faigy. They remained in this position, Faigy lying over her daughter and Tilly hovering over them both, until Tilly’s pager beeped. She didn’t want to leave. She wished she could throw the stupid thing away. 
 
    “It’s okay if you have to go,” Faigy said. She looked up at Tilly with sad eyes. “I understand. You’re a doctor and you’ve done more than enough for little old me.”  
 
    “I wish I could do more,” Tilly whispered. 
 
    Faigy smiled sadly and put a hand on Tilly’s cheek, softly caressing it with her index finger. “I know. You’re a good woman, Matilda. Now go to your patients.” 
 
    Tilly nodded and stood up. She walked to the door but turned around just in time to meet Faigy’s eyes once again. This time, there was something more in them. There was sadness, grief, but also—relief? Or was Tilly seeing what she wanted to see? 
 
    “Will you be here tomorrow?” Tilly asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Faigy replied., “tomorrow is when I do it.” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “Remove Baila from these machines. She’s going to be with her father.” 
 
    Tilly paused. “Are you sure about it?” 
 
    Faigy nodded. “Yes. I know she isn’t here. Her body is here, but her neshome, her soul, has departed.” 
 
    When her pager went off again, Tilly raced out of the room and down to the ER. She shook her head to clear her mind of Faigy and Baila as she worked on the patient laying on the gurney below her. Another gunshot victim. Luckily for this young man, his injuries weren’t life threatening.  
 
    “You okay?” Jen asked as Tilly popped open a can of soda in the employee lounge after the surgery. 
 
    “Yeah. Why do you ask?” 
 
    Jen shrugged. “You seemed a little out of it in the OR.” 
 
    “Really?” Tilly feigned confusion. “That’s weird because I feel perfectly fine.” 
 
    Jen eyed Tilly for a few more moments but then turned away. “Okay. If you say so. Get some sleep when you go home tonight.” 
 
    “Yeah, I will,” Tilly said. 
 
    That night, Tilly lay in bed, thinking about Faigy. She felt so guilty thinking about the other woman’s soft hands caressing her cheek. The thoughts were wrong. Faigy was going through enough of her own and Tilly was a doctor! How unprofessional was it to think about the mother of a dying patient? 
 
    Tilly’s hand traveled down past the elastic of her panties and between her moist folds. She circled her clit, crying out at the feelings of pleasure. Her hands continued downward to the opening of her pussy and Tilly slipped two fingers inside. Her hips rose off the bed as she used her thumb to rub her clit while fucking herself with two fingers. When her orgasm hit, Tilly thought of Faigy and it was Faigy’s name she called out, wishing the other woman was there. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    When Tilly arrived for her shift, the first place she went was to Baila’s room. But when she got there, the room was empty. No Baila on the bed, no Faigy sitting beside her. 
 
    “The mother removed her from life support earlier today,” a nurse informed Tilly when she inquired.  
 
    Tilly felt horrible. She wanted to be there for Faigy when Baila’s life support was removed. And now she had no clue where Faigy was or how to contact her. Or did she? There had to be a number on file for Faigy. And perhaps an address, too. But Tilly didn’t know how to look up all of these things without drawing attention, and suspicion, to herself. Jen might be able to help, Tilly thought as she raced around the ER looking for her friend. 
 
    “You need me to look up what?” Jen asked when Tilly finally found her. 
 
    “I need you to look up a patient. Their phone number, address, anything.” 
 
    “You’re scaring me, Til,” Jen said. “Is this about that woman and her daughter?” 
 
    Tilly gave Jen a sheepish smile and nodded. 
 
    “You really like her?” Jen asked.  
 
    “I—I don’t know,” Tilly stammered.  
 
    “Her community doesn’t accept homosexuality. You are most likely reading into something that isn’t even there. You’re my best friend and I don’t want your heart to get broken.” 
 
    Tilly sighed. “Then as my best friend, I need you to find her phone number and address.” 
 
    “Okay, okay. Give me a few.” 
 
    Tilly waited impatiently while Jen went to search on the computer for Faigy’s information. She could Jen was mad at her but Tilly couldn’t understand why. If Faigy wasn’t interested, Jen would be right. 
 
    “Alright, here it is,” Jen said, holding a paper with writing on it. “It’s in Brooklyn, that much I know. I couldn’t tell you exactly how to get there.” 
 
    “It’s fine, I’ll figure it out. Thanks, Jen. I don’t know how to thank you enough.” 
 
    “There’s one thing,” Jen smirked. “Come to my place if it doesn’t work out.” 
 
    Tilly laughed. “My ego will be so crushed; I’ll need someone to make it better.” 
 
    “I’m your girl!” 
 
    Tilly kept herself busy until the end of her shift. It was eight in the morning and she was tired. She hopped on the train and went home to shower, take a quick nap, and change into better clothes. She didn’t want to show up at Faigy’s house in her scrubs. How awkward. She wanted no one to recognize her. 
 
    At eleven o’clock, Tilly locked her apartment door and got back onto the train. She used an app on her phone that gave her directions to the address Jen wrote down. The whole way there, Tilly was a nervous mess. What if Faigy told her to leave? What if someone recognized her as the doctor from the hospital?  
 
    The stop came and Tilly got off the train, following where her phone told her to go. She turned a corner and saw a group of women gathered on the stoop of a building. They were all dressed in black and as Tilly approached, they all grew quiet and watched her. 
 
    “Does Faigy Rosner live here?” Tilly asked. 
 
    The women turned their heads away, but one finally acknowledged her after moments of tense silence. 
 
    “She does. Who are you?” 
 
    “My name is Matilda Birkeland. I, um, met Faigy at the hospital. I wanted to pay my respects.” 
 
    “She is inside,” the woman said and turned her back.  
 
    Tilly ascended the stairs and entered the apartment. There was an eerie quiet and stillness inside. Tilly immediately recognized Faigy from behind and it seemed as though Faigy felt Tilly approach as well.  
 
    Faigy whirled around. Her eyes widened in…fear? “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind me coming,” Tilly said softly. 
 
    Faigy shook her head. “No. No, I don’t mind. I appreciate it. You didn’t have to.” 
 
    “I wanted to. How are you doing?” 
 
    “Okay, I guess,” Faigy shrugged. “I haven’t really been alone since Baila’s funeral. I’m slowly coming to terms with it all.” 
 
    “Of course you are. You just lost your child. You can take as long as you need to come to terms with it.” 
 
    “Yes,” Faigy smiled sadly. “Come, sit down. I want to know how you got my address.” 
 
    Tilly laughed nervously. “Ah, well. I looked it up on the computer. I was going to call but thought it may be inappropriate. I probably sound like a stalker.” 
 
    Faigy chuckled. “Just a little bit. But I don’t mind.” 
 
    Tilly and Faigy spent another hour talking. Neighbors came in and out, all of them eying Tilly with questioning eyes. Faigy ignored their stares so Tilly did as well. But Tilly could sense that Faigy was becoming uncomfortable. Women would pull Faigy out of the room, most likely to ask who Tilly was. Not wanting to cause Faigy any further discomfort, Tilly said her goodbyes. 
 
    “Is there a number I can call you at?” Faigy asked as she walked Tilly to the door. 
 
    Tilly rattled off her phone number to Faigy, who wrote it down.  
 
    “Calm me whenever you need me,” Tilly instructed. “I’m serious.” 
 
    “I will,” Faigy said. 
 
    Tilly didn’t want to leave but she knew it was for the best. She stuck out like a sore thumb in this Brooklyn community where women wore skirts below their knee and long-sleeved shirts. Tilly felt she had dressed rather respectively in a navy blue dress with short sleeves but she felt underdressed. 
 
    On her way back to the train station, Tilly called Jen. 
 
    “Finished already?” Jen asked. 
 
    “I didn’t come here to do anything except offer my condolences,” Tilly said defensively. She wasn’t sure if the words coming out of her mouth were true, though. 
 
    Jen sensed Tilly’s deceit. “Right,” she said slowly.  
 
    “It’s very…weird here,” Tilly said. “I don’t know. I feel like an outsider. An outsider in New York City! Imagine that.” 
 
    “Yeah, certain parts of Williamsburg and other areas in Brooklyn are dominated by one group. If you’re not from that group, you get stares, people pointing. Not fun.” 
 
    “No.” Tilly shook her head. “It’s not fun at all. Do you mind if I drop by later?” 
 
    “Not at all,” Jen replied. “I want to hear all about this woman and why you’re so attracted to her.” 
 
    Tilly heard the unmistakable bitterness in Jen’s voice but Jen hung up before Tilly could say anything. Tilly sighed and decided to head home instead. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    It was a week later when Tilly received a call at one in the morning. She didn’t even know how in her exhausted state of mind she managed to hear the phone ring, but she did and answered it, her voice full of sleep. 
 
    “Tilly?” it was Faigy. 
 
    That woke Tilly up. She sat upright in the bed. “Hi. Yes, it’s me.” 
 
    “I know it’s so late at night. I’m sorry. I was going to wait until the morning but…” Faigy’s voice trailed off. 
 
    “No, it’s okay. What’s wrong?” 
 
    Faigy’s voice trembled when she spoke. “Do you mind if I come to your house?”  
 
    “Um,” Tilly said. “I live all the way on the Upper East Side. Are you willing to take the trip? I could maybe meet you halfway.” 
 
    “No, I don’t want to further bother you. Give me your address and I’ll get there.”  
 
    Tilly rattled off her address and then jumped out of bed to clean up. Her apartment was a mess, which was surprising considering she was rarely in it. Clothes were strewn about, takeout boxes and trays still on the dining room table. Don’t want her to think I’m a slob, Tilly thought. 
 
    It was almost two-thirty when the intercom buzzed and Faigy’s voice blasted through. Tilly buzzed her up and waited nervously. She didn’t really believe Faigy would ever call, let alone show up at her apartment.  
 
    A knock came from the door and Tilly rushed to open it. Faigy stood on the other side, wearing a black skirt, navy blue sweater, and a multi-colored scarf over her head. A purse was slung over one shoulder. 
 
    “I hope you don’t have to work in the morning,” Faigy said with a lopsided smile. 
 
    Tilly stepped aside to let Faigy in. “No, I don’t. I’m actually taking my first vacation next week.” 
 
    Faigy set her purse on the dining room table and followed Tilly into the living room. “Oh, really? Where you going?” 
 
    “Back home to Chicago to visit my mom and some friends.” 
 
    “You’re from Chicago?” 
 
    Tilly nodded. “Well, I was born two hours away but I lived all of my adult life in Chicago.” 
 
    “That sounds nice. I wish I had somewhere to go,” Faigy said. She sat down on the sectional and removed her scarf. Tilly gasped at the fuzz of hair on top of Faigy’s head. 
 
    “We have to shave our heads,” Faigy said, noticing Tilly’s confused stare. “It’s really not too bad.” 
 
    “That’s…interesting. But I don’t judge at all. I should be the last one judging anyone.” 
 
    “Why do you say that?” 
 
    “I’m a lesbian,” Tilly replied. 
 
    “I certainly don’t judge you for that,” Faigy said. She lowered her head and began to play with her fingers. “In fact, I admire you.” 
 
    “You admire me? Wow. That’s the nicest thing anyone has said to me in a long time.” 
 
    Faigy smiled and patted the couch beside her. “Are you happy with yourself?” 
 
    Tilly shrugged. “Yeah, pretty much.” 
 
    “That’s the biggest reason I admire you.” 
 
    “You’re not happy with yourself?” Tilly asked. 
 
    “Being a mother was the only thing that made me happy. Baila was my world. When my husband died, I thought I would be free. I wasn’t happy in the community. I wanted to take Baila and go but my parents convinced me to stay.” 
 
    Tilly wanted to hug Faigy but she didn’t know what would be appropriate or not. “Was Baila happy?” 
 
    “I believe she was. I tried not to influence her in any way. She was a good girl. Smart. Funny. If she did want to leave, she never told me. She was old enough to go.” 
 
    “Children are very intuitive,” Tilly said, bringing her knees up to her chest. “I doubt she would’ve left you anyway. You’re her mother.” 
 
    “I still can’t believe she’s gone.” Faigy sobbed. She burst into tears and Tilly sprang into action, pulling Faigy close and rubbing her back.  
 
    Tilly knew she would probably never understand or feel the pain of a parent losing a child. She didn’t want to say anything lest she say something insensitive, so Tilly just held Faigy.  
 
    “I must look ridiculous,” Faigy said as she chuckled and hiccupped at the same time. 
 
    “No, you don’t. You are allowed to cry as many times as you want here Do you want something to drink? Water? Soda?” 
 
    “Water would be fine,” Faigy said with a smile. 
 
    “Coming right up.” Tilly went into the kitchen and took a water bottle out of the refrigerator. When she went back into the living room, Faigy had taken off her shoes and made herself comfortable on the couch. 
 
    “I have a spare bedroom,” Tilly said. “You are more than welcome to sleep in it.” 
 
    “Does it have a television?” Faigy asked. 
 
    “No, it doesn’t. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “I have never watched television before,” Faigy informed Tilly. “We aren’t allowed to have them. Can you turn this one on for me?” 
 
    Tilly obliged. She found herself so intrigued with Faigy every time the other woman revealed something about her life. No TV? Shaved head? Tilly was as open-minded as they came but she still found other cultures fascinating, especially one so insular as the one Faigy came from. 
 
    “It’s late so nothing good will be on at this time,” Tilly said. “Maybe National Geographic has something on.” 
 
    Tilly went to get a blanket from the linen closet and draped it over herself and Faigy as they watched a show about dolphins. Faigy looked at the TV with wide-eyed wonder.  
 
    “Faigy?” Tilly asked, her voice full of sleep. 
 
    “Hm?” 
 
    “Will you come with me to Chicago?” 
 
    “I don’t have money to go to Chicago,” Faigy said matter-of-factly. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that. I’d just really like you to come with me.” 
 
    Faigy nodded. “Okay. I’ll go with you to Chicago.” 
 
    Tilly ducked her head down and smiled. She didn’t know what was going to happen between her and Faigy in Chicago. She didn’t know how her mom or April and Deena would react to Faigy. But Tilly didn’t care. She had Faigy all to herself right now and she was going to introduce Faigy to the most important people in her life.  
 
    For Tilly, that meant everything. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    They arrived in Chicago early in the morning. The airport was empty and the streets were quiet. This was Tilly’s favorite time of day in Chicago. New York City had its moments of quiet but, generally, it was always crowded. People were always on their way somewhere at all times of day and night. 
 
     “Is it always this quiet?” Faigy asked, as she and Tilly made their way out of the airport to the taxi stand. 
 
    Tilly laughed. “Definitely not. It’s early. Give it until around 6:30 and you’ll see the real Chicago in action.” 
 
    They got into a cab and Tilly gave the driver Deena and April’s address. Tilly’s townhouse had sold surprisingly quick so she had no place to stay except with Deena and April. Making the two-hour journey to her mother’s house was out of the question. At least, not on the first day. 
 
    “So where are we going now?” Faigy asked. She wore a long skirt and sky blue sweater with a white collared shirt underneath. She wore the same headscarf as when she had arrived at Tilly’s house a week ago. 
 
    “My best friends April and Deena. They’re lesbian, too. Are you okay with that?” 
 
    Faigy nodded. “I’m okay with that.” 
 
    Tilly breathed a sigh of relief. She didn’t want to push Faigy too far but Tilly seemed to be taking everything relatively well.  
 
    “What are they like?” Faigy asked. 
 
    “Deena is…different,” Tilly said. It was the only way she could describe her best friend. “April is homelier. You’ll see what I mean when you meet them. And their surrogate lives with them.” 
 
    “Surrogate?” Faigy said slowly.  
 
    “Yes. She’s carrying April and Deena’s baby.” 
 
    “But how is that possible? They’re both women.”  
 
    Tilly paused. It seemed that Faigy didn’t even have basic reproduction knowledge. How the hell was she going to explain IVF and surrogacy? 
 
    “April and Deena will explain. It is their life, after all,” Tilly said.  
 
    Faigy nodded and looked out the window as the taxi made its way through Chicago. She surprised Tilly by taking one of Tilly’s hands into her own and squeezing it. “Thank you for inviting me,” she said. 
 
    Tilly raised Faigy’s hand to her lips and kissed it. In that moment, nothing and no one else existed. She didn’t care that the taxi driver gave them a dirty look. All she cared about was the look of adoration in Faigy’s eyes. 
 
    The driver cleared his throat and Tilly turned her attention to him. She removed money from her wallet and thrust it at home before opening the car door and getting out, followed by Faigy. They got their bags and walked up to the apartment building. Tilly rang the intercom and announced herself when April came on.  
 
    “Tell me if you ever feel uncomfortable and we’ll leave,” Tilly told Faigy in the elevator. 
 
    Faigy rolled her eyes. “I’m an adult. I can manage.” 
 
    Tilly smiled. April and Deena’s front door swung open and Deena was standing there with a smile on her face. 
 
    “Hey girl!” Deena yelled.  
 
    Tilly laughed. “Hi, guys! I’m back!” Tilly went through her hugs and then turned to Faigy. “Deena, April, Lana, this is Faigy.” 
 
    “Hello,” Faigy said shyly.  
 
    Deena, April, and Lana hugged Faigy like they did to Tilly. While April showed Faigy to the spare bedroom, Deena pulled Tilly into the kitchen. 
 
    “Okay, spill. Where did you meet her?” 
 
    “At the hospital. Her daughter was a patient.” 
 
    “Is she Jewish?” 
 
    Tilly nodded. “Is it that obvious?” 
 
    “Yeah, kind of.” 
 
    “So are you two a couple?” 
 
    Tilly paused. “I’m not sure.” 
 
    Deena shrugged. “We’ll still treat her like family. When are you going to see your mom?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe tomorrow. I’m not up to making that trip right now.” 
 
    Faigy came entered the kitchen with a smile on her face. “April says we can go sight-seeing today.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure. Hopefully after we take a nap.” 
 
    Faigy laughed. “But the sun is up. That means the day has started.” 
 
    “I’m convinced doctors have their days and nights mixed up,” April said. “I’m surprised Tilly is even walking upright.” 
 
    Tilly stuck her middle finger up at April. “Don’t look to me if you ever need me to save your ass.” 
 
    “I’ll take care of you,” Faigy said.  
 
    Tilly smiled. She wanted so badly to kiss Faigy but she didn’t even know if Faigy was a lesbian. And even if Faigy was, she had to suppress it for her whole life. She was still mourning the death of her daughter. Tilly didn’t want to cause any further distress for Faigy. 
 
    “I still need a nap,” Tilly said with a chuckle. “But you can definitely take care of me.” 
 
    Tilly went to go take a nap while Faigy remained in the living room with Deena, April, and Lana. When she woke up, she was surprised to see Faigy asleep in the bed beside her. Tilly got up as quietly as she could and went into the kitchen to get herself a glass of water. 
 
    “You know she likes you, right?” 
 
    Tilly turned around to see Lana stuffing an Oreo cookie into her mouth. “What?” 
 
    “Faigy. She likes you.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “I can tell. The way she was looking at you. It’s the way Deena and April look at one another. I can’t believe you haven’t noticed.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not like I’m an expert in these things. And she comes from a very strict community. And her daughter just died,” Tilly whispered. “Didn’t want to see things that weren’t there.” 
 
    “Well they are definitely there,” Lana said. “You two should talk. Go on a walk or something.” 
 
    Tilly considered Lana’s words. Maybe they did need to have a talk. It had been over a month since they met. If Faigy had any romantic feelings for Tilly, Tilly wanted to know. 
 
    When Faigy woke up, Tilly suggested they take a walk through Millennium Park. 
 
    “This is your city,” Faigy said, “you lead the way.” 
 
    Since Deena and April didn’t live too far away from Millennium Park, Tilly decided they would walk. It was a nice day and there was no better way to see Chicago than on foot. It was much like New York in that aspect. 
 
    “So, what’s in this park?” Faigy asked. “Or is it literally just a park?” 
 
    Tilly laughed. “It’s a park with some fun things. Exhibitions, tours, sometimes public events. It’s huge.” 
 
    “Like Central Park?” 
 
    “Yeah, somewhat,” Tilly said. 
 
    After walking in silence and entering the park, Tilly found a secluded place for them to sit down. Her feet were tired and sore. 
 
    “Your doctor duties are catching up with you,” Faigy joked.  
 
    Tilly removed her sandals and rubbed the soles of her feet. “You know, I think you’re right. I’m on my feet for hours at a time.” 
 
    Faigy completely took Tilly by surprise when she leaned over and massaged Tilly’s feet. 
 
    “Does that feel better?” Faigy asked. 
 
    Tilly gulped and nodded. She remained silent, though, afraid that instead of an audible “yes”, an inappropriate “no” would come out. 
 
    After the massage, Tilly took a deep breath. “Faigy, I like you.” 
 
    Faigy smiled. “I like you, too.” 
 
    “No, I mean I really like you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “I didn’t want to burden you with anything else after Baila. I still don’t. I don’t want you to feel pressured into anything. But I had to tell you or else it would eat me alive,” Tilly explained. She felt better now that her secret, if it was even a secret, was out.  
 
    “I have a lot of thoughts running through my head,” Faigy said slowly. “I have no one left in this world. My community has now most likely shunned me.” 
 
    “Why would they shun you?” 
 
    Faigy laughed bitterly. “Ah, for a multitude of reasons I don’t really feel like getting into right now.” She paused and bit the inside of her mouth. “Do you want to know a secret of mine?” 
 
    “Only if you want to tell me.” 
 
    “I do.” Faigy said. “When I was fifteen years old, I went to summer camp up in the mountains somewhere. It was an all-girls camp. I met a girl named Mindy my first week there. We were inseparable. We even switched our bunks. One night, there was some kind of camp meeting thing but Mindy and I stayed behind.” Faigy paused. “It started out as touching and soon, we were kissing. Our lives were so sheltered. We didn’t know anything. But I remember liking our kisses. Our touches went lower and lower. Then we got caught.” 
 
    Tilly gasped. “You got caught? What happened?” 
 
    “We were sent home. Word got out and my parents were terribly embarrassed. They sent me away to live with a family member in Canada until it was time for me to marry. They said it was pure luck that anyone was willing to marry me.” 
 
    Tilly wanted to hug Faigy, but she also wanted to hear the rest of the story. But it seemed like Faigy was done. She looked off into the distance, where a father and son played. 
 
    “I like you too, Tilly. Ever since I first saw you, there was just something about you. You make me feel safe. I haven’t ever felt this way before.” 
 
    Tilly didn’t know what to say so she stayed quiet. She did take Faigy’s hand into her own and squeezed it.  
 
    “Do you think you’ll ever wear pants?” Tilly asked. 
 
    Faigy erupted into a fit of laugher. “I’m not sure. Possibly. You’d have to help me find good pants.” 
 
    “I’ll help you find good pants,” Tilly said. 
 
    They remained at Millennium Park for a while longer until Faigy announced she was hungry and then went in search of a kosher restaurant. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The next day, Tilly borrowed April and Deena’s car and made the trip to her mom’s house with Faigy. It was almost 2pm when they arrived and Tilly knew her mom would have food waiting but she worried about Faigywho only ate kosher food. 
 
    “Don’t worry about me,” Faigy said. 
 
    Rebecca was in the kitchen when Tilly and Faigy walked in. Her smile faltered a little and she tilted her head in confusion.  
 
    “You didn’t tell me you were bringing company, Tilly.” 
 
    Tilly shrugged. “It was a last minute thing. Mom, this is Faigy. Faigy, this is my mom.” 
 
    “Hello,” Faigy said with a smile. She held out her hand to shake Rebecca’s. 
 
    “Hi,” Rebecca said. “Nice to meet you, Faigy. My name is Rebecca but everyone calls me Becca. You can call me whatever you like.” 
 
    “You all love nicknames,” Faigy joked. 
 
    “Huh?” Rebecca said. 
 
    “People call Matilda, Tilly and you Becca. I like full names. So Matilda is Matilda. You will be Rebecca.”  
 
    Tilly choked on her laughter.  
 
    “She’s a feisty one,” Rebecca said with a smirk. “Are you guys hungry? I made lunch.” 
 
    “Faigy is Jewish and only eats kosher food,” Tilly informed her mom. 
 
    “Not anymore. I’m starving and would love to eat,” Faigy said.  
 
    Tilly was more than surprised at this sudden change. When they sat down at the table, she saw the unease in Faigy’s face about eating the food in front of her. When Faigy looked up, Tilly gave her a reassuring smile, which Faigy returned. 
 
    “I understand if you don’t want to eat it,” Rebecca said. “I take no offense to you wanting kosher food. But I have none here.” 
 
    Faigy pushed the plate of food away. “Thank you for being so understanding. Do you maybe have any fruit? Fruit is kosher.” 
 
    Rebecca clapped her hand enthusiastically. “I have a bunch of fruit. Grapes, strawberries, watermelon, cherries, cantaloupe, pomegranate, dragon fruit, take your pick. All are organic, too. I also have different kinds of cheeses. Can you eat cheese or do they have to be kosher, too?” 
 
    Faigy and Rebecca disappeared into the kitchen, leaving Tilly alone in the dining room. She was happy her mother and Faigy were getting along. In fact, everyone in Tilly’s life seemed to like Faigy. Tilly took it as a good sign. Maybe she and Faigy were truly meant to be together.  
 
    After a three-hour visit, Tilly and Faigy said their goodbyes to Rebecca. 
 
    “I’ll come see you again before we leave. I’m here for a week,” Tilly said. 
 
    In the car ride back to Chicago, Faigy put forth a request that made Tilly stop the car on the side of the highway. 
 
    “You want to get a hotel room?” Tilly asked, making sure she heard correctly. 
 
    “Yes. I really do like Deena and April and Lana but I want to be alone with you at night.” 
 
    Tilly bit her lip. She hoped Faigy wanted to be alone because she wanted to have sex. Tilly was incredibly horny lately and she wanted to wait until Faigy was comfortable to move forward, but the wait was killing her. 
 
    “Okay, we’ll get a hotel room,” Tilly said. She handed Tilly her phone and taught her how to use it and search the internet. By the time they arrived back in Chicago, they had a hotel room waiting for them. April and Deena understood Faigy and Tilly’s need for privacy and made kissy noises as the women left the apartment with their bags. 
 
    The hotel room was simple, but nice. There were a couple kosher food places within walking distance for Faigy. 
 
    “Are you as tired as I am?” Tilly asked Faigy. She collapsed on the bed and rolled over to her side. 
 
    “You’re always tired,” Faigy said. “But you have a reason. I’m going to shower.” 
 
    Tilly dozed off while Faigy showered. When the bathroom door opened, Tilly jolted away. Out of the bathroom came a naked Faigy, still dripping wet. 
 
    “Am I good enough for you?” Faigy asked nervously. 
 
    “You are perfect,” Tilly said. “Are you sure you want this?” 
 
    Faigy nodded and crossed the room to Tilly. Tilly stood and placed her lips against Faigy’s in a gentle kiss. Once Faigy got the hand of it, Tilly deepened the kiss. She moaned into Faigy’s mouth and Faigy did the same. 
 
    “You are the first person that I’ve kissed since I was fifteen,” Faigy said breathlessly. 
 
    “What about your husband?” Tilly asked. 
 
    “We never kissed.” 
 
    Tilly leaned in and kissed Faigy again. She turned so that she could gently push Faigy back onto the bed and ran her hands from Faigy’s neck to her plump breasts. Tilly broke the kiss and moved downward, taking one of Faigy’s pink, erect nipples into her mouth. 
 
    “Oh,” Faigy moaned, arching her back. 
 
    Tilly moved over to the other nipple and took it into her mouth, sucking it and swirling her tongue around it.  Satisfied that Faigy was hot and ready, Tilly continued her descent. She loved the hair on Faigy’s pussy and reminded herself to tell Faigy to never shave or wax it off. 
 
    “Don’t hurt me,” Faigy whispered from above. 
 
    “I will never hurt you,” Tilly said, “trust me.” She took Faigy’s clit into her mouth and licked it with the pad of her tongue. Faigy went into a frenzy, gripping Tilly’s head and wrapping her legs around Tilly. 
 
    Despite all of this, Tilly continued her exploration of Faigy’s pussy. She used her tongue to part the lips and opened her eyes to watch Faigy’s reaction as she had what was probably her first orgasm. 
 
    Faigy’s eyes squeezed shut and her mouth was open in a silent scream. But soon the scream wasn’t silent at all and Tilly was sure the people staying in the surrounding rooms heard. But she didn’t care. Faigy’s release was the only thing Tilly had in mind. 
 
    “That was—I don’t know what to say,” Faigy said when she could talk properly. “I’ve never done that before.” 
 
    “Had an orgasm?” Tilly asked. 
 
    “Orgasm? Was that what it was? Yes, I’ve never done it.” 
 
    Tilly couldn’t wait to explore with Faigy. She didn’t care about the sex being reciprocated.  She enjoyed seeing the pleasure on Faigy’s face. She enjoyed watching Faigy learn new things that had been denied to her. Tilly hoped their relationship lasted because she was falling in love quickly. She couldn’t see herself with anyone else but Faigy, and she didn’t want Faigy to be with anyone else. As Tilly drifted off to sleep, she dreamed of the sleeping woman she held in her arms.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “How’s it feel to be a whole year older?” Faigy asked as she snuggled closer to Tilly. A heavy wool blanket covered their legs and they watched the passing people as their horse-drawn carriage slowly made its way through Central Park. 
 
    “I feel old,” Tilly said with a dramatic sigh. 
 
    “You’re not old.” 
 
    Tilly frowned. “You just called me old, though.” 
 
    Faigy laughed and kissed Tilly on the lips. The past year had been one full of ups and downs. Faigy had briefly returned to Williamsburg during a moment of weakness but when people refused to talk to her, she learned first-hand the effects of leaving and finally left for good. Marriage had been brought up but both decided it was much too early to even think about it. They planned to be together for a long time and marriage would come when it was time. 
 
    “Where are we going after this?” Tilly asked. 
 
    “To eat, of course. It’s a surprise,” Faigy replied. She had planned Tilly’s birthday night celebration and, so far, it was going off without a hitch, but she knew that with Tilly’s career, she could be called away at a moment’s notice. 
 
    “I don’t really like surprises,” Tilly protested. 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    Tilly giggled. She loved hearing Faigy curse, especially since Faigy still had an accent and the curse words came out funnier than they should. 
 
    “I am allergic to certain foods, though. Remember?” Tilly asked as the carriage made its way back onto Fifth Avenue. She really didn’t like the carriages and thought it was cruel to make the horses stand in New York City traffic but Faigy begged and Tilly gave in. She wouldn’t do it again, though. 
 
    Faigy sighed. “Yes, I know what you are allergic to. Don’t worry.” 
 
    They stepped out of the carriage and Faigy held Tilly’s hand as they walked down Fifth Avenue to their next destination.  
 
    In a city of eight million people, it was a miracle they had met each other. For the first time in her life, Tilly could say with absolute certainty that she was happy. As she and Faigy disappeared into a throng of people, Tilly smiled. She knew how easy it was to get lost in New York. But she also knew that no matter how lost she got, she would always have Faigy to help get her home. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Mistress Vanessa's Pets Episode 1 
 
      
 
    Marla loved the sound of coffee percolating. With each new gurgle, the aroma wafted through the kitchen giving the morning a sense of newness and freshness. She remembered the day she had found the antique in a high cupboard. Neither Jason nor Laird knew what to make of the thing and so she demonstrated. 
 
    “You fill the pot with water,” she said. “Then you put the grounds in this basket, see. Then you set it on the stove to boil.  And you just keep watching that little bubble on top until it’s the color you want, and there you go.” 
 
    Laird pondered a moment, and then said, “But the coffee maker over there will produce the precise blend and flavor that you want almost instantly.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s not as much fun,” Marla said. 
 
    “I will never quite understand why humans are so enamored of manual labor.” 
 
    “Sometimes,” Jason put in, “how you make something can be a satisfying as what you make.” 
 
    “Percolated coffee, for example,” Laird asked. 
 
    “Let megive you another example,” Jason said with a smirk. “The other day I read where the Swiss just invented a machine that’ll give you a long, slow orgasm; no muss, no fuss and you don’t have to gohome in the cold.” 
 
    “I don’t understand your analogy,” Laid said. 
 
    Marla giggled. Jason smiled. And so right there on the kitchen floor the two demonstrated the difference to the alien Hroth. That morning the coffee burned. 
 
    Marla chuckled to herself at that memory. She poured her first cup and looked out to the bright summer morning. The air was still and the day promised to be another warm one. She missed air-conditioning, but that was a small price to pay for living away from the troubles of the world. 
 
    Laird was off studying birds again. She had no idea where Jason was. He had mentioned something the night before about going into town to get some chicken feed and had left before she woke. No matter, he’d be home when he was hungry. 
 
    “Morning Marla,” a voice called from the porch. “Happy Garbage Day.” 
 
    “Janet!” Marla said with a smile. “Is it Thursday already?” 
 
    Janet opened the screen door and strode into the kitchen. Her postal uniform was clean and crisp and despite the unflattering shorts and shirt, the woman still looked lovely. Marla though that she could wear a hospital gown and be alluring. Janet carried a bundle of mail wrapped with thick rubber bands. 
 
    “Something came up,” Janet said, “so I’m a day early this week.” 
 
    “Come in. Sit. Coffee?” 
 
    “Thanks kindly.” 
 
    Janet sat and Marla poured her a cup. 
 
    “So what have you got for us today?” she asked. 
 
    “The usual.” 
 
    They never got real mail at the old farmhouse. Anyone who knew where they were used wave-mail or texts, and so anything that came by post was trash. Janet knew that the junk mail never made it into the house and so would hold it all in piles for them, and then deliver a week’s worth on what she called Garbage Day. She had the mail sorted into categories; grocery flyers, insurance offers, store sales and the like. She also took care to make special bundles for the hardware and lingerie catalogs. Marla sat with her coffee and snatched up the latest Lovely in Lace. 
 
    “Do you think,” she said leafing through, “that these girls actually exist? I mean they’re so perfect, they have to be computer generated or something.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Janet said. “They probably work on ‘em a lot, the pic I mean. But there’s plenty of beautiful girls out there. I mean look at you, you may be petite but you fill a bra nicely.” 
 
    “Are you hitting on me again?” 
 
    “Kinda.” 
 
    “What would Rachael say?” 
 
    “She wouldn’t say anything,” Janet said with a grin. “She would smile and—“ 
 
    “I get it. Maybe someday. But look at this . . . can you believe the price?” 
 
    “Um, Marla?” 
 
    Marla looked up. There was a strange look on Janet’s face. 
 
    “There’s also this,” the woman said handing Marla an envelope. 
 
    It was small, maybe half the size of a greeting card, pink and the address was written in an elegant flowery hand. Taking it up Marla smelled roses. 
 
    “There’s – there’s no return address,” Marla said. “Who’s it from?” 
 
    “Dunno,” Janet said with a shrug. “It was in my pile this morning. I thought that you’d want it, so I came a day early.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    Janet looked at her flatly. Marla looked the letter. It was delicate and feminine, but there was something different about it, something that she couldn’t quite put her finger on. She started to tear into the pretty thing, but she thought that such an elegant envelop wanted a proper opening. She slit it open with a steak knife and as she did the scent of roses wafted stronger. Inside was a neatly folded slip of paper. Marla opened it and read; 
 
    Mistress Vanessa Kitteredge requests the honor to call on Dr. Marla Alyona Navarro on Thursday at 2:00 o’clock in the afternoon. 
 
    Marla read the thing twice. Her guard went up immediately. Thursday was tomorrow. 
 
    “Who is Mistress Vanessa Kitteredge?” Marla asked. 
 
    “Dunno,” Janet said leafing through the sleepwear section. “That name, Kitteredge … that’s an old Yankee name. From Maine I think. Isn’t there a Kitteredge bank or something?” 
 
    Marla shrugged. 
 
    “What is it?” Janet asked. 
 
    “It’s an invitation,” Marla answered. “Sort of.” 
 
    “Okay. Anyhow it’s your business. But would you look at this peignoir set. I love purple.” 
 
    Over the next cup of coffee, the two paged through the catalogs and chatted as women will do. But all the while Marla had an uneasy feeling. 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    She spent the morning on-line researching the Kitteredge family. Janet was right, the family was from Maine and was old; they pre-dated the Revolution. She was also right about their being in banking and finance, but they were so small. Their main office was in Rumford, over an hour north of Augusta. They had a few branches here and there including one in Berlin and one in Columbia, New Hampshire, both a fair bit of a drive from her farm in Jackson. But the bank was not listed on any exchange that she could find. 
 
    The family history took some digging, and even then there wasn’t much. Unlike most old New Englanders, there were few who joined the military, and of those who did, there were none of any real distinction. The Kitteredge Bank seemed content to finance local farmers and manufacturers and not much else. Nowhere could she find a reference to a Vanessa; Mistress, Miss or Mrs. 
 
    “You seem intense,” Laird said. 
 
    “This is so weird,” she said turning to him. “I just got this – Laird! You’re naked.” 
 
    Her alien lover stood in the doorway to the study, sheened with sweat and without a stitch of clothes. His face was stern, sculpted with distinct almost Aryan lines that defined the bone structure, as if his skin had been stretched just that tight. His narrow green eyes were set deep and the thin whisps of eyebrows looked almost penciled on. His straight, dark hair brushed his shoulders. His body was lean but muscled in ways that were not quite right and yet not quite wrong, and his deep chocolate skin gleamed where those strange muscles bulged, and where they sank there was a dark contrast. 
 
    But what had always made Marla pause was that the Hroth had nothing visible ‘down there’. At his crotch and between that pronounced thigh gap there was nothing, not even pubic hair. The brown flesh ran smoothly from his belly down and around to his backside, showing no hint of any sex organ. 
 
    “It’s a hot day,” he said. “And yes, I remember what you’ve said about human propriety. I am careful. Your letter carrier is really the only one who ever treks up this far and I saw her. And more to the point she did not see me so you can relax.” 
 
    “One of these days,” Marla said shaking her head. 
 
    “Many things might happen one of these days. But today I see you intent on your computer. What did you just get?” 
 
    She handed him the note and he flopped onto the wing-back, his legs spread wide. Marla again felt a small shiver seeing nothing where there should have been something. He read the paper, then he sniffed it, and then he licked it, his forked tongue gliding over both sides and all edges never leaving a trace of saliva. 
 
    “The script is confident,” he said, “almost showing off. There is an odor of a flower, a slight acidic taste to the ink, and the paper is … different.” 
 
    “Different?” 
 
    “Different from ordinary paper,” he began. “Though there are a lot of variations. Newsprint for example–“ 
 
    “You taste paper?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “One of these days,” she said. “Anyway it’s probably some fancy stationary that you haven’t sampled yet, but that’s not the point. The point is the message. Kind of weird isn’t it?” 
 
    “It is,” he said, “particularly because the writer gives you no option. It’s a declaration.” 
 
    “I don’t like it,” she said rising and pacing to the window. “I don’t know this woman, I can’t find her anywhere, and how does she know me?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Laird said. “And I don’t see what makes you so special, other than the fact that you are in a relationship with an alien and a werewolf.” 
 
    “I liked you a lot better before you learned sarcasm.” 
 
    “Be that as it may, what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well for openers,” she said. “I’m not going to tell Jason.” 
 
    “Oh boy.” 
 
    “You know how he gets.” 
 
    Marla put the letter in her desk and the two went about their chores. All the while she was of two minds, not wanting to hide anything from her other lover and yet not wanting to face the consequence when he found out. That afternoon she and Laird were gathering eggs when they saw Jason strolling up the drive. 
 
    Jason Koru was the sort of brawny man who could easily have stood holding an ax or a chainsaw in any of the hardware ads. He was fair skinned, sort of hairy, and well-muscled where a human should be. His eyes twinkled like Santa Clause, and the grin on his face was framed with a bushy beard. Dressed in cut-off jeans, work boots and a sleeveless tee-shirt he strode carrying a sack of feed over one shoulder and a bag of machine parts in his other hand. 
 
    “I think,” Laird said softly, “that I need to go and…” 
 
    “Don’t you dare leave me,” Marla snapped shoving her egg basket at him. 
 
    She skipped happily down the drive, calling out to Jason. She hugged and kissed him despite his load. They chatted some, and after he had set the sack in the chicken coop Marla brought him to the kitchen for a glass of cold water. Laird was there, now clothed, stowing the eggs. 
 
    “Hey man,” Jason said kissing him on the cheek and swatting his rear. “Saw you out with your bird friends this morning. How’s that going?” 
 
    “Good,” Laird nodded. “Real good. How was your hike?” 
 
    “Bracing.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “And what did you do today my loveliest love,” Jason said taking Marla in his arms. 
 
    “Well …” 
 
    “What’s that smell?” 
 
    “I’m roasting a chicken,” Marla said.  
 
    “No,” Jason said, his nose in the air. “Something else, something like – did you pick flowers?” 
 
    Marla shook her head. Jason sniffed. He let her go. He hovered a moment around the table, then he walked through the house, eyes half closed, and leading with his nose. Marla looked to Laird and the two followed. They found him in the study by her desk. He leaned in toward the drawer, and then he looked to Marla. The glint left his eyes. 
 
    “I – I was going to tell you,” she said, “after supper.” 
 
    “Oh boy,” Laird said. 
 
    Marla took a breath. She opened the drawer and handed Jason the note. He read it. He sniffed it. He looked at the envelop and sniffed that. Then his shut his eyes and shook his head. 
 
    “That’s it,” he said. “We’re leaving.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



***** 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The woman is a hunter,” Jason said staring off at nothing. “Pack only what you need, we travel light.” 
 
    “What!” 
 
    “If we leave tonight,” he continued. “We can be in Dixville Notch by morning. From there we can find a way across the border. Once we’re north of Saguenay…” 
 
    “Jason what are you talking about?” Marla asked. 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me?” 
 
    “I did,” Marla said. “And you’re kind of scaring me.” 
 
    “You should be scared. This Mistress Vanessa is a hunter.” 
 
    “Hunting what?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    “Then, how do you know?” 
 
    “I can smell it,” he said. He began pacing the room and running his hands through his hair. “The perfume, it’s a clumsy attempt to hide herself, but I can smell the sweat of a hunter.” 
 
    “But, but who would she want?” 
 
    “I don’t know!” he cried. “Maybe Laird, maybe me, I just don’t know! But I do know that we have to get out. We have to get out and get away and we have to go now!” 
 
    “Jason,” Marla said, “calm yourself, please.” 
 
    “I am calm!” 
 
    And so they went, around and around. Jason was in a small panic arguing that while the danger he sensed was unknown it was still real. Marla reasoned that they had no information other than a cryptic letter and that it was foolish to act in ignorance. 
 
    “She could be anyone,” Marla said. “She could be an insurance agent or selling vacation rentals or, or anything.” 
 
    “Then why you, huh?” 
 
    “Jason they have mailings lists. She probably sent thousands of those pink perfumed letters.” 
 
    “You wanna bet your head on that?” he said turning to her. “Or mine? Or Laird’s? You don’t seem to understand the kind of situation that we’re in. There’s a lotta people out there who aren’t too crazy about the likes of us, and a lotta other people who wouldn’t care a whit if the three of us just vanished.” 
 
    “So what are you saying?” Marla said eying him. “That we run away?” 
 
    “I’m saying that we live.” 
 
    Marla fumed. She called him paranoid. She provoked him, asking if his reaction would be to run away every time they encountered a stranger. Jason insisted that he was only thinking about their welfare. 
 
    “It’s a letter!” Marla cried flinging the thing at him. “It’s from someone who wants to talk to me!” 
 
    “It’s from someone who demands to talk to you!” 
 
    “She requests the honor—“ 
 
    “And she doesn’t give you any choice—“ 
 
    “Well what if I just didn’t answer the door?” 
 
    “Well what if you didn’t?” 
 
    “Well what if I didn’t?” 
 
    “Has anyone noticed something odd about the envelope?” Lairdsaid quietly. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Something,” he said gazing at it. “I can’t quite put a finger on it, but that’s here nor there. What is here and now is that you’re both being asinine.” 
 
    “Laird listen—“ 
 
    “No,” he said. “You listen to me because neither of you are listening to each other. You both have valid points; Jason chooses to err on the side of caution while Marla seeks to know. But in this I will side with Marla’s argument.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she said folding her arms. 
 
    “But not in the way that you think,” Laird continued. “The three of us have been hunted before, and I need not go into that further. But here we are in a country that is more tolerant than most and it is here that we have decided to make a home together. Jason, I trust your instincts and so I, too, am suspicious. But Marla, I agree with your determination not to be cowed by shadows of possibilities. We are three intelligent beings, and if there is a threat, I believe that we can meet that. Your thoughts?” 
 
    Marla and Jason stared at Laird for a moment, then they looked at each other. They started to speak and then they stopped. And then Jason sighed and took Marla’s shoulders. 
 
    “Look,” he said. “I just – I just remember what happened in Germany, and I couldn’t – I just couldn’t see you two go through anything like that again, and I just—“ 
 
    “Hush,” Marla said putting her finger on his lips. “You love us. I understand. And I’m sorry for doubting that silly little nose of yours. I should know by now that when you smell something—“ 
 
    “Does anyone smell something else?” Laird asked. 
 
    “Oh shit,” Marla said. “My chicken!” 
 
    Dinner was saved, but barely. The table talk stayed light; the three had an unspoken rule about not discussing weighty matters over meals. But afterwards they returned to the study. The letter lay on the floor. The three talked about the pending visit. They agreed to make no decisions until they knew what the woman wanted, and so they made a plan. 
 
    “Oh and by the way,” Marla said with a smile, “look what else came in the mail today.” 
 
    The lingerie catalogs put Marla’s men in the mood she wanted. And as they ogled, pretending to be aghast at the prices, Marla slipped away into the bedroom. Jason and Laird found her lounging on the queen-size bed, clad in a sheer, black fly-away teddy. The delicate dark mesh hugged her breasts, barely masking her taut nipples. The fabric gathered just below her rib cage and then draped and framed her slender waist and smooth, curving thighs. Her matching panties hugged her hairless mound, and the thin straps made such delicate indentations in her hips. 
 
    Laird and Jason took each other’s hands, smiled and strolled to lie on either side of their woman. Jason trembled as he sighed and nuzzled, kissing her neck. Laird’s fingers gently traced the hem of the garment until his fingers found warm flesh. 
 
    “And how are we feeling tonight?” Marla asked softly. 
 
    “Masculine,” Laird smiled. “Most assuredly masculine.” 
 
    Marla giggled. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



***** 
 
    Thursday dawned with the three tangled in bed. Marla eased herself away, starting a small cascade of turns and twists and motion. She never ceased to be amazed with the things Laird could do with that tongue. The man’s now limp penis lay where there was once nothing but bald featureless skin. 
 
    In the kitchen she started the percolator. Her boys lingered in bed and Marla smiled at the thought. Over breakfast they talked about the things that needed to be done that day. No one spoke of the pending visit. They knew what they were to do that day and no one fretted or rehashed what was decided. Laird drifted off to study his birds. Jason was excited about the new carburetor he had picked up for the tractor, and Marla went back to the vegetable garden. 
 
    The day was hot and still. After a few hours Marla was grimed with sweat. She went back to the house to shower. She dressed in a gauzy, floral-print sundress. In the kitchen she set about making a batch of ice-box cookies. Then she sat in the shade of her front porch with a tall glass of iced tea and waited. The sky was calm and hazy, and the leaves on the trees sagged limp, wanting water. She thought about her garden. Behind the house he heard the tractor rev to life. 
 
    At precisely one-fifty-eight she heard the car wheels on their gravel drive. The tractor roared and a flock of birds launched skyward. The car was an elegant, teal-blue Mercedes sedan. Rolling to a stop down by the mailbox, a small cloud of dust rose. Marla saw a driver in front and a woman in back. Neither moved until the dust had settled, then the driver got out. He was tall, dark, slender, Asianand dressed in an impeccable, if not clichéd uniform. He opened the back door. 
 
    Vanessa Kitteredge was a tall, stunning woman. Marla pegged her for middle-age or more, but the woman carried that age with style and grace. She wore a white business suit. The pencil skirt wrapped her shapely thighs and the silken blazer seemed to caress her ample bosoms. Her dark hair was done in a tight bun, and she wore a fashionable pill-box hat with a netted veil. A pair of racer sunglasses hid her eyes, and Marla half expected to see the woman with a cigarette holder in one hand. Marla stood to greet her guest. Vanessa stepped out of the car, and promptly tripped. 
 
    Her stiletto heel rolled and twisted beneath the gravel. The woman squealed, flung her hands in the air and would have fallen and sprawled out on the gravel had the chauffeur not caught her. Marla raced to her. 
 
    “Oh dear,” Marla cried. “Oh my, are you alright?” 
 
    “I am fine,” she said catching her breath and clutching her driver, and as she spoke Marla heard a distinct accent. “I suppose that I did not realize . . .” 
 
    “I did that once,” Marla said holding the woman’s arm. “Gravel and heels? Not a good combination. Are you sure that you’re okay? Have you twisted your ankle or anything?” 
 
    “I’m fine. Really I am. Eef I can just get onto firmer footing.” 
 
    Marla heard that long ‘e’ and pegged her as Eastern European, perhaps Slavic. With a little fuss and fawning the driver and Marla soon had Mistress Vanessa sitting comfortably in the parlor. Marla adjusted the fan, got the woman a cold glass of tea and set out a plate of cookies. The driver stood quietly in a corner and silently refused anything Marla offered. 
 
    “Vell,” Vanessa said once she was settled. “Zat vas quite the introduction now, vasn’tit?” 
 
    Marla chuckled. She felt a warmth for the woman. Vanessa removed her hat and sunglasses. Her complexion was creamy, but her face looked as if she were battling her age. There were shadows of lines around her eyes, creases beginning around her nose and when she smiled her cheeks showed little wrinkles. Still she was lovely and her speech was so exotic. 
 
    Vanessa complimented Marla on her lovely house and tasteful décor. She nibbled a cookie and pronounced her a charming cook and attentive hostess. They chatted and Marla understood the game, they were checking one another out. Marla complimented the woman on her suit and adored her shoes. They talked fashion a bit, and then Marla mentioned Vanessa’s obvious accent. 
 
    “Kitteredge,” Marla observed, “is a decidedly New England name.” 
 
    “I am Russian,” Vanessa said. “I married a KitteredgeUnfortunately the poor man passed away, leaving the family business in my hands.” 
 
    “Banking?” 
 
    “You have done your research,” Vanessa said nodding. “Of course I would have expected nothing less.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Marla said. “And may I ask your maiden name?” 
 
    “Luchnik,” the woman said. “But the family is of no consequence or note. My father was a small but successful perfumer.” 
 
    “How interesting,” Marla said. “My father…” 
 
    “Was a chemist,” Vanessa finished. “He made a small fortune in cosmetics; the Urban-Ease Line; most excellent products.” 
 
    “I see that you have done your research also,” Marla said. 
 
    “Would you expect anything less?” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “I know all about you,” Vanessa said sipping her tea. “You have a PhD in Physics and one in Astronomy. You were nominated by the President for the contingent representing the United States on the UN High Commission for Alien Affairs, and you were among the first to assist in the assimilation of the Hroth.” 
 
    Marla nodded. The woman was saying nothing that anyone with a computer couldn’t discover. 
 
    “You fell into some notoriety,” the woman continued, “when you took the idea of ‘alien affairs’ a bit too literally.” 
 
    “That is personal,” Marla said. 
 
    “That is debatable,” Vanessa said with a shrug. “But it is not my concern.” 
 
    “And what is your concern?” 
 
    Vanessa sipped, smiled, set down her tea, uncrossed her legs, folded her hands, leaned close to Marla with a knowing sort of smile and said, 
 
    “U vas yest’ oboroten’.” 
 
    “I’m sorry?” 
 
    “You have a werewolf,” Vanessa said. “And I want him.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



***** 
 
    Marla dropped her cookie. She stared at the woman, incredulous. She wasn’t sure if that was a joke, an off-hand quip -- or she couldn’t think of what. Vanessa returned her stare looking somewhat perplexed. Then the chauffer quietly stepped forward and whispered into her ear. At first Vanessa looked mortified, but then suddenly she burst into peals of silvery laughter. 
 
    “Oh my dear,” she said between chuckles. “Oh my dear do forgive, do forgive! My English can be sometimes so awkward. What you must think!” 
 
    Marla caught her breath. She gave a small chortle. 
 
    “I’m not sure what to think,” she said. 
 
    “Let me try and make myself more clear,” Vanessa said. “I wish to – to – oy kakoyeslovo – I wish to ask for his services.” 
 
    “You want to hire Jason?” 
 
    “Hire!” Vanessa said clapping her hands. “A fitting term. I wish to hire your oboroten. I will, of course pay you fairly for his services, and his term of employ will be minimal.” 
 
    “Whoa,” Marla said holding up her hand. “Just wait a hold-on. First, I am in no position to hire out anybody, let alone Jason.” 
 
    “You are his Mistress, are you not?” 
 
    “I’m not quite sure how you are using that term,” Marla said. “And I don’t think that I want to know. But if you want to hire Jason you should have this conversation with him and not me. And what sort of ‘services’ are you asking for?” 
 
    “My dear,” Vanessa said raising one eyebrow. “What does one use a werewolf for other than as a protector, or a lover or—“ 
 
    “Why are my ears burning?” Jason asked. 
 
    He stood in the doorframe to the kitchen. He wore his usual cutoffs and tee, but he was barefoot. Marla saw the signs; his nostrils were starting to flare, his upper lip sneered, his shirtsleeves were straining over his biceps and his knees looked knobby. Marla rushed to his side draping an arm on his shoulder and a hand on his chest. She could feel the muscles rippling. Vanessa sat back and took him in. She reached down and took up her purse. Marla felt Jason tense, but Vanessa simply reached in for a compact and checked herself in the mirror. 
 
    “So this is the beast?” she said primping. “Rather short, not very impressive. I may have to amend my offer.” 
 
    “What offer?” Jason said. 
 
    “My dear girl,” Vanessa said. “Is it always so impertinent, speaking out of turn like that?” 
 
    “Okay,” Marla said. “This is over now. Okay? It has been a pleasure to meet you Ms. Kitteredge, but I really think that you should leave now.” 
 
    “My dear you haven’t even heard my terms.” 
 
    “I really don’t—“ 
 
    “The lady asked you to leave,” Jason said. Marla heard the growl in his voice and her heart went cold. “I suggest that you do.” 
 
    “Despite being so rude,” Vanessa said, “it is loyal.” 
 
    Jason’s growl was audible. 
 
    “Oh, that’s such a cute little purr.” 
 
    The sleeves on Jason’s shirt began to rip. 
 
    “Jason!” Marla cried. “Jason she’s trying to goad you.” 
 
    “Of course I’m trying to goad the animal,” Vanessa said. “I want to see what I’ve come all this way to bargain for. But it seems reluctant. Perhaps it is afraid?” 
 
    “Jason please.” 
 
    “Are you afraidmalen’kiyshchenok? Hmm?” 
 
    “Jason!” 
 
    The transformation always horrified her. She knew that it was painful by the sound of Jason’s guttural snarls. But the transformation was rapid. His clothes tore away as his animal muscles formed and grew. He fell to his knees, then to his hands. His thighs shifted into beefy hindquarters hunched and tucked by his flanks. His ankles stretched, deformed and reformed into contorted dog legs. His arms kept their human shape but his hands became elongated and savage paws. His chest grew as his belly shrank, and the sleek, dark hair swept along all of his flesh 
 
    But the worst was seeing the twisted change in his face. It became more than a lupine maw. The snout was long but wide. The hair sprouted and slicked as if a wind were sweeping it back. His teeth were hidden but the canines gleamed. And his eyes were horrid. Marla knew that they were Jason’s beautiful, tender and loving eyes. But wrapped as they were in that hideous skull they became narrow and slanted and evil, and that evil was framed with the silver sprouting over his brows. 
 
    What he had become was not a wolf-man, nor was it anything like the proud and majestic animal. He was a thing from a deadly nightmare. A thing that could only have been conjured by an ancient and wretched curse. 
 
    Marla knew that in that state Jason’s brain had shriveled and was capable of only one thought at a time. And now that thought was focused on Vanessa, and that thought held rage. 
 
    Jason leapt. His jaw open and his eyes burning, he sprang for the woman. But even as he did, the driver dove in front of Vanessa. He threw his forearm up and caught the deadly teeth. Jason clamped the arm and the driver tumbled onto his back. Jason ripped into the man’s flesh. Marla watched in horror, expecting to see the parlor awash in blood, but the man’s mangled arm showed nothing. As Jason bit, the man landed a blow with his other fist that sent Jason sprawling. 
 
    Jason rolled, recovered and crouched low eyed his foe. The man started to rise to his knees, but Jason gave no quarter and lunged again. The man’s motion was a blur. He planted his mangled arm on the floor and kicked out with his feet. His body pivoted on the arm, his legs whirled, opened and caught Jason in the midriff like a pair of scissors. Then he twisted his legs and Jason was flung away to slam against the wall. The wolf lay stunned. The driver jumped across the floor and caught Jason from behind. The man’s arms clutched him by the throat, yanked and began to squeeze. 
 
    Marla screamed. Laird burst into the room but in that moment Vanessa took a small pistol from her purse and leveled it at Laird. 
 
    “I have never believed in the myth of silver bullets,” Vanessa said. “Besides, the metal is too soft. I load full metal jackets. Remarkably effective.” 
 
    And with a nod to her driver the man pulled Jason’s neck tighter. The wolf let out a pitiful screech. Its hind paws flailed like mad, and then slowed, and then stopped. Jason crumbled. The man let him fall to the floor and stood away. 
 
    “You killed him!” Marla wailed running to the body. 
 
    “Nonsense,” Vanessa said. “Why would I do that? I want him alive and healthy.” 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Now that I have your “attention,” Vanessa said. 
 
    But Marla was hardly attentive. She knelt at her Jason and tried to caress him, but the wolf was so heavy. She placed his head on her lap and gently, tenderly stroked his brow. She cooed softly. Laird stood motionless, held by Vanessa’s pistol. The driver took a place at the woman’s side. He was thoroughly unperturbed 
 
    “Marla?” Vanessa said. “Do I have your attention?” 
 
    “Hardly,” Laird said. “She’s a bit distraught.” 
 
    “So I see,” Vanessa said eying him. “So you are the renegade Hroth, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Not sure as I like being called a renegade,” Laird said. 
 
    “Then what would you prefer to be called?” 
 
    “Laird.” 
 
    Vanessa’s watery laugh tickled the room. 
 
    “Laird,” the woman said. “The man from the stars.” 
 
    “Not sure I like being called a man either.” 
 
    “Whatever,” Vanessa said with a shrug. “Fascinating as you may be, my business is with your Mistress.” 
 
    “What do you want?” Marla said. 
 
    Vanessa shook her head. She handed the pistol to her man who trained it on Laird. She stood over Marla, legs spread and stretching her skirt, hands on her hips. 
 
    “As I have tried to make clear,” she said. “I want him. Now before you go off on one of your tirades, I will again assure you that I do not want to keep him. I need his services for a limited time, two weeks, perhaps three. But the window on that time is closing and I want an answer before I leave.” 
 
    “Then leave now,” Marla said. “Because the answer is no.” 
 
    “In recompense for his services,” Vanessa said ignoring her, “I offer seventy-five thousand dollars American.” 
 
    “You could offer a million.” 
 
    “The money will be delivered in cash,” the woman went on. “And as an additional incentive I also offer my protection.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I think,” Laird said, “that it is a veiled threat.” 
 
    “Wise star-man,” Vanessa said. “Your alien understands that as the three of you, all starry-eyed and in love, rushed to hide from the world you made some promises that you never kept. You have made enemies.” 
 
    “You don’t understand,” Marla said clenching her eyes. 
 
    “I know enough. In particular I know a certain Vietnamese general.” 
 
    Marla felt her blood turn to cold slush. 
 
    “Now I have your attention,” Vanessa said with a smile. “Seventy-five thousand dollars and my guaranteed protection.” 
 
    “And if we don’t accept?” Laird asked. 
 
    “I will shoot you both dead,” Vanessa said. “Then I will take the werewolf.” 
 
    “You bitch.” 
 
    “But I would rather have him come willingly with me and at your behest. It would be so much easier all around.” 
 
    Vanessa gazed down at Jason. Marla saw the glint in her eyes. 
 
    “Magnificent,” Vanessa said. “Such form.Such grace. And there is a delicate tracing of silver over its eyes. I have never seen that. What does it mean?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Marla lied. 
 
    “I think that you do. But it is of no matter. So Marla Alyona Navarro, what say you? 
 
    “There is a third option,” Laird said. 
 
    “If you think for a moment.” 
 
    But that moment was all that Laird needed. He braced to spring. The driver fired. The barrel erupted with the flash and the air filled with the acrid smell. And then there was the dull sound of metal thudding inert. The air before Laird rippled as the bullet crushed before him, and then fell. 
 
    Laird sprang. The pistol flashed again, and again the bullet rammed the force field only to fall to the floor. The pistol flashed a third time, but this time Laird had knocked the thing from the man’s hand and the shot sprayed wild. Laird grabbed the man by his head and flung the body to the floor. The head came off in Laird’s hand. 
 
    “Der’ mo,” Vanessa said. 
 
    But even as she spoke Jason came alive. He sprang from Marla’s arms and leapt at the woman. In an instant, Vanessa was sprawled on her back. Jason’s animal limbs pinned her. His maw opened over her face, his lips flared and his teeth were bare. He reared to rip her throat, Vanessa shut her eyes and turned her head. 
 
    “Jason!” Marla cried. “Jason stop!” 
 
    “If he kills me,” Vanessa said, her eyes still clenched. “You will be found.” 
 
    “You were ready to kill us!” 
 
    “You are of no count,” Vanessa said. “Your pathetic lives do not matter. The sheriff would find a grisly scene and the people would be appropriately horrified. Then they would say that they knew all along that there was something strange about the three people in that farmhouse. And that would be all.” 
 
    “And you’re special.” 
 
    “I am. Kill me and you will be hunted by far worse than a disgruntled General from Southeast Asia.” 
 
    Jason snarled. He raised a forearm and held his paw over the woman’s face. Vanessa cringed. Jason traced her face in the air. Marla knew that he wanted to destroy her, but she was confused by his strange move. 
 
    “Can he understand me?” Vanessa asked. 
 
    “I can’t be sure,” Marla said. “Right now his brain isn’t that sophisticated. But that’s of no matter to the business at hand.” 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “I want you to get the hell out of here,” Marla said. “I want you to get in your fancy car and go back to Maine and forget about us and find yourself another werewolf and just leave us alone.” 
 
    “Done,” Vanessa said. 
 
    Jason growled. His paw moved to the woman’s blazer and he hooked his claws. Vanessa squealed and cringed. 
 
    “What is he doing?” 
 
    “He wants your word,” Laird said. 
 
    “On the lives of my children!” Vanessa cried. “I swear!” 
 
    “Jason?” 
 
    The wolf reluctantly drew back. Marla skittled away. 
 
    “And take your flipping android with you,” Marla said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



***** 
 
    “We should have listened to him,” Marla said softly. 
 
    She held Jason lovingly on the floor of the parlor. 
 
    The wolf had stayed alert and active as Laird carried the body of the android to the car and saw Vanessa off. Then he paced the porch, and then he paced the walk and then he paced the driveway. His fur was raised the whole time. It was almost two hours before Jason crept back into the house and curled up on the braided rug in front of the hearth. It was almost as long before he closed his eyes and let sleep take him. 
 
    As awful as his mutation from man to wolf was, the long, slow journey back to humanity was worse. The thing in him that responded to anger was rapid, and when Jason was in a rage his wolf was as ravenous as the image implied. But when his anger quelled and his human side reclaimed the man, the change was long and agonizing. 
 
    Marla watched each follicle as the smooth hairs receded. She felt every twitch of the wolf’s muscles reform and regenerate. She held him and stroked the silver on his brow, the curve of his ears and the nape of his neck. The animal seemed relaxed, but it twitched and spasmed as the human regained the soul. Marla held his naked form and stroked him, cooing softly and reassuring the man that he had something to return to. 
 
    Laird sat close in his lotus position. Marla knew that the poor thing was so uncertain. He understood the pain. He understood the agonizing need for patience, and he understood Marla’s tender ministrations. But she knew that he didn’t understand humans or werewolves or any of the crazy, insane things that he had been thrust into. And so he did the only thing that he knew, sitting close and so wanting to be a part. Marla took his hand. 
 
    “We should have run when he said to,” she said softly 
 
    “If we had,” Laird said, “I think that this would have been simply postponed. The woman was remarkably single minded. She had a determination that bordered on manic.” 
 
    “She’s a Witch,” Jason said. 
 
    “Darling,” Marla cried. “You’re back!” 
 
    She smothered him in her hugs and kisses. Laird clapped for joy and kissed Jason’s sweaty brow. Jason shut his eyes and lay a while, just breathing. 
 
    “Darling Jason, “Marla said soothingly. “What do you need? What can we do for you? I can fix some hot tea if you like? 
 
    Jason slid open his eyes and gave her a strange look. Laird chuckled and fetched a bottle of brandy. Jason pulled straight from the bottle. 
 
    “What the hell happened?” he asked after his second slug. 
 
    “You don’t remember?” 
 
    “I remember getting pissed at that woman,” he said. “Then I remember biting into something rubbery, and then my head exploded, and then . . . it’s all fragmented.” 
 
    “She antagonized you,” Marla began. 
 
    And so she and Laird recounted the tale. Jason sipped, nodded and remembered. And when the two had finished, Jason lay back, nestling into Marla’s lap. She thought that the look in his eyes was odd. 
 
    “So,” she said after a while, “you say that she’s a witch?” 
 
    But Jason didn’t respond. He stared up at her. His eyes drooped some and a small smile crept across his face. Marla was confused. Jason stretched his shoulders and rolled his head, his gaze still on her eyes. Laird took the bottle from him. Jason arched his back some, spreading his legs, and that was when Marla saw. 
 
    “You’re kidding,” she said. 
 
    Jason’s smile grew to a lascivious grin. He was half hard and Marla felt the hairs on the back of her neck prickle. Jason reached up and cupped her breast. Marla was shocked, but not so shocked that she didn’t feel the beginnings of her own arousal. Jason’s nostrils flared and he inhaled sharply. He squeezed her so that it almost hurt – almost. 
 
    Marla gasped and cringed, pulling away. She knew the game. Perhaps the wolf brain hadn’t fully subsided. Perhaps there was some savage vestige remaining in her lover, or maybe he was just using that as an excuse. It didn’t matter. She felt a flush in her loins and everything just happened. 
 
    She squealed and skittered away backwards only to run into Laird. The dark alien grabbed her arms and Jason crawled toward her, so wolf-like and graceful, his eyes gleaming with an evil light. Marla wailed and fought Laird, flailing her arms like a girl. Laird just laughed and pulled her back onto the floor so that she lay prone, her arms stretched wide. She kicked her legs but Jason was there. He grabbed her by the knees and spread her wide. He tore open the skirt of her dress and she wailed and thrashed. Jason’s head went straight between her legs. 
 
    He tore open her panties with his teeth and a moment later Marla tensed and gasped as his tongue invaded. Her futile struggles were a poor mask for her own growing passion. Jason’s tongue was like wild eel slithering and sliding and lapping and thrusting. And even as that muscle drove her wild he used his nose to mash her button. His iron grip held her flailing legs wide as the flood began to well inside of her. 
 
    Still holding her arms, Laird plunged down on her breasts. The delicate gauze ripped easily and he feasted on her nipple, his forked tongue working wonders. Then he drew up and pressed his crotch to her face. Marla shrieked like a school girl as he began to evolve and grow. In a moment he had himself out and she took the thing all in her mouth. 
 
    Then she wailed in angst when Jason suddenly pulled away from her, leaving her trembling and wanting. But in that moment Laird slid away from her tit, his thing still deep in her mouth. And then Jason mounted her. She screamed in delight as he drove into her and began to do her savagely. 
 
    Marla lay rapt in a different sort of bliss as her lovers ravaged her. This was not the gentle loving that was so often their way. This was a wild, urgent, raw and driving sex for the sake of sex, and Marla threw herself into that scene and did her whorish best. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



***** 
 
    Marla took a pull from the brandy bottle. She never would have done such a crude thing, but then since she fell in with those two she found that she could do a lot of things that she never would have. She looked at her assailants and chuckled. The two tried to look sheepish, but their twin idiot grins gave them away. She lay with her head on Jason’s lap, Laird nestled between her legs toying with her breast. 
 
    “Well,” she sighed. “That was different.” 
 
    Both her lovers were silent, but she felt Laird stifle his giggle. 
 
    “And just look what you done to my dress. You both owe me one.” 
 
    “Gladly,” Jason said with a contented sigh. “You are – you’re wonderful.” 
 
    “No,” Marla said planting a soft kiss on his lips. “You are.” 
 
    “No, you.” 
 
    “No, you.” 
 
    “Um,” Laird began. 
 
    “I’m sorry sweetheart,” Marla said kissing his head. “You’re wonderful too.” 
 
    “Yes,” he replied. “I am. We’re all wonderful. Well and good. But before we all get too comfortable and complacent in our rapture, there is that other matter.” 
 
    “The witch,” Jason finished. “You know you can be a real wet blanket sometimes.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “Never mind.” 
 
    “What’s a witch?” Laird asked. 
 
    “Witches are not nice people,” Jason began to explain. “They started a long time ago, when the powers of the Earth and the Heavens were more, I don’t know . . . more approachable; more tangible. They used their womanly ways to seduce those powers.” 
 
    “You mean sex?” Marla asked. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “How does one go about seducing a power?” 
 
    “You gotta see it to believe it,” Jason sighed. “So anyway they get all caught up in the spiritual plane and they are able to see things and do things, and the more they see and learn the more they want to see and learn. It’s serious addictive behavior. And like any addict it gets to the point that they live for that fix. But also like any addict the price gets higher and higher, and so they have to pay more and more until it gets to the point where they are driven to find that ultimate high.” 
 
    “Total power?” 
 
    “Immortality,” Jason said. 
 
    “So,” Marla reasoned. “She wants you because you’re like some price she has to pay?” 
 
    “You didn’t listen to her,” Laird said. “She wanted to use Jason for something, and she was willing to pay a legitimate fee.” 
 
    “But,” Marla mulled. “She said that the only thing werewolves were good for was sex or protection. Does she want to mate with you?” 
 
    “No,” Jason said. “She wants to use me to breed.” 
 
    “Say what?” 
 
    “She probably has a bunch of slave girls,” Jason went on. “Remember that she talked about the timing being important?” 
 
    “So she would want you when they were all ovulating,” Marla said. 
 
    “Give the lady a cigar.” 
 
    “I’d rather --,” Marla said. “Never mind. Bad joke. But why would she want a lot of baby werewolves?” 
 
    “My guess is,” Jason said, “that she wants to raise an army. She’s threatened by something and she’s in it for the long haul.” 
 
    “Just one question,” Laird said. “Will she keep her word?” 
 
    “She has to,” Jason answered. “She swore on her children. 
 
      
 
    They were nervous and cautious in the days after. But the days turned to weeks, and the weeks turned to months and there was no hint of the witch. Janet came every week with her cache of garbage and there were no more pretty little letters. The three began to think that Vanessa was actually as good as her word. They started to feel something like secure, but Jason insisted that whenever they needed to go into town that they go as a group. He didn’t like the idea of any of them being alone beyond the safety of their little home. Laird immediately agreed. Marls did so reluctantly. 
 
    They settled on weekly jaunts for groceries and such, and always made it a holiday, treating themselves to lunch or ice-cream. And so it was that on one crisp autumn day, sitting in the diner and munching on hot-dogs, Janet walked in. Marla insisted that she join them and the two chatted happily. Janet was all agog about a new boutique that had opened. 
 
    “You have got to see it,” Janet said. “They have this whole line of . . . um.” 
 
    She glanced at laird and Jason, blushed slightly and giggled. 
 
    “Purple?” Marla said. Janet eagerly nodded. “Then show me. Let’s go.” 
 
    “Um,” Jason began. 
 
    “Oh pooh on you,” Marla said. “If you think that I want to spend this lovely afternoon looking at nuts and bolts you are nuts yourself. Janet and I will be fine. I’ll meet you at the hardware store in an hour or so.” 
 
    She knew that Jason wanted to protest, but before he could she kissed both her boys on the cheek, and the two girls slipped away. 
 
    The shop was a tiny store-front called Lillian’s. Marla loved that the door had a little bell that tinkled as they entered. Lillian was a big woman, all smiles and bubbles and ever so delighted to greet a new customer. She led them to the new arrivals, and the two girls gushed over the delicate frillies. Marla loved silk, and these things were among the finest fabrics she had ever felt. She was running her fingers across a bit of flimsy lace when a hand clamped over her mouth and a burly arm wrapped around her waist. Before she could respond or react she looked up wide-eyed straight at Janet. Her friend looked a little sad as she took the syringe from her purse. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



***** 
 
    When she woke Marla’s head throbbed. She was so terribly confused. She lay where she was and tried to remember . . . there was that shop, she remembered the tinkling bell. There was that person, the shop owner, the big busted woman who yammered on and on about her lovely lingerie. Then there was a hand over her mouth and then there was – there was Janet, and Janet had a needle. And then it struck her, the thing that Laird had thought so odd about the letter; the stamp had not been canceled. 
 
    Marla tried to sit up, but she couldn’t. She couldn’t move her arms or legs. Thick leather cuffs wrapped her wrists and ankles, stretching her wide. Something wrapped around her belly pinning her to the cold slab. She couldn’t see. She was blindfolded. And she was naked. 
 
    She tested her bonds. She yanked and pulled and she chains. Panic started to possess her and she screamed and screamed and screamed. 
 
    “Please,” a timid voice begged her. “Please stop that. Please!” 
 
    “What’s going on?” Marla wailed. 
 
    “I don’t know,” the girl said with a whine. “I just know that if you keep screaming like that she’ll come down, and if she comes down she’ll be angry, and if she gets angry we all get a whipping! So please, please stop screaming.” 
 
    Marla yanked her chains. If what the girl said was true she thought that she ought to do as she was told. Despite her raging fear he took a few breaths and calmed herself. 
 
    “Who are you?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m nobody,” the girl said, “and I don’t know what’s going on here either. All I know is that she comes down here sometimes with that other freaky bitch and they – they like to do things to us, and if somebody makes a fuss they come down and whip us all, so please! Please stop!” 
 
    Marla thought a moment, but then she realized that she knew. 
 
    “Who is she?” Marla asked quietly. 
 
    “Mistress. That’s all I know. And that other one, Dana, she’s – wait, what was that?” 
 
    Marla heard a small sound from somewhere. It sounded like metal turning on metal. 
 
    “Shit,” the girl said near sobbing. “Now you’ve done it.” 
 
    A door opened and Marla heard footsteps on hard stairs. The footfalls were sharp and pointed. Heels. They reached the floor. Marla heard several whimpers from all around. 
 
    “Now, now, my dear,” a sickly sweet voice sang in a distinct Russian accent. “Your tribulations are almost at an end. I have my bait and your time here is near its end. Please don’t cry anymore, dear Rachael.” 
 
    Rachael. Marla knew that name. 
 
    “Yes Mistress,” Rachael said. 
 
    The heels approach. Marla tensed. Then suddenly her eyes were free. It took a moment to focus, but when her eyes cleared she looked up and cringed. It was indeed Vanessa. 
 
    But the witch was so different. Her lush raven hair flowed and clung to her shoulders like water. Her face seemed fresh and bright and so much younger. She stood over Marla clad in a strapless, black satin bustier. Her complexion seemed to glow in the dimly lit room and her cleavage was stunning. 
 
    On her other side Marla saw the woman. She had shiny, wavy lush auburn hair and a stern but delicate face. Her eyebrows were thick and seemed to set her face in an angry look. She wore a red corset and her breasts rivaled Vanessa’s. 
 
    “Vanessa, you bitch,” Marla said. 
 
    Then she yelped as the red-head slapped her. 
 
    “It is Mistress Vanessa,” the woman snapped. 
 
    “Now Dana darling,” Vanessa said soothingly. “The poor thing is frightened.” 
 
    “That is no excuse for her to be rude, Mistress.” 
 
    “There, there Dana darling, there will be plenty of time for reproof and correction. Right now I believe that our guest has so many, many questions.” 
 
    “Why am I here?” Marla said. 
 
    “Oh dear Marla,” Vanessa said smiling. “I’ll bet that you can work that out all by yourself.” 
 
    “Jason. You want Jason.” 
 
    “Got it in one.” 
 
    “But you gave your word,” Marla said. “You swore on your children!” 
 
    Vanessa and Dana burst into peals of laughter. 
 
    “My children,” Vanessa said still laughing, “attempt to kill me on a fairly regular basis. They can all be damned for all I care.” 
 
    Marla shook her head; she should have figured something like that. But then she had another question. 
 
    “Janet,” she said. “She was with you all along, wasn’t she?” 
 
    “Well,” Vanessa said. “She did need some persuasion. I believe that you’ve met Rachael?” 
 
    “Rachael,” Marla echoed, and then it made sense. “What have you done with Janet?” 
 
    “Nothing really,” Vanessa said with a shrug. “By now I suspect that she has told your friends her tale of woe, and I am certain that they are planning a dashing sort of rescue.” 
 
    “It’s a trap.” 
 
    “Of course it’s a trap,” Vanessa chuckled. “And they will all bravely walk right into it. And then I will have everything that I want.” 
 
    “You bitch – Owww!” 
 
    “If you do not keep a civil tongue in your head,” Dana said, twisting Marla’s nipple, “I will rip this off.” 
 
    Marla fumed, but bit her tongue. Dana eased her grip. 
 
    “Dear Marla,” Vanessa said. “Do try not to irritate my friend. She has quite a sadistic streak, as you will soon discover.” 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    For an answer Dana stroked Marla’s breast with one hand, while she slid her other along her belly to cup her puss. Marla tried to shrink away. She looked up at Vanessa and mouthed the word, ‘no’. Vanessa just smiled and nodded her head. 
 
    “Why?” Marla asked. 
 
    “Darling, I am sure that your screams will act as a spiritual beacon guiding our intrepid heroes. Besides, Dana wants to play.” 
 
    “Noooooo!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



***** 
 
    “You brought it on yourself,” Vanessa said fixing her stocking. 
 
    Marla hung beside Rachael. Bound by her wrists, she was a mass of pain and shame. Dana had abused her in the most wretched ways, delighting in Marla’s shrieking and begging while Vanessa watched, sipping sherry. And then Marla was forced to pleasure both women as the two giggled and laughed and cooed and kissed. And as if Marla’s degradation served only to fuel their deviant lust, they strung her up and satisfied each other with animal- like passion. 
 
    Then, as if their perversions were simply a natural part of their lives, they washed one another, primped, dressed and celebrated with a drink. 
 
    “I gave you the opportunity,” Vanessa continued. “You might have been content in your home enjoying my money and the company of your Hroth lover, happily awaiting the return of your pet Jason. Now look where you are. You are pathetic.” 
 
    Marla wanted to spit in the woman’s face, but she didn’t have the energy. Instead she hung her head, her sweat soaked hair dangling limp. Her rage grew. If she was pathetic they had made her so. They had rendered her helpless and they did as they pleased, and she wondered the depths of depravity a mind needed to sink in order to take such pleasure in such acts. But even as Marla seethed, Dana sat up from the table. Her face looked intent. 
 
    “They’re coming,” she said. 
 
    “Oh goody,” Vanessa smiled. “And they could not have timed themselves better. I suggest that you make ready now, darling.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    The two shared one more long passionate kiss and Dana retreated out of sight. Vanessa approached the two bound women with gags. 
 
    “Things are going to get very exciting here very soon,” she said as she forced the ball into Marla’s mouth. “And I really don’t need you two adding to things. Now you just relax and watch the show.” 
 
    Vanessa stepped into the shadows. Marla thought that she heard someone mew softly. She looked around. But for her and Rachael and that horrid table there seemed to be nothing but shadow. She hung, waiting. The silence was eerie. 
 
    And then there was a commotion from above. There were bumps and bangs, and then Rachael squealed into her gag when they heard a gunshot, then another, then another and then a rapid volley and then – quiet. Silence from above. Vanessa let loose a giggle. Marla heard a moan from the darkness. 
 
    Suddenly the door at the top of the stairs burst open, and there was a loud rolling thudding. A bloodless body clattered to the base of the stairs. One of Vanessa’s androids lay lifeless, its chest blown open. Rachael screamed. 
 
    “Marla!” Jason cried. 
 
    She tried to yell. She tried to warn them off but her words were garble. A moment later heavy boots pounded down, and suddenly there stood Jason and Laird and Janet. They each had a pump-action shotgun with a blinding light attached. They bristled with ammo belts and knives and pistols. 
 
    “Rachael!” Janet cried, but Laird’s hand haltedher. 
 
    Jason looked quickly to Marla, but then his eyes scanned. He played his light into the shadows. In the darkness something glinted, and then the light revealed an awful sight. A girl, a young girl barely out of her teens stood trapped in a steel cage that formed around her body. Her eyes were puffy with tears and she shied away from the light. The other lights showed other girls in the same sort of cages, all young, all naked and all terrified. 
 
    “What the fuck?” Janet said softly. 
 
    “I see you’ve found my pets,” Vanessa said. 
 
    Instantly the three beams bathed her face, and just as instantly three weapons cocked. 
 
    “Allow me,” Vanessa said. 
 
    She snapped her fingers and the dungeon filled with light. The caged girls wailed. Marla looked about in horror. There were nine whimpering women trussed and hanging. 
 
    “What kind of twisted shit is this?” Jason said. 
 
    “You are as stupid as your Mistress,” Vanessa said with a snort. “These are yours, moron.” 
 
    “Jason, don’t let her,” Laird said. 
 
    “They are yours,” Vanessa went on. “Yours for the taking.Yours for the delight. You can have your way with any and all of them, and when you grow tired of these there will be more. You are going to live like a Sultan in a palace of pure pleasure. Feast your eyes and imagine your eternal delight.” 
 
    “Jason don’t.” 
 
    He stood a moment, and Marla’s heart skipped when she saw the twitch on his ear. And then he shook his head almost sadly. 
 
    “This shit is over now,” he said, and so saying her shouldered his shotgun and aimed straight at Vanessa. 
 
    “I can’t let you do that, Jason.” 
 
    Marla looked. Janet held the barrel of her gun to Jason’s head. Jason’s only reaction was a slight lift in one eyebrow. 
 
    “I just want my Rachael back,” Janet said, tears welling in her eyes. “She promised me. She promised me and – and I don’t care anything about any of this. I just want my Rachael back.” 
 
    “Janet?” Laird said softly. 
 
    The girl flinched, just a little but it was enough. In a blinding move Laird grabbed the barrel of her gun, but even as he yanked up the thing went off. The edge of the flash grazed Jason’s skull and in that moment his own weapon fired and the explosion of the double blast was like a concussion in the room, followed by screams and shrieks. But lilting over all of the cacophony was Vanessa’s silvery laugh. The witch was gone. Laird and Jason looked around. Janet wailed and rushed to her lover. 
 
    “Stupid ass,” Vanessa said from the other side of the room. 
 
    Both men turned and both weapons fired. Girls screamed and Vanessa vanished. 
 
    “I’m a witch, you dolts,” she called from the darkness.”And I’m in my own home. You think your toys can touch me?” 
 
    “We’re gonna find out!” Jason yelled firing blindly into the shadows. 
 
    “Enough of this,” Vanessa said. “Dana!” 
 
    The auburn-haired siren suddenly appeared. Without hesitation both guns fired at her, but she didn’t disappear. The pellets rammed up against the air before her. As if they had flown into an invisible wall they slammed to a halt and fell harmlessly on the ground. Dana approached them. Laird stood stunned. Jason cocked and fired blast after blast to no avail. Dana slapped away the shotgun, then grabbing Jason as if he were nothing she flung him aside. He collapsed inertly. Laird seemed mesmerized by the woman. Smiling sweetly she placed her middle finger on his forehead. 
 
    Laird’s eyes opened wide and his mouth gaped. He let out an unearthly sound, and then it was as if he had been possessed by something from within. He began to quiver and shake and then he began to collapse into himself. His eyes shut, his arms clutched around his heart and he sank to his knees. In a moment he was curled up in a tight ball. That unnatural sound faded and Marla watched perplexed and horrified as his body began to shimmer with a silver aura. He rolled to his side making an almost metallic sound. 
 
    “Darling what did you do to him?” Vanessa asked appearing at her side. 
 
    “I put him in stasis,” Dana said. “It’s a thing that Hroth mothers can do to protect their children. Doesn’t work well on adults, but the poor idiot was so confused and vulnerable that it was easy.” 
 
    “Your people never cease to amaze.” 
 
    “And the wolf?” Dana asked. 
 
    “Sleeping like a puppy, Vanessa smiled. “I charmed him. He is going to be easier than I imagined. Well then, I think we’re quite finished here. Shall we go?” 
 
    “Rachael,” Janet sobbed softly.  
 
    “I’m afraid,” Vanessa said. “That I’ve taken a fancy to the dear thing.” 
 
    “You promised!” 
 
    “And you believed me.” 
 
    The witch smiled, glanced once at Marla and muttered something inaudible. And as she did the world seemed to whirl and spin and everything became a blur. Marla heard a soft roaring as her brain went dizzy. The rush and noise soon faded into nothing, and when she looked about, the Witch, her minion and her pets were gone. So were Rachael and Jason. Marla hung in her bonds and her heart slowly froze. She was left alone in the witch’s dungeon, her lover Laird contorted in a glowing ball, and Janet weeping for her Rachael. 
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 Mistress Vanessa's Pets Episode 2 
 
      
 
    Marla hung naked. Her shoulders were on fire. Her wrists burned from the ropes, and her breasts, thighs, and hips still throbbed from that vile woman Dana’s lashings. Her Hroth lover, Laird, lay curled up in an eerie, glowing silver ball while her friend Janet sobbed and clung to the base of the pillory where Rachael had vanished. Marla hadn’t known such devastating misery and loss since those dark days in Europe. 
 
    It had all started with the pretty pink envelop Janet had delivered, soon followed by that charmingly sinister woman, Mistress Vanessa. Marla’s once peaceful life with Laird and Jason was turned inside out. Vanessa wanted Jason.  She wanted him as a stud to breed with her slave-girls and to produce a small brood of werewolves to start her army. And so there in Marla’s parlor the woman had taunted Jason until his anger possessed him and he attacked her in his animalistic form. The battle that followed was awful. Jason and Laird had ultimately prevailed over the woman and her android, and for the rest of that summer they had believed that they had seen the last of the witch. 
 
    But that autumn Janet was forced to engineer Marla’s abduction. Along with Janet’s love Rachael, Marla was a prisoner in the witch’s dungeon, tortured and tormented by her sadistic minion Dana. There she watched helplessly as Laird and Jason failed in their attempts to rescue her. Triumphant, Vanessa had all that she wanted. Using her powers, she spirited away taking not only Dana, Jason and her little harem of slaves, but Rachael too. Marla and Janet were left behind to die. 
 
    “She promised,” Janet said over and over as she wept bitterly. 
 
    Marla’s heart broke for the pathetic girl who had betrayed her, and had herself been betrayed. But she quickly realized that she had no time to wallow in her misery. Once the helpless victim, she saw that the roles had suddenly reversed and she knew that she had to find that bitch of a witch, and so become the rescuer. And to do that she desperately needed Janet. 
 
    Marla’s fingers had long ago gone numb, and despite her frantic attempts, she couldn’t even find the knots that bound her, let alone release them. Laird was beyond her call or reach and Janet was the only one. 
 
    “Janet,” she said softly. “Janet help me.” 
 
    The girl lay in a huddled mass, her head buried in her arms and her shoulder heaving with her sobs. 
 
    “Janet please.” 
 
    Marla begged softly. Janet ignored her. Marla’s arms were beginning to tingle and her brain was beginning to panic. 
 
    “Janet,” she said urgently. “Janet you’ve got to help me! Janet I don’t want to die here. You’ve got to— “ 
 
    “Then die!” Janet shouted. 
 
    She leapt from her vigil, and drawing her knife grabbed Marla by the hair holding the blade to her throat. 
 
    “You,” she snarled. “It’s all because of you and your fucking perverted ménage. We were happy. We were normal. I even liked you. And look what you got us into. I should slit your throat.” 
 
    “I almost wish you would,” Marla said. “Because that witch has my Jason, and she put my Laird into that – that thing, and if I can’t help them somehow then I want to die.” 
 
    Janet glared. Her eyes, swollen with tears narrowed to slits. Marla felt the steel on her flesh. 
 
    “But I have to try,” Marla said. “I have to do anything that I can. The witch has Jason and Rachael. We have to work together. So kill me or help me, but choose fast.” 
 
    “Bitch.” 
 
    “Traitor.” 
 
    Janet shrieked. She drew her knife back. Marla shut her eyes and a moment later she collapsed to the floor, her hands free. Her heart flipped, stilled a moment and then began to beat again. Her arms and hands would hardly move. Forcing her shoulders to work was painful. She flexed her hands and felt nothing. It took almost an hour for feeling and agility to return. Janet was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    Marla went to Laird, but there was nothing that she could do. He was curled in a fetal position, and that weird silver light enveloped him. Even his belts and ammo were encased by the glow. Marla embraced him and didn’t know what to do. The silvery light was warm, and so she dared to hope. 
 
    “We’re trapped,” Janet said standing on the stair landing. “The door upstairs is sealed, and there’s no other way out of here. And the candles are starting to burn out.” 
 
    “Your shotgun,” Marla said. “Can’t you— “ 
 
    “Your alien friend bent the barrel, and Vanessa took the others.” 
 
    “There has to be something we can do.” 
 
    “I bet not,” Janet said. “I bet the witch had it all figured out. She leaves us here with no way out. No muss, no fuss, and no witnesses.” 
 
    “Well we have to think of something.” 
 
    “Is your alien friend any good?” 
 
    “I – no,” Marla said. “I’ve never seen anything like this.” 
 
    “Then he’s about as useful as this dead android.” Janet said. 
 
    In her frustrated rage, she kicked the robot’s head across the room. The thing bumped and bounced and twirled to a stop, its lifeless eyes staring at Marla. 
 
    “Janet,” she said, “give me your knife.” 
 
    Janet handed her the blade. A candle sputtered out. Marla cradled the head in her lap and sliced open the underpart of the jaw. She smiled when she saw the back-up battery. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” Janet asked. 
 
    “Performing brain surgery with a machete. I need more light”. 
 
    Janet gathered the last of the candles. Marla worked with the crude tool, and soon the head twitched. Its eyes opened and it felt alive. It looked about. 
 
    “You will cease your intrusion,” it said, “or else I will be forced to eliminate.” 
 
    “How?” Marla asked. “Your body is on the other side of the room.” 
 
    The head blinked twice. 
 
    “Understood.” 
 
    “Cool. Now I need you to help us.” 
 
    “I serve Mistress Vanessa Kitteredge only.” 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Your Mistress is gone!” Janet yelled. “She ran away and left us here to die, and unless you want to die too, you gotta help us!” 
 
    “Janet,” Marla said softly. 
 
    “You get it android? If you don’t help us you’re going to die here too.” 
 
    “Janet he is an android,” Marla said. “He doesn’t understand the concept.” 
 
    “Then we’ll make him understand.” 
 
    Janet grabbed the head. She went to a candle stand and planted it in the cooling wax. She pointed him to the darkness. 
 
    “Have a look,” she said. “Have a good look, because as long as your battery lasts that’s all you’re gonna see. Look at it. Study it. Make friends with it, because when we die that’s all you’ll be left with. Have a nice day.” 
 
    Janet strolled out of the head’s sight and sat with Marla. It took the head less than five minutes to work things out. 
 
    “Mistress is gone,” it said. 
 
    “She’s lit out,” Janet said. “She is gone and she’s not coming back.” 
 
    “She has left me.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    The head was silent a while. 
 
    “You asked for my service,” it said. 
 
    “We did.” 
 
    “I agree on conditions.” 
 
    “Unconditionally,” Janet said. 
 
    The head was silent a while longer. To more candles went out.  
 
    “What do you require of me?” 
 
    “We want,” Marla began. 
 
    “We need the door opened,” Janet said. “Can you do that?” 
 
    “I can,” it said. “On condition.” 
 
    “Open the fucking door,” Janet cried. 
 
    “What condition,” Marla asked. 
 
    “Take me with you.” 
 
    Marla looked at Janet. Janet looked at Marla. 
 
    “Three heads,” Janet began. 
 
    “Don’t,” Marla said. “Just – just don’t.” 
 
    On the android’s instruction, they carried him upstairs to the door. He sang a series of notes until they heard a slight shift of metal. He sang again and again until he hit the correct combination that charmed and worked the locks. One by one the rollers and bars shifted and slid until the metal barrier opened. Marla’s heart flooded with relief. 
 
    Upstairs they entered a large kitchen. Marla was hesitant, but Janet assured her that the other androids had been dispatched. They found a bowl of fruit and devoured it. They explore the rest of the house. It was a rambling old elegant place that looked to be all tucked up for a long absence. Sheets covered everything. The only sign of habitation were the android bodies that lay sprawled about the parlor and foyer. Most of them had their heads blown off. Shotgun blasts were scattered about the walls. 
 
    Janet went about collecting their various weapons. Marla explored the upstairs. There she found the master bedroom. It looked like it had just been vacated. The bed was unmade and there were clothes strewn about. Then she found the bathroom. She called to Janet. In no time the two women lay naked, wallowing in the hot-tub, letting the soft rippling currents ease away their tension. 
 
    “This is nice,” Marla said. “If not a little creepy.” 
 
    “No one is going to bother us,” Janet said. “It was over a mile along a private road to get here. I doubt the Avon Lady is going to stop by. Besides, there’s a wall and a gate. This place is like a fortress.” 
 
    “The kitchen is full,” Marla said. “We could hole up here a while.” 
 
    “You said” 
 
    “I know what I said,” Marla sighed. “I need to think.” 
 
    She stretched her arms, and holding the tub wall let her legs float, buoyed by the water flow. It was so relaxing. Her eyes drooped. She could feel Janet’s gaze. The two were silent a while. 
 
    “You shave,” Janet said. 
 
    “Not really,” Marla replied. “I was always like this. When the other girls started sprouting those cute little tufts I had nothing. Not even on my legs or pits.” 
 
    “I’ve never heard of that,” Janet said. “It must make life easier.” 
 
    “I suppose. You trim, I see.” 
 
    “Rachael – Rachael likes it.” 
 
    “I bet she does.” 
 
    They fell quiet again. They glanced at each other, then looked away. Janet took her long mousy brown hair out of its braid. Marla watched the woman’s lovely tresses float and sway in the water, then settle and wrap Janet’s breasts. When Marla slid her eyes back to Janet, the woman was staring at her. Marla let go of the tub and drifted. Their thighs brushed. 
 
      
 
    “That was” 
 
    “Yeah,” Janet said quickly. “It was.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Stress,” Janet said. 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    “Right.” 
 
    Marla kissed her once more gently on the lips. Then she swam away and stood. 
 
    “But I am beginning to prune,” she said with a chuckle. “Where are the towels?” 
 
    The two dried one another. Then rummaging through Vanessa’s drawers, Marla found some suitable underwear, but Janet was hesitant. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she said. “Aren’t they like, you know, like cursed or something? I mean maybe she put a spell on them or something.” 
 
    Marla sniffed a pair of yellow silk panties. 
 
    “Lilac,” she said with a nod. “Jeeze, doesn’t she own anything other than suits and gowns?” 
 
    Ultimately they found a pair of black satin capri pants that fit Marla well enough. In a wry moment, she settled on a pink tank-top with the word “Bitch” blazoned in glitter. The only coat that fit her was a short black leather jacket festooned with zippers and buckles. All Vanessa had for shoes were stiletto heels two sizes too big. They scavenged a pair of combat boots from one of the smaller androids, but still had to stuff it with socks. 
 
    “It’s no big deal,” Marla said. “I can pick up some proper clothes in the city.” 
 
    “New York?” 
 
    “Boston.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “To find a witch,” Marla said. “It takes a witch to catch a witch.” 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “You would think that stupid witch would have a stinking map someplace!” Marla cried. 
 
    They had ransacked the mansion. They found cash. They found jewelry. They found a small cache of weapons. They even found a stash of illegal drugs. 
 
    “Why would a witch want drugs?” Janet asked. 
 
    “Probably to bribe people,” Marla said. 
 
    They checked the garage and there they found the limo, a Jaguar, and some sleek sporty thing that neither of them recognized. But they found no maps. 
 
    “Damn,” Marla said. “She doesn’t even have a GPS.” 
 
    “Neither do you,” Janet said. “But I don’t understand what you need a map for,” Janet said. “We’re in the backwoods of Maine. All we need to do is drive south and we’re bound to run into ninety-five.” 
 
    “It’s because we’re in Maine,” Marla said. “There are people here who might be able to help Laird. And if I can find a map . . . how do you know I don’t have GPS?” 
 
    “We came in your Blazer, no gizmo there.” 
 
    “Laird must have driven. He’s our gizmo.” 
 
    And with the same thought, the two looked at each other. They ran to the kitchen where they had left the android. “Hey head,” Marla said. “You have a navigation system in you?” 
 
    “That function is available.” 
 
    “Let’s pack.” 
 
    They gathered some food, an extra coat, the cash and some weapons. It took some doing, but they carefully loaded Laird into the back seat, protecting him with blankets and pillows. Janet drove with the head propped up on a crate in the passenger seat. Marla gave the head the name of a road in a town. She sat in the back nestled with her lover. They drove for hours in the dead of night through the deep woods. They saw no one else on the road. When the head announced that they were nearing the junction of Clemons Road, Marla took the wheel. She drove slow, scanning all around. 
 
    “What are we looking for?” Janet asked. 
 
    “There’s an enclave,” Marla said. “Like a commune of Hroth. They’ve banded together out here for safety.” 
 
    “You know any of them?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Marla said. “Sort of. Shit, I passed it.” 
 
    She stopped, backed up, spotted a small, indistinct marker, and then turned down a hidden gravel drive. The road was overgrown and rough. They bumped along for nearly a half hour. Then they saw a small wooden sign nailed to a tree saying, STOP. Marla did. 
 
    “What are we doing?” Janet asked. She turned to Marla and let out a yelp. 
 
    “There’s one on you too,” Marla said. The little red laser dot stood motionless on Janet’s forehead. “We’re waiting.” 
 
    “For?” 
 
    “Clearance.” 
 
    It wasn’t long before the headlights showed a small drone flying slowly and silently toward them. It hovered above the windshield. 
 
    “State your business,” a tinny voice said, 
 
    “Liam,” Marla answered. 
 
    There was a long pause. Marla could feel Janet’s fear. A small burst of static came from the drone, then a clear and distinct male voice spoke. 
 
    “Marla,” he said. “You promised.” 
 
    “I know,” she said. “And if it wasn’t absolutely.” 
 
    “You Promised!” 
 
    “Leon it’s important!” Marla cried. “It’s Laird! Look, look in the back seat.” 
 
    The drone hesitated, then a light snapped on and bathed the ball that was Liam. The drone remained silent for a little while. There seemed to be an exchange going on in the background, and then a new voice burst forth. 
 
    “Ay mu Kaal!” it cried. “Marla? Marla my sweet? Is that you? Is that really you?” 
 
    “Yes Liam!” Marla sang with relief. “Yes it’s me, and oh I need your help.” 
 
    “Yes! Yes of course my darling, come. Come ahead.” 
 
    Marla drove on following the drone. 
 
    “Okay,” she said as they bumped along. “We’re in. Now Janet I need you to keep quiet. They’ll probably ignore you, maybe even make you wait in the car. Just do what you’re told.” 
 
    Janet nodded, her eyes still fixed in the beam on Marla’s forehead. 
 
    “And you, Head, keep quiet.” 
 
    The pulled up before a well-crafted and stately log house. Under the light of the porch were two Hroth men. Both were the deep coppery color of Laird and both wore their hair long. One had dark red hair. He stood stoic, arms folded, his eyes like steel slits. The other had much lighter hair, almost blond, and he seemed eager and agitated. The moment the car stopped he rushed to the door, yanked it open and a moment later Marla was in his arms. 
 
    “Oh my dear, dear girl,” the Hroth said almost weeping. “How I have missed you. How I have so missed you.” 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Marla sat in a plush old chair in the comfortable, rustic living room with. The blond, Liam was pacing the room, knotting and knitting his fingers. The red haired Hroth, Leon stood gazing into the fireplace, arms folded. Laird, Janet and the Head had been left in the car. As Marla finished her tale neither Hroth spoke for a long time. But when Leon stirred Liam sat on the arm of Marla’s chair and took her hand. 
 
    “Your woes are deep and grievous,” Leon said still staring into the fire. “And our hearts are moved.” 
 
    “Then,” Marla said hesitantly, “you’ll help me?” 
 
    “We can’t.” 
 
    “But” 
 
    “You say that this was done to Laird by the one named Dana?” 
 
    Marla nodded to his back. 
 
    “I know her,” Leon said. “She is a ketch.” 
 
    Marla didn’t know what the word meant, but she felt Liam’s hand clutch hers. 
 
    “She’s worse than a ketch,” Leon went on. “She is loathsome. But that is not in our discussion. Only a female can work the protector, and we have no females here. There is an enclave in Idaho. I can let them know that you are coming, but I cannot promise that they will help. Of course we will help you with anything that you might need for your journey. If you drive straight through you can be there in three days.” 
 
    “Three days?” Marla cried. “I can’t wait three days. That witch has Jason!’ 
 
    “I do not know who this witch Vanessa is, but if she has fallen in with Dana she must be formidable. You should cut your losses and save Laird. Go to Idaho.” 
 
    “Leon please, there has to be something someone here can do. I am begging you. You have to help me!” 
 
    “You!” Leon said whirling to her. “Why the hell should we help you?” 
 
    “Leon!” Liam said in a hushed urgency. “Your voice. The children.” 
 
    “You,” Leon said. “You came to us as an ambassador; a position of good faith. Then you thrust yourself into our lives, break Liam’s heart and then steal away in the night with Laird leaving shambles in your wake. The sorrows that you have caused are just beginning to feel like they might fade away someday. And now you want us to help you so that you can go and rescue your other lover?” 
 
    “Not just Jason,” Marla pleaded. “The witch has girls as breeding slaves. And she has Rachel, Janet’s wife.” 
 
    “The lives of your friends don’t concern us. You promised to leave us alone, but here you are grinding salt into old wounds and begging us to help your lover. You have some gall, woman.” 
 
    “It’s not gall,” Liam said. “It’s desperation.” 
 
    “I don’t care what her motivation is,” Leon said. “We cannot help her.” 
 
    “Yes, I can.” 
 
    Marla’s heart dared to hope. Liam let go her hand, stood and move to Leon. Leon backed away. 
 
    “Liam?” he said. Marla heard his authority drain from his voice. “You can’t mean?” 
 
    “I want to help,” Liam said. “I have to help. And not just for Laird. Marla talked of the witch breeding werewolves. Once she has a brood, she can breed more and more.  I don’t know about you, but I am not comfortable with the idea of Dana having a small army. I have to help.” 
 
    “But – but the children.” 
 
    “Sweetheart the children will adapt. For all they know it’s just something that Daddies do sometimes. And it will only be for a little while.” 
 
    “What about the others in town? What will they think?” 
 
    Liam looked at Leon with one eyebrow raised. 
 
    “Don’t be so petty.” 
 
    “I just . . .” Leon clutched his hair. It was his turn to start pacing. “It’s just so sudden. I mean, we need to think about this.” 
 
    “You think about it. I already have. Now excuse me, I need some privacy.” 
 
    And so saying Liam left the room. Leon glared at Marla. The fire and passion quickly returned and he stormed to her. He grabbed her by the lapels and pulled her face to face. 
 
    “You would battle a witch,” he said seething. “But you are nothing but a harpy, stealing joy wherever you go. You had better kick that witch’s ass from here to Franaal, or I will . . .” 
 
    He raised a fist. Marla shrank back but no blow came. He shoved her back into the chair and stormed from the room. Marla sat alone, confused and frightened. She wondered what she had just caused. Leon’s words cut to her heart, but what choice did she have? Liam was right, she was desperate. But in her desperation what had she caused. 
 
    She didn’t know what to do. She sat and waited. And waited. The grandfather clock softly chimed an hour. She thought to check with Janet, but she dared not move. The clocked chimed the quarter hour, the half hour, then she heard someone on the stairs and a figure strode into the room. 
 
    “Liam?” she gasped. 
 
    The blond haired woman smiled and nodded. 
 
    “Your – you’re a girl?” 
 
    “A female,” Liam said, “to be precise. Not like those funny little changes we can do during sex. This is a transformation.” 
 
    “Into a real female?” 
 
    “Yep,” Liam said. “Ovaries, mammaries, the whole shebang. Though my breasts feel like they have an awful sunburn, and the hair down there itches. But that will pass, I’m sure.” 
 
    “How . . .” 
 
    “You want the technical lecture?” 
 
    “B-but – Leon?” 
 
    “He’ll get over it,” Liam chuckled, “especially when he realizes what I can do. Besides, I like being pretty.” 
 
    And she was. She had changed her clothes, but she filled the boy clothes rather nicely. Her curves fit her form, her blonde hair seemed to glimmer and she even had lovely nails. 
 
    “So,” she said. “Shall we see to our friend?” 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    By the first hint of dawn they had reached Interstate Ninety-five Southbound. Marla was too wound up, so she drove. Janet was asleep in the passenger seat. The Head was propped up in the cargo area, staring in awe at the dark world outside. Laird lay in the backseat, slowly uncurling. Liam had said that it would take some time for him to fully recover. 
 
    She had gone with Marla to the Blazer. She crawled into the back seat. She stroked his hair a few times, then holding his forehead in her open palm she spoke a single, unintelligible word and the silvery glow pulsed once, then twice, then faded. Laird took a deep breath and Marla’s heart melted. Then Liam slid out and smiled nodding to Marla. 
 
    “That’s it?” 
 
    “That’s all,” Liam said. “I know; all that ado for a soft touch and a loving word. But it was the only way.” 
 
    “Okay,” Marla said. “Okay. What do we do now?” 
 
    “He’s sleeping.  Let the poor dear rest. He’ll recover soon. When he wakes he’ll be sore, but none the worse.” 
 
    “Will he, remember?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Liam said, “everything. He will even be aware of what has happened around him while he was in stasis.” 
 
    “Oh, Liam,” Marla said wrapping her arms around the woman. “How can I thank you?” 
 
    “Do what you have to do,” Liam said caressing her. “Save your lover. Save Janet’s lover. Save the world from that witch’s werewolf army. But most of all forget what Leon said.” 
 
    “It’s true,” Marla said clutching Liam, the woman’s breasts nestling above her own. “Wherever I go I bring trouble and sorrow.” 
 
    “No child. Wherever you go you make choices. You stand up. That’s why despite all the trouble and sorrow, I still love you.” 
 
    Marla gazed into the Hroth’s intense yet serene eyes. She moved, just a little. Liam moved back, just a little. Their lips brushed. Then Laird groaned. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” Janet cried. “I just thought – I thought that if he was going to uncurl, that we should get that belt and pack off of him. I mean – I mean there’s a knife back there.” 
 
    “Your friend is very wise,” Liam said. 
 
    And so with Laird free of the constraints, he seemed to relax in his sleep and uncurl a little. Liam smiled, kissed Marla and went back into her house. With a different sort of ache in her heart, but with a new will to go on, Marla took the wheel and they drove away. She kept glancing back at Laird. As the hours progressed, he relaxed until he was stretched out in the back seat. Dawn was full when he finally stirred. Marla smiled when she saw his eyes open. 
 
    “Hey you,” she said. “Welcome back. How’re you feeling?” 
 
    “Coffee,” he said. 
 
    “Next rest stop.” 
 
    “Where are we?” 
 
    “Massachusetts,” Marla said. “Heading to Bean-Town.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “To save Jason.” 
 
    “Is Jason in Boston?” 
 
    “Probably not,” she said. “But we need the help of a witch. And so we are going to pay a visit to Jarris.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Oh boy.” 
 
    At the rest stop, Laird spent some time on the grassy place working out the kinks. Then they both relished the fast-food coffee. Marla was surprised that Laird had heard and knew. She filled him in on the rest. But Laird stopped her when she came to the part of approaching Liam and Leon. 
 
    “Your reasoning was sound,” he said. “And the results are good. But you broke a promise. There will be a reckoning.” 
 
    “I understand,” she said gazing into the black of her coffee. 
 
    “No,” Laird said. “You don’t. But that’s another issue for another time. Right now we have more pressing matters. So. You have a plan to meet Jarris. Through him you want to meet a witch. You have a vehicle crammed with an assortment of weapons, money and drugs.” 
 
    “And jewelry,” Marla said. “Don’t forget the jewelry.” 
 
    “And jewels. Yes,” he mulled. “As a sidebar here, have you thought about what might happen if the police were to pull you over?” 
 
    “Bribe them,” she said. “Anyway I can.” 
 
    “I see,” he nodded. “Is your plan then to bribe a witch also?” 
 
    “I don’t know much about witches,” Marla said. “But judging from what Vanessa abandoned, I bet that they don’t care a lot about that stuff. I plan to bribe Jarris. He is, if nothing else a hedonist.” 
 
    “Okay then,” Laird said. “Assuming that you successfully bribe Jarris and he introduces you to a witch. What then?” 
 
    “Then,” Marla said with a sigh. “I have no idea.” 
 
    “The question then becomes; what do witches want?” 
 
    “That is a bad question,” Marla said. “It’s like asking what werewolves want. Or what do women or Hispanics or aliens want.” 
 
    “Brava,” Laird said. “So the question transforms; what will the witch that we meet want?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    The two sipped their coffee. 
 
      
 
    As they neared Boston the traffic slowed, and soon crawled. Janet drove. Laird sat in the cargo area chatting with the Head. Marla stretched out on the back seat and napped. She felt grimy. She so wanted a shower. They snaked down Interstate Ninety-three through the heart of the city and into South Boston. Marla directed and they got off and onto Dorchester. There they found a cheap motel and the three crashed onto the musty bed. 
 
    The head sat in the back of the Chevy, still fascinated. 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Jarris Ward Montgomery had his home, offices and studios in an old school building on Cobden Street. Happily ensconced in his little city fortress, the pudgy little werewolf lived a quiet life amusing himself with fine food, interesting company, and a handful of slaves who would work his every whim. But his joy was his production studio. Carved from the old gymnasium, he had a live sound stage, two lesser studios, and a production room in the old score-keeping booth that rivaled any. 
 
    Every day, and twice on Sundays, his live show I Believe would swarm the cable networks. The public was fascinated with the occult, and talk-shows that had witches and warlocks, werewolves and vampires were everywhere. But his show had something else. 
 
    While all of the witch and werewolf wannabe’s tugged at heart strings and wept, he made it real. He would transform. He would find a way somewhere in the show to get angry. Maybe at a guest, maybe at a one of his slick commercials, maybe at something in politics, but in almost every show he would fall into his werewolf rage, begin to transform right there in the studio – and then the producers would have to cut away to a commercial. 
 
    The studio audience was always frightened, and they always told their friends of the horror that they had seen that poor man go through. And judging by the sales of his product lines, Jarris knew that his audience had many friends. 
 
    So it was that when the rag-tag bunch of troublemakers burst into his office brandishing shotguns, his first thought was who to fire in Security. Then he looked at the woman holding the barrel to his head. 
 
    “Marla?” he asked. 
 
    The woman batted her eyes. 
 
    “Marla, what the hell?” 
 
    “I need a witch,” she said. 
 
    “Marla? You couldn’t have called? Made an appointment or something?” 
 
    “There is no way,” she said. “That you would have ever answered my call. I needed to get your attention fast. Do I have your attention?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Okay then,” she said slinging the shotgun. “I need a witch. I have over seventy-thousand dollars.” 
 
    Marla could almost see his brain working. She had a sinking feeling when he sat back and smiled. 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “I have at least that in diamonds,” Marla responded. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What do you want then? Guns? Drugs?” 
 
    “How about women?” Jarris asked. “Got any of those?” 
 
    “Look mother fucker,” Janet said pumping her weapon. 
 
    “No, you look,” he said. “Shoot me. I’m dead, and where are you. This place will be swarming with cops and then there’s going to be some fun. And you won’t even have a witch. And why the hell do you come barging here demanding one? What the hell do you need a witch for?” 
 
    “A witch has Jason,” Marla said. “She has your brother. I need your help.” 
 
    “Half-brother,” Jarris corrected. “And why would I care about that jackass?” 
 
    “Because he is your kin,” Marla said. “He is your kind, and that creature is using him to” 
 
    “No, let me guess,” Jarris said, pondering. “If a witch wanted a lover, you’d be angry and emotional, but not here and not so desperate. So that’s out. Now if she wanted a protector –um, no. That doesn’t make sense and Jason would never whore himself out like that – but wait! That’s it. He is whoring. He’s a breeder!” 
 
    “That witch kidnapped him,” Marla cried. 
 
    “I see,” Jarris said. “And she so charmed him and all the rest. What a delicious plot for my next film. Is anyone taking notes?” 
 
    “Jarris!” 
 
    “Marla!” he shouted back. “You have invaded my home with weapons. You try to bribe my cooperation with drugs and money, and your pretty friend here threatens to blow my head off! I do not like that. I don’t like that at all.” 
 
    Jarris snapped his fingers. Three women appeared in three corners of the room. They were dressed as Geisha Girls. They wore fine, shapeless silk robes with sashes, their dark hair done up in the shimada style. They stood silent, eyes intent. 
 
    “Oh boy,” Laird said softly. 
 
    “Yeah,” Jarris said with a grin. “Oh boy. You wanted a witch? I got three. Your buckshot will never leave your barrels; no matter how fast alien-boy can move. Now I’m gonna be gracious, for old time’s sake. I’ll give you to the count of three to get the hell out of here before I call the cops. One.” 
 
    “Jarris,” Marla pleaded, “don’t you understand? This is Jason I’m talking about. I have to help him!” 
 
    “Two.” 
 
    “Jarris I don’t know where else to turn. You have to help me! I’ll do anything!” 
 
    Jarris paused. He looked at her, cocked his head and the beginning of a grin appeared. 
 
    “Two and a half,” he said. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    In reply he grinned broader. 
 
    “You’re kidding,” Marla said. 
 
    “And your friend,” he said. “Just for the hell of it.” 
 
    “Laird?” 
 
    “No,” Jarris laughed. “I’m nothing like my half-brother.” 
 
    He and Marla looked to Janet. 
 
    “Me?” she asked timidly. 
 
    “You do have such lovely breasts,” Jarris said. 
 
    “I – I can’t” 
 
    “Two and three-quarters,” Jarris said. 
 
    “Oh fuck.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “Your cutie gives me what I want and you get to take home one of my slant-eyes sorceresses. My word of honor.” 
 
    Marla glared at him. 
 
    “Two and five-eighths. And what the hell, I’ll throw in dinner.” 
 
    “You’re a real bastard.” 
 
    “Thank you,” he said smiling. “Dinner will be formal.” 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Janet?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You seem nervous,” Marla said. “Um, have you ever been with a man?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Oh. 
 
    The two sat primping before a lavish vanity. The Geishas had provided everything that they needed. Marla wore a simple, deep maroon Vera Wang evening gown with matching heels. A slim garter belt hugged her waist and cinched sheer, smoky silk stockings. Janet had on a strapless Terani in nude with glittering, silver sequins that radiated in a starburst up the delicate bust-line, and down the length of the skirt that poured to the floor. 
 
    “Dinner is served,” one of the geisha’s announced. 
 
    “You going to be okay?” Marla asked quietly. 
 
    “I’ve seen the movie,” Janet replied. 
 
    Jarris was a true Morph. The portly, almost pudgy imp they had encountered in the office was now a slim, dark gentleman in a most excellent tuxedo. It was still the same Jarris, but this was the Hollywood version. His manners were impeccable, his grace was smooth and he had even charmed the reluctant women into something like an interesting conversation. The wine was heady and Janet indulged. Desert parfaits were served in long stemmed crystal glasses, and when the tinkling of spoons ended Jarris took the ladies hands and led them on. 
 
    His bedroom was, like everything in his apartments plush and elegant to the point of opulence. The room was lit by candles and soft, undefined music lilted. Jarris looked first to Marla. She couldn’t hold his gaze. He was taller than she, and he took her delicate chin in hand and gently kissed her on the lips. Marla trembled at his nearness and his touch made her shudder. He smiled as though she had met that kiss with her passion. He softly stroked her cheek with the back of his hand. She flinched. His fingers glided down her face, along her neck and then behind. He pulled the halter’s knot and her gown flowed along her figure, cascading to the floor like water. He brought his fingertips along her arm and then traced the outline of her breast. 
 
    Janet sighed. She stepped closer. 
 
    “You like ladies?” Jarris asked. 
 
    “I do,” Janet said. 
 
    Jarris smiled and stepped aside. Marla fell into Janet’s arms and the two kissed with a passion that was at once fervor and escape. Janet cupped Marla’s breast. Maybe it was the wine, maybe it was the adrenaline, or maybe it was just the need to hold and be held, but Marl felt a rush of arousal and she gave herself to that. Gone were any thoughts of being compelled or loving against her will, and she abandoned herself to her lust. 
 
    As the women kissed Marla slowly slid down the zipper of Janet’s dress. The gown, heavy with beading fell to the floor. Marla caressed the woman’s thighs and cheeks. Janet pulled Marla in closer and their breasts settled so comfortably together. And as their flesh meshed and entwined Marla hear a soft sigh. She turned to Jarris. His ears were laid back and pointed. He had doffed his jacket. He was fumbling with his bowtie. 
 
    Marla giggled. Janet looked at the werewolf. Then kissing Marla’s cheek, she strode to him, reached up and took over. Marla began on his shirt and they soon had his chest bare. He was hairy, and as his arousal grew so did his hair. Janet seemed fascinated. She ran her fingernails just beneath his curlies, gliding toward his nips. Marla stood by his side, teasing her tit against that rough fur. She began on his belt and slowly slid to her knees. Janet kissed him long and deep and Marla began to lick him. Then she took him. 
 
    His thrill was almost instant. He throbbed and the skin seemed to stretch tight at the knob. He was too long for her and so she stroked with her hand what she couldn’t reach with her mouth. He was so hairy at the base and the friction made him swell even more. Still wrapped in Janet’s kiss, he sighed so contentedly. 
 
    He stroked Marla’s hair with one hand, and fondled Janet with the other. He caressed Marla’s head and she thought that she knew what he wanted. She was surprised when he gently eased her up and away. He kissed her tenderly and then he led the two to the bed. Marla wanted to spare her friend from as much as she could and so she took the lead. Janet lay by his side, kissing and toying while Marla lay between his spread legs and began again her oral ministration. 
 
    Jarris lay like a king, moaning and sighing. He toyed with Janet. She fell to his touch. She wrapped her thighs around his, and pressed and thrust herself. Jarris laughed as he tickled her slit. Marla looked and saw the lust in his eyes. He was starting to shift, reaching to the girl. Marla moaned long and low. With a long, last slurp she pulled away from him, rose to her knees, straddled the werewolf and pressed herself against the bulb. Jarris lay back with a laugh of triumph. 
 
    Marla began to ease herself onto the warm, throbbing shaft. But even as she did Janet was there, giggling a soft, girlish giggle. She took his rod and Marla moaned, leaning back as her friend guided him into her. Janet yelped delightfully as Jarris started to finger her. Marla eased deeper and deeper until he was all inside. She wailed with bliss as the two fell into a rhythm, thrusting and riding. 
 
    But Janet was still with her. As Marla leaned back and humped, she felt Janet’s warm, wet tongue on her clit. Marla cried out. Jarris pulled Janet to him and it was Janet’s turn to wail as he buried his face between her legs. Marla clutched her own breasts as she drove herself harder and harder, faster and faster. 
 
    Janet wrapped her lips around Marla’s swollen button. She began to suck and lick the thing, even as she wailed, ramming pussy against the man. Marla shrieked in ecstasy and Janet’s tongue flitted like an insane butterfly. Jarris pounded her and when she felt the first explosion of bliss flood her inside she rammed as if she would impale herself, clutching Janet by the hair and crushing her face with her bliss. 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Jarris proved to be insatiable. After her first climax, the rest of the night for Marla was mechanical. When she woke Jarris was gone. She nestled and gazed at Janet until the woman fluttered open her eyes. The two just looked at each other a while. 
 
    “So,” Janet said. “Is that what all the hoopla about heterosexuality is all about?” 
 
    Marla chuckled. 
 
    “Overrated if you ask me,” Janet said shaking her head. “Jeeze, I’m sore. You always wake up feeling like this?” 
 
    “Some people like it.” 
 
    “So, how’re you feeling?” 
 
    “Like a cup of strong coffee and a long shower.” 
 
    They got both their wishes. The Geisha from the night before served them breakfast in bed. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Marla asked the girl. She was so petite and so delicate. Her face was covered with that innocent make-up, but Marla saw something running deep in her dark, pretty eyes. 
 
    “Mai,” she said in a voice so soft Marla could barely hear. 
 
    “That’s a pretty name,” Marla said. The woman just nodded. “Mai, do you know where my friend Laird is?” 
 
    “He is sleeping.” 
 
    “Is he okay?” 
 
    The girl said nothing, but Marla saw her flush beneath the make-up. The girl left silently. After breakfast they found a shower the size of Marla’s parlor and their clothes cleaned and pressed. Mai appeared again and announced that Jarris wished to see them. In the office they found Laird, clean clothes and a contented smile. After a few moments Jarris entered. 
 
    “I see everyone is all rested and refreshed,” he said smiling. “Did you enjoy your oriental delights, Laird? 
 
    “I did,” the alien smiled. 
 
    “Excellent, excellent. And you Janet? Cured of your lesbianism?” 
 
    Marla lit into him, but he cut her off. 
 
    “Don’t get your undies in a bundle,” he said opening a wall safe. “We both got what we wanted.” 
 
    He reached in and pulled out a small twig from a fir tree. Maybe two inches long it had three lonely green needles clinging to the end. He tossed it to Marla. 
 
    “What is this?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s your witch. Well, the key to her anyway,” he said. Then he shouted, “Mai-Lynn!” 
 
    The Geisha appeared instantly. She had her usual demure look, but she quickly realized that something was wrong. She glanced to the twig in Marla’s hand. Her eyes froze. 
 
    “Mai-Lynn,” Jarris said. “This is Marla. You’re going with her. She’s your Master now. Be a good little witch.” 
 
    Marla looked at the girl, then at the twig, then at Jarris. 
 
    “That’s her broom,” Jarris explained. “Or what’s left of it. Still it’s where she gets her power. Don’t lose it. She ever gets out of hand, or you need to punish her take a match to it.” 
 
    Mai-Lynn yelped softly. Jarris smiled. 
 
    “She’ll do anything to get that from you,” Jarris went on. “She can’t take it from you by force, that would be stealing and that would upset all kinds of balances and things. But she’ll try and trick you out of it any way she can. Be very careful.” 
 
    “Okay, then,” Janet said. “We got what we wanted. Let’s get the hell out of here 
 
    “Sure,” Jarris said. “Unless anyone wants to take another roll.” But he spoke to their backs. 
 
    They found Marla’s Blazer on the front drive. It too was cleaned spotless, and the tank was full. Janet drove. Laird took the passenger seat while Marla and Mai-Lynn sat in the back. The Head was still propped up in the cargo area. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Mai sighed as she flopped into her seat. “Thank you for getting me out of that fucking hell hole.” 
 
    She reached to her hair, pulled out the needles, and shaking her head she let her locks fall. 
 
    “Anybody got a cigarette?” 
 
    Laird and Marla stared. Janet glanced in the mirror. 
 
    “What?” the girl said. “Oh shit. Don’t tell me that you want me to play China-doll for you too?” 
 
    “No,” Marla said placing a hand gently on the girl’s shoulder. “No, I just – we just – we need your help.” 
 
    “You need my help,” she repeated. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay,” she said sweetly. “But first will you do one thing for me?” 
 
    “Sure. What.” 
 
    “Get your filthy hand off of me you,” she said smiling. “I’m a fucking Princess you idiot!” 
 
    Marla jerked back her hand. 
 
    “I thought,” Laird said, “that you were a witch?” 
 
    “Oh,” she sang, “I am all of that and so much more.” 
 
    “So,” Marla said. “Will you help us?” 
 
    “Were you born stupid,” the girl asked. “Or do you take lessons? I am your servant, you moron. I have to help you. But before I can help anybody I have to help myself. Can we go someplace where I can scrape this white crap off my face? And can I get some real clothes? And a cigarette?” 
 
    Back at the motel, Mai grumbled and complained. Janet shopped and got the girl some clothes and things. Marla and Laird explained their situation as Mai scrubbed her face and washed her hair. Dressed in jeans, a tee, a denim jacket and sneakers the girl looked nothing like the small and shy geisha. She listened and didn’t say anything until after her second cigarette. 
 
    “Vanessa you say,” she said exhaling a long thin stream of smoke. 
 
    “Yes,” Marla said. “Do you know her?” 
 
    “Who doesn’t?” 
 
    “I didn’t,” Marla said, “until just a few days ago.” 
 
    “You are a peasant.” 
 
    Mai stood and walked to the window. She was silent for a few minutes. Then she stubbed out her smoke on the sill. 
 
    “She’s a real bitch,” Mai said. “And she’s good. But I’m better. A frontal assault would never work, as you idiots found out. We need to approach by guile, and I’m gonna need you to trust me and do everything that I say.” 
 
    “That,” Laird said, “depends on what you say.” 
 
    “Look, star man, I’m all you got. And if I get into this I’m putting my ass on the line. We screw up and we’re all worse than dead.” 
 
    “Um,” Marla said. “I got your broom, remember? I can compel you.” 
 
    “Um,” Mai echoed. “Compel me and you get my obedience, that’s all. Work with me and you get an ally, a very real, very loyal and very powerful ally. But I’m gonna want something in return.” 
 
    “What?” Marla asked. 
 
    “Oh I don’t know? Let’s all put our heads together and see if we can come up with something that will make a princess who’s been a slave for seven bloody years happy. Anything spring to mind?” 
 
    “I have no need of a slave,” Marla said. “We just want Jason and Rachael back.” 
 
    “I agree,” Laird said. “Your freedom for our friends . . . it’s more than fair.” 
 
    “What about you, pretty tits?” Mai said to Janet. “You got a stake in this too.” 
 
    “All I want,” Janet said. “Is Rachael – and maybe someday wipe that smug look off of that werewolf’s ugly face.” 
 
    “You and me both, baby,” Mai said chuckling. 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Then we are agreed,” Mai said. “your buddies for my broom. Done. So, can I just see it a moment? Make sure that he gave you the right one?” 
 
    Marla chuckled. 
 
    “I had to try,” Mai said. She lit another cigarette. “Okay. So, to get this operation off the ground I need to know where Vanessa is, and to do that I need to find a pool of unsullied rain water.” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “It could be a little thing,” she said. “A puddle will do, but it needs to be still, on the ground and unspoiled; no animals can have drunk from it, or stepped in it, or pissed in it – and no bugs. Definitely no bugs. Bugs are creepy.” 
 
    “Where are we going to find something like that?” Marla asked. 
 
    “And,” Mai added. “I need to know the current lunar phase.” 
 
    “Two days in a waxing gibbous,” Laird said. 
 
    “Cool,” Mai said nodding. “Full would be better, but it’ll do.” 
 
    “I will ask again,” Marla said. “Where are we going to find a pool of unsullied rain water?” 
 
    “Someplace where it rained last,” Janet said, “for starters.” 
 
    “Give the pretty little thing a prize,” Mai said. 
 
    The newspapers were useless and their phone batteries were dead. Laird struck on an idea and he soon had the head hooked up to a local Wi-Fi. The head found NOAA and reported that the day before a storm had tracked north along the Massachusetts-New York border. The closest wet place was Springfield, two hours away. Marla drove. Mai sketched out her plan; it required deception and a lot of guts. Marla, Laird and Janet would be putting their total faith in a snide, Japanese witch princess. 
 
    “Oh boy,” Laird said. 
 
    As they approached the city of Springfield they saw signs of rain. 
 
    “So now what?” Marla asked. “What do we look for? A park or something?” 
 
    “That would be stupid,” Mai said. “There are animals in parks, not to mention children. Yuck.” 
 
    “Maybe a cemetery?” 
 
    “Dead people spook me,” Mai said. “Why don’t you exit here, I’m, hungry.” 
 
    They got off in Chicopee and headed straight to the first truck-stop they saw. Mai feasted on cheeseburgers, French fries and chocolate shakes. While the witch gorged, the others racked their brains over the water problem. They lingered. The waitress was irritated. Trucks roared. The sun set. The moon rose. And then Janet got a look in her eyes. 
 
    “I got it,” she said grinning. “So simple. Finish your fries.” 
 
    She led them out. She skirted the building, past the parking lot and to the rear of the restaurant to the dumpsters and waste oil bins. Despite the stench Mai smiled. Among the garbage and waste, the pavement was dotted with lovely little puddles, on the ground and undisturbed. 
 
    “I like this one,” Mai said. 
 
    The four knelt looking down at the dark pool. They waited until the moon had risen high enough to reflect in the still water. The silver orb lay motionless. 
 
    “Beautiful,” Mai sighed, “absolutely beautiful. Now we need the broom.” 
 
    Marla held the twig over the water. Mai instructed her to place it so that its shadow crossed the mirror of the moon. Mai began chanting in a language that Marla didn’t recognize. Then she blew across the water, little ripples broke up the reflections. Then they waited until the water stilled again. Mai shook her head. 
 
    “You’re not holding it right,” she said. 
 
    “What am I supposed to do?” Marla asked. 
 
    “Hold it right – oh let me.” 
 
    “No way.” 
 
    Mai rolled her eyes. She placed her hand over Marla’s and adjusted the shadow a little bit one way, then another until she was satisfied. She began her chant again. This time Marla heard the word “Vanessa” twice. Again Mai blew across the water, but this time as the little waves stilled the moon began to change. It swirled brightly beneath the dark image of the twig. It seemed to glow just a little, then the swirling shifted and dark patches formed, then the dark coalesced with the light and Marla hissed as the image of Vanessa’s face emerged. 
 
    The witch’s eyes were closed but her brows were raised and stretched wide. Her mouth was open as if she were gasping for breath. Her head began to dart from side to side and it suddenly looked like she was screaming. 
 
    “She’s having sex,” Mai giggled. 
 
    But even as she spoke the image of Vanessa seemed to startle. Her ecstasy paused. Immediately Mai pulled the broom away and slammed the puddle with her other hand. 
 
    “That was close,” she said standing. “She almost saw us.” 
 
    “But we saw her,” Janet said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Mai smiled. “And now I know where she is.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “I don’t have an address,” Mai said. “But I know how to find her and so we can go to her.” 
 
    “We can?” Marla said. “How?” 
 
    “With this,” Mai said waving her little broom at them. “Oh! Lookie what I have. Can you say ‘slave bitch’?” 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Slave bitch”. The words echoed, haunting Marla’s mind. Something inside of her knew that she should have been heartbroken. But she wasn’t. She should have felt betrayed, but she didn’t. She wanted to cry out in a furious rage, but she couldn’t. It was as though some soothing force held her anger at bay and all she was left with was a gripping fear. 
 
    Mai had cheated. She had lulled her, lulled them all with a promise of what they dearly desired. And then she made her move. Marla hated the scheming witch. She had lost, Mai had won. And now Marla was a slave. 
 
    The world around her seemed to be flying away in a blur. She felt a soft but steady wind. The wind was warm – no it was hot. It was hot and dry and it stung. It stung her flesh because it had torn away her clothes, and she felt more naked and more vulnerable than she had ever felt in her life. The wind hurt her eyes and she wanted to shut them but she couldn’t. And so the tears that she couldn’t cry from her soul she cried from the pain of the wind. 
 
    And then it stopped. 
 
    Marla reeled as the inertia inside of her roiled against her still body. Then all was calm. It was cold. It was night. She saw stars spread across a vast black sky. She felt sand under her feet. A building came into focus. It was a palace. She saw minarets and an onion dome. In the distance she thought that she heard thunder. She tried to look about but her head wouldn’t move. Then she heard voices. 
 
    “Princess Mai?” 
 
    “Mistress Vanessa.” 
 
    “Your royal highness! However, did you – oh never mind. Hug me you little imp.” 
 
    “Mistress? What’s all that rumbling noise?” 
 
    “We’re in Syria, darling. Just silly people bombing the hell out of each other.” 
 
    Marla strained to see, but she couldn’t move her eyes. 
 
    “Darling Mai, you are as lovely as the day I first set eyes on you.” 
 
    “I remember that day,” Mai said dreamily. “You tried to assassinate me.” 
 
    “I was young,” Vanessa said. “And your father was so handsome and charming. How is he?” 
 
    “Old, ugly and refuses to die. He’s hiding in Mongolia someplace.” 
 
    “He always was a survivor. But I am sure that you didn’t come all this way to find me and reminisce. You have also brought . . .” 
 
    “Tributes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Oh? Are you looking to curry favor?” 
 
    “I am Mistress. There are whispers in the wind. So it was that when these hapless idiots crossed my way and I learned of their, um your connection, well I thought that if I could tie up a few loose ends for you, you might think kindly on this poor princess.” 
 
    “I see,” Vanessa said. “And you have enthralled them?” 
 
    “I have,” Mai said. “The star man was much easier than I suspected. We might chat about that sometime.” 
 
    “And you are giving them to me?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I have always been wary,” Vanessa said, “of Kegon bearing tributes.” 
 
    Mai laughed. 
 
    “No Buddhist ever gave you tribute, Mistress Vanessa. So let this be a first. Put them to a test if you like” 
 
    “I like.” 
 
    Marla felt herself moved by no will of her own. She was transported deep into the dungeons of the palace. She heard the echoes of pain, past and present. In her steel-eyed stare she saw shadows of torments as she wended down, around and along dark ways. And when she stopped her heart stopped also. Jason hung before her. 
 
    He was manacled at the wrists and ankles and a dull silver collar wrapped his neck. He was hanging naked. His body seemed trapped in transformation. He was covered in that grisly long hair, his chest was heaved, his claws were fierce and his animal muscles bulged. His legs were trapped between a man’s and a wolf’s and the bondage against the half-formed limbs was cruel. But his face was set and fully human. He gleamed with sweat and his canines were long. He was fighting to stay Jason. 
 
    “Mistress,” Dana said adjusting the ropes. “The wolf-man still refuses to – oh? What have we here?” 
 
    “We have,” Vanessa said “a wayward witch with a tribute; three new slaves to test.” 
 
    “And I thought,” Dana said, “that this was going to be just another boring night.” 
 
    “That’s gross,” Mai said walking up to the tormented Jason. 
 
    “What you see,” Vanessa said, “isn’t half as gross as what it feels.” 
 
    And to demonstrate Vanessa took up a riding crop and slammed him on the fur between his legs. Jason half howled and half shrieked, twisting in his bonds. 
 
    “It continues to resist my charms,” Vanessa said. “Perhaps Mai, your gifts might help; if your tributes are well and truly enthralled.” 
 
    Mai walked into Marla’s view. She clipped a delicate, filigree silver chain to a collar that Marla didn’t know she wore. Without a word Mai handed the chain to Vanessa and in that moment Marla felt the soothing hand on her soul evaporate. She was suddenly filled with rage. The hand on her leash directed that rage and jerked her face to face with Jason. The werewolf’s eyes were filled with hate and Marla’s eyes were filled with heartbreak. Then Marla was yanked away. 
 
    “This is just too much,” Mai said, “Just too much. Is there like a bathroom someplace? I need some cold water and to – you know.” 
 
    “Save Brittany,” Vanessa sang. “Show our guest to the powder-room. 
 
    “Aces,” Mai said. “Brittany, is it? You’re cute.” 
 
    “Now,” Marla said when Mai left, “show me something slave.” 
 
    Marla felt life in her limbs. She moved and she found a whip in her hand. She snapped her head. She looked about. Laird was lashed to a rack, his hands and ankles bond by wood stocks. Janet stood by like a naked zombie. Jason hung in agony. 
 
    “Marla pet,” Vanessa said. “Show me what a good slave Mai has brought me.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress,” she said in a voice she didn’t know. 
 
    “Lay on.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    With a will of its own her arm reared back and lashed. Jason wailed as the thongs laced his chest. Marla’s head burst as she watched her lover’s pain at her hand. Vanessa and Dana laughed in delight. They cuddled, reveling in the mingled pain wafting through the air. Laird was squealing like a girl as Marla lay lash after lash onto her lover. 
 
    Jason shrieked and cursed. Marla wanted to wail and weep as she was forced to torture her lover. She wanted to turn and slash that vile woman. She wanted to whip the witch’s tits open. But she had no will of her own and her body acted like Vanessa’s puppet. Jason began to bleed. 
 
    “I think,” Vanessa said, “that Mai has brought us something special.” 
 
    “I think,” a new voice said. “That Mai is ever so much smarter than you.” 
 
    Laird stood free. But it wasn’t Laird. It was Laird as a female. His slender, delicate wrists and ankles easily slipped their bonds. Naked and free she walked to Dana. 
 
    “You can’t,” Dana said with a forced laugh. “It’s impossible.” 
 
    Laird smiled, touched her forehead, and the Hroth woman groaned, then collapsed into a glimmering golden ball. 
 
    “Touché, alien boy,” Vanessa said. “Or girl. Now do you think you have what it takes to go mano-a-mano with me? In my house? Under my magic?” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter,” Mai said sweeping into the room. “Look what I have.” 
 
    Mai held an old, worn corn-broom. It was the sort of thing that every household had in that place between the refrigerator and the cabinets. Hairy dust clung to the twisted bristles. The naked slave standing with Mai held a Benz-o-matic blow-torch and a Bic lighter. 
 
    “You scheming little bitch!” Vanessa said. 
 
      
 
    Vanessa hung bound and gagged in Jason’s place. Jason lay on the elegant bed, Marla and Laird at his side. They tended his wounds with a soothing balm that Brittany had brought. In his half transformed state the werewolf trembled, but his eyes were clear and forgiving. Marla’s eyes welled with tears. She kissed him softly. 
 
    Suddenly squeals of joy filled the dungeon. Janet and Rachael wept and laughed as they hugged and kissed. Other slave-girls looked about in some disbelief, rubbing their wrists where their manacles had been. 
 
    “I’m sorry I had to deceive you,” Mai said. “But it was vital that Vanessa smell your fear. If she had any hint of suspicion we’d have all been grease spots. Funny though; in the end it was her own sadistic lust that brought her down. They were so intent on torture that they just missed a few things. Stupid bitches.” 
 
    “I don’t care,” Janet said sobbing in joy. “I just – thank you.” 
 
    “So,” Brittany said timidly, “what’s going to happen to those two?” 
 
    “Well,” Mai said. “Dana is going to stand trial at The Haig. I’m sure that Laird will see to that.” 
 
    “I will insist,” she said. 
 
    “And as for witchy-poo,” Mai said strolling to the struggling woman. “We’ll think of something.” 
 
    “Can we go home now?” Janet asked. 
 
    “All in good time,” Mai said. “Wolf-man has to heal. In the meanwhile, this is such a lovely palace. Let’s do some exploring. You can thank me properly in prettier surroundings.” 
 
    Marla gazed down at Jason, stroking his slowly receding hair. 
 
    “It’s alright baby,” she cooed. “Everything’s alright now. “We’ll all go home soon, and then everything will be like it always was.  Just the three of us.” 
 
    “Um,” Laird said. 
 
    “Oh, right.” 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 For the Melody 
 
      
 
    A single drop of water, cold and shimmering, worked its way down a real crystal glass. The condensation caught the flicker of warm light from the single taper candle at the center of the table, slid down the stem and over the base, carefully eking out a long wet ribbon. It hung on to the base for just a moment, like a hiker perched over a cliff; a perilous trembling blob of water, held in place by its own tension. It looked as if it might stay there, perfectly balanced along the smooth edge. Then a second droplet came rushing down, following in the wake of the first. It  bombarded against the hesitating droplet and both went tumbling across the edge to the expensive red cloth beneath. There is sat maintaining its soft circular shape right before the cloth gobbled the droplet down. Poor little water droplet...didn't stand a chance.  
 
    It was the most interesting thing that Melody Quinn had seen since walking into the restaurant. 
 
    She glanced at her phone, a cheap but sturdy pay-as-you-go from the Dollar General. It steadfastly informed her that it was 7:15. Melody held back a wistful sigh and ran her finger over the rim of her water glass, disrupting multiple drops of water. Her date was officially fifteen minutes late.  
 
    A swell of anxious fear rose up in her gut. There was a chance that show as about to get stood up. It wouldn't be the first time, just the most recent, and a fitting end to a day that could only be described as terrible. 
 
    She turned her gaze from the growing dark ring around her cup and looked around the restaurant once more. It wasn't that she had this enormous thing for being punctual. A person had every right to be late from time to time, but she really thought that a first date shouldn't be one of those times. Then again, maybe people in New York City didn't care about punctuality the way they did down in Wisteria, Georgia.  
 
    For the millionth time that day Melody regretted her hasty decision to move. It wasn't the fact that NYC was loud, or crowded. Melody came from a family of nine brothers and sisters. She was used to everything being loud and, having grown up in a three bedroom house with all of them, knew how to handle crowded. It was all the other nuances that she couldn't seem to get a handle on. Like the fashion, or the move fast attitudes, or the lack of common courtesy that she had grown up with.  
 
    Like not letting someone know when you were running late.   
 
    “Did you still want to wait?”  
 
    A woman, tall and slender, with a fine crop of hair too perfectly black to be natural looked down an aquiline nose at Melody.  
 
    Now here, Melody thought to herself, was a woman who looked like she belonged in New York. The other woman may have been clad in a uniform of a button down white shirt, black vest and matching pants, everything else about her screamed modern and forward thinking. Her wrist was marked with a simple tattoo, almost hidden behind a chunky watch. Her eyes, already luminously dark, were decorated liberally with liner and her full lips were lacquered with a color deep enough to be called plum. Melody would never have worn such a dark shade to work. She didn't even think that she could pull off that color without looking, as her mother would have put it, sinful.  
 
    “I...uh...”  
 
    She pulled the fancy menu towards her and tried not to wince at the prices. Why was everything so much more expensive here? Maybe it was the fact that there were only seven tables per restaurant, and everyone wanted to be trendy. She resisted the urge to sigh again. Even if her date didn't show up she needed to eat? If she was very careful the rest of the week she might be able to afford something now.  
 
    She wasn't sure that she had the courage to walk out without ordering anything anyway.  
 
    “I don't mean to intrude, miss, but perhaps you might suggest something?” Melody asked, fully aware of her deep Georgia twang. 
 
    The woman's lip quirked up, and for just a moment Melody could see the tiny plastic circle a the side of the waitress's lip that signified she had taken out some kind of piercing. With a blink it became apparent that there was another one at her eye, and several more up her ear. It surprised Melody. Not because the woman had them, in her two months in the great big city she had grown accustomed to seeing all kinds of body modifications. No, what surprised her more was that the woman wasn't wearing them at work. Facial piercings didn't hold quite the same stigma in New York as they did in Wisteria.  
 
    “Well, that depends,” the waitress, who was lacking a name tag completely, said, “what are you planning to get as a main?”  
 
    “I...don't know.” Melody dropped her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “I've never had Thai food before.”  
 
    The woman blinked at her, they her plum colored lips spread into a glamorous smile. “Are you for real?”  
 
    Melody lifted her chin, feeling a little put off. “Well I'm not imaginary, now am I?”  
 
    The waitress's laugh was infectious. She shook her head until the crop of dark hair looked prettily rumpled around her pixie like face. “Fair enough. Are you a vegetarian or meat eater?”  
 
    “I like all foods,” Melody responded.  
 
    The waitress bent over and Melody felt the startchy brush of the uniform top against her cheek. A moment later she caught the wiff of baby powder and mint. It was a very nice combination.  
 
    The woman's nail, painted a shade of blue so dark it nearly looked black, poked at an option near the very top of the menu. “Our coconut and galangal soup is really great. We got a write up about it in The Times a few weeks ago. But I suggest if you go hot with the appetizer, go cold with the main.”  
 
    Melody followed the trail of the waitresses finger as she pointed out several options. At the end of it she decided on the soup, and the beef carpacio. How bad could it be?  
 
    “You wont regret it, I swear.”  
 
    “I hope not,” Melody thought out loud, musing on her dwindling bank account. “Thank you for the-”  
 
    “Hey!” A rich masculine voice seemed to boom out of nowhere. Melody jerked up and there stood her now half an hour late date. He wasn't half as attractive as the picture he had used on his profile. That's what she got for using a dating site. He was at least ten years older than the picture, and hadn't bothered to neaten up his several days worth of stubble. He hadn't dressed up either. It was jeans and a long sleeved shirt. Melody glanced down at her little black dress, which had seemed vastly appropriate to the prices for the restaurant. His face would have been handsome if it weren't twisted up in frustration.  
 
    “Did you already order?” he demanded.  
 
    “I..” she stammered, “I thought...it got to be a little late and...”  
 
    “I got held up at work.”  
 
    “I didn't...I mean...there wasn't a message.” She plucked her phone up off the table  and double checked to make sure she hadn't missed a text or a call. “I thought..”  
 
    He made a sound of complete and total disgust. “So what? A man is a little late and you think that you can just go on without him?”  
 
    Melody was confused. She didn't understand why he was so angry or what he meant by 'going on'.  
 
    “Sir,” the waitress said, managing to turn the polite phrase into a term of condemnation, “I haven't even put the order in.”  
 
    His look twisted even further into an all out sneer. “Back off dyke-bitch.”  
 
    The restaurant went utterly quiet. While some people had already been watching the drama unfold, now nearly every head in the restaurant was turned in their general direction. A deep rose color had welled up in the waitresses cheeks. Melody could see the line of tension in that pretty face as the woman clenched her jaw. Her lips parted, and Melody could already see that anger fueled words were going to just spill out.  
 
    “Now see here,” Melody said, standing up and disrupting whatever outburst had been prepared. She placed herself easily between the angry waitress and the frustrated almost-date. “that kind of talk is beyond unnecessary, it's rude. You can leave.”  
 
    “What?” he demanded taking a step forward. He surged to a full height, apparently trying to use his masculine bulk in intimidation. Melody had five brothers, and an Aunt Ruth who could have topped his height. She was in no way impressed.  
 
    “Apparently your hearing has gone the way of your good manners,” Melody felt her deep southern drawl come out along side her cool anger, “I made it abundantly clear that I no longer wish for you to share my table, or my evening. Go.”  
 
    He glanced between one and the other and cursed under his breath. What he said Melody couldn't quite hear, but she understood the meaning well enough. He took a single step away, and Melody thought that the scene had concluded. She started to turn and felt the brush of the other woman's hand on the inside of her elbow.  
 
    “Thank -” she started to say.  
 
    “I just want to know one thing,” the man cut in, “if you weren't actually interested in men why bother going out with me?”  
 
    “I am interested in men,” Melody said, “You just don't happen to be one.”  
 
    This coolly delivered comment brought out a deep an unexpected rage. He surged forward and Melody did the only thing a girl raised in the crux of southern hospitality could think to do.  
 
    She picked up the cold glass of water and tossed it in his face. He stood there, looked as if she'd hit him with a cast iron skillet. His eyes big and round as droplets of water gathered on his chin. A cheer and applause went around the small dinning area. Melody felt her own cheeks go red with embarrassment, but she did not take her eyes off the man. It was at that moment that a manager, at least Melody assumed that's what the man in the button down shirt was, came out and escorted her would be date out of the building.  
 
    “Wow,” the waitress said as the chatter started up around the restaurant once more; this time with excited volume, “that was...classy.”  
 
    Melody patted her blonde hair, double checking to see if her movements had ruined the careful style. “I can't abide rudeness.”  
 
    “Sweetheart.” She plopped her pale hand on her hip. “You are in the wrong city.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “How did it go?” Yuna asked the moment that Melody walked through the door of the simple two bedroom apartment that Melody could never had afforded on her own. It wasn't just the help of a roommate, but a stipend from back home that kept her from living in one of the less idyllic parts of New York City. She was grateful. 
 
    Melody stood in a living room that looked like a whirlwind had gone through it. Yuna, her roommate, had promised to have it all cleaned up before Melody got home. That had apparently not happened. Yuna's clothes, easily picked out since most of them were in day-glo bright colors or studded patent leather, were sprawled over every available surface. Yuna was into alternative clothing. If Melody was being fair, Yuna was into pretty much alternative everything.  
 
     The woman herself was sitting at the tiny island that separated the kitchen from the rest of the two bedroom apartment. Her hair was kept in a series of rich dark braids that swayed as she moved. Her pants looked like they were pulled from the 80's, with a few punk rock nineties embellishments. Her tank top was just barely enough to cover her swell of breasts, and left her very flat, very tattooed skin on display. A carefully manicured hand was gingerly navigating a spoon through the contents of a pint of ice cherry and chocolate cream.  
 
    Melody's ice cream.  
 
    It was pointless to try to bring it up. Yuna would just say that she'd replace the ice cream later and not get too bent out of shape about it. They had taken part in that conversation at least seven times since signing the lease together. Melody was already looking forward to the lease being up. She hoped that she had made some friends by then, or made enough in her new job to find a smaller apartment somewhere else.  
 
    Yeah, she snorted inwardly, right.  
 
    “It...sucked.” Melody dragged a hand down her face and hung up her purse on the hook inside the tiny front closet. Here, at least, there was some semblance of order. Her jackets were hung up and her three pairs of shoes were still lined up neatly. She tugged off her simple black heels and placed them next to her more professional flats.  
 
    “That bad?”  
 
    “He showed up thirty minutes late to start with. Didn't even send me a message to let me know he was running behind.”  
 
    Yuna brought a healthy dollop of ice cream to her lips. “That's it?”  
 
    “No, but for me that was enough to be hesitant.”  
 
    Yuna swallowed. “Hun, I know you are used to things being a little different. In New York shit comes up. No big deal. You gotta forgive or you aren't ever going to get a man.”  
 
    “I would have been more than willing,” Melody flopped unto the couch, wondering why she'd even bothered to start this conversation. Yuna was always knit-picking every choice that Melody made. “But he decided to be really rude the moment he showed up. He was angry that I was putting in an order.”  
 
    Yuna hunfed and, to Melody's mild surprised, said, “What did he expect? For you to keep waiting on your dinner? Man, no one keep me from eating when I get hungry. I got that blood sugar thing.”  
 
    Melody nodded, “Yeah, I know. But to make it worse he started getting really rude with the waitress Called her names. I thought...I dunno what I thought, really, but I had to step in. Caused a scene. But It just did not make me want to see him again.”  
 
    Yuna shrugged a shoulder. “Fair 'nuff. You gonna keep using that dating site?”  
 
    “Probably. On the plus side I got a free dinner out of it all.”  
 
    “How? Did he still pay?”  
 
    “Heck no, the manager had to escort him out for being belligerent. The waitress, however, she wouldn't let me pay.”  
 
    “Well that was nice of her,” Yuna said with her brows narrowed. Melody got the feeling her roommate wasn't used to people being nice. “What did she want?”  
 
    “She didn't want anything. She was just saying thank you.”  
 
    “Uh-huh, and does this paragon of waitresses have a name?”  
 
    Melody dug around in her pocket and pulled out a crumpled napkin. On the flattest part was a pen scribbled caricature of her date that night with water dripping off of his face. Beneath that was the name and a phone number encompassed by a thick lined heart.  
 
    “Tara Bradly.”  
 
    Yuna paused. The spoon, halfway to her mouth, clattered against the counter loudly.  “Are you for real?”  
 
    “That's what it says.”  
 
    Yuna dashed around the counter and nabbed the napkin out of Melody's hand. She brought it up to her pert nose and scanned the picture and the name that went with it.  
 
    “Hey!”  
 
    “Wait!” Yuna snapped at her.  
 
    Melody did, but only because it seemed childish to get into a tug of war match over a very delicate napkin. She didn't want to ruin it.  
 
    “Holy crap,” Yuna said, slapping the napkin down on the countertop, “holy crap.”  
 
    “What is it?”  
 
    “You got Tara Bradly's phone number.”  
 
    Melody was sure her confusion was apparent. “I believe I already told you that.”  
 
    Yuna shook her head hard enough to make her braids clatter around her face. “No, no, no. You aren't hearing me. You didn't get just any Tara Bradly's number, you got the Tara Bradly phone number.”  
 
    Melody just stood there and blinked. Yuna was looking at her with big brown eyes, lined with Cleopatra black.  
 
    “Wait here.”  
 
    Yuna dashed across the apartment and disappeared inside a room whose door was liberally decorated with bands that Melody had never heard of. Yuna was in the music business. Rather, she was trying to be in the music business. She was working a job currently that was just above intern but not much else.  
 
    When she dashed back out she was clutching a small long poster, the size and shape that might have fitted into a locker or something similar.  
 
    “Is this the girl?”  
 
    Melody took the picture and tilted it this way and that. Lighting caught across its shiny finish and at first she had a problem picking out individual faces. The image was artistic, just the side views of each of the member of a band the ad called 'Instant Girl' in shining silver letters.  
 
    Then she saw the piercing in a brow, the one that had been missing from the dinner, and the ladder of hoops that crawled up one ear. Her eyes trailed over the distinct nose and the impish curl of lacquered lips.  
 
    “There she is,” Melody pointed.  
 
    Yuna made a noise and bounced in place. “You met her, she gave you her number!”  
 
    “Is this band some kind of big deal? I never heard of them.”  
 
    “They are really big with the indie crowd. They don't belong to a label and they do all their own music. I can't believe she's a waitress.”  
 
    Melody looked down at the picture. It was definitely the waitress, just with more makeup and all of her piercings.  
 
    “She's a lesbian you know.”  
 
    Melody blinked. “Pardon?”  
 
    “Like, seriously, full on girl-on-girl lesbian. Her last girlfriend was some make-up model. There was a picture of it in the pride paper.”  
 
    Melody blinked. Yuna was bisexual and would probably know a lot better than her who was 'out'. Yet she glanced at the napkin once more.  
 
    “Are you sure?”  
 
    “Positive. I thought you were straight?”  
 
    “I am,” Melody promised.  
 
    Yuna glanced at the napkin. The name and the little heart around it were boldly visible. “How straight, exactly?”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Yuna made a gift of one of Instant Girl's CD's via her iPod; and sent Melody off to enjoy a bath and music so that Yuna could clean up the living room. Melody was not going to argue. She could do with scalding off the presence of a major jerk, and have a clean space to return to afterwards.  
 
    She poured herself a glass of much needed wine and added a precious handful of bath salts to the water. The scent of lavender and sage filled the room along with a thick layer of steam. Melody stripped out of her clothes and stared in the mirror.  
 
    Yuna's words followed her. 'how straight?' she had asked. Melody had expected to give a very quick response, but Tara's face swam in front of her and she found it hard to say that she wasn't happy that she had a way of getting a hold of the other woman.  
 
    What did that mean? It could, of course, just mean that she was lonely. She wanted friends. That would be perfectly normal. She was hundreds of miles away from home and not exactly living her dream.  
 
    Her dream was to be on Broadway. Not on stage, goodness no, she wanted to be in the make-up department making art of of people's faces. She loved make-up. She loved how a few subtle flicks of the right shade could completely change the depth of ones eyes, or the pout of someone's lips. Done right it could soft (or harden, if that's what you were going for) someone's cheekbones. You could give yourself a tan or take one away.  
 
    She loved it.  
 
    While the bath filled she took a look at her own made up face, pleased that her smoldering evening look had made it through the night. Some people said that blonde's couldn't get away with black eye-shadow, that it was too witchy for their coloring. Melody thought you just had to handle it right.  
 
    With one last look at her big blue eyes made even bigger by the dollops of color she pulled her thick tresses back and began the short, but necessary, task of cleaning the makeup off her face.   
 
    Beneath all the pigmentation Melody looked every inch the sweet southern girl. Her face, made pink with scrubbing, was just pale enough to see the smattering of freckles that skipped across her nose. She was a few years past the quintessential cheerleader look that had been her high school norm, but she liked the woman she was becoming...at least physically.  
 
    She deposited her cleaning cloths in the waste bucket, tugged off her clothes, and plopped down in the water.  
 
    Maybe it was her blue-eyed, blonde haired looks that were bringing in all the losers. Everyone seemed to think that pretty blondes were dumb. Melody wasn't dumb. Sure, she wasn't very worldly, but she wasn't a complete idiot. They still had the internet in Georgia.  
 
    Had Tara been flirting with her when she gave the number? Or had she just been being grateful? There was the heart to consider. Hearts were romantic, weren't they? And Tara had bought Melody dinner.  
 
    “Girl,” she muttered to herself, “you are seriously over thinking things.”  
 
    She sunk deeper into the water until the froth from the salts swam against her chin. The bath was hot enough that her now exposed knees looked like pink buyes thrust above the surface.  
 
    Her eyes closed, and a memory of Tara smiling at her danced across the back of her eyelids. She was pretty, Melody remembered, and she smelled really nice. A tiny flicker of an unnamable sensation slid through her belly. An image of Tara running one of those dark nails across Melody's lips made the sensation swell.  
 
    She shook her head. This was stupid. Melody wasn't gay. She wasn't bisexual. She was straight. She was twenty four years old. Shouldn't she knew by now who and what she liked? This was just a stupid fantasy brought on by a bad night, a little wine, and a roommate who wanted to make mountains out of a canyon.  
 
    With that thought firmly in mind Melody plucked her iPod up and scrolled through her songs until she found something familiar; bubbly pop music with themes of new romance and best friends for life.  
 
    She was just beginning to relax when Yuna knocked on the door.  
 
    “Hey, Hey! You gotta see this!”  
 
    Melody sat bolt upright. “What's wrong.”  
 
    “Can I come in?”  
 
    Melody tugged the shower curtain most of the way closed, so that only her head was peaking out. “Sure.”  
 
    Yuna was carrying her mac-book. The back of it was covered in music note stickers and the names of the bands that inspired her. She Plunked the computer on the toilet seat and tilted it until Melody could see what it was.  
 
    It was Tara. Or at least, it was a video of Tara. The big 'play' button was plastered in the center of the video, marring Tara's face, but it was definitely her. She was still wearing her waitresses uniform, at least most of it. The tie had disappeared and so had the little apron. The dark vest was unbuttoned, but hung on her shoulders.  
 
    “What's this?”  
 
    “The blog for Instant Girl, all the members are on it and can upload stuff, but Tara is the most active. Maybe because she's the lead singer, but they all put stuff up. She uploaded like...twenty minutes ago.”  
 
    Melody found that her heart felt like a trapped bird inside of her chest. “Oh?”  
 
    “Watch!”  
 
    Yuna hit a button and the screen came to life. Tara plopped onto a tall bar stool like chair with a reclined back.  
 
    “Okay,” Tara's voice crackled out of the speakers, “So check this. I was working my pay-the-bills job when this super hot chick walks in. I mean like...I cannot even tell you guys how gorgeous she was. She had that...cheer leading captain mixed with the preacher's daughter look going on, but she was all wrapped up in this tight little black dress. I mean....”  
 
    “That's you,” Yuna said, tapping her hand against the shower curtain..  
 
    “I am either one of those things. My father is a deacon.” Melody slid another inch beneath the water.  
 
    Yuna snorted and turned her attention back to the video.  
 
    “...you get the idea. Anywho. She get's a table in my sectin and I was flippin' the hell out because I was like 'yes, here's my chance', and then it hits me. She's waiting for someone. Damn...damn damn damn. Oh well. I mean, I'll flirt. I love flirting. But I wasn't going to poach if she was already with someone. I do have some morals. Anyway. The time starts ticking by. Five minutes, ten minutes. She's looking at her phone and glancing at the door and I see her start to get worried. And I'm starting to get mixed feelings, right? I mean, on the one hand it would be an injustice to this whole world for someone that pretty to get stood up. Buuuut, if she gets stood up I'm like...right there. I can be the knight coming to rescue the fair maiden from a night of emotional turmoil. I'm down with that.”  
 
    Melody blushed deeply. She should be ashamed that someone was thinking about her like some kind of damsel in distress. She rolled her eyes, but her lips kept wanting to make a smile.  
 
    “So anyway,” recorded Tara went on, “After about twenty minutes I decide to ask if if she wants to order. If nothing else I figure I can chat her up, maybe find out if she swings my way. I mean, even if she doesn't I can offer her an excellent choice of menu options to help her enjoy her evening without some lame date. So I walk over and she turns these big blue eyes on me and I swear to fucking god my heart just stopped right there. It just...” Tara slapped her hand against her chest and her eyes fluttered close. For a moment she looked ridiculously dramatic, but it seemed to work.  
 
    “Did you feel your heart stop?” Yuna asked.  
 
    Melody shook her head. “No...but I thought she smelled really nice.”  
 
    “Good enough.”  
 
    Was it? Melody wondered. Here this beautiful woman was, claiming to have some kind of existential out of body experience, and all Melody had felt was curiosity and pleasant olfactory awareness.  
 
    Tara was plucking a guitar from some place off screen. It wasn't the kind of guitar that Melody would have paired with the woman. She would have thought sleek and shiny and modern, but this was none of those things. Melody, despite her name, didn't know anything about music. Despite that, even she could see it was older and well loved.  
 
    Tara's them strummed the strings. She twisted the little nubs at the end of the guitar neck to tune something, and did it again. It sounded light and airy.  
 
    “Yeah,” Tara said, “that's how she made my heart feel. Just like that.” She played the sound again and Melody felt a blush that had nothing to do with the heat of her bathtub climb up her cheeks.  
 
    “Oh wow,” she whispered, her lips close enough to the water to cause ripples.  
 
    “She likes you.” Yuna smirked.  
 
    “Oh wow,” Melody repeated, unable to figure out anything else to say.  
 
    “So there I was, trying to help her choose an apetizer and all that when the captain of the Frat Boys from Gymnasium Testosterone University walks in. I mean. He's like...six foot four, two hundred and forty pounds. All of it muscle.” Tara strummed three chords giving off a dark and dramatic twang.  “He's beefy and he's looking ready for a fight. He spots me leaning over his date and the act, as they say, is totally up. I can't say anything. I mean, I was being flirty. I mean...not big flirty but a little flirty so I am expecting him to go all cave-man me and tell me to get away from his woman or something. But he doesn't, he starts taking it out on her. Acting like she should have waited for him. Like, I was so surprised that I was struck completely mute...which is kind of a neat trick where yours truly was concerned.”  
 
    “She tells the story better than you do,” Yuna cut in as Tara played a few more notes on her guitar.  
 
    “Hush.” Melody rolled over in the water and wrapped her arms over the smooth porcelain of the tub. Her eyes were riveted on the screen. It was one thing to have experienced the moment. It was another thing entirely to hear someone else experience the exact same moment.  
 
    “He starts laying in and I finally manage to shake the stupid out of my mouth and say something, he brings out the 'D' word and suddenly everyone was paying attention. I mean everyone.”  
 
    “Did he really?” Yuna asked.  
 
    “He did, I didn't think it was very nice.”  
 
    “You thought right.”  
 
    Melody slapped the pause button. “I have a question.”  
 
    “Shoot.”  
 
    “I've heard women use...uhhh...that word...in reference to themselves or even others and no one got bent out of shape about it. Why was it a big deal then? Like, I know it was a big deal. I could feel it but...”  
 
    “Oh my sweet innocent Georgia peach.” Yuna sighed with amusement. “Like, you ever call yourself a bitch?”  
 
    “No,” Melody responded, “but I think I see where you are going with it.”  
 
    “Good. See, because I call myself a bitch all the time. I even call some of my best friends bitches. They do the same with me. It's like some kind of term of endearment. But the moment that some ass-hat, jerk-wad, twat-waffle calls me a bitch...that's a problem.”  
 
    “So it's not really the word, it's what they mean when they say it.”  
 
    “Pretty much.”  
 
    “Huh,” Melody said and clicked the button again. 
 
    “I was ready to fight this dude. I mean, I was ready to loose my job. It wasn't just that he called me a dyke. It was the way he was treating this girl. She had sat there patiently waiting for him and then he walks in without even an apology and starts flipping out. I mean, can someone say red flag?” Tara strummed out some quick and angry notes. Her fingers danced up the neck of the guitar and Melody found that it was hypnotic to watch the woman play.  
 
    “She's good,” Melody admitted.  
 
    “You haven't heard her sing yet.”  
 
    Melody realized that she'd really like to, but she didn't say that out loud. She just kept listening to the video.  
 
    “Anyway, there I was, gearing up for a fight when this tiny little vixen just jumps up and stands face to face with him. Okay, it was more like face to navel, but you get the idea. She tosses back her hair and she delivers this spiel that could have come straight out of Scarlet O'Hara's mouth. It was gorgeous. Like, I gotta admit, I was a little turned on.”  
 
    Melody dunked her head under the water completely and shook her head. Those few little words had lit a very unexpected fire in some interesting places. Oh boy...or rather...oh girl.  
 
    When she reemerged Yuna was eyeing her. “You okay? Do you need to lay down?”  
 
    “I'm good.”  
 
    “Sweetie, if someone that fine had said I turned them on, I'd be calling them. Like...right now.”  
 
    “It's late,” Melody said, glancing at the little clock on the computer. “It's like...eleven thirty.”  
 
    “The girl is a performer. I bet she sees the sun come up most nights.”  
 
    Melody shook her head. “Is there more?”  
 
    “Yup.”  
 
    The video continued with a few more choice descriptions on Tara's part, but it was pretty much the same as Melody had remembered it. Then it continued.  
 
    “So, this is a work in progress, but it is inspired by this girl tonight. I don't expect her to be listening. Man I don't even know her name. But if anyone happens to know a pretty southern girl who had a crappy date tonight, pass this along. It's a work in progress.”  
 
    Tara started to play. Her elegant fingers slid up and down the guitar strings as she strummed, half cupping the guitar to the slender line of her body. The tune was light, but powerful, like a modern version of an old ballad; and melody found herself interested. And then Tara began to sing.  
 
    Yuna hadn't fully prepared Melody for the smooth husky tone of Tara's voice. It had the rich earthy soul of a lounge singer, with the harsh edge of an 80's power metal band. It was good. No, she amended mentally, it was fantastic.  
 
    “She doesn't know a damn thing about Thai food, and she doesn't know a damn thing about me. But if she gave me the time of day I'd show her just about everything.”  
 
    Melody resisted the urge to bury herself in the bathtub a second time. When the song, well it couldn't quite be called that since all it had wa s abasic tune and a stanza, was over Tara was smirking into the camera.  
 
    “Hey mystery girl, if you are out there, come by Hard Feathers Sunday night at nine. I don't have your name, but I'll tell the guy at the door to show you the doodle I gave you. He'll let you in.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    It had taken a little encouragement (okay a LOT of encouragement) from Yuna to get Melody to show up at the club. For one, Melody almost never went to clubs. They were loud and most people were looking for temporary pleasures rather than long term connections. Melody didn't have an issue with their choices, she just preferred something a little more substantial. Still, the place was popular.  
 
    A line wrapped itself around the block.  
 
    “Come on,” Yuna said, tugging on Melody's sleeve. “We don't have to wait in this.”  
 
    “But it's a line,” Melody said waving her hand. “We have to wait our turn.”  
 
    “You are so naive, it's almost charming.” Yuna shook her head til her braids slapped against her shoulders. Her bare minimum scrap of a dress was so bright that Melody wondered if it ought to come with a radio-active sign somewhere. It seemed to flicker as Yuna wrapped her hand around Melody's wrist and tugged her towards the front.  
 
    “They are glaring at us.”  
 
    “Of course they are, we look good.”  
 
    Melody thought that Yuna looked very nice. Sure the color and style wouldn't have suited Melody, but Yuna made it work. Melody had gone a little more...comfortable. Her pleated skirt was just above the knee, and done in blue plaid. Her top was a simple scoop neck tank, tucked into the waistband. Yuna had called in librarian chic.  
 
    The bouncer was a very large and powerfully built woman who Melody assumed lived at a gym. She stuck her hand out and said “Back of the line.”  
 
    “No no, I've got Tara's mystery girl,” Yuna said giving a friendly shove to Melody's back.  
 
    The bouncer looked Melody over and gave a heavy sigh. “Do you have the picture?”  
 
    Melody produced the napkin and pushed it in the woman's direction. The bouncer scrutinized it, turning it one way and then the other.  
 
    “Wait here,” The bouncer pulled a phone out of her pocket and made a quick call. The exit door opened and a group of women poured out, shrieking angrily at one another. It suddenly struck Melody that she hadn't seen a single guy...anywhere.  
 
    “Yuna, is this a lesbian club?”  
 
    “Of course.”  
 
    Melody didn't have time to react to that.  
 
    “Ms. Paula will be with you in a moment.  
 
    Ms. Paula turned out to be the manager for Instant Girl. Melody hadn't realized that independent bands had managers. The woman was tall, leggy, and plain. She and Yuna exchanged pleasantries while Melody stood there feeling like she was swimming in foreign waters.  
 
    She stepped aside, and waved them in. The club itself was loud, and dark. A stage just big enough to carry the name took up a corner towards the back of the room. Melody didn't know what to expect, but a walk to the back rooms was not it.  
 
    “Oh my god,” Yuna whispered, “we are going to the Green Room.”  
 
    Melody only had a passing knowledge of what a green room was. She knew it was where the band got to hang out with people, but that was about all. In this case it was a trio of rooms that the band was using to prepare. One side of the first room looked more like the dressing rooms at a theater. The long mirror with massive amounts of lighting and single person seats. Currently only one of the seats was occupied. The woman sitting there looked to be close to Melody's age, with short locks of hair dyed fire engine red. She was holding two lipsticks up on either side of her face.  
 
    “They're both wrong!” she said in frustration, tossing them on a countertop cluttered with cosmetics. “I can't go on stage like this.”  
 
    The manager zipped around them. “Sweetie, it's lipstick. Not the end of the world.”  
 
    “I'm sorry, I didn't realize that your face was plastered on half the merchandise,” the red head snapped back.  
 
    “If you mix them...” Melody offered, pausing when both heads swiveled in their direction. She was suddenly hit with an overwhelming urge to run an hide, or go back in time to keep her mouth shut. Neither one of those things were going to happen, however. “I mean, here.”  
 
    She sat down in the chair next to the red-head's. She took up both lipsticks and put a healthy smear on the back of an unused compact. She would have preferred a mixing tray, but there didn't seem to be one. She used the back of a lipstick brush the break up and smear the two colors together, adding more of one color or the other until the red was exactly how she needed it to be. She used the brush to carefully smear the new color on the woman's mouth. “There we go.”  
 
    The woman, whose name actually did turn out to be Sweetie, smacked her lips together. “Well look at that. Can you do the rest?”  
 
    “Sure!”  
 
    It felt really nice to be working again. Sure, she had a job at the ticket stand at a theater, but it wasn't the same thing as being able to do what she really loved. Diligently she lined up all the cosmetics in the counter, first by function, and then by shade. She added rows of brushes to her left, and triangle appliers to her right and went to work.  
 
    “Just watch this,” Yuna said to someone behind Melody, “This is really cool.”  
 
    Melody wasn't really paying attention. She was in her zone. The woman was going to be on stage, working, sweating, she was assuming by the very pronounced strength in Sweetie's arms that she was the drummer of the band. Towards the back, then. She needed to be more dramatic if she wanted to be noticed. And no one dyed their hair that color if they wanted to blend.  
 
    Melody didn't think. She just did. Her hands seemed to know what brush to use, what powders, what liquids. She tucked her tongue between her teeth and went to work. When she was done there was a pleasant tingle between her shoulder blades, that particular lightness that came with really enjoying your work. Sweetie looked like a million bucks.  
 
    “Holy rusted metal batman!” She exclaimed and threw her powerful arms around Melody. “I'm gorgeous.”  
 
    “You were gorgeous before,” Melody said, patting the other woman on her back, “I just helped.”  
 
    “If I weren't afraid of ruining my lipstick, I'd kiss you.”  
 
    And like that, Sweetie was off to show everyone her brand new face. Melody was smiling to herself when another body slipped into the chair in front of her. The scent of baby powder and mint overtook her. She didn't need to look up to know who it was.  
 
    “Can I be next?”  
 
    Melody blushed and turned her gaze towards the slender dark eyed beauty before her. She was even prettier than Melody remembered. With the piercings in place your eyes were drawn towards the elegant angles and the faeish dimples.  
 
    “If you ask nicely,” Melody managed to say.   
 
    “How nice?”  
 
    Tara leaned in close, real close. Her slender frame was tucked into a stripped corset that made her body look even longer than Melody knew it was. Her skirt was a short fringe of lime green across the very tops of her legs. Tara was wearing thigh highs, but there was a few inches of bare skin between the tops of those and the bottom of the skirt. She looked vivid and dangerous.  
 
    Melody knew it was flirtation. She had spent the past few days thinking about what she was going to do about it. The little surge of interest in her belly could not be ignored, neither could the intermittent daydreams about exploring the sleek pixie.  
 
    “I...haven't decided.”  
 
    “Fair,” Tara said sitting more comfortably in the seat, “but still, I gotta be on stage in like..twenty minutes. Can you rescue me again and work your make-up magic?”  
 
    “If you take me to dinner tomorrow.”  
 
    The words were out before Melody could stop herself from saying them. Tara's eyes went wide, but her lips curled into a smirk. “Oh really?”  
 
    “I mean, if that's too much for you...”  
 
    “Oh no, but is it too much for you?”  
 
    Melody thought about it as she went through the array of cosmetics in front of her. She pulled out a base and dabbed her brush into the contents.  
 
    “I don't know,” she answered, “I've never...I mean.”  
 
    “You've never been with another woman?”  
 
    Melody shook her head. “I never really thought about it...until you.”  
 
    “I'm flattered.”  
 
    Melody drew the brush across Tara's brow, and then swept it over the height of her cheeks. Tara had a good face. Well, it seemed like she had a good everything, but her face was especially nice. “You're pretty. And you're talented. And your boobs look excellent in a corset.”  
 
    Tara waggeled her brows. “Kind of you to notice.”  
 
    “But I have no idea if I could even...you know...be with you.”  
 
    “Well, I promise to be gentle if you ever want to find out.”  
 
    Melody hesitated for just a moment. “Kiss me.”  
 
    Tara jerked as if someone had stuck her with a pin. “Really?”  
 
    “Well.” Tara tapped the eye shadow brush to even out the contents on the bristles. “It seems to me that if I don't even like the kiss, then dinner might very well be unnecessary.”  
 
    “That's valid.” Tara wiggled in her seat and then stood up, offering her hand out. “Come here.”  
 
    Melody took the hand and stood up. They were nearly the same height, and for some reason that turned the simple act of looking into one another's eyes into a very intimate thing. They weren't just dark, Melody realized. There were flecks of brown and copper. Like fall leaves caught on a very still lake in the last days of autumn.  
 
    Tara closed the minuscule distance between them. The soft press of her corseted chest turned Melody's knees into jelly. A hand decorated with dark fingernail slid up and cupped the back of her blonde head. She didn't pull, or tug, or demand. The movement was gentle enough that Melody could have pulled away, but she didn't.  
 
    She closed her eyes, and felt the soft press of another woman's lips against her own. They were like warm satin molding against her mouth. Melody dipped her head out in instinct, and then felt the wet touch of Tara's tongue. She made a soft sound and parted her lips, letting the kiss deepen.  
 
    It was good. Electricity built in all the places their body touched. Wild tingles dancing through her skin until she felt like a plucked wire. She wrapped her hands around the slenderness of Tara's middle, resting her thumbs on the subtle swell of hips. She wanted more, and it shocked her.  
 
    When the kiss finally ended, Melody was breathless and flushed.  
 
    “So?” Tara asked, “Dinner tomorrow?”  
 
    “Oh yes.” Melody nodded, licking her lips to savor the taste of their kiss. “Oh yes.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    It was the beginning of the most intense two months of Melody's life. Tara, unlike most of the former cheerleader's romantic interests, didn't push for more. She seemed more than willing to just let Melody decide how far they could go. Melody liked the kissing, that was pretty much incredible, but she wasn't sure if she'd be able to...you know...go all the way. That was a whole different territory. 
 
    “Why not?” Yuna asked, plopping down on the other side of the sofa, a box of take out in one hand, and the remote for the television the other. “I mean, you've got the same parts.”   
 
    It was a point, but it didn't sway Melody. She sighed. “You like you Macintosh, right? It's great for your musical interests, it lets you play with your pictures...all of that, right?”  
 
    “Well, yeah.”  
 
    “I think Mac's are very pretty. They come in all these colors and they seem to sparkle...but I don't have one. Why? Because I've been paying with the PC my entire life. My family was very pro PC. So, even if I were interested in a Mac...”  
 
    “Are you comparing your girlfriend to a computer? I am pretty sure that's the definition of objectification.”  
 
    “It's a metaphore.”  
 
    “Oh, so she is your girlfriend.”  
 
    Melody blushed, realizing the trap she had set herself up in. She had been very careful about calling Tara her girlfriend. Yeah, they texted all the time, yes they went out on dates, they kissed. Melody went to all of Tara's shows, and often did the make-up for the band. There was a certain kind of intermingling that went being being a casual...something.  
 
    “Shut up.”  
 
    “Oh, zing.” Yuna rolled her eyes and flicked on the television.  
 
    “Is if that different?” Melody asked a few minutes later. “Being with a woman?”  
 
    Yuna shrugged. “Different? Sure, but not like...bad different or good different. At least not or me. But I like all the variety that the world has to offer. Men, women and everything else on the spectrum. I like people and I like sex. I find that the two go together pretty well.”  
 
    “So how will I know?”  
 
    “You gotta try.”  
 
    It seemed both simple and complicated all at once.  
 
    “My mom is going to be here next week.”  
 
    “You said that. Is that what's got you all uppity? Your deacon's wife mother coming into town having no clue that her precious baby is playing footsie with another woman?'  
 
    “It's...part of it. Yes.”  
 
    “Yeah, alright. But you better handle that and quick.”  
 
    Melody wasn't sure what Yuna meant by that, and she didn't really have the desire to ask. Instead she said, “How are you and Sweetie doing?”  
 
    On the night of Melody and Tara's first kiss, Sweetie and Yuna had also shared a little lip locking, and considerably more.  
 
    “She's having some issues with the last stages of her transition. It's expensive as hell, but she knows it's for her. I think I'm going to try to take her out to distract her.”  
 
    Melody wondered if it was any easier or hard to tell your parents that you were trans than it was to tell them you might be gay. She knew the two got compared a lot, but Melody wasn't sure that it was fair for either group. The word 'fair' seemed to echo inside of her mind. She didn't want to tell her mom about Tara, not until there was a certainty about what was going on. She wasn't going to get that certainty sitting on Yuna's couch and talking about Sweetie. There was really only one way to know if there was really anything to tell. With a sigh she stood up and tugged her jacket on.  
 
    “Where are you going?”  
 
    “To Tara's place.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Well hello there gorgeous.” Tara's hair was still wet from a recent shower, and clung around her face with the same dark curls of a wrought iron bed frame. “What brings you here?”  
 
    “You,” Melody said with far more ease than she felt. “I was hoping to...hang out.”  
 
    Tara's brow, carefully sculpted, jerked up her forehead. “What? Like, Netflix and chill?”  
 
    Melody blushed. “Something like that.”  
 
    Tara stood there for a long moment. Her bare feet on top of the welcome mat just inside the door. The bright orange terry cloth robe clinging to her body.  
 
    “If you're sure.” She stepped back and left the door open, clearly leaving it up to Melody. It was a comfort, knowing that this was her choice and hers alone. If Tara had demanded it, or gave some kind of ultimatum, Melody would have just turned and walked off. But that wasn't Tara's style.  
 
    Melody stepped inside and closed the door behind her. The sound of the lock turning in the door was incredibly loud.  
 
    Tara's apartment was small, a single bedroom affair with very little in the way of space, but she didn't have to share it with anyone. There was no television, just a futon with a laptop perched on one side. Melody knew that the futon was also where Tara slept. The only bedroom in the house was dedicated to Tara's music.  
 
    “Mel,” Tara said as she perched against the fridge in the closet sized kitchen. “You okay?”  
 
    “Nervous.”  
 
    “Why?”  
 
    Melody didn't say anything. Her eyes were riveted on the way that Tara looked in that simple robe. Most people couldn't pull of that particular shade of orange, but she made it look natural. The neckline made her head look like it was swimming over pumpkin fluff. She crossed her long long legs and it exaggerated the curve of her hip.  
 
    Melody felt her mouth go dry.  
 
    “You are so damn gorgeous.”  
 
    Tara's smile was bright, but it didn't quite crinkle her autumn leaf eyes. “You aren't so bad yourself.”  
 
    “No,” Melody shook her head and stepped forward. She wished suddenly she'd done more than throw on a jacket. She was still wearing her work clothes, a white button down shirt and khaki pants. “Well, alright, sure. I'm not so bad but...I just want to tell you how incredibly beautiful you are.” 
 
    Tara's smile faltered. “Mel, are you breaking up with me?”  
 
    Melody laughed and shook her head. “No, not at all. I even told Yuna that you were my girlfriend today.”  
 
    “Yuna knew that already.”  
 
    “Maybe,” Melody said, “but I didn't. I thought we were just dating. That maybe you might be seeing other women. But I was stupid to think that. We aren't seeing anyone else, right?”  
 
    Tara shook her head slowly. “No, no we aren't.”  
 
    Melody's hand reached forward and tugged on one line of the terry cloth bow. It came undone easily. Tara didn't move. For a moment, neither did the robe. Some trick of gravity kept it clinging together, and then, all at once, it fell open.  
 
    She wasn't wearing anything beneath. The long line of fabric framed a glorious body, liberally decorated with tattoos. Her swan like neck and slender shoulders were bare of markings, but the underside of her ripe breasts (with pierced nipples) were cupped with ink shaped to look like flower petals, so that her mounds, even though they lacked ink, were still part of the flowers. The long line of her belly had only a naval piercing, with a tiny skull dangling from the curved metal bar. Her hips had claw marks on either side, like some great beast had mauled her. Clever artistry had made it look like the body beneath was a rainbow peaking out from sundered skin.  
 
    Every part of her was glorious to behind, and Melody found herself wondering how she could have doubted her ability to want this woman.  
 
    “You okay?”  
 
    Melody realized she had been standing there for just a little too long.  
 
    “More than.”  
 
    She slid her hands inside the robe to touch the bare skin of those hip tattoos and plastered her mouth to Tara's. She used her body to pin the other woman against the firm line of the fridge, pushing herself against the soft lines.  
 
    Tara's kiss was hungry. Her tongue dove into Melody's mouth over and over again while her dark nailed hands dug into Mel's blonde curls. Tara made a sound of ardent bliss. The kiss seemed to go on for ever as they tasted one another, a dance of tongues and lips until Melody finally relented and pulled back.  
 
    “I want you,” she whispered, and bent, just enough to slide her tongue over one pierced nipple. She drew it into her mouth and played with it. It surprised her how much she enjoyed the feel of Tara's breast against her lips. The rough tip against her tongue was a pleasant sensation. She went from one breast to the other until Tara was making soft sounds.  
 
    “Am I doing okay?” Melody asked.  
 
    “Mmmhmm,” Tara purred.  
 
    “How about more?”  
 
    Melody went to her knees, tracing her tongue over the little skull piercing, and then the claw and pride flag tattoos. She kept her gaze on Tara's face, watching carefully to see what the other woman enjoyed. So far as she could tell, Tara was liking it all.  
 
    “You don't have to,” Tara said softly, “you've got absolutely nothing to prove to me.”  
 
    “Okay,” Melody said, and placed her very first kiss on Tara's nether lips. The woman made a little sound and jerked in surprise. It wasn't quite like kissing a another mouth, for one thing there was no tongue, but it was close. Gingerly Melody wrapped her lips around the other woman's cleft, sucking gently as she swept her tongue over all the sensitive parts. The tip of her tongue played along the nub at the very apex of the division and knew when she found the exact spot for Tara's pleasure.  
 
    “Oh!” Tara gasped, placing her hand on Melody's head. She held her in position. “Right there.”  
 
    Melody gave. She didn't tease or vary her movements. She kept a steady rhythm on that swelling button. Tara's leg twitch, opening her further, Melody dove in. She felt the wet heat against her cheeks and chin. It was thrilling. Her tongue went wild, coaxing every sound from that musical throat that she could manage. And then she felt it. Tara's body went rigid and still against the fridge, and then surged forward, as if riding some invisible beast, driving her cleft against Melody's mouth.  
 
    “Oh god,” Tara gasped.  
 
    Melody pulled back, sitting down on the linoleum, wiping wetness from her chin. “That went a lot better than I expected.”  
 
    Tara laughed. Her cheeks were flushed and her damp hair looked a little mussed, like she had been dragging her fingers through it. Maybe she had. Melody hadn't been paying attention to her face at the time.  
 
    “Same,” Tara said, “give me a moment and I'll return the favor.”  
 
    “Only if you want to.”  
 
    Tara fixed those dark eyes, made darker by her recent pleasure, on Melody. “I do.”  
 
    Melody shivered.  
 
    A few minutes later she found herself naked and laid out on Tara's futon bed. The orange terry cloth robe was a puddle of fabric on the floor between the bed and the kitchen. A very naked Tara was laid out between Melody's legs. There was another tattoo on Tara's back. It was a punk rock mermaid with a dark tail, studded leather collar, and electric guitar. It danced as Tara began to kiss her way up Melody's thighs. She couldn't quite help but compare the silken caress of Tara's mouth to her previous experiences. Yuna had been right, it was different. 
 
    The first lick kept her from thinking on it any more. Tara's mouth was quick and confident, and slithered against Melody's body like a living snake. Every little lick fed the incredible need growing, building between her thighs. She had never wanted anything so bad in all of her life. She glanced down, and all she could see was the dark fall of short hair over her body, blocking her view from the dance of Tara's tongue.  
 
    “Ohh god,”  
 
    “Lay back,” Tara said, her breath a warm brush against Melody's thighs, “just enjoy it.”  
 
    Melody went lax against the futon. Her entire body felt like some instrument that Tara was  master at playing. She closed her eyes and gave into the sensations. It did not take long. A ball of pleasant light build inside a nameless part of Melody's body. Her hips gyrated, and her toes curled. She watched the dark haired head move against her body and she lost control.  
 
    “Oh!” she cried out. “Tara!”  
 
    Tara kissed and teased Melody through the very height of pleasure. It came in waves, one following so close to the other that Melody's head started to spin with the intoxication of it. When she could finally think again she glanced down to see Tara's head pillowed against her belly.  
 
    “Hey you,” she whispered.  
 
    “Hey,” Melody croaked back.   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The sound of Melody's ring tone brought her out of a deep and comfortable sleep. It was “Fool's Rush out” by Instant Girl, and it always brought a smile to Melody's face when she heard it, even if that was at seven thirty in the morning on her day off.  
 
    She blinked open her eyes, still caked in a silvery blue make-up from the night before. It had been far too late after everything was said and done to give her face a proper washing. Her finger nails, now painted a vibrant blue that matched her eyes, raked through bed-tousled locks.  
 
    She rolled out of the now familiar embrace of her rocker girlfriend, pausing just long enough to leave a peck on the soft curve of Tara's shoulder. Tara, who was completely oblivious to any attempts at waking up before ten, mumbled happily and rolled back over.  
 
    These had been, quiet easily, some of the most incredible days of her life. Melody woke up in the arms of a very attractive person. She got to work the ticket stand during the days and do the make-up of local rock stars at night. Her name was beginning to mean something in that world thank to Sweetie. At the end of it all she got to crash on the cheap futon with the most incredible woman that she had ever met. Life was good.  
 
    The cell phone went silent a moment before Melody touched it. Her hand sat there, outstretched and lethargic as she drearily contemplated ignoring the missed call message or finding out who was trying to get a hold of her this early in the morning. When the phone went off again, that settled the answer.  
 
    “Hello?”  
 
    “Melody? Where are you?”  
 
    Melody's stomach lurched all the way into her chest.  
 
    “Momma?”  
 
    “Well of course. Who else? I'm at your apartment, why aren't you answering?”  
 
    Because she wasn't there. That was the easy answer. It was also the one that would have her mother asking a lot more questions.  
 
    “I stayed over at a friends last night. It was late when I got done with work.”  
 
    “Late?” her mother asked, voice full of worry. “How late? You shouldn't be out in a city like this.”  
 
    “Momma, I'm perfectly safe. I promise.”  
 
    “Don't lie to me, young lady. I am not a full. I know very well what happens late at night in big cities like this. What job were you working so late?”  
 
    “Make-up. I've been doing the make-up for some local bands.”  
 
    “You expect me to believe you stayed out too late because of make-up.”  
 
    “Momma, I don't have a curfew anymore. It can't be too late if I don't have a time to be home.”  
 
    Melody felt Tara finally begin to stir next to her. A single hand, with fingertips callused with the strumming of guitars, laid upon her hip in silent comfort. Melody wrapped her hand over it.  
 
    “Will you be coming back or should I just stand here in the hallway and wait?”  
 
    “I'll be there in a little bit. Did you want to get breakfast?”  
 
    “Is there something wrong with your stove?”  
 
    Melody winced. “No, Momma, there isn't.”  
 
    “Then you can make breakfast with your own two hands. You don't need to go out and buy it.”  
 
    “I just thought you coming into town was a special occasion.”  
 
    “Don't butter me up. Get home quickly.”  
 
    The line went dead.  
 
    “Wow, your mom sounds like a real peach.”  
 
    Melody slid out of bed and pulled on her outfit from last night. The spangled blue dress was several inches too short to alleviate any maternal fears. The matching hair streak that Sweetie had talked her into getting wasn't going to help things either, temporary though it was.  
 
    “Did you need me to come with you?” Tara asked.  
 
    “I don't...I don't know.” Melody tugged on her strappy sandals. “I haven't told my mom about us yet.”  
 
    Tara's black brow lifted up her pale forehead. “Are you going to?”  
 
    “I wont keep you a secret.”  
 
    Tara went up on her knees, the blanket sliding away to show off her sleek nakedness. Her hands cupped Melody's chin. “Don't get in trouble on my account.”  
 
    Melody placed a gentle kiss on Tara's lips. “You are worth getting in trouble over.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Melody Ruth Quinn what are you wearing?”  
 
    The use of her full name, even at twenty-four years old, made Melody wince. Her mother, who was not in the hallway when Melody returned, sat instead on a couch between a shell shocked Yuna and a bemused Sweetie.  
 
    “Hi, Momma.”  
 
    “Your mother has just been regaling us with your exploits as head cheerleader,” Sweetie smirked. “Do you still have your uniform?”  
 
    Melody shot Sweetie a deadpan look. “It doesn't fit.”  
 
    “Oh pish-posh,” her mother set down a glass of tea. “you haven't gained a single pound since high school. Though you'd gain some healthy pounds if you settled down with a good man.”  
 
    Yuna's eyes went a little wide and Sweetie hid her laughter behind a cough.  
 
    Abigail Quinn was the mother of nine children. She had spent her entire adult life taking care of them, and seeing them grow up. She had cared for a hundred scrapped knees, twenty broken hearts, and more colds, sniffles and coughs that the average person could count. Melody knew she was not  fooled by a fake cough.  
 
    “Alright, what is it?” she demanded, her eyes focused on Melody, “What is going on? Tell me Melody, I will not be made a fool of.”  
 
    Yuna and Sweetie managed to make an escape. It was a surprise, considering the fact that one was nearly six feet tall, the other was wearing day-glo green. In moments Melody found herself very alone with her mother.  
 
    “I assume the gentleman that you were with last night is not someone I would approve of.”  
 
    “What?” Melody blinked through her surprise.  
 
    “Well, if he were acceptable you would have told me about him. If he were acceptable, he would have come with you to introduce himself.” Her mother's eyes were like cold steel gimlets looking down a long nose. “So, what's wrong with him?”  
 
    “There is nothing wrong. It's just...”  
 
    “Don't lie to me, young lady.”  
 
    It was the 'young lady' that did it. Melody hated the way her mother used the phrase like a weapon, pointing out Melody's youth like it was some kind of flaw. She'd done it forever.  
 
    “Tara is wonderful.”  
 
    There was a long silence.  
 
    “Tara?” she asked, as if trying to make sure that she had heard right.  
 
    “Yes, Momma. Tara. Tara is my-”  
 
    “Stop.” Abigail Quinn surged to her feet and held out a single hand in a slicing motion, effectively cutting Abigail off. “Come on.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Come on. It's time to get you home.” She plucked up her aged coat and slid it over her shoulders. “I knew this was a bad idea.” 
 
    “Momma, you can't do that.”  
 
    “Are you my daughter or aren't you?”  
 
    “I am. But this is were I live.”  
 
    “Only because I send you enough money to do it.”  
 
    There it was, the gauntlet. “Let me guess. You wont keep sending money if I keep seeing Tara.”  
 
    “I will not support that...choice.”  
 
    Melody shook her head. “You don't even know her.”  
 
    “I know enough.”  
 
    “You know what?” Melody demanded. “You know that she is a she and nothing else. You don't know anything about her personality, or how she cares about me. You know absolutely nothing.”  
 
    “It's not natural.”  
 
    Melody shook her head and finally came to her feet. “Get out.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Keep your money. I don't need it.”  
 
    “Melody!”  
 
    A cold place started inside Melody's stomach. She wrapped herself in it. “I love you, Momma. I do. But I'm a grown woman now. If your help comes with strings, I wont accept it. I'm not doing anything wrong. I'm just a woman in love.”  
 
    “Holy shit.”  
 
    Melody jumped. Her eyes flicked in the direction of the front door and there Tara stood, holding Melody's cell phone in one hand. Melody must have forgotten it in her rush to get home.  
 
    “Tara.”  
 
    Her mother's eyes went angry and flat. “Is this her then?”  
 
    Melody felt a steady ache in her chest. “Momma.”  
 
    “Did you mean it?” Tara asked. “Do you love me?”  
 
    Melody took a deep breath and took a single step past her mother and towards her girlfriend. “I do.”  
 
    Their hands touched, and Melody couldn't remember reaching. Fingers laced together offering an unexpected but much needed strength.  
 
    “Melody, do not do this.”  
 
    “Momma,” Melody whispered, placing her forehead to Tara's, “it's already done.”  
 
    Melody didn't hear her mother leave. She didn't need to. It didn't matter right now. All that mattered was the feel of Tara's palm against her own.  
 
     “You are nuts,” Tara whispered.   
 
    “About you,” Melody said back.  
 
    “No wonder I love you.”  
 
    Melody laughed right up until the moment that Tara kissed her.  
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Bound by the Bronco 
 
      
 
    Olivia smoothed down her skirt and hurried into the building. She had only been working in this law office for the past three weeks and the last thing she wanted was to arrive late. She knew that her boss ran a very tight ship and wouldn’t tolerate any hints of unprofessionalism.  
 
    With a few minutes to spare, she plopped down in her chair and tried to catch her breath. She usually arrived at the office twenty to thirty minutes earlier, but last night she’d had a lot of trouble getting to sleep. At 3am, she’d woken up startled. She’d had a nightmare, or maybe it was a dream. She still wasn’t sure. 
 
    When she shot up in the bed, she was surprised to find that she wasn’t bound to it. In the nightmare, she’d woken up in a strange house with all of her limbs tied to the bedposts. She could hear someone walking around the house. And she could hear footsteps approaching the room that she was in.  
 
    She began thrashing around the bed and screaming for help as the footsteps got closer and closer. The door slowly creaked open. In the dream, Olivia stopped screaming at this point. She was completely paralyzed by fear. But before she could get a good look at the face of the person, she’d woken up panting and covered in sweat. She was terrified. It was the first time she’d ever had that dream. But she had a feeling that it wouldn’t be the last. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Olivia, I’ve been waiting for you!” the sound of her boss’ voice snapped her back to the present. She sat up straight in her chair and looked around.  
 
    “In my office now,” the voice boomed out. 
 
    Olivia stood up and looked around the office. There were about eight other employees in the room at the time. None of them seemed to be paying attention to her. It wasn’t unusual for her boss, Mr. Carter, to call people into his office. Actually, it was one of his favorite things to do. He loved to flex his muscles to remind everyone who was in charge. 
 
    He was determined to make sure this firm stayed on top. Before he’d taken over from his father, the firm had gone through a period of serious decline. A few high profile cases that had gone seriously wrong had severely damaged the law firm’s reputation. That was unacceptable because in this business reputation was everything. 
 
    Carter would often talk about how his father had grown too trusting and lenient with his employees. He vowed to never let that happen again even if it meant pushing people past their breaking points. He was willing to do everything to maintain the reputation of the firm.  
 
    That passion for excellence and dedication to provide the highest quality service is what attracted Olivia to this firm. She’d had several offers to work as a paralegal but no one that she interviewed with had made quite the same impression on her as Sam Carter.  
 
    As she prepared to head into her boss' office, she was terribly afraid that she’d done something wrong. The word around the office was that as long as you did what you were told and you always put one hundred percent into each case, you would be safe from his wrath. 
 
    Why was she getting called in now? Was he just trying to scare her, or had she actually done something wrong? 
 
    She could feel her legs shaking beneath her as she walked into her boss’ office. He was typing on his desktop keyboard and didn’t acknowledge her. She kept her eyes on him as she sat down. But he refused to look at her. A few moments of tense silence passed before Mr. Carter finally looked towards Olivia. 
 
    He leaned back in his chair and cast his eyes around the room. His calmness made Olivia even more nervous. She couldn’t figure out why he was doing this to her. She was more than willing to do anything he asked. There was no reason for him to treat her like this.  
 
    “So Olivia tell how these first few weeks have been for you.” 
 
    She swallowed hard and lowered her eyes. Carter’s intense stares always made her blush. His green eyes seemed capable of cutting into her soul. It was like he knew exactly what she was thinking as if he could read all of her emotions. 
 
    “Everything is going really great,” Mr. Carter’s, she said. “Thank you so much for this opportunity. I really appreciate it.”  
 
    When she’d finished speaking Olivia was nearly out of breath. She waited anxiously for him to respond. But another few minutes of uncomfortable silence passed before he said anything. 
 
    This made her tremble in her seat. He seemed so relaxed, too relaxed. Had she said something wrong? Had she come off as silly and naive? Did he not take her seriously? 
 
    “That’s good,” he said. “Very good. It’s not easy working full-time in a law firm for the first time. But I’m glad you don’t feel overwhelmed.” 
 
    “No, no, not at all, Mr. Carter. Everything is going great. I can’t wait to keep working and learning.” 
 
    Carter sat back in his seat and stared at the ceiling. “I’m currently looking for a very particular type of woman to perform a very particular type of task for me. I don’t want to get into any specifics right now. But I must admit that I have concerns about whether you will be able to fulfill this very special role.” 
 
    What concerns could he possibly have? Olivia wondered. She wanted to wait patiently for Mr. Carter to explain what he meant but she couldn’t control her anxiety.  
 
    “But I’ve done everything that’s been asked of me. What did I do wrong? I don’t understand. But whatever it is, I promise to never do it again.” 
 
    Carter seemed complete relaxed. It was as if he had her exactly where he wanted her. Olivia was far too flustered and wrapped up with her own emotions to notice that her boss was greatly enjoying the anxiety that he was causing. If she had noticed, it would probably just have confused her even more. 
 
    After a few moments, Carter got up out of his chair. He towered over Olivia. He was six foot three with an athletic, but not too muscular build. He had piercing green eyes and devilish smile. When he looked at Olivia, she could feel her whole body trembling. No man had ever looked at her like that before. 
 
    He began slowly pacing around the room with his hands clasped behind his back. This only served to heighten the tension in the room. Olivia was sitting on the edge of her seat. She was prepared for the worst. Maybe she’d had done something to disappoint him. Maybe she’d done something that would get her fired. But that wouldn’t make any sense, she said to herself. I haven’t done anything wrong. 
 
    “Like I said, you’ve been a good employee so far. But as I’m sure you can understand, good is not what we’re looking for here. Do you understand that?” he asked fixing his eyes on her. 
 
    Olivia lowered her eyes and looked away. She couldn’t handle the intensity of his stare. 
 
    Finally, she regained her composure and was able to answer. “Yes, of course, I understand that. As I said before, I’m more than willing to do anything you ask of me. Anything.” 
 
    Carter seemed especially pleased with that answer. For a few moments, he rubbed his chin and seemed to be deep in thought, or maybe deep in fantasy was a better way to say it. 
 
    “Is that right?” he asked. You’ll do anything I say?” 
 
    Now his face beamed with satisfaction and a sense of control. That’s how he liked things to be in his office.  
 
    “Yes, sir, I mean…” 
 
    A sly smiled passed over Carter’s lips. “What did you call me?” he asked. 
 
    Olivia was confused. She stared at her boss with a bewildered expression. What had she done wrong now? Had she said something to offend him? 
 
    “What do you—” 
 
    He cut her off with a wave of the hand. “Did you call me sir? Were you going to call me Sir Carter?” 
 
    “No. I would never do that.” 
 
    “Why not?” Carter said sitting down on top his desk right in front of her. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Her mouth had gone completely dry. Her tongue felt like it was stuck to the roof of her mouth. This is not how she’d envisioned her morning going. She felt like she was under attack and had no way of defending herself. Yet at the same time, there was also something exhilarating about being in such an intimate encounter with her extremely handsome and sexy boss. 
 
    She admired how seriously he took the firm’s reputation. She admired that he wasn’t afraid to tell employees when he was disappointed. She’d learned that he could be just as generous as he could be critical.  
 
    If he was particularly pleased with someone’s performance, he would pay for them and their family to take a month long vacation to anywhere in the world. Olivia desperately hoped that she would be on the end of that sort of treatment one day. Yet here she found herself being scolded.  And her boss was enjoying every moment of her discomfort.  
 
    As he questioned her, he kept his eyes locked on her. He watched every tick, doubt, and hesitation that passed across Olivia’s face. His intense eyes made her feel as if she were under a microscope. 
 
    “Do you have a problem calling me Sir Carter?” 
 
    Olivia stared at her boss without answering. She wasn’t sure whether or not she was about to walk into a trap. She wasn’t sure what all of this meant. 
 
    “Would that be a problem for you Olivia? Calling me Sir Carter in front of all the other employees?” 
 
    “No, that would be—” 
 
    Carter cut her off with a sharp stare. “What did you call me?” 
 
    “I meant Sir Carter, sir. Yes, I will call you sir around the office and in front of everyone whenever you want.” 
 
    “That’s good. That’s very good. Now get back to your desk. I’ll have more to say to you later in the day.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Once she got back at her desk, Olivia felt her heart racing. She was still trying to understand what had just happened. She knew that her boss had a reputation for being tough. But what he’d just put her through made no sense to her. She’d never heard anyone else around the office refer to Mr. Carter as sir. Why was she being made to do it? It would be so humiliating. In no time, people around the office would start talking. She would be the young, naive girl who let the boss push her around. 
 
    As she imagined the future humiliations she would suffer at Carter’s hands, she felt anger welling up inside her. She had the urge to storm back into her boss’s office and demand answers. This wasn’t right. This wasn’t the way employees were supposed to be treated, not even in law firms, which were notorious for their tough treatment of new employees. 
 
    Tough treatment was one thing. But creating arbitrary rules that didn’t apply across the board to all employees was just wrong. 
 
    For the next few hours, Olivia did her best to concentrate on her work. She had to prepare some important briefs and she knew that she couldn’t afford to make a mistake. Despite how hard she tried to concentrate, she couldn’t take her mind off the strange encounter she’d had with her boss. And every time she thought of it, her eyes drifted away from the paper work in front of her and back towards her boss’ office. 
 
    The blinds were pulled down and she couldn’t see inside. But on more than one occasion, she could’ve sworn that she saw Carter peeking from behind the blinds and staring at her. She wasn’t sure, though. Maybe she was blowing things out of proportion. Maybe she was imagining things. 
 
    Her boss’ door swung open and he marched out with hands on his hips. He casts his eyes around the room. Everyone had their necks bent over stacks of paper work. Everyone except Olivia. 
 
    Carter immediately noticed that his young paralegal seemed to be lost in her own thoughts. He stared at her suggestively and sauntered towards her.  
 
    Olivia didn’t notice him, until he was standing over her desk, looking down at her with a smirk. She felt her face flush. She lowered her eyes and looked away. Carter’s smile only grew broader. 
 
    “Is something wrong?” He asked. “You wouldn’t be over here surfing the Internet would you?” 
 
    Olivia looked up with fear in her eyes. She would never do something like that. The suggestion offended her. She cleared her throat and spoke up for herself. 
 
    “No, Sir. I’m completing the Johnson and Saunders case briefs. They are due this afternoon.” 
 
    When she’d finished speaking, she noticed that the smile had disappeared from his face. She immediately had the sense that she’d done something wrong but once again she didn’t know what.  
 
    “What did you call me?” He asked in a menacing voice. 
 
    Moments later she realized her mistake. She’d forgotten to address him as Sir Carter. Her eyes darted around the office. If she had to say it, she at least wanted to make sure that no one was listening to her. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Sir Carter. I made a mistake and it won’t happen again.” 
 
    A satisfied smile quickly reappeared on Carter’s face. “I don’t think I could hear you,” he said. “Would you mind speaking louder?” 
 
    Olivia almost choked when she heard that. He was actually going to make her call him ‘Sir Carter’ in front of the other employees? She couldn’t figure why he was playing these types of power games with her. She’d never done anything in the office to deserve this type of harsh treatment. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Sir Carter,” Olivia said. “I’m very sorry.” 
 
    “That’s better. But don’t let it happen again.” 
 
    “Yes, Sir Carter. It won’t happen again. I promise.” 
 
    “Good. Finish up what you’re doing and be in my office in fifteen minutes.” 
 
    Olivia bowed her head. Her tongue was stuck in her throat. She was too shaken up to speak. She would have to go back in his office. She was very worried about what he would make her do next. This is not what she’d signed up for and she didn’t know how much longer she’d be able to handle it. 
 
    She looked around the office to see if anyone else had noticed what had just happened. A few heads turned towards her then quickly turned away. She heard whispering coming from different corners of the room. She couldn’t make out what anybody was saying, but she was convinced that she was the topic of conversation. That sort of public scolding didn’t happen in this office.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Olivia walked towards her boss’ office. She had a queasy feeling in her stomach. She had the urge to rush off to the bathroom. But she knew that any delay would only upset her boss even more. It would give him another reason to punish and humiliate her. 
 
    She gently knocked on the door. There was no reply. She raised her fist to knock again and the door suddenly opened. Carter stared at her coldly. “Come in and sit down,” he said. 
 
    Olivia felt a shiver pass through her body.  
 
    “As I began explaining to you this morning,” Carter said, “Good is not what we’re looking for at this firm. I have to know that everyone in this office is one hundred percent loyal to me.” 
 
    Olivia had the urge to blurt something out but she managed to hold her tongue. She figured she would be better off waiting until Carter made it clear that he expected her to speak. Until then, silence would probably be her best option. 
 
    “Do you understand why that’s important?” he asked. 
 
    She shook her head yes, then cleared her throat. Now she knew that she had to either speak or risk angering her boss. 
 
    “Yes, Sir Carter. I understand. Completely.” 
 
    “I see that you’re starting to pick things up. But I want to be very clear, I expect you to refer to me as Sir Carter at all times. And I expect you to obey whatever demands I issue. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir Carter.”  
 
    Carter smiled then turned his back on her. Once again he appeared to be taking great pleasure in this game he was playing. It was clear that he intended to take things further.  
 
    “I know it doesn’t seem like it these days,” Carter said, looking down at his impeccably tailored suit. “But I’m actually much more comfortable in a pair of Wrangler’s, boots, and a ten-gallon hat.” 
 
    Olivia’s mouth opened wide in surprise. “A cowboy?”  
 
    Carter nodded his head up and down. 
 
    Olivia covered her mouth to keep from laughing. It seemed so strange to her. She would have never guessed that he was anything but a high-powered attorney. Apparently, there were more layers to him than she would have ever expected. 
 
    While Carter paced around the office in silence, Olivia trembled in her chair. She couldn’t remember ever having felt so small. Weeks ago, she’d thought that this job in a prestigious law firm would help build up her confidence. But now she felt every bit of confidence and self-belief being ripped away from her. This man was turning her into a groveling, subservient employee. She hated that feeling, yet at the same time she felt hypnotized by it.  
 
    “Do you have a man in your life?” Carter asked.  
 
    Olivia paused before answering the question. She was single and had been single for a long time. She hated talking about her dating life with friends and family. That was bad enough. She never imagined that she would have to talk about something so personal with her boss. 
 
    She was too flustered too answer. Her eyes bounced around the room. She appeared to be looking, at least subconsciously, for an escape. None was forthcoming and she knew it. She would either have to answer the prying personal question or face the consequences. 
 
    For a moment, Carter’s face appeared to soften. Maybe a warm, empathetic thought was passing through his mind. Or maybe he was just setting her up for further humiliation.  
 
    The imperious boss sat back down in his chair. He locked his fingers in front of his face and sighed.  
 
    “I don’t mean to be intrusive,” he said. “But there are certain things that I must know before I proceed any further. Some of these things may make you uncomfortable or embarrassed. But that’s not my problem. You choose to work at this law firm. And no one ever told you that it was going to be easy.” 
 
    Olivia felt like saying something smart and biting in response. But she knew that would be akin to suicide. There was no way that Carter would tolerate any sort of resistance from employees. He was making it clear that he expected one hundred percent cooperation, one hundred percent of the time. Any sort of insubordination would be severely punished. 
 
    Despite how important she knew obedience was if she wanted to keep this job, something in her revolted. She couldn’t bring herself to answer the question. She didn’t want to play this game any longer. She considered getting up and leaving the office and never coming back again. If she could get hired here, then plenty of other law firms would be willing to give her an opportunity to prove herself. And that’s all she wanted. She didn’t want to be treated differently. She wanted to be treated fairly, like everyone else.  
 
    So why did she stay? She wouldn’t have been able to explain it herself. But she felt all sorts of contradictions surging within her. She had a desire to be treated like everyone else. Yet the idea that she was being singled out for a special kind of treatment—whether that treatment was good or bad—was extremely exciting to her.  
 
    She wouldn’t have been able to explain it like that, though. She could feel the mix of emotions swelling within her.  
 
    She swallowed hard. “Whatever you want, Sir.” 
 
      
 
    “You might not have heard, but I’m looking for a woman to mother my firstborn child. And I'm not just looking for any woman. I'm looking for a woman who’s demonstrated her willingness to be obedient and submissive. Do you think that you could handle that enormous responsibility?” 
 
    Olivia wasn't sure what she’d just heard. Could he be serious? She couldn't get any words out of her throat so she nodded her head up and down. 
 
    “Good. Very good.”  
 
      
 
    Carter got up from his chair and slowly walked around his desk. He kept his eyes on Olivia the whole time. His eyes bore a hole through her skull. She’d never experienced such an intense stare. 
 
      He stopped walking suddenly and looked down at his shoes. “Look at that,” he said with his hands on his hips. “My shoelace came undone.”  
 
      The handsome devil stared directly at Olivia. His eyes were full of mischief. She had a feeling that he had something planned, something that would push her even further. “I’m a little clumsy like that sometimes,” Carter said. “But it can be very dangerous don’t you think? Walking around with untied shoelaces?” 
 
      She remained silent. She didn’t know why he was talking about his shoelaces. All he had to do was bend over and tie them. 
 
      “You wouldn’t mind tying them for me would you?”  
 
      A moment of silent tension passed without either of them saying anything. Then Olivia smiled and began laughing. She was sure that he was kidding. There was no way that he was really asking her to tie his shoes. Who did he think he was? Who did he think she was? 
 
      “That doesn’t offend you does it?” Carter asked. 
 
      The smile slowly disappeared from Olivia's face and her laughter died out. It was clear to her that he was serious. He really expected her to tie his shoes. 
 
      “Sir Carter, are you serious?” 
 
      “Do you think I have time to play games and tell jokes?” 
 
      “No, Sir, I was just thinking—” 
 
      “Well, stop thinking and obey. That’s the problem with you newbies. Think you know it all. You’re not willing to start at the bottom. You expect to be treated like you’ve been working here for twenty years right from the start.” 
 
      “I’m sorry, Sir Carter. I’m very sorry. I’ll do whatever you want.” 
 
      “On your knees!” Carter barked. 
 
      Without thinking about what she was doing, she got down on her knees on the carpet.  
 
      She reached out for Carter’s shoes but he pulled his foot back. “Did I tell you to touch me?” he asked. 
 
      Olivia swallowed hard and shook her head no. 
 
      There was a knock at the office door. Fear and apprehension wracked Olivia’s body. There was no way that he would open the door. There was no way that he would allow another employee to see her in this humiliating position. If he did that, how would she be able to go back out there and face her colleagues? She would be the laughing stock of the office. He couldn’t make her go through with this. He couldn’t. It was just too cruel. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
      “Come in,” Carter said.  
 
      Olivia was on all fours on the carpet.  
 
      She could feel two sets of eyes staring down at her. “Janet, you’ve met Olivia haven’t you?” Carter said.  
 
      “Yes, Mr. Carter she’s been very good so far,” Janet, another one of the paralegal’s, said.  
 
      “I’m just teaching her how we do things around here. She got her J.D. at Boston University. I have to make sure that she’s not bringing a lot of ego into the office. Those types of employees never work out. Don’t you agree?” 
 
      “Yes, Mr. Carter. Obedience and loyalty are a big part of working at this firm.” 
 
      “Yes, they are, Janet. Yes, they are. Just put those files on my desk and then you can leave.” 
 
      Olivia couldn’t believe what her boss was putting her through. And she didn’t want to imagine what would be coming next. She figured that things would only get worse.  
 
      “I’m waiting,” Carter said.  
 
      Olivia reached out for the untied shoelace and began trying to tie it. But she couldn’t. Her hands were shaking and she couldn’t steady them. Actually, her whole body was shaking. She took several deep breaths and attempted to calm herself but nothing seemed to be working. 
 
      “I’m running out of patience.” 
 
      Fear shook her body. Her hands were still shaking but she managed to get the shoelace retied. She breathed a huge sigh relief and waited on all fours.  
 
      Carter walked back behind his desk and sat down.  Olivia remained in the doggy style position for several minutes. 
 
      “Get off the floor and into the seat.” 
 
      She quickly got off her knees and slid back into the chair. Her whole body felt hot. Sweat dripped down her forehead. She feared that she wouldn’t be able to put up with much more of this type of treatment. She feared that she was coming close to her breaking point. 
 
      Carter stared at her with a look of superiority.  
 
      “Now get out of my sight and finish those briefs. I expect you to stay well after five o’clock today. I hope you don’t have any plans for tonight.” 
 
      “But Sir Carter, I will be finished before five. I promise I will.” 
 
      “Did you hear what I said?” 
 
      “Yes, Sir, but—” 
 
      “Get out of here. Now!” 
 
      Olivia hopped out of the chair and hurried from the office. She gently closed the door and walked with her head down between the office cubicles. She tried not to make eye contact with anyone. But she could feel several pairs of eyes on her.  And she could hear the whispers coming from all corners of the office.  Everyone was talking about her.  She knew it. 
 
      Her face had turned red with embarrassment and shame. Never before had she been through such an ordeal. Nothing in her life had prepared her for this. 
 
      What kind of law firm had she joined? What kind of boss had she chosen? 
 
      She had a strong urge to call her mother. That’s the only person who would be able to comfort her right now. It was her mother who had been able to convince her to stay in law school when Olivia had seriously considered leaving. That was during her first semester. She was overwhelmed by the workload and she couldn’t believe how competitive and cutthroat her classmates were. 
 
      She’d expected to find friends and camaraderie at law school. But instead, all she had encountered were enemies. People were willing to stab each other in the back for the slightest advantage. She wasn’t that sort of person and she knew that she never would be. She’d ended up spending lots of time alone. And she spent many nights that first year talking, crying, and seeking solace and comfort on the phone with her mother. 
 
      Eventually, Olivia adapted to the hyper-competitive atmosphere and during her second year, she even began to form friendships with other like-minded students. 
 
    As five o’clock approached, people in the office began wrapping up their work. Olivia had finished all her briefs but she was afraid to take them into Carter’s office. Maybe he’ll forget about me, she hoped. Maybe he was just threatening me to find out how I’d react, she told herself. 
 
    Despite how hard she tried to convince herself that everything was going to work out for the best, fear and doubt rattled her brain. 
 
    Over the next twenty minutes, the office began slowly emptying out. Olivia kept her head down and eyes focused on the papers in front of her. But out of the corner of her eye, she could see that people were sneaking glances at her and whispering to each other. 
 
    She desperately needed to find out if other employees had been put through similar trials. Did everyone have to suffer through these same tests of loyalty and obedience? What did crawling on the floor and tying shoes have to do with being a valuable employee? None of this made any sense to her. She felt like screaming.  
 
    She would have loved to take a long run in Central Park. That’s exactly what she needed. Intense physical exercise had always helped her get through difficult emotional situations in the past. And she knew that it would help her get through this as well. But she wouldn’t have a chance to run today, if Carter kept her in the office well into the night. 
 
      
 
    She half stood up and peeked over the walls of her cubicle. The room was completely empty. A sinking feeling invaded her stomach. She felt nauseous again.  
 
    The door to Carter’s office opened. She was afraid to look up but she could clearly hear him walking towards her. She began trembling. She looked at her hands. They were shaking. She hid them under the desk and pushed them between her legs. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Did you finish what you were supposed to?” Carter asked, standing over her. 
 
    “Yes, Sir Carter. Is there anything else that you need done?” 
 
    “There’s a lot I need done. Too much to even tell you.” 
 
    She waited anxiously for his next command.  
 
    “But I think that will be all for today,” he said. “I’m feeling much better about you as an employee than I did this morning.” 
 
    Olivia felt relieved when she heard that. But she was still confused. Why had he doubted her in the morning? Did he have these doubts when he hired her? She decided it would be best to keep those questions to herself. She would go about trying to get some answers in the most discrete way possible. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Thank you Sir Carter,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Olivia. You’ll have plenty of time to thank me as long as you’re working here. I’m sure about that.” 
 
    Olivia looked up at her boss. He was staring at her with a devilish grin. 
 
    “Oh, one more thing,” Carter said.  
 
    Olivia held her breath.  
 
    “Have you ever been tied up?” He asked. 
 
    A look of confusion passed over Olivia’s face.  
 
    “Bondage. Ropes. Cords. Handcuffs. Has anyone ever bound you?” 
 
    “No, Sir Carter. No.” 
 
    Carter threw his head back and laughed. “That’s good. That’s very good. I’m sure you’ll like it.” 
 
    The wickedly handsome boss turned his back on Olivia and walked to his office. 
 
    His last words echoed in Olivia’s head. Her body shook as she contemplated what exactly he meant.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Olivia gripped the sides of the chair. Her body had completely tensed up. There was no way for her to escape and deep down she didn’t want to.  
 
    Carter held the silver handcuffs in front of his face and smiled. He waved them in the air, taunting Olivia. She swallowed hard and tried to speak but no words came out. 
 
    “I’ve come to a decision,” Carter said, swinging the handcuffs back and forth.  
 
    “A decision, Sir?” 
 
    “Yes, if you can pass this next test, then you will be my chosen submissive.  The woman who will carry my firstborn.” 
 
    Olivia’s eyes opened wide. An electric sensation shot through her body.  
 
      
 
    “Have you ever been handcuffed?” he asked, then smiled mischievously. Olivia shook her head no. She could feel her whole body breaking out in sweat. 
 
    “Well, there’s a first for everything,” Carter said. “Isn’t that right?” 
 
    Olivia nodded. Carter looked her up and down, enjoying the spectacle of her fear. Olivia wondered where this encounter would lead. How far would he push her this time? How much longer would she be able to endure this rough treatment?  
 
    “Get down on your knees,” Carter commanded. 
 
    Olivia hesitated, then leaned back in the chair as Carter approached her. 
 
    “Are you disobeying me, Olivia?” 
 
    The frightened young woman quickly got out of the chair and onto her knees. She had never felt so vulnerable, but she knew that things were only going to get worse. She was overcome by tension and anxiety. 
 
    Carter towered over her, staring intensely into her eyes. 
 
    “Put your hands behind your back,” he said. “And keep your mouth shut.” 
 
    Olivia did as he commanded. There was no point trying to fight back now. She was captive to his whims. She enjoyed the feeling of helplessness. 
 
    Carter’s green eyes bored into her skull. He was in complete control. It was like he could read her thoughts. He unlocked the handcuffs and told her to stand up.  
 
    Olivia stood up and looked deeply into his eyes. Without saying anything, she wanted to communicate her total submission to him. 
 
    “Now put your hands on my desk and spread your legs,” Carter said. “I’m going to have to do a thorough body check.” 
 
    The young woman obeyed, bending over and putting her hands on the desk but that wasn’t good enough for Carter. 
 
    “Spread your legs more,” he said, positioning himself behind her. Olivia could feel his breath on her neck. He nibbled on her ear and sighed deeply. Olivia felt the hard bulge coming through his pants.  
 
    “You’ll never forget me, will you?” Carter said. 
 
    “No, Sir Carter I won’t. I promise I will never forget you.” 
 
    “I don’t need your promises. All I want is your submission, your complete submission to me. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir Carter. I am your submissive bitch. Do whatever you want to me. I’m begging you. Please.” 
 
    “That’s better,” the dominating boss said. “Much better.”  
 
    Carter lifted up Olivia’s skirt. She began trembling. His fingers tickled the insides of her thighs. Electric sparks shot through her body. Her panties dampened. 
 
    Carter pressed a finger into her wet pussy. Olivia threw her head back and sighed. She loved the feeling of him inside of her, even if it was only his fingers. 
 
    “You like the feel of my fingers inside of you?” Carter asked. 
 
    Olivia moaned her response. She wasn’t capable of forming words. Her whole body had been taken over by an ecstatic sensation. She tingled with excitement. Her domineering boss shoved his fingers deeper into her pussy and then he wrapped a hand around her neck. She was his captive, his submissive bitch.  
 
    All she could think about was having his cock inside of her. His fingers clenched tighter on her neck.   
 
    “Yes, please,” she cried. “Please fuck me, Sir Carter.” 
 
    Carter smiled and forcefully turned Olivia’s head around. He stared at her with lust and domination. Olivia couldn’t help but shiver when he looked at her like that. In those moments he embodied everything that she had ever wanted from a man.  
 
    She’d always wanted someone that would be able to put her in her place and at the same time to make her feel protected from the world.  She began to think that Carter could be that man, the man she had been waiting for all her life. 
 
    Carter, inflamed with lust, put the silver cuffs on Olivia’s wrists. The metal dug into her flesh and made her grimace. She had never been handcuffed before. She had never felt so vulnerable in front of a man. 
 
    “Do you like the feel of the handcuffs?” Carter asked. “Do you like knowing that I am in complete control of you?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir Carter. Do whatever you want to me. I won’t resist you.” 
 
    “You’re damn right, you won’t resist,” Carter said menacingly.  
 
    He gripped the back of Olivia’s neck and pushed her down toward the desk. She could feel his fingernails digging into her flesh. The pain only excited her that much more. 
 
    He was treating her like his submissive whore. She realized that she had been especially chosen for this position. Suddenly a feeling of pride and vanity flooded her body. She was in a position of privilege. None of the other women in the office had been singled out for this type of treatment She was special. 
 
    Carter unzipped his pants and fished into his boxers for his dick. He pulled out his long, thick cock and rubbed it on Olivia’s wet pussy lips. She moaned with pleasure and desire. She needed to feel him pushing inside of her, pumping a huge load into her pussy. She felt like some animal spirit was taking control of her. She wanted to cry out for his cock. She wanted to beg and plead and make so much noise that everyone in the office could hear her. But she managed to contain herself. Her entire body was covered in sweat and her breathing had quickened. 
 
    And finally, with one sharp thrust Carter pushed inside of her. He filled her tight, wet pussy. She had never experienced such a large cock before. 
 
    Carter grabbed her hair and yanked her head back. He began pumping and thrusting in and out of her, slamming his hips into her. Olivia could feel the juices dripping out of her pussy and rolling down the insides of her thighs. 
 
    He began to pick up speed and within minutes he was fucking her harder than any man ever had. 
 
    “Yes, Sir Carter fuck me. Please fuck me, she cried.” 
 
    Carter gritted his teeth and grunted. He put both hands on her hips and pounded her. With his eyes closed and his head thrown back, he gave her every ounce of his energy. His face began to contort. It wouldn’t be long now. He was going to cum. He was going to shoot a huge load inside of her. 
 
    “Cum inside me, Sir Carter. I want to feel your cock explode inside of me,” she said. 
 
    Carter loved it when she talked dirty liked that. He always enjoyed a well-mannered, submissive who was willing to indulge her slutty side.  
 
    He let out loud grunts and groans as he came inside of her. Gradually, his pumping slowed down as the last few trickles oozed out of his dick. Olivia could feel his cock pulsating inside her. It was a delicious feeling—one she certainly wanted to experience again. 
 
    Carter sweated and panted. It had been a long time since he had exerted himself so much. He was beginning to fall for his obedient paralegal. He stared at her with a mix of tenderness and brutality. He wished that all the women he encountered appreciated the unique pleasures of submission as much as Olivia did. 
 
    He pulled his stiff hard cock out of her and backed up.  
 
    “I’m very happy with you Olivia,” Carter said. “You’re doing well. Most women would have freaked out when I pulled out the handcuffs.” 
 
    “I will do whatever you say, Sir Carter,” Olivia replied. “I will never disobey you.” 
 
    Olivia meant every word she said, but she didn’t know how much longer she would be able to remain in the handcuffs. The metal was digging deeply into her flesh. She wanted to complain and ask him to remove the cuffs, but she changed her mind. She was afraid to offend him. She was afraid that he might find someone more obedient and submissive than she was. 
 
    She was determined not to let that happen. If she had to go through some pain, then she would endure it gladly. She would look upon his rough treatment as something special that had been conferred upon her and her alone. 
 
    But there was no need to ask Carter to remove the cuffs. He was pleased with her and had no desire to restrain her in that way anymore.  
 
    He undid the cuffs and spun her around. Olivia’s eyes were full of love and submission as she stared at Carter. His stare was a bit cold, but there was still a hint of tenderness that Olivia easily picked up on. She reached out her arms and wrapped them around him. Carter hesitated before squeezing her. He worried that maybe things were going too fast. Or maybe he was being too kind to her too soon. But he quickly brushed those thoughts out of his mind. There would be plenty of time to continue his domination of her. 
 
    A warm feeling coursed through Olivia’s body as she embraced her boss. She would never have imagined falling for him so soon. She never thought that she would be the woman singled out for this type of treatment. At first she had been terrified that she would do something wrong and disappointment Carter. But she had quickly learned that she had a knack for this sort of thing. The rough treatment allowed her to experience a forbidden pleasure. 
 
    As a professional woman, she should have stood up for herself and pushed back when her boss began coming onto her. She should have refused to be anything other than a good worker. She should have called a lawyer and filed formal charges against Carter for sexual harassment. That would have been the right thing to do. That’s probably what she would have done under normal circumstances.  
 
    But there was no way she would do that with Carter. Absolutely none.  She was going to have his baby.  She’d never felt more proud in her entire life. 
 
    “Now that you've been chosen, I should warn you…the other women in the office will not take kindly to this news. Do you think that you can handle the jealousy and scorn that you’ll have to face?” 
 
      
 
    Olivia tightly gripped the sides of the chair. She could feel sweat breaking out all over her body.  
 
    “Yes, Sir. I will put up with anything for you. Anything to please you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Olivia gently closed the door to Carter’s office and walked back to her cubicle. She wasn’t sure how long she had been in there. But she felt like a completely different woman. Something had happened to her in that room. Carter had been able to push her past her limits and she had loved every minute of it. She didn’t know how she was going to get any work done that day. All she could think about was the next encounter she would have with Carter.  
 
    When she looked at her clock, she realized that she had been inside the office for more than an hour. She stood up and looked around at the other cubicles. Everyone in the office appeared to be hard at work, deeply focused on their particular tasks. No one seemed to be paying attention to her. But Olivia knew better. She knew that they must have been talking about her. It was certain. It wouldn’t be long before someone finally confronted her. And it would probably be a woman. 
 
    There was no way that the other women in the office would tolerate Olivia, the newest and youngest employee in the office, receiving special treatment. She smiled triumphantly. The idea of being the chosen woman in the office greatly excited her. She had never held such a privileged position before. No man had been able to spot her latent submissive nature.  
 
    Maybe she was conscious of it, maybe she was not, but all her life she had waited for a man to bring out this side of her. Unfortunately, most of her boyfriends had been nice sensitive guys who were capable of romance but none of them understood her need to be dominated and treated like a prized submissive. And that’s what she had finally become: the prized submissive. 
 
    As her mind raced through the events of the last two days, Olivia caught a glimpse of her co-worker Janet out of the corner of her eye. A chill came over Olivia’s body. Janet radiated an icy coolness. She was the office bitch. Olivia knew that she would have to look out for her. 
 
    Olivia tried to focus on the stack of briefs in front of her but she couldn’t help noticing that Janet was approaching her cubicle. An intense fear rushed through Olivia’s body. She had a feeling that Janet was on the verge of doing something unpredictable or violent. There was no telling what jealousy could drive a woman to do. 
 
    “Hey, Olivia,” Janet said, looking down at her with an intense fake smile. “You want to grab some lunch?” 
 
    Her eyes, filled with rage, bored a hole through Olivia’s skull but her mouth formed a smile. At least it tried to. Her lips began to quiver as she stared down at Olivia. 
 
    Olivia slowly turned towards Janet and looked up into the woman’s eyes. She looks like she might kill me, Olivia thought. I have to get out of here, at least for a little bit until things calm down. Her first instinct was to decline the offer but she thought that might be too dangerous a strategy. She figured that it was probably much better to play along, to play the office politics. Lunch with Janet might provide her with a great opportunity to learn more about how things functioned in the office. Or it might lead to a complete disaster. Either way Olivia knew that she was in a difficult situation and would have to be careful. 
 
    “Sure, I would love to get something to eat,” Olivia said.  
 
    Janet smiled with satisfaction. It was clear that she had something planned. Olivia just hoped that it wouldn’t be too late when she found out. 
 
    “Great,” Janet said with a snarl. “Let’s go now before the big lines.” 
 
    There was a moment of silent tension between the two women. Olivia knew that everyone in the office was probably listening to every word they exchanged. Maybe they all had put Janet up to this. Maybe they had chosen Janet to send Olivia the message that they were not happy with the way she was being treated.  
 
    Carter was the only person that she could rely on in the office. She figured that everyone else was against her. She wasn’t used to being so isolated. She had always been good at integrating into different work environments. She did work well and punctually and she treated everyone with respect. That was usually enough to get her on good terms with most people. But this job, her first in the legal profession, was proving to be much different than anything she had ever experienced. 
 
    She took several deep breaths and tried to calm herself. She was afraid of what would happen if she found herself alone with Janet but she didn’t want to show any fear or hesitancy. If people sensed that she was afraid, they would feel emboldened to come after her in more direct ways.  
 
    Right now everything was happening just below the surface. It was clear that there was plenty of tension in the office. But everyone was doing their best to pretend that they didn’t notice anything. 
 
    Once Olivia had calmed her nerves, she got up from her seat. The two women walked towards the elevator. As they moved between the cubicles, several pairs of eyes turned in their direction. Olivia scrutinized the faces of her co-workers, especially the women. She sensed anger and jealousy in their eyes. They wanted revenge and they weren’t going to wait for it. 
 
    Olivia felt her legs begin to wobble beneath her. Maybe this was a setup. Maybe a group of her co-workers were just waiting for the perfect opportunity to corner and confront her, to let her know that the best thing for her would be to find another job.  
 
    They stepped into the elevator. A sly smiled played on Janet’s lips. It was the most frightening smile Olivia had ever seen on a woman’s face.   
 
    ***** 
 
    The two women stepped out of the elevator and walked down a long hallway to the building cafeteria.  
 
    Without turning her head towards Olivia, Janet began speaking. “You think you’re the only one who’s ever been chosen by Carter?” 
 
    Olivia didn’t know how to respond so she kept her mouth shut and waited for Janet to continue. She figured that letting her talk, no matter what she said, was the best strategy. No matter what happened she would be sure to gain some insight into what exactly was going on in the office.  
 
    No more words were exchanged between the two women before they sat down at a table and began eating. Olivia cast her eyes around the large cafeteria. There weren’t many people in there and that worried her. What if Janet began threatening her? What if Janet attacked her?  
 
    Olivia did her best to calm her nerves. She would have to defend herself. That would be her only option. No one was going to save her, not even Carter. 
 
    “You never answered my question,” Janet said. “Do you really think that you’re the only one?” 
 
    Olivia swallowed and struggled to make eye contact. She knew that it would be dangerous for her to reveal any sense of fear but she couldn’t help herself. Janet’s angry, bitter energy was just too intense. 
 
    “I’m not sure I know what you’re talking about,” Olivia said. 
 
    Janet glared at her without saying a word. She didn’t have to. Her eyes blazed with contempt and disdain.  
 
    “Don’t try to bullshit me,” Janet said between clenched teeth. “You know exactly what I am talking about. Do you think you’re the only one?” 
 
    Olivia sighed. She realized that there was no point in feigning ignorance. She wouldn’t find out anything that way. But there was no way that she would admit to what precisely had gone on inside Carter’s office. 
 
    “You saw me on my knees yesterday,” Olivia said. “So why are you wasting time asking me questions that you already know the answer to.” 
 
    Janet’s eyes were about to pop out of her head. She had probably thought that she would be able to easily intimidate her younger co-worker. Olivia’s refusal to back down both surprised and infuriated her. 
 
    “I was in your position once but then someone new and younger came along,” Janet said, “and I was replaced.” 
 
    Now Olivia could see more than anger in Janet’s eyes. There was clearly pain there as well. She had the feeling that she was the younger woman who had replaced Janet as Carter’s chosen girl. The thought filled her with satisfaction but she did her best to control her emotions. She didn’t want Janet to think that she was mocking her, or reveling in her pain. 
 
    “I’m sorry to hear that,” Olivia said. “But I don’t think that has anything to do with me.” 
 
    Janet slammed her fist into the cafeteria. Olivia jumped up, terrified. She looked around the cafeteria. A few heads had turned their way but most of the people seemed to be ignoring them. Once again, Olivia couldn’t be sure whether or not some elaborate game was being played on her—a game that everyone understood except her.  
 
    When Olivia realized that no one was looking at her anymore, she slowly sat back down. But she needed to get out of there and fast. She didn’t feel safe being around the angry, jealous women even if they were in a public place. She feared that Janet would make a scene that could end up getting both of them fired.  
 
    There was no telling how far a scorned woman would go to exact her revenge. 
 
    “Thanks for eating with me today,” Olivia said, as she prepared to leave the table. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Janet asked. “I’m not done with you yet.” 
 
    But Olivia was done. She wouldn’t endure one more minute of this treatment. Carter was the only person that she would submit to. She wouldn’t allow her co-workers to push her around. If she had been chosen by Carter to be his number one girl, then there was no reason to tolerate any disrespect around the office. If Carter told her that she had no choice but to put up with the jealously and contempt of her colleagues, she might have viewed things different. She might have accepted the disrespect without complaining. But Carter had made no such demands of her. He had only specified that he expected her to submit to his will. He hadn’t said anything about other people in the office. 
 
    “I’m sorry but I have to get back up to the office,” Olivia said. “I’m really sorry.”  
 
    As she got up from the table, she felt Janet’s hand gripping her wrists. Her skin was still sore and bruised from the handcuffs that Carter had put on her. Janet’s tight grip made her grimace. But she did her best not to show any pain. 
 
    “You better watch yourself,” Janet said. “It might not be me, but someone will come along and take your place. You just wait and see.” 
 
    Olivia didn’t respond. Instead she pulled herself free from Janet’s tight grip and walked out of the cafeteria.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    She was relieved when she stepped into the elevator. Her entire body tingled with excitement. She had been chosen. All the other women in the office would have died to be in her privileged position.  
 
    When she walked back through the office doors, she felt a new sense of power. She was beginning to understand how things worked in this firm. She didn’t worry about whether or not another woman would come along and replace her as Carter’s preferred submissive. She figured that Janet had probably done something to upset or disappoint their domineering boss. She was determined to never let that happen to her. She would do whatever she had to. She would do whatever he asked. 
 
    For the next couple of hours, Olivia did her best to concentrate on the stack of briefs that she had to complete. It wasn’t easy because her mind and her eyes kept drifting. Every few minutes she would lift her head and stare towards Carter’s office. She knew that he was in there because she had caught him staring at her through the blinds.  
 
    His intense eyes set her body on fire with lust and fear. She was anxious to feel his strong hands all over her body. But she was afraid of how far he would continue to push her past her limits.  
 
    All she wanted was to please him.  
 
    As the end of the workday approached, Olivia worried that Carter would not call her into his office. This immediately made her insecure. Had she done something wrong? Had he already become bored with her?  
 
    The thought that he was already losing interest was too much for Olivia too handle. She suddenly became very anxious. This wasn’t the way that things were supposed to go. He should have already summoned her to his office. She should have been bending over his desk while he yanked on her hair and slammed his cock into her. 
 
    When the clock struck five, most of the employees began leaving the office. The door to Carter’s office was still closed. Out of the corner of her eyes, Olivia could see Janet gathering her things. Both women seemed to be moving very slowly and watching each other. Something was bound to happen between them. The animosity and the tension were too thick.  
 
    It was Janet who made the first move, slowly approaching Olivia’s cubicle. Olivia could feel her colleague’s jealous energy. She looked quickly towards Carter’s office. What would happen if Janet attacked her? Would Carter come rushing to her defense? There was no way to know.  She would have to be brave and get through this alone. That seemed to be her only option. 
 
    Janet stared down at her for a few moments without saying anything.  
 
    But this time Olivia didn’t look down or away, she stared directly into Janet’s fiery jade black eyes. She was refusing to submit or back down. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Janet said threateningly, “Your day is coming.” 
 
    Olivia kept her eyes locked on Janet’s. She was waiting anxiously for her to say something else.  But Janet must have sensed that the young, paralegal had a lot more backbone than she had expected. She lowered her eyes and stomped away from Olivia’s cubicle and out the office doors. 
 
    Olivia was shaking. She had never been threatened by a co-worker before. She was proud of herself for not backing down but she wasn’t sure how much more abuse she would be able to tolerate before she reached her breaking point and lashed back at her colleague’s. There was only so much mistreatment that she would be able to endure. 
 
    Just when she had given up all hope of being called in to Carter’s office again that day, she heard his door opening. Waves of excitement rolled through her body. This is what she had been waiting for all afternoon. The moment was finally here.  
 
    “Olivia!” Carter yelled. She had never been so happy to hear her name called. She quickly straightened up the papers on her desk and hurried to her boss’ office. What could he have in store for her? She couldn’t wait to find out. 
 
    But when she walked into Carter’s office, she had the distinct impression that something was wrong. He seemed agitated and a bit upset. All of her excitement drained away and all her fears and insecurities came rushing back. 
 
    Carter was standing up and staring out his large window that looked down on the entire city. He sighed deeply and turned toward Olivia. She was anxious to hear what he had to say, so anxious that she nearly leaped out of her seat.  
 
    “Olivia, do you have any plans for this weekend?” 
 
    She shook her head no. She had always hated working on the weekends but she would be glad to come into the office if it meant that she would have the opportunity to spend time alone with Carter. 
 
    “That’s good,” Carter said. “Because I’m going to need you to work this weekend.” 
 
    “Anything you want,” Sir Carter. “I can come into the office on both Saturday and Sunday.” 
 
    Carter smiled. He clearly seemed satisfied with her answer. 
 
    “Excellent, but I don’t want you to come into the office,” he said staring at her suggestively.  
 
    Olivia was confused. What was he asking of her? So many questions swirled in her mind but she knew that it would be best to keep her mouth shut and let him continue.   
 
    “I want you to come with me to my summer home in Connecticut. You will be pampered and treated with the utmost care by my staff but you will remain my submissive. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Sir Carter. That sounds wonderful.” 
 
    And there’s one more thing…Carter paused and fixed his eyes on her. She could feel her entire body trembling with anticipation. “I’ve finally made a decision about which woman in the office that I would like to have my firstborn.” 
 
    Olivia swallowed hard. Was he really about to say the words that she’d waited to hear for so long, the words that she wouldn’t dare repeat to herself because it just seemed too far-fetched. Had he really chosen her out of all the other women? That would almost be too much for her to handle.  
 
    Carter sat down on his desk directly in front of Olivia. He leaned towards her and took her chin in his hand. He kissed her tenderly on the lips and then brushed a tangle of hair out of her face. It was an exhilarating kiss that set her body on fire with desire. She hungered for more of them. And she wanted them all over her body. 
 
    **** 
 
    Months Later… 
 
    Olivia looked down at her belly, rubbed the prominent bulge and smiled.  
 
    She still couldn’t believe that she was carrying this powerful man’s seed.  She’d never felt so honored.  She’d never felt so proud and confident and sure of herself.  She loved walking around the office with that beautiful baby bump.  The other women could only smile and look away, wondering what they'd done wrong, wondering how she'd become the chosen submissive.  But Olivia didn't care about those other women.  
 
      
 
    The only thing that mattered was that Sam’s baby was inside of her and they were going to build a life together, a life beyond anything she could have imagined. 
 
    Over the next several months, Carter continued to invite Olivia into his office for his dangerous games of submission and domination. Each session was more intense than the previous one. Whenever Olivia informed Carter of the harsh treatment that she was receiving from her colleagues, he stepped in and quickly fired them. Janet, the woman who had been Carter’s chosen submissive before Olivia arrived, was one of the first to be fired.  
 
    His willingness to defend and protect her, made Olivia feel that she had finally found the love that she had always been searching for. And after two years of working at the firm, she was more thankful than ever to have finally found a dominant man capable of turning her into willing submissive. It was delicious feeling—one that she wanted to hold onto forever. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Sharing Seals 
 
      
 
    "I can't believe your room looks exactly the same," Kevin said, walking into the small bedroom at the top of the old house and reaching up to tap the bunkbed wall with one palm.  
 
    He turned around and tossed his canvas duffel bag to the floor. The clothing inside made a dull thump when it hit the worn, aged wooden boards and the canvas sagged as if it was as tired after their long trip as he was. Patrick stepped in and looked around the space with a nostalgic sparkle in his eye. He sighed, one hand clasped around the woven strap of the identical canvas duffel bag looped over his shoulder and Kevin saw a soft smile touch his best friend's lips.  
 
    There were so many memories in that space and they were all reflected in Patrick's gaze as he looked at each piece of furniture, each poster, and each reminder of his younger years throughout the bedroom. It was as if he had never walked out of it six years before when they left together to join the Navy. Now with the years of SEAL training and their first tour behind them, they were finally back in their hometown. Even though they felt completely different, much of what they had seen had proven that nothing had really changed in the little town where they had both grown up.  
 
    "It hasn't," Patrick said.  
 
    "It's like your parents kept it as a shrine to you." 
 
    Patrick laughed and stepped into the room, seemingly broken out of the sentimental spell that had been cast over him by the sight of his childhood bedroom by his best friend's sarcasm. He dropped his bag to the floor beside Kevin's and immediately clambered up the ladder onto the top bunk of his old bunkbeds.  
 
    He had never had a sibling that occupied the bottom bunk, but he had asked for the beds when he was six, and, like always, his parents had obliged. When he met Kevin just a few weeks later, it was like he was being given the brother that was supposed to go into that second bed and his instant best friend ended up spending what seemed like just as much time, if not more, in that bottom bunkbed throughout their childhood than he did in his own bed at his home.  
 
    "That's fine with me. Maybe that's what made them keep the house rather than selling it when they retired to Florida. They didn't want to interrupt a historical landmark." 
 
    Now it was Kevin's turn to laugh and flop onto his back on the lower bunk so that his position mimicked that of his lifelong best friend on the bed above him. He reached up and ran his fingers along the faded marks of the words and drawings that they had made there over the years. It was like looking at a collage of their lives, the handwriting and themes of the sentiments changing and becoming sharper and edgier as the boys grew older and the lines layered on top of the softer, more playful inscriptions of their younger years. 
 
    "That's a plausible idea," he said. "But I think it has a whole lot more to do with them wanting you to finally settle down and find some girl to marry and have a horde of little babies with. They figured that if you had a house to live in, you would just have to fill it up with a family or it wouldn't make sense." 
 
    "Yeah," Patrick said. "That will definitely be happening some time soon." Kevin heard him give a derisive laugh. "After six years in the Navy, I have no interest in getting tied down. They are just going to have to be happy with me living here with an equally not tied-down roommate for the time being." 
 
    "Speaking of which," Kevin said, swinging his legs off of the side of the bed so that he could stand up and grab his bag. "I'm going to go peruse the bedrooms and decide which one is mine." 
 
    "Peruse?" Patrick asked with another laugh. "You sure did pick up some fancy words during the tour." 
 
    "They sound good to the girls," Kevin told him. "Something about a man in uniform who sounds smart. They love it." 
 
    "Yeah, well, that might work for the girls out there, but I wouldn't recommend wandering into the bar tonight wearing your uniform. I think the girls around here are all too used to you to get fooled by that bull." 
 
    Kevin shot a glare over his shoulder at Patrick and walked out of the room. He was familiar enough with the rest of the house that he knew where all of the bedrooms were. Now that he was going to be living there with Patrick as adults, though, the space seemed different. He no longer had to think of the big room at the head of the hallway as Patrick's parents' room, or the smaller room between that room and Patrick's as his mother's sewing room. The room that had been Patrick's father's den was now empty except for rows of heavy bookshelves along one wall and a faded globe on the floor.  The final bedroom at the opposite end of the hall had acted as the guest room, but as far as Kevin knew, had never had an actual guest.  It had been preserved like Patrick's, exactly as it had been when they were children, complete with frilly white comforter set and pillows covered in a spray of miniature purple flowers and delicate green leaves.  
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Patrick and Kevin spent the rest of the afternoon unpacking the truck that contained Kevin's belongings that they had gotten out of the storage unit where his parents had put them before they moved to another town. The family had never been particularly close, but that had been a difficult blow for Kevin to deal with when he got the letter from his mother informing him that they had sold the house that they had always lived in and were moving three towns over so that his father could be closer to his new job. 
 
    It had all sounded so positive and optimistic, but Patrick knew that that wasn't the case and that for the most part, the letter had been a lie. Kevin's family had never owned any of the houses that he lived in when he was growing up. Rather, they bounced around from rental property to rental property burning bridges with landlords and making more enemies out of their neighbors with their arguments and late night drunken screaming fits than they did friends.  
 
    As for leaving so that his father could be closer to his job, Patrick knew that Kevin's father had never been one to be able to maintain a job for more than a year or so and that at last count he had been without a job for more than a year and a half. More likely than him moving to be close to his job was, they had run out of people who were willing to rent to them and were now moving on in hopes of finding somebody who would hire such an undesirable candidate and rent to a couple without checking their rental history or credit. 
 
    Patrick had always felt bad for Kevin and the experiences that he had back home with his family, but he also knew that it was those experiences that made his friendship with him even more important. They were the closest of friends that either of them had ever had, and in a way he felt like having Kevin as his best friend gave his parents the second child that they had always desperately wanted, but had never been able to have, and had given Kevin the type of loving, supportive family that he had never been able to experience either. Almost as soon as they met, Kevin became a fixture at the dinner table, on weekend outings, in the yard playing, and even on family vacations. It was only logical that the two of them would decide to join the Navy and go for SEAL status together.  
 
    Once they had everything in the house, Patrick and Kevin took showers, got dressed, and headed out to the neighborhood bar where nearly all of the adults in town gathered on weekends. When they were just out of high school, the pair had spent evenings in the bar playing pool and eating the overly greasy food that filled the menu as they tried to stay beyond the 9 PM cut-off for anyone under the age of 21. Eventually they became such fixtures that in the last weeks before they deployed, they spent nearly all of their time at the bar collecting the good will and advice from the friends, family, and neighbors who gathered there to support them. 
 
    Walking back into the bar after more than a year since they had been able to visit on leave before their deployment was just as much coming home again as it had been to step in the house, and immediately Patrick felt the last of the tension and stress ease out of his muscles. They walked up to the bar and slipped onto two of the worn leather stools, but before they could even order their beers, Patrick heard a shout from across the room. 
 
    He turned toward the sound of their names being yelled in their direction and saw Evan pushing toward them through the crowd. One of their close friends from school, Evan was supposed to be there that night for their homecoming celebration, but the gleam in his eyes and the slight wobble in his step said that he had been there for much longer and might be celebrating something beyond just his friends coming back.  
 
    "Hey, Evan," Patrick said as his friend clasped his hand and pulled him in for a hug. 
 
    Evan stepped back and hugged Kevin, pounding him on the back a few jovial times.  
 
    "I'm going to do it," Evan announced, opening up his arms and sloshing a bit of beer over the edge of his glass. 
 
    "You're going to do what?" Patrick asked. 
 
    He looked over at the bartender and gestured at the glass in Evan's hand with his eyes and then between Kevin and him with one finger. The bartender nodded and reached for two glasses, filling them with a frothy ale from the tap and sliding them toward the two men.  
 
    "I'm getting deployed." 
 
    "What?" Kevin asked, setting the beer his had picked up to sip down and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.  
 
    "I'm getting deployed." 
 
    "I thought you were in the reserves." 
 
    "I am, but my unit got called up. I'm leaving in six weeks." 
 
    "Wow," Patrick said, unsure of what else to say. Evan seemed unusually excited at the prospect and he wasn't sure what the appropriate response at that moment would be. "That's…" 
 
    Before he could finish, Evan whirled around and reached his arm out toward a blond woman standing a few feet away. She took his hand and let him pull her toward them. 
 
    "That's not the good part," he said. "This is." 
 
    "Hi," the woman said, extending her hand to them. "I'm Brandy." 
 
    "Brandy and I are getting married." 
 
    "Married?" Patrick asked. 
 
    He had never met this woman and the announcement was truly surprising to him.  
 
    "Yep. She just agreed to it a few minutes ago." 
 
    "That's great, Evan," Kevin said, sounding more convinced than Patrick was feeling, but still hesitant. "When's the big day?" 
 
    "As soon as possible," Evan said. "We want to do it before I leave. I wanted to ask the two of you if you'll be my groomsmen." 
 
    Patrick looked at Kevin and then back at Evan. They both nodded. Regardless of the circumstances, their friend was getting married and they knew that it was their responsibility to be there for him.  
 
    "Of course," Patrick said, lifting his glass as if in toast of Evan.  
 
    "Awesome," Evan said. He looked back over his shoulder and another blond woman, this one smaller and slightly younger-looking than the first, walked up. "This is Brandy's sister, Eileen." 
 
    "You'll be helping me plan the wedding." 
 
    Patrick was so lost in Eileen's big green eyes and the swell of her hips beneath her tight jeans that he almost missed that sentence. When it sank in he snapped his eyes to Evan and then back to Eileen.  
 
    "What?" 
 
      
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    "What do you mean we're going to be helping you plan the wedding?" Patrick asked. 
 
    Eileen looked up at her sister, who glanced over at Evan, who looked at Patrick and Kevin sheepishly. He shifted around for a few seconds as if he were trying to come up with the right thing to say at that moment. 
 
    "I should probably have mentioned that, huh?" 
 
    "Mentioned what?" Kevin asked, his voice leading like he wanted to force Evan to say exactly what he was thinking. 
 
    "Well…" Evan hesitated for a few more moments before going into his explanation. "I probably should have mentioned that the position of groomsmen comes with the fun and responsibility of helping Eileen plan Brandy and my wedding." 
 
    "Fun?" Kevin said unsurely.  
 
    Evan nodded, seeming to smile as wide as he could so that he could demonstrate just how much fun it would be for the two confirmed bachelors to team up with a woman they didn't even know to plan a last-minute wedding.  
 
    "It'll be a blast," Eileen said. She looked at the bartender and gestured for another drink, accepting it when he held it out to her. "Want to go sit down and talk about it a bit?" 
 
    The last thing that Patrick wanted to do at that moment was go sit and talk about a wedding, but he did want to continue looking at Eileen, so he was willing to go along with it. He nodded and followed Eileen as she led him toward a booth in a shadowy corner of the bar. He could feel Kevin following behind him and heard Brandy whispering to Evan as they walked away. He felt somewhat ambushed by the sudden proposal that he and Kevin be the ones that were going to put together Evan's wedding.  But the sway of Eileen's hips and the soft glisten of her hair in the lights of the bar helped to lessen the negative feelings.  
 
    When they reached the booth, Eileen slid into the seat on one side of the table and positioned herself directly in the middle of the cushion, indicating that she expected the two men to sit on the other side facing her. They complied, sliding into place and setting their beers in front of them and staring at her expectantly. 
 
    "I know that you probably aren't thrilled to be roped into doing this, especially when you just got home and you were expecting a celebration for the two of you," she said, taking a sip of her own drink. 
 
    "It's an interesting change of events," Patrick said, wanting to agree with her but also not wanting to sound like he didn't care about how Evan felt. 
 
    "Evan has been really excited about the two of you coming home and being in the wedding," she said seriously. "He says that you two are the closest friends that he still has." 
 
    That statement sent a slight wave of guilt through Patrick and he looked at Kevin, giving him an expression that he knew would speak to his best friend without him having to use words. They had been able to communicate that way since they were very young and were still able to tell what the other one was thinking just by looking at each other.  
 
    "What can we do?" Patrick asked.  
 
    Eileen shifted, straightening her back in a way that made her breasts push out toward him. She didn't look pleased about the situation, but he couldn’t take his eyes off of the lovely cleavage now appearing over the neckline of her shirt. 
 
    "You don't have to do much," she said. "I've already picked a place for the ceremony and found an officiant. I can handle most of the details myself." 
 
    "Then why did he want us to do anything?" Kevin asked. 
 
    "He thinks that you will make sure that the wedding is something that he will enjoy and that you'll take some of the burden off of me. I told him that I can take care of it and that you wouldn't want anything to do with it, but for some reason he insisted that you would be happy to be a part of it. I say that we just chat here for a few more minutes and then I'll put the wedding together and we can pretend that you helped if they ask." 
 
    Patrick felt a surge of defensiveness and stared at her, trying to see past the slightly unpleasant look on her face so that he could talk to her without getting even more defensive than he already felt.  
 
    "You don't even know us. How could you possibly know that we wouldn't want to have anything to do with planning the wedding?" 
 
    "Guys don't ever want anything to do with weddings." 
 
    "How many times have you been married?" 
 
    "Never," she admitted somewhat reluctantly. 
 
    "And how many weddings have you planned with guys helping you?" 
 
    "None." 
 
    "But you automatically know exactly what all men are thinking and how we are going to react?" 
 
    Eileen looked somewhat stunned. She blinked a few times and made small sounds like she couldn't quite bring the right words forward.  
 
    "I guess I don't." 
 
    "No, you don't. Evan is a really great guy and he was one of our best friends in high school. If he wants us to help plan this wedding for him, then it's not really your place to decide if we are going to do it or what we are going to do." 
 
    "Alright," Eileen said, some of the terseness coming back to her voice. "Here's my phone number." She pulled a pen from the small purse she had been carrying and scribbled numbers on her napkin. "Call me tomorrow and we'll figure out a time for you to come to my house to see everything that I've done so far and we can figure out where to go from there." 
 
    Patrick took the napkin and tucked it into his pocket. 
 
    "Fine," he said. "We'll do that." 
 
    Eileen grabbed her drink and slid out of the booth, stomping back across the bar toward her sister. 
 
    "What the hell did you just do?" Kevin asked when she was out of earshot. 
 
    Patrick looked at him and shook his head. 
 
    "I have no idea," he said. "She was just pissing me off and I reacted." 
 
    "So you don't actually want to be a part of this whole wedding planning thing?" 
 
    Before Patrick could tell Kevin that he didn't know the first thing about planning a wedding and that they would have to try to figure out a way to get out of it, Evan showed up at the edge of the table. He was beaming, much of it undoubtedly coming from the beer he had already consumed throughout the evening, and he gazed back and forth between Patrick and Kevin. 
 
    "You guys are the best," he said, slurring slightly, but sounding genuinely delighted. "I'm so happy you're going to be a part of this with me." 
 
    Patrick looked at Kevin again, who looked at Evan with a forced look of excitement. 
 
    "Of course, buddy. We're happy to do it for you." 
 
    Obviously not recognizing the tension behind the expression or the words, Evan smiled even bigger and raised his glass as if to toast his own upcoming nuptials. Patrick picked up his own glass and took a swig. 
 
    "It's going to be great." 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    "What is it that we are supposed to be doing here, again?" Kevin asked.  
 
    Patrick turned off the engine of his car and leaned so he could look over Kevin through the passenger window at Eileen's house. He was now looking at the way she had approached them about getting their help with the wedding planning as a competition and didn't want to give her any more leverage by showing up to their first planning meeting late so now they were sitting in front of her house ten minutes before they were supposed to arrive. 
 
    "I don't know," Patrick said, sitting back. "I've never even been to a wedding much less helped plan one." 
 
    "You've really never been to a wedding?" Kevin asked, sounding surprised.  
 
    Patrick thought back for a few minutes and then shrugged. 
 
    "Actually, yeah, I have. I was six and it was for a distant cousin who I had never met and who I haven't seen since. It was also in her backyard followed by cake and punch in her living room, and I'm fairly certain her new husband then left with all of the guys to go to a bar.  So I'm not sure that that would exactly be considered a prime example of a wedding." 
 
    "Sounds about like my family's weddings except you didn't mention any gunfire or the fact that the lighting effects for the reception were provided by the police cars that showed up to break up all of the fights that inevitably broke out by the time the buffet closed down." 
 
    "So do we bail? She probably doesn't even know that we got here yet. We could make a clean getaway."  
 
    Patrick laughed and shook his head. 
 
    "No. I think we have to do this. We owe it to Evan. Besides, as sexy as she is, this Eileen girl can certainly be annoying, and the last thing I want to do is give her any more fuel for acting like that. She seems like she could use somebody putting her in her place a little bit." 
 
    "There are several places that I would like to put her," Kevin muttered. 
 
    Patrick gave a slight grunt of agreement and nodded. 
 
    "You and me both." 
 
    It was getting close to when they were supposed to be at Eileen's house.  So they climbed out of the car and started up the long sidewalk to the front door of the house. The house itself was much larger than Patrick anticipated and something about its pristine appearance surprised him. It sounded like a horrible cliché in his mind and he would never have voiced it to anyone else, but he didn't expect Evan to marry into a family that could afford this type of home.  
 
    Patrick rang the doorbell and after a few seconds, Eileen opened the door. She was wearing a long blue dress that swept across bare feet and had her thick blond hair pulled into a messy bun. Even though the look was casual, she was even sexier than when he had met her in the bar. Eileen gestured for them to come inside and both men complied, trying to get through at the same time and then battling briefly to enter first when they realized that they wouldn’t be able to get through the door at the same time.  
 
    "Is this your house?" Patrick asked, immediately regretting the words as they came out of his mouth.  
 
    Eileen glanced over her shoulder at him and gave him a strange look.  
 
    "Yes." 
 
    "You live here alone?" Kevin asked. 
 
    Patrick slid his eyes toward his best friend, silently willing him not to continue the embarrassing course of questioning that he had begun. 
 
    "Yes," Eileen repeated. "It is my house, I own it, and I live here alone. Come on. Everything's in here." 
 
    She crossed the foyer toward an open arched doorway that led into what looked like a pastel-decorated living room. Patrick and Kevin exchanged glances and then followed her. By the time they made it to the living room, Eileen was sitting on a large white leather sofa, her legs tucked under her as she sifted through papers that were spread across a glass coffee table in front of her.  
 
    "This is what I've gotten planned out so far," she said as they walked into the room. 
 
    She hadn't invited them to sit, but Patrick took an overstuffed chair that sat diagonal to the sofa while Kevin perched on the edge of a loveseat opposite across from Eileen. Patrick reached forward and picked up one of the pieces of paper on the table and read it.  
 
    "The ceremony and reception are going to be at a hotel?" he asked. 
 
    Eileen looked up at him. 
 
    "Do you have any other suggestions?" 
 
    "Not really, I just have never been to a wedding at a hotel before." 
 
    Kevin looked at him but Patrick avoided making eye contact with him, knowing that his friend would be covering a laugh at the sincerity in Patrick's voice after learning of the one and only wedding Patrick had ever attended.  
 
    "It doesn’t matter anyway, because with this thing only three weeks away we don't have time to book another venue. I've ordered flowers and am meeting with a caterer tomorrow about dinner." 
 
    "What haven't you done?" Patrick asked. 
 
    "Not much, to be honest. I still need to choose a cake." 
 
    "I can do that," Patrick answered swiftly. 
 
    "Not a lot needs to be done with it. White cake to feed around 50 people. Simple flowers." 
 
    "Really?" Patrick asked. "You want something that boring for the wedding?" 
 
    "It's not boring, it's classic." 
 
    "It's boring. They aren't getting married under conventional circumstances, so why make their wedding cake boring and conventional? They should have something flavored at the very least." 
 
    "Wedding cakes are white." 
 
    "Not always, besides, is there some sort of law that says that all wedding cake have to be white in order for them to be right? I really doubt it." 
 
    "I guess not," Eileen said, not sounding like she was fully conceding, but unable to say anything else. 
 
    "Then let me come up with the flavor." 
 
    "I don't know." 
 
    "I tell you what. I'll go to the bakery and try some out and I'll bring you samples of a few to try and we'll decide." 
 
    He knew that he was putting her in a strange position, and it was exactly the way he wanted it. Eileen wanted all of the power and control of the planning, but at the same time she wanted to force the guys to prove that they were actually going to help her with the wedding. If she refused to let them do anything, she wouldn't have the chance to gloat when they didn't do what they were supposed to do or when they dropped out halfway through the planning. He was making it even worse by offering to allow her to be a part of the decision, at once showing his willingness to be part of the process and taking away any opportunity she would have to say that it was all his fault if they picked a flavor that didn't go over well at the wedding and to say that she should have just done it all on her own.  
 
    This meant that as much as she obviously didn't want to leave a decision that was as important as the wedding cake up to Patrick, he wasn't really giving her a choice. She finally nodded reluctantly and Patrick had to withhold a laugh. Toying with her was proving to be more fun than he would have anticipated.  
 
    "Fine," Eileen said, grabbing a business card from the table. "This is the bakery. Call them tomorrow and set up a tasting." 
 
    "Sounds good," Patrick said, slipping the card into his pocket.  
 
    "Where are they going on their honeymoon?" Kevin asked. 
 
    Eileen looked up at him with a slightly startled expression on his face and Patrick felt proud of his best friend for how smoothly he was able to throw her off of her perfectly organized path with just that one question. 
 
    "I don't know," she replied. "I hadn't thought about that." 
 
    "Well you probably should. After all, you did point out that the wedding is only three weeks away. You don't want them to get to their wedding day and realize that they have no special way of commemorating it together." 
 
    "I guess not." 
 
    "I tell you what," Kevin said, sliding a little closer to the edge so that he could look at her more closely. "I'll take care of arranging the wedding night for them. And if I hit any snags and have questions about what Brandy might like, I’ll let you know and we can make sure that it’s perfect. How does that sound?" 
 
    Eileen hesitated for a moment and then nodded in much the same way that she had after Patrick had offered to work with her to pick out the perfect cake. 
 
    "Sure," she said. "That would be nice." 
 
    She no longer sounded as sure of herself and Patrick found the vulnerability incredibly sexy. He licked his lips and slid a glance over at Kevin, who was looking at Eileen with the same hunger in his eyes.  
 
      
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The next weekend Patrick sat in the small bakery that Eileen had selected, watching as a plump middle-aged woman wearing a pink and white striped apron scurried around him placing small silver trays on the table where he sat. Each of the trays held a collection of tiny cakes, the bite-sized treats decorated with delicate-looking sugar flowers in a variety of different colors.  
 
    When she finally finished putting all of the trays in front of him, the woman sat down in the seat across from him with a sigh and a wide smile like she was delighted that she was even able to get all of the trays in place.  
 
    "So," she said, sounding slightly out of breath, "I'm Mary." 
 
    "Hi," he said, trying not to laugh at the strange, somewhat out of context introduction, "I'm Patrick." 
 
    "So nice to meet you, Patrick. So what brings you in for a tasting today? Are you getting married?" 
 
    Mary seemed absolutely thrilled at the prospect that Patrick was planning a wedding, and he almost felt bad shaking his head. 
 
    "No," he said. "I'm helping a friend plan his wedding. He's getting deployed so it is kind of a last minute situation and I volunteered to take care of the cake." 
 
    Mary laughed and pushed one of the silver trays closer to him. 
 
    "I can understand that. This is one of the most fun parts of planning a wedding." Suddenly her face got serious and she gestured at the tiny cakes on the tray. "Now, each of these is a different flavor. I put basic buttercream on all of them so that you can get the truest flavor of the cake. On these trays we have different filling and icing options so that we can put together the best cake for your friend. Do you have any ideas of what he might like?" 
 
    "His fiancée's sister says that we should just have a white cake." 
 
    "That is traditional, of course." 
 
    "But boring." 
 
    Mary gave a chuckle and nodded. 
 
    "But boring," she agreed. "Why don't you start trying them out and point out the ones that you like. I'll make a list and then we can narrow it down as we go through." 
 
    Patrick picked up the first tiny cake and popped into his mouth whole. It was a delicate vanilla flavor, but not much else. He assumed this was the traditional white cake that Eileen suggested. He shook his head at Mary and picked up another. This one had a rich, dark chocolate flavor that contrasted with the soft sweetness of the buttercream. He nodded and Mary jotted a note down on a piece of paper. 
 
    It took several minutes for Patrick to work his way all the way through all of the cake samples and by the time he finished he felt like he wasn't going to be able to eat for the rest of the day. Mary's paper had a list several lines long and she had started a second and third column to write down the fillings and icings that he liked the most. She gave a sigh when she looked at the list and then glanced up at him. 
 
    "Well, now we have to start narrowing it down," she said.  
 
    "Could you tell me which of the flavor combinations go best together?" 
 
    They worked together for a few minutes longer coming up with the best combinations of the different flavors he had selected.  
 
    "We've narrowed it down to five combinations," Mary said when they were finished. "You said on the phone that there will only be around 50 people at the wedding." 
 
    "Yes, it's pretty small since it’s so last minute." 
 
    "Well, that means at most we can do three tiers. You can do a different combination on each tier if you would like, but that means that you need to eliminate two of them." 
 
    Patrick thought about the flavors for a few moments and then thought back to when he told Eileen that he would take over selecting the cake. A smile came to his lips. 
 
    "Do you think that you could make up a few small cakes for me?" he asked. 
 
    "Sure," Mary said. "What would you like?" 
 
    "Could you make me the smallest cake you can of each of these flavor combinations?" 
 
    "Absolutely. Is tomorrow alright for you?" 
 
    "That would be great." 
 
    As he walked out of the bakery Patrick called Eileen. 
 
    "Hello?" she said, sounding like the unfamiliar number on her phone made her uncomfortable. 
 
    "Hi," he said, slipping on his dark sunglasses and starting down the sidewalk of the small shopping center toward a tiny store tucked into the back corner. "What are you doing tomorrow afternoon?" 
 
      
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Patrick arrived at Eileen's house the next day exactly on time. He carried a stack of small pink bakery boxes containing the miniature cakes that Mary had made up for him, each tied with a narrow white string and marked with the flavor combination on a scrolled sticker on one side.  
 
    Eileen was already standing at the door when he got up the stairs, but she didn't look as thrilled that he was there as he would have like her to seem. She looked at the stack of bakery boxes and gave a sigh before stepping out of the way and holding the storm door open for him. 
 
    "The kitchen is to the back," she said. 
 
    Patrick walked to the back of the house and placed the stack of boxes on the long grey marble island before dismantling it so that he could open each of them individually. He purposely faced them so that Eileen couldn't see the name of the cake on the sticker or the cake itself when he opened the box.  
 
    "What's in the bag?" she asked, gestured to a small canvas bag he had slung over one forearm. 
 
    "An experiment," he said. 
 
    "What kind of experiment?"  
 
    "I know that you are determined that you want just a traditional cake for the wedding, but I think that you will really like some of the flavors that I picked out. I don't want you to be influenced by their names or what they look like; only by the way that they taste. So…" 
 
    He trailed off and reached into the bag to pull out the black satin blindfold he had purchased the day before after leaving the bakery.  
 
    "A blindfold?" Eileen asked. 
 
    Patrick nodded.  
 
    "This way you can't see anything. You won't get to judge the cakes based on anything other than their flavor, and that will be enhanced by the fact that you won't be able to see. Sit down." 
 
    Eileen hesitated for a second, looking at one of the dark brown chairs tucked neatly under the table in the breakfast nook of the kitchen.  
 
    "Alright," she finally said. "I'll go along with this, but only because I want to get the planning over with, and maybe this will speed it along." 
 
    She sat down and Patrick handed her the blindfold. He watched as she covered her eyes with it and tied it in place behind her head. His belly clenched slightly at the sight of her like that, but he turned his attention back to the boxes of cakes. He took the first, the dark chocolate that he had had Mary combine with an espresso filling and chocolate ganache, and picked up a piece with his fingers. 
 
    "Open your mouth," he instructed.  
 
    Eileen complied and he placed his fingers close enough to her lips that she could feel the cake. She seemed slightly startled to feel his skin, but she allowed him to place the bite onto her tongue and carefully closed her mouth. She let out a soft groan and he felt the tension in his belly increase.  
 
    "That's delicious," she said, licking a bit of the cake off of her bottom lip. 
 
    "Mmmm-hmmmm," Patrick responded. He put the box back onto the counter and picked up the next one. "Now try this one." 
 
    The second cake was vanilla with a strawberry and champagne filling and a champagne buttercream. He let his fingers linger a bit longer on Eileen's lip as she took the bite, struggling to maintain his control. When he reached the third cake, a lighter chocolate cake with peanut butter filling and buttercream, she took his fingers into her mouth with the bite, letting her tongue sweep between them so that it grazed across his skin as she brought the cake into her mouth.  
 
    Patrick took the final two boxes from the counter and brought them over to the table. He pulled a second chair out from under the table and placed the open boxes onto the cushion. Lowering himself to his knees in front of her, he broke off a piece of the lemon and raspberry cake in the fourth box and brought it to her lips. As she took the bite from his fingers, Patrick leaned forward, applying slight pressure with his chest and stomach on her legs. After a moment she parted them slightly.  
 
    Patrick eased forward so that he was slightly closer to her. Eileen still held his fingers in her mouth as she allowed the cake to dissolve away from them onto her tongue. He drew them out slowly and reached for the last cake. It was a rich spice cake with a nut filling and a rich cream cheese frosting.  
 
    Eileen moaned again as she took the final bite of cake. Patrick eased forward more, pressing against her until she parted her knees so that he could come all the way between them, touching the front of his body to hers. He brought his mouth to her ear. 
 
    "You like this one?" he whispered. 
 
    Eileen nodded and made an affirmative sound. 
 
    "Me, too," Patrick said, letting his lips brush her ear. "It's my favorite. In fact," he whispered, "I'd like another taste of it right now." 
 
    Patrick took his mouth from her ear and brought it to her lips, gliding the tip of his tongue along them to gather the hint of the cream cheese flavor that still lingered on them. She whimpered slightly into his mouth, and Patrick took that as an invitation. Leaning further forward, he cupped his hand around the back of her head and deepened the kiss, coaxing her lips apart with the tip of his tongue so that he could explore her mouth.  
 
    Eileen gave into the kiss, opening her mouth and accepting his tongue inside as she reached forward and flattened her hands on his chest. Patrick placed his other hand around the back of her hips and pulled her forward a bit more, causing her legs to part further and her pelvis to crush against his stomach. He could feel the warmth of her body coming through her thin pants and he groaned, wanting to peel the pants away and discover that warmth with his mouth, his fingers, and the surging erection he could feel pressing against the front of his pants.  
 
    His hand was moving around her hip to slip beneath the hem of her shirt when he was startled by the buzz of a phone on the surface of the table beside him. Eileen gasped and pushed away from him, pulling the blindfold off and tossing it aside as she grabbed at the phone Patrick hadn't even noticed. He climbed to his feet and carried the two boxes from the chair over to the counter, trying not to listen to her conversation as he closed the boxes and stacked the back up so that she could put them away when he left.  
 
    Eileen spoke for a few seconds and then hung up, placing the phone carefully back on the table and pausing a moment before turning to look at Patrick. Color crept along her cheeks as if she were embarrassed to be looking at him now that the mystery of the blindfold had been broken.  
 
    "Everything alright?" he asked. 
 
    "Yeah. That was Kevin actually," she said. 
 
    "Kevin?" Patrick asked, surprised. Kevin knew that he was going to Eileen's house with the cakes that afternoon so he couldn’t figure out why his best friend would be calling. "What did he want?" 
 
    "He says that we need to meet him up at the community center in half an hour, that he has something that he wants to show us that has to do with the wedding." 
 
    "He didn't mention what it was?" 
 
    "No. He just said that we need to get up there." 
 
    "I guess we should go then." 
 
      
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The sun was beginning to set as Patrick pulled into the community center parking lot in the space beside Eileen. He had wanted them to ride together, but almost immediately after he said that they should go she had said that she would drive and follow him so he didn't push the matter. He stepped out into the waning light and thought of how strange the varying times of the seasons always seemed to him. The summer days never seemed to end and he could remember being young and having to go to bed when the sun was still up even during the school break, but then when fall hit the afternoons grew shorter and it seemed that the day had barely gotten going when it was winding to a close again.  
 
    There were several other cars in the parking lot, but he didn't see anyone else around and when Eileen looked at him questioningly, he shrugged. They walked together into the building, following the path created by the only lit hallways that wound through the building. Though the community center had been there for several years, it still wasn't unusual for there to be no events or activities going on at it for several days at a time and when they were it took a tremendous amount of word of mouth for anyone to know what was happening.  
 
    They had gone down three hallways and seemed to be nearly at the back of the building when Patrick started hearing voices. They continued on and finally walked into what looked like a small gymnasium with the bleachers pushed back and the basketball hoops tucked out of the way. Several small clusters of people stood around the room talking, and Patrick noticed Kevin standing in one close to the entrance. He glanced up and noticed Patrick. 
 
    "Hey," he said with a grin as he walked toward them. 
 
    "Hey," Patrick said, trying to convey his annoyance about being there without Eileen noticing. "What's going on here?" 
 
    "I realized that there was something that we hadn't talked about the wedding," Kevin said. 
 
    "What's that?" Eileen asked. 
 
    "The first dance." 
 
    "Uh-huh," Patrick said. "Isn't that something that the bride and groom are supposed to figure out for themselves?"  
 
    "So are the napkins and the flowers and the cake flavor, and we're apparently doing all of those things, so I figured that adding in helping them along with their first dance couldn't hurt. There's a dance lesson here tonight and then a dance so that we can practice all of our new moves." 
 
    Kevin performed a slightly spastic series of dance moves and Eileen gave a short laugh.  
 
    "That's fantastic," Patrick muttered. 
 
    "I didn't even think about that," Eileen admitted, sounding somewhat more excited about the prospect of dancing than he was feeling.  
 
    A woman walked toward a stereo system sitting on the floor and everybody turned toward her.  
 
    "It's time to get started everyone. If you could pair up, we'll start with basic stances." 
 
    Eileen glanced at Patrick, but Kevin took her by her wrist and she looked over at him. 
 
    "It looks like I'm not really needed here, so I'm just going to go," Patrick said.  
 
    "No," Eileen protested. "At least stay and watch. We'll need as many people as we can who know how to dance at the wedding." 
 
    "I don't think that one lesson is going to make it so that I know how to dance, but if you want me to stay, I'll just kind of hang out over there on the side and try to pick some stuff up." 
 
    Eileen smiled and Patrick knew that there was no way that he would be able to deny her anything that she wanted. Regardless of how frustrating she had been since they met, she was nothing short of irresistible.  
 
    For the next hour Patrick perched on a folding chair at the far edge of the floor, watching Kevin and Eileen as they learned a series of basic dances. She moved seamlessly, picking up each step like it was something she had been doing her entire life, and even though Kevin was tripping his way through most of the moves, she was able to make even him look good.  
 
    As they danced Patrick could see how Kevin looked at her and realized it was the same way that he did, the same level of desire in his eyes. The expression got Patrick's mind working, and by the time the lights in the room lowered and the music filled the space to encourage everyone to get out on the floor and dance, he couldn't keep himself away from Eileen any longer.  
 
    Kevin and Eileen were several yards away, trying to repeat the series of steps that corresponded with the style that the instructor called out at the beginning of the song. Patrick stepped up behind Eileen and rested a hand on her lower back. She jumped slightly and turned to him, her eyes widening when she saw his face.  
 
    "Do you mind if I cut in?" he asked. 
 
    Kevin winced at the cliché, but stepped back, gesturing toward Eileen as if offering her to him. Patrick took her into his arms and they started to dance. Their bodies moved against one another seamlessly and Patrick felt his need for her building again. Forgoing the steps that he had watched them learn, he pulled her tighter against his body and dipped his head down to touch his mouth to the side of her neck. As his lips moved across her skin, he felt a hand come up between them and glanced down to see that Kevin had come up behind her, touching his body to her back and reaching around her to run his hand up her belly and rest it just beneath her breast.  
 
    Patrick felt like he should have been bothered by Kevin joining them, but he found that his presence and watching Eileen respond to the feeling of both men against her was even more arousing. Kevin mimicked Patrick's movements kissing along the side of her neck and Patrick ducked his head down further, running the tip of his tongue up from the neckline of her shirt across the front of her neck and then to her mouth so that he could capture her lips in a deep kiss.  
 
    Not caring who might be watching, Patrick pressed even closer to her, holding her to him with a hand cupped on her hip. He could feel her press her hips back into Kevin while crushing her breasts against his own chest, creating an intense connection among the three of them.  
 
    "I have something else I want to show you," Kevin whispered, just loud enough for Patrick to hear over the music in the room. "Stay here with Patrick for twenty minutes and then come to our house." 
 
    "What are you up to?" Eileen asked, sounding slightly breathless. 
 
    "I have been working on my part of the planning for the wedding and I want you to see what I've come up with." 
 
    Patrick felt Eileen's hand tighten on his chest. 
 
    "Can Patrick come, too?" she asked. 
 
    "Absolutely," Kevin said.  
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Patrick and Eileen spent the next twenty minutes dancing in the corner of the room, sinking further back into the shadows at the edge of the floor so that they could get as much privacy as they could. They had completely abandoned all of the moves that the instructor had taught during the lesson and were now just rolling against one another, their bodies pressed so tightly together he could feel her heartbeat pounding against his.  
 
    Patrick slipped his leg between Eileen's, pulling her up so that she straddled his thigh and he could feel even more of her heat. He knew she could feel the bulge of his erection pressing toward her and watched as she glanced down toward it, licking her lips as if wanting to taste him. He took her hand and guided it to the swelling, cupping it around him so that she could feel the size and intensity. She moaned softly, the luxurious little sound like the one that she made when tasting the cake in her kitchen just hours before. 
 
    "Has it been twenty minutes yet?" she asked, gently squeezing him through his pants.  
 
    "Yes," he growled, grabbing her by her wrist and leading her across the room and out through the hallways and into the parking lot.  
 
    He wished even more now that she hadn't brought her own car, but told himself that the drive to the house would only take a few minutes. As he drove he glanced back in the rearview mirror and saw her illuminated in the glow of the reflection of her headlights against the back of his car. She had pulled her hair down from its ponytail and it tumbled around her shoulders in an incredibly sexy mess, framing the light flush on her cheeks and the sparkle in her eyes that was evident even in the darkness.  
 
    As soon as they pulled up in front of the house, they climbed out of the car and entered the house without saying a word. The inside was dark, but Patrick could smell the hint of candles burning somewhere in the depth of the house. They followed the scent, climbing the stairs to the large master bedroom in the back of the upper floor.  
 
    When Patrick opened the door he could see the dancing glow of the candles arranged around the room leading into the large bathroom in the back corner of the bedroom. As they stepped in, Kevin came out of the bathroom, a final lit candle in his hand. He rested the candle on the table beside the bed and gestured for Eileen to come closer.  
 
    "I told you that I wanted to make sure that their wedding night was as perfect as the wedding that you are putting together for them," he said as Eileen came closer. He reached both of his hands out for her and Patrick watched as she placed her hands in his. "I wasn't sure if everything that I had come up with was good enough, so I thought that I would invite you over for a little preview." 
 
    Kevin guided Eileen toward him and Eileen brushed the tip of her nose against his. 
 
    "I'm liking everything that I see so far," she said, her voice low and breathy in a way that enticed Patrick even more.  
 
    Kevin glanced at him over Eileen's shoulder and Patrick sent him an approving look.  
 
    "There's more," Kevin said, returning the touch of her nose and bringing her hands up so that he pressed them to his chest. "Would you like to see?" 
 
    Eileen nodded and Kevin started walking backwards, leading her along toward the bathroom. Patrick watched until they were almost through the door and then followed them, crossing the bedroom slowly so that he could continue to enjoy the swell of Eileen's hips beneath her dress and the sway of her body as she let Kevin guide her.  
 
    When he reached the doorway to the bathroom, Patrick leaned against the frame, surveying the work that Kevin had done in the room. More candles filled the space, casting their glow around the room and adding a hint of sultry, smoky smell to the warm, sweet vanilla that hung in the air.  
 
    Behind them Patrick could see the large garden tub positioned in the corner of the room, soft white bubbles mounded high enough that he could see them over the edge. Kevin stopped Eileen in the middle of the room and lowered her hands from his chest to her sides. He tucked his fingers beneath the hem of her shirt and Patrick started taking off his shoes as Kevin slowly started undressing Eileen. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Eileen complied willingly with Kevin as he removed her shirt and let it drop to the tile floor, then brought his hands to the front of her pants. Patrick watched her step out of her shoes and kick them aside as Kevin released the button on her pants and eased down the zipper. She reciprocated, her long, slender fingers making quick work of the row of small buttons along the front of Kevin's shirt until it hung open and she was able to push it back over his shoulders and let it drop to the floor behind him.  
 
    Soon Eileen was standing in nothing but a delicate pair of black lace panties that beautifully cupped her round ass and cut high on either side to reveal the bottom swell of soft, creamy skin and a matching bra. Patrick stepped up closer and watched Eileen release Kevin's belt and unzip his pants. They fell to the floor and Kevin removed his trunks, kicking them aside.  
 
    As Kevin stepped into the large tub, Patrick stepped up behind Eileen and released the hooks on the back of her bra. He leaned down to kiss along her spine as he opened the bra and pushed it forward so that she could let it slide from her arms and onto the floor. Patrick's hands slide around her waist and up her stomach onto her breasts, filling his hands with the full, pliant globes.  
 
    Eileen sighed and leaned back so that her head rested on Patrick's shoulder, pressing her breasts further into his grip. He kneaded them, letting his fingers play over her taut nipples. Patrick looked over at Kevin who was leaned back in the tub watching them. Kevin held up one hand and gestured for him to bring her toward the tub.  
 
    Touching his mouth to the curve of her neck and shoulder, Patrick led Eileen forward until they were a few inches from the side of the tub. Kevin moved forward, tucking his fingers into the sides of her panties so that he could ease them off of her, leaving her finally bare in front of them.  
 
    Patrick hissed a profanity at the sight of her and lowered himself to his knees behind her. He flattened one hand onto her lower back, leading her forward so that she bent over, her hands coming to brace her on the side of the tub. Kevin met her, his mouth crushing onto hers as Patrick used one hand to push her legs further apart.  
 
    The position opened her body to him and he used one hand to guide her hips back slightly more, tilting them so that he could see her hot, wet core. Patrick slid one hand up the inside of her thigh until it reached the wetness waiting for him. Eileen whimpered as his fingers slipped over her hardened peak, coaxing it forward even more. Kevin's mouth left hers and Patrick watched him bring it to one of her breasts, sucking her nipple between this lips and using his hand to massage the other.  
 
    Eileen arched her back, bringing her center even closer to Patrick. He took the invitation, ducking his head to draw his tongue through her folds. The touch caused Eileen to cry out and Patrick continued, letting his tongue delve into her and he increased the pressure of his fingers, swirling them into her creamy heat until he could feel her legs trembling on either side of him.  
 
    He knew he was bringing her close to climax and he took his mouth away before she could, not wanting their fun to end too soon. As Patrick stood up, Kevin took Eileen's hands off of the side of the tub and took her by her waist, easing her forward so that she stepped into the tub with him. She turned around and reached for Patrick, pulling him toward her with the front of his belt.  
 
    Patrick unbuttoned his shirt as Eileen opened his pants, instantly making him as bare as the other two. He helped her by hooking his thumbs in the waistband of his trunks and pushing them down at the same time as she pushed his pants off. He stepped out of both garments and kicked them aside, responding to the pressure of Eileen's hand gripping the back of his thigh by stepping forward so he was only inches from the side of the tub.  
 
    Eileen wrapped one hand around the base of his hard cock and brought her mouth forward to run her tongue along the tip, drawing a moan from deep in Patrick's chest. He pressed forward with his hips and she opened her mouth, taking him fully in against her tongue. Patrick's head fell back and he buried his fingers in her hair, guiding her head gently so that she sucked in a long, deep rhythm.  
 
    A whimper trembled through Eileen's throat and Patrick lifted his head to look down to see that Kevin had raised up to his knees behind Eileen, positioning his legs on either side of hers so that he could enter her. Kevin's thrusts led her and soon the three of them were moving in a continuous, rapid pace.  
 
    Patrick was nearing his orgasm when Kevin suddenly stopped and lowered himself down, pulling Eileen away from Patrick so that she settled into his lap. Patrick took a breath to calm himself and ward off his climax, then stepped into the water. The bubbles teased at his skin as he lowered himself to the floor of the enormous tub, letting the water wash up around his chest.  
 
    He reached for Eileen and Kevin took her by her hips, lifting her off of his lap and handing her to Patrick. He accepted her into his arms, bringing her into his lap so that she was facing him, her legs tucked close on either side of his hips. Her wet breasts brushed along this chest, sending chills along his body, and he caught her mouth, kissing her deeply.  
 
    As their tongues tangled, Patrick lifted her hips and brought her down onto his cock, plunging deeply within her and groaning as he felt her hot walls close around him. Kevin came up beside them, taking one of Eileen's hands away from Patrick's shoulder and wrapping it around his erection.  
 
    Patrick thrust into her as he watched her stroke Kevin in the same rhythm, feeling his own excitement increase as he saw her soft, pale hand gliding along Kevin's cock as if mimicking his own deep strokes within her.  
 
    Kevin's sounds started increasing, growling moans becoming louder and faster as his hand gripped her shoulder. Patrick cupped the back of her head and turned it toward Kevin, leading her mouth onto Kevin's erection. Almost immediately Kevin grabbed her head and roared, his head dropping back.  
 
    The sight of Eileen accepting his climax, swallowing luxuriously as she continued to roll her hips against Patrick's pushed him over the edge. Patrick felt his cock throb and start to spill into her, suddenly meeting frantic spasms as Eileen whimpered, bucking against him and then pulling her mouth away from Kevin to cry out as her orgasm swept through her.  
 
    Kevin sank down into the water and rested his head back against the wall, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch his breath. Patrick leaned forward and touched a kiss to the center of Eileen's chest, wrapping his arms around her waist. 
 
    She flattened one hand to the center of Patrick's chest and turned to touch Kevin's as well. 
 
    "You two are so beautiful," he said. "You have the most incredible bodies I've ever seen." 
 
    Patrick laughed softly. 
 
    "SEAL training," he said by way of explanation.  
 
    "Do we have to get back to planning now?" Kevin asked.  
 
    Eileen laughed and leaned to kiss him, cupping her hand around his jaw as she let her mouth play over his for a few seconds.  
 
    "We've been so productive today," she said. "I think that we deserve some sleep." 
 
    "How productive have we been?" Patrick asked, leaning forward to get his own kiss. 
 
    "We chose cake flavors." 
 
    "We did?" 
 
    "Chocolate, strawberries and champagne, and spice," she said, kissing him between each flavor.  
 
    "Anything else?" Kevin asked. 
 
    "And we planned their wedding night," she said.  
 
    "Yes, we did," Kevin said, kissing her shoulder and running his fingers down her back.  
 
    "And I got to cross something off of my own personal to-do list." 
 
    "And what is that?" Patrick asked, nuzzling her forward so that her hips rocked against his slowly hardening cock.  
 
    "I found my date," she said with a mischievous smile. "Two of them."  
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Strange and Beautiful 
 
      
 
    Tara read the address from a text message her mom had sent her and repeated it to the cab driver, who nodded before driving off. As they drove through the city, Tara looked out of the window- everything was different here, gone were the high-rise buildings of New York City, and they were replaced by swanky houses that looked like they were straight out of a lifestyle magazine. She had never been to Miami before, and she wondered how her mom had ended up here of all places.  
 
    “Are you new around here?” The cab driver asked, glancing at her in the rear view mirror, and she nodded as she said, “Yeah, I just graduated from college in New York, and I’m visiting my mom - she just moved here a few months ago.”  
 
    The driver nodded and said, “I used to work in New York a few years ago, I missed the noise once I moved here, but all cities are the same in a way.”  
 
    Tara smiled politely and then looked out of the window again, not really in the mood to talk. She didn’t get on well with new people, and liked to keep to herself. She glanced down at her phone, she had a map of Miami open on the screen, just so she knew that they were headed in the right direction and the cab driver wasn’t planning on murdering her in some dark alleyway. 
 
    They drove on in silence for a while until the cab pulled over outside a giant sprawling mansion. “This is it, miss,” the cab driver said cheerfully, and Tara stared at the house before she checked the address again. “Are- Are you sure this is the right place?” She said uncertainly, peering out at the palatial house with tall gates guarding the estate, enclosing enormous lawns and lush gardens leading up to the mammoth structure.  
 
    The driver assured her that this was the address, and Tara got out uncertainly, lifting her suitcase out of the cab as she dragged it over to the gate and rang the doorbell. An intercom buzzed and a distinguished sounding voice said, “Yes?” Tara leaned in and hesitantly said, “This is Tara Haverford, um- I’m Eileen’s daughter?” She bit her lip nervously as there was a slight pause before the voice responded, “Of course, please come in, Tara.”  
 
    The gates swung open automatically and Tara nervously walked in through them, turning around to see the cab drive off as the gates swung shut again. She dragged her suitcase slowly along the garden path leading up to the great house which was actually a lot farther away than it seemed. On the way, Tara spotted three greenhouses, a few gazebos and an outdoor seating arrangement that looked as grand as though it were for a very expensive wedding. Finally, Tara stood before the front door, made of polished wood with a large brass lion head as the knocker. 
 
    A tall man answered the door, and when he spoke, Tara recognized him as the distinguished-sounding man who had spoken over the intercom. “Miss Haverford, welcome. I’m Graham, the butler,” he said as he lifted Tara’s suitcase and gestured her inside. She walked in, suddenly very aware of the ratty plaid shirt she wore and her scuffed sneakers. She felt as though she ought to wear nothing less regal than a ball-gown and a string of pearls in a house like this. Suddenly, there were footsteps behind her and Tara turned to see her mother hurrying down a great staircase with her arms thrown wide open as she rushed towards Tara and buried her in a giant embrace.  
 
    “Darling,” she squealed, “I’m so glad you made it.” She held Tara at an arm’s distance and said, “Oh, your hair’s shorter- why did you cut it? I liked it long; it hid your shoulders, sweetie.” Tara forced a tight smile as she wriggled out of her mother’s grip and ran her fingers through her blonde, shoulder length waves. “I like it this way,” she said almost defensively but her mother ignored her and turned to Graham. “Do you know when Paul gets back?” The butler nodded and said “This evening, madam.” Her mother thanked him and then led Tara into the living room, “Isn’t this place just wild? I would never have though I’d end up living in a house like this.” 
 
    Tara looked around and said, “I thought I had the wrong address when the cab pulled up.” Her mother clicked her tongue and said, “Now Tara, I told you I could come pick you up-” and Tara shook her head, “No, that’s not what I meant to-” but she stopped, knowing her mother would only hear what she wanted to anyway.  
 
    Their relationship had been difficult ever since Tara’s father had left when she was fifteen. Tara looked like her dad- blonde and tall, with rounded features, broad shoulders and an ample amount of flesh on her bones.  
 
    Eileen, on the other hand, was petite and conventionally beautiful with her sleek dark hair, small rosebud mouth, and elegantly shaped hands and feet; and she seemed to constantly bemoan the way her daughter looked, often cushioning severe insults as motherly concern. Tara had grown up her whole life hearing things like, “Darling you’d be very pretty if you lost a few pounds,” and “I’m just worried about your health, I promise.”  
 
    Tara had, over the years, learned to block these things out, and had struggled very hard to start her own personal revolution of loving herself, curves and all. Tara was quietly thinking this to herself when there was a high tinkling laugh and a young couple walked in arm-in arm, both breathtakingly gorgeous and Tara stared as the girl stopped laughing and said, “Sorry, didn’t know we had company.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Eileen stood up and said, “This is my daughter, Tara. Darling, this is Noah, Paul’s son, and his girlfriend- um?” The girl smiled cattily as she said, “Denise,” and stuck her hand out. Tara stood up and shook her hand hesitantly as she said, “It’s nice to nice to meet you both.” Noah was looking at her as a cat might regard a strange new object and said, “Yes, pleasure,” before leading Denise out through large French windows towards a glimmering swimming pool. Tara looked at her mother who smiled tightly and said, “Those two just got here a few days ago, I haven’t really gotten the chance to- you know.” Tara nodded and sat back down, “Mom, are you happy?” Eileen looked at her daughter, marveling at how grown-up she looked and said, “I’m really happy that you’re here. Are you hungry? Come on, let’s get something to eat.”  
 
    Tara knew not to push her and just followed her quietly into the kitchen. As they passed the French windows, Tara glanced out and saw Denise diving into the pool as Noah stood on the deck and pulled his shirt off over his head. The world seemed to stop turning in that moment, and all Tara could see was Noah, with his tanned skin and perfectly sculpted body. He laughed at something Denise said, and Tara saw that he had dimples when he smiled, and chiseled cheekbones when he didn’t. “Tara?” Her mother said, and Tara quickly snapped out of it, “I was looking at the pool,” she said quietly, and Eileen nodded, “Yeah the whole place is really beautiful, I’ll show you around after lunch.” 
 
    There was a matronly looking woman in the kitchen and she smiled as Tara and Eileen walked in. “Miss Eileen, you never told me your daughter was this beautiful,” she said smiling at Tara, who smiled back and said, “Hi, I’m Tara.” The woman wiped her hands on her apron and shook Tara’s hand as she said, “And I’m Dorothy, I manage the household. Now sit down, lunch is almost ready.”  
 
    Tara and Eileen sat at the long dining table just outside the swinging door of the kitchen and Tara already felt as though she was lost in the gigantic house.  
 
    “How any people work here?” Tara asked her mother in a low voice and Eileen shrugged and said, “There’s the butler, there’s Dorothy, there are two chauffeurs and a maid. And then there are the gardeners, the pool boy, the cook and Freddie.  He’s sort of the errand boy, and does odd jobs around the estate.”  
 
    Tara raised her eyebrows and said, “God Mom, you’re living at Downton Abbey. I mean, how did this even happen? What’s Paul like?” Her mother smiled, but Tara still thought she looked a little sad as she said, “I met him at a bookstore- I had no idea about any of this. He told me after our fourth date, and I was already- Tara you know this isn’t about the money right?” She whispered the last part almost urgently, as though she had been dying to ask her daughter this question.  
 
    “Of course,” Tara said, surprised, and then leaned in, placing her hand on her mom’s wrist as she said more earnestly, “Of course I know that Mom, I never for one second thought that-” but she stopped speaking when Denise ran in giggling, her hair soaking wet, and Noah strolled in after her with a towel around his shoulders. He had put on another shirt, to Tara’s disappointment, and sat down right opposite her as Dorothy pushed through the kitchen door holding a large platter of chicken. “Tara dear, do you eat chicken? Is there anything else you would like?” I shook my head and said, “Chicken’s fine, thank you.” I felt eyes on me and I glanced up at Noah, but he was busy helping himself to some food. I looked around and saw Denise staring at me with a look of contempt across her pretty features.  
 
    She tossed her long light brown hair and Noah laughed as he said, “Denise, you’re soaking everyone, stop.” She turned her bright green eyes away from Tara and towards Noah as she smiled and said, “Sorry, I don’t know what I’m going to eat- I’m vegetarian, did you forget to tell the cook?” Noah looked at Dorothy who quickly said, “There’s some vegetable lasagna as well, I’ll bring it out,” and then hurried into the kitchen. Tara caught Noah’s eye, who smiled with his mouth full and Tara couldn’t help but smile back.  
 
    Denise must have caught the look that passed between the two of them because she then loudly said, “So Tara, what do you do?” her tone thinly veiling a threat. Tara had barely registered that she was being spoken to when Eileen happily said, “Tara just graduated from NYU- she’s a writer.” Tara glanced back down at her plate as Noah softly said, “What do you write?” His voice was sweet, yet commanding and Tara’s eyes fluttered up again as she said, “Um, I write short stories, and poetry- I actually studied journalism at school though.” Noah nodded and resumed eating, and she wondered if he was just asking to be polite. They ate lunch with little bits of conversation floating through the air, but with a general tone of discomfort on all their parts.  
 
    Tara looked at her mother and wondered how she would fit in here, and why Paul wasn’t around to help her settle in. “So tell me about Paul,” Tara said after lunch, after she walked with her mother around the garden, admiring the sunflowers peeking out through the greenhouse glass. “He’s sweet, Tara, he really is and he’s nice to me.  Sometimes,” she paused and then said, “Sometimes, all you can really ask for is someone to be nice to you and want your company.”  
 
    Tara bit her lip and said “Mom, do you love him?” Eileen clicked her tongue and said, “What sort of a question is that? Come on, I’ll show you your room.”  
 
    Tara followed her mother back into the house, and on the way, passed by a half-open door through which she glimpsed Denise bending over and whispering playfully to Noah, but he frowned and pushed her away, catching Tara’s eye through the crack in the door. She quickly scuttled away, following her mother down the hallway. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    Loud sounds filled the air as Tara awoke from her nap. The patch of sky visible from the window had turned a dark indigo as she sat up and rubbed her eyes. The loud sounds continued to carry in the evening air and Tara realized that she was listening in on a heated argument. The voices were carrying in through the window and Tara slowly made her way to the window and stuck her head out to see light spilling out from a window not too far away from hers. She recognized the high pitched voice as Denise’s and figured that the lower, relatively calmer one belonged to Noah. She knew she was invading their privacy, but she shrugged it off; if they wanted to be private they shouldn’t have been yelling so loudly.  
 
    “Did you know?” She was screaming, as Tara leaned out of the window. It looked out over the pool and Tara intently watched the gently rippling water as she tried to concentrate on Noah’s reply. “No, I didn’t. Denise you’re making a big deal out of this...” A figure appeared in the window and Tara quickly tried to duck back in, but it was too late. Noah had seen her. She bit her lip and shakily waved, and Noah gazed at her for a few seconds before he turned away again and pulled the window shut. Nervously, Tara shut her own window and steadied her breathing. She felt like a schoolgirl caught trying to cheat on a test, and her neck and ears felt very hot as she tried to shrug off the feeling. It wasn’t her fault; they had been too loud and woken her up, and she was simply curious. 
 
    Her phone rang and she jumped, startled as she picked it up and saw her Mom’s name on the screen. “Hey Mom,” she answered weakly. “Tara, honey, I’m sorry, did I wake you?” Tara closed her eyes and said “No- I was awake.” She was already starting to regret flying down here to meet her mother.  As much as she had missed her, she felt like a huge imposition when she was in this house around all these people. “Darling, come down for dinner,” her mother said, hanging up before Tara could make up some excuse for avoiding it. She got up slowly off the bed when her phone buzzed again; it was a text from her mom: We dress up for dinner so wear something nice.  
 
    Tara switched on the light and glanced at her reflection in the tall mirror placed in the corner of her room. She groaned as she caught sight of her wrinkled plaid shirt and ripped jeans. She rummaged through her suitcase, finding nothing fancier than a strappy green dress that she knew her mother would hate. It was either that or a wide selection of T-shirts, so she chose the green dress and paired it with a delicate quartz crystal necklace. She quickly fixed up her face, cleaning up her smudged eyeliner and reapplying it, adding a light smear of lipstick and running her fingers through her hair before she headed downstairs.  
 
    As soon as she arrived in the dining room, she felt her mother’s eyes on her thighs, exposed by the short dress, and on her arms. “Tara what on earth-” she started to say but stopped when Noah and Denise walked in. Noah smiled at the two of them before he sat down, but Denise silently took a seat without looking at anyone. Denise looked beautiful in a long blue skirt paired with a sheer black blouse. Her hair had been braided back and her face looked flawless except for the puffy eyes which indicated that she had been crying. Even then, Tara suddenly felt very conscious of the way she looked, and she pulled at her dress to make it cover more of her skin. Dorothy walked in with a large platter of food, followed by two maids who poured wine into everyone’s glasses. Immediately, Denise picked up her wineglass and drank from it shakily, as Noah pretended not to notice.  
 
    “Tara, do you still swim?” Eileen asked, clearly trying to break the silence. Tara nodded between forkfuls and said, “A little bit.” Eileen smiled at Noah and said, “Tara used to be a champion swimmer in middle school, she loved the water so much it was hard to get her out of it sometimes.”  
 
    Noah smiled and addressed Tara, “Well, you should definitely take it up again- please use the pool whenever you want.” Denise coughed slightly and then took another sip, but Noah ignored her as he smiled at Tara. She smiled back shyly and said, “Thanks, I will.” Noah returned to his plate of food, but Tara’s gaze lingered on him for a few seconds longer. When she looked up again, she found Denise’s red, puffy eyes on her. Suddenly, Denise drew back her hair and stood up, thickly announcing, “Sorry, I feel a little sick,” before she hurried out of the dining room.  
 
    Noah chewed on his food, but a muscle in his jaw twitched. Suddenly, he threw down his napkin and stood up quickly as he said, “Excuse me, I’m sorry about this,” and followed his girlfriend’s exit. Tara looked at her mother, wide-eyed and Eileen shook her head as she quietly whispered, “It’s been like this since they got here, but nothing this bad. God I wonder what they’re fighting about now.” Tara didn’t say anything as she took another bite, and they continued their meal in silence. Dorothy cleared up the table and Eileen once again voiced her concern over Denise and Noah. Tara shrugged but she had an awful suspicion that she knew exactly what the fight had been about.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    That night, Tara awoke to the sound of soft moaning and she lay in the darkness for a few seconds before she realized what she was hearing. She pulled a pillow over her head but she could still hear it, unwittingly picturing Denise sprawled out on the bed while Noah lay on top of her.  
 
    Tara shook her head, trying to get rid of the image but it stuck, and she waked into the attached bathroom to splash some water on her face. She looked at her reflection critically in the mirror above the sink and shook her head again. She must have misinterpreted the whole thing- from the sounds coming in through the window, Tara could clearly tell that Noah was very much still interested in Denise. She sighed as she examined her large thighs and breasts; why would Noah even look at her when he had Denise - beautiful Denise with her long brown hair and her perfect body - she was nothing in comparison. Thankfully, when Tara returned to bed, the moaning had stopped and Tara fell back asleep. 
 
    The next morning, Tara slept in so late that she missed breakfast and she was secretly glad that she wouldn’t have to see Noah and Denise in their morning-after state. One of the maids brought Tara a tray of food up to her room, and Tara enjoyed breakfast in bed as she watched an old movie on her laptop. Her mother was out all morning and Tara had nothing to do once her movie ended. She got dressed, grabbed a book, and picked up the tray, deciding to take it back to the kitchen and explore the place a little.  
 
    She wandered down to the kitchen and found Dorothy reading a magazine in there. “Hello there,” she said, taking off her glasses and peering at Tara, “We missed you at breakfast today.” Tara nodded and said, “I didn’t sleep well last night- had a bad dream.” Dorothy fussed over Tara a little bit, asking if she wanted anything else to eat but Tara thanked her politely and left, planning on checking out the gardens and the greenhouse. 
 
    She walked through an archway and found herself in a sheltered corridor lined with rosebushes and vines that seemed to crisscross across the wooden ceiling, letting enough sunlight through to create a gorgeous dappled effect on the grassy ground. Tara looked around, amazed at all the beauty, and for a moment, she felt as though she were in a fairytale. Except I’m the ugly stepsister, she thought.  
 
    As she walked further into the garden, getting lost amid the tall sunflowers, she finally let herself think the thought that had been trying to push through since she had arrived. She thought of Noah, with his dimpled smile and his kind eyes, she thought of his bare muscular back, and the way his hair looked when it was wet. She shook her head, feeling guilty even as she thought these things; he was going to be her brother. Stepbrother, a voice whispered in her head. 
 
    Her phone rang, shattering the silence all around her, and Tara jumped guiltily, quickly answering the phone. “Hey sleepyhead, what are you up to?” Eileen said brightly on the other end and Tara twirled a strand of her hair nervously around her finger as she said, “Just walking around the garden. It’s really pretty.” There was a strained silence, and Tara thought she ought to say more but then her mother said, “Alright sweetie, have fun. I was just checking in to see if you need anything?”  
 
    After hanging up the phone, Tara glanced down at the book she had brought with her, and decided to find a nice secluded spot to read. She found an old wicker chair behind the greenhouse and settled down there, quietly reading to herself. She stayed like that for a while when she heard a sound behind her. 
 
    She turned quickly to find Noah standing there, smiling at her. “Guess you found my secret hideout,” he said to her, and Tara suddenly felt flustered as she said, “Oh I’m sorry - I can move, if you like?” She started to get up but Noah held up his hands and laughed as he said, “Relax, I was joking- come on, of course you can stay here.” Tara looked relieved and he laughed again. “Besides, you’re reading; that’s far more productive than what I was going to do,” he said, pulling a joint and lighter out of his pocket. “You mind if I light up?” he asked, leaning against the greenhouse so effortlessly as Tara shook her head. She doubted she would mind anything he did. “So, Tara Haverford, why don’t you speak more?” Tara shrugged and softly said, “I guess I don’t have much to say.” Noah gazed at her intently as he let out some smoke and then said, “I don’t believe that. I bet you have all sorts of strange and wonderful things in your head.” 
 
    Noah finished his joint, but still hung around, talking to Tara as the day wore on. He sat cross legged in the grass, close enough to reach over and pull Tara’s book out of her hands. “What is this?” he asked, examining the cover. “It’s just poetry, some of my favorite.” Noah nodded, looking impressed as he said, “See- I don’t think someone who reads Ginsberg and Whitman can have nothing to say. Come on, Tara,” he leaned in close, “Tell me all your secrets; spill your twisted thoughts.”  
 
    Tara opened her mouth slightly and leaned forward- they were so close that their faces were almost touching when suddenly, a shrill voice called out Noah’s name. The two of them jumped apart and then Noah flashed a grin, “Sorry, gotta go, but we’ll definitely continue this another time, Tara Haverford.” Just like that, he disappeared through the sunflowers, but Tara knew that they had shared something in that moment; she just couldn’t describe what it was. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Later that night, Tara decided to go for a swim. She was glad she had packed her swimsuit, but she felt a little uncomfortable when she put it on, not wanting anyone to see her. That’s why she decided to go swimming at night, when nobody else would be around.  
 
    During the day, the poolside was almost always occupied by Denise, who liked to hang around in her bikini, looking like a bronzed goddess in the sunlight as she tossed about her long wet hair. Tara decided it would be better if she avoided the pool when Denise was around, since she didn’t put it past Denise to make a cutting remark about Tara’s body. She pulled on a bathrobe and quietly tiptoed through the hallway and down the stairs, slipping out of the French windows without making a sound. 
 
    Once she reached the pool, the water glimmered before her, and she let her bathrobe fall to the floor as she dipped a toe in the water. She held back a shriek- it was cold, but she liked it. She stepped into the pool, slowly submersing her entire body in the water, relishing the feeling of it against her skin. Her mother had been right- she loved swimming, but she had given up on it as she had grown more and more conscious of her body. If she had access to a private pool like this one, she would have loved to just spend all her time in the water. Tara swam for a long while before she climbed out of the pool; her swimsuit clung to her body and the cool air hardened her nipples as she bent to pick up her bathrobe. Just as she shrugged it on, she noticed a figure in a window overlooking the pool.  
 
    She looked up at the shadowy figure, expecting the person to duck back in, but they stayed there. She could make out something in their hand- it looked like a cigarette. Tara tightened her robe around her and quickly made her way back into her room, leaving wet footprints behind as she hurried through the house, taking less care to be quiet and focusing more on moving fast.  
 
    Once inside her room, Tara quickly stripped off her wet bathing suit and took a hot shower, trying not to think about the person in the window. Was it Denise? She turned red at the thought of Denise watching her swim. Was it Noah? She turned redder when she realized that she both wished and dreaded that it was him. As she rubbed soap over her body, she tried to imagine what it must be like if it were his hands roaming over her skin, caressing every curve. She shivered, even as the hot water streamed down her body. 
 
    She toweled herself off and brushed her hair as she wandered over to the window. She peeked outside to see if someone still stood in the other window, but it was shut and the curtains were drawn. Tara frowned and returned to bed, feeling weird all over. She had really enjoyed spending the afternoon with him, and she had felt as though he did too, but the way he had run off when Denise had called him left a bitter taste in Tara’s mouth. Maybe he just didn’t want her to know he was smoking up? She fell asleep slowly drifting into strange dreams of perfectly sculpted bodies, blue water and golden afternoons. 
 
    Eileen was taking Tara shopping the next day, and Tara awoke with a feeling of dread in the pit of her stomach. She knew that when she went to buy clothes, her mother would always pipe up with her well-meaning but hurtful comments about Tara’s body. Other than that, they would disagree over what to buy because Eileen’s taste was sophisticated and timeless whereas Tara liked to keep with the trends, and they were always bickering about things like hemlines and sleeves.  
 
    When Tara met her mother downstairs, Denise and Noah were seated in the living room. Noah was quietly scrolling through this phone as Denise sat with folded arms, watching Tara and her mother. Eileen noticed the girl’s eyes on them and said, “Denise would you like to join us? I’m going to buy Tara some new clothes.” Denise smiled and shook her head and then, out of earshot of Eileen, she muttered, “Good, she needs them.” Noah’s face turned an unpleasant purple as he lowered his phone and fixed Denise with a deadly glare. Tara quickly hurried out the door and Eileen followed.  
 
    “Tara, what’s the rush?” Eileen said, catching up, but Tara shook her head and continued down the path towards her mom’s car. Once they were inside, Tara was silent and Eileen tried to make conversation but Tara was so unresponsive that she soon stopped, and the two of them drove in silence.  
 
    Finally, unable to hold it in any longer, Tara burst out, “Denise is such a bitch.” Eileen raised an eyebrow and Tara told her what she had said. Eileen shook her head and said, “She’s nasty. Girls like that- they just want to put you down all the time. Honestly, Noah is such a bright, sweet boy - I mean he’s arrogant but look how he grew up - I really wish he could look past that shiny veneer and see Denise for what she really is.”  
 
    Tara looked at her mom, surprised, and realized it felt really good to gossip with her mom. “And what’s with all that wet hair flipping?” Tara said, and Eileen laughed loudly. It was nice to hear her mom laugh and Tara wondered again if she was happy. “When does Paul get back?” she asked, and her mother smiled as she said, “Tomorrow evening. Oh sweetie, I can’t wait for you to meet him- he’s lovely, I’m sure you’ll like him.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Tara made her way down to the pool again that night, wondering if the shadowy figure would reappear in the window. As she stepped out the French windows and discarded her robe, she looked up, but the window was still shut and the curtains were drawn. She turned her attention back to the pool, slowly letting herself into the pleasantly cold water and wading through it until she was completely soaked.  
 
    She swam a few laps before she ducked into the water completely and opened her eyes once she was submerged. The world around her was blue and serene.  In the water, Tara’s body moved just the way she wanted it to and she didn’t worry about the bumps and rolls that constantly plagued her otherwise. She stayed like that, suspended in the water for a few seconds before she surfaced again. She nearly screamed when she saw someone standing over her.  
 
    “I’m sorry- I didn’t mean to scare you- I’m sorry,” Noah whispered urgently, as Tara swallowed a lot of water in her panicked state. She coughed and Noah bent down and awkwardly patted her back. “I’m sorry,” he said again when she stopped coughing. Tara shook her head and said, “It’s alright, you just surprised me, that’s all.”  
 
    Noah looked like he was about to apologize again when Tara said, “It’s your house, please don’t apologize.” He looked relieved and then said, “Mind if I join you?” Tara felt a little shiver run down her spine but she said, “Please do.”  
 
    Noah straightened up and unbuttoned his shirt, and Tara tried not to stare but she caught his eye and hurriedly looked away, hoping she hadn’t turned completely red. Noah dove into the pool, splashing Tara, and then grinned as he swam towards her.  
 
    She felt every inch of her body come alive, suddenly responsive to even the ripples that he sent her way. “So why do you swim at night?” he said, watching her so intensely she thought might spontaneously combust. “I- I like the quiet, I guess. And, during the day, well, the pool is- um- occupied.”  
 
    Noah nodded slowly and said, “Denise.” Tara said nothing, but Noah’s expression had turned sour and he said, “What she said to you today wasn’t okay. I told her that if she wants to be around she can’t treat people that way- especially not you or your mom.”  
 
    Tara smiled slightly and then Noah said, “I don’t really wanna talk about Denise right now, though,” and Tara swam towards him as she softly said, “So what do you want to talk about?” His leg brushed against hers as they floated closer and closer to one another. 
 
    “I told you- I want you to spill all your strange beautiful thoughts.” Noah looked at her as though he were hungry, and she looked at him with complete awe as she said, “How do you even know if I have any?” Noah was so close that their lips were only inches away, and he said, “Because you’re a strange and beautiful girl.” A dog barked somewhere and Tara moved away, realizing for the first time the full force of her attraction to Noah. He grinned as though nothing had happened and for a second, she wondered if she had imagined the whole thing. He splashed her with water and then playfully ducked underneath the surface, pulling her in too. Her hair floated around her face and she tried not to smile but it was impossible when faced with his dimples. Air bubbled escaped from their mouths and their limbs tangled with each other until they had to resurface for breath. Tara laughed and swam away from Noah again, resting against the edge of the pool. Slowly, he made his way there too and they stayed like that, with their elbows propped up on the tiling above the pool. 
 
    The two of them sneaked through the house quietly, leaving behind a trail of water and wet footprints as they climbed up the stairs and walked through the hallway. They stopped outside Noah’s room and Tara smiled as she shyly tucked a strand of wet hair behind her ear and looked downwards, “Thanks- it’s been a while since I swam with someone, and it was nice,” she whispered. He smiled widely and then yawned, “I should get to sleep. See you in the morning,” and just like that he pushed open the bedroom door and disappeared behind it.  
 
    Tara stood there for a minute and she heard Denise’s sleepy voice say, “Where were you?” Tara started walking towards her room when she heard her say, “Swimming at this time? God, Noah you’re such a freak.” Tara frowned as she closed her bedroom door behind her- she didn’t think Noah was a freak. She thought Noah was amazing. 
 
    Tara rinsed the chlorine out of her hair and quickly changed into something dry and warm before she climbed into bed, wondering if Noah thought that she was amazing too. Strange and beautiful, he had called her. Strange and Beautiful. She repeated the words over and over again in her head. Normally, she wouldn’t be too pleased if someone called her strange, but every word that came out of Noah’s beautiful mouth sounded sweet and sincere.  
 
    She turned on her side, and thought about Denise. Even if he were to somehow magically dumb his perfect girlfriend, there was still the fact that he would soon be her brother. She closed her eyes and wondered what was wrong with her. She felt dirty even thinking the way she did about Noah, but she couldn’t help it.  
 
    In the pool she had fully understood just how badly she wanted him to talk to her, to be close to her, to touch her… to make love to her. She pulled a pillow over her head and squeezed her eyes shut, trying to drown out her own thoughts, but even as she fell asleep, she repeated the words to herself- strange and beautiful.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    During breakfast the next morning, Denise seemed to be making more of an effort with Tara, and Tara suspected it was because Noah had told her off for the rude comment.  
 
    “So, what’s your plan after the summer, Tara?” she asked as she lightly buttered a slice of toast.  
 
    Tara nearly choked on her cereal with surprise and then said, “Um- I’m not sure. I could go back to New York and apply to some magazines, or I could- I don’t know, that’s the thing with writing, you can do it anywhere.”  
 
    Denise smiled, looking as though it pained her to do so, and said, “Oh that’s great. I would- um- I would love to read some of your work.”  
 
    Tara shrugged and said, “Sure, some day,” but internally, she told herself she would rather die than have Denise look at anything she had written. Noah seemed to know what she was thinking as he passed her an amused look. Denise seemed to have caught it, because after that, she returned to her usual surly self. 
 
    Eileen turned to Noah and said, “Paul’s coming back today- I would really like us all to have dinner together, so I hope you two haven’t got any plans?”  
 
    Denise scoffed and said, “Please- we haven’t left this place once since we got here, I don’t see why Noah would take me out tonight either?” Noah ignored Denise and addressed Eileen as he said, “Yeah, dinner would be nice.” Denise glared at Noah before pushing her chair back and saying, “I’m gonna go for a swim. Will you join me?” Noah frowned and said, “You shouldn’t swim after eating- and besides, I want to swim at night.” Tara froze with her coffee cup hallway up to her lips and stared into it, deliberately avoiding Noah’s gaze. Denise pursed her lips and walked away, making sure to throw open the French windows with as much strength as she could, making a dramatic exit. 
 
    The whole day was spent in preparation for Paul’s arrival. Dorothy was losing her temper with the house help over and over again for the smallest things, the cooks in the kitchen prepared what looked like a feast, while the gardeners sent the best flowers in the house and Eileen frantically arranged them in innumerable vases displayed all over the huge house.  
 
    She caught sight of Tara, still in her night suit and she wrung her hands and nearly yelled, “Tara why aren’t you dressed?” Tara told her mother to calm down, knowing it would do no good, and offered to help. “You can help me by getting dressed. And please, wear something from the formal clothes we bought the other day.”  
 
    Tara resigned herself to her room, and sat in front of the closet, where she had hung up her new clothes. As she was trying to put together an outfit, she heard the familiar sound of fighting coming from Noah and Denise’s room, and it gave her a small twinge of pleasure.  
 
    Eileen left for the airport and Dorothy barricaded herself in the kitchen, putting finishing touches to the food, leaving Noah, Denise, and Tara alone in the big house. Tara got dressed for dinner, choosing a floor-length salmon colored dress made of light chiffon, and she added a pair of delicate gold earrings and dewy makeup. She pinned her short blonde hair back and once she was satisfied with the result, she made her way downstairs.  
 
    Noah sat in the living room, slumped against the couch, looking breathtakingly handsome in a crisp tuxedo. He glanced up as Tara floated down the stairs and straightened up, staring at her openmouthed before he realized that Denise was right there. He quickly glanced away, but not before Tara saw his expression and she beamed as she made her into the living room and sat down across from Noah. Denise was on the phone, but even she turned and stared at Tara for a second, and then lowered the phone to say, “You look nice.” 
 
    Paul was sweet, with kind eyes just like Noah’s and a head full of silver hair, but there was also a commanding, stern air about him and Tara could understand why the whole household had gone crazy trying to prepare everything for his arrival. He was particular, that was for sure, but he was a nice guy and Tara liked him. She was still not sure how Paul and her mom got together though, because they seemed to be complete opposites of each other.  
 
    Noah talked to his father happily during dinner, and Denise laughed like a simpering fool every time Paul said something even slightly amusing, and Eileen and Tara exchanged glances, trying hard not to laugh at her. Dinner went on smoothly and then Dorothy served drinks as the family wandered into the larger sitting room, where a grand piano sat in the corner. Paul asked Noah to play, and reluctantly, he went over to it and started to play, announcing, “I haven’t done this in a while, so forgive me if I’m terrible.” 
 
    He then proceeded to play the most beautiful melody Tara had ever heard. Underneath the grand chandelier, with her feet resting on the plush carpeting and listening to Noah play, she thought she must be in heaven. She glanced over at Denise, who was scrolling through her phone looking bored and Tara was filled with irrational anger. Tara wanted to shake Denise- did she even realize what she had? Did she realize that Tara wanted this to be her life? She wanted to sit in the evenings and listen to Noah play, to sleep with him at night, to touch him and for him to touch her and kiss her- but it was Denise who got all that, and she didn’t even value it. Tara sighed sadly and excused herself, thanking Paul for a wonderful time before leaving the sitting room, climbing back up the stairs and shutting herself up in her room.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    A few minutes later, there was a knock on the door, and Tara ignored it, not wanting to her face her mother right then. She lay in bed until she heard a soft voice call out, “Tara, are you okay?” She recognized the voice as Noah’s and sat up suddenly, quickly checking her reflection before she opened the door to find him standing there with a worried look across his beautiful face. “Mind if I-?” he gestured into her room and Tara moved aside as she said, “Of course.”  
 
    She closed the door as he sat down on her bed and looked up at her. “What happened? You seemed upset after dinner. It was my playing, wasn’t it?” Tara laughed and shook her head as she said, “You play beautifully, I just- I don’t know what happened really.” Tara stepped closer and Noah held out his hands. Hesitantly, Tara placed her hands in his, and he pulled her closer as he said, “You look gorgeous.” Tara blushed and then suddenly, Noah stood up so that their faces were inches away from each other. Tara gazed into Noah’s eyes, not sure what was happening, and then, he pushed his mouth against hers and she parted her lips. 
 
    Noah kissed her hard, tangling his fingers through her hair and Tara felt as though she might swoon. She threw her arms around his neck and Noah broke away as he said, “I’ve imagined kissing you since I first saw you at lunch the other day.” He slid his thumbs under the shoulder straps of her dress and pulled them off so that the dress slid to the floor and Tara stood there in her underwear. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said with his lips pressed her against her neck. Tara stretched her neck as he kissed the length of it and then she started to peel off his jacket and unbutton his shirt. He fumbled clumsily with the buttons as he kissed her harder, pushing his tongue into her mouth.  
 
    Once his shirt was off, he unzipped his pants and pulled them off. Tara lay back on the bed with her feet on the floor, and Noah went down on his knees, pulling her legs apart. He slowly pulled her panties off and tossed them away before he kissed her stomach and then made her way down to her abdomen and then between her legs. 
 
    Tara moaned softly as he felt his tongue explore her depths and she stretched her arms over head as he resurfaced and kissed every inch of her that he could reach. He pulled the cups of her bra down, exposing her large breasts and he whistled softly as she lay completely naked before him. “Goddamn,” he said, and then filled his hands and mouth with her breasts as she wrapped her legs around him, feeling him hard between her thighs.  
 
    She moved against him and he bit her softly before he reached down and pulled off his boxers. “You want me to?” he gasped between kisses and she grabbed his butt, pulling him into her as she nodded enthusiastically. She spread her legs apart for him as he entered her, and she almost screamed until he clamped a hand down over her mouth, “Someone will hear us,” he whispered urgently and Tara nodded, promising to be quieter.  
 
    He moved in her slowly at first and then faster and faster, picking up speed as Tara went further and further into a state of pure bliss. She threw her arms around his neck and lifted herself up to bite his lip. Suddenly, she felt something deep inside her and lay back as she tried very hard not to scream with pleasure.  
 
    Tara came first and then Noah did too, collapsing off her and rolling over on his back next to her as they both tried to catch their breath. “That was amazing,” Tara gasped, as Noah propped himself up on one elbow and said, “You’re amazing.”  
 
    A high tinkling laugh floated in through the window, and Tara quickly went over to the window and peeked out to see Paul, Eileen, and Denise walking around the pool deck with drinks in their hands. She turned back to Noah and caught him checking out her bare backside.  
 
    She covered herself and blushed as she asked, “What did you tell them when you came up here?”  
 
    Noah gently pulled the sheets so they fell off Tara and then he kissed her thigh as he said, “I told them I had to attend to a phone call.”  
 
    Tara sighed and sat on the bed as she said, “What happens now, Noah?”  
 
    Noah shook his head as he sat up too and said, “All I know is that you’re incredible and I want to be around you all the time, I want you.”  
 
    Tara looked at him in the pale lamplight and sighed again, “We can’t tell anyone- our parents are- I mean you’re about to become my brother.” Noah moved closer, kissing her neck and then lightly running his tongue over her breasts as he said, “Stepbrother.” 
 
    The two of them would sneak out to the pool when everybody else had fallen asleep, and then underwater, Noah’s hands would roam across Tara’s body, his fingers sliding into her swimsuit, his mouth exploring her curves. Sometimes, they would sneak back up to Tara’s room and speak with their hands and their bodies, making sure they were quiet enough so nobody heard them.  
 
    Each morning, the two of them would act as though nothing had happened, and Noah started to avoid Denise more and more, choosing to spend his time “making phone calls”. Tara wasn’t sure how long this would go on- he hadn’t left Denise yet and she knew that she shouldn’t expect anything since her mom’s wedding to Noah’s dad was less than two months away. They wouldn’t talk about these things because it would only ruin their stolen moments with each other. They both knew it was wrong- but it felt so good.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Noah was slowly running his hands up her waist and Tara sunk lower and lower into the water as she moaned softly, when suddenly she stopped and stared at something in the distance.  
 
    Noah turned and stared too, but he saw nothing. “What’s going on?” He asked her, and she shook her head as she said, “I don’t know- I just got this weird feeling like someone was watching.”  
 
    Noah turned around again and looked at the window to his bedroom, but the curtains were still drawn and there was nobody in sight. 
 
    “Where is Paul’s room?” Tara asked nervously but Noah shook his head and said, “It overlooks the greenhouse, don’t worry. Look it’s nothing, come on,” he playfully ran his fingers along her inner thigh but she moved away and shook her head. “No, Noah, something’s wrong.”  
 
    Noah got out of the pool and walked around the deck, looking for anything that seemed out of place and then returned as he whispered, “Nobody’s there. And besides, we’re just swimming, right?” Tara nodded but she still felt uneasy and said, “Look, I think we should go back inside, and um, go to our own separate rooms. I don’t know Noah, something just feels really weird and I’ve gotta go with my gut, you know?”  
 
    Noah looked extremely disappointed but he nodded and said “Okay, let’s go inside then.” Tara went in first, tiptoeing straight up the stairs and into her room, locking the door behind her. It was chilly in there and she felt goose-bumps all over her skin. She shut her window and then quickly showered and wore something warm before climbing under the covers. A little while later, she heard Noah walk into her room. 
 
    The next day, Noah and Denise didn’t come down for breakfast and Tara had some work to do during lunch, but she looked forward to seeing him later at night. They had been meeting every night for two weeks and Tara excitedly dressed for dinner, knowing that afterwards, she would excuse herself and he would come meet her in her bedroom.  
 
    She wore her sexiest underwear underneath the maroon jumpsuit she wore for dinner and spent an extra ten minutes on her makeup, since she wanted to make up for the night before where her paranoia had gotten the best of her. She made her way down the stairs at nine o’clock that evening and her heart skipped a beat when she saw Noah already seated at the dining table. She smiled at him but he looked away; Tara was confused for a second but she knew that the two of them often avoided each other’s eye to dispel suspicion.  
 
    She seated herself across from Noah just as Denise walked in. She looked beautiful in a strappy gold dress that fell to the floor and she was smiling happily as she greeted everyone. Paul smiled at all of them and asked for everyone to please start. They ate mostly in silence, but with little snippets of conversation threading through the meal and Dorothy was serving drinks when Noah suddenly stood up and said “I- uh- I have an announcement to make.”  
 
    Tara glanced up and wondered what the hell was going on. Noah cleared his throat and looked at Denise, who stood up, beaming and held his hand. Tara’s blood ran cold as she looked at the two of them. “Denise and I are- uh-” he hesitated and Denise suddenly squealed, “We’re getting married!”  
 
    Tara dropped her fork with a loud clatter and Noah glanced in her direction for a second before deliberately looking away. Eileen gasped and Paul blinked silently at Noah before he slowly said, “When did this happen?” Noah glanced at Denise and then said, “I- I proposed last night, and she-” he trailed off but Denise excitedly burst out, “I said yes of course.” Denise suddenly made a huge show of kissing Noah, plastering her lips against his and throwing her arms around his neck for much longer than necessary and Tara stared at them with her mouth open. There was complete silence and then Eileen forced a bright smile on her face and said, “Well- congratulations!”  
 
    Twenty minutes later, Tara paced around her room with no idea of what had just happened. Last night, he had been fondling her breasts in the swimming pool and tonight, he was engaged to Denise? Tears were streaming freely down her face as she angrily tore off her jumpsuit and underwear and changed into a pair of shorts and a tank top, wiping away her makeup furiously and repeating, “Stupid! Stupid! Stupid!” How deluded she had been to imagine that anything could happen between her and Noah- other than some fucking around in his daddy’s pool. She wiped away her tears and then fell onto the bed, crying harder than before as she replayed all the moments she had shared with him- intimate moments that she thought had meant something. She cried into her pillow until she drifted off into sleep miserable and lonely.  
 
    There was quiet yet urgent knocking on her door, waking Tara up a few hours later. She opened her eyes with some difficulty, since they were glued shut with her dried tears and sat up to look blearily at her phone. It was three in the morning and the knocking on her door continued persistently. She slowly got out of bed and opened the door just a crack, and when she saw Noah standing there wringing his hands, she shut the door again, but he knocked harder this time and whispered, “Tara, please hear me out.”  
 
    She opened the door even when she knew she shouldn’t and Noah hurried in, holding her hands. She snatched them away and he said, “Tara, please, you’ve got to listen to me. I promise you it isn’t what it seems.” 
 
    “Really, Noah? ‘Cause it seems like you’re engaged to Denise. What is it? Is she pregnant?” Tara spat the words at him angrily and he held up his hands and said, “I know it looks bad, alright? Look, you were right- someone was watching last night- it was Denise. And when I went back to my room, she confronted me about it. I tried to break up with her on the spot- I swear I did Tara- but she threatened to tell my dad and Eileen about us. She said she would tell unless I married her.”  
 
    Tara stared at him, and said, “So you proposed?” Noah ran his fingers through her hair and said, “What else was I supposed to do? I can’t have your mom and my dad find out about us- we’re going to be siblings, Tara- do you realize how fucked up that is?”  
 
    Tara nodded and said, “So why are you here then? Why explain yourself? Go and marry Denise- I wish Denise and your credit card a long and happy life together.” Noah held her wrists and said, “Come on, Tara, you know why I’m here. I don’t want Denise- I just want you.” Within seconds, he was kissing her and she kissed him back as his hands started to roam. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    The next morning, Tara lay in bed until the sun was high in the sky and poured in through her window, casting everything in a bright golden glow. Despite the bright cheeriness of the weather, Tara felt awful as she pulled the covers tightly around herself. She still smelled like Noah and she regretted sleeping with him the night before. She had just slept with someone else’s finance, and even though he had still been with Denise before when they would meet secretly, Tara had comforted herself with the knowledge that neither Noah nor Denise cared for one another and that Noah would leave Denise for her. Now, she knew that it wasn’t going to happen, even if Noah wanted it to. Her head hurt from all the crying she had done since Noah had left her room in the early hours of the morning, and now, she was ignoring her incessantly buzzing phone, flashing her mother’s name on the screen. 
 
    A few minutes later, there was a knock on the door and before Tara could even ask who it was, her mother had thrown open the door and walked in. “Tara, what’s wrong honey? Are you sick?” Tara sat up in bed and her head hurt as she tried to steady herself. Her mother’s face swam into view as Tara groaned and Eileen shrieked, “Oh my God, Tara what is it? Do you need to go to a doctor?” Tara shook her head and weakly said, “I’m fine, Mom.”  
 
    Eileen laid a hand on Tara’s forehead and said, “Hmm, you don’t have a fever but you’re all red and your face looks swollen.” Eileen then noticed the mascara stains on the pillow and the tissues littering the bed sheet.  
 
    “Tara?” Her mother said slowly “Have you been crying, sweetie?” Even as Tara shook her head, she burst into tears again and Eileen threw her arms around her daughter as she said, “Baby what’s wrong?”  
 
    Tara didn’t respond but she stayed like that for a while, letting her mother stroke her hair and finding some comfort in the embrace. Finally, she broke away from her mother’s hug and said, “Mom, I have to tell you something.” She sniffed and wiped her nose on her sleeve, as Eileen peered into her face and said, “You can tell me anything, what’s wrong? Are you in trouble?” Tara shook her head and said, “I’m in love, Mom.” Eileen beamed and said, “Tara, that’s wonderful,” but her face fell and she asked, “So why are you crying? Does he not love you back? Or is it a she? Is that the problem, honey? Are you gay?” Tara shook her head and said, “I’m not gay, Mom, but the guy- he does love me- I think he does- but he can’t be with me.” Eileen tucked her daughter’s hair behind her ear and said, “Why not? Is it because he’s in New York and you’re here? Darling you can go back soon.”  
 
    Tara shook her head again and said, “No- it’s not that. He can’t be with me because he’s with someone else, he’s engaged. And- and he’s in Miami, Mom.” Her mother looked confused and she said, “But darling, you hardly know anyone here in-” and suddenly, she stopped speaking and raised a hand to her mouth. “No- Tara, you can’t be serious.” Tara nodded and started crying again as she said, “I know it’s disgusting Mom, I can’t explain it, but I- I truly love him.”  
 
    Eileen backed away from her crying daughter and said, “Tara- he’s your- he’s Paul’s son.” Tara wiped her tears away shakily and said, “I know, it’s all so messed up.” Eileen moved away and sat at the edge of the bed with her back towards Tara for a few minutes while Tara sobbed quietly, certain that her mother would never speak to her again.  
 
    After a few minutes, however, Eileen stood up and faced Tara, crossing her arms over chest as she said, “What about Noah? You said he loves you too- so why marry Denise?” Tara shook her head and explained everything to her mother, leaving out the gory details of what exactly had been happening in the pool and when she was done, Eileen looked scandalized. “Tara- how long have you been- it must have been two weeks since the day Paul came home, and that’s when you two…?” Tara nodded, ready to start crying again when her mom said, “Alright. I’ll- I’ll do something, you leave it to me.” Tara stared at her mother and said, “Mom, what are you gonna do? There’s nothing you can do. If Noah and I are- if we’re together it means you and Paul can’t…” she trailed off. 
 
    Eileen sighed and sat down next to Tara again as she said, “Tara, you asked me something the first day you got here- you asked me if I was happy, and if I loved Paul. Darling, the truth is, I’m happy, but it’s only on the surface- it’s not the kind of happiness I felt when your dad and I got married. And as for Paul, he’s a sweetheart, he really is- but I don’t love him.”  
 
    Eileen took a deep shaky breath and said, “There I said it- I don’t love him. I like him, I certainly enjoy his company and I think he’s a lovely man, but I don’t love him. I don’t feel for him the way you say you feel for Noah. And baby, if I can give you the chance of being happy, of being truly happy, I would never take it away from you.”  
 
    Tara stared at her mother and said, “What are you saying?”  
 
    Eileen stood up and took off her ring, “I’m saying that I’m going to call off the wedding.”  
 
    Tara leaped up from the bed and hesitantly said, “Mom, are you sure?”  
 
    Eileen sighed and took Tara’s hands into hers, “Darling, one day you might have a daughter of your own, and then you’ll understand.”  
 
    Tara flung her arms around her mother’s neck, feeling for the first time in her life, completely and truly happy.  
 
      
 
    THE END 
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    “I tell you, whatever took down that bear is gonna be B.I.G.” Shut up you damn fool, Buzz thought as he winced. The radio was too loud. He wished he’d remembered to bring an ear piece. He’d have switched the radio off already, but Jim insisted on staying in contact. Fat lot of good it would do if either of them stumbled on the bear-killer. Neither of them could help the other over the air. 
 
    The waterfall was close now, and they were approaching it from different angles, hoping to catch the beast unawares. They’d been told the bear had been drinking when it had died, its throat torn out by viciously sharp claws. 
 
    “Easy now…” he whispered to himself. His heart was hammering against his ribs. He hadn’t been this nervous since he’d confronted a cougar six months back. The dart gun was too light, he decided. He ached for the reassuring weight of his rifle. But this was a ‘catch-and-study,’ expedition, and someone was paying big bucks for evidence of the bear-killer. Plus, the beast was to be tagged, so its movement could be tracked, like all the remaining wild animals in this state. Big Brother had extended its scope to the wild, Buzz thought. Poor critters. 
 
    “I can see it,” Jim’s crackling voice was quieter this time. Finally, he’d learnt some stealth. 
 
    “What? The beast?” Buzz asked. Had they lucked out already? 
 
    “The waterfall.” 
 
    Shit… “Check the wind direction.” 
 
    “It’s in my face, don’t panic,” Jim whispered. 
 
    “At least the forecast was right. See anything?” 
 
    “Only water… and spray. Wait. Shit!” 
 
    Over to his right, a bird exploded into the air, screeching alarm. Great. Well done, Jim. Buzz could hear the waterfall now. He had to be close. 
 
    “Wait, I see something. In the water.” 
 
    “What’s it look like?” Buzz asked, keeping his voice low.  
 
    “It’s pale, swimming… it just dived… wait one… lost sight…” 
 
    “Keep watching.” 
 
    “It’s there. It’s back!” Jim’s voice was high, excited.  
 
    Buzz rolled his eyes. “What’cha got, Jim?” 
 
    “It’s… a girl.” 
 
    Buzz frowned at his radio. A what? “Jim, we’re a hundred miles from civilization. Quit shitting me.” 
 
    “It’s a fucking girl, Buzz. And she’s naked.” 
 
    “I gotta see this.” Buzz hurried forward, compromising between stealth and noise. The trees parted ahead of him, opening out as the trail ended in a sudden drop to the pool below. He dropped onto all fours, pulling out his scope. The expanse of the pool lay below him, shallow at the edges, but darkening in the center.  
 
    Must be deep. A pale sliver wriggled far below, diving into the darkness, to resurface ten yards away, throwing back her blond hair and pushing the water from her eyes. 
 
    “Well, fuck me…” He reached for the radio. “Jim, you were right. I can see her.” 
 
    There was no answer. 
 
    “Jim? Can you hear me?” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Quit screwing around, buddy. Where are you?” 
 
    “In the land of Nod,” a soft voice said behind him. Startled, Jim barely turned in time to see the branch descend onto his skull. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “We didn’t need two of them,” a woman whispered. Jim screwed up his eyes, fighting against the headache that threatened to blast his head apart. What the hell was happening? 
 
    “What if one of them’s a dud?” another woman asked. “We could let the wrong one go, and be no further forward.” 
 
    “You can’t assume they’re all going to be the same, Evie. One bad experience doesn’t—” 
 
    “He was dirty,” the one called Evie snapped. “Diseased.” 
 
    “And we spotted it before it was too late.” 
 
    “We almost missed it,” Evie reminded her. “I almost got infected.” 
 
    “Well, you didn’t. As long as we choose carefully—” 
 
    “We’re not choosing them, Dawn. They keep coming to us!” 
 
    “I know, but—”  
 
    “We go to a lot of trouble to keep out of sight. Why do they keep coming back?” 
 
    “You killing that bear might have something to do with it. The humans notice stuff like that.” 
 
    “We’re a hundred miles from anywhere. Who cares about one old bear?” 
 
    “The bear had a collar, which means they know where it is.” 
 
    “Not possible,” Evie muttered. Her voice faded away. She was clearly stressed, Jim thought. But their discussion about choosing who to keep and who to let go concerned him deeply. And their claim to have killed a six-hundred-pound bear? Bullshit! 
 
    “They found us,” Dawn reminded her. “They were probably hoping to find out what happened to the bear… isn’t that right, James Angus Cooper?” 
 
    Jim reacted immediately. As the women had talked, he’d been able to build up a picture of the cave they were in, which way the waterfall was, and how many steps it would take to reach freedom—all with his eyes closed. His ability to map his surroundings had served him well in situations of total darkness, and now it would get him away from these crazy women. He’d already tested for restraints, and was amazed to find they hadn’t tied him in any way. More fool them. Even zip-tied, no-one could stop an ex-Marine when he decided it was time to leave.  
 
    He leapt to his feet, roaring as loud as a grizzly—and promptly knocked himself unconscious on the low cave roof. The women cringed as Jim crumpled into a stunned heap. 
 
    “Ouch,” Dawn breathed. 
 
    “That’s gonna hurt,” Evie added. 
 
    “So…” Dawn swung the dart gun to point at Buzz. “Do you need a health and safety lecture on low ceilings, or are you going to be sensible?” 
 
    “How did you know I was awake?” Buzz asked, lifting his head to peer at them. With the cave mouth at their backs, he could discern little more than their silhouettes. 
 
    “Your breathing picked up about seven minutes ago, right after numb-nuts over there. You’ve been listening to us ever since.” 
 
    Buzz made a face of approval. “You ladies are good. How are your tracking skills?” 
 
    The women exchanged glances. “We get by,” Evie supplied cryptically. 
 
    “What did you use to bring down the bear?” 
 
    “Adrenaline,” both women chorused, then laughed. 
 
    “Funny,” Buzz grumbled. 
 
    “He caught me unawares,” Evie confessed. “He tried to jump me when I was sunbathing.” 
 
    “Sunbathing? Up in the mountains? Hah!” 
 
    Dawn smiled. “Evie likes to stretch out on a rock and soak up the sun, don’t you, girl?” She ruffled the other woman’s short, sandy hair affectionately. 
 
    “So are you two chicks an item?” 
 
    “An item?” Evie chortled. “With her?” She bent over and feigned a series of puking noises.  
 
    Dawn laughed. “She smells funny. I wouldn’t want to get too close.” 
 
    “Smells funny? Says you who smells of wet dog.” 
 
    “You see? We love each other really.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself. I’m only here ‘cause I got no place else to go.” Evie folded her arms tightly across her chest. Considering how high in the mountains they were, the women were dressed lightly, as if it was a summer’s day. The smaller, slighter Evie wore Daisy Dukes and a white bikini top, while the curvy, dark-haired Dawn had longer shorts, but only a vest top covering her body. Neither woman wore shoes. Buzz shivered. How could they not be cold? 
 
    “So what are we going to do with the boy genius?” Evie asked. 
 
    “We should turn him loose. Do the usual, let him go back to his family.” She turned to consider Buzz. “This one we keep for now.” 
 
    “People will be looking for us,” Buzz protested. “They’ll come looking, and they’ll find us. They’ll find you.” 
 
    “No-one will be looking for at least a week,” Dawn said. “You’re out in the wilds, and without this…” she held up a small black device. “…no-one will ever find you.” 
 
    “Hey!” His heart sank. How had they found his GPS?  
 
    “You belong to us, now. Muhahaha…” Evie waggled her fingers at him. He sighed, out of ideas for the moment. But the dark-haired one couldn’t keep the dart gun on him forever. Sooner or later, she’d lose concentration, or fall asleep, and then he’d be gone, with or without Jim. He wasn’t restrained, so there was no way the women could catch, or stop him. He weighed more than the two of them put together, and most of his weight was muscle. 
 
    “Okay, big guy,” Dawn said to the insensible Jim. She laid the gun aside and waved Evie over to where he lay. Buzz stared as both women turned their backs on him. He hadn’t expected them to fuck up so quickly. Cautiously, he rose to his feet, avoiding the low ceiling. Neither woman noticed. They were busy rolling Jim onto his back. Could he take them both down and help his friend? No, he decided. He’d be better off escaping, then he’d be able to bring back help, and cops to cuff up the women. If he was going to escape, now was the perfect time. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Dawn bent over the unconscious Jim and pressed her ear to his chest. Buzz moved slowly, watching for loose stones on the cave floor. Ten steps would take him to the cave entrance. Once he started running, he would be unstoppable. The women ignored him as he moved. Evie was whispering something into Jim’s ear. Buzz didn’t care what she was up to, as long as they were focused on something other than him.  
 
    Five steps, four, three… Daylight fell upon him, warming his skin. He hadn’t realized how cold it had been in the cave. Two steps, one… He stepped outside, then slipped away and out of sight. Immediately, he started to clamber up the steep rocks surrounding the rock pool. He’d been carrying equipment when he’d laid down to spy on the bathing girl. Maybe he could find it. There was a hunting knife in the bag, which would be very useful, if not essential. Camouflage gear, too. He wondered if his buddies would consider him a pussy, running from two women. But Dawn had the gun, he reasoned. She’d have taken him down for sure.  
 
    After a minute of hard climbing, he reached the top of the slope and cast around for his bag. There!  But when he reached it, he was irritated to find it empty. Those women had ripped him off! No knife, no food and only the sun to guide him home. 
 
    “Okay, so be it.” He set off, heading south at a run. Fucking crazy women! They’d have a hard time catching him now. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “He’s getting away,” Evie said. 
 
    “He won’t get far. We need to fix this one first, then we can have some fun chasing Mister Ron Lattier.” 
 
    “Can’t we keep this one as well? For a few days at least.” 
 
    “You saw him., He’s wild. They’re very difficult to placate, Evie. Remember Al Johnstone?” 
 
    “Was he the one who tried to punch me?” 
 
    “The same.” Dawn smiled grimly. 
 
    “Who knew a guy could bleed so much?” 
 
    “Mister Lattier is still wild, but he’s going to be easier to reach.” She tapped her temple with a finger.  
 
    “So let’s get this over with. Tell Jim a few horror stories about this place and send him on his way.” 
 
    “Not this time. These guys followed the bear to this place. I don’t want any more visitors, so Jim here is going on a life-long expedition through the Rockies, determined to find his monster. He won’t rest until he tracks it down.” 
 
    Evie grinned. “Hunting forever? That would make such a great movie.” 
 
    “Maybe one day, they’ll make it. Now…” She leaned close to Jim’s ear and whispered soft commands into his mind, insisting he almost caught his beast, but it eluded him. He was to return to his camp, resupply and head west, then south, tracking the object of his desire, even if it took him all the way down the Andes. 
 
    “You will never rest,” she said. “Until you reach The Cape of Good Hope.” 
 
    “What will he do then?” Evie asked. 
 
    “Jim, you will realise the futility of your quest, and become a farmer. You will find peace by growing things in the soil.” 
 
    “I love the way you do that.” 
 
    “It’s my gift,” Dawn shrugged. “Same with yours.” 
 
    “When I was a kid, I thought everyone had a secret gift. I was so disappointed when I realized I was the only one.” 
 
    “Until you met me.” 
 
    “And Frances.” 
 
    “Yeah. I wonder what she’s doing now.” 
 
    “Probably having kittens,” Evie said. The pair laughed. 
 
    “Time to wake Jim up.” 
 
    “And go catch Buzz Lattier.” 
 
    “Ready?”  
 
    ”Ready.”  
 
    Dawn pressed her lips to Jim’s, then slunk away into the deep shadows at the back of the cave, crouching beside Evie as Jim stirred. He glanced around the apparently empty cave, spotted his dart gun, and staggered toward it, crouched over in the low cave. Dawn patted the top of her head and grinned at Evie, who did her best to stifle a laugh. 
 
    “Who’s there?” Jim barked. Dawn rolled her eyes and shifted. A heartbeat later, Evie shifted too, hurling herself forward and filling the cave with terrifying noise. 
 
    Jim fled for his life, flailing and stumbling over rocks in an attempt to get clear of the snarling creatures. He scrambled up the steep slope faster than Buzz had, and raced through the forest, yelling up at his god to plead for protection. A single purpose filled his mind. He needed to restock and head for the Rocky Mountains, where he was certain he’d find the creature that killed the bear. And if he had to do it alone, he damn well would, even if it took him to the ends of the earth. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Evie overtook Buzz less than ten minutes later. He skidded to a halt as the big cat blocked his path, hissing her warning to turn back. When he dived to the side, she was faster, blocking his route, and driving him back the way he’d come. Deep down, he knew there was no possibility of outrunning a leopard, but his instincts drove him headlong, crashing through brush, bouncing off tree trunks and stumbling over roots in an attempt to escape—or at least to stay alive for as long as possible.  
 
    He sensed the big cat right behind him, toying with his life before ending the chase with the slash of a claw. He didn’t dare risk a glance back. Every second was precious, every step vital. His breath wheezed in is throat as he pounded his legs desperately, praying for a miracle. 
 
    And when the steep slope above the pool beckoned, he threw himself headlong, slithering past rocks and trees, howling as thorns flayed his skin. The ice cold water shocked him hard, jabbing spears of ice deep into his muscles. He hung beneath the surface, motionless, as thousands of silver bubbles wriggled back to the surface. Somehow he’d survived. Somehow, the leopard had failed to catch him, which was impossible. What was also impossible was the cat’s presence in the mountains. A leopard had no business in this part of the world—unless it had escaped from somewhere.  
 
    He glanced up at the shimmering surface of the pool, knowing he ought to swim back towards the daylight, to where he would be able to breathe. But his muscles were unresponsive, and he had little inclination toward movement. After the insane chase through the forest, he was content to remain still, and sink slowly toward the bottom of the pool, however deep it turned out to be. He watched idly as the last of the bubbles wobbled past, heading where he ought to be heading. A small smile crept over his chilled face. He was content. He had no need to fight any more.  
 
    He’d found peace. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Where is he?” Evie snapped. 
 
    “Be still, he’ll be back up in a moment, you’ll see.” 
 
    “He’s been gone forever.” Evie pressed her hands to her face.  “I killed him.” 
 
    Dawn chuckled. “He was running like the devil was on his back.” 
 
    “I shouldn’t have acted so fierce.” 
 
    “You needed to jolt his instincts, Evie. If you hadn’t, he might have tried to fight you, and that would have ended badly.” 
 
    “It did end badly.” She indicated the quieting surface of their pool. Barely a ripple stirred. Even the bubbles had ceased rising.  
 
    Dawn stroked her chin. “I guess we should see what’s keeping him.” She wasn’t overly concerned. The water was cool at the surface, and extremely cold further down. Such conditions kept drowning victims alive for much longer. She smiled as she remembered her former life, her human life, as a nurse. 
 
    “He’s dead,” Evie wailed. “He’s dead, and it’s all my fault.” 
 
    Dawn pushed down her shorts and peeled off her vest, both of which she’d only just put on following her shift. No sense in getting her clothes damp. Evie was still naked from her forest run. 
 
    “If he’s in trouble, it’ll take both of us to pull him out.” 
 
    “Come on, then.” As she waded into the chill water, she beckoned to Evie. The blond followed, biting her lip nervously. The moment the water reached her thighs, Dawn threw herself forward, and plunged in. Evie dived after her, fearful of what they would find in the depths. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Buzz was easy to find. He hung motionless in the dim light, his arms extended to the sides. Dawn and Evie grabbed an arm each, and kicked their way back to the surface. When she was able to breathe, Evie fretted the entire way back to the nearby shore, despite Dawn’s assurances.  
 
    “He’s not moving, Dawn. He’s not even breathing!” 
 
    “He’ll be fine, you’ll see.” She tried to sound casual, but her concern was real. What if they couldn’t revive him? They would have squandered a perfectly healthy male because she’d been over-confident. Of course they could persuade him to return, she’d told Evie. Of course we can get him to stay with us. 
 
    The pair dragged him onto the narrow shingle at the edge of the pool, then rolled him onto his side. Dawn pressed down on his ribs. The instant the water trickled from his nose and mouth, he began to cough. His strong body shook heavily as he clawed his way back from the depths.  
 
    “Oh god, oh god, oh god…” Evie moaned. 
 
    “Evie, relax. He’s going to be fine.” Dawn rocked Buzz gently  to clear the water from his lungs, ready to give him a helping squeeze if he needed it. The whole event took her back to her midwifery training. She felt as if she’d helped deliver a two hundred fifty pound baby. 
 
    Finally, Buzz opened his eyes and lay on his side, coughing quietly and staring at the naked Evie. 
 
    “What… why?” he managed. 
 
    “You fell in the pool,” she explained, exchanging a glance with Dawn. “We pulled you out.” Dawn nodded. 
 
    “No clothes?” 
 
    Evie shrugged. “It’s tricky to dry stuff in this cold.” 
 
    “You’ll freeze.”  
 
    As Dawn dismissed his remark, she realized Buzz was shivering. “Come on, big guy. Let’s get you somewhere warm.” She winked at Evie. 
 
    “Warm?” Buzz struggled onto all fours. “Where’s warm? You don’t…” he coughed, “…even have a fire going.” 
 
    “We’ll go back to survival 102. Shared bodily warmth.” 
 
    He managed a weak smile and coughed again. “Could be a lot worse I guess. Two beautiful ladies, warming me up.” He managed to push himself onto all fours. More water trickled from his mouth. 
 
    “See,” Dawn said over his back. “Didn’t I say you were beautiful?” 
 
    “Still don’t believe you,” Evie muttered. 
 
    “You should,” Buzz assured her. Evie threw him a shy smile as his gaze ran over her body. 
 
    “You’re supposed to be ill,” she remarked. 
 
    “Sorry. Force of habit.”  
 
    The women helped him stand, then supported his large frame as they headed for the cave. Buzz felt his strength return, but he couldn’t stop the violent shivering. He was chilled to the core, which was a very dangerous way to be in the wilds. He needed warmth. Hell, he needed a fire. 
 
    “The gear… from my bag.” 
 
    “It’s safe,” Dawn assured him. 
 
    “Need matches… for fire.” 
 
    “Soon, big guy. Once we’ve stabilized you.” 
 
    “Need to eat.” 
 
    “We’ll organize food and drink soon. Let’s get you inside first.” 
 
    “I miss cooked food,” Evie murmured. 
 
    “Me too, but we don’t need it, do we?” 
 
    “But I miss the taste, the smell…” 
 
    “You ladies don’t cook your food?” 
 
    “Nope. Most of it goes down raw.” 
 
    “Raw? What do you both eat?” 
 
    “Later, big guy,” Dawn patted his back as they settled him into the cave. His head ached as he remembered the branch landing on his skull. Twice he’d sat in this cave now. The first time he’d been shanghaied, the second, he’d been chased.  
 
    “Hey, there’s a leopard loose in the forest!” 
 
    “A leopard?” Dawn laughed. “Are you sure?” She was grinning, but Buzz caught the quick glance in Evie’s direction. Nothing strange there, though. She was probably concerned for the younger woman’s safety. 
 
    “I know my big cats, lady. It was a leopard.” 
 
    “Maybe it escaped—from a private collection.” As Dawn spoke, her face became tight. Evie pressed her hands to her mouth and turned away. Buzz took the opportunity to admire her figure. Her tight waist and small cheeks drew his eye. Unlike Dawn, she hadn’t developed delicious, rounded curves, but he could imagine holding her waist as he pressed himself against her… 
 
    He shook his head clear of the fantasy to see Dawn quirking an eyebrow at him. He gazed at her, fighting to keep his eyes on her face, somehow managing not to stare at her full, heavy breasts. 
 
    “Evie, our friend needs help. He’s going to suffer if we don’t warm him up.” 
 
    “The fire?” Buzz asked. 
 
    “Soon. Once you stop shivering.” Dawn knelt beside him and tugged at his shirt, which was exposed by his open jacket. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “We can’t warm you if you’re soaking wet.” 
 
    “Okay, just the jacket.” 
 
    “And the shirt.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Shirt off, or you’ll freeze.” 
 
    “Okay, okay, I’ll take the shirt off.” 
 
    “And the pants.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yes, everything.” She reached for the buttons on his shirt.  
 
    “Hey, wait a minute!” 
 
    “Don’t fret. I’ve seen it all before. Seen it and bed-bathed it.” 
 
    “You were a nurse?” 
 
    “Once upon a time.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “Long story. Now, get them off. Get everything off.” Her voice faded to a whisper as she helped Buzz reveal his hardened wildsman body. “Evie, get over here.” 
 
    “Maybe you’ve seen it all,” Buzz said in a low voice. “But is your young friend as worldly-wise?” 
 
    “She’ll be fine,” Dawn smiled, “trust me.” She tossed his pants aside, and watched in silence as he slipped off his cold and wet underwear. Small hands rested on her shoulders. Evie’s breathing was loud in her ear.  
 
    This was only the second time the pair had been together with a man. The first time, there had been no drowning involved, and the man had been much warmer as a result. Maybe they shouldn’t have scared Jim away so readily. 
 
    No matter, Dawn thought. Buzz would have to do, chilled or not.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “What are you smiling about?” Buzz asked. 
 
    “I was thinking about the instructions on a nice bottle of wine, ‘Best served chilled.’ It seemed appropriate.” She took Buzz’s cold hand in hers. 
 
    “So I’m a bottle of wine?” He smiled from one side of his mouth. 
 
    “I could have said TV dinner.” 
 
    “I’ll settle for wine.” 
 
    Dawn lay beside him, pressing her naked body against his. One arm slid across his chest to pull him close. She crooked a leg and laid it across his thighs. He sighed as her body heat radiated through his skin, warming his chilled limbs. His eyes appraised Evie as she stepped over his feet, momentarily exposing the soft nest of fur between her legs. She lay down on his other side, and mirrored Dawn’s position, until the pair enveloped him in warmth and naked female flesh.  
 
    Dawn chuckled as his manhood swelled. “You must be feeling better if he’s come out to play.” 
 
    “Can you pass one of my socks over?” Buzz begged.  
 
    “No chance. It’s nice to know you’re enjoying our company.” She slipped her arm lower until his erection was touching her elbow.  
 
    “Please don’t tease,” he groaned. 
 
    “Who said I was teasing?” Her hand moved, shifting subtly across his chilled skin so he barely felt it. Her fingers curled around his hardening shaft, Evie brushed her soft lips against his, warming his face with her gentle breath. 
 
    “This can’t be happening. Any moment now, I’ll wake up and—” 
 
    “Hush.” Evie kissed him, pressing her mouth to his. Her lips parted and her small tongue explored gently. Buzz sighed and tried to relax into the fantasy he found himself in. Who knew he had such a wild imagination? Maybe he was still in the ice-cold pool, sinking to the bottom with his lungs awash. Yes, that was it, he decided. He’d died and risen to heaven. 
 
    “Why are you smiling?” Evie asked. 
 
    He raised a hand and caressed the back of her head. “Can’t a man smile in his final moments?” 
 
    “Why do you imagine these are your final moments?” 
 
    “Because this is the best thing that’s ever happened to me. How can I go on living? Life will never get better than this.” 
 
    “Because this might happen to you more than once.” Evie’s hands slid around him and she kissed him with a hunger that left him breathless. And elsewhere, strong fingers and warm wetness enveloped his erection, sliding down with accompanying murmurs of female pleasure. A gentle tongue caressed him, swirling and stroking, assuring him that had indeed died and gone to a better place. A deep, satisfied sigh rumbled from his chest, quirking Evie’s soft, loving lips into a smile.  
 
    He dared to explore Dawn’s bare back, which was all he could reach, now that she had her head in his lap. He managed to find Evie’s small breast, and warmed his hand upon the softness. His fingers stroked the firmness of her nipple, stirring it to a rounded point.  
 
    “He’s ready for you.” Dawn’s voice reached him from a long way off, as if he’d dreamt her. Without breaking the kiss, Evie shifted, sliding her leg across his thighs until she straddled him. Her breasts pooled softly on his chest as she leaned forward. An unseen hand guided his erection, steering it across slippery skin that blazed with eager heat. He reached down to cup her small buttocks, squeezing and kneading them. Evie groaned into his mouth and her kisses grew more eager. Their tongues danced wetly, slipping across each other, swirling and flicking. 
 
    And then he was sliding into her, enjoying her sudden cry as heat enveloped him, heat that already stirred him toward the beginning of a climax. Evie trembled as she sank onto him, taking him deep until their bodies were pressed together. Dawn’s face appeared beside his, and kisses peppered his cheek. He turned toward her, and Evie dropped her head until her ear brushed the back of his neck. Her whimpers filled his ears as he pressed his mouth against Dawn’s. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Evie started to ride him, and his earlier concerns about her innocence quickly faded. Her hands pressed down on his chest and her body lifted. Immediately, he missed the warmth of her breasts on his chest, but when Dawn’s fingers stroked his stiff nipples, he groaned and writhed. Too late, he realized neither he nor Evie were protected from each other. They were riding bareback, as it were. 
 
    But he shrugged away his concerns. He was living in a fantasy, not the real world. His head swum with delights, and his fantasy of enjoying two women at once was making his last moments count. What was there to worry about? Evie’s cries grew louder as she rode him, squeezing him with strong, unseen muscles as her slippery passage rubbed him to the point where he lost all control.  
 
    And so he climaxed, far sooner than he had since his teenage years, flooding Evie’s soft, yielding passage with liquid heat. She cried out and sank her teeth into his ear, shocking him, but not enough to halt the deep, squeezing pulses that overwhelmed him.  
 
    He arched and cried out, lifting Evie as he pressed his loins hard against her. She wailed into his ear, heating his neck. Her nails gathered the skin on his chest and stung him as her own climax squeezed her body. Whispered profanities hissed from the pair as they were wrung dry by shuddering spasms. Dawn muttered quiet encouragement to the younger woman as she whimpered and twitched, still impaled by her lover’s erection. 
 
    “Oh my god…” she whispered at last. She pushed loose hair back from her face as her face rose into view. A small trickle of blood stained her lips. Buzz pressed a hand to his stinging ear and stared at her in shock. 
 
    “Sorry, sorry,” she said. Her flattened hands tried to wipe away the livid and crescent-shaped scars from his chest. “I got carried away.”  
 
    “Do I still have an earlobe?”  
 
    “Let me see.” Dawn turned his head with her hand and inspected the damage. “You’ll be fine, big guy. She marked you as her own, that’s all.”  
 
    “And are you planning to bite the other one?” he asked. Evie wiped the blood from her lip and blinked at him. Her chest rose and fell as if they’d been coupling for more than the few minutes he’d managed. 
 
    He blew out a long breath and stroked Evie’s thighs. “I wanted to last longer for you, but you were so hot, I couldn’t hang on.” As he spoke, trickles of warm fluid dripped onto his thighs. “We didn’t use any protection. Will you be okay?” 
 
    “Relax, she’ll be fine.” Dawn smiled. “And so will I.” 
 
    Dawn patted Evie’s hip. “My turn, wildcat.” To Buzz’s surprise, Evie hissed at her friend, then reluctantly climbed off Buzz, scowling at Dawn. His erection landed on his belly with a wet slap. He waited for Dawn to climb aboard, but she lay on her back beside him and tugged his arm. 
 
    “None of that gentle loving for me. I like it rough.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” 
 
    “Yeah.” She grinned at him. “Really.” 
 
    He rolled onto all fours. Dawn let her knees fall to either side. He gazed at her dark bush, which was glistening with dampness. Maybe she’d been playing with herself as Evie had ridden him. He licked his lips as he tried to decide whether to eat her, or mount her. 
 
    “Plenty of time for that later, big guy.” She seized his arms in a surprisingly strong grip and urged him onto her. 
 
     “No foreplay?” He raised an eyebrow. Who could figure modern women? 
 
    “No foreplay,” she confirmed. “Just fuck me.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Dawn was wild.  
 
    Sure, Evie had bitten Buzz, but Dawn’s nails drew tracks across his back and dug into his arms, chest and buttocks. She’d quickly encouraged him into a hard, fast rhythm, which resulted in their bodies slamming together. Dawn howled and yelped as he plunged deep, rocking her hard with every impact. Her language was coarse and profuse, demanding he fuck her harder and deeper than he believed was possible. He tried to comply, but he was tiring quickly, his strength not yet restored after his near-drowning.  
 
    Nevertheless, he was able to stoke her to two orgasms before her tight inner muscles became too much for him and he squirted his semen into her, groaning long and loud as she clung to him, shaking and shuddering. His cock twitched and pulsed inside her heated. passage. Her body heat was incredible, he thought, even more than Evie’s. Little wonder the women didn’t seem to feel the cold. 
 
    And the repeated sex had done wonders for his core temperature, something to be recommended to any hypothermia victim, although the ethics of such treatment might be questioned. Buzz tried to get his breathing under control as he lay along Dawn’s body. There seemed to be no air in the cave, despite the open-plan nature of the place. His head spun and his lungs didn’t seem big enough to cope. He’d always considered himself to be fit—hell, he had to be fit to do his job—but the wind had most definitely been taken from his sails. 
 
    “Give yourself a minute,” Dawn said, rubbing his back. “You’ve been through a lot.” 
 
    “I don’t… understand… what’s wrong…” Buzz managed. “Got… no stamina. Not like… me… at all.” 
 
    “Hey, don’t worry. I asked a lot of you. I might have been a bit selfish.” She took his face in her hands and smiled up at him. “But I needed to get that out of my system. I’ll be less demanding next time.” 
 
    “Next time? Are you both trying to kill me?” 
 
    “Kill you? No. Drain you dry? Maybe.” She kissed him softly, then unwrapped her legs from his back. But he had little inclination to move. Her erection had flagged, but he was still swollen, and enjoying being inside her. And she seemed in no hurry to move. But when Evie began stroking his balls, he smiled. 
 
    “I could use a drink.” 
 
    “Me too. Evie? Would you, please?”  
 
    As Evie moved away, Buzz withdrew, and Dawn sighed deeply. She pressed a hand tightly against her bush, and watched as he climbed stiffly to his feet. When he glanced self-consciously at his clothes, she shook her head. 
 
    “Uh-uh. Still wet.” 
 
    “So I have to stay naked?” 
 
    “We don’t mind,” Evie said as she returned, dripping water from her cupped hands. 
 
    “No glasses here, huh?” 
 
    “No need,” Dawn said, then indicated the cave. “And we have no shelves to store then on. If we need to drink, we sip from the pool.” 
 
    “How quaint.” Buzz raised an eyebrow at Evie, who offered up her hands. He shook his head and lowered his face, drinking until her hands were empty. 
 
    “And now you can bring me some,” Dawn said. When he turned to her, she grinned at him, then nodded to her still-parted legs. “It’s the least a gentleman could do.” 
 
    “Of course.” Buzz smiled and headed for the cave entrance. Once outside, he still felt the need to scan the forest for watching eyes before he bent down and scooped up a double handful of cool water. What a crazy world, he thought. An hour ago he’d been drowning in these waters. Now he was collecting it for the woman he’d had sex with. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Dawn was on her feet by the time he returned, although she had her feet crossed, as if she was still trying to hold in his semen. As she lapped at the water, it occurred to him that he’d been used, even though it had been a thrilling experience. 
 
    “Are you both trying to get pregnant?” 
 
    “Us?” Evie’s mirth was obvious. “Hell, no.” She made a face. “At least, not yet.” 
 
    “So why all the…” Buzz titled his head and looked pointedly at Dawn’s crotch. 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe us if we told you. But don’t worry about the pregnancy thing. That’s well under control.” 
 
    “Oh, you’re taking the pill?” 
 
    Dawn laughed as she wiped water from her lips. “Let’s say our methods are a little more… natural.” 
 
    “Ladies, you can’t leave it like that. If you’re not hoping I’ll give you a baby, then what?” 
 
    Dawn rolled her eyes. “Okay, okay.” 
 
    “You can’t!” Evie hissed. 
 
    “Don’t panic. He’ll forget everything I’m going to say before he leaves, anyway.” 
 
    “I’ll never forget what happened here.” 
 
    “Don’t be so sure.” 
 
    “We have unique metabolisms,” Evie said. 
 
    “Unique? How?” 
 
    “We only eat raw food, and… we… kind of…” Evie’s hands danced in the air as she struggled to explain. 
 
    “We gain nourishment from semen, okay?” Dawn supplied. “It feeds our particular needs.” 
 
    Buzz stared. “Say, what?” 
 
    “It’s okay. We’re not Succubi. But we need semen, and making love once sustains us for more than a month.” 
 
    “Speak for yourself,” Evie muttered. 
 
    “We’re not out to kill you, or reduce you to a husk.” 
 
    “Or a sex slave.” 
 
    “But you… used me,” Buzz protested. 
 
    “And you hated it, right? Struggled to escape every second?” 
 
    “Okay, no. I didn’t, but…” 
 
    Dawn folded her arms and dropped a hip. “But? Two beautiful women want them to fuck you…” 
 
    “Hey, language,” Evie protested. 
 
    “…and you feel used?” 
 
    Buzz laughed awkwardly and ran a hand through his hair. “No, I guess not. It was great. But the idea is a little…” 
 
    “Weird?” Dawn prompted. 
 
    “Peculiar?” Evie supplied. 
 
    “Unsettling,” Buzz decided. 
 
    “So you’d never do it again?” She pushed her tongue into her cheek and turned her gaze to his still-swollen cock. 
 
    “Am I likely to live through the experience?” 
 
    “You’ll probably gain a few more scars,” Dawn said. 
 
    “And lose some body fluid,” Evie added with a grin. 
 
    “But otherwise, you’ll come to no harm.” 
 
    “Promise?” 
 
    Dawn pressed a hand to her heart. “We promise.” 
 
    “I only have one more question.” 
 
    Dawn rolled her eyes. “Which is?” 
 
    “What happened to Jim? What did you do to him?” 
 
    “We let him go back to the forest.” 
 
    “What, just like that? You let him walk out?” 
 
    “We might have told him to forget all about us,” Evie said, then pressed a finger to her lips. “Did we do that?” 
 
    “We did,” Dawn confirmed. “He has no memory of ever having met us.” 
 
    “You can do that?” 
 
    “It’s a painless procedure, and it keeps us safe.”  
 
    “Wow…” 
 
    “So are you going to stay a little longer?” 
 
    “Yes. For sure. You can have me.” He threw out his hands, but Dawn and Evie turned their backs on him, folding their arms. “Hey, what did I say?” 
 
    “What do you think, Evie?” Dawn stage-whispered. 
 
    “I don’t know, Dawn. He’s so darn pushy.” 
 
    “I know. Always asking questions. Always making demands.” 
 
    “Do I have to be naked?” She rocked her head as she mimicked Buzz’s deep voice. 
 
    “Can I have a drink?” Dawn whined. 
 
    “Can I have a fire?” Evie growled—badly. 
 
    “Where’s my stuff?” Dawn deepened her voice. 
 
    “Hey, I never asked—” 
 
    “Why did you try to drown me?” Evie grumbled. 
 
    “What? That as an accident!” Buzz protested. “Wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Of course it was an accident, you big lunk!” Dawn turned and threw her arms around his waist. 
 
    “We didn’t mean it. We only wanted you to come back,” Evie added. 
 
    “You wanted me to come back? I was chased here by a half-crazed leopard.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean—” Evie began. 
 
    “Well, lucky for us that it did,” Dawn said quickly. “Otherwise we’d have never seen you again.” 
 
    “Hmm. Aren’t you ladies worried it might find you in here? It looked pretty fierce.” 
 
    “You really think so?” Evie asked with a smile. 
 
    “We’re not worried about a leopard,” Dawn said. “Everyone knows cats don’t like water.” 
 
    “That’s a fallacy,” Evie muttered. “Sometimes they—” 
 
    “Anyway, we’re not in any danger, not from the leopard.” Dawn lowered her voice. “It’s the wolves you have to watch out for.” She frowned as Evie snorted, then continued. “They roam around here at night. But they prefer to hunt their prey in the open.” 
 
    “Because the wet dog smell is too overpowering when they’re indoors,” Evie said. 
 
    “Meaning they stay away from the cave.” Dawn’s voice was low and dangerous, but Evie ignored her glare. 
 
    “Because they might fall in the pool and actually come out smelling fresh.” 
 
    “If you’re trying to say something…” Dawn growled. 
 
    “Me?” Evie feigned innocence.  
 
    “Look, if you ladies want to fight about something, I’ll get busy and build us a fire.” He glanced around for tinder, but the cave was empty.  
 
    “We’re not fighting.” Evie fluttered her eyelashes as Dawn’s chest heaved. Buzz had wriggled out of her embrace and was creeping toward the cave entrance. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Evie asked. 
 
    “To get some wood.” 
 
    “Be careful the leopard doesn’t see you,” Dawn warned. “Her claws are vicious and sharp.” 
 
    Evie raised an eyebrow. “Better than being trampled by a clumsy forest dog. Their eyesight is so bad, they could walk right into you without noticing.” 
 
    “Ooo-kaaayyy…” Buzz muttered. He stepped out into the sunlight, feeling oddly vulnerable without his pants, but missing his boots in particular.  Fortunately the ground was littered with twigs, which would be enough to start the fire. But they’d need branches to sustain even a small fire, in order to dry his clothes, and to cook with. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     As Buzz gathered kindling, he re-ran the dreamlike events of the past hour, during which he’d been chased by a big cat, drowned and then fucked twice.  
 
    Weird. And now the women were having a fight over something which made no sense to him. He didn’t want to see them come to blows, but his instincts told him he’d live longer if he let them settle things between themselves. Stepping between them was likely to be hazardous to his health. 
 
    “Sorry,” Evie said in a small voice. Her chin was on her chest as she calmed her racing heart. 
 
    “I’m sorry too. I should never have said—” 
 
    “It was my fault. I made the snarky ‘wet dog’ comment. I should never have—” 
 
    “Come here, you sweet thing.” The pair fell against each other and hugged tightly. 
 
    “Oh-oh,” Buzz said. “Bad moment? Do you two want to be alone?” He raised an eyebrow, making it clear he’d much rather watch whatever the naked pair were considering. But they ignored him, holding each other tightly. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Evie said again. “I always get cranky right after sex.” 
 
    “Me too. I think it’s the rush.” 
 
    “And I was so desperate for a fix, I climbed right on top. I didn’t think you might—” 
 
    “It’s fine. I was first last time, remember?” 
 
    “Yeah. He was so shocked when you bent over and spread your cheeks.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t say it like that.” Dawn shuddered. 
 
    “Why not? It was hot stuff.” 
 
    Dawn pinched the top of her nose. “I think it’s the sudden release. It gets me a little crazy. I shouldn’t have been so touchy with you.” 
 
    “I was the same. I think I’m over it now.” 
 
    Dawn pulled back and gazed into Evie’s amber eyes. “So you don’t think I smell bad?” 
 
    Evie pretended to think about the question. “Not all the time.” 
 
    “Hey!” Dawn slapped Evie’s arm—lightly—as her friend laughed. 
 
    “Laughter is good,” Buzz said cautiously. 
 
    Dawn smiled and released Evie. “We’re good now. Eh?” 
 
    “We’re good,” she replied. “You old dog.” Evie smirked.  
 
    Dawn gaped at her friend, then relaxed. “Well, I hope you’re ‘feline’ better.” 
 
    “I’m sorry I hounded you so much.” 
 
    “Did the cat have your tongue?” 
 
    “Ladies?” Buzz dared. They both turned to him with eyebrows raised. “Sorry to interrupt… whatever that was, but do you think I could have my matches back? The ones from my gear bag?” 
 
    “A good woodsman could make a fire by rubbing two fingers together, surely?” 
 
    Buzz considered her words. “I could. But it would take ten minutes less if I used a match.” 
 
    Dawn nodded. “Sure. Your stuff is at the back of the cave.” 
 
    “Oh.” Buzz peered into the inky blackness. “How far back does this thing go?” 
 
    “About a hundred yards?” Evie guessed. Dawn nodded. 
 
    “Great.” Buzz began his quest, walking slowly with his arms outstretched. “I’m gonna die again…” 
 
    “You forgot,” Evie whispered to her friend. “Humans don’t see well in the dark.” 
 
    “I didn’t forget.” 
 
    “You old dog!” 
 
    “You already said that one.” 
 
    “Uh… he might hit his head on the woof?” 
 
    “Major groan.” 
 
    Evie shrugged. “It’s all I got left.” 
 
    “Ow!” Buzz cried from the darkness. The women cringed, guilty grins stretching their faces. 
 
    “Think of it as a new adventure,” Dawn called. 
 
    “I had plenty already,” he replied. “Enough for one day.” 
 
    “I’m gonna have to get them, aren’t I?” Dawn sighed.  
 
    “It’s for the best,” Evie agreed. 
 
    “I’m coming,” Dawn called. 
 
    “It’s okay, I can manage—ow!” 
 
    “Stop where you are,” Dawn cautioned. ”You’re going to fall into the damn chasm.” 
 
    “What chasm?” Buzz cried. Evie stifled a laugh as her friend headed off to rescue their captured woodsman. He was fun, she decided, and would have made a good companion. It was such a pity they had to release him back into the wild, and such a shame they had to wipe his memory. But Dawn was right, they couldn’t allow the world to know their secret, or the pair of them would end up back in cages as curiosities to be poked, prodded and studied. No way in hell was she going back to that miserable life. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    A deep rumble echoed through the cave. Evie peered into the darkness, wishing she had the eyesight of a cat. What were they up to? Another rumble echoed from the walls. Was Dawn giving Buzz a blow-job? A surge of jealousy rippled through her, but she fought it down, wishing she didn’t turn tetchy every time she had sex. Whatever the pair were doing, she would have her chance. They’d have to keep Buzz here overnight, and release him in the morning, for his own safety. 
 
    The next rumble was louder, and much closer. She stiffened at the sound. It hadn’t come from the darkness at all. It was behind her. 
 
    “Evie? An unseen Dawn called. “Is that you making—oh my god!” 
 
    It was bad, then. 
 
    Evie dared to look over her shoulder. Ten yards behind her defenseless, naked ass stood a grizzly bear, still on all fours, but with her teeth bared. Possibly the companion of the large male she’d encountered a few days ago, the grizzly must have been three or four times her weight. 
 
    “Evie!” 
 
    “Matches, matches!” Buzz yelled. “We need fire! And where’s the dart gun?” 
 
    “Too late for fire…” Evie whispered to herself. “And Jim took the gun.” If she was outdoors, as a human, she might be able to outrun the grizzly, but trapped in a cave? There was nowhere to run.  
 
    “You have to shift!” Dawn yelled. 
 
    “I can’t do this alone. This will take both of us,” Evie called back, not taking her eyes off the approaching bear. “And our secret will be out.” 
 
    “Better out than dead.” Her voice fell into a growl. 
 
    “Secret? Dead? What the fuck?” Buzz yelled. 
 
    “Okay, Mrs Grizzly,” Evie said softly. “You need to turn around and go back to the forest.” Moving slowly, she turned her naked body to face the approaching bear. Behind her, Buzz cried out his disbelief. Evie extended her hands and the bear’s huge nose sniffed the air. But instead of acknowledging the scent of a fellow wild creature, her lips curled back and she bellowed out her anger at the small, pale creature standing in her way. 
 
    “You know what I did to your mate, don’t you?” It had crushed Evie’s heart to kill the big male, but he had appeared out of nowhere and practically fallen over her. She’d reacted instinctively, ending the creature’s life in a second. 
 
    “I don’t want to hurt you too, but you can’t stay here.” Evie’s form blurred, and she melted downward, reforming on all fours as a sleek, lithe leopard. The bear’s shock was obvious. She stiffened, staring at the big cat. But she didn’t back away, growling deeply at the interloper. 
 
    And then the wolf appeared alongside the leopard, teeth bared. The bear considered her position, then backed away slowly, still growling. The unlikely pair remained steadfast, defending their territory. Only once the grizzly had left the cave and fled into the forest, did they relax. 
 
    Buzz watched, stunned to the core as the gray wolf and the sleek leopard melted back into the naked women he’d coupled with earlier. Both lay prone on the cave floor, laughing with relief. Dawn rolled onto her back, her hands pressed to her face as the tension poured from her body. Evie lay on her front, her legs apart, and her face turned toward her friend. If the situation hadn’t been so bizarre, Buzz might have found the sight a turn-on. But his head was reeling with the evidence he still didn’t want to believe. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Eventually, the women’s laughter died away, and Dawn sat upright, watching Buzz with careful eyes. 
 
    “I’m so sorry you had to see that, Buzz.” 
 
    “Yeah, we were becoming fond of you,” Evie added. 
 
    “Say what?” 
 
    “Do we always have to do this to them?” Evie asked. 
 
    “It’ll be quick and almost painless,” Dawn said. “He won’t feel much.” 
 
    “Such a shame.” Evie rose to her feet. “Okay, let’s get it over with.” 
 
    “Hey, now!” Buzz backed away, his hands spread defensively. “Stay back.” 
 
    “Don’t fight us, Buzz. It’ll only distress you.” 
 
    “Lie back and accept it, like a good boy.” 
 
    “Oh, shit…” Buzz waved his feet as he backed into the darkness, hoping to locate his bag, and the knife inside. It was his only chance. Without a weapon, the women could tear him to pieces in seconds. 
 
    “We have to do this,” Dawn said. “Please don’t make this harder than it has to be.” 
 
    “Do we have to?” Evie asked.  
 
    “We can’t have him blabbing our secret to the world.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t,” Buzz cried. “I promise.” 
 
    “Hmm. You say that now. But the first chance you get—” 
 
    “It’s the only way to be sure,” Dawn agreed. 
 
    “But there has to be another way.” 
 
    “How could we sleep at night, knowing you and your buddies might come back with nets?” 
 
    “Is this what you did to Jim? Did you tell me you’d wiped his brain, but really you tore him to pieces?” 
 
    “Why would we lie?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe because you forgot to tell me you’re wild animals?” 
 
    “We’re not wild, not really.” Dawn glanced at her friend. “Except maybe when you’re fucking me. I can scratch and claw you.” 
 
    “And I do bite,” Evie added. 
 
    “So couldn’t you make me forget, and not tear me apart?” 
 
    Dawn stopped. “Why would we want to tear you apart?” 
 
    Evie shuddered. “Ew. Imagine the mess it’d make.” 
 
    “So you’re not planning to kill me?” He remained still as the women flanked him.  
 
    Dawn trailed her fingers across his hard chest. “I was planning to jump you again, and then maybe let Evie have sticky seconds before we wipe your memory and set you free.” 
 
    “Hey, why do I have to get sticky seconds?” 
 
    “Because you had him first, remember?” 
 
    “Oh, right. I guess that’s fair.” 
 
    “Ladies, please… if you’re not going to kill me, can you please explain what I just saw?” 
 
    “You saw what you saw,” Evie said. “Two uniquely talented women saved your tight ass…” She slapped a hand to his butt and squeezed hard. “…from being eaten by a bear.” His muscle was so hard, it didn’t give way. 
 
    “Uniquely talented?” Buzz echoed, his voice tight. 
 
    “Have you ever met anyone like us?” 
 
    “No, never.” 
 
    “Then we’re unique in your experience, right?” 
 
    “But… you… fucking… shape-shifted!” 
 
    “We did.” 
 
    “Into a leopard? And a wolf? How does that even happen?” 
 
    Dawn shrugged. “It happens. And more than you think.” 
 
    “But I never heard of such a thing.” 
 
    “Not even in fiction?” 
 
    “Of course in fiction.” 
 
    “And doesn’t fiction have its roots in fact?” 
 
    “Roots?” He pondered the word. “That would imply there are more of you, and that you’ve been around for a long time.” 
 
    “There are,” Evie confirmed. 
 
    “We have,” Dawn added. 
 
    “Holy shit.” 
 
    “So are you going to be a good boy and make love to us again?” 
 
    “Please, I need to get this straight…” 
 
    “It feels plenty straight to me.” Dawn squeezed his semi-swollen cock.  
 
    “I need to know I’m not in some crazy dream.” 
 
    “Has it been such a bad dream so far?” Dawn’s other hand stroked his balls. 
 
    “Uh… no?” 
 
    “Then stop worrying.” 
 
    “But have you always been able to… to…” 
 
    “To shift?” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “Only since puberty. The shifter gene kicks in then. Otherwise there would be kids running around in the form of wild animals.”  
 
    “Kinda hard to keep a secret when that happens,” Evie added. 
 
    “Of course. But why are you living in a cave?” 
 
    “Because this is where we escaped to.” 
 
    “Escaped from where?” 
 
    “Remember when I said the leopard had escaped from a private collection?” 
 
    Buzz caught on fast. “You were in a cage?” 
 
    Evie nodded. “For as long as I can remember. I never knew my mother.” 
 
    “And you?” Buzz glanced at Dawn. 
 
    “I was in there too, for about eight years, trapped in the same collection.” 
 
    “But you escaped.” 
 
    “Obviously.” 
 
    “Were there others?” 
 
    “Hundreds. But we were the only ones to get out. We’ve been hunted since then.” 
 
    “We thought you and Jim were coming for us.” 
 
    “No, we were looking for a bear-killer.” 
 
    “And who hired you?” 
 
    “Abe McKenna, the billionaire.” 
 
    “He’s the one who collected us.” 
 
    Buzz staggered. “He kept you both prisoner?” 
 
    “All my life,” Evie said. “And eight years of Dawn’s.” 
 
    “But that’s…” 
 
    “Monstrous?” 
 
    “Inhuman?” 
 
    “Yes. You said there were others?” 
 
    “Hundreds. Maybe even a thousand. But we never met more than a dozen.” 
 
    “We have to do something.” 
 
    “We?” 
 
    “Yes, we. Both of you, and me. With help.” 
 
    “And do what, exactly?” 
 
    “Tell the world what McKenna is doing.” 
 
    “So our fellow inmates can be moved from a cage into a lab?” 
 
    “No, of course not. They would be taken care of.” 
 
    “I’m sure they would.” Dawn patted his arm. 
 
    “You don’t believe me?” 
 
    “Well, let’s just say… No, I don’t. When the true nature of his collection is uncovered, scientists—geneticists—will take so much blood from our friends, they’ll shrivel into raisins.” 
 
    “It won’t be like that.” 
 
    “Won’t it?” 
 
    “There’s got to be a way.” 
 
    “There is,” Evie finally spoke. “We bust them out.” 
 
     Dawn pressed her hands into her hips. “Evie, you saw the security. An army couldn’t get in there.” 
 
    “Maybe they wouldn’t notice just the three of us.” 
 
    “Or maybe we’d end up back in a cage again. Or worse, in a breeding pen.” 
 
    “Let me help,” Buzz pleaded. “I’ll think of something.” 
 
    “I’d already thought of something.” She squeezed his uninterested cock. “But the moment seems to have passed.” 
 
    “Sorry, but I’m angry at the thought of McKenna keeping hundreds of people prisoner. Zoos are bad enough, but when the cages are filled with people like you…” 
 
    “It makes your blood boil?” She squeezed him again, hopeful. 
 
    “Let me get a fire going first. Let me dry my clothes, and maybe eat.” 
 
    Dawn sighed. “Heat, clothing and food. What kind of priority list is that, compared to fucking?” 
 
    “Language!” Evie chided. 
 
    “You enjoy it too, so don’t start.” 
 
    Evie poked out her tongue at the pouting Dawn.   
 
    “Ladies…” Buzz muttered. “There’s no rush. I’ll stay another day. Maybe two. I want to help your friends.” 
 
    “It’s hopeless. It took us years to bust out, and it was only because someone got careless.” 
 
    “Let me think about it. In the meantime, can you please switch on the lights so I can find my stuff.” 
 
    “Okay,” Dawn conceded. “You get your stuff, but not the knife.” 
 
    “What happens if the bear comes back?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, big guy. We’ll take good care of you. Won’t we, Evie?” 
 
    “We promise.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Darkness was falling and Buzz had everything he wanted. Flanked by two beautiful women, he carved off another slice of roasted deer and split it between the pair. They tore into the hot meat without preamble, sighing with happiness.  
 
    “I’ve never tasted anything so good,” Evie moaned. 
 
    “Better than eating it raw,” Dawn agreed. 
 
    “How is it that you never had cooked meat before?” 
 
    “We ate whatever we caught,” Evie explained. “And we ate it in our shifted forms.” 
 
    “We’d no need for fire. We don’t feel the cold like you do.” She indicated his dried clothes, which he was now wearing.  
 
    “And I can see better in the dark than any animal,” Evie boasted. 
 
    “Apart from a wolf,” Dawn corrected. 
 
    “I can see better than any old wolf!” 
 
    “But not this wolf.” 
 
    “Still better.” Evie poked out her tongue again. 
 
    “Ladies, please…” 
 
    “She started it.” 
 
    “Did not.” 
 
    “Okay!” Buzz shouted. “Maybe one day we can put it to the test. In the meantime, you’re both better than I am at seeing in the dark, okay? Plus I could never have chased down this deer.” 
 
    “Okay…” Evie muttered. 
 
    “Sure.” Dawn reached for more meat, but quickly snatched back her burned fingers. 
 
    “Let me get that.” Buzz carved off another slice and split it for them. As the women devoured the meat, he leaned back and watched. 
 
    “Are you checking us out?” Dawn asked. 
 
    Buzz shrugged. “You’re both naked. At least I can’t be accused of mentally undressing you.” 
 
    “Maybe you’re mentally dressing us,” Evie said around a mouthful of venison haunch. Her spread fingers hovered close to her mouth as she spoke. 
 
    Buzz laughed. “For what I have in mind, mental clothes would get in the way.” 
 
    “Oh? You’re fantasizing?” Dawn asked. 
 
    “Maybe. Now I know how I’m going to help you, I can focus on other things.” 
 
    “So you’re definitely going to help us?” 
 
    “I’ve the beginnings of a plan.” He handed out more meat.  
 
    “Care to discuss it?” 
 
    “Later, when I’ve mulled it over some more. In the meantime, enjoy.” He leaned back, slipping his arms around both women. When Evie finished eating, she sucked her fingers noisily, then snuggled against Buzz’s chest. Dawn, sophisticated as always, wiped her fingers on his arm, then moulded herself into his side. With two naked women pressed against him, he felt the beginnings of an erection stir once more. Dawn did her best to help him toward full hardness by squeezing and stroking him through his pants, before unzipping and fishing him out. He sighed as her mouth engulfed him, turning his head to kiss Evie. It quickly became a repeat of their earlier experience, although less hurried, less desperate. And this time, it was Dawn who straddled him first, angling his cock so she could sink down onto him. Her generous breasts rippled as she moved up and down on him. Encouraged by Dawn, Evie also straddled him, but lowered herself onto his mouth instead of his erection. Her sweet, breathless cries echoed throughout the cave as his tongue lapped at her smooth, slippery skin. The women held hands as they took turns to orgasm, clinging tightly to each other as their bodies shivered and trembled. 
 
    Buzz groaned and bucked beneath the pair as he filled Dawn with liquid heat. She whimpered as he pushed deep, arching his body until the shuddering spasm passed.  
 
    “He’s still hard,” Dawn whispered, squeezing Buzz with her internal muscles. “I don’t know how he does it.”  
 
    “So why are you being so selfish?” Evie asked. “Gimme!” 
 
    “Of course.” Dawn raised herself until Buzz slid out. She pressed a hand to her pussy, holding onto the nourishing fluids, then edged away to allow Evie a few moments of pleasure. Buzz was happy to oblige, letting her ride him for a time, then rolling her over to mount her. He began gently, unsure if Evie was able to take the pounding Dawn enjoyed earlier. But she wrapped her legs around his back and begged him to hammer her, harder and harder. Dawn held her hand as the younger woman cried out and scored Buzz’s arms with sharp nails. 
 
    “Fuck me, fuck me hard!” she cried. “Fill me with that cock. Come inside, me, Buzz. Please come inside me.” Ever the one to oblige, Buzz managed a final orgasm before shuddering to an exhausted halt. Evie peppered his face with kisses as Dawn squeezed his hard buttocks. 
 
    “Wow…” he whispered. “That was intense.” 
 
    “I have to say… you really delivered.” 
 
    “Did… my best.” He began to push himself up, but Evie clung to him tightly. 
 
    “Don’t leave me,” she begged, “Stay inside me a little longer.” 
 
    “Of course.” He kissed her tenderly, and although his erection was fading, he stayed put. 
 
    “Thank you,” Dawn said. Her hand explored his hard, muscular back through the shirt he still wore. “Thank you for not freaking out when we shifted.” 
 
    “It was the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen. Sure, I was stunned—and frightened, if I’m honest—but the sight of you both transforming into wild animals… it was… amazing.!” 
 
    “Amazing…” Evie murmured, tightening her grip on his waist. Buzz shifted his position so his shrinking cock didn’t slip out of her slippery passage. He lasted thirty seconds more before he lost the battle. Evie pouted, and reached down to stop any leakage. Buzz shifted again so she could get her hand between her legs. 
 
    “I don’t understand how the nourishment thing works,” he said.  
 
    “Our bodies absorb the proteins in semen, but not everyone is the same. Some shifters need blood, others—” 
 
    “Blood? Like vampires?” 
 
    “They’re not undead, or anything. But blood stabilises their shifting, brings it under control.” 
 
    “So if you’re denied proteins, your control diminishes?” 
 
    “Exactly. We can shift without warning. We can attack and hurt others.” 
 
    “But you became tetchy, snarky after we made love.” 
 
    “That was the tail end of our desperation, the last remnants of our instability being driven out.” 
 
    He leaned away from Dawn, his eyes wary. “Will you be snarky this time?” 
 
    “Of course, not. This is our second time. We’re cool.” 
 
    “Cool,” Evie murmured happily. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    As Buzz dozed next to the glowing embers, Dawn and Evie watched the stars emerge in a cobalt sky. 
 
    “Do you think we can trust him?” Evie asked. 
 
    “I think we have to. No-one has ever offered to help us before.” 
 
    “But can he do it? Is it even possible?” 
 
    “I don’t know. You saw the fences, the guards.” Dawn toyed with her hair. 
 
    “If he can help Sandy, Ron, Bono, Jen, Kip…” 
 
    “Even if we can get one of them out, it has to be worth trying.” 
 
    “So we trust him.” 
 
    “We trust him.” The women hugged, knowing Buzz could, on a whim, ruin their lives with only a few words. 
 
    Or he could help free hundreds of imprisoned shifters. 
 
    Time would tell. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Whispering Universe 
 
    Description 
 
    Debra is bored of her life. There is nothing interesting about it, that is until her best friend Tamika persuades her to accompany her to a beach party. While there, Debra meets this handsome guy that she immediately has a crush on. Being lonely, she falls for him and they head out down the beach. Little does she know that she has just met the most handsome and passionate aliens. She is totally swept away. 
 
    Ethan and Chris are from another planet that have been sent by their king to capture human slaves. Everything is going according to plan until they meet Debra and discover that she can offer them something that they cannot get back home, passion. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    “Can you please turn around and show more thigh?” Valentino said to Debra. She had known that he wanted more, as she tugged the skirt a little higher up her thigh, adjusting her leg a little. “Yes, that is just perfect.” 
 
    “You know that I’m always perfect,” she smiled at him as he snapped away with the camera. 
 
    “I think that you're one of the models that my camera loves the best,” Valentino winked at her. 
 
    “Are we done yet” she felt a little tired since the photo shoot had gone late into the night. 
 
    “Yes, that should be enough for today-“ 
 
    “Yay, is it okay if I keep this outfit?” 
 
    She was glad that most of the designers expected the models to keep the clothes that they modeled and she always got to take new outfits home after the photoshoots. 
 
    “I'll just pretend that I have no idea where the dress went,” Valentino said, as she run up to him and gave him a peck on the cheek, before dashing to the changing room. 
 
    She had let her handler go home early because she didn’t want them to both be too tired for the tomorrow's pageant. She sat at her makeup table and began wiping away her mascara and other makeup. Debra Bennet had stumbled upon modeling in a strange way. She had been in college and needed to make some pocket money to get by. Modeling had sort of been a part-time gig at first, but when she had finally graduated, she wasn’t sure if she still wanted to be an accountant anymore. 
 
    She had, therefore, opted to continue modeling since it was bringing her a considerable income that she could live off in the meantime. For Debra, life seemed like it was on the roll, although at times she felt as if there was something missing. She dabbed the makeup away until her face was clear before she gathered her other dress and bag up and got up to leave the room. 
 
    “I guess I'll see you guys tomorrow, right?” she said, walking up to Valentino, who was still talking to one of the other cameramen and giving him a peck on the cheek. 
 
    “Yes, Debbie. Would you like me to walk you to your car?” he said to her. 
 
    “No, I'll be fine,” she said as she headed out of the door into the dark night. 
 
    Her car was parked across the street. It was a faded old Chevy that got her to all her destinations. Initially, she had thought of getting a flashy car and apartment, but she had settled on the old car and a simple apartment, deciding that she would get better ones if she ever decided to pursue her career in finance. Walking across the deserted street, she opened the door of the car and tossed her things onto the passenger seat before sliding into the driver’s seat. She yawned as she pulled out of the curb and drove into the night. 
 
    It was a Friday night and most of the streets were alive with activity. Most of the people out were in their early twenties, her age, and they seemed to be jumping from bar to bar. Young couples kissed and made out in dark alleys, while loud music blared from nightclubs. For Debra, that was a life that she had not experienced, and probably never would. Her work schedule kept her busy enough, and besides, there were no men that actually took an interest in her to take her out. At the age of 22, Debra had dated very few times, and most of the times it had ended up badly. She had vowed to stay single although at times it seemed like the most challenging decision. 
 
    Debra stopped by a diner to pick up some takeout dinner, opting for spiced Mexican chicken and parsley potatoes. Minutes later she was on her way home, humming softly as she pressed her foot slightly harder against the accelerator. She was weary as she entered her apartment half an hour later. After a quick shower, she changed into a pair of shorts and an oversized T-shirt and sat in front of the television watching a movie as she dug into her dinner. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    “Come on, Debra, I think that we should all go out for a couple of hours,” Tammy insisted as they drove away. “It is a Saturday afternoon and the summer weather is great for a girl’s night out.” 
 
    “I'm not so sure, Tamika,” she told her best friend skeptically, recalling that the last time that they had gone to the beach, Tammy had spent practically the whole time kissing and making out with her boyfriend, Brent. It had made Debra uncomfortable and feeling out of place. 
 
    “Look at it this way, Debs, this is the perfect opportunity for you to get to meet some new and exciting men. At this rate, you are going to grow cobwebs down there, and that ain’t good for a hottie like you. Take advantage of the great opportunity we have here. Miami is flowing with guys that are here for the summer,” Tamika insisted. 
 
    Tamika and Debra had known each other since they were in high school. Their friendship had seen them through college and they both modeled together. Unlike Debra who was a little reserved, Tamika Crest was one of those women that went all out. She had a new boyfriend every couple of months, and she made sure that she got the most out of it. Tamika had a super active sexual life and always seemed to look forward to her next sexual adventure. Debra had to agree that at times she was a little jealous of all the fun that her best friend seemed to have, but she could not bring herself to doing the same. She was just way too shy although she knew deep within her it was her fantasy to live such a life. 
 
    “I don’t know about it, Tammy. I have had a really tough week and I was just thinking of sleeping the weekend away-“ 
 
    “I'm not going to take no for an answer this time. There is this beach party that will be held tonight and I'm tugging you along. I don’t care if those rumored aliens are going to be there, but you and I are going there,” her half Japanese, half American friend said to her. 
 
    “All right, we will go there for a short while,” Debra knew when Tamika was not going to give up, and this was one of them. “But don’t tell me that you believe in that alien shit that has been doing the rounds on media. Those are things that just don’t exist, you know! 
 
    “You never know what lies on the other side, my friend. You might be here now and the next thing you find yourself on Mars.” 
 
    “Ha, ha, ha, very funny,” Debra said as Tamika turned the car into a driveway leading to a spa. “And what are we doing here?” 
 
    “Well, if we might end up on Mars, we might as well get there feeling our best. You and I are going in there for a massage. 
 
    ***** 
 
    It was getting dark by the time that they left the spa, but Debra had to admit that she felt much better and a lot more relaxed. They headed off to her place so that she could change into an appropriate outfit for the beach party. A light sundress with her bikini underneath seemed to work fine as well as a light jacket just in case she became cold. A quick stop over at Tammy's place saw her also change into a bikini, pair of shorts and a nettop. Debra admired her friend’s sexy figure as they made their way back to the car. Unlike Debra who had long blonde curls, Tamika had long dark hair, her American orient heritage giving her an exotic look. Debra understood why men were always chasing after her best friend, she was sexy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Ethan 
 
    Ethan stood by the window of the hotel room staring into the darkness as he listened to the sounds of the waves lapping at the beach. He lifted the glass of whiskey in his hand up to his lips and sipped on the bitter drink. His wood was hard and he knew that it was because it had been a long time since he had last been with a woman. Using his other hand, he shifted it into a more comfortable position in his pants. 
 
    Ethan knew that they would soon be heading back to their planet once their mission of getting human slaves was complete, and it filled him with pleasure knowing that he would soon be reunited with his species. His real name was Merkev, and he and his step-brother had been sent by their father, who was king on their planet, to see if they could kidnap some slaves to work on their planet. It was a pretty easy task kidnapping humans, but he and his step-brother Sherkev had decided to linger a little longer on earth to see how humans lived. They had changed their body forms from that of aliens into humans and had even adopted the human names of Ethan and Chris Cornel. 
 
    It was a pretty weird experience seeing how humans lived, but the one thing that had excited Sherkev and he was the way that the humans had sex. On their planet, sex wasn’t really as pleasurable as human sex, and it was interesting how human beings took it so emotionally. There was something called love that neither he nor Sherkev could understand, but it seemed to bind male and female human beings together. As a matter of fact, back home on their planet, they were all gay except for the time when they were procreating. 
 
    “Still staring out, are you,” Sherkev walked into the room as Merkev turned to look at him. 
 
    “Nothing better to do. Got to love the way that these humans act, though,” he said, turning back to look at the little crowd that had begun to gather at the beach. “Looks like there is going to be a party or something of the sort.” 
 
    “Hey, I got some communication from home. Dad says that we should get the slaves and get back home as soon as possible. I think that he might send someone to see what we are up to since we have already been a week here,” Sherkev said with a concerned look on his face. 
 
    “Relax, today is Saturday. We are going to party with these humans one last time, kidnap some tomorrow, and then we can be on our way. That sounds easy enough because we will be home sooner than we think,” Merkev said, his eyes on a bikini-clad blonde that was walking up to the bar. 
 
    “I see that you're feeling horny,” Chris speculated, eyes on Ethan's crotch. “Do you think that we can have some fun with the human ladies.” 
 
    “I was actually thinking of trying it out even though it is forbidden back home to have sex with humans,” Merkev speculated. 
 
    It was something that he had been thinking of doing since they had arrived. One day as he had been wandering around the corridors of the resort, he had heard moaning sounds coming from one of the rooms. Being that he was an alien, he had the ability to enter rooms through walls, he had entered the room invisible. The sight that had greeted him had excited him more than he could imagine. On the bed were a man and woman completely naked. The man was on top of the woman, her thighs parted as he drove his sex in and out of her. That had been the reason why she had been moaning, she seemed to be experiencing a sort of pleasure that Merkev had never witnessed. 
 
    He had stood there watching for what seemed like an eternity as the moans became louder and more intense. The movements of the man had become more rapid and rougher as both he and the woman seemed to near some sort of climax. Merkev had felt his shaft hardening in his pants immediately, a delicious scent of their actions flowing through his nose. As they seemed to climax with the woman’s moans now louder than ever, Merkev had also felt his shaft erupting in the most intense way. His juices had flowed out of his shaft, wetting his pants. That had been his first time witnessing such pleasure, and he knew that he was going to try it out before they went back home. 
 
    Having sex with human beings was forbidden by his type, but there had never been any given explanation. After what he had seen, Merkev had asked himself what could be so wrong about it, since it seemed so right and exciting as compared to what they did back home. He was probably more endowed than the human male, but he was sure that the women would be able to accommodate him. Merkev knew that he was going to taste that forbidden fruit before he went back home. He would deal with the consequences later. 
 
    “Well, as long as nobody knows about it back home, I'm not going to say a word,” Sherkev said, stirring him out of his thoughts. 
 
    “Well, I guess we have a deal then,” he said, taking another sip of his whiskey. “This shit is hot, you should pour yourself a glass. I'll have to take home a couple of bottles.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Debra 
 
    Debra wasn’t much the drinking type and would have honestly preferred to sit at home and sip on hot chocolate. Instead, she sat on one of the tall stools on the beach counter nursing a glass of tequila in her hand. 
 
    “Come on, why don’t you join us dancing?” Tamika came over to her, shouting over the blare of the music. 
 
    “Let me have my drink first before I join you,” Debra shouted back. 
 
    Her friend was no clad in only her bikini and the tequila seemed to be having its effects on her already. Tammy's hair was pulled back in a knot and her brow was sweaty. As Tamika made her way back to her dancing, she was surrounded by two men that seemed to have the hots for her. She ground her ass against the one dancing behind her, while she put her hands on the shoulder of the one in front of her. Both men had her in between them like a sandwich and she seemed to be enjoying it thoroughly. Debra knew that her best friend was probably already contemplating who she was going to leave with. Both men were about their own age, early twenties, which wasn’t really Debra's liking because she preferred slightly older men, probably in their mid-thirties and older. 
 
    She was still staring at Tamika dancing as she slid off her stool so that she could go to the ladies. As if he had come out of nowhere, she went colliding with someone, making her fall to the ground. She looked up to scold the man, but her eyes were met with the coolest and sexiest blue eyes that she had ever seen. She felt breathless as he reached out his hand to pull her back up. 
 
    “I'm sorry, are you okay?” his voice was raspy, almost as if he had run sandpaper over his windpipe. 
 
    “Yes,” she replied breathlessly as she stood up, noting just how close he was standing to her. “It is my fault, I should have paid more attention to-“ 
 
    “Shh, there is nothing to worry about as long as you're fine. Here, let me wipe the sand off your face.” 
 
    Before she could think, his bare hand swiped over her cheek, wiping off the sand that had gotten onto her cheek when she had fallen. Debra felt something surge within her, a surge of emotions that she had never experienced before. This had to be the most attractive man that she had ever met, and he appealed to her in every way possible. As his hand brushed against her cheek, she felt as if a hot rod was moving over her skin, and it sent sensations all the way to her most sensitive places. Debra felt a surge of arousal coursing through her body as a soft blush swept over her cheeks. 
 
    “Would you like me to buy you a drink? You look flushed,” he said, his voice sounding like the strum of guitar strings as they play a love song. 
 
    “Actually, I was just heading to the washrooms,” she replied a little too quickly, stepping away from him for the fear of what she might do to him. 
 
    “Okay then, but if we meet again you won't be able to say no,” he said. 
 
    She could feel his eyes burning through her back as she gathered her handbag and quickly headed off into the building where the washrooms were. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Ethan 
 
    Ethan couldn’t understand what he was feeling. It was as if he felt this deep attraction toward this woman that he had just met. Back home, there was nothing like attraction. They just procreated when the women were on heat, and any man could procreate with any woman. There was never any sense of attraction between them. That is the reason why he felt a little awkward after bumping into the blonde that had just dashed off to the washrooms. He wondered what was taking Sherkev so long in the room because he really wanted to discuss what was happening. 
 
    As Ethan slid onto one of the vacant bar stools that were next to the one that the woman had been seated on and ordered for a drink, he wondered what was actually happening to him. He was clad in just a pair of beach shorts, and as a woman passed by him, her eyes frowning at his crotch, Ethan realized that his cock had gone hard and was practically threatening to tear through the shorts. He tried to cover the erection with his hand as yet another woman winked at him. He cursed under his breath at how his emotions were taking advantage of him, just as the blonde appeared around the counter, walking toward him. She could not seem to keep her eyes on him, avoiding eye contact, but her eyes drifting down to the tent in his crotch. 
 
    “My offer for a drink is still on the table,” he said, sliding off his stool and taking her hand to help her onto her stool. 
 
    “I didn’t expect you to still be here,” she smiled at him, her cheeks turning a flowery pink. 
 
    “We don’t get to do this every day back home. The king would never agree to it-“ 
 
    “King? Don’t tell me that you're probably from Mars,” she interrupted him. 
 
    “Maybe I am. These days you should never know what to expect. I'm always ready for anything,” he replied, signaling for the barman to give her a drink. 
 
    “Hmm, pretty interesting.” 
 
    “Anyway, what is a pretty woman like you doing here alone?” he looked into her eyes, and he could sense her sense of loneliness. “If none of these guys haven’t approached you yet, they must be really blind.” 
 
    “You are such a flirt. Anyway, I'm not alone, I came with my friend over there,” Debra said as the barman placed another glass of tequila before her. She nudged her chin in Tammy's direction. “There she is.” 
 
    He turned to look at her friend. She seemed to be gyrating between two men, who seemed like they were in a competition to win her affection. 
 
    “She seems pretty busy,” he observed, before offering her his hand. “Pardon my manners, I'm Ethan Cornel,” he said to her as he shook her hand. “And you are-“ 
 
    “Debra Bennet,” she said without skipping a beat. “It is a pleasure.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
    Debra 
 
    Despite the fact that she felt a little nervous, one huge sip of the tequila that Ethan had ordered for her made her feel slightly more relaxed. She felt an instant connection with this stranger that had just appeared out of nowhere, and it was something that she couldn’t explain since it had never happened to her before with any other man. There was something strange about him that she couldn’t quite place her finger on. He was a lot more than exotic, strange perhaps, and he spoke in a strange accent that she had never heard before. He was probably from some other country, or planet perhaps. None of that mattered anyway, as long as he was here with her now. 
 
    “So, what do you do for a living?” he asked an ear to ear grin on his face lighting up her heart. 
 
    “I'm a model,” her eyes couldn’t help shifting from his face and over his well-sculptured body to his crotch, where a huge manhood within etched against the fabric of the shorts. It was clear to her that he was not wearing any underwear, and the thought made her start dampening in between her thighs. 
 
    “A model? What do you mean?” he looked confused. 
 
    “Ethan, don’t tell me that you have no idea what models are?” her eyes shifted back to his as she slid a magazine with her on the cover in his direction. 
 
    “Ah, in our continent they are known as Fauzts,” he said to her, and once again she got the feeling that this was indeed one strange dude. 
 
    “Planet, are you not from earth?” 
 
    “Tell you what, why don’t you and I take a walk down the beach and I will explain everything to you,” he said to her, signaling for the barman to give them a whole bottle of tequila just as Tammy hurried over to her side. 
 
    “You okay, girlfriend?” Tammy could not seem to get her eyes off Ethan, and strangely, Debra felt a tinge of jealousy creeping within her. 
 
    “Yes, Ethan and I are just going to take a walk down the beach and be right back.” 
 
    “Go for it, girl, this guy is hot. I want all the details as soon as you come back,” Tamika whispered into her ear. 
 
    “Tammy!” Debra said as Ethan joined them. 
 
    “Ready to go?” he asked, holding a bottle in one hand, the other hand outstretched to hers. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She winked at Tamika as she wove her fingers into his and let him lead her toward the edge of the water. The warm breeze swept through her hair and dress, prompting Ethan to pull her closer to his side, making her lean against him. Debra felt as if she and Ethan were one. Through the corner of her eyes, she could see that there was a hardness that had already formed a tent inside his pants. That had to be the biggest erection that she had ever seen, and it got her blood flowing through her body crazily. It had been quite a long time since she had last had sex and that was probably the reason why she was feeling these mixed emotions of lust inside her. 
 
    They got to a deserted part of the beach. “I think this is far enough,” she said to him. The truth was that she wanted him to do whatever he pleased with her already, although it was something that she couldn’t dare to say out loud. 
 
    They sat down on a towel that she laid on the sand, and Ethan opened the tequila bottle and took a huge seep before handing it over to her. 
 
    “I'm not sure that I can do that. I'm not really much of a drinker, you know,” she said, nodding her head. 
 
    “Come on, Debra, drink what you can. We are here to have fun and get to know each other,” he said. 
 
    She laid one hand on his thigh for balance, as she reached for the bottle with the other. She was already feeling the effects of the tequila that she had already drunk, and she knew that if she took too much, it was going to knock her out. She took a swig from the bottle, closing her eyes as she felt the sting of the drink going down her throat and through her intestines. She accidentally felt her hand touching something hard and realized that it had inched slightly higher, touching Ethan's crotch. Through his thigh, she felt him shivering, making her wonder if it was because of the contact that she had made with his shaft. As she put the bottle down, she felt a little better. She knew that it was the alcohol, but she loved the feeling. 
 
    “How comes you're always hard? I noticed that right from the time that we were at the bar,” she could not believe that she was actually the one asking the question, and even worse, now rubbing her fingers over the shaft through the material of the shorts. 
 
    “I don’t know because this has never happened to me before. It seems like ever since I came here, I can't seem to keep it down,” he said, holding his breath as she slid her hand into his shorts through the leg. 
 
    Debra was trembling by the time that her hand touched his cock. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, her heart skipping a beat when she realized that she couldn’t wrap her fingers around the thickness. 
 
    “You strike me as very weird from the way that you talk, you know. Almost as if you aren’t from this world. Or maybe you're one of the aliens that we have been hearing about,” she said as she began jerking his shaft up and down slowly. 
 
    “Would you mind if I were one of them?” he asked daringly. 
 
    “The thing is that I don’t really believe in that shit. It is all a tale to scare us silly,” she said, taking a hold of one of his hands using her free hand, and placing it on her breast. 
 
    “Well, looks like you would really like to get down with an alien and you don’t mind-“ 
 
    Before he could finish what he was saying, Debra sealed her lips over his and kissed him deeply. Their tongues played together erotically as their saliva blended into what had to be the most sensual kiss of her life. He squeezed her breast and Debra moaned into Ethan's mouth. Her hand continued to jerk his dick up and down, her thumb moving over the tip and spreading his slimy precum that had formed over the slit at the tip. She had never thought that such huge cocks actually existed, and it made her wonder how Ethan would feel inside her pussy. The thought made her wet with arousal. Lust that had been building within her for months now. She had the feeling that Ethan was the right person to take away that lust. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Chris 
 
    “Have you seen a dark haired guy that looks very similar to me?” Chris asked the barman as he wondered where his identical twin could have gone. 
 
    “Yes, he bought a bottle of tequila and went down the beach with a lady,” the barman said as Chris took off before he could even finish. 
 
    He needed to find Merkev quickly before the authorities did. He had just gotten intel that the humans were after some leads at the hotel and they were looking for the aliens, which in this case was him and Merkev. He dashed down the beach, glad that his eyes could see through the night as if it was daytime. He spotted Merkev and a blonde woman almost 100 meters down the beach. Running, he headed toward them. Merkev seemed to be sucking the woman’s mouth while massaging her breast, and the woman seemed to be jerking his dick. This was a sight that he would have loved to join in if it wasn’t for the urgency of their situation. 
 
    “Ethan, we need to get to the flying saucer,” he said, startling both Merkev and the woman. “The humans are looking for us and they just got a lead.” 
 
    “Are you sure about what you're saying, or are you just jealous that I have the hottest woman you have ever seen?” Ethan asked, his lips sealing right back onto the woman’s lips. 
 
    “Ethan, wait,” she protested, pushing Ethan away. “What exactly is going on here? What exactly are you guys? Who is this guy that is identical to you?” 
 
    From the way that she was slurring, Sherkev could tell that she was drunk. 
 
    “Surround the hotel and its environs unnoticed so that we can attack,” the radio that Sherkev was holding crackled. 
 
    “Did you hear that Merkev, we need to get going,” Sherkev said, pulling him away from the woman and dragging him toward the water. Seeing his step-brother feeling so horny actually got him feeling the same, thinking of the numerous times that they’d had sex. 
 
    “Wait a minute, you two aren’t just going to leave me here, are you?” she said, picking up the tequila bottle and dashing after the men. 
 
    “Debra, maybe it is better if you remained behind. You might not like what we are getting into,” Ethan said to the woman, but she looked like she would have none of that. 
 
    “Whatever shit that you two are involved in, I think that I have heard enough to involve myself too.” 
 
    Sherkev cursed under his breath. This had to be the sexiest of the women that he had seen, but this wasn’t the time nor place for this. 
 
    “Ma’am, with all due respect, you don’t really know what you're getting yourself into,” he tried to be as patient as possible. “We really need to get the hell out of here.” 
 
    “Well, your step-brother and I were just about to have some mind-blowing sex before you interrupted us, and I intend to finish off where we left off,” she said, grabbing a hold of Ethan's hand tightly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Debra 
 
    Debra knew that she was getting herself into something crazy, but at this point, she did not care. From the way that these men were talking, they were probably aliens, which definitely wasn’t true because aliens did not exist, or they were criminals, which equally excited her since she had never been with bad boys before. Ethan's step-brother was identical to him in every sense and she would not have differentiated between them if it wasn’t for their outfits and Ethan's protruding hard on. 
 
    “Well, are we going or not?” she asked impatiently. 
 
    “It's okay, I want her to come with us until things cool off a little,” Ethan said, and before Debra could utter another word, he swept her off the ground into his hands and waded into the ocean with her. 
 
    The men moved as if they were in the air and despite the fact that Debra could hear the ocean, not a drop of water touched her. Her mind was whirling around due to the alcohol and she could see the stars hazily in the sky above. They came to a stop at some point, and as she looked around, there was a huge spherical object with lights standing before them. It pretty much resembled the UFO’s that she had seen in movies, but this time it was real. As they stood directly under it, a bright light shone, and they were swallowed by the object. Clinging to her bottle, Debra took a huge sip from it. This definitely had to be a dream of sorts. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Ethan asked as he set her on the floor in what looked like a room full of weird controls. 
 
    “I guess so,” she said, looking around. 
 
    “Good, this is my step-brother, Chris. Chris, this is Debra,” Ethan quickly introduced her to him. 
 
    “Hi,” she wasn’t sure if she said it o whispered it because all that she could think of was that these two had to be the most handsome men that she had ever met. 
 
    “Welcome to our spacecraft, Debra,” Chris smiled at her as he hit a number of switches on the dashboard. 
 
    There was a sudden movement and Debra was sure that she felt the craft lifting off the surface of the ocean. This had to be the strangest event that had ever happened in her life. It was also a good change because her life had always been so boring and predictable. This looked like it was going to be something fun and there was no way that anyone would have convinced her to go back. 
 
    “The washrooms are in there in case you feel like throwing up,” Chris pointed toward some huge door. 
 
    “I think I'll be just fine, although I could use them to relieve myself,” she said, heading toward the door. 
 
    The door slid open as she approached it just like she had seen in Star Wars movies. Everything seemed so unreal as she walked through the doors and headed toward what looked like a washroom. She checked herself in the mirror and saw that she looked perfectly normal. She opened the tap and ran her hands through the water, before splashing the water over her face. She then pulled out a paper towel and dried her face, before making her way back to the cabin where the men were. 
 
    “A pretty cool outfit you guys have here,” she said as she walked into the room. 
 
    She stopped in her tracks when she realized that the men were both standing by the controls. The thing that made her freeze on the spot was the fact that they were both naked. Their backs faced her and she could see the way that their muscles were well structured. They both had tight butts, narrow waists, and broad shoulders. Her jaw dropped without Debra even realizing it. 
 
    “Yep, welcome to the next generation,” one of the men turned to her. 
 
    She could not tell whether he was Ethan or Chris, and especially after the other guy also turned around. Both men were identical in every way, including their cocks. Their cocks were both soft and as she stood there staring at them, they both began to harden. Debra felt lust in ways that she had never imagined, cursing through her body. She felt her clit shuddering in between her pussy lips at the thought of having the massive cocks inside her. 
 
    “Okay, how am I supposed to tell who is who, here?” she said, walking slowly toward the tequila bottle. 
 
    It looked like the men had drunk some of the drink, because very little remained, which she drained into her system. It burned through her all the way to her inner core. 
 
    “That is the thing, you can't. Not unless you note that Chris has a little scar on the bottom side of his wrist,” Ethan said, raising Chris’ hand and showing her an almost invisible scar. 
 
    “Hmm, interesting. You guys finished all the tequila, how is the party supposed to get started?” she asked as she walked slowly toward both men. 
 
    “I brought in a couple of bottles earlier if you wish. Where we are from, there is no tequila-“ 
 
    Before Chris could finish what he was saying, she walked up to him and grasped his shaft with one hand, while her lips locked over his. Debra kissed him deep in the mouth as she felt his dick becoming even harder in her hand. Behind her, Debra felt Ethan pressing himself into her back, the length of his shaft sliding in between her butt cheeks. Ethan began rubbing his cock up and down her butt crack, and the feel of it against her butt home had to be one of the most arousing things that she had ever experienced.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Ethan reached around her, his hands grasping her breasts and beginning to massage them. She felt desire soaring through her body as Ethan suddenly took a hold of her nipples and pinched them softly. A sting of pain shot through her body all the way down to her pussy. Debra had never felt so needy for sex before, it was almost hard to believe that it was her. 
 
    Unable to contain herself, Debra moved away from both of the men. “I think that it is only fair that we all get naked, right folks?” 
 
    With that, Debra quickly removed her sundress and tossed it onto the ground. She then removed her bra, letting it fall onto the dress as she stood there in just her bikini bottom. There was a cold breeze coming from one of the shafts in the room, and as if blew against her, she felt the moistness at her crotch. 
 
    “I have never seen anything as wildly arousing as this,” Ethan said as he walked toward her, lowering his head over her breasts and sucking one of her nipples into his mouth. 
 
    “Oh fuck,” Debra moaned as her hands went over his head, pressing it harder against her breast. 
 
    Ethan sucked on her nipple, nibbling on the tip in the most pleasurable way, before moving on to the other nipple to give it the same type of pleasure. Debra trembled when she felt Ethan moving away from her and behind her, hooking his fingers into her bikini panty and tugging it down her thigh. She kicked it off swiftly as it came to her ankles, leaving her standing there in front of the men stark naked. 
 
    Never in her life had Debra imagined that she would ever stand in front of two men that she had just met stark naked, and ready for a night of wild sex with them. To make matters worse, she wasn’t sure if it was the alcohol cheating her, or if these men were actually aliens. So far, she had not seen any green beings, and so she was okay. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Ethan 
 
    Ethan had never known such a feeling before in his life. He felt as if his whole body was on fire. His cock was harder than it had ever been, and all that he could think of was what it would feel like inside this sexy human being. He pushed her onto the floor of the spacecraft, making her lie on her back on the softly carpeted floor. 
 
    He was aching with desire as he parted her thighs and knelt next to her. The scent of her human arousal seemed to get him even more turned on as he lowered his head in between her thighs. He parted her pussy lips with his fingers gently, noting the way that she had creamed up. Sticking out his tongue, Ethan let it slide through her pussy, getting a taste of her pussy. She tasted like some exotic fruit that had him addicted. Ethan drove his tongue deep into her folds as Debra moaned out in pleasure. This was the sort of moan that he had first witnessed when he had stumbled into the lovemaking pair in the hotel room. 
 
    He flipped his finger over her swollen clit as he tasted her, driving his tongue as deep into her pussy as it would go. Debra lifted her waist to meet his mouth as if demanding for him to drive his tongue even deeper into her pussy, which he did. She was hot with desire, the sort of desire that he would never have imagined. The only thing that he could think of was his dick entering her love hole and pleasuring him in ways that he would never get back home. 
 
    As he was tongue fucking her and playing around with her clit, she summoned Chris, making him kneel next to her. She reached for his dick, which had already started turning their natural color, green. Debra pulled Chris’ cock toward her, sucking the green head into her mouth and licking off the precum that had already formed at the tip. She seemed to be enjoying herself, and Ethan could not explain just how turned on it made him. She jerked the length of Chris’ dick up and down with her hand as she sucked his dick deeper and deeper into her mouth. The look on Chris’ face was priceless, adopting many different forms in seconds. The sight of everything made Ethan's dick even harder with desire. 
 
    Ethan could feel his body transforming back into his alien form as Debra used her free hand to press his face harder into her crotch, smearing her juices all over his face. Ethan sucked her clit into his mouth and he heard her moaning on Chris’ dick. If this were the sort of feelings that human beings felt, then he wouldn’t mind living here for the rest of his life. 
 
    As he sucked on her clit, Ethan drove one of his fingers into her pussy, driving it as deep as it could go. He could feel her breathing becoming heavier as he began driving the finger in and out of her love slit, each movement harder and faster. She creamed up even more, and Ethan guessed that she was readying herself for a god fuck. This made his dick burn with desire even more. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me,” she suddenly declared, pulling away from both of them and getting onto her hands and knees. 
 
    Her buttocks faced him and he naturally knelt behind her, parting her thighs. He took a hold of his dick and guided it in between her thighs. He closed his eyes as he eased the head of his dick into her warmth. Debra moaned out softly as he pushed the holding her by the hips, Ethan began driving his dick in and out of her pussy. Intense pleasure filled his being and he knew there and then that he was hooked on this woman. He drove his dick in and out of her love nest harder and faster. His balls felt as if they were going to explode as his now green shaft plummeted in and out of her. Debra began moaning softly at first, her moans becoming louder with each stroke. 
 
    This was more pleasure than he could ever have imagined. He could feel the pleasure vibrating through every vein in his body right down to his toes. Debra reached under herself, in between her thighs, taking a hold of his balls and beginning to massage them. This felt so different from the women that he had procreated with back home. His movements became faster and more intense and Ethan knew that he wasn’t very far from exploding. Parting her butt cheeks wide, he eased a finger into her butt crack, driving it through the rim of her butt hole. She felt just as tight as her pussy felt his dick as he began finger fucking her butt hole. 
 
    “Oh yes, harder. Fuck me harder,” she pleaded with him. 
 
    He did as she ordered, driving his dick roughly in and out of her pussy, and it wasn’t long before he felt his world jumping over the edge of the cliff. He drove his shaft deep into her love nest just as his cum went shooting into her pussy. She gripped his shaft tightly with her pussy muscles, milking all of the juices from his cock pleasurably, just as she quaked, also exploding into an orgasm. He felt her pussy clinging tightly to him as she flooded with her climax. Their love juices blended inside her into what had to be the most explosive experience of his life. As his dick began softening, he pulled it out of her cunt. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Debra 
 
    Debra had never felt so much pleasure before. She felt as if this was some dream that would suddenly come to an end, and she wanted to have everything before she woke up. Ethan's juices felt hot inside her pussy, and the most exciting thing was that there was still one cock to go. She collapsed onto her back exhausted from all that had happened. 
 
    “What a fuck that was, Ethan,” she said breathlessly. 
 
    As Ethan collapsed next to her, she parted her thighs wide so that Ethan could clean her with his mouth. She felt Ethan lowering himself down, his mouth seeking out her pussy. He began flipping his tongue through her pussy, licking away the mess that was the blend of love juices. She had noticed the way that both of the men had changed color, but at this point that didn’t matter. The experience that these two aliens were giving her was the priority right now, and everything else would come later. Chris sat right next to her and she watched in consternation as Ethan moved away from her, crouching before Chris and lowering his mouth down to Chris’ crotch. Ethan sucked Chris’ dick into his mouth, both men seeming to enjoy the experience and acting as if it was normal. This was getting better than she had anticipated, because it was every woman’s dream to watch a live gay scene. 
 
    Debra felt herself becoming hot as she studied the look on Chris’ face as he was sucked. It seemed almost as if Ethan was readying Chris’ dick to penetrate his ass, and this had to be the biggest turn on of her life. She knew that Chris couldn’t hold it any longer when he finally pushed Ethan's head off his crotch and got up. 
 
    “Don’t worry, we aren’t blood brothers,” Chris said, noting the look on her face. 
 
    Ethan got onto his hands and knees as Chris moved behind him, also kneeling down. Chris parted Ethan's thighs and Debra watched as Chris took a hold of his huge shaft. She held her breath as he parted his butt cheeks with one hand, placing the tip of his dick at the rim of Ethan's butt hole. Debra was already burning with renewed desire as she watched Chris driving his dick into Ethan's butt hole slowly. 
 
    “Slowly,” Ethan groaned as more and more of the shaft penetrated his butt hole, prompting Debra to begin fingering her clit. 
 
    Chris pushed more and more of the dick into Ethan's back slit until it was fully inserted, before he started driving it in and out. Both men groaned in the sexiest way that Debra had ever heard. She also noticed that Ethan's dick was already hard again. As Chris drove into Ethan from behind, he reached around and grasped a hold of Ethan's dick, jerking it in the same motions that he was penetrating him from behind. At this point, Debra was too excited to hold it any longer. She felt her climax coming alive as she erupted. As if it had all been planned, she noticed the way that Chris drove his dick deep into Ethan's butt hole, seeming to deposit his cum in there. Ethan also erupted in Chris’ hand as Debra quickly went for the dick, taking it into her mouth to suck out every drop of cum from Ethan's dick. 
 
    She felt his dick softening and finally sliding out of her mouth, just as Chris also pulled away from Ethan. She couldn’t believe that the dick that had been hard and huge just seconds ago was suddenly such a small insignificant thing. Debra, Ethan and Chris all collapsed onto the mat. She had the weird taste of Ethan's cum in her mouth, and it gave her a satisfaction that she couldn’t explain. Inside her pussy she could still feel the heat of their blended cum, and it made her wonder if it would have any sort of effects on her body. What if his sperm fertilized her, would she get pregnant? Without realizing it, Debra drifted off into a sated sleep, the best sleep that she’d had in a very long time. She dreamt of herself in a distant land with the aliens, doing things that were forbidden to the human mind.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    Debra 
 
    When she woke up, Debra was lying on a soft surface. The last thing that she could remember was when she had bumped into a handsome stranger at the bar. Wondering where she was, she quickly woke up. She was lying on a bed in what seemed like some hotel room. She was still in her bikini and sundress. Wondering where she was and how she had gotten there, she slid off the bed. She reached for her clutch and pulled out her cell phone to call Tammy. Her phone was off, and when she switched it on, there were dozens of messages from Tammy. It was almost 11 in the morning. She dialed Tammy's number. 
 
    “Debra, finally you're on. Do you know how worried I have been? We have been looking for you all over since last night. Where are you?” her friend picked on the first ring. 
 
    “I'm not so sure, Tammy. I woke up in some hotel room and have no idea how I got here,” she stammered into the phone. 
 
    “Don’t tell me that you slept with the hank you were with last night,” her friend said as Debra felt the hairs on the back of her hands standing. 
 
    “No, I just woke up in a hotel room fully dressed. I would never sleep with a stranger, Tammy, you know me better than that,” she said to her friend. 
 
    “I wouldn’t be too sure about that. You guys disappeared down the beach with a bottle of tequila. What if you actually did it?” Tamika laughed into the phone. 
 
    “That isn’t funny, Tamika,” she said, reading the label on the towels to determine the hotel where she was. “Come and pick me up. I'll just take a quick shower and wait for you.” 
 
    She gave Tamika the address of the hotel and then removed her clothes and headed into the shower. She felt tired and her head felt as if it had been run over by a truck, but within her body, she felt a sense of satisfaction that she couldn’t explain.as she looked at her image in the mirror, she noticed dry fluids stuck to her skin on her thighs. Dread filled her as she realized that she must have had sex with a stranger. She washed quickly and as she came from the shower, she found a note on the dresser. 
 
    “Thanks for the lovely night in the spacecraft. Ethan and Chris.” 
 
    It was then that memories of the night came flooding back into her mind. She vaguely remembered boarding a UFO with two men that gave her the sex of her life. She also recalled that they turned green at some point. Everything was blurry and it seemed like some distant dream. 
 
    “This couldn’t be! I had sex with aliens,” she said softly to herself, sitting on the edge of the bed as she parted her thighs to examine herself. 
 
    Her clit was swollen, signs that she had indeed had sex. She reached a finger down to her clit and it was sore. She had done the unthinkable, and it had been the best sex of her life. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Tammy walked into the room without knocking, catching her off guard as she examined her clit. 
 
    “I think so, Tammy,” Debra said, quickly pulling her hand away and closing her thighs. 
 
    “Look at you, your cheeks are glowing. You can't lie to me, you had some mind-blowing sex last night. Tell me the truth, Debbie,” Tammy said, sitting on a chair opposite her. 
 
    “It is a long story and I don’t know where to begin.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Oh my God, are you sure about what you're telling me, girlfriend?” Tammy said half an hour later as Debra finished telling her the story. 
 
    “Look at me, Tammy, do I look like I'm lying to you?” she looked at her friend earnestly. “I can't even believe it myself.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Ethan 
 
    “You are going to go back and bring me the human slaves,” the king shouted at them. “How can I give you an assignment and you come back empty-handed?” 
 
    Things had not gone as planned. As soon as they’d had sex, Ethan and Chris had taken Debra to a hotel and booked her into a room before heading home empty-handed. It had been the most intense lovemaking session for all of them, but it had its effects on their minds. After having sex with the sexy human being, now they could no longer bring themselves to harm humanity. They both felt attached to human beings now and would not let their father do anything to harm humans. 
 
    “Dad, you have to understand that those are beings that are very weak in nature, and they wouldn’t be of any help to us,” Chris said. “The good thing is that we at least brought back slaves from another planet. These ones will perform better than human beings.” 
 
    “Excuse me, Sir,” one of the king’s assistants walked into the room. “I'm really sorry to interrupt you, but I have to say that the slaves that the boys brought in are really good at what they do. They have already come up with an antidote for the deadly virus that struck recently. Would you like to come and see how some of the patients are doing?” 
 
    “Are you sure about what you're saying, Chizle?” their father said, suddenly losing interest in the boys. 
 
    “Yes, Sir. I think that they should go back where they came from and come back with more slaves. And besides, they aren’t as stubborn as human beings.” 
 
    Ethan could not believe the relief that he felt, and looking at Chris, he could tell that Chris felt the same way. “I told you so dad. These are the slaves that we should get, not human beings.” 
 
    “Well, let us monitor then for a while and then you can go back for more if they are what you say they are,” the king said, following Chizle out of the chambers. 
 
    “Well, that is settled. Looks like we might be taking a trip back to pleasure planet,” Chris sighed, slumping into a chair and leaning his head backward. 
 
    “Let us pray that everything works out because I can't wait to see Debra again, and this time you should think of getting yourself a human male. You will have to find your own soulmate. I am pretty sure that Debra can hook you up with some hunk of a guy, probably a guy that she had a crush on, or something like that-“ 
 
    ***** 
 
    “It feels so good being back here,” Chris said as they spaceship lowered itself over the water where the human radars would not be able to find it,” Chris said excitedly. 
 
    “Yes, it is a good thing that I read Debra's mind and know exactly where to find her,” Ethan said, equally excited. “Do you think that she will remember me?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but it is worth giving it a try. You'll also need to read her mind and find out if she has any suitors that can keep me busy,” Chris couldn’t help smiling from ear to ear. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    Debra 
 
    It had been a month since she had her encounter with the aliens, but Debra couldn’t stop thinking about them. They had given her the best pleasure of her life and if she ever met Ethan again, she wanted to be sober this time so that she was sure that it had not been some dream. As she packed her bags in preparation to leave the studio, she called Tammy and Antonio, a male friend of theirs who was a gay designer, to find out where they were because they were to meet up for dinner at one of the diners in the city. 
 
    “I hope that you won't stand me up, Tammy,” she said into the phone as soon as her best friend picked up the phone. 
 
    “I have already left work, and Antonio left an hour ago. You'll find us there already waiting for you,” Tamika said into the phone. 
 
    As she grabbed her bag, she wondered if Tammy had ever believed her story of sleeping with aliens. She headed out of the studio and just as she was walking onto the street, she bumped into someone, falling to the ground. It was her fault because she had been browsing through her phone without looking where she was going. As she looked up to apologize, her eyes met with a familiar face. Deep blue eyes looked into her eyes, stirring up emotions that she had felt a month ago. Suddenly, it all came back to her clear as day. 
 
    “Ethan?” she whispered breathlessly as he reached his hand down to her to help her up. 
 
    “I didn’t think that you would remember me,” he smiled at her. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t I?” she said absentmindedly, her heart skipping a beat as her whole body became more aroused than it had the first time that Debra had been with him. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I just thought that you had forgotten about me already,” he replied. 
 
    “I think you're the one person that I would never forget about. Where is your step-brother today?” she said, blood racing through her veins as he pulled her in for a hug. 
 
    “In the cab. I was thinking that maybe you could introduce him to one of your male friends. I think that it is about time that he got someone to love him,” Ethan said, wrapping his hand around her waist and leading her to the cab. 
 
    “Well, he is in luck because there is this guy that Tammy and I were to have dinner with tonight, and he happens to be gay. I'm pretty sure that Antonio will love what he sees,” Debra giggled, although she wished that they could now skip the whole dinner thing and go take care of her needy feelings first. 
 
    “I have a better idea, how about we drop him off at the restaurant and then you and I can go to the spacecraft and remind ourselves of how it was the last time. There is so much that we need to talk about, don’t you think?” he said to her, almost as if he was reading her mind. 
 
    “Do aliens read people’s minds?” she stopped to look at him with a mock frown on her face. 
 
    “I really can't tell, but maybe time will tell,” Ethan said as they came to a stop outside the cab. 
 
    The door opened and out stepped Chris, looking more identical to Ethan as he had before. 
 
    “Hello Debra,” he said to her, taking her hand and giving it a soft peck. 
 
    “Chris, good to see you again. It is such a pleasure to see you again. I have some friends that would like to see you,” she said shyly, feeling as if Ethan had already claimed her for himself. 
 
    “I really hope so.” 
 
    They got into the cab with Chris sitting in the front with the cabbie. Debra and Ethan sat in the back and the moment that the cab was in motion, they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Debra unzipped his pants and slipped her hand into them, her heart skipping a beat when she realized that he was hard and was not wearing underwear. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page.
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 The Kindergarten Teacher 
 
      
 
    Staring at all of the excited, smiling faces around her, Sasha felt her conflicted emotions swirl in her chest before glancing once again at the clock. It was 1:55 pm.  In only five minutes, school would let out for the summer and her kindergartners would no longer be her kindergartners. They would be first graders, moving to the room right across her own. All of their artworks and accomplishments had been taken off the walls, leaving them bare to instead be housed on a refrigerator under a magnetic clip. The names taped to the tables had been removed to be clutched by tiny hands excited for the months to come.  
 
    Many of these children were going on vacation, talking loudly and excitedly about where they were going. Sasha listened absently behind her desk, holding her chin in her hand. They were all ready to leave, backpacks shouldered and eagerness hanging in the air. She was the one that would miss them, not the other way around. Just as easily as they became her students, they would become another’s. This was always the worst time of year for her.  
 
    “Ms. S! Make the bell ring faster!” Smiling as little bodies surrounded her desk, Sasha carefully shook her head. Expectant faces, eyes wide for things she couldn’t do, beamed at her only to grow dull at her reaction. 
 
    “I can’t. Clocks don’t work like that. We can line up now, though. Everyone get with your partner, okay?” Everything got loud as children no taller than her hip scrambled for their hallway buddies, and Sasha pushed herself to her feet with a small sigh. Even after four years of teaching here, it never got any easier. Her dark chocolate gaze scanned the dual line of little kids, making sure everyone was holding hands. This year her class was smaller than usual; she only had thirteen students. Every day for two weeks, she would hold a different hand before starting the pattern over again.  
 
    Some of her kids were even smart enough to know which day they wouldn’t have a partner. If she were honest, Sasha didn’t think it was a good idea to constantly shuffle their buddies around, but they insisted. They all wanted to hold her hand, strutting proudly down the hallway like it was the most noble thing they’d ever do. Positioning herself at the front of the line, she glanced at the clock once again to find it ticking down the seconds. Kindergartners always left the building first, followed up until grade eight. Some older students were allowed to leave early if they had to bring their siblings home.    
 
    When the bell rang, Sasha took the hand of the little boy next to her at the front of the line. Children tried to talk, but she held her finger to her lips for quiet. 
 
    “No running, okay? Make sure you bring your moms and dads to see me before you leave.” All down the lines heads bopped in nods, and Sasha opened the door to her classroom to walk towards the playground. It was a relatively short walk; there weren’t even stairs to block their way.  
 
    As soon as sunlight replaced light bulbs, Sasha was bombarded with exclamations about her kids seeing their parents. Since it was the last day of school many had come together instead of singularly. They would come up to her, smile and tell her how wonderful it was to have a teacher like her help their child learn. All she did was smile back, thanking them before they left with ears no longer tuned in to anything but their son or daughter’s high pitched ramblings.  
 
    It took only moments for most of her class to disperse, but when she turned around to go inside, Sasha noticed Serena standing in the shadow of the school. The little girl’s intense brown curls were pulled back in a ponytail, exposing her drawn expression and worrying bottom lip. Kneeling down in front of her, Sasha tried to put on a comforting smile even though her concern was building. If Serena’s mother was late, she usually knew about it halfway through the day. 
 
    “Serena, do you want to come with me and we can call your mom?” Hesitantly Serena nodded, and Sasha took her hand before standing straight up.  
 
    In the office Sasha held the school telephone to her ear and thankfully Serena’s mother answered on the first ring. The woman sounded out of breath, but she was talking too fast for Sasha to even get an introduction in. 
 
    “I know! I know, I’m on my way right now! Traffic was horrible.” A dead tone sounded but Sasha knew Serena’s mother didn’t like talking and driving on the phone  at the same time. Setting the handle into the receiver, she ran her hand through her hair with a slight, sad smile. She’d miss talking to these people every day, even if it was only a ‘hello’ and ‘goodbye’.  
 
    “Okay, Serena. Let’s go back outside and wait for your mom, yeah? She should be here any minute.” Taking hold of a little hand once again, Sasha smiled in earnest at Serena before they started back towards the playground.  
 
    “Uncle Tony!”  
 
    Squealing in delight, Serena let go of Sasha’s hand to run to the man standing next to her mother. Wiggling her fingers into her pockets, Sasha smiled wider at the sight of the little girl being picked up and twirled around before Serena’s mother strode over to her. Clarice was a typical stay at home mother, complete with shoulder length brown hair and jeans that told of many car rides. Her lean face was washed in apology as she opened her mouth. 
 
    “I’m so sorry for being so late. I had to pick up my family from the airport and traffic was worse than I thought. Can you believe I left the lots three hours ago? I’m ready to drop.” Nodding in understanding, Sasha knew that traffic was bad in the city at any given time. 
 
    “It’s no problem. Today’s the last day anyway, I’m sure we can give you a pass. Did they fly in from Italy for the summer?” Sasha didn’t know much about Clarice’s family other than what Serena would occasionally let slip, but she knew nearly all of them were foreign. Every year they’d come to the States for the summer. It was the little girl’s most favorite time of the year.  
 
    “Actually, Antoni is here permanently. He got transferred for work. Serena just loves him, it’s so cute to watch them together.” Clarice turned back, and Sasha’s gaze flickered over to the pair. They were talking animatedly in Italian, and she couldn’t help but smile wider. He was crouched down, eyebrows drawn together with his full attention on Serena.  
 
    Sasha didn’t let her eyes linger for long, though. 
 
    “That’s nice. It’s all she’s talked about for weeks. Well, I’m sure you’re busy so I won’t keep you. Have a nice summer, Clarice.” Sasha offered a wave, and with one last glance at Serena turned to go back inside and finish cleaning her classroom. It wouldn’t take long, but she still didn’t expect to be home for the next few hours.  
 
    “Oh! Wait, Sasha- The other parents and I got you this. As thanks.” Twisting to watch Clarice dig in her purse, Sasha crinkled her eyebrows together before one of those decorative card holders was thrust at her. Carefully taking it, she popped open the side and dug out the plastic rectangle. It was a gift card to one of the best, and most expensive, restaurants in town. Smiling for the millionth time in as many seconds, she clutched it between her fingers before turning her eyes onto the woman before her. 
 
    “Thanks! I’ve always wanted to go there.”  
 
    “Well now you can! Okay, we have to go now but maybe we’ll see you around sometime. Bye, Sasha.” Watching Clarice walk away, Sasha felt her smile slowly fade away. This was it, her mind told her. It was actually over. Before she could turn to walk back to her classroom, Antoni paused. Now that he was standing, she could see his broadly set shoulders in full, something his white button down did nothing to hide. Sleeves rolled at the elbows showed off tanned skin and muscular forearms that had been hidden while close to the ground.  
 
    Then he looked back at her, dark brown eyes flashing so brightly she could see it from the yards of distance between them. Frowning, she just attributed it to the sun before turning to head inside. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Walking heavily into her apartment, Sasha set her purse on the kitchen table before her eyes automatically flickered to the sink. There, like she knew it would be, was a pile of dishes that weren’t there when she left this morning. The sound of some violent video game could be heard blasting from the living room, and her face grew long with a grimace.  
 
    “Dwayne! I told you to clean your dishes.” Leaning on the frame of the archway that led to the living room, Sasha felt her grimace worsen as she watched her brother. He didn’t even acknowledge her, too engrossed in his game. With a roll of her eyes she turned back to the kitchen and headed for her bedroom. It was a feat of will power that she put up with her brother, or any of her family, really. She was the only one that had a real job, and that made them think she had money to burn.  
 
    Her electric bill skyrocketed after Dwayne went from crashing on her couch to never leaving her apartment. 
 
    “Where... What the Hell...” Leaning into the refrigerator with more comfortable clothes draped on her body, Sasha rummaged for the steak she’d made the night before. She specifically told Dwayne not to eat it, but obviously he had. Right now her kitchen was pretty empty and it’d stay that way until she started her summer job. Closing the metal door harder than necessary, she ran her hand through her hair and grumbled to herself.  
 
    Dropping into a chair before her small kitchen table, Sasha held her forehead in her hand and cursed the life she had outside of her job. It was as if she was the only decent human being in her whole family. Listening to the sound of Dwayne’s game was only making her frustrated on top of being hungry.  
 
    She only sat down for a moment before she stood up again, grabbing her purse and leaving her apartment. It was a sad day when it was s had to leave, not the unwanted person. 
 
    Driving through the streets aimlessly, Sasha let her mind roam. She was a fourth generation freed slave, and no one ever she was related to ever forgot it. The government and its ‘white supremacy’ politicians owed them, her father would say. Glancing down at her arm, a small frown appeared on her face as she pictured it abused by sun and whatever else had happened then. Her skin was dark but not enough to be the butt of jokes. There were weave extensions in her hair because she couldn’t get it to grow past her shoulders.  
 
    It’d been a battle getting her job as a school teacher, but Sasha knew it was worth the trouble. At first the administration didn’t want to hire her because she was so new, freshly out of college. She’d worked her ass off, though. Her plan was to simply show up at the school and chat up the other teachers so she had some back up. Safe to say her plan worked marvelously. She’d never gotten a complaint from a parent, either. Working with such young children in the middle of such a drastic transition was more difficult than she cared to admit, but her feedback was a feat in itself.  
 
    Supposedly the last kindergarten teacher had been fired for making some wildly inappropriate comments about the children to another teacher. 
 
    Of course, Sasha knew that part of it was the fact that she was African American. Those two words, powerful by themselves, were more likely to drag her down than boost her up. Despite that, she never played the race card like her parents and siblings. The United States of America was the land of opportunity if she worked hard enough instead of getting offended by things that happened hundreds of years ago. She was a firm believer that it wasn’t about race, it was about culture.  
 
    Taking a turn, Sasha decided to go to the nearby Stop and Shop in the hopes of getting some food, but her mind didn’t stop its train. She wouldn’t be so strapped for cash if she didn’t have Dwayne living with her. Unfortunately, she couldn’t just kick him out without having any backlash from the rest of her family. Everyone but her was on some sort of state benefit somehow, but they never seemed to have as much money as they made it out to be. Her brother made almost as much as she did working full time, but she had no idea how he spent it with nothing to show for it. He could easily afford an apartment but he didn’t, and she didn’t understand why. It wasn’t like he went out with his ‘friends’ or anything.  
 
    “Chicken bake... Turkey bake... Chicken bake... Turkey bake...” Sasha stood in the middle of the hot foods line, her eyebrows furrowed as her brain turned. Staring at the sandwiches beyond the pane of glass, she tried to decide which one looked better. Chicken was her go-to protein, but the turkey bakes had just come out of the oven. Scooting sideways as the line shortened, she clenched and released her keys in her palm as she weighed the fact that she didn’t like turkey as much as chicken but it hadn’t been sitting out as long.  
 
    “That’ll be $4.52, please.” Handing the unhappy looking teenager a five dollar bill, Sasha took her turkey sandwich and waited for her change before making her way to a table. This is what her life would look like for the next week until her camp job started. She would be living there for two months, since it was an overnight camp. Thankfully her landlord was going to be generous with her and let her slack on rent until August. Of course, she’d have to pay a bit more after school resumed but that wasn’t a problem. 
 
    Now all she had to worry about was Dwayne and how she was going to tell him he couldn’t live there anymore. She loved her brother, but she didn’t trust him at all. 
 
    Watching a mother stroll past her, Sasha’s face instantly broke into a smile at the sight of the newborn baby in her car seat. She loved children; it was why she was a kindergarten teacher. Some day she wanted them for herself. As soon as the baby was out of sight her smile faded, though. That was just another problem. Her parents tried so hard to set her up with boys that couldn’t even classify as men. One had been their weed dealer. Another was a gangster that just happened to be ‘friends’ with Dwayne. They were all boys she couldn’t see herself with. Being the only person in her family with standards was hard. 
 
    **** 
 
    Screaming at the top of her lungs, Sasha was frozen to her spot in anger. Her day had started out bad, gotten worse, and now it went completely down the toilet. How much damage could one brother do in the span of less than an hour?  
 
    All of her stuff was gone, and Dwayne was nowhere to be found.  
 
    “Oh-h...” Dizziness made her fall to her knees at the sight of her completely empty living room. There were dust outlines on the walls of where her book shelves and television used to be. Even her cheap Walmart rug was gone.  
 
    “Oh my God... The police... I- I ha-” A sharp knock at the door cut Sasha off, making her jump three feet in the air despite being on her knees. Scrambling to her feet, she rushed into the kitchen and to the front door with her heart in her throat. Yanking open the door, she struggled to breathe even as her closest neighbor came into view. Lola was older and spoke absolutely no English at all. She lived with her daughter, but Sasha couldn’t worry about it. 
 
    “¿Estás bien, Sasha?” Crossing her arms over her torso, Sasha pursed her lips together with an unstable nod of her head.  
 
    “Sí... sí. Estoy bien.” Sasha choked out the words and it was clear on Lola’s face she didn’t believe her. Instead of waiting she twisted around, stretching to grab her purse from the kitchen table.  
 
    “Disculpa... Tengo que irme.” Shoving past Lola as gently as she could manage, Sasha didn’t even bother locking the door behind her. Half running towards the stairs, tears were forming in her eyes from the knowledge that this was actually happening. She didn’t have things that were ridiculously expensive, but they cost her money and she wanted to have them for a long time. Yet, despite being sisterly, Dwayne had betrayed her. 
 
    Sasha sped down the street as fast as she could, swerving around cars in an effort to get to the other side of town. Her mind tried to tell her it was impossible; that Dwayne didn’t steal her stuff. There was no other explanation for it, though.  
 
    “You mother fucker... You- you... Stupid... Fucking...” Hitting the steering wheel, Sasha took a turn so hard her wheels burned. The normally ten-minute drive only took two, and she skid to a stop in front of her parents’ house with anger boiling inside her. Slamming the car door shut, she stalked up the walkway and everything looked the same. Her parents liked to keep up appearances, so they had a nice house and kept everything orderly. The neighborhood was alive with summertime fun, but she blocked it out to focus on why she was here in the first place. 
 
    “Dwayne! Where are you, you little bitch!” Sasha stormed through the house and into the living room only to stop short. There was Dwayne lounging on the couch showing off his wad of cash to their brother. No words could describe how incredibly mad she was in that moment, and she clenched her hands into fists before walking over. Snatching the green paper from Dwayne’s hand, she raised her fist and punched him right in the jaw. 
 
    “You fucker! If you ever come near me or my house or my work again I’ll beat you senseless!” She was older than Dwayne by two years, and Sasha hit him a second time just to make her point. Dwayne knew better than to say anything, so she didn’t worry about him for the time being. Rarely did she swear or hit anyone. 
 
    Straightening, Sasha glared at Dwayne for a while and shoved the money in her purse. He couldn’t even defend himself, and it was pathetic.  
 
    “You stay away or I’ll give you a reason to hide, you hear me? And don’t you dare think that Mom or Dad can save you.”  
 
    Heavily Sasha’s sneaker clad feet hit the floor as she left just as quickly as she came, and she slammed the front door on the way out. Nothing was going right today. Dropping herself on the curb, she held her purse between her legs and held her head in her hands. Her body shook from the force of her anger and her tears fell in earnest.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Miss Sasha?”  
 
    Glancing up, Sasha wasn’t even surprised at catching sight of Antoni crouching next to her.  
 
    “Go away.” Sasha’s voice crackled as it left her throat but the man didn’t leave. Instead he sat down fully next to her, heaving a sigh of his own. 
 
    “We heard you across the street. Do you want me to drive you home?” Totally ignoring her command, Antoni felt his fingers tingle with the desire to hold his mate. She was crying, in clear distress. He refrained himself somehow, though. Even his beast knew this was a precarious situation, and touching might be the wrong move. Watching her rub her face, hearing her sniffle delicately, he took a deep breath and prepared himself for another rejection. It wasn’t uncommon with human mates to go through this trial. 
 
    “Uhm... Yeah... I don’t think I can drive right now.” Wobbling, Sasha stood up slowly and took a deep breath, holding her purse tightly to her chest. Really she shouldn’t have driven here in the first place, and it was a marvel she hadn’t gotten into an accident. Slipping around her car, she dropped into the front passenger seat and sunk into the faded, fake leather with a slight hiccup. Antoni climbed into the driver’s seat, but they didn’t move.  
 
    Glancing over, she frowned lightly before he spoke up, all traces of his flirty smirk gone. 
 
    “Your keys.” Pursing her lips together, Sasha frowned deeper before digging into her purse. She didn’t even remember turning off her car or putting the jingling key chain in her bag. Passing it over, she rested her elbow on the edge of the window and held her forehead. 
 
    “Do you want to talk about whatever happened?” In the stillness of the car Sasha just continued to stare out the window as the city passed by. The only break was the occasional pointing to give directions, but there hadn’t been any talking. Sighing heavily at the question, she rubbed her eyes and face before actually offering a reply. 
 
    “My brother stole my stuff and pawned it while I was at Stop and Shop... I don’t even know what he took yet.” Just saying the words made Sasha clench her slender fingers into fists, and Antoni watched her from the corner of his eye as he drove. She was a fire cracker under her personable, kid-friendly exterior. Her ebony skin was raised in goose bumps, hair only slightly out of place. Adjusting his grip on the steering wheel, he wondered what she would look like with just her real hair. He knew it was quite long; the difference was clear to his keen eyes.  
 
    Clearing his throat, he furrowed his eyebrows and took a random turn. 
 
    “Do you want me to kick his ass for you?”  
 
    “No. I don’t even want to deal with it. I knew I shouldn’t have let him get comfortable... This left right here.” Grumbling, Sasha reached up to press her palms into her eye sockets, teeth grinding together. This was what she got for being nice. 
 
    “So, you’re the ‘black sheep’ in your family, then?” Prying for any and all information, Antoni did as directed and quietly admired how nicely Sasha’s car drove. She obviously took care of herself and her things, and he could sense it wasn’t the things her brother took that bothered her. Material items were replaceable; trust was not. In the opposite seat, she let out a short, condescending laugh, the humor missing completely. 
 
    “You don’t even know. If my parents ever found out I was in the same car as a white guy they’d probably disown me. And Dwayne... I don’t even know what’s going on with him.” Taking his eyes off the road, Antoni stared hard at Sasha in some mild form of shock. Forcing them back, he took a deep breath and let it out slowly, flexing his fingers on the wheel. He didn’t know how to feel about what she’d said, but his words came out regardless. 
 
    “They don’t sound like very good role models. And they live in a pretty white neighborhood...”  
 
    “Yeah, well, don’t let that fool you. It wasn’t until we were teenagers that my parents started becoming more judgmental, so I guess they have that going for them. But now- … Now it’s just ridiculous.”  
 
    Pulling into Sasha’s parking spot, Antoni shut the car off and handed her the keys before she climbed out of her seat. Knowing what she was going to go back to made her rub her face with her palms, but she squared her shoulders anyway. It wasn’t like she watched TV; she didn’t even have a basic cable package. All of her services were through her cell phone provider and thankfully Dwayne hadn’t stolen that too. 
 
    Turning to Antoni, Sasha frowned lightly at the expression on his face. She couldn’t quite place it, but he looked as if he knew what she was going to ask before it even left her mouth.  
 
    “Thank you for driving me home. Unless you want to take the bus you can hang around for a while until I’m pretty sure I won’t run off the road.” Wandering over to Sasha casually, Antoni tried and failed to keep his eyes from flashing at the invitation. He knew she noticed, but he couldn’t help himself. It was a reaction to being near her; of wanting to shift and rub his scent all over and inside her. Watching her own brown gaze light up suspiciously, he shoved his hands in his pockets before responding. 
 
    “I think I’ll stay here. You could use the help, yeah?”  
 
    Sasha’s apartment door was closed but unlocked, and she pushed past it with heavy steps. Dropping her purse on the table, she instantly made her way to her bedroom to check her jewelry box. Everything was neat and orderly aside from the clean laundry on her bed. Nothing she could see immediately appeared disturbed, and that knowledge made a huge sigh escape her chest. Sifting through her dresser drawers, the relief she felt was almost palpable when she found all of her important things. Even her very expensive laptop was still in her closet, hidden under a blanket. It cost almost an entire month’s rent, but it was worth it for keeping up with her the past few years. Buying it for herself hadn’t seemed like a good idea at the time, though. 
 
    “O-kay... So I’m only missing my living room.” 
 
    “You’re not going to call the police?” Glancing towards the archway to her bedroom, Sasha frowned lightly at Antoni’s form leaning on the wood. He really had no sense of etiquette. 
 
    “No. I can handle it myself. And I don’t have insurance so it’s not like filing a report and getting Dwayne arrested and sent to jail will get my stuff back. Besides, I don’t feel like dealing with my parents if I did that anyway.” As Sasha spoke, Antoni made his way into her bedroom to inhale discreetly. She wore soft, gentle perfumes; ones that weren’t abusive to his overly sensitive sense of smell. Actually, everything about her room was soft and gentle. The rug was a light lavender, the bedspread was a soft, cheery gray-ish blue. Around him walls were painted a regular eggshell color and the wood somehow brought everything together. 
 
    Retraining his gaze on his mate, he smiled at her severe frown before opening his mouth. 
 
    “You get pushed over a lot, don’t you Miss Sasha.” At the questioning statement Sasha felt her eyelid twitch but she couldn’t deny Antoni’s assumption. Her family was a riot to deal with, so most of the time she chose not to provoke them. Instead she shrugged, offering no reply as she made her way passed him and out of the bedroom.  
 
    Sitting herself at the table, Sasha pulled the crumpled up bills out of her purse and smoothed them out. There couldn’t be more than three hundred dollars, and that didn’t even cover her television and couch let alone everything in her living room. Staring at the money splayed out in front of her, she propped up her elbow and held her cheek in her palm. It was kind of insulting, in a twisted way. 
 
    “When do you want to go back? I need to just go to sleep and it’s pretty late anyway- almost eight.” Antoni shrugged, but Sasha wasn’t facing him so she couldn’t see. He was in no rush to leave and didn’t really want her to drive him back. That made it so final, and he liked the opportunities open to him right now. 
 
    “It’s no problem. I can text my sister to come get me. Do you need anything while I’m here?” Blinking slowly, Sasha had a wiggling feeling that Antoni wasn’t talking about offering to get her a comfort pizza. It made her frown, and she shook her head without offering a verbal response. In the quiet she could feel him staring at her side intently but kept her own gaze glued to the table. Seeing the money in front of her kept her anger alive and gave her a distraction so she didn’t glance behind her. 
 
    “Your skin looks so smooth.” Mumbling to himself, Antoni felt the desire to touch Sasha get stronger as she sat there, ripe and waiting. If she heard him she made no signs of it, and he couldn’t help himself as he took a step closer to her. His wolf was there, urging him on to get him as far as he could go. This woman that was his mate was as relaxed as she would get, and this was his chance. Swinging his hand, he ran the backs of his fingers over her bicep and her skin jumped, her body jerking in surprise. 
 
    “Hey! Wh-” Whipping up, Sasha’s eyes widened and her throat ran dry at what greeted her. Antoni gazed back at her, but the darkness of his stare was gone. Instead a hazel color replaced it; it was the same color as hot caramel. Her heart beat a million miles an hour in her chest, but as hard as it was to look at it was harder to look away. He continued touching her arm, gentle, feather-like brushes. After only a few passes it was making her skin tingle. Holding her breath, she couldn’t even gulp down the lump in her throat.  
 
    “Relax... I won’t bite... Unless you want me to.” Shining brighter, Antoni’s eyes captivated her and Sasha felt goose bumps wash her chest and arms. He took a step closer, crowding into her personal space. Ordinarily she would do something about it but she was stuck, immobile from some invisible entity. 
 
    “I knew it would be hard when I saw you at school. I just didn’t know how hard. How hard it is to wait when all I want to do is rush.”  
 
    “You- You’re...eyes...” Fumbling over the words, Sasha was surprised she could get them out but not enough to break whatever was happening. Antoni leaned over, free hand on the table while his other one continued to draw small patterns on her skin.  
 
    “It’s because I’m not fully human, Miss Sasha. I’d prove it to you but I won’t be able to control myself if I shift.” Blinking hard at that last word, Sasha finally managed to break her daze and shake her head hard. 
 
    “You’re a shifter?”  
 
    Overly loud, her question bounced off the walls of her apartment firmly. Antoni obviously wasn’t expecting it, and he pulled away from her to straighten with a suspicious glint in his now dark brown eye. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “How do you know about shifters?” Despite the precarious situation Antoni could’ve leaped in triumph, howling to the world his joy. Sasha knew somehow; she knew about shifters. It didn’t even have to be a lot, but to really know she had to see it firsthand. Watching her purse her plump lips together, he crossed his arms over his chest before she stood up. 
 
    “I shared a dorm room with a girl who was a shifter. A big cat shifter. She told me on the first day because she liked to sleep in her animal form.” Smiling slightly at the memory, Sasha grabbed a glass from one of the cupboards and filled it with water from the purifier. Macy had been that woman’s name, and she was an absolute eccentric. Nothing was without consideration no matter how dangerous or stupid it was. Eyes flickering to Antoni, she watched him scowl and shuffle from one foot to another before opening his mouth. 
 
    “Cat shifters... No thank you. Did she tell you a lot about it?”  
 
    “No. She offered, but I wasn’t interested. It was hard enough knowing a huge cat was in the same room as me.” Sasha shook her head, and Antoni frowned before rolling ideas around in his mind. This was a pleasant but unexpected turn of events and he needed to think of a new plan.  
 
    “Well I’m not a cat. I’m a wolf shifter. I intend to take you as my mate. Do you at least know what that is?” Once again Sasha shook her head, and Antoni developed a weird expression. She couldn’t help her lack of understanding, though. The general concept she could grasp; she’d seen it with her own two eyes before. It helped that it’d happened years ago and took up a significant part of her life. At first coming back to Macy’s cat form was scary and she even went so far as to avoid going to her room, but after a few weeks it became routine.  
 
    She didn’t think a wolf shifter would be much different in that regard. 
 
    “A wife, basically.” Choosing the less popular route, Antoni watched Sasha pause, frozen in time for all of a second before she let out an incredulous laugh. If there were a tiny bit more humor in it and a smidgen less befuddlement he would’ve enjoyed the sound. Now, though, it only made him frown. 
 
    “You want me to be your wife? Are you joking? I wouldn’t marry you unless I loved you, which I don’t.” Right away Sasha realized she’d made a huge mistake as her laughter-bleary eyes took in how hurt Antoni’s expression became. His eyes didn’t return to normal but they got dark. Stalking towards her, everything about him screamed predator as her heart beat with increasing ferocity in her chest. He snatched the glass out of her hands and tossed it haphazardly in the sink, his gaze never leaving hers. Trapping her, he gripped the counter so tightly she could feel the wood buckling against the small of her back. 
 
    “You may not love me now, mio piccolo tesoro, but I can change that. For my kind having a mate is a very big deal. No one can love you like I can love you. No man can give you pleasure like I will; a pleasure of the mind, not just the body. So tell me, Miss Sasha, who else can promise you that? Who can promise to be faithful? Who can promise to never get bored with you? What about those children you want so badly? Who will be there as they grow inside you until making their way into the world, and even after that?”  
 
    By the time Antoni stopped talking Sasha was glaring at him, her eyes hard despite the glaze that thickly covered them.  
 
    “That’s not fair. How am I supposed to answer those questions if I’m stuck with you and not finding out for myself?” Backing away a single step, Antoni once again crossed his arms over his chest with a glare of his own. Sasha was one stubborn woman. Why she couldn’t just accept this was totally beyond his scope of comprehension. Eventually he let out a gruff snort, disliking the only idea that came to mind. She’d just have to figure it out for herself. 
 
    “Fine. Let’s make a deal. One night is all I’m asking for. I get one night with you to do whatever I want, and then you can go find out for yourself that I’m telling the truth. After tonight I won’t contact you unless you contact me first.”  
 
    For a long time, Sasha didn’t respond, her eyebrows furrowed in thought. This was the last thing she expected to happen. Maybe Antoni was right. Maybe he was the best thing that would ever happen to her, and maybe he was the only man for her. What if he was wrong, though? That little doubtful voice in her mind couldn’t help but speak up. After all, she knew nothing about shifters or their ideals or way of life.  
 
    “And if you’re wrong?” Finally posing her question, Sasha watched Antoni’s eyes flash that light amber color before he opened his mouth. 
 
    “I’m not wrong, but obviously you need to realize that on your own. I’ll tell you everything you should know right now, and before you wake up tomorrow I’ll be gone. Then you can see how you feel.” Frowning, Sasha didn’t know if she really wanted to deal with this after the day she’d had. It was hard to think that she only met Antoni hours ago and now he was basically telling her they belonged together. Frankly she wanted to say ‘no’, and tell him to leave.  
 
    For some reason she didn’t, keeping her lips tightly sealed as she continued to ponder this deal.  
 
    “You have nothing to lose here, Sasha.” Reaching up to rub her eyes with the butts of her palms, Sasha ground her teeth together as Antoni’s words filled her brain. He was right; she didn’t have anything to lose with this deal. It irritated her. 
 
    “If you do any weird shifter thing t-” 
 
    Cutting Sasha off, Antoni shook his head and reigned in his inner beast. This was his chance. It would be his only chance, and he couldn’t mess it up by being hasty. As much as the beast hated it he had to lay low for now. He wasn’t going to just show her pleasure. He was going to lavish her in a way no one could top. 
 
    “No weird shifter thing, I promise. Just you and me. No wolf.” Taking the initiative, Antoni reached to take her hand and Sasha gulped down her nerves. It was official, the voice in her head said, she was insane. He led her across the kitchen toward the short hallway that held her bedroom and the bathroom. Without words he sat her on the covered toilet, and she wrung her fingers absently. The man wasted no time in pulling the shower curtain open, shoving the stopper in the drain, and turning on the bath faucet.  
 
    “You know, mio piccolo tesoro, I didn’t know what to think when I walked into that school yard. Beautiful was the first word that came to mind. I grew up in Italy, coming back and forth between there and here. There are a lot of beautiful women in America, Italy, France- everywhere. But you... You’re the most beautiful of all.” Kneeling, Antoni’s voice was low and serious and Sasha finally felt her face flood with heat. A small smile graced her lips as he ran his palm down the material of her loose jeans. Slowly he removed her sneaker, and then her sock. Moving onto her left side, his fingertips tickled her ankle before moving to the hem of her dark blue blouse. 
 
    “Everything I’ve learned about you since then has been quite a ride. It’s admirable what you’ve accomplished after seeing what you had to work with. I’m sure I’ll get the whole story some day.”  
 
    Carefully pulling up her shirt, Antoni continued talking and Sasha had to take shallow breaths to keep herself semi-calm. Her lacy, black bra was soon revealed, and only a second later the fabric was above her head before being dropped, useless to the floor. Taking her hands, he urged her to stand but stayed down himself to slowly trail the waist line of her jeans. 
 
    “Do you understand how good you smell, Sasha? Feminine and sexy and fertile. You’ll make wonderful children- be a wonderful mother.” Slowly wrapping around Sasha’s hips, Antoni pressed his forehead against the button of her jeans with a deep inhale. He wanted to shove his nose between her legs and taste her, but it took all of his will power not to. Just by her scent he knew everything he needed to know. Healthy, fertile and ready. She wasn’t ovulating, but she would soon. First he had to mark her, though. It was much easier to get pregnant when she bore his mark. 
 
    “That’s kind of weird...” Heavy, Sasha’s voice was low and husky but she managed not to stutter. Antoni was unwrapping her like a cherished present he’d waited too long for. It made her heart flutter erratically in her chest that he could feel that kind of thing just by smelling her. Heat slithered in her veins, and she closed her eyes with a slight sigh. Behind her eyelids his light, tanned skin contrasted hers, her mind’s eye following his touch as he slid her jeans down her legs. 
 
    **** 
 
    Turning to shut off the tub faucet, Antoni checked the water before lifting Sasha with an arm under her glorious, tight ass. She wasn’t stick thin, with a body he could squeeze even though it wasn’t chubby. He kept her underclothes on, wanting to save the best for last. She wasn’t aroused, but he hadn’t been trying to get her there. Settling her carefully into the water, he liked that she had a relatively larger bath tub. It meant he could get in with her.  
 
    Antoni climbed into the tub with her, but Sasha didn’t open her eyes. His legs cradled hers, and he gently massaged her right foot. Under the water it didn’t tickle as it would’ve if it were dry. Sighing, she sunk deeper into the tub and let her head loll to the side. The hot water sucked the tension of the day from her muscles, and he slowly moved up her calf, fingers kneading incessantly.  
 
    “I remember the first time I came to America as an adult. My sister lived in New York state at the time, and I liked it there. When she got pregnant she moved down here, excited that it was the perfect place to have a family. Things are different here, you know. In Italy we don’t have packs, we just have areas of land. Wolf shifters are family there, all related by blood. Here, there are a lot more shifters from many families. My sister wants me to buy a house in her neighborhood so when we are together, we can be close.”  
 
    Antoni talked about his family, about Italy and the places he’d been. He talked about himself and what he liked and didn’t like. All of it flowed right over Sasha’s head as his hands massaged her flesh. Calves, outer thighs, inner thighs; he rubbed and caressed and squeezed sweetly as his voice created background music.   
 
    When he couldn’t go any higher Antoni gathered her up, and Sasha felt like a limp noodle. She hadn’t felt so relaxed in years. No one had paid attention to her body like this before, not even herself. It made her skin tingle from the numbness that crept up on her. Wrapped haphazardly in a towel, she wondered if she made the right decision by being so stubborn. Then again this could just be a one-time thing meant to lure her in, her rationality told her.  
 
    Being set front first on her bed, she couldn’t find it in her to care. 
 
    Sitting lightly on Sasha’s thighs, Antoni started working on her back with growing affection blossoming in his chest. When she was taken care of she was actually quite docile, and he liked that about her. He enjoyed her fire and her rain. Most males knew their mate was perfect for them, but he felt it more than he thought he would. Her dark skin was beautiful between his fingers, soft and smooth under his palms. His thoughts couldn’t trail any lower or he’d be in trouble.  
 
    “Y- yeah...” A soft moan left Sasha’s mouth as Antoni moved to her lower back, and she pushed herself up a bit. Even her groggy mind registered the turning point. Leaning over her, he mouthed her skin even while his hands continued their magic, leaving only long enough to brush her hair to the side.  
 
    “Yeah? Do you like it there?” Mumbling, Antoni nibbled her shoulder and a shiver slid down Sasha’s spine. It was like a dirty secret shared only between them. Forcing one eye open, she glanced up dazedly before he pressed all of his chest to her back. 
 
    “Oh-h-” Grinding against her ass, Antoni flicked his tongue over Sasha’s ear and drew out another moan. She wasn’t a virgin by any stretch of the imagination, but still she had no idea what to expect. It was kind of exciting to be faced with the unknown.  
 
    Slowly Antoni rolled her onto her back, and Sasha let out a sigh as he nestled between her thighs. His kiss was soft, coaxing her into a passionate and slow meeting of lips. A small smile curved her mouth at the sudden idea of how her parents would react if they saw her right now. They would disown her, do anything they could to ruin her life. Hell, they’d probably even try to go after her job.  
 
    “What’s so funny, mio piccolo tesoro?” Letting out a huff, Sasha arched her back slightly as Antoni’s lips hovered just above her own. 
 
    “My parents...” There was a second huff that didn’t come from her, and she lazily reached up to pull his face back down. Leisurely they kissed, gently grinding together. He didn’t fondle her, but his hard member between her thighs was enough to heat her blood. The faintest of tightness was overtaking her belly, and her arm fell above her head when she couldn’t hold it up anymore. 
 
    Gasping at the hot, silky flesh that slid between her folds, Sasha opened her legs a bit more before Antoni moved away from her mouth. With care he thrust his hips and pulled back until the tip of his cock was positioned at her entrance. Kissing her jaw and cheek, he tensed against her before thrusting once again. His groan mingled with her moan, mixing together in a moment of muted heat. She could feel every ridge and seam, ever vein. He was the perfect length for her, hips touching but no pressure.  
 
    “Ah-h-h...” Exiting her, Antoni ground his teeth together as Sasha’s channel sucked him in. She was hot around him, wet and tight and made perfectly for his cock. Beneath him she arched and writhed weakly, her face contorted in pleasure. Lips apart, she might’ve been in more bliss than he was. Picking up his pace, he clenched the bedspread between his fingers as sweat began to accumulate on his back and shoulders.  
 
    Antoni went slow and steady, and Sasha was drowning in the feeling of what was more than sex. He was making love to her, caressing her from the outside in. The coils in her abdomen began to tighten as he soothed her walls sweetly. Coaxing them into a fit of spasms, his length slid in and out of her in a beautiful dance made just for her. Again and again they came together, hips touching only to be pulled apart once more. 
 
    “Sasha...” When the time finally came, Sasha imploded, but instead of fire and lava there were flowers. Antoni weighed down on her, panting heavily in her ear as she did the same. She couldn’t move with his body pressed against hers, and she didn’t want to. There was nothing now; nothing but him and her and the darkness that crept up on the edges of her consciousness. Snuggling into his chest, she felt him softening inside her but paid in no mind.  
 
    Maybe when she woke up they could do it again when she wasn’t so tired from his massage. 
 
    “Good night, mio piccolo tesoro.” Taking Sasha against his side, Antoni was already feeling the struggle of what was to come. He was going to spend as much time as he possibly could here before she woke up, and then he would leave. A man of his word, his mother had described him once. Holding his mate, he frowned as he inhaled her scent, her femininity mixed with his sweat and the staling smell of sex. Slowly he began to shift, being careful not to wake her. Dark brown fur the same color as her skin sprouted all over him, and it didn’t take long for his four legged form to take hold. Throwing his massive paw over her midsection, he nudged and tugged as gently as he could manage. It helped that she rolled into him, burying her face and tangling her fingers in his fur as her knees pulled up. 
 
    Waking up the next morning, Sasha groggily rolled over expecting to hit the body that had been beside her. All she felt was warmth slowly seeping from the sheets, though. Cracking open her eyes, she frowned lightly and lifted her head to look around. Instantly the sensation of having a drunken one night stand speared her chest, and she let her head down with a huff. Staring at the ceiling, her palms came up to rub her eyes before she let out a heavy sigh.  
 
    Antoni really hadn’t been kidding when he said he would leave before she woke up. Unsure of how to feel about it, Sasha pulled her comforter over her face and took a breath. It didn’t smell like laundry detergent anymore. Instead, the lingering scent of sex and sweat wrapped around the inside of her nostrils and a groan escaped her.  
 
    It took a long while for Sasha to get out of her bed and when she did her legs were like jelly. Shuffling somberly to the bathroom, her last experience flashed vividly in her mind’s eye. A frown overtook her face, and she shook her head furiously to be rid of the visions. She couldn’t think about that now.  
 
    “Hey Sasha, I know it’s pretty short notice but the camp coordinators want all of the counselors to come in on Thursday for orientation. You’re going to be here from then on, so make sure you pack accordingly. See you in a few days!”  
 
    Groaning into her cell phone, Sasha hit the ‘end’ button with what seemed like a permanent frown on her face. It was already Tuesday, and ‘short notice’ was an understatement. Leaning on the back of her chair, she let her head fall back and contemplated the mess that was her life right now. Being a teacher wasn’t a full time job that went year in and year out. That was the only reason she was doing this camp thing. If she had a choice she wouldn’t be, though.  
 
    She hated camps; all of the bugs and the smells and the general outdoors-ie-ness wasn’t her cup of tea. It paid well, and she had to constantly remind herself of that. 
 
    Antoni had left his number in her phone before leaving, and Sasha stared at it for a moment. Everything he’d said, everything he’d told her, came rushing back. Even knowing so much about him, he was still a stranger. She didn’t even know what he did for a living, but somehow knew all of this other seemingly more important information about him. Hovering over the call button, her thumb wavered before she took the plunge. 
 
    Who was she kidding anyway? Sasha didn’t date for many reasons and Antoni had basically snatched away all of her doubts about it. He wasn’t a slum runner or a wannabe gangster like she’d seen so many times before. It was glaringly obvious he was the exact opposite, in fact. Not only was he a successful man that clearly had his life together, but if she wanted to get technical he was more than just a man. 
 
    “Hello?” Antoni’s voice rang through the speaker and Sasha didn’t offer a response immediately. Taking a breath, she lifted her head to stare at the table with furrowed eyebrows. 
 
    “I have to work at an overnight camp for the summer.” Blurting out the tidbit of information, Sasha held her lungs still as some faint noise crackled over the line. When Antoni did speak up she could practically hear his smirk, and it didn’t make her feel any better about her indecision. 
 
    “Oh yeah? You didn’t strike me as an overnight camp kind of woman, you know.” Across town Antoni leaned on the railing of the deck with a smile on his face. Sasha had called him earlier than he expected. It made pure male pride spear his chest because he must’ve done something right. He couldn’t resist teasing her a little, and she huffed into the receiver before replying with a grumble. 
 
    “I’m not. But anyway... I guess what I’m trying to say is...that...”  
 
    “You want me to wait for you.” Antoni felt a full blown smirk grow on his face when Sasha didn’t respond, choosing instead to keep her mouth shut. She didn’t deny or accept his statement, but he knew he was right. Turning to stare at the back yard, he switched his cell phone from one ear to the other. 
 
    “I can do that, mio piccolo tesoro. If you want you can tell me which camp you’re going to and I can sneak into your cabin t-”  
 
    “No! No, don’t do that. You just stay right here, you got it?”  
 
    Rolling his eyes, Antoni wondered how Sasha could already be ordering him around. He didn’t object, though; he wasn’t really serious in the first place. 
 
    “Fine. When do you leave?” Pushing herself from her chair, Sasha’s frown fought a losing battle with her smile as she wandered to the refrigerator. There wasn’t any awkwardness to their conversation, and Antoni hadn’t turned into a stuck up prick that pretended he didn’t know her. It was a step up, at least.  
 
    “Thursday morning. Early.” Sasha held the phone between her ear and her shoulder as she rifled for something to eat. Her kitchen was almost empty, her refrigerator bare of everything but a half dozen eggs and half a loaf of bread. There wasn’t even any milk. If she bought more food, she’d just end up throwing it away, though. 
 
    “So do you want me to come back? I help you get acquainted with your wild side.” Mercilessly flirting with her, Antoni’s offer made Sasha giggle, which wasn’t something she did often.  
 
    “I think I need all the help I can get.”  
 
    Maybe Antoni wasn’t such a bad idea after all. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 WE WERE THREE 
 
      
 
    It’s been two years since graduation. Hard to believe the three of us are still going strong. It seems we’ve beat some sort of odds here where so many others have issues with a successful relationship between just two people. Here we’ve made it work for this long with flying colors and are still that fearsome threesome. We’re just awesome like that. I am officially the luckiest girl in the entire world, right here. 
 
    If I’m going to tell this story right I’d better start at the beginning and that would definitely be “The Graduation Party”. Cash’s folks really did things up for us that night and the place looked more like a prom than a party. That romantic air though, probably helped nudge along some feelings that had been brewing beneath the surface of our inseparable friendship more and more in that last year. We were happy, the three of us as friends, so none of us wanted to tamper with that tight bond and think outside of our perfectly fine constant party of three.  
 
    We were just freed from our four year’s hard work and dues paying in college, and we were shining stars on cloud nine out to enjoy the night meant to celebrate just that. Toasts had been made and cocktails downed, we were well fed on hors d'oeuvres, and were laughing our heads off with all of our favorite people, dancing the night away.  
 
    I was out on the patio with my long time friend Charlotta when Andrew asked if he could talk with me for a moment. Immediately I knew something was off and thought maybe a relative was sick or that he was going to spring on me that he was moving away—he was that serious.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Andrew sat me down and seemed to take things in for a moment, catching his breath. My sleeveless metallic and shimmering jacquard frock embellished with beaded flowers near the collarbone, with its princess seams and flared skirt with pleat accents, a Teri Jon by Rickie Freeman, was shining under the lanterns. It helped to keep up my glow and confidence from within. I sat up straight and intently tried to read him caringly, as he seemed to be sweating something.  
 
    “Holly, I—” and he rethought for a moment, “I don’t know how to say this so I’m just going to say it.”  
 
    “Okay.” I said, my eyebrows raised. I nodded, ready to be there for him.    
 
    “I fucking love you Holly.”  
 
    “I fucking love you, too, babe!” I smiled back and felt the excitement of the evening, such a glorious time for all of us.  
 
    “Look, I want you to know that you can always count on me, like always. But we’ve graduated now—we’re supposed to all be moving on and finding jobs and running off and getting married and starting families and…” We both started laughing, it’s a lot to swallow, but true. We were expected to work on growing up at this point. He went in again to get to a point, and I stared at his blue eyes and cute little stubble mustache look and grinned at the sight of him, just loving this man to the core.  
 
    “I want you,” he blurted out.  
 
    At that point I remember my heart stopping and my smile faded with pure shock. I almost opened my mouth enough to try and talk him out of it when he interrupted.  
 
    “Don’t say anything,” he went on, “I just can’t ever imagine ever wanting to be with anyone else, I love you too much. Please don’t freak out. Don’t tell Cash, just take some time to think about it.” 
 
    This was taboo. Our mere existence survived on the friendship between the three of us and I couldn’t imagine tainting that or hurting Cash, ever. I wouldn’t even let my mind wander into that territory. As I steamed up in thought, almost mad at Andy and stuttering, I noticed his eyes dart around the now empty patio and out of nowhere he just leaned over. I got this feeling he was going to kiss me but it wasn’t awkward.  
 
    He grabbed my waist and with his lips brushing up against mine he said, “I’m going to fucking kiss you,” and in that moment a rush ran up my spine, tapping into a lust buried so deep under what was right, all the way down to something I must have wanted all along and never knew—and he did. Up to that point it was the hottest kiss of my life.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Frozen in time, Andy had to take my hand and pull me up.  
 
    “C’mon, seriously, don’t freak out. Just think about it. Let’s just have a good time,” and then he led me back inside. I could feel myself two shades pinker as I walked in and him giving my hand a squeeze in his made it only a little better. It took a few distractions and laughing fits brought on by my beloved pals, but it wasn’t too long before I was able to shake the whole scenario and try to get back into party mode.  
 
    Cash was busy being life of the party for most of the night, but when one of our songs came on we hit the floor. Oh, what a night and the electricity was surging through me. I was in a dreamland and felt like a diva of the night; just having such a good time and then there we were, laughing our heads off and catching our breath to this old slow jazz song.  
 
    “It’s the best part of our life,” Cash sang out in sing-song fashion as he twirled me. “The world is our oyster,” he sang teasingly and dramatically pulled me close like we were on some kind of dance show.  
 
    “Cynthia and her crew were at it again tonight,” he said with an eye-roll.  
 
    Gosh those girls would never stop. For years they seemed to have nothing to talk about to Cash, who they were obviously all obsessed with, except to poke at him with asking when he and I were going to just drop the show and admit we were doing it… annoying! (To say the least.) 
 
    “I got’em,” he said with this spark in his eye and I could tell he was up to something. I gave the question, do-tell eyebrow raise. “I told them I would ask you out just so they’d back off. I don’t think it was what any of them wanted to hear.”  
 
    “Yeah, I bet not!” I laughed. With a quick glance out of our little dancing powwow, I saw the girls eyeing us and fake-slapped Cash on the shoulder. “You’re serious?!” He chuckled with this villain grin. “You’re playing with their fragile hearts,” I reminded him and with that he swung me around again and started back in with the sing-song talking.  
 
    “So?” and he looked on with sincerity, I couldn’t tell why he was giving these girls such a show and sensed some kind of game. But Cash wasn’t a game player like that. “With Andrew’s approval, of course.” 
 
    Just the mention of Andrew’s name was hard to hear at that point and I wanted to tell Cash everything that had happened but it wasn’t the time. It was only because of what Andy had just told me that I thought nothing could surprise me, and felt way off guard in general. I just stared at him trying to read if he was serious. That was when he looked me in the eyes like he never had before.  
 
    For four years I had looked into the eyes of this guy and he had never looked at me like that. Softly, he said, “I thought maybe… we could try it.”  
 
    And I nearly passed out. Seriously, I got light headed and flushed and weak and backed away politely letting him lead me off the floor so I could sit down. I totally left him hanging there like a sad puppy and went to the loo, but I just had to go and take a moment to myself.  
 
    The bathroom was peaceful, a silver motif in this one and for a moment I just enjoyed the scent of jasmine soap, but then I couldn’t help but notice the woman in the mirror waiting for my attention.  
 
    I was thinking, Did this really all just happen? Did my two best friends just come on to me in the same night? Who I adore? Who I love? Who any girl would die to have the attention of for even a moment? I remember feeling tragic. Sick. Torn.Upside-down. I wasn’t prepared for any of this. I sighed out a big sigh and just thought about the two of them, their smiles… And then I had this idea.  
 
    I watched a grin form on my face in the in the mirror. “I won’t have one of them,” I said to myself out loud, “unless I can have both of them.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Ha!” I felt like I had outsmarted the evening and with my head held high I prepared to re-enter the party. I quickly reasoned that with everything that happened, and once we all had talked about it, that my decision, which at the time was just my way of skirting any decision at all, would be to not choose. Yes, as simple as that, and they would have to figure it out from there with the ball in their court.  
 
    I heard laughter as I strolled down the hallway, and headed to the lounge where it was coming from to find a big group of my friends all looking more grown up but only because they were serving up scotch. Andy and Cash were both there.  
 
    We lounged with our drinks and I felt like I had something tucked up my sleeve and the only way to clear the air was just to do it. When it was just the three of us in this one area all cozied up and laughing I blurted out, “So…Cash asked me out tonight.”  
 
    Cash got white in the face and Andrew looked confused, only I laughed. Cash chimed, “I said with Andy’s approval.”  
 
    “Wait, what?” Andy said, honestly dumbfounded, “but…” He looked to me to for some kind of direction, perplexed.  
 
    “Yeah, Andrew professed his love for me, too,” I divulged, “out on the patio like, an hour before.” The two of them looked at each other with wasn’t horror or relief but something oddly in between, searching for where this could go.  
 
    “Don’t worry,” I broke things up, casually lounging back with my glass and taking another sip, “I’ve already made up my mind.”  
 
    “Oh, really?” Andy asked playfully, and we all laughed. Same three. Same laughs. There should have been this awful tension but with us all three there, there just wasn’t.  
 
    “Do tell,” Cash inquired so formally.  
 
    “I just simply won’t have one of you,” I remarked and it started to sound like a game.  
 
    “Princess!” they both said in unison, and we all chuckled. Andy looked a little disappointed really, but Cash was deep in thought. He stood up and looked out in silence.  
 
    “Okay, so what if?” he said and we listened. “What if we move forward in life just like everyone expects, just like we’re supposed to, but in our way. What if we reinvent things on our own terms? What if we dare, guys?” And he looked on to us, continuing his speech. “What if we dare to let love in?” 
 
    It sounded crazy. I mean in a striking way, like a new business idea that’s so great, but will just die a dream. But then, all of a sudden, Andy spoke.  
 
    “I’m in.” Then he looked at me intently, “I love you, Holly, and Cash if you’re serious—I mean, are you saying you love her?”  
 
    Cash knelt down on one knee and looked at me, “I’m crazy about her.”  
 
    “Then,” Andy said, “unless you’re screwing around I say let’s do it. Not like, ‘it’ I mean, you know, like try this idea.” We all cracked up laughing which was a good thing because that surely was in the back of everyone’s mind on how that whole thing would go.  
 
    Now it was my turn, “So, wait, you guys are actually both saying that you love me so much you want to take things to the next level? Like relationship wise? I have to admit it only sounds fun and I can’t bear the thought to lose you guys so making plans together seems perfect. I just… I just can’t believe this is happening.” After a pause, I smirked, “It’s kind of hot,” breaking the ice and we all smiled. “So…what do we do next?”  
 
    Cash was the one who answered. “We move in together." 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Not much seemed to change in the coming weeks after graduation. Cash and Andrew’s dads had known each other since school themselves and when we approached our parents about moving, the two agreed to spring for our place, and of course saw it as an investment as well.  
 
    They dropped a cool 7.8 mil on 39 million dollar Penthouse One at 33 East 74th Street in the Upper East Side of Manhattan—which I now call home. I’ll admit I had my doubts and was a little whiny at first, because of not having any say in choosing the place. I would have gone for something higher up from the ground, but once I walked in, I shut up pretty quickly.  
 
    The place is a dream! It suits us all and has been perfect. I dearly love the wrap-around terrace facing both Madison and 74th street, and especially adore being one block from the park.  
 
    Our nearly 200 grand a month mortgage payment was covered until we could pick up the payments, and the guys have been doing a pretty good job of that for over a year now. I am no stranger to the fact that I am the luckiest girl in Manhattan living in a mansion with my two boyfriends, who insist I worry only about keeping myself happy and leave the finances up to them.  
 
    Andrew works as a top lawyer and is damn good at it (and damn sexy in the suits I help pick out for him), and Cash has carried on his pops legacy with investing.  
 
    I spend my time staying healthy and happy, connected, working out schedules, making dates, surprising the boys and shopping. There is lots of shopping. I don’t go on shopping sprees, I’m too particular, but I do love to feel good and take good care of my beloved wardrobe. I shop for inspiration. What I might find out on a shopping trip may very well tell how my next week will go.  
 
    It was, in fact, only a few hours after we’d unpacked on our first day at the Penthouse before I rang for a car and was off to Saks. Scoring a demure  sleeveless Red Valentino round neck flared dress in a 1960’s inspired cherry floral print, with side slash pockets (I love side slash pockets) was all I needed to spark spontaneity into play.  
 
    With thoughts brewing in my mind of how I could wear this sensational little dress, I went ahead and picked up silk panties in pink and a pair of soft pink heels before leaving. Before walking out, I texted the boys, asking if they’d be up for a picnic in the park to celebrate.  
 
    Andy said they could swing it and asked where and when. I told him to bring a sheet or something for a picnic blanket and that I’d pick up some lunch, describing a little meeting spot easy to find. In the next 45 minutes I got a car over to a market, grabbed some French baguettes, brie, pate, olives, strawberries, chocolate macaroons, and wine, then stepped off to the bathroom to change. I put on my perfect cheerful and flirtatious picnicking getup, letting my hair down and brushing the soft curls lightly.  
 
    Carefree and on time, I strolled with the paper sack in my arm up and over the hill, on the path to where I’d described. There were two handsome men who spied me from where they sat lounging on an open blanket.  
 
    Cash blushed and Andy spouted “Oh, shit!” He stood up and continued to gush over me, “Girl, I believe the city becomes you! Damn!” Andy pointed at me eyeing Cash as if to say ‘Look at what we got for a date here!’  
 
    I grinned and was floating on air, setting up our little picnic in the sun, fully aware of how my legs were positioned on the blanket. I loved the feeling of being flirtatious with my two fellows, although this hadn’t sunk in yet, nor become official in ways beyond words so far. Here I was though, getting us closer to exploring that change.  
 
    We savored our foods and sipped on our wine in this fresh sensation of our new day. Like magic, a sensual mood seeped in on our afternoon. The laughter and chatter was usual but there was something else growing here. Something that we hadn’t talked about. Something new that living apart hadn’t allowed us to face, and knowing that we were headed here, we all just sort of figured things would work out once we got here. Well now we were here, and none of us had any clue how things were going to go.  
 
    Sure, some things had been touched on, mentioned, like both Cash and Andy divulging that with this whole venture, neither one of them had any interest in each other like that—it just didn’t bother them if the other was there. They were that close. Well, I didn’t have any idea how to handle the situation but here I was in my cherry dress feeling like I was figuring it out.  
 
    “This is so great,” I sighed. “Just finally being here. I love this park, I love this city, and I love you guys, and I love our new place!”  
 
    Cash asked, “Yeah, pretty sweet isn’t it? As sweet as life right now. I’m glad you like it, Holly. I was so worried you’d just hate it or something!” The sun’s light was turning from day to afternoon.  
 
    “Let’s go home right now and soak up the place,” I suggested, “have some more wine.”  
 
    “I’m game,” Andy said, looking rosy cheeked and more contented than I’d ever seen him, almost dreamy-eyed. It was hitting all of us. That we were here.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Things began to heat up in the car ride with all three of us in the back. I was eating up what felt like the most fun night of my life, just the sheer overwhelming feeling of love and open possibilities was intoxicating.  
 
    “What are we going to do tonight?” I said in the most tantalizing, smiling way, placing both hands on their legs boldly.  
 
    They both floundered and barely made out, “I don’t know.” I guess they were waiting to see what I was going to do.  
 
    Walking through our new ebony mahogany double-leaf doors leading to our 17-foot foyer, I felt like a princess of my castle. I strolled into the kitchen and pulled out a bottle of wine, eyeing it and handing it to Cash, closely between our chests in an almost embrace, and near to his face asking if he’d like to open our first house bottle. He had this look of pleasure and contentment on his face, anticipation in there somewhere, wonder, and he only smiled.  
 
    I was off to my bedroom, scoring the large master as the woman and with the most belongings and need for closet space, which I was now in no shortage of. I touched up my makeup just a bit, I don’t wear much, just a light bit of color, and took note of how wonderfully sweet and sultry my hair was turning out to be for the evening. 
 
    I stepped out to our living room. The three of us stood for a toast which Andy proclaimed, “To us”, and we all agreed with saying so, “to us.”  
 
    Andrew put on some light French music, sophisticated, relaxing, and romantic. We walked out to our 2500 square foot terrace and lounged, soaking up all of that good New York City vibe feeling. I decided not to be shy and sat on Cash’s lap. He blushed, but he was so happy that I did, so happy to be close. We were like high school kids on a first date or something! The guys were talking about how they were going to make their first millions and I was happy Holly, just enjoying a warm summer breeze at sunset amidst my darling life. 
 
    After hopping up to visit the girl’s room, I returned and this time sat on Andrew’s lap. What a sweetheart, I love him so much. This whole new idea of getting closer to him was really quite touching and I felt thankful. He hugged me and kept me close. We all felt grateful, truly on top of the world. I let them chat and occasionally softly ran my hand on his face, exploring his sweet cheek and chin, or caressing and holding his hand.  
 
    “I love you guys,” I said sappily against a pinking sky. Andy tightened his squeeze.  
 
    Cash spoke. “Holly, you’re the sweetest thing. You’re the best, babe.” 
 
    Our first night went on this way with gushing and chatting and loving and squeezing. The three of us were just basking in the glory of what we had formed after all these years without even knowing it, or trying. We could have gone on as friends, or moved on to seek out other things in life, but instead we took something so rich with goodness that we’d cultivated and lived in and allowed it to blossom. We were in awe of the fact that we were even here and all of us were just loving every minute of it and each other.  
 
    In the morning I made breakfast for us all and we lounged around in robes, talking about how to decorate the place. We were gifted with an exquisite all-white suite that was quite elegant and sexy, but I had blues and golds dancing around in my dreamy head.  
 
    We thought to take it up a notch and fancy up the place. Andrew said he’d have someone come over and show us some options, a designer friend of his. He was busy, though, in getting in with this law firm and so was off to work right away, but looking sexy as hell doing it. Cash was into the thick of it right away, too, down to take on the world. It wasn’t long before the random calls would come in where he’d just hoot and yell all of a sudden and then saunter over, grinning, to announce a multi-million dollar deal. The boys were rolling in success in no time and I was all about town just as quick.  
 
    It didn’t take long for me to discover a few favorite cafes, but what I really loved was that New York is filled with so many choices. Things always felt new to me if I looked hard enough or went exploring in a different direction. I kept myself on a pretty keen schedule between jogging, shopping, Pilates, shopping, and other forms of working out and shopping.  
 
    And then there was mom. One of the best parts about moving to the city was that mother lived here and I had only seen her on visits for the last three years since she moved for work. We would meet up quite regularly for lunch, tea, gallery perusing, openings and events, and you name it. It was great fun all except she flat out refused to go shopping with me, something about putting her time in already in years past.  
 
    The best part was that she eventually did stop pestering and prodding me about Cash and Andy. I made the mistake early on of being honest with her and she pretty much flipped out. But after some time, she came to see the idea as more casual as I did, and what might almost be called acceptance seeped in. It was a good thing because I couldn’t stand choosing if I had to.  
 
    In that way we had all been blessed to have all of our parents come to terms with our decision. We joked that they all probably figured it was a phase that would blow up eventually, but we knew we had something more special.  
 
    It wasn’t long before Cash proclaimed we were going out for a celebration dinner and said he’d have a car around that evening at 7. It was about 11 in the morning when I’d gotten that message and so off I went to shop for something new and special to wear. We were going to one of the city’s finest restaurants and hotspots, Restaurant Daniel.  
 
    My jaw dropped in the dressing room when I put on this one gown, a Carolina Herrera silk tuxedo gown. The all-black gown was pure silk, a sleeveless halter, accented with satin lapels and trim, and featured a train at the back hem. Divine, and exactly what I was looking for.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    We would all be arriving separately but I had a feeling the guys would have already arrived. To my surprise I was told no one had. I was escorted to our table, which was nestled in an obviously specially reserved spot, a quite sophisticated and sexy Venetian tented enclave. I sat happily and started a glass of wine, admiring the fresh flowers for only a few moments in anticipation before hearing the familiar suave voice of Cash ring out before it neared. Both men entered our little tented area.  
 
    I rose to kiss them, “Quite the table, hotshot,” I said as I greeted Cash.  
 
    “You look absolutely stunning,” he said and pulled my hand up to half twirl me to each side to admire my gown. “You look like you own the town, and I feel like we’re starting to!” he said, full of himself just slightly.  
 
    Andy just stood smiling waiting for a turn to greet me properly. He kissed me on the cheek and whispered into my ear, “You look fucking hot.”  
 
    “You are a sweetheart,” I replied almost bashfully before regaining confidence, “and one of the luckiest,” and touched his chin and smiled.  
 
    I have to admit I knew I was a knockout, the lipstick didn’t hurt either. We had the most decadent feast and loved our table. It was on that first night there that we decided that would be one of ‘our spots’, and since then it surely has been. It wasn’t just the fine food that made it so memorable, though. Something about how ecstatic Cash was to have landed this deal, coupled with Andrew’s latest win gave them a surge allowing them to throw back and indulge. That and the wine gave way to our most sensual evening yet as a triad.  
 
    The conversation teetered between business, comedy and sex all night.  
 
    “You know what I’m wondering,” Andy said swirling wine in his glass. “Who gets the first kiss?” This was completely off topic which went perfectly along with how our conversations were going. I put my head in my hands with elbows on the table and gazed dreamily at the thought of it. He glanced at Cash and back at me and back at his wine.  
 
    “Hmm,” Cash thought, “I’m ready.” We laughed.  
 
    “I’m ready,” Andy made sure to speak up. And almost comically they turned to me. I broke from my gaze and sat up to think, looking sensationally kissable.  
 
    “Should I have to choose?” I said, pouting.  
 
    Cash reached into his pocket, “Let’s flip,” he said with a rising gleam in his eye staring down Andrew like it was some sort of competition.  
 
    Andy leaned in ready to step up to the challenge and spoke, “We have to. Tails.” 
 
    “What?!” I said. “Has it come to this?” And let a big sexy grin come across my face feeling so ready to touch lips with my lovers.  
 
    “Is that okay?” Cash said, genuinely giving me the right to object. I wet my lips nervously and nodded slowly thinking of what was to come next. We had to face it. The reason we had been together for this long and even through living together and hadn’t done anything sexual at all was because of the ‘who’s first’ factor. It was time to go all in.  
 
    He flicked the coin up and I put my hands over my eyes and smiled. “Oh!” I heard them both laugh and when Andy said, “I should’ve known” I knew the coin had fallen heads.  
 
    I moved my hands. Cash sat quite close to me already but I took over, Holly-style, and after a deep breath slowly stood up. I walked over to Cash like a cat, slow and with tigress intent. Ever so slowly I bent down until I was at a sharp angle at him and stroked my nail from his neck to his chin and lips as I neared. Continuing in slow motion, I let my soft, ready lips touch his, which were so much softer than I imagined they would be.  
 
    We kissed. It was a soft kiss, and another, and another, and our mouths opening for what our hearts desired, and another, and I licked his lips like a lady-cat lover wanting more. Just like that, I was backing away and he opened his eyes, bringing his hand down on the table hard and letting out, “Dear God, take me home now.”  
 
    I smiled and strolled, flirting around with the tips of my fingers on the tops of the chairs and walked around to the other side of the table meeting eyes with my other lover. Andrew’s blue eyes were smiling more than his mouth and his face had turned pink as I neared.  
 
    Cash was still remarking in shock and getting all hot but now it was Andy’s turn. I motioned for him to pull his chair out a little and sat myself across his lap. Gently and slowly caressing his chest on the way up to his neck I softly pulled him in closer, sitting up completely straight, and brushed his cheek to chin towards mine as our lips met lovingly where they wanted to. We were romantically turned sort of sideways, and he put his hand around the top of my waist holding me.  
 
    Our lips just locked and savored and kissed and devoured for a moment, my other hand instinctively found it’s way to brushing across his pants in that moment and discovered we were both so hot for each other. I stood up, almost dizzy and jokingly shook off, trying to breathe for a moment, making my way back to my seat but only to stand.  
 
    I reached for my glass and as Andy pawed at his pants joking that he was trying to keep it together, I raised my wine glass and said, “To us.” Both fellows managed to get hold of their glasses and oh, so agreed, “To us.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The weeks of fading summer would seem to have no end, and the three of us each found balance within our home, the city, and ourselves. We all stayed busy but found times at home relaxing, indulging in sharing gourmet meals. Times out were fun-filled, exciting and fanciful. The physical side of our relationship had become somewhat of a game, each of us quenching what pent up desires had been buried deep within our creative and wanting souls.  
 
    Depending on where we were or what we were doing, there were opportunities for pleasurable fun, and I was the self-proclaimed leader in this dance. It worked out this way. I loved to put on a show and set them afire in surprising little ways and they loved it.  
 
    Both Cash and Andy surprisingly agreed to humor me and join me for dancing lessons. Once a week I went, and they alternated weeks as my partner. It was Cash’s week when I showed up in a cute little short light pink and black short-sleeved Fendi jacquard-style dress with a point collar, inverted skirt pleats and piping detail along the cuffs, bodice and hem. It was a dream dress for a dancing doll and I rocked some embellished silver heels with the look.  
 
    Super short and sexy, we had fun on the floor as usual but it was the after where we both knew we just couldn’t stand it any longer and had to find an empty dressing room to get all over each other in some kind of way. 
 
    Our days went on like this and no one was jealous and no one was left out: balance. Sure we got questions and comments from outsiders here and there, but most of them were just in awe of what we had going on and we kept our private matters untouchable. Actually, the lot of us were quite shocking in just that we didn’t hide what we were, but didn’t flaunt it either. Anyone who came to know us quickly saw how natural the whole thing was and couldn’t see us any other way more than we ourselves could not.  
 
    It was winter when Andrew was invited to a big party and was expected to bring his significant other. This was our first big date out somewhere. I felt we would be in the spotlight, but as the night went on laughter and honesty and love led us to nothing but a perfect evening. Eventually by word of mouth, and us making the rounds meeting people, folks did want to know who the lady was with the two fellows, but before they even knew to wonder that, they wanted to know who was the lady in the red dress.  
 
    The gown I wore to this occasion was just stunning, a gorgeous bright red Zac Posen silk faille strapless gown with a sweetheart neckline and shape-enhancing effect heightened by a sweeping full hem. Honestly, I felt that in a gown like this, it was only right to have a man on each arm! It was a delightful evening and good practice at us being us out, which we are somehow great at, and managed to also have fun doing it.  
 
    By the next summer we were nearing our first year living our new life and had become quite good at it. I was happy to have the house to myself most days, though I rarely stayed in, except for once a month.  
 
    As it turned out I developed a bit of a ritual. When I had my time of the month come around, since I didn’t have any work obligations I set aside this time for myself and didn’t make any plans. I would literally stock the fridge and stay in and watch movies for a few days. Occasionally it would happen I was off a day and had to cancel lunch with mom, but for the most part I was pretty good at predicting and freed myself up to lay around and be resting womanly-me for the time being. It only took a first day of this for the guys to get the message I was on my ‘vacation’ as they called it.  
 
    One day that summer Cash called me and asked if I was ‘back from vacation’ yet, I told him that yes, I just was. He said that he and Andrew had been planning a little something for me and if I was okay with it they were going to take me away for a couple of days. Andrew was picking up a new car just for the occasion. Of course I agreed and went to pack a little bag and spruce up.  
 
    Midday, they came in to grab some things and we all piled into this hot white convertible Porsche with Andy at the wheel and I took the front. DI wore a super short and short-sleeved belted silk dress, black with a tropical infused print in yellows, oranges, reds and whites, and sunglasses. It was good to go for a drive, and good to get out of the city.  
 
    We drove to a beautiful cottage in the Hamptons where we stayed for a whole week and took walks on the beach, dined al fresco and swam in the pool. They guys put their heads together and arranged a few extras like our own personal chef preparing meals, a butler, a helicopter ride over the ocean, and our own private shark dive. I remember feeling so thankful with every moment and telling them both so. Thanking them for doing so good and being so good and for taking such good care of me and loving me.  
 
    On one of the nights there was the first time that I felt a bit torn, though. I wanted to be so close to both of them and didn’t want to pull away from either of them. I asked if they’d just both sleep with me that night and they said okay, neither of them wanting to let me go either. Respectfully and in love.we lay and even did sleep.  
 
    What a glorious morning it was waking up to the ocean waves and sunlight with these two sleeping angels so by me. My heart was made to love this much, loving the two of them is so easy.  
 
    Back home, we had more nights like this but not all the time, just when I made a point with a true special request, but it became not unheard of, especially after parties or nights out at clubs where were stumbling in and I’d just pull them both to my bed. There was one night like this after a wild night at Bungalow 8 where I was just asking for it wearing this A.L.C. Mercier dress, a short black bodycon knit dress, off the shoulders with a straight neckline and short sleeves. At the club it was just fun to wear, in the car I realized I’d been noticed more than I thought, and back at the house I realized I felt like quite a fox in it—or tiger rather.  
 
    I had the boys where I wanted them and they were each like wolves that night, hungry like I’d been starving them. I hadn’t realized how much it must have teased them all night but once I knew I gave them both the show they were after and gave myself all of what I wanted. There were only beams of light let in from the street here and there and the darkness made it all that more allowable for me to show off to them and take and give respectively how we all wanted. They wanted me happy and I was in heaven. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    By fall and into winter of our second year, hot and steamy passion was an uncontrollable and the underlying theme of our existence. We still went about our daily lives but I loved and lived for the flirting and teasing, the love making, the fiery heights, the romance, and the spontaneous ways we would surprise each other.  
 
    I started to buy designer lingerie and there were many days where I made sure I was home and got myself all dressed up.  I would sometimes send a picture to the guys, just to get a rise out of them and show them what they had to come home to. It was so much fun wearing these hot get-ups and heels and putting myself in precarious positions all over the house, just waiting to treat who should walk through the door first, and then both of them.  
 
    Our fluffy soft white carpet was fun to crawl on and the first thing they’d come home to me wearing like that, was this short, sheer black little lacy body suit by La Lilouche.  
 
    The first thing Cash said when he walked in was, “You’re so good to me.”   
 
    I asked, “Want some more?” and stood up on my tip-toes in my heels stretching out my legs tall to kiss him, letting his hands find the back of me.   
 
    Our lives weren’t all sex-kitten driven games, though. and it wasn’t all work and city. As their work became more secure, our chats about what to do with the money became more serious. Cash was big on investment properties and planning on some trips for the winter to check out different locations. He wanted to buy us a few homes so we could have somewhere nice to spend winters, which none of us liked. His list of properties to look at was all over the globe and he wanted us to come along, if we could, to look at some of them.  
 
    Andy was working out a big trip for himself, though, it seemed our trip to the Hamptons reminded him of his life-long passion for diving. He’d gotten together a couple of divers and was planning a bit of an expedition where he’d be away and in the water for nearly two month’s time.  
 
    I on the other hand, while having complete access to funds, wasn’t feeling any pull towards any big ventures outside of our home and so I felt my interests and purpose would grow in time. It was around then that I began to pick up writing again. 
 
    That winter was long and it was a good thing Cash had us off on what turned out to be mini-vacations so we could rejuvenate and soak up some sun. Buenos Aires was divine—like the Paris of South America, so romantic. The people were so friendly there, like family. We enjoyed our stay but didn’t find it necessary to buy the place we looked at, even though it was a slice of heaven.  
 
    Costa Rica was a dream and I adored the place we looked at in Playa Flamingo. I also adored having coconuts cut for me and all the fresh fruit was just what I needed, that and the sunny shore.  
 
    We all decided right off it was a perfect place to retreat to, and this became our first home purchase on our own. The place was a lot smaller than the Penthouse, but the layout was open and airy, just what you’d want in such perfect weather. The pool and gardens were so serene and deliciously private, so calming.  
 
    I truly loved the country and the weather so much that I felt like from then on, I was only humoring Cash going along to other locations. I felt if I had time to get away, it would be there in Costa Rica that I would want to spend my time. On the beach we saw a few children playing a ways down. I remember thinking how peaceful and healthy they all looked. Just doing what kids should do; digging in the sand, playing in the water. The beach was really all about relaxing, the sun and water, and play. I loved how it brought the child out in me and made me want to just let go and enjoy.  
 
    These thoughts wandered to where I reasoned when I had children of my own that I would want them to have a childhood somewhere like this. The soothing and inspiring thoughts brought on a calm, but was closely followed by a seed I accidentally planted out of anxiety.  
 
    How could I ever have children in my current way of living? We were a star trio, but our lifestyle wasn’t suited to move towards family. So much of children’s security and success lies in their family structure, the foundations, and what about how they’re treated by outsiders? I couldn’t bear the thought to ever think I’d be selfish enough to drag an innocent child into unknown territory. They could potentially be ridiculed, or suffer emotionally, or grow up confused, or even begin to harbor detrimental resentments. The whole idea of living the way I was, seemed to make me feel like I was trapped between living for myself or sacrificing to maybe someday be a mother. I didn’t mention these thoughts to the guys, but only let them sit a while and figured things would sort themselves out in time.  
 
    Luckily there was the distraction of world travel to whisk me out of my stressing spell and we were soon aboard a plane headed to Mexico. All this warm sun on my skin was welcomed as was the exercise. Though we were there to check out a killer ocean front mansion, we’d worked in time to visit some ancient ruins about an hour’s drive away. Seeing documentaries on such places in the world was one thing but to walk step by step to the top of a vast and ancient site like where we were was really something special.  
 
    The place was deserted the day we went which gave an even deeper impression also allowing us to relax with each other. At the top we explored a little and then all sprawled out in the sun to refresh and just let it all sink in. It was as if this was our kingdom and we sat looking out from our royal thrones. What wonders we were able to, and had, and would, all see together and share. What deep rich lives we led, the three of us together.  
 
    After soaking up the Mexican flavor and touring a couple of beautiful homes, all with such vivid colors, we headed halfway across the world to Dubai.  
 
    We’d planned to spend a longer holiday there at some point, but this time it was just to visit some properties in person. It was overwhelming. We looked at fairytale villas, ranches, condos, and penthouses.  We were wined and dined along the way, swept in and out of the most elaborate and larger-than-life modern places I’d ever laid eyes on. Dubai is a knock-out place, but it really wasn’t for me. No matter where we went I still got the feeling we were in a city and if I wanted that I’d personally prefer New York or somewhere a little more homey.  
 
    Off we went, to see the beauty of New Zealand which was quite lovely. We enjoyed a long day of horseback riding in the countryside, quite a welcoming pace in comparison to Dubai. We took in the beautiful unique flora and sampled new foods and flavors. I found it to be a comfortable place, and most hospitable, but I felt far from home and began to miss mother’s face and longed for the end of our journeys.  
 
    We decided to delay our last stop and come home to have some time together to unwind before Andy headed off for his scuba diving adventures. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    It took days for me to recoup from all of that traveling and to truly feel at home again. I was home for days further, but happily so, on my ‘womanly vacation’. After a week of playing homebody and lounging around I was ready to get out and enjoy the new spring air. What a better way to feel at home than to shop for something perfect to wear on my birthday? A spring birthday always suited me and this year I was determined to truly go in for a really good time as it would be the last weekend Cash and Andy and I would all be together before Andy went away.  
 
     There were enough hot and steamy hotel nights on our trips and so for this birthday I had the idea to go in for more of a girly theme, and treat myself to feeling special and womanly. The guys had surprised me with tickets to a symphony, four of them, so my mom could come too which I thought was just perfect. We were planning on throwing a little party back at the Penthouse after. Dinner would be first, of course, and I requested we go to our old standby, Restaurant Daniel.  
 
    Knowing where we’d be going and how it was somewhat of a last hooray, I just had to find the perfect dress. I already knew that for my birthday, I wanted something light and pretty. I didn’t want black, too sexy and formal. I didn’t want red, too sexy and well, sexy. I didn’t want a solid color at all really, not even gold or silver and that left a whirlwind of other choices from prints to patterns. It was a lot harder to shop for a dress with an occasion in mind, in my opinion, than it was to let a gorgeous number strike you with the anticipation that would drive you to a destination.  
 
    There were floral prints of all sorts all over town but I didn’t want too old or too young, I wanted princess for the night, lady of the evening, presenting the birthday girl, Miss Holly. I wanted to feel like a delicate cake topper, or like the flowers myself, not be decorated in them.  
 
    I bypassed pleats and stripes and dots and tie dyes and boho and fruit and tropical and embellished and flirty all over town for a week in search of something I began to feel I might not find. My mother, my friends, my boyfriends… they would all love me no matter what I was in. I didn’t have to look perfect or so I began to tell myself, but after stops for recharge-lattes or lunches, I trudged on.  
 
    I ended up back at Saks, an all time favorite of mine, though it was where I started. I perused again, this time trying to pay attention to anything I might have missed zooming through. Carelle was working at the store that day and she smiled me over for a chat.  
 
    It helps to be friendly and spend loads of money because you get to know the right people, and though I couldn’t begin to describe my own style, Carelle had somehow managed to grasp it and I trusted her. But what happened there that afternoon was sheer magic. We smiled and laughed and had a few jokes but then I told her with a pout face that I was back around because I still hadn’t found a dress to wear on my birthday. She knew Andy was going away, and since Carelle and I had grown quite close, she would also be attending my little birthday shindig as well.  
 
    She pursed her lips to one side and her eyes rolled up and to another as she gave it a quick thought. Just then out of nowhere a beam of light struck across her face as her mouth opened completely wide, her eyes just as so, with a big smile.  
 
    “Oh, my god,” she said, looking straight into my eyes, “we just had a new Chloe gown arrive!” She was talking in the most excited whisper. “It’s not supposed to debut til Saturday, I think we’re going to do it at nine thousand.” She kept her surprised look but changed to more serious and looked around. “I wonder if I could show it to you.”  
 
    Carelle had been with Saks for years but she was no top-dog, and there was definitely a certain protocol about things. The party itself was Saturday, my birthday, but if there was a gown that had come in that made her make that face, I just had to see it. I certainly couldn’t wait until then to find something.  
 
    “Give me just one moment,” she instructed me, almost slyly and disappeared to hopefully work some magic.  
 
    I looked around at gorgeous dresses for the second time that week, that just weren’t it. I couldn’t bear the thought of settling. Just then, Carelle appeared again walking almost briskly with her eyebrows raised.  
 
    She locked into my elbow with hers and told me, “come with me.” As we walked she let on. “Only because you’re one of our premiere clients and only because I swore on my life you wouldn’t breathe this out to a single soul, I have permission to show you the dress. If you decide to purchase it you will have to sign something saying you will not publicize the sale or something, and will have to keep it hidden until the debut date.”  
 
    “Wow,” I said and at that moment I was in the back room at Saks Fifth Avenue. She wasn’t even allowed to bring it out to a room for me. We walked back through the sea of garments all organized and hanging to an area where everything was covered individually. 
 
    She told me to wait where I was and was reading the tags adorning the mystery covers.  
 
    “This is it!” she said. “Well, Holly, I hope you like it,” and pulled away the cover revealing the most perfect birthday gown I could have imagined if I had tried to design it myself. It was flowing, dainty, feminine—it was my cake topper! The gown was made in France, all silk, a sleeveless halter v-neck with a pleated silhouette. Adorning it were tassels along the asymmetrical detail. The front was mostly pale pink atop, pretty blue below and then the sides faded to greens, where the entire back was mostly all pale pink, and with a soft rainbow effect created by the multicolored touches. Now I knew why Carelle had acted the way she did—the dress was made for me to wear!! 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    That Saturday I woke to birds singing on a lovely sunny spring day to two very fine looking gentlemen on either side of my bed whispering softly, “oh, there she is…”  
 
    Andy was rubbing my back and caressing me and Cash was at my legs and feet stroking my smooth skin and softly soothing me.  
 
    “Mmmm,” was all I made out and soaked it all in enjoying every second. “I love you guys,” I murmured and we all chuckled. They knew I would be still as long as they continued, loving the petting.  
 
    “So, what do birthday princesses eat for breakfast?” Andy inquired.  
 
    “Mmmm… coffee,” I murmured, “and… French toast…” And after thinking, “with strawberries…” Cash was rubbing his hands now up my inner legs far up and Andy was stroking my head, playing with my hair and pulling it a little tightly. “Mmmm… I want you guys for breakfast!”  
 
    And we all laughed but the rubbing continued and they gave me what I wanted and more and more and more treating me like a real princess and all of us enjoying this last morning together in love. We had already remarked that while Andy was away that Cash and I would take it easy waiting for his return out of love. So on this warm, breezy, perfect sunny morning was where we let our deepest passions fly through kissing and treating each other completely, giving over and pouring out our love. They to me, me to them. 
 
    Somehow they managed to have the strength to carry on and actually make the breakfast, too, while I on the other hand was near immobile afterward. What a glorious birthday already. We had decided to have a walk in the park, just the three of us. When I came downstairs just in a little sleeveless Fendi printed floral dress with a flouncy dropped waist and ruffle skirt, pink and white, I expected we’d just be walking the block over but what was there awaiting me but a grand carriage fit with white horses.  
 
    “We thought you might like to take the long way,” was Cash’s remark as he led the way with his hands and helped me up to where Andy was sitting only to present me with an overflowing bouquet of white and pink roses.  
 
    “Happy birthday, baby,” he said and kissed me on the lips as I sat to receive them. I sat between my darlings and smiled from ear to ear as we enjoyed the ride just for fun.  
 
    Later on I waited until mother arrived for us all to drive to the dinner together to step out in my gown. I did so softly and shyly almost, wearing the most delicate shoes and light pink earrings.  
 
    “Oh my lord!” Mom cried, and the boys gasped the same with wows, “you are a real princess,” she said and I almost thought she might cry for a second. I did a slight twirl and for the rest of the evening enjoyed being on top of my birthday world, my cake and the city, as feeling once again like the luckiest woman to walk the night. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Days without Andrew went on for both of us with an air of dragging and we felt his absence, though tried not to show it and keep ourselves busy. Cash was out of town here and there himself, so I simply stayed on task. I took lots of bubble baths, went for massages twice and sometimes three times a week, I shopped and I read and I wrote. Days rounded, weeks passed and things felt a little different, more than I could pinpoint why, and I felt it veered from just Andy’s absence.  
 
    I was quietly enjoying a book and some iced tea out at the park by myself when Cash called me.  
 
    “Hey, I just got in, I thought you’d be home around this time of the month,” he said almost jokingly but sounded quite serious in undertone actually.  
 
    “What’s up?” I asked.  
 
    “Holly, I… can you come home?”  
 
    “Yeah, I’ll be there in a few,” I said and we hung up. Something was wrong. I walked in the door and he was sitting on the couch with his head in his hands.  
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked.  
 
    “Holly, listen, I didn’t want you to worry but…” I raised my eyes to question and sat across from him. “I got a call a week ago that Andy’s team hadn’t responded and disappeared. I didn’t want to worry you. They assured me that the divers were probably fine but protocol was to call it in. Today they’ve called me and it’s way worse. Their main ship was found abandoned and damaged, no sign of the divers and no radio call for 8 days now. The officer I spoke to said they won’t close the case but considering their location and nature of the dives they were doing they’ve all thrown in the towel.”  
 
    I stood up, “What!? Thrown in the towel?!”  
 
    “He said they wouldn’t stop looking but that from the way it seemed there was little to no hope.” I sat silent. It would do no good to be angry, I heard what words he was given. I stared of with a surge of desperation creep up and put my face in my hands and just cried.  
 
    “We just have to wait to hear,” he said, and hugged me.  
 
    Those days were long and there was something much bigger to pass the time about now. I didn’t take bubble baths. I didn’t get massages. Or shop. Or read. I just stared off and waited. Meanwhile there was a bigger worry brewing in the back of my mind, which with what was going on, I could only keep private. Mother would come over to comfort me and bring me food but with all the emotions and lack of definition to life, I felt helpless. I missed him. He was the sweetest man alive, he just couldn’t go like this. Andy wasn’t much of a fighter, he was strong and would surprise you, but… I just couldn’t accept that he was gone.  
 
    Cash was out of sorts, too and began to drink heavily to forget everything, and he didn’t know what to do. He kept saying he wanted to go find him, but knowing he didn’t have a clue where to look or how to do it better than who was already, he stayed with me.  
 
    The summer began to look hot out and I barely left the house, I just couldn’t bear to do anything. I often found myself just standing at the window and staring out. Life with only us two would not do. Half of my whole heart was in his hands.  
 
    Mother came one day and gently insisted I come with her out to have some lunch, just to get some fresh air. It had been four weeks since Andy’s crew had completely disappeared and still no one had heard a thing.  
 
    She managed to cheer me up with her perfect motherly way, convincing me to stay strong and not lose hope and think about what Andy would want me to do. I shed a tear but with a bittersweet half smile, and rose to put some real clothes on.  
 
    I put on a dress to perk me up and in the back of my mind was something I also wanted to speak with her about, personally. I knew just the one, the Alexander McQueen silk chiffon sweet pea gown I had been saving for something special and for the day and purposes it was perfect. We ate al fresco and I turned down wine.  
 
    “I’m surprised with everything going on that you, too haven’t been drinking more. I always do when I’m really stressed about something to take the edge off. Although Cash has taken things a bit far by the looks of his eyes, I understand why. How has he been?” Mother asked. 
 
    “Not so good,” I said, “but having me to take care of helps him hang in there… I haven’t wanted alcohol though, lately.” 
 
    We ordered and ate and I stared off a lot the way I had been. With thoughts of emptiness and Andy at sea.Praying. It was so good to be with mother, and really just being with her relaxed and energized me. I wanted to talk to her about what was on my mind so bad but I just couldn’t find the words. Something was missing, it wasn’t time yet.  
 
    We pulled up to the house and she offered to walk me up but I told her I’d be okay and how lovely the afternoon was and thanked her and hugged her. Before I went in to our place I happened to glance at my phone, which I realized had been off, when I saw 29 missed calls!  
 
    My heart was skipping beats and it was Cash calling. Shit. What happened? I started panting, and felt I just couldn’t take it, couldn’t take any news. He wouldn’t call me like that unless it was big news or he really needed me badly. I walked up to see if he was home before calling him and didn’t see him, so I went to call him on his cell when I thought I heard his voice outside. I went out the living room doors to the terrace and nearly had a heart attack. Andy! 
 
    Andy! I ran crying to Andy and Cash sitting on the terrace and they stood, I jumped to hug Andy and never let him go. I sobbed my eyes out and held him so tight. With my tear covered face buried in his chest I didn’t care where he had been I just didn’t want to ever let him go. I looked at Cash and he was wiping the tears running down his cheeks.  
 
    “We were going to die, Andy,” I spoke out crying, looking into his eyes, “we were going to die without you.”  
 
    He hugged me so tight and so gently saying, “I’m so sorry babe, I’m okay. I won’t leave you. I’m right here.” I held on to him tight and from the side looked at Cash and outstretched my arm for him to come and take my hand. He came near and I looked at both of them with crying tears.  
 
    Still sobbing, I said, “I’m pregnant.” 
 
    Both of their jaws dropped and I don’t remember the remarks of shock but with smiles and confirmations it quickly turned to sobbing laughter and we were all hugging. I cried through my tears how I’d known for a while, and couldn’t bear to think of it with him gone.  
 
    “It must’ve been that morning, my birthday,” I said. We were the happiest three we could be. We didn’t know who’s it was, we didn’t know if it would be a boy or a girl, but we knew—all of us now, that we were going to have a baby, a family. Being submerged in the most beautiful and sweet love in the world, all my worries about us having a child melted away as all the other worries did and I knew we were going to be just fine. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Skin-Walker 
 
      
 
    “Ms. Morgan, do you have children?” 
 
    Of course I didn’t. I had no children and I had no intention of ever having any of the little parasites. Still, I put on a sad and sympathetic face. I smelled a story, a good one. Children in the countryside had been going missing, but, strangely, they always would be gone less than the twenty-four hours needed to call in the FBI. 
 
    A child, usually about age twelve, would fail to get off the school bus or his bike would be found abandoned and frantic parents would panic while the police mobilized. Later, the kid would be found dazed and confused wandering in a park or somewhere similar. The child would show no signs of any harm or molestation and the cops would blame it on drugs or some sort of pre-adolescent stunt. 
 
    I stared at the woman a few moments, trying to find my empathy. We were in my office after she had turned to my newspaper in real desperation. I needed to milk her for information, so I shut my eyes and shook my head slowly. 
 
    “No, Mrs. Phelps,” I said softly, “I – I do have a niece but, well, I am not a mother and so I cannot begin to imagine.” 
 
    “Call me Anna,” she said. 
 
    “I’m Eileen. So tell me, Anna, what happened?” 
 
    “Sean was playing baseball with his friends at the park. It was going on sunset,” Anna explained. 
 
    “Which park?” 
 
    “McBride.” 
 
    “You live in Maple Bluff?” I asked, smelling money. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. “So, anyway, he chased a ball into the trees and that was the last anyone saw of him for almost eighteen hours.” 
 
    “You called the police.” 
 
    “Of course. There was nothing. Then the next morning security at the airport found him wandering in the perimeter.” 
 
    “Was he…” 
 
    “No,” she said. “That’s just it. He wasn’t harmed in any way. The doctors found nothing. Sean says that it was like he fell asleep and woke up when a jet roared overhead. He remembers nothing. But --” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Our own physician found the smallest of puncture marks on his arm.” 
 
     “Like if somebody drugged him?” 
 
    “No. Like somebody drew blood from him.” 
 
    That gave me pause. 
 
    “There is something else that you must understand,” the woman said. “My wife and I are Wiccan.” 
 
    That gave me even more of a pause. 
 
    “I thought,” I said, “that the Wicca are, um, pardon the phrase, good witches.” 
 
    “We are. But there are those who would take our knowledge and wisdom and pervert it for their own selfish purposes.” 
 
    Right then I figured that I had a lulu. The Wicca are a harmless bunch of Druid wanna-bes into herbalism, hodge-podge spiritualism and very cool, sexy clothes. 
 
    “Okay,” I said drawing hard on my empathy, “so you think that some dark coven is gathering elements for some evil reason, like hair or blood or something.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “So why come to me?” 
 
    “Well,” she said, “I first came because no one would listen to me, a crack-pot lesbian witch. But I have seen your work and you have gone national. And while your investigations have been, um . . .” 
 
    “Sleazy.” I said. “I’ll be the first to admit that.” 
 
    “Yes. You seem to enjoy taking people down.” 
 
    “Only the jerks.” 
 
    “Be that as it may,” she said, “my wife suspected something about you. And the moment I walked in here I knew. You are a Skin-Walker.” 
 
    I was so very glad that I was sitting. She looked at me with a deep and long stare. 
 
    “A whaaa?” I said. 
 
    “A shape-shifter,” she said. “I see the shadows on your face.” 
 
    “Mrs. Phelps,” I began. “I may be many things but—“ 
 
    “I understand your denial,” she said. “And your true nature is none of my business or concern. Someday society will understand and accept, but this is not that day. This is the day that I am asking you to help me.” 
 
    I had a sudden new respect for Wicca. I grabbed a pad and pen. 
 
    “I’m gonna need the whole story.” 
 
    We talked for over an hour. She left and then I sent out for lunch. Over pastrami on rye I started researching the other abductions with the same M.O. There was nothing outside of Dane County, not even national. It was one of those stories that we could give banner headlines to. It was begging for our spin. 
 
    Then Nick, my editor, poked his head in my door. 
 
    “Eileen,” he said, “I want you.” 
 
    “And I want you, baby,” I replied, “but you know I have all those slaves back home and—“ 
 
    “I got a werewolf.” 
 
    I chuckled. 
 
    “No, really,” he said. “I got three sightings of a werewolf in the University Arboretum.” 
 
    “The Arboretum is a big place,” I said. “Where was he spotted?” 
 
    “Six guesses.” 
 
    “The effigy mounds.” 
 
    “Bingo,” he smiled “This could be our very own Bat-Boy baby.” 
 
    “Bat-Boy worked,” I sighed, “because it was two syllables and they had a cool graphic. What are you going to call this? The Arboretum Werewolf?” 
 
    “Madison’s Monster,” he suggested. 
 
    “The Park’s Dark.” 
 
    “I like,’ he said. “We could do that with a one-forty point black and white banner. So, am I sending you out tonight with a photographer?” 
 
    “I’ll go alone” I said. “This witch came in crying about her boy. I’m digging right now.” 
 
    “Those semi-lost kids?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Be cool if you could tie ‘em together with the werewolf.” 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded, “it would.” 
 
    Nick left me with a voucher for a good night camera. I knew a little bit about werewolves. And I knew that they didn’t like cameras. 
 
    *** 
 
    So I work for The Exposé; a small tabloid in Madison, Wisconsin with a thriving circulation. I have a by-line and copyright on all my stories. I get picked up a lot by the national rags because my stories are good. That’s because I am good, and that’s because I have an edge. 
 
    I have the advantage that every reporter on the planet wants: I can be the fly on the wall or the stray cat in your backyard. I am a nagual, animagi, face dancer, skin-walker, whatever name you want. I’m a shape-shifter. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    One of the hard parts about being a skin-walker is that you need to do it naked. I mean, I have shifted before when clothed and it’s a hassle. If my body mass expands then the clothes shred. If I contract then I have to spend time wiggling my way out. 
 
    So I went into the Arboretum in the dead of night. I found a spot in the Wingra Woods near the ancient effigy mounds and I lit some candles around a stone cairn. I figured that if I got caught it would look like I was some sort of weirdo spiritualist. Then I stripped and walked to the tall Norwegian pines. The night was cool, the scent was wonderful and the lush carpet of long needles was so soft beneath my feet. I wandered. There was no moon and the darkness was so lovely. Standing alone and naked was, itself, a luscious feeling and I could have been lulled into those sweet sensations. 
 
    But I had to keep my mind focused. I sensed the thing and I knew that it was out there. It was behind me and stalking me. I could smell its musk. It was aroused and I was such a tempting morsel. I paused by a cluster of moon-flowers and knelt to gather them. The werewolf took that time to circle me. 
 
    I liked that about him. He was going to go with a frontal assault. He wasn’t one to grab from behind and that spoke of honor. He crept quietly and when he had stepped into the clearing I heard his low snarl. 
 
    When I saw him, his hind quarters were hunched and bent backwards like dog legs. The paws were wide like elongated toes and the claws were like those of a bear. His arms kept something of their human shape but his hands had savage gnarly fingers. His chest was broad and his belly slender. Sleek, dark hair swept along all of his flesh. 
 
    A wolf is a majestic animal with a noble, sometimes soft mane. But this thing was a cross between animal and human and was the stuff of nightmares. The snout was long, yet wide, as if a man’s nose and jaw had been pulled and stretched by some evil force. His teeth were hidden but the canines gleamed as his lips snarled. But his eyes were hauntingly human. 
 
    Still, I saw that deep in those round yellow eyes there was something beautiful, tender and loving. But wrapped as they were in that hideous skull, they became narrow, slanted and evil, and that evil was framed with silver hair sprouting over his brows. 
 
    He was lit by a light from no moon or star and as he loomed I saw that, even though he was a truly frightening vision, the vision I saw was a captive. He was someone’s slave and I could feel that in his heart. 
 
    He was a wily one. He was waiting for me to scream. He was waiting to draw from me my fear and so blind me with his power and strength and might, feeding on my terror as he fed on my flesh. 
 
    But I stood up. 
 
    I stood up and looked him right in his yellow wolf eyes. I focused my camera and the flash dazzled him a moment. As he howled and recovered I sang my soft chant and began to change myself. The werewolf froze. It is not in a wolf’s nature to back away but I felt him wanting to flee as I began to form into his likeness as I stared, unflinching, into his eyes. 
 
    My legs took on mass and muscle. I had to keep from crying out as my knees bent backwards but in a moment I felt as if I could leap like a gazelle. My chest tightened, the soft hair sprouted and the long bristly hair grew. I began to see in different hues; yellows and blues became dominant and his eyes were glowing in my sight. 
 
    He growled. I growled back. He suddenly rose up on his hind limbs and leapt at me. I bolted under him and he landed in the moon-flowers. I turned and sprang, landing on his back. He stood and howled, thrashing, but I clung and clutched my arms around his throat. 
 
    That’s when I found it. 
 
    There was a thin leather collar around his throat. My wolf muzzle dug through the hair as he went wild trying to cast me off. But when my teeth sank into the collar, he froze, dropping onto all fours. 
 
    He was panting. I was gnawing. I bit through and felt electric sparks. If I had been human I’d have immediately jumped away but I was an animal and my animal brain was focused on one thing and that was to chew through the collar. I smelled his fur burning as the collar sizzled and snapped. I shut my eyes against the flashes and kept biting and gnawing even as he howled. 
 
    Then I bit through. The collar cleaved in half and I took one end in my teeth and flung it off and away. 
 
    He collapsed. 
 
    I collapsed on top of him. I felt his fur fade and, beneath me, the strong muscles of a man formed. I slid off, exhausted. I was spent and I felt myself melting back into a human. I could feel him breathing hard, as though he was relishing every breath. 
 
    I opened my eyes. He was lying on his side gazing at me. His eyes were green. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said, “you freed me.” 
 
    “You’re a werewolf,” I said. 
 
    “And you are a most excellent shifter,” he smiled, his finger tracing my burned lips. 
 
    “And we,” I said hearing the police sirens, “we are so busted.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    I rolled him onto his back as the cops played their flashlights around us. 
 
    “Okay wolf man,” I said. “Unless you want to spend the night in jail do what I say.” 
 
    “Absolutely,” he said. 
 
    “Cool. Your name is Steve O’Malley. You live with me at five-oh-one Clemons Avenue. Repeat that.” 
 
    “Steve O’Malley. Five-oh-one Clemons Avenue.” 
 
    “Excellent,” I said straddling him. 
 
    I paused a brief moment. It was as if my thighs were gripping a living tree, he was that solid and yet he was also so warm and . . . endowed. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Making it real,” I said, “lover.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    I started rocking and groaning while he lay wide-eyed and amazed. The cop’s lights danced about us. I shrieked. 
 
    “It’s okay,” a woman’s voice called out. “We’re the police. Just stay calm, it’s okay.” 
 
    “Ohh gawd,” I groaned covering my breasts. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said. I heard her partner chuckle. “Just want to know what’s going on.” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, but . . .” 
 
    “It’s the Beltane Fires,” I said. “We were just – just saying goodbye to spring and welcoming summer.” 
 
    “Those your candles back there?” 
 
    “Yes. Look officers. We haven’t committed any crime.” 
 
    They had us stand, took us away from each other and asked their questions. Then they switched and we were grilled again. Then they left us to huddle in the pre-dawn chill while they conferred. They gave me back my sundress and purse and asked where his clothes were. 
 
    “He came this way,” I said. “It’s—it’s how it works. He needs to be—“ 
 
    “Yeah, it’s okay,” she said. “So here’s the deal . . .” 
 
    It turned out that we were trespassing on State property. The park closed at 10 pm. The cops made noises about public indecency but I argued that it was four in the morning and the public was restricted. They laughed. I felt that we were going to skate. 
 
    “So listen,” the woman said, “there are rumors about this place.” 
 
    “The werewolf?” I chuckled. 
 
    “Yeah.” she said. “Someone called in a disturbance in here. Said something about animals fighting. Big animals. You know anything about that?” 
 
    “Someone?” I said. “There was someone here? Watching?” 
 
    “A couple of teenagers looking for the werewolf. You two see or hear anything like that?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “But then we were – you know.” 
 
    “Right. Okay then. Go finish your ceremony at home.” 
 
    *** 
 
    In Wisconsin you always carry an extra sweater, a blanket, a shovel and a bunch of rock salt in your car during the winter. I gave the wolf man the blanket and drove him back to my house. Neither of us said anything the whole drive. I led him to my kitchen where I cracked open a beer. I offered him one but he asked for water. 
 
    I got to check him out in real light. He was . . . attractive. His hair was dark brown and grizzled. He had a widow’s peak and long sideburns. His face was chiseled with sharp lines and yet he had such a soft and gentle look. His eyes were light green and piercing, but with an almost innocent air. He had a week’s worth of beard growth and he was built like a boxer. 
 
    “Okay wolf man,” I said nodding. “What’s your story?” 
 
    “You,” he said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “May I have another glass?” 
 
    I stood away. I took my can of mace from my purse. I nodded him toward the sink and he drank three more glasses. 
 
    “So,” I said as he breathed deep. “Why is your story me?” 
 
    “I am in your debt.” 
 
    I looked at him somewhat perplexed. 
 
    “I was enslaved,” he said. “That collar. It kept me from my human form, and you freed me. How did you know?” 
 
    “I guessed,” I said “A werewolf wearing a collar is a bit unusual.” 
 
    “So is a woman who believes in and seeks out a werewolf. It makes me wonder about your story.” 
 
    “I’m asking the questions.” I said. “So who enslaved you?” 
 
    “I cannot say.” 
 
    “You don’t know?” 
 
    “I cannot say,” he repeated. “I have been sworn.” 
 
    “To whom? To what?” 
 
    “I cannot—“ 
 
    “Right,” I said, “I know, you cannot say. Can you at least tell me what you were doing haunting the Arboretum.” 
 
    “I was protecting.” 
 
    “Protecting?” I said. “Protecting who from what?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter now,” he said, “I was a slave. The collar enslaved me. You broke that. I am in your debt.” 
 
    “Look.” I said. 
 
    “What matters now is that you saved my life, and now I owe you that life until you release me.” 
 
    “Is that some kind of werewolf code or something?” 
 
    “No. It’s my code. I believe in honor. I have been in this world long enough to see how vital that particular virtue truly is. So I am in your debt.” 
 
    I thought about that. My first thought was to release him then and there, trusting his own honor to help me. But I’m just not that kind of girl. 
 
    “Okay then,” I said, “what’s your name?” 
 
    “Donovan.” 
 
    “Okay Donovan, you’re in my debt. But first you could use a bath. We both could actually.” 
 
    I saw his face light up. 
 
    “Not together,” I said. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    After Donovan had bathed I dug out an old bathrobe that a former friend had left behind. Donovan zonked out on the couch while I luxuriated in a hot bath. Then I found my bed. In the morning I woke to the wonderful aroma of coffee and bacon. 
 
    That was so sweet. 
 
    A good breakfast of bacon and eggs, toast and coffee is a lovely thing. It’s pretty hard to mess up but I had known men who could. This guy wasn’t one of those. 
 
    “I’m beginning to like this indebted thing,” I said as we ate, “but we both know that it’s not going to last. Slavery is not my thing.” 
 
    “I am glad,” he said with a small smile, “but even a brief slavery would not be so bad. You are a very beautiful woman.” 
 
    I blushed a little and I thought a little. He was, if nothing else, fit and he did have such pretty eyes. I might have batted my own a little. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, “but right now I could use your help.” 
 
    I explained about the children. I turned a little as I spoke and my robe parted just a bit; I’m not above using my body now and then. I asked if he knew anything and I got a stoic look. 
 
    “Right,” I said “It has something to do with your former slave master – but you can’t say.” 
 
    He stayed quiet. 
 
    “Silence is affirmation.” I said. “You know something.” 
 
    He silently ate his eggs, but all the while he had his green eyes on me. 
 
    “What would a werewolf want with--,” 
 
    But he shook his head and bit his toast. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, “so what would a werewolf’s slave master want with children?” 
 
    “Not children,” he said, “a child.” 
 
    “A special child,” I said, “something in its blood. Of course. Curiouser and curiouser.” 
 
    He gathered the plates and began doing the dishes. 
 
    If there was one thing that I had learned in my life it was that a man who would do the dishes on his own was worth something. I sipped my coffee as he made my kitchen sparkle. He was rare and he was mine. 
 
    “Tell me something,” I asked, “how was it that you were enslaved?” 
 
    “I was seduced,” he said. 
 
    “Seduced by who?” 
 
    “By whom,” he corrected. 
 
    “So,” I laughed, “by whom?” 
 
    “A woman.” 
 
    “Well that’s reassuring,” I said. 
 
    He turned and looked at me. I saw in his eyes such desperation and yet such hope. I knew that he had so much that he wanted to say and I also knew that he had so much that he couldn’t say. I also saw that his green eyes were drinking me in. That was when I knew that I had him. I smiled. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, “first thing is that we need to get you some clothes.” 
 
    I called my secretary, Brandy. Brandy’s a good friend. She understands my work as a reporter and she’s bailed me out a jail a few times and pulled me from some other scrapes. But this one was new. I asked her to drop everything and go shopping. 
 
    “Say what?” she said. 
 
    “Sweetie, it’s part of the story. Please.” 
 
    “You see today’s copy edit?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “Then I suggest that you do so.” 
 
    “Brandy—“ 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    I went to my computer and logged onto the paper’s edit. The composition board had a pic of me next to my man all naked in the woods. Fortunately, it was censored. The headline was cute: 
 
    Exposé Exposer Exposed! 
 
    “You bastards,” I breathed. 
 
    “Hey, I’m just a flunky,” she chuckled, “so what gives? Is that really you?” 
 
    “Long story,” I said, “just do this for me.” 
 
    “I’m getting lunch for this one,” she said, “and I’m going to the Goodwill.” 
 
    I shut my phone and then checked messages. It was packed with things from the paper’s night shift saying “whassup?” and “that u” and “any comments?” and the like. 
 
    I went to find Donovan. 
 
    “I gotta go to work,” I said. “You be here when I get back?” 
 
    “If that’s what you want.” 
 
    “Cool.” 
 
    When I got to the office I figured that Nick would be there waiting to dress me down. But the man was sly to the point of nasty. Right there in the entrance to the editorial room hung a huge glossy of the pic – without the censor stripes. I got whistles and cat-calls and applauds as I stared at it. 
 
    Then Nick yelled for me. 
 
    “What the hell?” I demanded as I stormed into his office. 
 
    “It’s news baby,” he chuckled, “any comments for the record?” 
 
    “You slimy bastard.” 
 
    “I believe that has already been established.” 
 
    “You’re going to go with that?” 
 
    “Look,” he said, “this is big. I got the police statements and I got—“ 
 
    “That’s me!” I cried. “Are you going to destroy me like this for some quick sales?” 
 
    “It’s not destroying you” he said. “Eileen, with the other pics I got we’re gonna make you a celebrity. This is our Bat-Boy.” 
 
    “What other pics?” 
 
    He tossed three sheets on his desk and my heart stopped a moment. They were grainy and it was obvious that the photographer didn’t know how to use a camera at night, but they were clear enough- two animal-like creatures wrestling, one with its neck deep on the other’s. 
 
    “Where’d you get these?” I asked. 
 
    “Same high school kids,” he said. 
 
    “Kill ‘em,” I said. “They’re fake. I was there. I didn’t see any animals in combat.” 
 
    “Look,” he laughed, “we can take these pics and bleed them out for weeks. It’s a friggin’ gold-mine. And with you as a witness—“ 
 
    “Nick no,” I said, “this is just some stupid stunt. It’ll turn out that Frat Boys did it. And when that comes out—“ 
 
    “The Frat boys set you up with that guy?” 
 
    “That’s – that’s personal. The real story is—“ 
 
    “I know,” he said flopping into his chair, “the real story is your disappearing kids. But there ain’t no story there. Disgruntled father snags ‘em and get’s ‘em back before the Feds enter the scene. Eileen, without a werewolf your story is just a milk carton.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    “Okay,” he said, “what do you got?” 
 
    “I got a live werewolf sleeping on my couch.” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Nick,” I said. “I found out that there is someone out there looking for the just-right kid.” 
 
    “And when that someone finds the kid?” 
 
    I looked at his smug face. I wanted to grab his ears and yell that there would be one less child. I wanted – but I didn’t. 
 
    “Kill the damned pics,” I said, “for now. I got a lead.” 
 
    “What lead?” 
 
    “A werewolf on my couch.” 
 
    He sighed. He leaned back in his chair and took up the photos. 
 
    “I got the rights,” he said, “for forty-eight hours. In forty-nine hours the kids can plaster these on Facebook or sell to the Globe. I do not like being upstaged.” 
 
    “Trust me on this,” I said, “please.” 
 
    “You got twenty-four hours. Then I start the presses.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    I left the office and drove to the Arboretum. I wanted to check out the place in sunlight. I had to see if I could figure out what had lured Donovan there or what he was protecting. I walked the Mound Trail for a while, not sure what I was looking for. I doubt if I could track an elephant through, let alone a wolf. I guess that I was just trying to get a sense, a feeling or something. 
 
    And I did get a sense and a feeling and it was not good. The deeper I walked through the sparse pines the more it felt that something was off. Something just wasn’t right. If there were any signs of a child being held there those signs escaped me. Still I had a weird feeling. 
 
    I saw an elderly woman on the trail and so I stopped to chat. She was a birder and she was frustrated. 
 
    “I come here every spring,” she said, “looking for the Northern Waterthrush. They pause here by the lake on their way to Canada but I’ve seen neither beak nor feather.” 
 
    “Maybe they took a different route,” I said. 
 
    “Well that’s just it,” she said, “they’re all over the other lakes. Just not here. There are no birds here.” 
 
    She was right. I heard no chirping, no singing, not even a flutter of a wing. There were also no squirrels or raccoons or anything else in the woods. There was something unnatural in the air, and if anyone would know what was up Donovan would. I took Arboretum Drive to town and I got that weird feeling all the way to the beltline. 
 
    When I got home he was cleaning. The living-room had been vacuumed, the shelves dusted and he was washing the windows. 
 
    “Wolf-man,” I laughed, “is your alter-ego a maid?” 
 
    “No,” he said chuckling, “it’s hard for me to just sit still. Thank you for the clothes. Your friend Brandy was, um, curious.” 
 
    “What did you tell her?” 
 
    “I – I just thanked her. We didn’t chat” 
 
    “Cool,” I said. 
 
    “So,” he said shutting the window, “you are Eileen Morgan. I saw your mail. Sound’s Irish.” 
 
    “County Kerry. You?” 
 
    “County Cork,” he said, “neighbors.” 
 
    “Then let’s be neighborly,” I said with a grin. 
 
    I grabbed him by his tee-short and dragged him to the couch, slamming him down. I hated what I was going to do but I did it anyway. I had to know what he knew and that was going to take something. 
 
    I tore off my jacket and pulled away my camisole. I stood before him in a pretty, lacy baby-blue demi-cup. He gaped at me. 
 
    “How long,” I asked, “how long were you stuck as an animal?” 
 
    “Since winter,” he said, his eyes darting from mine to my breasts. 
 
    “That’s a long time without a woman.” 
 
    “Eileen . . .” he gasped. 
 
    “Chat later,” I smiled 
 
    Then he cried in delight as I fell to my knees before him. I had him out and in my mouth. He was already swelling and as I went down on him he grew into a rock. I was sucking him hard and fast. He groaned. He meshed his fingers in my hair and began thrusting with me. He was oozing in no time. I toyed with his balls with my fingers as I swirled my tongue around his throbbing knob. He was gasping and I could feel him tense. 
 
    “Ohhh Gyyyyyyaaaaaaaaa!” he cried as I dove on him. 
 
    Being a shape-shifter has its advantages in some situations. I split my tongue so that it forked and the little viper muscles wrapped him as I sucked that rod for all it was worth. I got chills hearing him cry and groan. He was pulsing and so ready. I stroked the base of his huge cock with my hand while I concentrated on his knob with my mouth. He was throbbing. And then he wailed and exploded in my mouth. Burst after burst of the warm spunk splashed down my throat and I sucked and drank and swallowed and sucked some more until I sucked him dry. He seemed to collapse. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t,” I sneered. 
 
    I ripped off my skirt and panties and straddled him right there on the sofa impaling myself on his slimy tool. I love that position. I feel so full and so in command. And command I did. He had the stamina. He started doing me back. He had that silly smile that men so often get. He reached up and slid down the straps of my bra. He began to fondle and toy with my breasts. 
 
    He started with that delicate thing, licking and nibbling. There was no way I was going to take that. I rammed myself down on him hard, grabbed his hands and mashed them into my tits. 
 
    “Now you listen up,” I said, “you’re in me now and I ain’t no little pretty China-doll. You know what I am and you know what I want. I’m betting that you know how to fuck. So fuck me, wolf-man!” 
 
    He laughed out-loud and he did. He mauled me like an animal and he started to ram me hard. I squealed my delight and rammed right back. And then he really got into it. 
 
    I gasped and gazed at him. He twisted my nipples and I cried out in delight. He pulled me to him by my tits and kissed me hard and deep, all the while pounding me. 
 
    “You like that?” he grinned, “you like it hard? You like it rough?” 
 
    “Yessss,” I hissed, “ohhh yessssss!” 
 
    “I’ll show you rough.” 
 
    He pulled me off. I leered at him. He threw me to the floor and ordered me onto my hands and knees. I obeyed. Then he got behind me and shoved that slimy cock into my pussy so hard and fast and deep that I wailed out loud. His pelvis slammed my ass and my arms buckled. He grasped my thighs and rammed me. I wailed and clutched the rug. I was so alive and throbbing inside and I was sure he could feel me swell. I wallowed in it as he did me hard and called me the filthiest names. 
 
    He pulled out, flipped me over and nailed me. He mauled my breasts as we went at it like animals. I had my legs wrapped around his thighs and was clutching his ass, pulling him deeper and deeper into me. 
 
    It was a new kind of bliss as we wrestled and thrashed like two creatures wallowing in raw, filthy driving sex and when I came I clutched my near maniac lover and drove myself deep and fast and the waves of bliss were mountainous. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    He was still in me. He was still hard and the slime soaked the air with a wonderful aroma. He was kissing me tenderly and licking my sweat. He was treating me like a lover, so I hated myself for what I was doing. But, then, I have hated myself before. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him close. His hairy chest mashed against my breasts and that was so – so...I kissed him as a lover and I wiggled my thighs. He was still alive inside of me and it was so squishy and sloppy in there. I giggled. He breathed long and hard gazing at me. 
 
    “You are amazing,” I said running my fingers through his hair. 
 
    He just smiled. 
 
    “You – ohh,” I sighed. 
 
    He moved and in that motion he stirred inside. Nerve-endings that had exploded in bliss were awake and alive again. I tightened my pussy and he tightened his body. I pulled him to me and kissed him. He kissed back as one in rapture. 
 
    “You got stamina,” I said rolling my wall muscles around him. 
 
    “I try to stay healthy,” he said. 
 
    “You do that good. So how does a strong, healthy werewolf like you manage to get enslaved?” 
 
    He began slowly thrusting again. I was so sopping but his manhood was so thick and warm and alive. I wiggled to take him and he filled me. 
 
    “Why does it matter?” he asked. 
 
    “Because I need to know – ohhh.” 
 
    “What do you need to know?” 
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” I moaned as we held and loved softly. 
 
    “You are so beautiful Eileen.” 
 
    “Ohhhh,” I gasped “How is a werewolf enslaved?” 
 
    “Like any man,” he said driving faster. 
 
    “So can I enslave you?” 
 
    “You already have.” 
 
    “That’s right,” I said looking him straight in the eyes, “so answer me.” 
 
    “This isn’t fair,” he said as he thrust, “you’re taking advantage of me.” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    I relaxed my muscles. I felt him tremble. I reached under and toyed with his danglers, tickling them with the tips of my nails. He moaned. I played. I stayed loose inside and he began driving faster. I tightened a little and he gasped, then I relaxed and he sighed. 
 
    “Please,” he said, “please don’t do this.” 
 
    “I need to know.” 
 
    I pulled away and wrapped my forked tongue around his man-nip. The little thing stiffened like a girl’s as I grabbed and pulled. He was gritting his teeth as he thrust. I teased him tightening and then relaxing. I had him so off balance. 
 
    “You bitch,” he groaned. 
 
    “Like you wouldn’t believe.” I said as my walls grabbed him hard. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhhggnnnn.” 
 
    It was easy. I kept him on the edge until he agreed to tell me everything. Then I let him have it. His climax was so long and powerful that as he shuddered in orgasm I could feel the wolf straining against his flesh. And after he caught his breath he actually snarled at me. 
 
    “You gave me your word,” I said. 
 
    “You used me,” he said. “I call you beautiful and you use me.” 
 
    “Children are in danger,” I said, “and one child is in real danger, so start talking.” 
 
    It began when he was eighteen years old and an acolyte to a high priest in the Feri Tradition, a coven of witches and warlocks who receive their power through sexual mysticism. He was young, strong, fit and very well endowed, so he became popular. But he got entangled in a love triangle and, in a jealous rage, a priestess cursed him. He fled. 
 
    At first he would morph as a result of strong emotions, mostly when angry and always during sex. As his arousal would mount, so would his animal. That meant a life of celibacy. But he found a Wiccan witch who was kind to him and taught him to control his wolf. 
 
    “She was the first woman who I could make love with in years,” he said. 
 
    “Did you fall in love?” 
 
    “A little. But she was older and she had a partner, and that can never be for me.” 
 
    His eyes fluttered and he looked away. Something in me stirred and I wanted to reach out to him somehow. But at that moment all I could was to stroke his furrowed brow. 
 
    Part of his control was the need to stay in impeccable shape; no drugs, no alcohol and regular exercise. He was a runner and he liked the Arboretum trails in winter. Particularly since a stunning raven-haired vixen named Virginia had taken to those trails too. They jogged often together. They talked. Talk turned into coffee at her house nearby and coffee led to sex. 
 
    Then one afternoon as they lay in her bed in the afterglow she confronted him. She told him that she was a Wiccan Priestess and that she could sense the animal in him, particularly in their most intimate moments. She told him about wanting to study his aura. She claimed that she might be able to release him from his curse. 
 
    “And you believed her,” I said. 
 
    “I would have believed the devil himself.” 
 
    She tricked him into shifting, collared him and bewitched him. 
 
    “She is no Wiccan,” I said. 
 
    “That’s true, but I don’t know what she is.” 
 
    “Probably a rogue,” I said. “But what about the children?” 
 
    “She used me to snare them,” he said. “She taught me a spell that would entrance them. I would take them to her and she would bring them into her turret-room. What she did with them I don’t know, but when she would always them back the disappointment on her face was bitter. Then I’d leave the child somewhere they could be found.” 
 
    “You told me that you were in the woods protecting,” I said. “Protecting from what?” 
 
    “Oddly enough, animals.” 
 
    “Animals?” 
 
    “Their spirits somehow interfere with her. I honestly don’t know.” 
 
    “But your presence was enough,” I said nodding. “But why children?” 
 
    “They’re virgins.” 
 
    “Boys or girls?” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter,” he said. 
 
    “I could be a virgin,” I said. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “You’re insane,” he said. 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    The afternoon was warm as we sat naked by my pool. We had taken a dip to wash off, played a little and then lay on loungers soaking the sun. He held my hand as I told him my plan. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” he asked, “ring her doorbell?” 
 
    “Might be just that simple,” I said. “But you said that she likes to jog. So she’s running, she finds a little girl lost on the trails. She takes the girl home to call her momma. And then --?” 
 
    “She’ll spot you in an instant.” 
 
    “I’m very good.” 
 
    “And when she discovers your deception?” 
 
    “I can handle myself,” I said. “I handled you on the trail that night.” 
 
    “I was tired and hungry. She fed me just enough to barely keep me alive.” 
 
    “She can’t shift. I could be all over her like a tiger, or even a werewolf.” 
 
    “She’s a witch,” he said. “She has power.” 
 
    “I’ve tangled with warlocks—“ 
 
    “Women are wily,” he said, gripping my hand and looking right into my eyes. “She’ll charm you and when she realizes what you’re up to she will not be pleased. She is not a very nice person. Please don’t do this.” 
 
    “Why are you afraid for me?” I asked staring right back into his eyes. 
 
    He said nothing, but I knew that look. I didn’t know what to think. The woman in me saw in those green eyes something so sad and so desperate. I could almost feel his heart throbbing. My own heart moved a little, but I didn’t want to admit it. The reporter in me took over. 
 
    “Look,” I said, “by this time tomorrow the city is going to be flooded with pics of the two of us wrestling. Then people are going to flock to the Arboretum looking for werewolves. And that’s going to force Virginia to do something, maybe something desperate and—“ 
 
    Just then my phone rang. I grabbed the chance to escape and ran to answer. It was Brandy. She told me to check the headlines. My heart stopped. I brought my phone to Donovan and showed him the headline. 
 
    Ten Year Old Girl Missing From Zoo. 
 
    “What time does she go jogging?” I asked. 
 
    *** 
 
    She ran in the evening after work. I had bought a pretty little floral print sundress. Donovan drove. I couldn’t. I was all of four-foot-seven and my skinny legs dangled off the passenger seat. We pulled into the Arboretum parking lot. He took my hand like my daddy and we walked down the Effigy Trail. We were deep in the woods and the sun was low. 
 
    “If you are not back here in three hours,” he said, “I’m coming for you.” 
 
    “Cool,” I said. “I have a hero. I’d kiss you but . . .” 
 
    He shook his head and disappeared into the woods. I walked the trail deeper. I felt her before I saw her. I stood stock still, feeling frightened. She rounded the bend and I gazed hopefully up at her. 
 
    Donovan was right, she was a stunner. She was tall and curvaceous with breasts that would attract even me. She wore black shorts and a jogging bra that looked like they had been sprayed on her. Her face was lean and sculpted in sharp lines. Her nose was almost pointed, her lips were thin and her eyebrows like pencil lines framing deep, sultry brown eyes. She wore her black hair up in a tight bun. 
 
    I recognized her immediately. This was big. 
 
    She smiled and nodded and jogged past. I looked at her and sniffled a little. She slowed, stopped and turned. Her face brightened as she walked to me with a smile. She crouched down and looked me in the eyes a moment before she spoke. 
 
    “Little girl,” she said softly, “are you alright.” 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    “Are you lost?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Eileen.” 
 
    “Well Eileen, is your mother or father around?” 
 
    “My -- my daddy,” I said. “We were looking for frogs and I found one and chased it in the woods and now I don’t know where he is.” 
 
    “Does your daddy have a cell-phone?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Do you know his number?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well then it’s simple,” she smiled. “I live near her, so you can come to my house and we can call him. I bet he’s so worried. That sound okay?” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “It’s okay Eileen,” she smiled taking my hand. “My name is Ginny. We can have some cookies while we wait for your daddy.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She asked me about school as we walked. I made up a bunch of stuff, like an excited little girl. Her house was on Balden Drive, a very wealthy neighborhood with a few mansion-like houses and acres of wooded land between. Very lonely. Her house was two stories and sprawling with a tall turret. We went in by the back door and she had a spread- tennis court, swimming pool and a putting green. Her kitchen was huge, bright and airy. 
 
    “This is nice,” I said. 
 
    “Stupid bitch,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I can smell him on you.” 
 
    And then my head exploded. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    When I woke the back of my head throbbed. She must have nailed me with a frying pan or something. I never saw it coming. The room was dimly lit and cool. Looking around I saw it was a weird cross between a medical laboratory and a dungeon. 
 
    I was naked and strapped down on a gurney. My shoulders and breasts were sore and there were red marks around my waist and thighs. 
 
    “It was actually fascinating to watch,” the woman said. “The moment you hit the floor your body shifted to normal. Your dress and panties didn’t like that.” 
 
    “I know you,” I said. “Virginia Tanner, city Councilwoman.” 
 
    “And I know you, Eileen Morgan,” she smiled. “And now I know how you have managed to get all those juicy stories for that rag. You’re a shape-shifter.” 
 
    “I am,” I said, “let me show you.” 
 
    I thought I’d be a werewolf, just to bring things full circle. I took a breath and began my chant and – and nothing happened. I tried again. Not even a twinge. 
 
    “It’s called Supresus,” she said, “a charming little spell that keeps folk like you in their place.” 
 
    I started to get scared. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “All I want is that little girl.” 
 
    “She’s already gone. She’s useless to me.” 
 
    “What do you want these children for?” 
 
    “That’s none of your business,” she snapped. 
 
    “Look, I know what I’m up against. A woman in your position can’t keep me around long. So why can’t a dead girl know what she died for?” 
 
    The room rang with her silvery laughter. 
 
    “Oh, but darling girl,” she said, “I can keep you around for a very long time. I can think of all sorts of ways to have fun with such a beautiful woman. Like this.” 
 
    She took my nipple between her nails and began to squeeze. Hard. I shrieked. 
 
    “You’re a fucking sadist,” I said. 
 
    “Yes,” she smiled batting her eyes. “But it’s always so much more fun when there’s a real goal involved. So tell me, where is he?” 
 
    “Where is ggyyyaaaaaahhhh!!” 
 
    I thought she’d pull it off. 
 
    “I don’t know!” I shrieked. “I haven’t seen him since that night!” 
 
    “Liar.” 
 
    She let me go but her hand began to creep down my belly. 
 
    “Honest,” I said. “I haven’t seen him since the cops took him.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” she said stroking my bush. “Keep lying.” 
 
    I screamed as she grabbed my clit. I thrashed in my bonds and she laughed and laughed. Then, with a final pinch, she strolled away out of my sight. I lay there in real fear. I was helpless and powerless and I wondered how much I could take before my hero crashed in. Ginny returned with several small, silver toothy clips dangling from delicate chains. 
 
    “Now,” she sighed, “where shall we start?” 
 
    Suddenly the door burst open and for a moment I thought that it was Donovan. But it was a woman’s voice crying, 
 
    “Ginny! Ginny I found her! I found her!” 
 
    “Tabitha,” Ginny cried. “What are you doing out of your chamber?” 
 
    “Look! Look!” 
 
    Tabitha was petite beauty of a blonde. She wore a floor length white silk night-gown that clung to her shapely form. Her eyes were a deep blue and her face so delicate almost elfin, and yet it looked as though her creamy skin was crisscrossed with faint dark lines as if her skin were cracking. She held a crystal ball in her slender trembling fingers. Floating inside was the face of a wide-eyed, innocent, young, red-headed girl. She looked half frightened. 
 
    “Tabitha are you certain?” 
 
    “Absolutely. This is the one.” 
 
    “Can you draw her to us?” 
 
    “I can barely hold her,” Tabitha said. “My strength . . .” 
 
    I stared at the ball and memorized the face. 
 
    “Darling, I’m losing her,” Tabatha said. 
 
    Then she groaned and slumped, nearly dropping the ball. Ginny caught her and carried her to a chair. 
 
    “I saw her, Ginny,” I said. “I saw that girl and I can find her for you if you let me go.” 
 
    “I let you go,” she said, “and you go to the police.” 
 
    “Darling,” Tabatha said, “who is she?” 
 
    “Just some snoopy reporter.” 
 
    “She’s been with the wolf. She’s made love with him.” 
 
    “You’re wrong,” I said. 
 
    “Tabatha is never wrong,” Ginny said. 
 
    “Darling,” Tabatha said, “was that her screaming?” 
 
    “Yes, love.” 
 
    Tabatha smiled. She took a deep breath and walked over to me. I cringed in my bonds. She placed her hands on my temples and sighed. 
 
    “Oh darling, she’s a good one,” she said. “Oh yes. I can feed from her, she is such a good one.” 
 
    “Then feed you will, my love.” 
 
    And so my torment began and all I will say is that she was a sadistic bitch and Tabatha somehow drew strength from my torture. It was as though I would scream and she would inhale my pain. Ginny was slow and thorough. She did no damage and she kept grilling me about Donovan. I knew that as long as her lover was relishing in my agony there would be no let up, so I told her nothing. I just screamed and screamed. 
 
    Then, in the middle of a particularly vicious lash of a whip, Tabatha, herself, wailed and leapt back in fear. 
 
    “He’s here!” she cried. “The wolf is here!” 
 
    The whipping stopped. I heard crashing sounds from above and my heart dared to hope. Then Donovan burst through the door all in a rage as his hideous wolf form. Tabatha shrieked and Ginny lashed at him with the whip. He grabbed the thong and yanked it out of her grip. Then he slashed at my bonds with his claws and I was free. 
 
    I leapt to my feet and ran out of the way. Ginny flung something like a fireball at Donovan and he batted it away. The ball rolled and smoldered against the wall. Donovan leapt at her but she held out her hand and he slammed to the floor. From her fingertips threads of lightening flashed and wrapped him like an electric blue net. He was writhing and roaring. I ran and grabbed Tabatha, digging my nails at her throat. She felt like she was burning with fever. 
 
    “Enough!” I cried. “I’ll rip her throat out!” 
 
    Ginny’s eyes flashed to me. She glared a moment, then shrieked in a strange language and clapped her hands above her head. The room filled with white and then went black. My arms were empty. I collapsed in the burning room. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    I was in a haze of pain and smoke. I could barely breathe. Donovan’s iron-like arms picked me up and carried me out and away. He was a man again. I remember the cool night air as he ran through the woods. He gently laid me in the back seat of my car. There was still a clip biting my nipple. 
 
    “This is gonna hurt like hell,” he said as he gently eased it off. 
 
    I shrieked. The blood rushing back into the crushed skin woke the numbed nerve endings and it was excruciating. 
 
    He drove with all the windows open. I could finally breathe as he carried me to my hot-tub. The whirling water eased away my harms. 
 
    He dried me and lay me on my bed. He eased my welts with a cooling balm. I remember caressing him tightly and sobbing. He wrapped me all in his arms and I fell asleep to his soothing voice saying, 
 
    “It’s okay. You’re safe now. Safe . . .” 
 
    I woke in the morning to his soft green eyes gazing at me. I kissed him long and lovingly. He flinched some and I pulled back. He had fared no better than I. His chest and arms were criss-crossed with scorch marks. He had slathered himself with the balm but I didn’t care. I kissed each and every burn. 
 
    “Poor baby,” I said. “I so want to make love with you right now” 
 
    “That will have to wait,” he said. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “We have to find her.” 
 
    “I know. Maybe – maybe we should go to the police.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. “I have a bad feeling. Let’s first see what we can find out.” 
 
    We got on my computer and that’s when we got our first shock. The morning papers had nothing about a fire anywhere. 
 
    We dressed and drove down Balden Drive. There we got a second surprise. There the house stood pretty and pristine. A gardener was working outside, as if nothing happened. But what really blew me away was that the turret was gone. 
 
    We drove to my office and I rang the City Council – yes, Councilwoman Tanner was in her office. I hung up. There was no way that we were going to the cops. 
 
    My next thought was of the little red-haired girl. 
 
    Our newspaper is sneaky. We’ve hacked into databases all over the place. I got into Madison’s middle schools. I started with Badger Rock looking at every student photo. I found the girl in O’Keeffe School. Pretty little Emma Cantor lived on Jennifer Street. Her parents were Mark and Donna. 
 
    I called the house. Donna was home. I explained to her who I was and how I thought that her daughter was in danger. She was near hysterical. I told her to call the police. 
 
    “What now?” Donovan asked. 
 
    “Now we get help.” 
 
    I called Anna Phelps, the Wiccan and told her that I had news. She invited me to her house. She and her wife Cheryl were very gracious, though they eyed Donovan suspiciously. 
 
    “So you were right about me,” I began. “I am a skin-walker. And Donovan,” I said taking his hand, “is a werewolf.” 
 
    They listened calmly as we told them the whole story. Anna was understanding and compassionate. Cheryl was angry. She stood and paced, wringing her hands. 
 
    “Tabitha,” she said, “there were lines on her face you say?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Like you could see her capillaries?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said remembering. “I thought that her skin was cracking but—“ 
 
    “And she was feverish?” 
 
    “Oh yes.” 
 
    “Fools,” Cheryl said. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “They tried an Epíklisi tis Athanasías, an evocation of immortality. They botched it and now the woman’s soul is burning.” 
 
    “Ginny was concerned that she was ‘out of her chamber’,” I said. 
 
    “They have a place where they are burning Sacred Space, it’s a mystical incense that calms the soul and eases the fire.” 
 
    “That could have been the turret,” I said. “But when we drove by this morning it was gone.” 
 
    “It’s still there,” Cheryl said. “It’s just on another plane. There are some real and powerful dark arts here. But what really galls me is that Tabitha was able to feed on your pain. She’s more than a witch, she’s a psychic-vampire, she can absorb life forces, and pain is so full of those forces.” 
 
    “What about that poor girl and her mother?” Anna asked. 
 
    “Safe for the moment,” I said, “but what is it so special about her?” 
 
    “Her humors, most likely,” Cheryl said. “The balances in her blood need to match the woman exactly.” 
 
    “So they snatch random kids and hope?”I said. 
 
    “No,” Donovan said. “I was given very specific instructions when I was her slave.” 
 
    “Tabitha searches with her crystal,” Cheryl said. “They test the blood and when it’s a reject they let them go. They have to be stopped.” 
 
    “I know,” I said. “Little Emma may be safe, but they’ll keep looking.” 
 
    There was a small silence in the room. 
 
    “Will you help us?” 
 
    *** 
 
    We made a plan. 
 
    I can shift my shape in one of two ways. The way I usually do it is simple mimicry; my body takes the shape of the form I want, but it’s still me inside. The other way is Embracing. When I Embrace I actually become a clone, but that’s complicated. I need real DNA from who or what I wish to copy. If I kiss you or make love with you I get plenty of samples. Getting DNA from a twelve-year-old girl would be tricky. 
 
    It took Anna and Cheryl almost an hour to remove Ginny’s spell. I tested and became Anna. That got a good laugh. I shifted back and then we split up. Donovan and Anna went to Balden Street while Cheryl and I went to visit the Cantors. 
 
    Jennifer Street was on the east side, a nice quite little street in the gentrified Atwood neighborhood. There was a cop parked opposite their house but he didn’t think much about two women ringing the bell. Mark answered the door. 
 
    “Hi,” I said. “I’m Eileen Morgan from the Exposé.” 
 
    His expression softened. 
 
    “I want to know how you found out,” he said. 
 
    “And I do so want to tell you,” I said. 
 
    “Cops are looking for you.” 
 
    “Well, there’s one over there. You can flag him or you can invite us in.” 
 
    He opened the door. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The place was nice but in turmoil. The Cantors also had a small son and the two kids were all upset about being taken out of school and wondering why they had to pack and go off to visit their aunt in Minnesota all of a sudden. Donna gushed over me and hugged and thanked me. She wanted to talk but she wanted to get the kids out of the room. 
 
    “It would be better,” I said, “if we all sat down in the living room. My colleague has something to show you.” 
 
    We sat in the living room. The kids were curious when Cheryl took the small clay pot from her bag. She lifted the top and a lovely intoxicating aroma of juniper and olives filled the room. Cheryl smiled, sang a soft chant and waved her arms slowly. The Tanners sat still and seemed quite enchanted. 
 
    “Now you see,” Cheryl began in a lilting voice, “once upon a time there was a bad man . . .” 
 
    She spun a yarn about how we found the guy’s postings on Facebook while I sat by Emma. I took the girl’s arm and pricked it with a needle. She looked at me impassively as the blood beaded. 
 
    “Emma,” Cheryl said, “this is the good part.” 
 
    The girl turned back to her and before the blood could drip I lapped it up. I pressed the tiny wound as I tasted the warm salty stuff. I had what I needed. 
 
    “And so,” Cheryl went on, “you are all so very wise to go to Minnesota for a few days. And, of course, we will be more than happy to house-sit for you. Is that okay?” 
 
    So saying she closed the pot and drew them back slowly. 
 
    “Oh wow,” Emma said. “Just like, oh wow.” 
 
    “That was a cool story,” the boy said. “Is it really true?” 
 
    “Of course it is,” Donna said. “Now let’s get packed. If we hurry we can be at Aunt Peggy’s before dark and you can play in her pool.” 
 
    The excited kids rushed upstairs. Donna thanked us again for everything, especially the house-sitting. Mark went to explain things to the cop. It took them an hour to pack. 
 
    After they had finally left, we went up to Emma’s room. I stripped and got into her bed, snuggling under the covers. Cheryl flinched when she saw my whip marks. I needed to wallow in Emma’s scent and space. I lazed a good long while staring at her things and feeling what she felt. 
 
    Then, with the shadow of the taste of Emma’s blood still in my mouth, I stood and began my own chant. An Embracing morph is slow and somewhat painful. Cheryl flinched and I tried not to groan as my body slowly shrank and my hair grew longer. 
 
    When it was complete I saw myself in the mirror through such bright eyes. I was twelve. My skin was creamy and my cheeks were blushed with strawberry. But best of all my flaming red hair was like gossamer. 
 
    “Get dressed,” Cheryl said. 
 
    She led me to the basement. We needed to be close to the earth. She drew a pentangle on the floor with charcoal. I stepped in the center. She lit incense at each of the five points and began a chant. I felt the air stir then the smoke begin to swirl around me. 
 
    “Tabatha,” she called softly. “Tabitha yellow-hair.” 
 
    It took a few moments, then the whirling air spoke. 
 
    “Who?” a small voice in the wind spoke. 
 
    “A friend,” Cheryl answered. “A friend with a gift.” 
 
    “Oh,” the voice said with an edge of excitement. “Oh dear woman!” 
 
    “I am Cheryl long-gown. You will remember me?” 
 
    “I will dear Cheryl. I will remember forever.” 
 
    And then the air began to glitter. There was a small gust of wind and a sparkle and I felt myself taken and carried away. I flew through the dark and cool of another plane as the lakes rushed beneath me and I was carried in that magic to a house with a turret. 
 
    I appeared in that turret room whole and sound but so very frightened. Frightened like a little girl. It was a delicate place. It was a feminine place. It had a round pink bed in the middle canopied with chiffon flutters and there was a sort of pink mist wafting in the sheets. The bed was in the center of a glowing golden pentangle. The walls beyond seemed so dark and through the distant windows I saw stars. 
 
    “Emma, you are perfect,” Tabitha said stepping from the shadows. 
 
    In the pastel light she looked radiant. The traces of veins on her face were faint and she seemed to glow. Then she stepped to me and she kissed me on the forehead. My little heart trembled. 
 
    “You are the one,” Tabitha said smiling. “You are chosen Emma. You are going to live far better than all of the princesses that you can imagine. You are going to live forever now. Just lie here by me on this bed. It will only hurt for a moment, and then . . . immortality.” 
 
    I looked at her like a twelve-year-old would. She took my hand and led me to the bed. We lay side by side. 
 
    Ginny wheeled in a drip-stand and set a needle into Tabatha’s arm hanging the bag low. The witch’s blood began to flow away. Then she pricked my arm and put the other end into Tabatha. I watched Emma’s blood flow from my arm to Tabatha’s. 
 
    “She is the one,” Tabatha sighed. 
 
    “This will be slow,” Ginny said caressing my cheek. “Just lie back and relax. Let your heart do the work. 
 
    I was going to let them have enough blood to feel that all was well, then I was going to morph into a Banshee. But an Embrace can be a tricky thing and little Emma had other ideas. I felt her heart race with terror. The blood was suddenly surging through my arteries and flooding Tabatha. 
 
    “Too fast,” Tabitha gasped, “too much.” 
 
    Ginny worked the flow valve but then the needle shot out of my arm. My blood spurted across their delicate chiffon bed-curtains spattering Ginny’s face. The woman gasped and Tabitha moaned in agony. I clutched my arm to staunch the bleeding. Ginny slapped me hard across the face and began to try to shove the needle back into me. I screamed. 
 
    “Ginny,” a soft voice from nowhere whispered, “Ginny Greenteeth.” 
 
    The witch startled and looked around. 
 
    “Ginny, would you destroy a child?” 
 
    “Who are you?” she cried out. 
 
    The swirling pink fog turned blood red and began to whirl faster but no answer came. 
 
    “It is just a child,” Ginny said. “Just one child who will live forever in the soul of my dear Tabatha.” 
 
    “She is a child,” the voice said. 
 
    “You don’t understand,” Ginny wailed, “you cannot understand! I love--” 
 
    “Your selfish ways are over, Ginny Greenteeth.” 
 
    “Who are you!” 
 
    “Crone” 
 
    Ginny screamed. 
 
    The red mist became a vortex speeding faster and faster as it coned upward, shattering the roof. Suddenly, through the fog, a werewolf sprang with a roar. Both witches shrieked. The wolf grabbed Tabitha and, with the might of Hercules, flung the witch up and into the screeching winds above. Tabatha shrieked as the winds sucked her. Ginny cried out and leapt desperately for her love. She caught a hand as the woman disappeared and, so, she too vanished. 
 
    Donovan clenched me desperately on the center of the bed as the winds closed in around us pulling the air from my lungs. I passed out. 
 
    I woke in the Cantor’s basement, Donovan holding me tenderly. I was naked and I was myself again. I kissed him long and deep. Then I looked to the smiling witches. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “What happened?” 
 
    “Tabatha was so desperate that she was stupid,” Anna said. “By accepting our gift she opened her spirit-plane to us and together Cheryl and I called upon the Moon Goddess Crone. Crone was, well, upset.” 
 
    “They’re gone now,” Cheryl said. 
 
    “Gone where?” 
 
    “Just, gone.” 
 
    We drove by the house on Balden Street. There were fire trucks there and a crowd of neighbors watching the turret burn. Cinders danced in the air. We got out to watch. Cheryl and Anna began a chant of cleansing. I looked to Donovan. 
 
    “Well,” he said. “You got quite a story.” 
 
    “I do,” I said. “Thanks.” 
 
    “So, what now?” 
 
    “Now, I suppose that now I release you. You’re free.” 
 
    He held me by my waist and drew me close. 
 
    “You are a skin-walker,” he said. “You hide in other guises, but in truth you’re hiding Eileen.” 
 
    “I don’t—“ 
 
    “You play tough and cynical,” he went on. “But you didn’t put your life on the line for a story, you did it for a little girl. There’s a tender heart behind that bitch facade, and I want to draw it out.” 
 
    “Oh Donovan” I said falling into his arms weeping. “Sometimes that bitch feels like a frightened little girl. Stay with me? Please?” 
 
    He kissed me full and deep as ashes fluttered around us. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 The Peace Treaty 
 
      
 
     “Your saved twenty-five dollars. Thank you for shopping at Catskill Grocery, have a nice day!” 
 
    Maya handed the elderly woman her receipt and watched her go with a heavy sigh. Ringing groceries for eleven dollars an hour was certainly monotonous. She couldn’t wait for the day that she was finished with college so that she could have a better job. That sent a new wave of hopelessness over her, Maya could only go to school part-time because of her family’s financial situation. At twenty-one years old she knew that night time college courses and working at Catskill Grocery were in her immediate and somewhat distant future. 
 
    “Why do you look like your about to cry?” 
 
    The voice brought Maya back to the present. One of the service clerks, Michael, was at the end of her register studying her intently. She’d known him for about three years, and they’d been in new employee orientation together. Michael was the one thing that made working at the grocery store interesting. He was funny, and they could easily talk about any topic while Maya rang groceries and he bagged them. In fact, they’d received several complaints from customers for their lack of attention to anything else.  
 
    Michael was also very attractive; he constantly wore a smirk that made him appear mischievous and cute, and he had warm brown eyes, wavy dark brown hair even though he kept it cropped relatively close to his head. He was so tall that Maya’s head barely grazed his shoulder. Her stomach did a nervous dance whenever he was around, today being no different. 
 
    “I’m just having one of those moments where I’m questioning my life choices. Working here, only being able to take two classes a semester, my mom having to raise Gabriella and me on her own. I’m having a pity party, don’t mind me.” 
 
    “No, I get it,” Michael replied. “Your family has had it rough.” He was very familiar with Maya’s messed up home life as they’d talked about it many times. “You got to focus on the positive, girl. Sure it’s going to take you longer, but when you finish school, you could be whatever you want. You could write a book, or be a reporter for some news agency. It will mean so much to you and your mother when you finally graduate.” Then his smirk splayed across his face and made Maya weak in the knees. “Plus, don’t hate on Catskill Grocery, you wouldn’t know me if you didn’t need to work to pay off your loans.” 
 
    Maya blushed and dropped her eyes to the register. “That’s certainly true.” 
 
    Over the three years that she’d gotten to know Michael, something had changed between them. The playful banter between them had become flirtatious, and she found herself play fighting with him whenever he would tease her. Sometimes when he spoke to her, his sentences wouldn’t make any sense, and his face would be as red as hers.  
 
    The biggest thing had taken place just over a week ago on a night that she didn’t have class. They’d closed the store, and once they had punched out, they stood out by their cars talking. Just when Maya was about to go, Michael kissed her and told her that he’d been “dying to do that for longer than he could remember.” Maya didn’t sleep that night, even now as she looked at his handsome face and remembered the kiss, she felt like she was on fire. 
 
    Part of Maya knew that Michael wanted to be her boyfriend. He didn’t treat anyone else at the store like he treated her. She would be lucky to be with someone so attentive and fun, but she couldn’t confront him about it, at least not yet. There were a few things that gave Maya reservations.  
 
    In the three years that she had known Michael, she had shared many details about her life, but she knew nothing about his. Besides the fact that he lived in the same town as the store, she had no idea if his parents were together or divorced, if he had siblings, or even if he’d had another girlfriend before. He kept his life outside of work very private, and it almost made her wonder if there was something that he didn’t want her to know. 
 
    The second thing that made Maya lie awake and wonder if there was something going on with Michael was that he was always sick from work several days during the month, every month, for three years. Honestly, Maya wasn’t sure how he got away with it, but there were always a few days that he was missing, and she had no idea what he could be up to. He certainly wasn’t sick, so what was it? Maybe Maya had an overactive imagination, but if she got involved with Michael romantically would it affect her life, too? 
 
    “Dude, earth to Maya? You’re on another planet today.” Michael waved his hand in front of her face. 
 
    Maya shook her head. “Sorry, I guess I’ve got a lot on my mind.” 
 
    “Let’s do something after work then. I’ll take you to a movie or something.” 
 
    Maya felt her heart pounding in her chest. He’d never asked her to go anywhere outside of work before. Then she despaired because she had her British Literature class tonight. “Can I take a raincheck for tomorrow night? I have class at six tonight.” 
 
    Michael thought for a minute before he smiled. “That would be great. I’ll warn you, though, it’s going to be a slasher flick.” 
 
    “A horror movie? I thought you wanted to reduce my stress?” 
 
    Michael’s smile morphed back into his smirk. “How else am I going to get you to cuddle up with me? We clearly can’t do that here.” 
 
    Maya balked at his boldness. It didn’t matter because their manager called him to go get shopping carts from the parking lot. Maya watched him walk away and wondered if was going to become harder to fight off her reservations. But, before she could dwell on it longer, a customer came with a huge order, and she had to focus on something else. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Maya sat down in the lecture hall at SUNY Albany, about a thirty-minute drive from her hometown of Whitney. They were supposed to be discussing the final part of Sir Gawain and the Green Knight. Maya was relieved because as much as she loved to read, she could not fall in love with this particular old English tale. She quickly tried to scan the story one last time so that she would be prepared for the class discussion. 
 
    She didn’t look up from her work when someone slid into the chair next to her. All semester she’d been sitting next to this guy named Ian. They had a whole lecture hall to choose from but every Tuesday and Thursday they would pick the same seats together. 
 
    “What’s the next book on the syllabus?” Maya asked aloud, still glancing over Sir Gawain. 
 
    “Moving onto some good old William Shakespeare,” Ian replied, glancing at his paper, still in immaculate condition despite it being half way through the semester. “Some Sonnets and then Hamlet.” 
 
    “God, I love Hamlet,” Maya replied, genuinely looking forward to the change. She shut her book and smiled at her seat neighbor. 
 
    “Who doesn’t?” Ian replied as he pulled out a notebook and tore out a page for her. Maya felt her face go hot as she took in his handwriting. He’d written down notes for her to use during the discussion; not only were there plot lines and character names, but he’d put symbolism and other literary elements on there too. 
 
    “You didn’t have to do this.” 
 
    “I wanted to.” He replied simply. 
 
    Ian was an intellectual. He soaked up every bit of information that he learned at college like a sponge. He was a full-time student but still commuted despite this. Maya had discovered early in the semester that they both came from Whitney, but he’d gone to a private school which is why she didn’t know him before this British Literature course. He had a 4.0 GPA and had plans on being a college professor once he had enough education. 
 
    He had coppery red hair and blue eyes and he sometimes wore dark-rimmed glasses. He was kind and encouraging. He was like Michael back in town. She wondered if, by the end of the semester, he would be asking her out. Why else would he be helping her with her British Literature grade?  
 
    Ian had asked her on multiple occasions if she had a boyfriend and she’d never really given him a straight answer. There was a six-foot-two brunette that made her heart race at home, but they weren’t exclusive. But there was something about Ian that was like how she felt about Michael as well like there was something holding her back. 
 
    Ian gave her his notes and she let him copy his homework because a few days a month he was not in class. He told her that he couldn’t go into much detail but that it was a family commitment that could not be changed. Maya would tape record the lectures for him, but it reminded her so much of Michael’s situation that it was borderline unnerving. She hadn’t known Ian as long either, and she hadn’t kissed him like she’d had that moment with Michael.  
 
    Maya found her cheeks flushing at the thought of Ian wanting to kiss her. It would probably be a sweet and gentle kiss, and she found herself wondering if there was something wrong with her. Was she that selfish that she couldn’t pick one man to commit herself to? 
 
    “Hey, I don’t know if you are free tomorrow night,” Ian said quickly as the professor had finally arrived and was getting ready to begin. “But they are having this really awesome promotion at a local bookstore.” He explained. “Maybe we could get coffee and buy some books that aren’t for school.” 
 
    “I’d love to,” Maya assured. “But I have plans with a friend after work tomorrow.” She smiled at him warmly, trying to give no indication that this “friend” might actually want to date her. “Maybe Friday?” 
 
    Ian nodded, beaming while he entered the date on his phone. “Absolutely. It’s a date.” Then he winked at her and Maya felt her nerves making her both giddy and nauseous at the same time. 
 
    The discussion of Sir Gawain and the Green Knight began and Maya fond her head swimming with thoughts of chivalry and loyalty, and of two young men that reminded her of each of these traits. Ian was as noble and well-intended as several of the nights of the round table, and Michael had been loyal to her for years, letting her vent to him about her life that wasn’t always easy. It seemed impossible to pick only one and yet she knew at one point that she was going to have to make a choice or lose them both. Maya found her voice trembling as she spoke during the discussion, not because she was anxious about the class, but because it should have been an easy decision. Ian or Michael. She couldn’t do it because there were those foggy unknowns that she couldn’t figure out and was too afraid to ask. 
 
    When the class was finished, she quickly gathered her things, waved goodbye to Ian and headed to her car. As she drove home, she had to turn up the radio because what the DJ was saying seemed completely absurd. 
 
    “Take caution if you live anywhere near Whitney New York. There are multiple reports of people going missing in the woods and surrounding areas. Police think that there are packs of wolves causing what are most likely fatalities. Stay safe everyone.” 
 
    Maya scowled. She’d lived in Whitney her entire life and never once had she seen a wolf or heard of an attack. She shook her head and changed the station, convinced it was nonsense. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    That night Maya had a dream. It started out as bursts of images. She saw a full moon, someone thrashing through the woods, packs of wolves. She saw Whitney policemen, she heard a girl screaming. Once more she saw wolves, except this time there were two that stood out.  
 
    One wolf was black as night, his coat shining in the moonlight. He stood on the edge of a clearing, eyes focused on something across the open field. On the opposite end stood a reddish-brown wolf. There was something almost regal about the way that he stared back at the black wolf, his eyes boring into him, almost as if daring the dark wolf to make a move. There were more bursts of images and noise to the point that Maya felt like she was trapped in a storm of information. It was like she was being spun into a cyclone when she found herself standing in the middle of a dark room.  
 
    The only light was coming from the waning moon; it was no longer full or as bright as it had been with the wolves in the clearing. Maya gasped when she noticed both Michael and Ian standing there. For a brief moment, Maya’s subconscious made the realization that she must have been feeling guilty that she couldn’t decide which one she preferred. But then the dream took a turn, something that she wouldn’t have been able to force herself to wake from if she tried. 
 
    “Are we really doing this?” Michael asked, walking towards her. 
 
    Maya found herself nodding. “This is what I want.” 
 
    Ian had stepped behind her and placed his hands on her shoulders. “Then who are we to refuse?”  
 
    Once more Maya’s subconscious reeled as she took in what was happening. Ian pulled off her clothes while Michael guided her to the ground. Soon they were touching her in ways that one man had never touched her, let alone two. Maya found herself moaning as one touched her breasts and the other explored her womanhood. The dream version of herself wanted to reciprocate these feelings of pleasure and rose up to her knees while she took Michael in her mouth and Ian in her hands, giving each attention before she would switch to pleasuring the other in the opposite way.  
 
    Maya didn’t have much experience in regards to fooling around with men. She’d lost her virginity at the end of high school, but it hadn’t been like this. She hadn’t lusted over the boy that had made her a woman like her dream-self needed to be pleased by these men. She’d never felt powerful when she’d stroked his member. In this dream, she felt like royalty as she made Ian and Michael moan and become practically putty in her hand, based on what she could do with her body.  
 
    Maya woke up just getting onto her hands and knees. Michael about to enter her from behind and Ian standing before her, hand on his penis, ready for her mouth to wrap around it once more. Maya gasped as she sat up in bed, drenched in sweat as she tried to catch her breath. 
 
    “What’s the matter with you?” A voice exclaimed in the darkness and Maya could have died. Maya and her sixteen-year-old sister shared a small bedroom and apparently, she’d woken her up. “You were moaning in your sleep, and not like you were scared that’s for sure.” 
 
    Maya’s face flushed as she continued to hyperventilate. “It was just a dream, go back to bed Gabriella.” 
 
    She could hear the girl rolling over underneath her covers and grumbling about how she wished she had her own room. The girls had shared a bedroom since Gabriella was old enough to not need her mother in the middle of the night. Maya covered her face with her hands as she heard her sister’s breathing become deeper. She’d fallen back to sleep, but Maya knew that she wouldn’t for a long time. 
 
    She tried to make logical sense of it all. All the things she’d seen in her dream had been on her mind. She’d heard about the wolves on the radio, she’d been worrying about her feelings for Michael and Ian for days. Still, she couldn’t believe that she would dream about being with them both at the same time. If it weren’t for Gabriella being woken by her moans of pleasure, she probably wouldn’t have felt embarrassed at all. Her body throbbed at the thought of them both touching her and making love to her. What did that say about her? Maya thought back to an earlier idea, where she thought she was selfish for not being able to choose. Was it wrong that she could picture herself in that situation and loving every minute of it?  
 
    Maya shook her head, vowing to herself that she would make a choice this week. She had plans with both men, and she would find out once and for all who she wanted to become involved with. The stress of the situation would disappear, and she wouldn’t have dirty dreams like that anymore. That thought made Maya despair a bit, because suddenly, a threesome didn’t seem that taboo. If anything, it made her more curious than ever. 
 
    Eventually, she fell back asleep and experienced nothing else. Ian, Michael, and even the wolves were all absent. She woke up the next morning and was relieved to see that her sister had no recollection of what had woke her in the middle of the night. She changed into her work uniform and packed clothes for going out later. Her heart fluttered as she chose a flowing top and tight skinny jeans that made her feel confident and sexy. Tonight she was going out with Michael and she needed all the courage that she could get. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The Funhouse was literally one of the worst movies that Maya had ever seen on the big screen. She figured it would have a great future on the science fiction television station once it left theaters. Not only where the actors’ performances subpar, but the movie was gory for the sake of being disgusting. Though as she leaned her head on Michael’s shoulder she decided that the plot wasn’t too bad. Criminally deranged psychopaths probably would hide out in carnival fun houses. Wouldn’t people notice if people were dying, though? Every time some cheerleader or carny was slaughtered in a disgusting or painful way, Maya would turn her head away from the screen, and she could feel Michael laughing at her reaction. 
 
    Finally, when the psychopath was destroyed and what was left of the cheerleaders were heroes, the movie ended, and Maya and Michael sat for a moment while the credits played. 
 
    “Next time we are watching the mushiest romance movie; I mean gag inducing.” Maya pinched him for making her sit through such a horrible movie. 
 
    Michael grabbed her hand laced his fingers through hers. “Next time?” 
 
    Maya looked up at him through her eyelashes. “I think I’d like that.”’ 
 
    He smiled at her before he leaned down and whispered in her ear. “I’d kiss you, but I think the usher wants to clean the theater.” 
 
    The pair finally left the theater and made their way back to Michael’s car. He had offered to drive when they’d gotten off work. Michael was going on about getting something to eat at the twenty-four-hour dinner when something on the radio made Maya turn it up and told Michael to be quiet. 
 
    “Two more hikers have gone missing in the Whitney area. That brings the total to five people missing or found dead in the woods. Residents are reminded to limit their time outdoors and to not feed or approach wolves. Authorities may start searching the forest for vicious animals.” 
 
    “What the hell?” Maya asked, remembering what she had heard on the radio the night before. “Five people? Are they sure they just aren’t getting lost in the woods?” 
 
    Michael suddenly became very serious. “What do you think about the wolves in Whitney?” 
 
    Maya was surprised by his demeanor; Michael was never somber about anything. It made her uneasy. “Uh…I don’t know. I thought wolves were afraid of people.” 
 
    Michael kept his eyes on the road gut shook his head. “Nope, there are some wolves that aren’t afraid of anything.” 
 
    “How do you know?” Maya thought that his response was odd. Granted she didn’t know much as she would like about Michael, maybe he was an expert on wolves, or his parents studied them or something.  
 
    “I just know, okay?” Michael replied with a tone that made Maya know that the conversation was over. “You still want to get something to eat right?” 
 
    After Maya and Michael split an order of fries and had a piece of blueberry pie each, he brought her back to her car at Catskill Grocery. Maya was disappointed that the night was coming to an end. She reached for his hand, trying to make it last as long as possible. 
 
    “This is one of those moments where I wish I had my own place,” Maya said. “I’d invite you back to my place. 
 
    “Gabriella needs a boyfriend,” Michael replied with his smirk. 
 
    “She’s sixteen,” Maya replied.  
 
    “I know people,” He said. “Catskill Grocery people.” He looked at his hands. “Forgive my boldness, but it’s late…we could do something here, in the car.” He cleared his throat. 
 
    Maya found her stomach doing flip flops at his offer. She thought of her dream she had the night before, of all the thing she’d done to him in that alternate reality. Add the thrill of being out in public and Maya was trembling. 
 
    “Look, I don’t want to make you uncomfortable…” 
 
    Maya found herself climbing over the console as Michael pulled the seat back. She straddled him and put her finger to his lips. “You make me feel like I going insane, but no I’m not uncomfortable.” 
 
    Michael smashed his mouth against Maya’s, and she just let her inhibitions go. She ran her fingers through dark wavy hair and kissed him along his neck and jaw line. She let him unbutton her shirt and arched her back when he grabbed onto her breasts. Maya thought of her dream and wondered if she would experience that feeling tonight, but just as soon as the passion began, Michael was staring up at her, a cross between disappointment and adoration on his face. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Maya asked, cupping his face in her hands. 
 
    “As much I would like to take this all the way, I want it to be special. I want for us to…” His voice trailed off. Maya knew what he was thinking: I want us to be together. 
 
    Maya kissed him before she returned to her own seat and collected her things. She wished that she could just tell him that he was everything she wanted in a man, but she couldn’t, not yet. It was too complicated for her to begin to explain. 
 
    “So I’ll see you tomorrow?” he asked, his voice despondent. Maya felt the guilt washing over her. 
 
    “Of course, 9-3 like usual.” 
 
    Michael gave her a wary smile before he leaned over and kissed her gently. “Good. Goodnight Maya.” 
 
    She got out of his car and watched him go. Maya stood there in the Catskill Grocery parking lot in the autumn air wondering once more if there was something wrong with her. She didn’t understand how she could let someone like Michael leave without telling him what she truly thought of him. She knew it was the copper-haired man that she was going to see soon. He was one of many things that held Maya back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Maya had expected things to be extremely awkward at work the next day, but Michael was still pretty much his mischievous, joking self. The only thing that gave away his pain were his eyes. Sometimes she’d catch him watching her from across the room, and she knew that she’d hurt him the night before. He’d put his emotions out in the open, and she’d done nothing.  
 
    When she’d punched out for the day he was waiting for her by the exit and Maya found herself bursting with nerves at what he was going to say. 
 
    “What are you doing tomorrow night?” 
 
    Maya didn’t have the heart to tell him that she was going on her bookstore date with Ian, so she did just as she had done with her red headed suitor. “I’m hanging out with a friend from college. How about you?” 
 
    “There’s this huge party up in the woods. There’s supposed to be all kinds of alcohol, a band, I was seeing if I could convince you to come.” He paused as if contemplating. “You could bring your friend if you wanted. I don’t know the guys who are running it, but it sounds like everybody’s welcome.” 
 
    She smiled at him, hoping to make him feel a better about how the previous night had turned out. “I will definitely try to make an appearance.” She punched Michael in the arm before she left Catskill Grocery for the day so she could focus on getting ready for her British Lit class. 
 
      
 
    She hadn’t seen Ian since she’d had her erotic dream so she felt a new wave of embarrassment when the redhead sat down next to her, dressed nicely. Maya noticed that he had an air about him like he could have fit in with the royal family in England, or somewhere else that had dignitaries. Maybe it was his private school upbringing or just how he carried himself, but Maya was always impressed by the way that he carried himself. Sometimes it was intimidating in a way that was just as attractive as Michael’s smirk.  
 
    “Hey you,” He said sliding down beside her as usual. “I didn’t do any extra work for you, just as you ordered,” Maya smiled faintly but was so distracted by everything that had happened this week that it didn’t seem genuine. “Maya? Are you alright?” 
 
    She heaved a sigh, having always been bad at hiding her emotions. “I don’t even know where to begin, Ian.” She finally admitted. “It’s been a rough week.” 
 
    “Indeed it has,” and it was the first time that Maya looked at him and saw how tired he looked behind his dark-rimmed glasses. 
 
    “Everything okay?” 
 
    Ian reused Maya’s words. “I don’t even know where to begin, Maya.” 
 
    Maya’s smiled was bigger as she replied. “We’re still going out tomorrow?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Their British Literature professor was walking to his pulpit when Maya asked. “How do you feel about keggers in the woods?” 
 
      
 
    The next day Maya met Ian inside the cozy bookstore in the center of Whitney. Though Maya usually traveled out of town to the chain superstore to get her novels, The Turning Page was having a ridiculous sale just as Ian had described. Everything in the shop was buy one, get one for a penny, and the bargain-priced books were an additional forty percent off. In about ten minutes Maya found herself with a heavy basket full of books that encompassed multiple genres from trashy romance novels, the novelization of an extremely popular fantasy television show, and even a few of her childhood favorites. Ian in stark comparison only had four books under his arm, and they all had the same topic. Wolves and mythology.  
 
    “Has the hype of all the disappearances gotten to you, too?” Maya asked as they went to pay for their books and find a cozy corner to drink the coffee they were planning to get later. The current total had risen to seven, and they’d actually found three of the missing bodies in mutilated condition. The one constant was that wild wolves were being blamed. 
 
    “Not exactly,” Ian replied. “I do find wolves fascinating. They get blamed for a lot of things throughout history. I’m curious to see the parallels.” 
 
    Maya shook her head, thinking that everything Ian did was fascinating and made her think about things differently. She shook her head again when she placed her basket of books on the counter and before she could even open her purse, he threw his four books on top of the pile and gave the cashier his credit card. 
 
    “Ian!” Maya exclaimed. “That’s like forty dollars’ worth of books!” 
 
    “Right?” he replied. “What a great deal!” 
 
    She found herself feeling similar to when he’d supplied her with notes for their class discussion. “You don’t have to do that.” 
 
    Ian looked at her deeply with his blue eyes. “I know. I want to.” 
 
    Ian took the heavy bag of books and guided Maya to the expresso machine where he allowed her to buy them delicious frozen caffeinated beverages. She insisted, since he was always so generous to her. They sat for a few moments while Maya thanked him profusely for being so kind and generous to her. They made small talk about what book Maya would read first before Ian abruptly changed the subject. 
 
    “This party, you were serious about going?” 
 
    Maya nodded. “Yes, I have a friend who seemed excited about it. I wanted to go with you, though, I don’t get to see you as much as I would like because of my job. 
 
    “Oh no, I’m not letting you go by yourself.” 
 
    Maya was surprised by his words; they were very protective for someone who wasn’t her boyfriend. She crinkled her nose at him. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “It’s not safe to be in the woods. It might not be wolves, but something has made seven people go missing, and few of them wind up dead. It’s foolish for you to go on your own.” 
 
    “There’s going to be a lot of people there Ian.” 
 
    The man looked very serious. “Don’t care. You can ride with me, or I can follow you. Your choice.” 
 
    Maya decided to take her own car and drove up to the state park where Michael had given her the address. The parking lot was full, but Michael had made it clear that the party was going to be deep in the woods so that it wouldn’t be too obvious what was going on. She could feel an energy in the air, and she couldn’t wait to get up there. She started in the direction of the nearest path when Ian grabbed onto her hand and made her stop cold. 
 
    “You are very interesting Maya.” He said with an amused smile that she could just make out by the streetlight in the corner of the parking lot. “You balance so many things in your life with ease, you are confident, It’s really quite attractive.” 
 
    “Really? That’s how I feel about you.” Maya admitted and was grateful for the poor lighting so that he couldn’t see her cheeks blush with embarrassment. “You are so smart, and you carry yourself in this way that sometimes I feel like I’m the presence of a prince or something.” 
 
    Ian stepped closer to her. “If I am a prince then I could make you feel like a princess.” He studied her again. “If you would let me.” Then he leaned in and kissed her softly.  
 
    Maya was immediately reminded of Michael. Although it was not said in the same words or body language, the tall, dark haired boy had insinuated the same thing. Once more, guilt flooded over Maya because she knew that she was going to have to make her choice and soon. She knew that one of these boys was going to get their heart broken. It made her upset just to think about it. 
 
    “I sense that there is more to this than you can tell me at the moment.” Ian surmised.  
 
    Maya nodded. “I’m sorry Ian, I like you a lot. It’s…” 
 
    Ian waved his hand to dismiss her from an awkward explanation. “Don’t worry about it. Just know that the offer is there. You are beautiful and kind, and I would take good care of you.” He squeezed her hand as he guided her up the path. “Now let’s find this party of yours.” 
 
    They followed the path, using flashlights on their phones since the moon was not large enough to illuminate it alone. About a mile into the woods, they found the party, and it was raging full of life. It was in a large clearing, in fact as Maya took in the scene it almost seemed familiar to her but she couldn’t place it with the roaring bonfire in the middle and people milling about excitedly.  
 
    The majority of the party goers were in their early twenties, but Maya was almost certain that there were teenagers from Whitney getting drunk and having a good time. Someone offered her and Ian beer in an iconic red plastic cup and at the far edge of the field, several people were having a jam session on acoustic guitars as it was too deep in the woods to have power. Maya found herself feeling energized, but beside her Ian was very stiff and tense. It almost seemed like he knew this place as well and something had him on alert. He was so nervous that his knuckles were white as they grasped onto her hand, honestly, it was starting to hurt. 
 
    “Ian what’s the matter with you?” 
 
    “It’s hard to explain.” He sounded like he was hissing through his teeth. 
 
    Maya attempted to wiggle her hand out of his grasp and rubbed her sore fingers once she was finally free. “Please try, you seem like something is bothering you.” That was when she noticed it. People at the party were looking at them, whispering, pointing, and getting the attention of others. It was like a wave effect, soon people at the far end of the field by the musicians were looking their way. It wasn’t everyone, but enough people for Maya to notice and feel her stomach get queasy. 
 
    Before she could ask Ian what was going on, someone strode up to them, and Maya gasped. Initially, it was because she recognized Michael. He wore a green and white plaid flannel shirt and dark jeans, he looked incredibly handsome in the firelight. But she was shocked by the way he looked at Ian. It wasn’t just that he was surprised to see Maya there with another man, but Michael looked at Ian like he hated him and wanted to see him dead. 
 
    Was he that jealous? Was this her fault for not telling Michael that she might have had unresolved feelings for Ian or any man? But then Michael spoke, and Maya was confused more than ever. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” He spat this at Ian, almost as if he knew him. 
 
    Ian held his head high. “I was invited.” 
 
    “How the hell do you know Maya?” Michael demanded. 
 
    “Ian’s in my British Literature class,” Maya explained, but Michael pretty much ignored her, staring at Ian like he was lower than garbage. 
 
    “You don’t belong here, It’s not your land.” He all but snarled. People were beginning to stare, and Maya noticed that it was the same people that had noticed their presence before. Other people went along blissfully unaware with their booze. 
 
    “It’s not your land either,” Ian replied, the edge in his voice rising. “It’s no man’s land. Not to mention, I was invited here by Maya. You know the rules. If I am invited, it is my job to protect…” 
 
    “Shut up you idiot!” He exclaimed. “You claim you are this greater than thou guardian, and here you are about to expose us to this entire party!” 
 
    Maya stared at the boys dumbfounded, she hadn’t expected them to know each other, and yet there they were making a scene. It wasn’t exactly over her having feelings for the both of them; it was more, and it had her confused.  
 
    “What’s going on? I need to know what you are talking about.” 
 
    “There you go precious prince, now we the cat’s out of the bag.” Michael spit furiously. “Maya, I can’t believe you, did you almost have sex with the backstabber too?” 
 
    Ian turned and looked at Maya incredulously. “What? You know this ruffian excuse of a man, and you almost did what with him?” 
 
    This whole trying to figure out who she wanted to be with more was seriously blowing up in her face. Regardless, she stuck to her guns; they had been arguing over something that didn’t have to do with her, something that was causing bad blood, that had taken place long before she’d been around.  
 
    “I want to know what’s going on. I want to know now. I will tell you everything you need to know when I get some answers,” Maya demanded. 
 
    The two would-be enemies stared at each other for a few minutes before Ian finally spoke. “Fine, let’s go somewhere we can get some privacy.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    They walked in silence away from the party. Maya followed them through the dark woods stumbling over tree roots and rocks in the path. Ian and Michael didn’t use flashlights or their phones to guide the way, yet they were more sure-footed than she was in the dark.  
 
    When they finally stopped in front of what appeared to be an abandoned ranger’s house, Maya got this really strange feeling that she’d been there before. Although she’d gone to the state forest on hikes, she’d never come across the dilapidated cabin before, yet something told her that being here was significant. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Maya asked the men. She was nervous especially since the tension was thick between them. Having to pick one of them was going to be hard enough, but now that she got the vibe that they hated each other, it was going to be that much more difficult. 
 
    “I’ll tell you once you tell me what you’re doing with this ginger freak.” Michael retorted. 
 
    “Excuse you?” Maya said, placing her hand on her hips. “I’m not telling you anything–” But Maya stopped herself before she could get the words out. She could tell by looking at their upset expressions that she would be the one to have to explain herself first. 
 
    “This is not how I wanted things to turn out. Well, I guess I am a jerk for being Ian here when you invited me and I clearly know how you feel about me, Michael.” She tried to meet his eyes, and he continued to look off into the dense forest. “I’m sorry for that. It’s just no one’s ever really made me feel special like you guys did. I had planned on making my choice after tonight.” 
 
    “…and?” It was the first time she’d ever heard Ian use a rude tone with her. She told herself that she deserved it, but it still hurt all the same. 
 
    Maya bit her lip and shut her eyes, willing herself to stay calm and not cry in front of them. “I think I’ve come to the conclusion that I can’t be with either of you, and that really sucks. Ian, you are brilliant and compassionate; you’ve helped me more than you know with class. I know you would provide for me like no has ever done before. Michael, you make smile and laugh until I cry, and you are so passionate that it is hard to not get carried away like we almost did the other night. Life would never be boring by your side; I would never be bored with you.  
 
    “You are both handsome, and as I said, there may be different things about both of you that make it very difficult to choose. But there’re a few things that made me question if getting involved with you was the right choice, even more so after what I’ve experienced tonight.” 
 
    For the first time all night, Michael and Ian looked at each other with an expression other than hatred. Their faces almost seemed apprehensive.  
 
    It was Michael, while still looking at Ian, who said, “Like what?” 
 
    “Both of you are extremely secretive about your lives, especially you, Michael, and I’ve know you since we were eighteen. It makes me wonder what you are doing that you won’t tell me about. Then I come here, and you guys clearly know and dislike each other, and you won’t tell me why. It just adds insult to injury. I haven’t even begun talking about all the covering I have to do for you, Ian, when you’ve missed class. Michael you’re always out of work the same days of the month.” Suddenly a thought washed over Mia. “You know what, I just realized that you are both “sick” the same days of the month. You are hiding something from me. I don’t know what it is, but you are going to tell me or I’ll walk down the hill and never speak to either of you again.” 
 
    She was met with a stagnant, painful silence. The boys stared at each other as if having an argument that she couldn’t hear, or that they were goading each other to make the first move. The tension made Maya want to scream. 
 
    “You see, there’s a logical explanation for all of this. We…” Ian began. 
 
    Michael cut him off with an exasperated yell. “Shut up. You know Maya, your right. I’ve known you way too long to lie anymore. I call out of work a few days every month because of the lunar calendar. I can’t be out during a full moon because I am a werewolf.” 
 
    Ian looked like he wanted to kill Michael for saying such a ridiculous thing in front of Maya, he’d even made a fist like he was going to strike him. Eventually, he relaxed his hand and put it down at his side. He heaved a sigh and looked at Maya sadly.  
 
    “Oh, what’s the use. He’s right. He’s a werewolf, and so am I.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Maya stared at the two of them dumbfounded. “What?” She sputtered. “Do you really expect me to believe that?” 
 
    “Come on, Maya,” Michael urged. “I know it’s insane, but I swear to you. My name is Michael Lowell, I come from a long line of men that can become wolves.” 
 
    “Not that long…” Ian jabbed from over in his spot where he stood with his arms over his chest. Michael glowered at him with narrowed eyes. 
 
    Maya shook her head in frustration. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry, Long line of men? I thought werewolves were bitten?” 
 
    “That sweet Maya is what is called an Urban Legend,” Ian answered and walked to where she was standing. “The werewolves that live alongside men are from ancient family lines, and they are the animals that you see in the wild. They are one and the same.” 
 
    Somewhere in the back of Maya’s mind, she recalled her dream and once more she felt that familiar sense of Déjà vu. She saw a clearing in her mind and two wolves staring at one another. One was black and the other reddish brown. Was it possible that her subconscious was warning her of what was to come? If that was true, she remembered the rest of her dream and wondered if that was an omen, too. 
 
    “I’m not sure if you are familiar with Celtic folklore. Werewolves are not wicked there, they are guardians, protectors of the people. They are seen as royalty.” Ian continued. 
 
    “Yes, in their own minds perhaps,” Michael argued. “You are not royalty Ian Lyall. You are just the heir in a family of wolves as I am, but for some reason, your family thinks they are better than mine, all because they have more money in the human world.” 
 
    Ian laughed. “Is that what you truly think Lowell? That we’re the guardians of this forest because we’re richer than you?” When Michael did nothing more than glare at him, he continued. “You don’t have pure blood. You and your family are not much better than dogs. Bastards, ruffians, and thieves the lot of you.” 
 
    Maya was convinced that Michael was going to beat Ian’s face into a bloody pulp at the way the red headed man insulted him. She had the feeling that only reason why he still rooted to his spot was because she was in his presence. Maya decided that she had been quiet for long enough.  
 
    “Let me get this straight. You are “werewolves,” She used air quotes as spoke. “As you are speaking I am getting the vibe that your families hate each other.” She looked at them both. “Why?” 
 
    “The Lowell’s should be guardians of the forest,” Michael answered. 
 
    “The Lyall’s have protected these woods since settlers arrived here. We had our orders. Your family is simply jealous, and if you stayed on your own land, there would be no problems.” 
 
    “So you’re in the middle of a turf war or something, and you are more concerned about which of you is going to become my boyfriend.” Once more Maya was hit with a wave of realization. She remembered all the news stories and radio segments about people disappearing in the woods. She gasped. “The wolves in the Whitney woods. Was that you?” 
 
    In the darkness, she could still see Ian’s face fall. “Sort of. Five of the eight missing were various people from our feuding families being kept as prisoners of war. The three that are dead were humans that got in the way.” 
 
    “Humans that you were supposed to protect because it’s your family’s job.” Michael reminded Ian. “Wasn’t it the Lyall wolves that attacked them? The regal Lyall wolves giving all of us a bad name? He smirked his signature smirk. What normally made Maya’s heart skip a beat was full of cockiness. 
 
    “Okay, OKAY!” Maya exclaimed. “Enough with the arguing. Please.” Maya thought about keeping what she was thinking to herself, but hearing them go back and forth was making her sick. “That clearing, where the party is. That’s no man’s land, isn’t it? Or if it isn’t, it’s on the border of Lowell land because people were watching Ian when he arrived. I’ve seen it before. I’ve seen you as wolves before too. At least I think I have.” 
 
    “What are you talking about Maya?” Michael asked. 
 
    “I had a dream. I saw things that didn’t make sense. But they do now.” 
 
    Ian and Michael stared at each other again, their faces full of surprise. For the first time all night it wasn’t with anger or concern, but it was almost surprise or awe. 
 
    “There was a prophecy that foretold that such thing would occur. Almost as long as these families have been on North American soil.” Ian said stunned, almost trance-like. 
 
    “Could this story get any crazier?” Maya exclaimed. “If there was a full moon, I’d demand that you turn into a wolf. Go ahead, tell me this prophecy.” 
 
    This time, it was Michael that answered. He also sounded shocked as he explained the tale. “There is to be a human that will bind the families. That will stop the feuding. She will understand her purpose through a dream.” 
 
    “Let’s say that it’s true, let’s say that I’m the one to end this feud, and honestly, I’d be happy to not hear you fighting or have the people in my town scared out of their wits. What, pray tell, is my purpose?” Suddenly neither of the guys wanted to look her in the eye.  They stared at their shoes or into the night. Maya already had a feeling that she knew what they were going to say, but she pushed them anyway. “Tell me.” 
 
    Ian cleared his throat uncomfortably. “The human’s purpose is that of pleasure. She is to be a concubine.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Maya felt foolish for staring at Ian and Michael with her mouth hanging open but this night, hell the whole entire week was unbelievable. The dream that had shocked her and embarrassed her it had been a warning, a preview of what was to come. 
 
    “Is that what you want of me?” She murmured. “To belong to you both?” She swallowed hard at putting herself in such a position. But deep in her heart, she knew that this was why she couldn’t make the difficult decision to love only one of them. It was not her choice; somehow she was involved in this feud just as much as they were.  
 
    “The prophecy says that if the heirs are satisfied, then the families will keep the peace. The humans that reside near these woods will not be harmed. “ 
 
    Maya thought of the hysterics of the people in her town. How they were living in fear, of how they were ready to kill every single wolf in a hundred-mile radius if that was what it took to keep people from disappearing. If her being intimate with the men in her life helped the greater good, she was willing to do it. Maya was coming to the conclusion that she was a selfish person who didn’t know how to control her urges. What better way to take care of herself while she was able to take care of those around her, those that didn’t even know about werewolves or peace treaties? 
 
    “Don’t let the ginger pressure you.” Michael attempted to comfort. “You have no ties to us. You don’t have to do anything you are uncomfortable with.” 
 
    Maya shut her eyes once more and willed herself to find strength. “Michael please.” She whispered. “I do have ties with you. If I don’t do this, you will continue to fight, and I don’t want to see you harmed by ignorant humans or each other. I accept.” She finally let her voice and body tremble as she became wrought with emotion. “How do we fulfill this prophecy?” She remembered her dream, she knew the answer, but something made her ask anyway. “Do you take turns?” 
 
    It seemed impossible for Ian to look any more uncomfortable than he had during the course of the evening, but his jaw set further and he brow furrowed as he attempted to stammer the words. “It must be consummated altogether.” 
 
    Maya nodded, not surprised in the least. Now she understood why she seemed to remember the rangers cabin. She knew now what was going to happen inside. Without a word she approached the old building and walked up the rickety steps. She reached for the tarnished brass doorknob, and it turned, the door groaning on its hinges. 
 
    The dark room was exactly how she remembered it. It was bare with the exception of a desk pushed into the corner of the room. The moonlight from a waning moon cast shadows across the floorboards. Maya turned around to find Ian and Michael standing close to the door. Ian shut it behind them. The squeaking door caused the silence that followed to be almost painful. 
 
    “Lowell, when it comes time to take her, you can have her first.” Ian offered. “You knew her first.” 
 
    Michael nodded once before he stared into Maya’s eyes. “Are we really doing this?” 
 
    The fact that it mirrored her dream gave her the chills. This was indeed mean to happen. She nodded her head quickly, trying to quell her nerves. “This is what I want.” 
 
    Just like he was on replay Ian went to stand behind her. “Then who are we to refuse?” 
 
    It was time. Maya knew that she wouldn’t be interrupted by her sister this time. It was truly happening. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Maya decided that she wanted what happened to her next to be different than what she had seen in her dream. If she was going to experience a threesome in the flesh, she wanted to savor it, and she wanted to be in control of her destiny. 
 
    Instead of letting Ian take off her clothes, she removed them herself. Though her hands trembled, she pulled them off on her own. Once she was completely naked, she stood before them as proudly as she could and let them take in her wavy blonde hair and beautiful hourglass shaped body. Though the men were from different clans, though they might have had their differences, they stared at Maya with awe and desire. But before they could put their hands on her, she strode to Michael and began to kiss him fiercely as she undid the buttons on his flannel shirt.  
 
    Kissing him was easy; it was just like it had been that night after her date or that night by their cars. Once his shirts were gone, she unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them to the floor. Just when Michael looked like he might become ravenous, she turned from him and made her way across the room to Ian, where she gave him the same treatment. She kissed him and found that he was more aggressive than he had been earlier in the night. Soon the trio was completely naked, and Maya was ready to take things into her own hands once more, and as she dropped to her knees, she couldn’t help but smirk. She was literally going to be taking things into her own hands. 
 
    “Come here,” She instructed.  
 
    When both men obeyed, she looked at their strong manhoods and tried her best to not feel intimidated. She started off easy, caressing Michael and Ian with each of her hands. When they began to respond she once more turned her attention first to Michael, not just because Ian had given permission, but because of the two, she was more comfortable around him. She peered up at him before kissing his member. While she continued to pump her hand around Ian, she took Michael into her mouth and began to bob up and down, not falling into a rhythm as to keep him on his toes. One minute, she would go as fast and as deep as she could, the next she would go slow and use her tongue to draw patterns on him. She’d alternate until he hissed and even groaned with pleasure. 
 
    Making sure that he wasn’t feeling neglected, Maya turned her attention to Ian. Knowing that he would be expecting a similar performance to what he just witnessed with Michael, Maya made sure to change up her technique. This time, she started out slow and attempted to take as much of his penis into her mouth as she could manage without choking, eventually increasing the speed until she focused primarily on his tip, and tried to use enough pressure to make Ian want to lose it.  
 
    There was one thing about her dream coming to fruition that made her feel very proud. In both realms, she loved the way it felt to pleasure a man, and she couldn’t believe that while she took care of one with her mouth that there was yet another that was enjoying what she was doing with her hands. 
 
    Knowing that she didn’t want to all the work, she eventually let them both free and laid down on the floor. She pushed her hips up in offering as she laid with her arms above her head. She let her eyes do the talking, she didn’t know where this confidence was coming from, but she ran with it. Michael knelt on the floor beside her as he cupped her breasts, continuing what he had started a few nights earlier. Ian made his way down to where she had spread her legs and very carefully he touched her close to her entrance until he finally placed two of his fingers inside of her and mimicked what would be happening to her shortly. 
 
    Maya laid there with her eyes shut and rode the waves of pleasure. She could feel the arousal in her body growing, and she reveled in the fact that she wouldn’t have to hold back. She could be as loud as she wanted with no fear of judgment. So when she began to feel hot, and Ian’s fingers began to slide in and out of her with ease, she let him know that she liked it. She mewed and moaned when Michael finally bent over her chest and kissed and licked her breasts.  
 
    Why had she been ashamed of this? God, she’d never been more ready for something in her life. 
 
    Maya wiggled away from her lovers and sat up, catching her breath for a moment. “How are we going to do this?” She gasped. 
 
    “Ladies choice,” Ian offered as if waiting with bated breath for what she would decide. 
 
    “Although, may I make a suggestion?” Michael said face flushed. “I’d prefer to not be super close to Lyall. Feud aside. I’d much rather focus on what you’re doing Maya.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” Maya replied. “Michael, I will bend over, and you can take me from behind. “Ian I will go down on you until it is time to switch. 
 
    Once they got into position, Maya couldn’t help but scream out with pleasure when Michael finally entered her. For a few minutes, she enjoyed the rush of finally feeling every bit of him, of finally getting past a mountain of desire. She hoped that she would get to experience this feeling again. After she was used to the rhythm, she took Ian into her mouth and the moments that followed were both ecstasy-filled and utterly surreal. 
 
    Michael made love to her until Maya could feel herself reaching her climax, she was reaching her peak and just like she had enjoyed having power over her lovers, Michael, in turn, seemed to enjoy being able to take care of her. Maya was nearly shocked by the way she screamed when she reached her climax. Michael’s thrusting had become so fast that she thought for sure that he would have been right behind her, but he pulled out of her, and the men quickly changed places. 
 
    Ian felt different, but in a way that still made Maya cry out as he slid every inch of himself into her womanhood.  Where Michael had been consistent, Ian was full of tricks. He thrust in and out, he swiveled his hips, and soon Maya was cursing because it felt so undeniably good that she knew she wouldn’t last much longer.  
 
    She removed Michael from her mouth as hissed. “I want to finish you both.” 
 
    “Not before I finish you first.” Ian murmured behind her. “It wouldn’t be fair if one heir brings you pleasure, but not the other.” 
 
    Maya wasn’t sure if that was part of the prophecy or not, but she was not going to stop him from what was making her feel light headed and dizzy. Several moments later, it was too good to contain, and she screamed and began to speak in tongues as once more she tipped over the edge.  
 
    She slid way from them for a few seconds so that she could move to her knees. The heirs made their way over to her, and she pumped both of their throbbing members with her hands until they groaned and reached climaxes of their own. Then all that was left was the panting. It was like everything that had happened was finally taking its toll on her. She felt exhausted and spent, but at the same time, she was unbelievably happy. Having sex with the both of them was like taking a weight off of her shoulders. If she hadn’t discovered the truth, it would have been more crushing than ever, because the pleasure that she had just felt would have made it harder to pick only one of them. Thank god that sometimes the truth was stranger than fiction. 
 
    “What happens next?” She asked. 
 
    “You go back to how things were,” Ian whispered. “You can decide when you want to be with either of us. We never have to meet like this again.” 
 
    “How can we ever go back to the way things were?” Maya asked. 
 
    Michael took her face in one of his hands and caressed her cheek. “It’s true, everything has changed. But the Lowell’s and Lyall’s will not fight. Not as long as you live.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Have you heard? The five missing people were found in the woods last night?” An excited elderly woman said to Maya a few days later while she scanned her groceries. 
 
    “I did hear that, so sad about the three that were found dead, though.” Maya didn’t have the heart to tell her that the five people that had been found were all a show for the humans. Or that they were actually werewolves that had been released from the adversary’s land. “You saved forty-five dollars. Have a great day! We all can, the woods of Whitney are safe!” 
 
    As she watched the customer leave she smiled when thought of the Lowell’s and Lyall’s being adversaries. She was responsible for their peace treaty, though they would probably never see past their differences, and would be watching her until she took her dying breath. In the days since the three had made their consummation of the prophecy, she’d already seen black and red wolves watching her. She’d learned that her home sat on Lyall land, but that Catskill Grocery was on Lowell land so she’d seen red wolves outside her house and a black wolf lurking near the store. They were watching out for her, always guarding what belonged to them both.  
 
    It was the time of the full moon so she was alone while her lovers dealt with their alternate forms. She wasn’t necessarily sad about this. As much as she was at peace with the fact that she had helped protect innocent lives, and that she didn’t have to make a difficult choice, she still had many questions.  
 
    How was she going to explain to her mother that she had two boyfriends? Someday, how was she going to be able to explain that she couldn’t marry because the feud would probably start all over again? If she conceived a child who would it belong to? Would the Lyall’s and Lowell’s become one strange mutated family? Maya figured that she would have time to figure it out when it happened. 
 
    “Maya, Maya, sweetie, you can shut down for your break.” Her manager smiled at her, completely unaware of the inner conversation she was currently having. 
 
    “Great! Thank you!” 
 
    Maya had bought a drink and a muffin from the bakery before she went up into the break room where she decided to check her phone. She wished there were text messages from her wolves but no such luck, they were stuck in their animal form until the moon began to change again.  
 
    Maya was determined to look on the bright side. She had two men to compliment her in very different ways, she had two lovers to satisfy her needs in ways that she never knew were possible. Everything would find a way of working itself out. Now she found herself more inspired to work than ever. Not only did she need to finish paying for college, but she really needed to get her own place. There would be fewer questions that way. 
 
    Even though she knew they wouldn’t be able to answer for a few days, she still typed out a text message and sent it to the both of them. 
 
    Hope you are safe and looking forward to seeing you when you return.  
 
    She smiled as she hit send. Who would have thought that a dream would have so much meaning? Who would have thought that her life would have come to this? She really was a human peace treaty. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Immortal Souls 
 
      
 
    August Delacroix walked the streets of Paris alone. Finally, she had left the glory of the wealthy streets behind her. She now wandered wherever her feet carried her. It had been so long, so painfully long since she had laid eyes upon her home. It had been well over a century ago. Her heart shattered. August was lost in her misery when she suddenly found herself walking a dimly lit street that harbored houses of the old nineteenth-century fashion. Her senses picked up a scent that she had not witnessed in many years. It smelled of a mixture of old pine needles and lavender.  
 
    As August drew closer, she could not believe her eyes. Somehow, after all this time, August’s feet had brought her back to the old estate where she had resided as a mortal child, along with her father and her brother, The Rue Chavern. She stopped sharply and looked up at the abandoned building. Most of the estates on the street were also boarded up and lonely. She fondly remembered the days when the old street had been thriving. So many memories in that place. 
 
    August knew that she shouldn’t enter the one place that had caused her so much turmoil in her mortal years, but a strength within herself told August that she had to face that which harmed her. She may be immortal, eternal, but she too could feel anguish just as mortals felt it. 
 
    Using her senses, she found the back entrance to the Rue Chavern, boarded and untouched. The place had been abandoned for years. The wood that covered the windows was old and weathered, falling apart from age. August tore off the long board that held the back entrance shut and threw it into the jungle garden. It fell into the grass with a hiss. She entered the big house with her heart racing and her fear prominent. 
 
    August didn’t know what she was expecting revisiting her childhood home. Coming back here couldn’t turn back time, or could it? She wasn’t sure why she was still grieving for a life that was lost to her over two hundred years ago. She didn’t know if she was grieving; she didn’t know what it was that she felt. 
 
    As soon as August entered, she felt the old dusty room reach out its arms to embrace her in a welcoming gesture. It was strange that she felt so comforted stepping inside a place of death, but it was rather fitting. Everything remained as it had been on the last night that she had been mortal.  
 
    The downstairs was completely overrun with cobwebs that disguised the small square dining room table that had once graced the kitchen.  In the distance, she could hear the faint noises of rats. It smelled old, the Rue Chavern, and it felt so very old. It smelled of musk and dust. A pleasant smell, she thought. To her, it smelled of home. 
 
    Looming in the far corner stood the shadow of the old winding staircase that led up to the bedroom. Ever so slowly August approached it. Her eyes were fixed on the stairs as if she could not look away. She knew what she was doing to herself by even being in the vicinity, but there was no turning back for her now. Carefully, August ascended the staircase, its old, withered fragility creaking beneath her heavy boots. She reached out to caress the hand rail that was laden with thick dust and cobwebs. The dust and cobwebs clung to her hair and face as she went higher and higher, her heart threatening to burst from out of her chest. 
 
    Then August saw the bed as she reached the top. A silent rage suddenly consumed her as she stood motionless, staring at the bed where he and August had lain together so many times. She wanted to tear it apart, wanted to destroy and then burn it before burning the rest of the place to the ground. But she knew that she didn’t have the strength to part with such a memory. She loved this house as if she was still mortal. She would always love it. Always. 
 
    August approached the bed carefully. It was beautiful, made from dark oak wood of the finest nineteenth-century fashion. It was what would be called an antique if mortals managed to get their hands on it. She wouldn’t allow that, though. This bed was too precious a gift from her mortal lover than the cursed dark gift that he had bestowed upon me a year later. Everything was still intact. The lace curtains hung at the bedside, partly drawn in a bow-like fashion just the way he liked it. The bed itself was a mess; the blankets disturbed.  
 
    It all flooded back to August then, the night of her creation. He had made her in that bed. A shiver shot through August, cold and painful. With a shaking hand, she reached out to touch the lace, her fingers gently caressing the soft fabric. Then she turned mournfully to the bedside table and her heart sank. 
 
    August just couldn’t believe it. She wondered if it was even possible for it to still be here after so many centuries had passed? But there it lay on the dusty table, next to a wax candle that had burned to its hilt. Her old journal. Her mortal journal. She wasn’t sure how she had forgotten such a precious gift in her mortal years. But there it lay in all its splendor, closed and beckoning her to read the contents that she had long ago forgotten.  
 
    For a long time, August stood staring down at the little book, debating on what she should do. She was of two minds: one to walk away and leave it in the old abandoned house waiting to be discovered by mortal historians who loved nothing more than to collect artifacts, or to take it with her to London and read it in her new home. August’s curiosity was too strong to wait that long. She had six more hours before dawn. She had left Kyle to his own devices, and now she was finally alone.  
 
    She did what she had to do, and sat down upon her old dusty dresser chair and opened the journal that lay before her. 
 
    Paris, 1891:  We have finally made it to Paris, Everard and I. With Madam Latrine's blessing, we have finally been released from the Plantation and set free. We are no longer trapped in a place of cold and constant darkness, but now living in a place that is beautiful and thriving, full of life. Never could I be happier than I am now; and to be here with him only makes my dream of freedom ever more a reality; one that I have not quite grasped yet. 
 
    Everard is quiet, yet I can see in his eyes that he is happy to be finally free. He is standing on the balcony of our quaint little apartment, gazing out at the lights of Paris below us, arms outstretched upon the railings, his hair blowing in the warm, gentle night air. God knows how long he has dreamed of this moment, and now he is living out that dream. I am happy for him, so happy. I am in love with him deeply. My friend, my lover, my soul mate. He deserves to be happy; he deserves to be free. 
 
      
 
    As August’s eyes read over the words of her first entry upon her and Everard’s arrival in Paris, she could see their apartment come to life as if she was back in those times.  A dreadful sadness had consumed her then, and she found myself mourning for the past, mourning for the life that she had lost here.  As she read the words, she could see now how in love she had been with Everard. August was obsessed with him; he possessed her like a spirit possessed a young child. He was the be-all and end-all for her. 
 
    Silently, August rose to her feet carefully picking up her journal as lightly as she could. She walked out to the old balcony where Everard had once stood. She leaned her arms over the railings and continued to read. 
 
    Paris, 1891:  Everard has gotten a job at a local art gallery in central Paris. Everard has always loved the arts. He is now working on a new painting as I write. He brushes his hand so gracefully across the canvas; he truly is fascinating to watch. Below me, the streets of Paris have come alive. I can see men and women walking to the local theatres, dressed in all their finery to see the finest production of the evening. Everard insisted that I should go see a production tonight, but I refused. It would not seem right to witness a play without him beside me. 
 
    Now that I am with child, I am finding it difficult to enjoy the things that I once so loved. Instead, I find myself merely sitting here at my dresser writing down my thoughts while I sit with my free hand perched upon the round swell of my belly, counting down the days until our child is born. 
 
    I am very near now, the midwife says. I have another two months before Everard and I get to see our beautiful son or daughter. We truly will be a happy family then. All the hardships that he has endured! I hope our child will give him back the happiness that he lost so long ago.  
 
    He was overjoyed by the news of my being with child. When I had revealed the news to him, he looked at me with his blue eyes, face emotionless, before sweeping me up in his arms and kissing me so tenderly that his love almost burned my skin. 
 
    He will be the perfect father; of that I have no doubt. We are truly blessed. 
 
      
 
    August’s pale, slender fingers flicked through her old tattered journal until she finally reached the entry which she had almost inscribed upon her mind. With her hands shaking, she hesitated to look down at the tragic words that were displayed upon the brown-stained parchment pages. August suddenly became a child all over again; one who was afraid to face up to her past. August had to read it one last time, perhaps after all the years of ignoring its existence, she might just find an answer to what she was looking for. But then, she wasn’t quite sure what she was looking for. 
 
    Paris, 1891:  Why have you left us like this? Have I displeased you? Insulted you? Tested your patience? Why have you left me to a lonely fate here in our Rue Chavern? Are you punishing me for some unforeseen crime? 
 
    You have been away from me for so many nights that I am beginning to fear for the worst. Do you know what torment I am going through, knowing that you are out there somewhere? Alone. 
 
    Are you dead? Are you alive? I feel numb, broken, and now our child is moving inside of me, making its presence known. 
 
    I cannot live like this knowing that I have wronged you. We were supposed to be a family, the three of us, remember? Yet you have left us to a fate that has cast us out of your life completely. Why? Have you suddenly had a change of heart? Do you no longer want us in your life? Have you left because I am with child? 
 
    All I did for you, my love, I did out of love. You are my beloved, my one true love and no matter how much hurt and pain you lavish upon me now with your disappearance, I will still pray that you will return to me, to us, when you see fit. I will wait for you, day and night. My eyes will search Paris for you and will only be contented until they see you again. 
 
     I love you, Everard, I always will, yet I hate you so for this! 
 
    Beneath was the final entry of my mortal years. What it contained frightened me. 
 
    Paris, 1891:  Something is moving in the corner of the room. I can sense it. I can feel it watching. I no longer know if I am merely overtired or if I truly see it! I can no longer distinguish fantasy from reality. I fear I am losing my mind. I have not slept for many a night, and now all I see is darkness and hear an evil voice whispering my name over and over from the shadows. 
 
     I can hear it now. It's beckoning me to it! The strange thing is I am not afraid! Why should I fear death if it has come for me? I am ready. Let it come. 
 
    Oh, beloved, I will be with you soon! Death is calling me. Calling us. 
 
    Droplets of blood stained the parchment a horrid brown color. August felt sick by just looking at it. She knew all too well where that blood had come from. Not long after she had written her final journal and had clambered into bed, she was taken. The memory was so vivid, so intense that in her preternatural mind it replayed itself repeatedly. 
 
    August walked back into the room in darkness. Mournfully she stood in the center of the room, unsure of what do with herself. The words of her final entry consumed her mind. Why should I fear death if it has come for me? I am ready. Let it come.  
 
    August wondered and thought. Had she truly lost her mind? Was that what drew him to take her? Or was it simply out of love that he brought her over? Either way, she was longing for death. She wanted it, craved it, needed it. Such a tragic truth to behold when at that time, there had been life growing inside of her. 
 
    Eternity had hardened August’s cold heart, yet at the first memory of her mortal life, that heart melted out of her into a pool of red at her feet. Suddenly she felt the urge to flee this place, but resisted it. She had one more thing to do.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Placing the journal back onto the old dresser, August left it open on the last page that she had read. No one would find it; of that she was certain. Leaving her past behind, she walked swiftly down the winding staircase and out to the back garden without a second glance. Her heart was racing now as she let her feet carry her to the one place that she had not been strong enough to visit until that moment. August followed the overgrown path as if it was only yesterday that she had been there. In her mind, it still looked and felt as if she was safely home.  
 
    Slipping silently through the overhanging ivy and fern trees that brushed against her face, August continued walking down the old stone path that was now completely submerged with wet leaves the color of autumn. When she broke through the clearing of trees, it was as if she had walked back into my past. Everything remained unchanged. In the far corner stood the little tomb that had been built especially for the child who had never lived, encased with overhanging ivy and lavender flowers blooming all over the great stone tomb of her child.  
 
    Before August could get control over her emotions, the tears spilled from her eyes, staining her marble-white cheeks crimson. She sobbed. Long, drawn-out cries of anguish and despair as she stood beside her child’s grave, staring at the nameless one whose body did not even reside inside of the cold tomb. There was no body. The child had emptied out of her in a red flush the moment Everard gave August the vampire’s kiss. 
 
    Oh, my child. August’s mind whispered painfully. Her pain greatly expanded as she took next to her child’s empty grave. You had a chance to live, and I stole that chance from you. I let myself be defiled by your father, but you see he was not himself, he was not human. What human feeds off the blood of their loved ones? 
 
    August found myself searching desperately for an excuse for why she let her baby die. She blamed him, but she knew deep down that it was not Everard’s fault. He was confused, new to the blood. He didn’t understand what he was doing. All he knew was the excruciating thirst that consumes all of them when first born to darkness. August had been enthralled, yet frightened. Upon seeing Everard return to her, all August felt was happiness until she saw his face. She let him take her. August wanted to die and she felt who better than to take her life than her beloved? She was selfish, so selfish! Not once did she consider the pain that their child would endure. She often wondered if their child suffered as it died. She often wondered if it knew how sorry she was for not being strong enough to save it. 
 
    With cold fingers, August reached out to brush against the old withered stone.  She was weakening, she could sense it. August was in dire of need of blood, so thirsty yet too submerged in her sorrow to do anything about it. She would not leave here like this! She vowed not leave that empty grave until she had truly mourned a life that had not lived. After all, it was the least she could do as she stood in immortal mockery at her child's grave. Her child who never got to see the light of day? 
 
    Suddenly August was furious at Everard. A fire burned so intensely inside of her that she was afraid that she would lose control. She felt sick with crazed curiosity if he had even visited their child’s grave. As she stood beside the grave, August wondered if he had ever bothered to make an effort to grieve for the one thing in his mortality that he truly lost. Or if his selfness nature barred him in fear that the mud there at the cemetery would be too unbearable for him to endure on his new shiny boots? 
 
    Two hundred years in the blood had not only hardened a once gentle heart, but also corrupted it into a selfish, arrogant being who was insufferable and quite detestable. August understood completely why others of their kind hated him. The immortals hated to love him, and they loved to hate him.  Who could resist the rebellious one? The raven haired one, the arrogant one? After all, Everard only acted out what they kept as their secret fantasies. Everard wanted to tell the world that he was immortal and that they would love him just because they could. It was hard to resist him no matter how much of a cruel fiend he had become over the centuries. 
 
    But could her Everard be so cold? So many questions flooded her mind at that moment that August suddenly had an urge to go back to the chateau in central Paris and confront him about it, but thought better of it. What was done was done, and she had to accept it no matter how bitter a taste it left in her mouth. 
 
    Mournfully, August turned her head to the side of the tomb to look at the inscription upon it. Nothing. An unmarked grave, an open invitation to all kinds of evil without the Lord’s blessing. 
 
    Pain. Anger. Thirst. In a cold fury, August tore her hand away from the tomb and descended into the night air once more. She had to leave that place. She couldn’t take it no more. The sky was already turning pale with the promise of sunrise. Shades of pale pink and peachy orange painted the sky. There would be no time to hunt now.  
 
    In her rage, August knew that she had two options of where she could find rest and sleep off the day. She could either choose to return to the one being that she had loved who she had not seen in over two centuries, or she could face her demons and sleep in the empty tomb of the nameless child. In her heart of hearts, she knew that she had made my decision. August turned on her heel and once again, like a figure of a lost soul, quietly made her way toward the tomb. 
 
    August forced open the stone lid before piling herself inside. She was drained, so very drained. She pulled the lid shut and lay there for a moment in the dank, dark silence wishing that the body of her child was in her arms and that she was singing to it. But it was just a fantasy, and no matter how hard August tried to remember that she was no longer mortal, the pain would consume her. Never again could she bear a child; never again would she feel the warmth of a newborn babe upon her breast. August was doomed to be this creature. Taker of life, cold and unfeeling. The walking death. 
 
    Embracing her nature with bitter resentment, she let herself fall victim to the age of sleep. 
 
     


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    August’s burning and raw thirst woke her up. Her throat had become dry, and she could feel how tightly she clenched her jaw as she resisted the urge to bite down into her own lip and draw blood. She needed to hunt. August had gone too long without blood which was foolish of her to do. She knew she should have hunted before her descent to Paris, but August was so desperately curious as to why she had been summoned by her old lover that the idea of draining a human slipped her mind. 
 
    Silently August cursed herself for being so careless. She was always so careful. 
 
    The twinkling lights of Paris engulfed her as she stood beneath the grand Eiffel Tower, drinking in the beauty around her. 
 
    August watched the young sweet couples who huddled together in loving embraces beneath the illuminated tower of romance. August was hungry, insanely hungry. The scent of the blood of the mortals intoxicated her and almost made her drunk on the smell alone. She had to close her eyes to stop from revealing her true nature. 
 
    All the issues from the previous night left August’s mind as her main priority became feeding. But she had a problem, there was no evil that lingered within the grand central. They were all good people, innocent and in love. The only evil here was her. 
 
    However, August needed to feed and nourish her aching body.  Somewhere in the back of her mind she could hear Everard’s mocking laughter as she fought with the urge to hunt an innocent. As wicked as he was, the one thing Everard taught August was to only hunt defenseless humans, the ones that littered the streets in sleeping bags and begged for mercy. They were not evil people, and when she fed upon them, she did it out of kindness. August released them from their pain, but Everard was not so kind. He would kill all of them and not bat an eyelid as long as his thirst was sated. 
 
    August was certain that she could go and find one of the undesirables so that she could quench her burning thirst. She was positive there was one lurking in alley somewhere waiting to rob or to rape a young woman. If her strength had been up to it, she would follow them like a hunter, but she was weakening by the minute and could not last another hour without sustenance. 
 
    So, August did what she had to do. 
 
    She found her target. He was a young man of about twenty. Dressed alternatively as August, as was the fashion. His hair was black as the night itself and fell down his back in a long waterfall. He could have almost passed for one of the undead himself, but for the fact she could smell his life-force on him. 
 
    He had been to a concert and was now returning to Central Paris to meet some friends at a club. He asked August to join him, and she, ever the hunter, accepted. If she was to drink from him, then she needed to do it in private. 
 
    They reached the alley where the underground club was located. The alley was completely abandoned, all its occupants already inside. August was grateful for that. Slowly he turned and gestured to the doors.  
 
    “In here,” he purred in perfect French. “It is a hidden doorway to stop others gate crashing our turf.” He smiled proudly. 
 
    He was so beautiful. 
 
    When August didn’t move, he frowned. “Ma chère are you not coming in?” Slowly August stepped closer to him. He was tall like Everard, if not a few inches taller. August quietly thought to herself that Everard would not like that. As she stood there, she could feel his gave fixated on her.  
 
    “Indeed, I do wish to go in,” August whispered softly into his ear, “Though, I fear I am very thirsty and in need of a drink before we continue.” 
 
    August heard him give out a slight laugh. It was obvious he didn’t know what she was and she was glad for that. It meant that his death would make her feeding all the quicker. 
 
    “There are drinks inside,” he said to August while taking her hand and edging her toward the door. He didn’t flinch at her coldness. “Come.” 
 
    It was then that August chose to make my move. Quickly she released her hand and pinned him to the wall next to the doors, her face staring up at him. He didn’t seem shocked. 
 
    “Or if you're in such a hurry we can go back to my place,” he whispered seductively, his arm snaking its way around her waist. For a moment, August found herself enjoying this activity but the need for blood was making her feel dangerous, and one wrong move on his part would force her tear him to pieces. 
 
    “Hmm,” August whispered leaning up to his slender throat. He tilted his head at her as if he knew what was coming. “As much as I would enjoy that, my love, I’m afraid I must cut our meeting short.” With that, August sank her teeth into his neck. 
 
    Hot blood filled her desperate, wanting mouth in a crimson waterfall. He didn’t flinch, he didn’t cry out, he only sighed, one that encouraged August to bite deeper and she gladly I obliged. 
 
    In a red tidal wave, his life was revealed to August. He was an innocent. He lived his life the way he chose, played in a heavy metal band and aspired to be famous. He loved his family, his mother in particular. She was ill, and he was looking after her; she was all he had. 
 
    August ripped her fangs free and let his body slump to the floor. He wasn’t dead just unconscious. If August had held on any longer, he had would have been dead. She had intended to kill him, to spare him false mercy but August found that she could not. He wasn’t an evil man, and no matter how much she thirsted for the rest of him, she refused. 
 
    Slowly August bent down to him. His eyes fluttered open and closed. With a serene expression, she whispered to him, “Do not be frightened my love. You have been spared. Go home and look after your mother. She needs you as much as you need her.” And with that, August left him there for a mortal to find and to care for him. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “It’s me,” August spoke quietly into the slender phone. 
 
    “August?” his deep voice questioned. Silence followed. He never was much of a conversationalist. 
 
    “I’m coming home,” August told him. 
 
    “From Paris? I expected you last night, but you never returned.”  
 
    August let out a long sigh at his words. 
 
    “I... there were some complications,” she assured him calmly. It was his turn to sigh now. Oh, how August missed his sighs. 
 
    “He's in Paris, isn't he?” Kyle asked calmly as if he already knew what it was that had prevented her return the night before. 
 
    “A distraction,” August replied impatiently, “Nothing I couldn’t handle.” 
 
    “What was the urgency?” 
 
    Kyle’s clipped tone suddenly caught August off guard. Her mind had begun to wander with thoughts of her one true love. “I will tell you when I arrive back in London. I will meet you back at the house. Have you fed?” 
 
    “Not yet,” Kyle said. 
 
    “Remember what I told you. Stay safe, and when you feed keep out of sight. The world is even more dangerous than we thought it was.” At that, August hung up. 
 
    The night was young, and the lights of the city still sparkled before her. Part of August didn’t want to leave the city; it had been so long since she had been ‘home’. For over a century, she mourned for the city that she had so loved. For over a century, she had mourned for her mortal life and for her dead child. 
 
    August loved Paris as much as she despised it. 
 
    **** 
 
    Kyle was an artist, a great painter with a talent so raw that his musings always made August weep. He was beautiful and knowledgeable, and gentle where Everard was angry. He was everything that Everard should have been, yet Kyle was everything that she didn’t want. 
 
    August loved him, but she didn't love him enough. Kyle appreciated her, and she him. He was her companion and many a night they would sit on the balcony of their hotel and quote poetry to each other, and talk of dreams, passions, loves and the nature of their kind. 
 
    Once there was a time when August did that with her Everard. 
 
    The thought of Everard made her bristle. The memory of the previous night burned inside August’s mind, picking away at her until she gave in and went back to the old chateau where the black-haired lord resided. But what reason did she have to go back? Everard wasn’t her problem any more. But then she thought of the voice and what it had said to her. August was to die by her maker’s hand. Well, she would not run away from death. 
 
    **** 
 
    August found him in his chateau, lying on a bed of silk. The black silken shirt that had adorned his body was thrown upon the floor next to the finest, shiniest black boots that only Everard could wear. His black undershirt was unlaced at his chest, revealing the cold hard marble skin beneath. His perfect silken mane was loose and spread about him like a velvet veil. Blood painted the corners of his mouth. Next to him, the source of that blood lay lifeless. 
 
    Blood drunk, August’s mind whispered. Everard’s victim had been young, perhaps a girl of nineteen. Not slender but voluptuous. She had been a whore. 
 
    Everard was sleeping outstretched with his arm still beneath the young girl’s waist. He hadn’t been kind to her when he took her. Her neck was savagely torn. He did it out of anger; he was always the same. Each time he and August argued, he would always go out and hunt, lure them back to their home before brutally ravaging them in front of her. 
 
    August was glad that she left him when she did. 
 
    The girl was a drug user; August could smell the chemicals in her dead blood. Fool August’s mind snapped at him. 
 
    Everard had done it to get a fix. He was bored of the usual. He desired rebellion, freedom and a contaminated little whore was just the supply of ecstasy that he needed. 
 
    August stared down at him debating what she should do. She didn’t even know why she had come back. August had promised Kyle that she was coming back to London, yet here August was, standing over her maker with no reason to be there. 
 
    Slowly August turned away from the bed and sat in the velvet armchair.  She watched Everard lying there, unmoving. For a moment, she contemplated killing him but she knew that she couldn’t do it. 
 
    Groggily, Everard began to stir. August got to her feet and walked back toward the bedside. August’s hand entwined with the white silken lace that concealed her face. 
 
     “Have you sunk so low that you only feed on harlots now?” August’s eerily calm voice questioned her lover as he stretched out lazily on the bed. He knew she had been there all along. 
 
    “Blood is blood, my love,” came his bored reply. August revealed herself from the lace confines. She stared down at him with an expressionless face. His blue eyes penetrated her soul. 
 
    “Even contaminated blood Everard?” August snapped, “She was a drug user. Could you not smell it?” 
 
    A cocky look crossed his alabaster face, “Of course, I could smell it!” he retorted sharply. Her eyes narrowed down at Everard. 
 
    “Fool!” August hissed and turned away from him, striding back into the living room. She knew his eyes followed. 
 
    “What are you doing here anyway?” his silken voice questioned authoritatively. “Shouldn’t you be back in London?” 
 
    “I should,” August answered, “I am leaving tonight.” And then the cocky vampire laughed as he rose to his feet. Hair in disarray, shirt revealing his body. These were the actions of a troubled vampire that she knew all too well. 
 
    “You won't go,” he sneered. 
 
    “Why won't I?” August questioned harshly. This was something that August wanted to hear. Slowly Everard approached her in the living room. The scent of the girl’s blood was still strong upon his lips. 
 
    “You have too much here that you don’t wish to leave behind.” 
 
    “And you're certain of that, are you?” 
 
    “Yes,” he snapped impatiently, “Paris is your true home. Not London. you belong here, not there. A Paris vampire always remains close to home.” His blue sparkled. 
 
    “I go where I see fit,” was all August answered, her voice emotionless. For a long while, he studied August in silence. He was still angry; she could feel it. 
 
    “Why have you come back here? You made it clear that you wanted no part in this.”  
 
    At his words, August sat down. August answered, “I came back of my own accord.” An arrogant smirk crossed his face as he began to pace the room. 
 
    “Is that so? Two centuries and not one word of your existence until you received a letter from me, and only now you decide to visit me?” 
 
    For once August didn’t have a reply to his sarcasm. She didn’t know why she had come back. August suddenly wished she was in London, away from here, and away from him. 
 
    “Do not flatter yourself Everard” August said coldly. “I can assure you that I have not returned out of my love for you.” He drew closer; August backed away. He laughed a mocking laugh at her actions. 
 
    “Brave of you to admit such a lie so fondly.” Everard chastised her as he all but fell into the silken bedclothes, resuming the position that he had when August first entered the chateau. August didn’t answer him. She didn’t know what she was doing. In her mind, August whispered Kyle’s name. She didn't know why she thought of Kyle, but as soon as the name crossed her mind, she wished that she could have taken it back.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Everard looked up at August sharply. A rage burned in his blue eyes. For a moment, she stared at him dumbfounded, uncertain as to why Everard was looking at her with such malice.  
 
    “What?” his velvet voice snapped at August. She blinked. 
 
    “What?” August whispered a little breathlessly. His frown deepened. 
 
    “You said his name.”  
 
    August frowned, confused. “Whose name?” 
 
    “You know damned well whose name!” he hissed. August realized what he meant. 
 
    “Kyle?” August rasped. Everard’s reply was a curt nod before he tore his eyes away from hers. 
 
    “Is that why you’ve come back? To gloat? To mock?” Everard hissed. 
 
    Testing her patience, August approached him before perching herself on the armchair opposite him. Everard couldn’t look at her, and it was at that moment that she realized that her lover was ashamed at what he had done. A sick satisfaction took hold of August. She was glad he was disgusted with himself. That was why he was angry. He was angry at himself. 
 
    “I don’t know why I have come here,” August answered truthfully, ignoring his hostility. “I should be traveling to London, but instead, I am here talking to you.” 
 
    “Oh, how disappointing that must be for you,” he snapped. August tensed. 
 
    “Drop the facade Everard!” August scolded, “It serves you ill to speak so childishly.” Everard shot her a glare that was enough to kill. 
 
    “You really have exceeded yourself in what you have done,” August began. “Why now after all these years have you decided to call upon me? You made it plain that you wanted nothing to do with me.”  
 
    Abruptly, Everard got his feet. August’s maker detested nothing more than to be spoken to like a child. But he knew she was right. August could sense it. 
 
    “Why do I have to tell you my most private thoughts?” he spat nastily. 
 
    “Because if you want to have any chance of redemption, Everard, then your best bet is to start talking now or I’m gone. I will turn my back on you, I will oppose you until you despise me and hunt me down and murder me in my coffin.” August’s answer provoked him.  
 
    “You're brave to speak to me so freely, August,” he muttered darkly, “I have forgotten the fire that you bear in your soul. But what makes you think that I won't kill you? After all, that’s why you’re here, is it not?” 
 
    Instantly August raised her chin as his meaning caught her attention. Everard was aware of what his duty was to her. He was such a damned good liar. He laughed at her expression. “And there you thought I didn’t know. Oh, I know what your new lover has been saying to you, love. He whispers to me the same poisons as he does you. I know I am to be your death. But you, my dear August, what exactly is your part in this to me?” 
 
    August dug her nails into the soft plush of the armchair. Her mind raced at what Everard uttered. Kyle was the one who was insisting on her death, the young fledgling that she had grown to love. Kyle was her companion, but he could never fill the void of losing her noble lord. That was the bitter truth. August was still loyal to Everard, but too selfish to admit her true feelings to him.  
 
    “I have no purpose to you.” August tried to sound as if she was not afraid but the way that he suddenly looked at her was unnerving. Everard looked like a lion about to attack its prey. 
 
    “That’s not the way this works now is it. Your dear little fledgling has grown jealous. He knows your dark little secret, my love. He knows our little secret. So, you see my dear, I have a purpose and you, my dear, sweet nightmares also have a purpose.” His face grew dark, hateful. “So what is it?” 
 
    August wanted to leave. She wanted to flee. For two hundred years, she had not once been afraid of her lover until that moment. For once August truly saw her immortal lover for what he was: a monster. 
 
    “I told you,” she whispered. Everard was stalking close to her. August did not move. Could not. 
 
    “Ah yes, of course, my blood.” Everard stopped in front of August before biting hard into his wrist. She had not expected his reaction but no sooner had he bitten into his dead flesh, his wrist was it at August’s mouth forcing her to drink, drowning her in powerful blood. She didn’t drink it. 
 
    Forcefully August ripped herself from out of his vice-like grip and launched herself at him like a crazed animal. She was furious, livid, outraged by his blasphemous behavior. His back hit the stone wall with a crack. His fangs bared in wild insanity. Everard was stronger than she thought, and August was thrown into the cold stone wall, her fangs bared at him in hate. 
 
    “You foolish, foolish girl!” He hissed at August, pinning me closer to the wall. “You dare attack me? Me! Have you forgotten who I am?” 
 
    “Have you forgotten who I am?” August retorted with equal venom in her tone.  He didn’t release her. 
 
    “I know all too well who you are! I created you, you insufferable fool!” 
 
    “Release me,” August threatened. Her anger rose to the point where she was capable of destroying him. Everard arched an eyebrow in cockiness. 
 
    “Are you threatening me, my love?” he mocked. 
 
    “I will not ask again.” Everard all but practically slammed August into the wall before he released her. She glared at him, wanting to tear out his arrogant throat. 
 
    “What do you want from me? I grow bored of this game you play.” 
 
    “It is you who is playing a game Everard. You who once again has dabbled in the history of our kind. Your letter brought me to Paris, not in hopes of a reconciliation but a reason as to why you left me to rot the moment that I became your vampiric pet!” A strange look crossed his face then, and August knew that her words had struck a nerve. 
 
    “You dare speak of such things?” he hissed lowly. 
 
    “Yes!” she growled, “I do! For centuries, I have walked the streets of London wondering if I would ever see you again! At first I thought that I could live without you, that I could live with the hurt that you inflicted on me. But with time, I realized that I could not. The pain was too deep. For years, I have walked this earth alone with nothing but my pain for company. How can you be cool when you know what pain you have caused?” August stopped before continuing slowly, disdainfully. “How can you face me when you know that we have a history of pain and suffering?” 
 
    Everard bristled like she knew he would. Her words had power. August stepped closer to him, playing the arrogant vampire at his own game. She was the only one brave enough to attempt such an act. 
 
    “Hmm,” August laughed slowly, mockingly into his ear. His back was to her. “You think you're invincible. Immune to the pains of the world. Little do you realize that are you are the cause of most of the atrocities that go on in this God-forsaken realm. When will you finally face up to your responsibility as a vampire to actually behave like a vampire? Why do you feel this constant need to be known? The urge to cause chaos? I know the reason.” 
 
    Everard didn’t face her when he spoke. “Do you?” he answered darkly, “And what is the reason, pray tell?” 
 
    It was simple. “You are afraid.” Everard whirled around so fast then in a white mist that even August’s supernatural eyes could not see his movements. Eyes of clear blue stared into hers like ice daggers, sharp and menacing. 
 
    “And what am I afraid of, dear August?” he roared. When August did not answer, he snapped, “Oh come, let's not be coy. You stand there in all your vampiric beauty, your immortal life that I gave to you, yet you insult me by calling me afraid? How dare you! You impotent wretch! You sicken me, get out of my sight before I obey your beloved’s wish!” 
 
    August didn’t move. “Fool!” he hissed again, teeth bared. “Do you have a death wish?” August found the pun amusing. 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere,” she told him calmly, which only enraged him more. August knew what was coming next. Her determination always brought out the evil within him. Everard despised being challenged, confronted. Everard liked to think that he was the superior one. 
 
    Cold hands wrapped firmly into August’s hair. He dragged her over to the bed where the dead whore lay. August could have chosen to fight him. She could have killed him, and he could have killed her. At that moment, August thought he was going to, but she was wrong. This was another one of his games that he piteously believed would frighten me into obeying him. 
 
    “Damn you and your stubborn ways!” he growled as he threw her on the bed. Everard threw himself over her, pinning her down, trying to intimidate her. A long time ago it would have worked. 
 
    Silence prevailed between them as they lay together like two lovers locked in hatred. It had been centuries since they had been so close, so intimately close. When mortal, her handsome lord often showered August with his affection and would make love to her endlessly under the waxing moon. 
 
    When he was made immortal, all human desires died away with the body rendering them no longer able to love as mortals love. 
 
    Even though they were immortal, they still felt love. They were still able to kiss, caress the other’s cold, dead skin, whisper poetry, dance and laugh. All those emotions did not abandon them. What we chose to feel, they felt. And so, when Everard chose to abandon love and accept hate into his heart, August chose to abandon her love for him and accept her new love for her fledgling. August’s beautiful young fledgling who was conspiring against her. August damned him for his betrayal.  
 
    August lay in his bed, surrounded by his hard body. In their silence, his eyes looked into hers. She watched him, respecting and resenting the regal figure that pinned her to his blood-stained silken sheets all at the same time. 
 
    Anger still burned intensely in Everard’s eyes, though his expression had now become serene. At that moment, he almost looked like a porcelain doll. August wanted to share in his anger with him, to share his grief, his pain. She wanted to open herself up to him, to cradle his black head in her lap, caress him as a mother caressed her child. But August knew that what she felt was madness. 
 
    As if Everard could read her thoughts, he relaxed slightly. Slowly, tenderly, he raised his hand and placed it on August’s face. His action surprised her, but she showed no such emotion. August merely allowed him to do this, while her eyes watched his every move. 
 
    “Why do we do this?” he suddenly whispered to here. All traces of anger gone. 
 
    “Do what?” August answered. 
 
    “Pretend that we are no longer companions.” His fingers began to trace her jawline. Gentle, careful, as if she was made of marble. 
 
    “Because we are not, Everard.” It was a bitter-sweet revelation that made her feel sad. “We have not been for many a century.” 
 
    “But we could be,” he whispered leaning closer to August’s face. She inhaled his scent. So intoxicating and powerful that he sent her into overdrive. “Again.” 
 
    “And what madness has possessed you to think of such a thing?” August breathed as he toyed with her lips. 
 
    “You're here. Your presence intoxicates me as much as it irritates me. No matter how hard I try to convince myself that I no longer want you, Ah, but the more I want you.” 
 
    “I would serve you no good,” August whispered gently as her own anger receded.  They were actually communicating now, and she did not know why. The whole situation unnerved her. This was not the Everard she knew. 
 
    “I could teach you things. There is still so much that you could learn about your gifts my love. I could teach you, show you and we could become one again, like in the old days.” At his false hope, August smiled. 
 
    “The past is the past love, let’s forget it. I do not wish to continue living in my shadow.” His jaw tightened slightly at her words. 
 
    “But what if I cannot forget it?” 
 
    “What is it you cannot forget?” He sighed a heavy sigh and for the first time turned his eyes away from August to the dead girl that lay at her side. 
 
    “I am a monster. A cold-hearted murderer who preys on the fear of others. I am a killer, a hunter.” Then turning his eyes back to hers, he said coldly, “A stealer of lives.” August then realized that Everard wanted to talk of her making.  
 
    “We are all stealers of lives,” August told him half-heartedly. 
 
    “Admirable of you to lie so freely,” he scolded gently. “But we both know you haven’t killed a victim out of pure hatred. I have and will again. I’ve stolen mortal lives and forced them into eternal darkness whether they wanted it or not. I have made fledglings that loved life yet I stole them greedily away from the light and threw them into the dark. I stole you.” 
 
    “Everard,” August began wearily, but he cut her off. 
 
    “We never had the opportunity to talk about it. You never had the opportunity to consent or refuse me. I just took you for my own selfish desires. I couldn’t bear the thought of being parted from you. I was cast into a world that I knew little about. I didn’t have a choice in my making. And so I returned to you, raging and angry and hateful, jealous of your life, your humanity. I couldn’t bear the thought of you living. I wanted you to suffer the same fate as I, so I took you against your will. I...” He stopped in mid-sentence. 
 
    Everard’s hand upon August’s face fell onto her stomach. She felt a surge of memories flood back to her in an unwanted tidal wave. A sharp breath escaped her lips at his touch. His eyes held hers as he spoke. “I murdered our child.” 
 
    August couldn't stand it anymore. “I went back there,” she whispered mournfully in a monotonous voice. “To our apartment. I went out to hunt, but I ended up back at the house.”  
 
    August forced herself to sit up. Everard slowly recoiled in bitter sadness, but she took his hand in hers. He softened. “I visited the grave my sweet. It’s abandoned. Ivy hangs overgrown over the tomb; it smells of death even though there is no body or no bones lying beneath it. I pity the place. I...” 
 
    “I took everything from you,” he answered, “Your brother, our unborn child, your life.” 
 
    “The past is forgotten,” August answered sadly. It was a lie. The past was not forgotten. It could never be forgotten. 
 
    Everard sighed heavily before reaching out his slender arms and encircling August in a tight embrace. He pulled her to his chest, and she let him. He smoothed her hair as he once did when she had arisen a distraught vampire. August closed her eyes, letting herself enjoy the moment one last time before she left him for good. 
 
    “Oh my love,” he said to her softly. “I have lain with many a mortal woman since you left me. In my pain, I went on a killing spree, I indulged in the most twisted, sickest perversions that I could imagine. Yes, there were many beautiful mortals, but not one of them was as beautiful as you. When I lay with the living, it was not the temptation that I was seeing. It was you.” 
 
    August smiled into the silk of his chest like a bashful child. “Fool,” August whispered and for once she heard him laugh. It was like music to her ears, light and magical. For a time, they were not two immortal beings entwined in darkness. No, they were two mortal lovers again. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    August don’t how long they had been lying there on the bed, but she was awoken by the sound of her phone ringing. August sprang to her feet at the sound and pulled the phone out of her leather jacket. August looked at the screen. It was Kyle. Swiping her finger across the screen, she answered. Everard was sleeping like a raven-haired angel. 
 
    “I know you are at a loss as to why I haven’t come home, my love,” August whispered to Kyle with her anger burning. August knew that Kyle wanted her dead. All this time he had conspired against her. He was jealous of her feelings for Everard. He was selfish. He wanted August all to himself but he knew that he could never have her. As much as she tried to deny it, she belonged to only one vampire: Everard Nightingale.   
 
    For a long moment, Kyle didn’t answer. The phone line went dead. August’s fledgling was furious; she could sense it. She could feel his hate, his resentment. 
 
    August turned to look at her lover then. Everard was sleeping, his arms spread wide out over the bed like an angel. She had to make her move now; she had to leave him, unnoticed. 
 
    August remained silent. All she could hear was the sound of the crackling fire in the hearth behind her. She stood as still as a ghost, unmoving, apprehensive. Her head bowed slightly, looking at the floor. August’s mind raced as she began to think how Everard should never have taken her humanity away and killed their child. Even now, the memory was too painful for August to bear, even after all these centuries. 
 
    August could feel his eyes burning into hers before she lifted her head to look at him. When she did, Everard was half-smirking his famous arrogant smile. 
 
    “I should go,” August whispered in a strange tone. She tried to make a move, but Everard shot his hand out to her wrist, halting her steps. August looked down at his hand on her wrist before looking back up into his eyes. 
 
    “So soon?” he answered, “You’ve only just arrived.” 
 
    “I have business to attend to in London,” August told him.  He snorted then. 
 
    “Of all the excuses!” he began, and just like that the monster returned. August was in no mood to listen to his childishness. She had put with his childish ways for half of her newborn vampire life. As a mortal, Everard had never been so cruel and deceitful. 
 
    “There is no further reason for me to stay now my love,” August whispered tiredly to him. Everard's eyes sparkled a deep blue then, and she felt her heart race. 
 
    “You are going to walk back into the world and be at great risk of being murdered while you slumber?” he questioned. 
 
    “It's a risk I am willing to take,” she told him, “besides, if I were to die, it would be by your hand. You're my death!” 
 
    Everard studied August for a long moment then before finally, gracefully walking over to her, his silken shirt shining in the dim candle light. She watched his every move, waiting.  
 
    “You know I won't kill you,” he purred gently then, his blue eyes glinting in the light. “I made you because you are beautiful. Why would I want to end such beauty?” “It wouldn’t be up to you, would it?” August stated bluntly, unappeased by his flattering remarks. “My fledgling is a manipulator, a deceiver. He corrupts and he possesses. If you were to kill me right now and he was in control, I wouldn’t stand a chance against you.” 
 
    “And how do you know this for certain?” he questioned. August frowned. 
 
    “You tell me,” she whispered, staring at him. 
 
    Everard was so calm and collected that it was maddening. She didn’t want to know any more, so she moved from the roaring fireplace and made her way to the door.  
 
    “I have to go,” August told him again, but as she made way to leave, his cold slender hand caught August’s arm to prevent her from leaving once again. 
 
    “For over a hundred years I have not seen you, August, and now you are going to leave me again?” August turned her eyes to face him, but when she looked at him, his face was inches away from hers. August’s soul set on fire as she stared into his eyes. She became uncomfortable being so intimately close to him. Even after all these centuries with him, Everard still had the power to seduce her and he knew it. 
 
    “What do you expect me to do Everard? Stay? And do what? No, I have a life back in London, I must return before dawn.” 
 
    “Dawn would have already reached London by now,” he said gently, “If you left for London now, you would be burned to cinders in an instant!”  
 
    August laughed then. A sharp bitter laugh. “And that would be a bad thing?” she snapped, “We are evil creatures. Perhaps death is what should befall us!”  
 
    Instantly, Everard grew angry at her answer. He released her arm sharply. 
 
    “Then why don’t you walk into the path of the rising sun now if you truly want to die?” he snapped. 
 
    August did not answer him. She sighed heavily. She was tired of arguing.  
 
    “I don’t want to fight with you Everard,” she muttered softly, “I have done what you have bid of me. I came at your call, and now I must leave. I have business to attend to, and a fledgling to kill.” 
 
    “You're going to kill alone?” he questioned me in his deep French accent. 
 
    “Yes,” she answered simply, looking deep into his eyes.  For a long moment, Everard remained silent, his pale face an emotional mask. 
 
    “You’re too weak,” Everard finally said, his voice low and dangerous. “Even a fledgling is too strong for you, my sweet.” 
 
    When August did not answer, he began to pace around the room before he finally resumed his seat in the red velvet arm chair. He spread his legs out over the little oaken table in a relaxed manner. August watched him from where she was standing by the door, and suddenly he seemed like the young man she remembered from their mortal years. He sat with a slender hand raised to his chin as if he was deep in thought. 
 
    “Sit,” it was almost a command. Hesitantly she obeyed, more out of curiosity than his power over her. A long silence passed between them as he sat there staring at me, drinking in everything about me. “It has been too long since I last saw your face,” he said to her. “After our ‘bitter’ departure all those years ago.”  
 
    August remembered their last goodbye.  
 
    “What's done is done,” August answered him, “I do not wish to dwell on the past any longer. I have let the past rule me.” Once again Everard rose to his feet and approached her. August watched him warily. 
 
    “I have missed you,” he said, raising his hand to entwine it in my long black silken hair. He fondled August’s hair carefully as his eyes locked on hers. August could hear his strong heartbeat. “It has been too long my love.”  
 
    August was trembling. He was weakening her already, trying so hard to seduce her and she was allowing it to happen. It didn’t matter how hard she resisted, he was her maker, her lover and she loved him still.  
 
    “Can you forgive me for the death of your brother?” The mention of her brother pierced August’s heart like a knife. She had not expected him to mention the death of her brother here, yet he had, and he looked sincerely sorry. 
 
    August tried to turn away from Everard's strong gaze, tears rising. It had been over two centuries now since her brother's death, yet to a vampire, it only seemed like yesterday. The hurt would never cease. 
 
    “Everard please,” August began, but he cut her off, pale hand rising to her face gently caressing her like a long-lost lover. August bowed her head trying to hide her face, but he was no fool.  
 
    “It hurts you still what I did does it not?” he whispered softly. A strange thing for him. He was always so angry, so cold and cruel. But that was only the facade of the vampire; the mortal lord before August had been so different and so loving, not a monster. 
 
    “I need to know that I have your forgiveness for your brother,” he whispered gently, forcing August to look into his eyes. She could see that he was genuinely sorry for my brother’s death, but she was uncomfortable with being begged by Everard for her forgiveness. August sighed heavily, trying to be strong. She was a vampire; they are not born to weep. It was hard to tell if she had even forgiven Everard for what he had done after all the years she had spent apart from him. Staring into his supernatural eyes, she whispered the words, “I forgive you.” 
 
    Silence. As he stared into her eyes, he swiftly leaned down and stole a rough kiss from my lips. August allowed him to kiss her, a fool’s weakness. She now knew how her lover’s victims felt when under his spell. 
 
    He pushed August against the stone wall, and she succumbed to him. Gently his fangs bit into her lip just enough so that her blood bled into his wanting mouth. August felt his tongue lap at the tiny wound, tasting her ever so softly before he stared into her eyes once more. August’s blood painted his bottom lip red. 
 
    August’s heart was racing now from both excitement and fear. As she stood agains the wall, her mind raced with thoughts. What was I doing allowing this raven-haired god to treat me in such a manner? I had walked into his home a strong and determined vampire, and now I was a mess. Weak at the knees for my maker, my lover, my one true companion. 
 
    “I’m thirsting,” August suddenly whispered. The words had escaped her mouth before she had a chance to think about what she was saying. August saw Everard brush his thick black hair to the side as he revealed a long, sleek pale neck to me. The sight was enticing and so tempting. August stared at the artery, listening to the rush of blood that swirled around inside of his perfect body. Thirsting and wanting, wanting to taste him more than ever now. She suddenly realized that she had not hunted for days. Now her blood lust was consuming her; her animal side making itself known. 
 
    “There isn’t a village for miles,” he purred, leaning against her fragile form. August could smell the scent of his hair, the perfume that only a fine young man would currently wear. He smelled divine. He was same old perfect Everard.   
 
    “Oh, how I want you.” 
 
    Staring into his eyes, August was blood crazed. Just the smell of him ignited her fury for his blood. She wanted to feel him running through her. Suddenly, she wanted to know what it was like to be one with him again.  
 
    Slowly, taking her hand, Everard walked to the red velvet armchair, never taking his eyes from hers as she hazily followed him. He sat down and pulled August into his lap. Placing a slender finger underneath her chin, Everard guided August’s face to his before consuming her in a passionate kiss. He nipped at her throat playfully and she gasped at the sensation. Then August tore her lips from his and drove her fangs deep into his bare slender neck. 
 
    It started instantly, the low thrum of his heart against hers as she drew the blood to the surface lapping at the sweet, thick nectar that flooded her mouth like a red fountain.  
 
    A flash took August back to the time when they had been mortal, and she could see him upon his bed with her beneath him as he thrust into her as they made love. Another flash took August to Paris on the night of her change. For the first time, she properly saw how confused and crazed Everard had been that night.  
 
    August saw myself as a young mortal girl sitting by a dresser writing in a journal that she so loved, her free hand caressing the swell of her belly as she wrote. August was smiling. Another image after that showed her lying upon the Rue Chavern's floor screaming wildly, lashing and thrashing as she was turning, her chiffon nightgown stained red from between her legs as their child bled out of her as August died. 
 
    Everard’s heart was weakening, and August knew that if she held on any longer that she would kill him but he did not protest. It was then that she felt his gentle hand on her head, then guiding her as she retracted her fangs to peer into Everard's eyes. For a long moment, he gazed into August’s eyes before leaning up and placing a gentle kiss upon her lips, licking the blood away.  
 
    “You belong to me, my love,” Everard whispered into August’s ear. “You always have.” 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Cabin Fever 
 
      
 
    Abby had her sights on a new life; a new start. She needed this to keep herself going. She definitely couldn’t get any lower in life then she was right now!  
 
    Abby decided that in order to start her new life, starting a new career would be the best way to go. She enrolled in the College of the Atlantic in Bar Harbor, Maine, clear across the country from where she used to be in California. Even that wasn’t going to be far enough away without needing a passport for people to forget where and who she was. She wasn’t going to be an embarrassment to herself or her family like she already was. 
 
    She recently received the keys to her apartment in the harbor’s historical downtown. The building she was able to rent out was cheap, she had never seen rent so low in a place such as this and she wondered why it was like that. Looking around her California flat one more time, she looked Sondra over carefully.  
 
    ”Stay.” Sondra pleaded.  
 
    “You know that’s not possible. I have to go. My family is all over the tabloids. Paparazzi are swarming, I have no choice but to do this. It might be okay for you, or someone else, but it would never end for me. It has to be this way.” Abby had changed her name, her identity her entire everything.  
 
    She was the daughter of Michael Custer, the billionaire, and all she wanted was to get far away from her father.  
 
    “I understand you need to do this, but you still are able to live comfortably. You’ll never have to learn the true struggle of, well… being me.” She shook her head slowly.  
 
    “So what’s the point of doing all this?” Sondra asked her.  
 
    “No one else will have to know that! I’m late for my plane. I’ll let you know where I am and when I land in Bar Harbor. It shouldn’t really take all day.” Abby gave Sondra a hug and a light kiss on the cheek. “I’ll be okay, I promise.” Even though Sondra had heard those words before, she trusted that her friend knew exactly what she was doing and wasn’t going to question her any more. However, Abby knew it wasn’t going to be the last time she was going to hear about it. She would hear it from afar for a very long time. 
 
    Getting in the cab, she looked around to see if anyone had seen her leave Sondra’s apartment and breathed out a huge sigh of relief.  
 
    “Airport please.” She told the cab driver and he started off towards the airport. She leaned back to relax for a short time before the chaos would start and interrupt the solitude of her quiet mind. She wondered if she was making the right decision, but wasn’t about to second guess herself. It was to late for that. She was already on her way and she started her classes tomorrow morning at 8 a.m. at the College of the Atlantic. She was going to take advantage of the Maine culture of wildlife, and being on the Atlantic was the best decision she could have made to start her new life.  
 
    All anyone ever talked to her about was money, and how she could do whatever she wanted, when she wanted to do, it and how she got it done. Here, she hoped it would be different (little did she know it wouldn’t be) but she could have certainly tried to act like it would be. Finally getting to the airport, she paid the cabbie and walked in, taking her bags where they needed to go. She went through security and walked to the gate for her flight and sat in one of the chairs waiting for the time to board her plane.  
 
    As she sat there she looked across the way and saw a very handsome gentleman watching her carefully. She smiled toward him and nodded. They had quite a while to wait for their plane, and Abby was always at least an hour early for her flights, she was never one to procrastinate on anything.  
 
    She was getting bored so she decided to make a gutsy move and walk over towards the window and watch the planes land and take off for just a little while. It was an excuse to see if someone would take her seat and she would actually be able to sit next to the strange man. She looked around beside him and noticed no one was even near their terminal and wondered if they were going to have a small amount of people on their flight. 
 
    Deciding to go ahead and just sit down next to him, she did and was glad she did. Whatever cologne he was wearing smelled divine to her and it was all she could do to not jump him right then and there.  
 
    “If you don’t mind me being so bold; your cologne smells simply amazing! What is it that you use so that I might buy it for my husband?” She asked, not afraid to tell a lie to get where and what she wanted.  
 
    “Oh? This? It’s simple to remember, it’s just Old Spice.” He replied, giving her a genuinely handsome smile. She smiled back enjoying his warmth sitting next to him in the chair.  
 
    “Simply old spice or not, it still smells very nice on you and I’m sorry for being so straight forward, but it suits you and your looks so nicely.”  
 
    “Well, I thank you very much ma’am, I don’t usually get such straight forward compliments, so thank you. It’s made my day.” He said to her, shifting a little in his seat and adjusting his collar of his shirt not wanting her to see all the hair on his neck and make her take back the compliment and get all weirded out.  
 
    “Please, not ma’am, my name is Abby.” She said.  
 
    “Nice to meet you Abby, My name is Kurt. Where are you headed on our flight this fine day?” He asked her.  
 
    “I’m moving to Bar Harbor Maine, have you heard of it?” She asked.  
 
    “Actually, ironic as it may sound, I’m headed there myself!” He said excitedly, not knowing if it was coincidence or maybe he had a stalker and just didn’t know what he was up against, even though she seemed rather sweet and absolutely harmless.  
 
    She beamed a beautiful smile at him and her eyes got big and bright and he might have even seen a tiny sparkle in her left eye. “Simply amazing! It would be even more simply amazing if I ended up getting to sit by you on the entire flight there!” she said excitedly. “Are you flying first class? You’re here awfully early to just be flying coach.” She said.  
 
    He chuckled a little. “Nope, I’m in coach. I like getting to my appointments early, no time for error.” He said, grinning at her. She smiled back again at him and did a little thinking, she really liked this guy and was curious about him, she wanted to know more.  
 
    She nodded to him relaxed in her seat, watching the planes pull into their gates. She got up from her seat and walked over towards the front desk. “What would it take to get this gentleman’s seat upgraded to a seat next to me in first class?”  
 
    The desk clerk looked over the seating arrangements  “The flight isn’t full today, there’s a seat right next to yours, if you’d like to upgrade to that.”  
 
    She thought about that and looked back over towards Kurt. Was it worth it? Yes, totally! “That would be great! Is there an extra charge?” She asked.  
 
    “No, since you are buying another seat I won’t tack on any extra fees for you, we’ll add some extra flyer miles to your account.”  
 
    “Thank you, Can I upgrade without letting him know until he actually boards the plane?”  
 
    The clerk smiled. “Certainly.” Abby smiled at the clerk and walked back over toward their seats.  
 
    “Everything okay?” Kurt asked her.  
 
    “Oh yes, I was just making sure I had my arrangements made and a car to meet me at the airport when I got there.” He nodded and continued to read the book he bought that morning at one of the gift shops.  
 
    “How’s your book?” Abby asked him, looking at the cover trying to read the title.  
 
    “Honestly, it’s horribly boring. There are no pictures in it!” She laughed, maybe a little to loudly, but he was glad she had a sense of humor.  
 
    “All passengers flying flight 1837 Cape Air may now come up to the terminal with their tickets.” They both looked up and started to pick up their belongings and walked towards the gate entrance.  
 
    “First class passengers first please.” The girl at the gate announced. Abby picked up her carry-on bag and her jacket and purse and walked over toward the gate and handed the girl her ticket.  
 
    “Thank you ma’am, hope you have a great flight today with Cape Air.”  
 
    Abby smiled and walked ahead and didn’t really look around to see if Kurt was watching her, she didn’t want it to seem obvious.  
 
    She did hear him talking on his phone. “I’ll see you in a few hours babe, don’t forget to meet me at the airport, should be there in a few hours, I’ll text you when we land.”  
 
    Abby’s heart sank. Damn, well at least he’ll have a comfortable flight and I’ll have decent company, she thought. She moved through the line and she was thankful that there really weren’t a lot of people flying first class this trip. It would be somewhat quiet. She walked down the terminal and got to her seat, one of the flight attendants actually recognized her and smiled widely at her.  
 
    “Welcome to Cape Air, Miss Custer. Is there anything I can get for you before we take off?” Her voice was a little too excited. 
 
     “No thank you.” Abby put her carry-on in the bin above her and waited until Kurt entered the first class cabin. A few moments went by and she started to wonder if he had declined the offer.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    She thought to soon and saw him pull the curtain back and peek inside. “Am I in the right spot?” He asked the flight attendant standing by the entrance.  
 
    “Let me see your ticket and I can let you know.” She took his ticket and looked it over. Noticing right away that he was to sit next to Miss Custer. “Yes sir, follow me and I can show you your seat.” He nodded and did as he was told. 
 
    Seeing Abby being seated next to him, he smiled brightly at her. “Well, isn’t this a pleasant surprise.” He said to her.  
 
    “Why, yes it is! My flight will sure be a lot more pleasant now and you won’t have to listen to crying babies.” She grinned at him.  
 
    “Did you have anything to do with this?” He asked.  
 
    “Nope, not sure what you mean?”  
 
    He laughed happily, “Well, it’ll be an experience and thankfully I’ll get to experience it with you!”  
 
    She smiled, thankful that he was happy, she felt as though she did her good deed for the day. They both got comfortable in their seats and listened to the captain talk about their flight and watched the stewardess showing them how to work the masks and everything else they needed to know about their flight. Their seat belt light dinged on and both Kurt and Abby put their belts on and waited for take off, having a slight moment of silence between them.  
 
    She felt comfortable sitting next to Kurt. She had been around plenty of men but she never had felt this comfortable next to them. She liked that feeling. She put her arm on the arm rest and they both had done the move at the same time, bumping each other, letting their bodies touch one another for the first time. She blushed deeply.  
 
    “Oh… I’m sorry,” she said softly.  
 
    He was starting to realize there was a reason Abby was wanting to get to know him better but he didn’t know how to tell her without hurting her feelings that he was gay; and had a husband.  
 
    “You’re okay. Thank you for your generosity, I really appreciate it. What can I do to pay you back in return?” Kurt asked 
 
    She looked at him with a blank look, she hadn’t ever had anyone ask her that. “You don’t have to do a thing, that was compliment of a friend who really enjoys your time. We’ve just met, but I feel like I’ve known you my whole life.”  
 
    He nodded to her response. “I agree, I must tell you though, I have a partner.”  
 
    She looked out the window of the plane as they went down the runway. Looking back at him, with a questionable look not sure where to take that response, she replied, “Oh? That’s okay, I would like to meet them one day.”  
 
    He looked at her in surprise; the one thing Seff and Kurt had thought of was having a family, but to have a family they would need to search for the perfect surrogate.  
 
    Maybe this is something I should bring up to Seff, she seems great enough and even worthy enough to be in our family and have my baby, he thought. Thankfully he didn’t think It out loud. He wouldn’t want to embarrass her right off the bat on the first day they met.  
 
    “So, what do you do for a living?” Abby asked, as the plane flew at a comfortable speed, beginning to level out for them, making it a smooth flight. 
 
    “I’m a nurse for a big hospital at the children’s hospital. Kind of the NICU, but then I also work in the Pediatrics department as well.”  
 
    She smiled again, knowing full well he had a big heart and was happy to hear the job he did, and wondered what his partner did. 
 
    “My partner is a family lawyer in Bar Harbor, he’s originally from Bar Harbor and lived there for many years, he only left to go to college and finish his bar exam.” He grinned over at her. “What is it that you do Abby?”  
 
    “Well, honestly, I’ve worked in my father’s business since I graduated high school and I needed a change from the family drama. I decided that before it was to late, I’m going to attend the College of the Atlantic and be a marine biologist and work with sea life.”  
 
    She talked happily of the things she wanted do with her life. No babbling, and she wasn’t making a big story up like most people did when he talked to them.  
 
    “That’s wonderful! I love the ocean. Seff and I go surfing and camping a lot on the bay. You’ll love it! You’ll have to join us one day so I can show my gratitude for the kindness you’ve already shown me today!” He beamed at her and she grinned back grasping his hand tightly but almost with a loving touch.  
 
    The one thing she did love most about flying first class was that there was a little more privacy and the quietness that went with it. They were the only ones flying first class on that flight and that was amazing in itself because that never happened that she got that lucky! 
 
    “Well, I’ll tell you one thing, this never happens where there’s just a couple people in first class. I know that that this is a small flight, but still! This is pretty amazing.”  
 
    At that point it was almost half way through the flight and Abby had ordered herself a drink of vodka and cranberry when the flight attendant came through and asked them what they wanted. Grinning at him, while he had just ordered a soda and some little bottle of gin.  
 
    “Planning on getting a little tipsy on the flight are you?” she laughed a little louder then she probably ought to have but at that point she didn’t care. She enjoyed Kurt’s company. 
 
    “May I offer you a blanket and pillow for the both of you?” The attendant asked.  
 
    Abby nodded, “I’ll have both, thank you. Kurt, this is the time to get pampered, the blankets are even heated.” She grinned towards him. She got comfortable in her seat, knowing that it was going to be a long flight. 
 
    “How’s your drink?” she asked him with a lazy tone in her voice.  
 
    “It’s actually very good, thank you. I’m little more calm now I think, I can do some work that needs to get done by tomorrow morning.” She nodded as she drank her cranberry and vodka.  
 
    “How’s your drink?” He asked her seeing her get comfortable. It actually seemed as though she was trying to get closer to him, leaning against his arm, almost ready to fall asleep. He scooted closer to her in the seat, feeling like he was almost in high school again, trying to get a girl’s attention. He really liked this girl, only knowing her for the few hours that they’ve been talking since they met at the airport and he wanted more.  
 
    At that moment, not thinking about Seff and ruining the moment for the both of them, he decided against getting his work out and decided he’d like to get comfortable and close to Abby. The closer he got to her first, the most likely Seff would be willing to try for their family one more time. Someone as kind as Abby was she wouldn’t burn them like the last person did.  
 
    He leaned the chair back and rested his arm against the rest of the chair, knowing that she already had hers there. Their arms touching each other, she loved his touch already. It was soft and gentle. Knowing that it was wrong because he had his partner to think about, she just couldn’t help enjoying the soft touch of a nice full man. She got closer, acting as though she was falling asleep she leaned her head to one side and Kurt brought his upper body closer so she could rest her head against his shoulder.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Abby… I have something to ask you… you don’t have to answer right now, it could be days or weeks that you find the right answer for us,” he said. He was going to be the brave one and just say it outright. He was the more outspoken one in his and Seff’s relationship. 
 
    “Yes?” She asked him curiously, but not moving her head. 
 
    “May I kiss you? Your touch is soft and gentle and needing, I want to see how you kiss.” She looked at him with a surprised look, not sure what to say, but knowing herself, she’d been wanting to know what his lips felt like against hers. She nodded quietly, not saying anything but just watching him; his movements, his actions, his body. 
 
    “Just don’t make any sudden movement, just be gentle.” He whispered to her. She nodded a yes, not even saying okay, just watched him as he leaned in towards her. She closed her eyes and tilted her face to the side just a little bit and felt his breath hot on her cheek. Her heart beating fast against her chest, not sure she could take any more waiting, she touched his soft lips with hers and almost let out a light moan. It had been a long time since she had felt the touch of a man, let alone someone as gentle as Kurt.  
 
    He pressed his lips gently against hers and brought his hand up towards her face, soft and caressing. If anything were to come out and happen with the three of them, Kurt already knew he would be the one to be loving towards her. Seff would be loving, but he would be more of a shopping companion. Making love he was great at yes, but it made him nervous and unsure of himself.  
 
    Abby felt the twinge of want in her gut and pressed her lips harder against his. She felt a hand unbutton the top of her shirt underneath the blanket, she felt goosebumps rise on her skin and decided then that she wanted him to continue. She felt his hand go further inside her shirt and into her bra, massaging her breast, pulling on her nipple gently between his thumb and finger. 
 
    Kurt decided then he was going to have her, he’d make Seff see what he saw and he knew Seff would agree. The three of them could have time together, or their own time with one another, but he already could see that it would be him and Abby this way and Abby and Seff in another way. The thought of it all made him even more excited. Only really thinking of the wolf coming out of him if he got anything more right now and knew he needed to calm down.  
 
    Abby felt a low moan deep in his throat and it only made her kiss him deeper and want him more, she needed to slow herself down to, she knew they’d be getting closer to their destination. All she wanted to do now was to sit in his lap and undress him right there on the plane.  
 
    They heard the ding that they needed to put their seat belts on, because they were getting ready to land. She moaned softly into his lips and broke their kiss as soon as their attendant came to them to make sure they had their seat belts on and tray tables up.  
 
    “I’m sorry to interrupt ma’am, just need to make sure you’re following flight precautions. We want everyone to be safe.” Abby nodded, going underneath the blanket and making sure her blouse was buttoned correctly before she folded the blanket and put it to the side. 
 
    “I’m sorry Abby, I didn’t know we’d get that way, I just couldn’t help myself. Your aroma is very luring.”  
 
    “Don’t be sorry, I’m only sorry that I feel like that is the only time I’ll ever get see you again.” She said to him sadly. “I’ve never had that much excitement on a flight such as this. Thank you,” she whispered.  
 
    He nodded “Me either, to be honest. I’ve never had that much privacy where I’ve been able to do anything. Let alone have a conversation with someone lovely as yourself.” He laughed lightly at her. 
 
    They came into view of the runway and Abby was actually sad to see the flight come to an end. She quickly got out a scratch piece of paper from her purse and wrote her name and number on it. “Please call me. I’d really like to continue our friendship and meet your partner. He’s a very lucky man.”  
 
    As they landed and they got the plane situated at the terminal, Kurt squeezed Abby’s hand. “I’ll call you tonight.” He told her and gave her a quick kiss on her lips once more.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    As they got ready to take their carry-on luggage off the plane, Abby got sad all over again. “Thank you Kurt,” she said. 
 
    “What for?” He asked her. 
 
    “For proving that all men aren’t total assholes. You have some heart.” She smiled at him and kissed his cheek before they went into the airport.  
 
    “You’re so sweet, have a safe trip to where you’re going and we’ll be in touch. I promise.” He said to her as they walked through the door. 
 
    There she saw a man she was pretty sure was Seff, a husky man with muscles the size of a barn and she almost thought she started to feel drool on the side of her lip! ABBY!! Get yourself together! You’re lucky this even happened, because it never does, she thought. She caught sight of Kurt waving good bye to her as she saw her cabbie driver with a sign in his hand saying ABBY on it. She waved back to him and smiled at Seff and he nodded in her direction with a handsome smile. If the arrangements actually happened how Kurt wanted them to, she would be in absolute heaven. Seff and Kurt were both handsome. And knowing what she knew what Kurt wanted from her It would be an amazing adventure.  
 
    When she finally got to her apartment that night, she dropped her bags in the front door way and plopped down on the couch. Her body sore from the days events. It was time to relax with a bottle of wine, and draw up a nice bath and sit with the jets on. She was glad someone had already furnished the apartment for her and set it up with all her favorite things into it.  
 
    Going to the cabinet, she grabbed a wine goblet and took out her favorite Merlot and popped the cork easily with a little gadget she found in the drawer. She turned the switch on her electric fireplace and grabbed the remote to see what was on the television. Being Human, her favorite show, was already on so she settled in to watch the werewolves and witches. Thank goodness that it was all fake (or so she thought).  
 
    Feeling her phone suddenly vibrate she noticed that she had a text.  
 
    It was Kurt: “I’m glad you made it home safely, I hope you’re enjoying your night.”   
 
    She grabbed her phone and texted back. “I’m doing great. Enjoying some wine, you should come over and have a glass with me.” She added the smiley face emoji to go along with the text and it didn’t take long to get a response back. 
 
    “I might just take you up on that offer, but I’ll ask Seff and see what the moon looks like outside.” he texted back. She was still watching TV and wondered what in the world he meant by that. Hoping he wasn’t being serious and just joking with her. 
 
    “You’re not serious are you? You won’t turn into a werewolf at a full moon, because I don’t think it is one tonight If that’s what you needed to know.” She laughed at herself as she added a LOL at the end of the text. 
 
    “I don’t know about that but we’ll have to see what happens when I step outside.” He laughed back, but was serious on the moon thing, but wasn’t so sure she would believe him even if he tried to explain it to her.  
 
    It just so happened that Seff and Kurt were both werewolves. They were part of an alpha pack and the head alpha male of the group was hounding on the both of them to literally expand their family. They could be together, but they wanted Kurt and Seff to have cubs. Being males, they’d have to find a female to make their own. And that was what Kurt was set out to do, and he found his mate he wanted to bond them together.  
 
    Abby was perfect. He recognized her last name though when the attendant called her Miss Custer. He wondered if she was part of the millionaire Custer family and wondered why she was traveling to where she was headed and what made her change the state she lived in so quickly. 
 
    “I’d love for you to come over, stop over anytime and I don’t mind if it’s late, but not to late.” She texted back. “My address is 204 6th street Bay Harbor.”   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    She was awfully quick to give out her address, but the best part was they lived two blocks away and she didn’t even know it yet! He smiled widely. “Seff, we have our female.” He told him confidently. Seff was always the nervous one about everything until they got the one hundred percent confirmation on a deal before it was completely finished.  
 
    “I hope you’re right Kurt. I’m glad you got a picture, she’s beautiful, but you have to be careful tonight. It is a full moon, I wasn’t sure if you saw that or not.” He pointed out to Kurt. Hearing Kurt’s phone going off again from a text knowing it was Abby again. Little did Seff know that he, Abby and Kurt would be inseparable when it was all said and done and everyone would realize how perfect their little pack would be. 
 
    Kurt nodded. “I will be. I just hope that if I do turn at all I’ll already have been with Abby and I won’t harm her in anyway.” He said softly. Sometimes he didn’t trust himself when it came to him being the wolf. When he was the wolf, he had a hard time controlling his forwardness. He got what he wanted when he wanted it, and didn’t take no for an answer very lightly.  
 
    He walked over toward Seff and gave him a full mouthed kiss, bringing his tongue in Seff’s mouth caressing his tongue and rolling it over with his own. He heard a soft moan come from his partners lips. He felt Seff pull away and he shook his head. “Kurt... you need to go get Abby, I’m giving you full permissions to do whatever you need to do with her to get her to us.” 
 
    Kurt looked Seff over. “Are you positive? ‘Cus if I do this, I know I’ll end up sleeping with the woman tonight.” He told Seff with confidence. 
 
    “Yes, I’ll be fine. We’ll have our family. That’s what I want more then anything.”  
 
    “And more important, we’ll gain a new family member. You’ll love her Seff, I assure you, you will.” Kurt promised. 
 
    “You’d better get going or she’ll think you stood her up.” Seff pushed Kurt towards the door playfully. “And whatever you do, be careful. We don’t need a new pack member so quickly that it would be a mistake for us all.”  
 
    “I know baby, I will. I promise.” Kurt squeezed his hand tenderly. He turned toward the door and shut it behind him. Seff let out a sigh of relief. Knowing in his heart that Kurt could and would do this. He trusted his partner with all his heart and they would have the perfect family that people would be jealous of. He didn’t want people to be jealous but he couldn’t help but grin to himself.  
 
    Now would be a perfect time to get some things done of his own. He got his own wine glass down and a bottle of red Merlot and poured it in a goblet and sat down with his report that he was to have done by the morning for his boss. He hadn’t even started it yet because of all the other stress he was under with the wolf pack.  
 
      
 
    “Are you almost here?” Abby texted Kurt.  
 
    “Yes, I’ll be there shortly. Had to talk to Seff to make sure I knew what was going on. It’s a full moon.” Kurt texted Abby. 
 
    “You keep telling me that, is there a reason?” She asked him in the next text. 
 
    “Not right now, I’m here though, I just want to enjoy the evening, whatever ends up happening.” He said back to her as he got out of the car and walked up to her apartment building and pushed the button. 
 
    “Hey! I’ll buzz you in, just a moment.” She decided to play it sneaky and act like she just didn’t know he was coming and pulled on her long black silk robe and black fuzzy slippers that were her favorite. She buzzed him in. She was starting to feel the warmth of the wine settling in her veins. She went to the kitchen and got another wine glass from the cabinet for Kurt and poured him a glass, waiting for the door to knock.  
 
    When she finally heard Kurt at the door she was already near it and went to it quickly. sipping the wine as she opened the door.  
 
    “Hi!” She said excitedly as she saw him at the door.  
 
    He grinned at her, seeing she was doing the same Seff was probably doing at home. “Well hello tipsy!” He chuckled a little as he caught her glass from Abby almost dropping it on the white carpet.  
 
    “Be careful, I don’t think you’ll want to clean up this mess later on.” He told her, setting the glass on the counter. 
 
    He could smell her perfume, even though it wasn’t strong it was just enough to get him stirring happily throughout his body. He was still male, regardless if he was wolf inside to. She didn’t know that yet but she would soon enough! 
 
    “So I see your evening has been good to you since you got back from the airport. Did you take a bath or shower yet since you’ve been back?” he asked her. 
 
    “Yes, I drew up a bath, but I haven’t been in it yet, I kind of got side tracked; as you can tell.” Abby told Kurt starting to hear the slur in her voice as she went to finish off the drink. 
 
    “Well, I think you’ve probably had enough. You want to be sober tomorrow for your first day of class.” He told her, walking over towards her putting his hands softly on her shoulders to steady her balance, but at the same time caressing her, too. 
 
     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “So, my good sir, what was your reasoning by coming over to this ladies home. Do you wish to have your way with me?” She laughed a little at him. He knew she was drunk off the wine, but he hadn’t ever had anyone be so straight forward with him. Of course though, he was pretty straight forward with her on the plane; which wasn’t him. He had Seff. He hadn’t met a woman like Abby that had turned him on so much as she had. 
 
    He looked at her and with a gruff voice, “Abby I want you so badly.” He pressed his mouth against hers without warning. There was no asking this time. He was taking what he wanted, and she wasn’t going to say no. There were no no’s in this relationship they were going to have between the three of them.  
 
    Abby pulled Kurt’s shirt out of his jeans and pushed it up over his head throwing it over her plush couch and kissing him up his chest. Not even caring that he had so much hair there. She ran her fingers through it and kissed him deeply onto his lips. She felt his groan come up from his throat.  
 
    “Abby…” He said softly. 
 
    Something was happening too him. He was trying to rush the love making because he could feel the wolf coming out of him and he didn’t want Abby to see that part of him yet. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked. She took his hand and took him through her apartment and to the back towards her bedroom.  
 
    “There’s something I need to tell you, before we get to deep into this and I scare you and you never speak to me again.” He said to her hesitantly.  
 
    “There’s nothing you could do to ever scare me Kurt, just tell me,” she said with urgency. Since their flight she’d wanted him badly. “I just want you to do what you did to me on the plane again…please?! That felt so good.” She begged him, pressing her breasts against his bare chest. 
 
    “Oh I plan on doing more than that to you, but first, you must let me explain something to you.” He said to her with urgency. She nodded a yes and hummed a “hmm.” She was really listening to what he was trying to tell her.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Abby, I’m not really human… I’m a werewolf.” He told her straight outright, but he didn’t think she was really hearing him. “Abby! Did you hear what I just said?” She kept kissing him up and down his chest and shoulders and pushed him onto the bed that was behind him.  
 
    She stopped for just a moment not really wanting to hear what he had to say, but from the tone of his voice she knew she needed to stop and at least try and hear him out.  
 
    “What do you mean, you’re a werewolf?” She asked him. “What does that mean? And does your partner know you’re here and telling me this?” She asked.  
 
    I guess she is listening,  he thought to himself. 
 
    “Yes, Seff knows I’m a werewolf, he’s one to. We belong to a pack. We’ve been looking for the right female to join us; to expand our family. The alpha male has been hounding us for a very long time to get on this and we’ve been searching high and low, until today. When I met you.” He told her in a very soft tone. Holding her face in his hand close to his, he kissed her softly and just as slowly as he had kissed Seff earlier on that day. 
 
    “I don’t understand what you’re asking of me.” She said to him with a blank look on her face. “You’re really a werewolf? If you are… prove it.” She dared him. 
 
    Damn it, I knew that was going to happen. They always do that to him and Seff both, and he hated being put on the spot.  
 
    ”Open your curtains.” He told her. She wondered what that had to do with anything, so she did as she was told and went to the French doors in her bedroom that opened out to her balcony. It was a nice warm night, with the full moon bright above them. Still feeling tipsy from all the wine, she stepped back into her room.  What is it that he wanted her to see?  She laid on her bed, laying on her side facing the balcony. 
 
    “Okay, promise me one thing,” he said.  
 
    “Okay,” she said quietly, watching him in awe as he started to take off his jeans and boots and boxers, letting it all hang out loose, almost making her mouth water in desire. She shook her head making sure she was looking up at his face instead of between his legs. That she would be able to enjoy later. 
 
    “Promise me, you won’t scream or get scared and run away. It’s still me and I promise with all my heart that I would never ever hurt you.”  
 
    “I promise. I’ll stay right here next you.” She got up off the bed and walked up towards him and put her hands on his shoulders.  
 
    He nodded an okay knowing now her had her full attention. He looked towards the moon, his head held high to the sky and flexing his muscles as hard as he could. He arched his back and she watched. He had hair growing on every inch of his skin that didn’t have a bare spot. His hands and fingers grew into claws and paws on his feat. He was shifting his form willingly, right in front of her.  
 
    She watched in awe, but had her hand over her mouth so that she would keep her promise and not scream. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    As he transformed into the wolf he promised her that he was, her eyes were wide. Quickly getting a buzz kill from the wine she drank she felt herself getting woozy and walked to the bed and sank down gently into it. It didn’t scare her at all that he was the wolf he said he was, she just hadn’t seen it before, ever! She wasn’t prepared for what she was seeing.  
 
    He finished transforming into the giant animal. He was about 5 feet taller then he was when he was human and stood up to her almost two heads taller. He gently nuzzled his nose into her hand that laid on the bed, and she patted him softly. He rubbed his face against her leg lovingly, showing her that he wasn’t going to harm her and he was the same loving creature as he was when he was in human form. He hadn’t planned on staying in the wolf form much longer because her scent was driving him crazy with lust and want. 
 
    “I understand now and except it all for what it is. Thank you for being honest with me and showing this to me.” And she did understand. She was honest with him and loved him even more that he shared this side of him. “Is Seff a werewolf to?” She asked him as he was still in wolf form. He nodded and nuzzled against her hand. “Are there more of you then just you and Seff?’ she asked. He nodded once more and walked away from her towards the bathroom and grabbed his clothes in his mouth as he walked towards the bathroom and was able to switch back to human form.  
 
    He came out of the bathroom fully clothed and sat gently beside her on the bed. “Are you okay?” He asked her in a soft tone.  
 
    She nodded. “Yes, just trying to gather everything all in too what I just saw. Not everyday you see a big wolf in your bedroom.” 
 
    Kurt laughed a little and shook his head. “Do you have any more questions? I’m sure you have to have more than just those.” He asked her. 
 
    “I do, but I just don’t know what to ask right now.” She said. She watched him and hoped that he was okay and hoped that he was reading him the way she was supposed to be. “What do you want from me exactly?” She asked him. 
 
    “Well, It’s a long story,” he began. 
 
    “The alpha wolf from our pack is demanding that Seff and I make a family so that we can expand our pack. We have a time limit to find a female to join us and make a full family of cubs. We need a female to join us in the pack and we need to change her in the process so she is tied to us. Wolves band together and stick together for life.” 
 
    She nodded. She thought about what he’d said for a long time. “How long do I have to really make a final decision?” she asked. 
 
    “A few days; I’ll be able to give my alpha the answer in a couple days. Let him know that we made our final pick. There is one more thing I haven’t told you…” He said to her quietly. “I think our alpha male wants you to be werewolf to, but only if you’re willing to be. Seff and I have a cave in the wilderness that we keep set up just for us and our family.  
 
    “You won’t have to decide until that point that you decide to become pregnant with one of us. I’m the alpha in our relationship. So we would have the baby together, however, if at some point you wanted to get close to Seff, romantically of course; you can always do that. I am actually hoping that happens between the two of you as well. The closer the three of us are, the better. It will make us stronger,” he added. 
 
     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    She considered her options. School… or life. Becoming a mom for these two wonderful men she met in her life, and she honestly could say she fell in love and or lust at first sight with Kurt. She hoped the same for Seff, that he would like her too and had a very good feeling that they would get along great!  
 
    “I’ll do it, but first I have something I need to tell you to. My first name isn’t Abby.”   
 
    He looked at her with a sheep eye, not liking the fact that she had secrets too, but then he just unloaded a huge one on her. “Okay?”  
 
    “My name is Cassie Custer. My father is Michael Custer… the millionaire.” She said quietly to him.  
 
    “I knew your last name was familiar! I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I thought the last name was familiar. Your father is one of my clients.” He told her.  
 
    “Really?” She smiled at him and nodded. “He does business with lots of people in our town. He tries to keep it local.” She said to him. 
 
    “So, what do you think about my proposal? Does it scare you or do you think it’d be something you’d be able to handle and accept?” 
 
    “As long as it would be with you and Seff, I think it would be something I could handle and honestly enjoy. I like you both a lot.”  
 
    He nodded and grinned at her. He was sitting beside her now on the bed and scooted over closer to her. He brought his hand up to her cheek and caressed it with his thumb. He leaned into her and kissed her lips gently as he could; almost like he was kissing on air. He put his other hand in her robe, gently touching her skin. She sighed at his touch getting closer to him, feeling his warmth against him. He cupped her breast and thumbed her nipple, gently rubbing it. She draped her leg over his, exposing herself to him, melting and almost purring underneath his fingertips.  
 
    “So Cassie. Would you like me to call you Cassie, or Abby?” He asked.  
 
     “Cassie. I came here to presume a new life, but I don’t think your going to use me like most people do are you?” She asked him. 
 
    “No.” He answered. “If anything,” he said to her, “I think we need you more than you need us.” 
 
    “True, but I’d like to think you want me around more then just for that.”  
 
    “I do. I really like you Cassie. I know Seff will, too, when he gets to know you. I can’t wait for us to get to be a family and be together.” He kissed her hungrily. He never felt like this towards a female before, he’d always been with men. Cassie was different. She was almost like a little girl, sweet and innocent. He was sure, though, the time would come when she decided to become a werewolf that she wouldn’t be so innocent and he was ready for that.  
 
    She put her hand on his and raised it between her legs, feeling the heat ready for him. He brought his hand up closer to the heat and put his fingers next to her clit, touching the little bud and seeing what an effect it made on her the moment he touched her. “Scoot up higher in the bed.” He told her.  
 
    She did as she was told and as she did so, she kissed him hard and deep on the lips. He broke the kiss and dragged his body down hers, kissing every inch of her skin that he could. Undoing her robe, slipping it off her shoulders, bringing his kisses down between the cleavage of her breasts sucking gently. He finally brought his fingers up closer touching her labia. He heard a moan escape her lips and felt her almost shake under his touch.  
 
    She needed him. He brought a couple of his fingers and put them inside her. Trying to find her spot that would make her cum. He started to go faster and a little rougher with her.  
 
    “Please, just make love to me. I want to have your baby,” She pleaded, almost demanding. He took his pants back off and threw them beside the bed and climbed on top of her. She felt him enter her slowly as not to break her. She shuddered at the pleasure he was making her feel inside, and she grasped his shoulders almost feeling like she could explode. She felt herself tighten around him and he went into a smooth rhythm to get the climax to go higher in the way they both were enjoying themselves. She moaned louder as he got deeper inside her as he kept pushing.  
 
    “Please, please don’t stop.” She pleaded with him. 
 
    “I don’t plan on that sweetheart.” He told her with a husky growl in her neck. He bit her neck, scrapping skin lightly not really realizing that he’d done so. Not knowing that he was going to change her before he or she was ready for him to do so. He kept pumping and felt himself getting harder and harder inside her, feeling her claw her fingernails down his back. She grasped at him totally on the inside. 
 
    “I can’t hold on much longer.” He told her gripping her body tighter around him. Not wanting to let her get away from him, like she was prey.  
 
    “Oh my god!” she cried out and grasped him even tighter. “I’ll do anything you want me to do! Anything you want, anywhere you want me to go I’ll follow. I’ll do everything.” Hearing her say all the words he wanted to hear right then, he exploded. Feeling his cum get deep inside her, they both knew that moment that yes, they would; the three of them, be a family. She was going to be pregnant that night, because any male she had ever been with, didn’t feel this way.  
 
    She felt him explode inside her. So deep that it made her quiver underneath him and then she felt herself release herself all over him. The way they made love that night would be how it would be for the rest of their life, and Seff to. The love the three of them would share, would just be as deep as any normal human.  
 
    “I’m going to love you. I’m going to take care of you as you would be my wife. I love Seff and he will love you as well and you will be his wife as well. The three of us will live under one roof and we’ll not have to explain anything to no anybody. You can tell your father where you are and I will make sure you are well taken care of and so are our pups.” He told her. “Are you okay with all of this?” He asked her. 
 
    She nodded. She was hooked. She never wanted any other man now that she had Kurt.  
 
     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Two weeks later Cassie knew she was due for menstrual cycle. It hadn’t come yet. She wasn’t going to do a pregnancy test yet until she knew for sure what the dates were. Seff and Cassie did indeed get as close as Kurt and Cassie were. People just couldn’t understand them, there was no guessing it. 
 
    She went through her first transition of her being a werewolf; which wasn’t easy for any of them. She was to meet with the other den wolves soon and they all hoped that it would be when she found out she was pregnant, Cassie was excited for motherhood. With or without them being cubs, or fully human. No one knew what to expect. 
 
    Seff came out of the kitchen one Friday morning. Cassie was already eating her breakfast of the million things lately she was liking to eat. It consisted of; cereal, toast and grapefruit. Today however was different. She had meat, potatoes and gravy. Seff raised his eyes at her as he saw her plate and leaned over giving her a small kiss on the cheek. “Good morning beautiful.” She gave him a bright smile. 
 
    “Good morning handsome.” She smiled. “Did Kurt already leave for work?” She asked him, 
 
    “Yes, and today we’re going to have our day. I get to pamper you. Tomorrow night is a full moon. It’ll be your second change and you’ll get to meet the pack, and we’ll get to see this time how beautiful of a wolf you’re going to be. It will be better the second time around when you change because it won’t be so painful and the more you practice the less sore you’ll be afterward” 
 
    “Oh!” She said surprised. “What all do I have to expect? I have been feeling hungry today.”  
 
    “That’s something totally different. Me personally; I think you’re pregnant.”  
 
    She nodded. “I’m starting to believe you.” She whispered and smiled over at him. 
 
    “Remember the pack meeting is tonight. You’ll want to bathe before we go anywhere. Your scent will be on everything.” He said.  
 
    “Okay. Any excuse to get into that amazing tub of mine.” She laughed. “Would you like to join me today?” She asked him.  
 
    “I totally would, but I have a lot to do today, to get done before tonight.”  
 
    She nodded and understood. Seff was just as busy as Kurt and a lot of times she was by herself, which she had always enjoyed. Seff did enjoy doing everything he could with Cassie. Everything from taking a walk, to making love. The three of them were just as compatible as any relationship with just two people. People just couldn’t understand the connection between the three of them, and most likely never would.  
 
    Cassie got up from the table, looking across the table where she could get rid of her dishes and sit and relax. She had been up for awhile that morning already, but suddenly felt very tired and almost nauseous. “Are you okay?” Seff asked her. 
 
    “Yes, just all of a sudden feel very light headed and sick to my stomach. I swear I felt okay until now, when I ate.”  
 
    He nodded. “Just be careful. I worry about you.” He thought about actually staying home and spending the day with her to spoil her. She got up and finally and walked around towards the sink. Suddenly, Seff heard a loud thud from the kitchen. He had just walked out of the room to put his shoes on, ready to leave for the day. He dashed back into the kitchen quickly to make sure Cassie was alright. 
 
     
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Cassie!” She hadn’t answered him. She was quiet and still as could be. He shook her gently and bent over towards her face to make sure she was still breathing. She was breathing steadily, but shallow. She wasn’t sure if this was something that happened during the changing the first time or if she was having difficulty with the second change or lastly, if she was indeed pregnant. She stirred just a little bit and her eyes fluttered open. She looked around with a confused look on her face.  
 
    “What happened?” She asked Seff.  
 
    “You fainted when you started walking around. That’s made my final decision. I’m calling the boss and staying home. I don’t know if this is part of the change or you’re most definitely pregnant.” He said softly, almost a little nervous because if she wasn’t, he didn’t want to disappoint her. 
 
    She moaned. Her back and legs hurt her. “I can’t hardly stand up, I feel like I should be crawling.”  
 
    “Hmm, I’m thinking you were trying to change. It must have been an instinct where you thought you had to change. I’m going to make some phone calls and then we’ll get this settled.”  
 
    Seff got on the phone and called Kurt first before anyone else. Cassie heard him on the phone and heard the concern in Seff’s voice. He really did love her just as much as Kurt did. She wondered how being pregnant would be. She had so many questions. Would she have to be a wolf the entire time she was pregnant? Would she be able to turn, or be human at all? She knew at some point that she would have to contact her father or have someone do it. She knew they would be gone for a long time once she changed. So she needed to come up with a good story to tell her family. 
 
    “I have everything set up to stay home today. Let’s get you to the couch.” He picked her up in his arms and kissed her gently on her lips. “Everything will be okay. We’ll have everything promised to us tonight and we’ll have to have a grand celebration. With sparkling cider of course for you!” He grinned. 
 
    “Seff, if I am pregnant, what will happen? Will I be a wolf or be human for all of that?” she asked him curiously.  
 
    “I honestly don’t know sweetheart. I have never been in this situation. I wish I could tell you.” She nodded at him in curiosity. “Everything will be fine. Everyone will love you.” 
 
    She smiled at him. The day went on and on and it felt like forever! She had taken her bath. Kurt had gotten home and they got ready for that evening. They sat down before they had to leave and discussed what was going to happen.  
 
    “I just wanted to let you know. We actually have a cabin out in that area that we stay in when it’s the change and the cave near by when we have to be with the den and be in wolf form.” He explained to her.  
 
    “What about my family? She asked them. “What should I tell the. Sondra’s been tying to get in touch with me for a couple weeks now and I’ve ignored her. I won’t be able to do that to much longer.” She said. 
 
    “We’ll take care of all that.” Kurt said. “I suppose it’s time to head to the forest green.” Seff told them. “It’s getting close to time for Cassie to change.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Cassie was indeed nervous about changing and making sure that all the love making that Seff, Kurt, and Cassie were doing was working.  
 
    They got to the site where the wolves were, and they nervously looked at one another. The Alpha male sniffed at Cassie. It made her incredibly nervous as she just stood and watched in awe at all the other wolves. Seff and Kurt changed into their wolf form quickly. This time, not caring if anyone saw them because of their surroundings. They stood beside Cassie as she watched everyone circle around her. She could sense that they were comfortable with her being there in their presence. She felt her heart beat faster and faster. She could feel her body getting tense because the other wolves told her she should be in wolf form. She looked at Kurt with her nervous eyes. He nodded his head down at her, trying to let her know that it was okay to change, to let herself go and let everyone see her in her most strong side.  
 
    Cassie enabled herself to change. It was a slow change, but it didn’t hurt her like the last couple of times. As she went through her third change, she huffed when she was finally done. She scraped one foot in front of her as she backed up beside Seff and Kurt. They both grunted as everyone scurried quickly around her now that she was in wolf form. They all got excited. The alpha sniffed behind her and howled long and as loud as could be. There was a certain scent that everyone could sense that she was indeed pregnant by the two male wolves that brought her with them. Not knowing which one had gotten her pregnant for sure at this point it didn’t matter.  
 
    The alpha howled again and again, letting the other wolves in on the howling, Cassie just stood there in one spot while Kurt guarded her. There was only so much he could do and say to her while they were in wolf form, but she knew it was all good. She kneeled herself down to him knowing that she was now to obey him at every cost. Their pack would be ruined if she didn’t. As she laid herself down beside him he bowed his head to her. Letting her know she was respected. He loved her and Seff the same. They would be one. Just like it was always meant to be. 
 
     Seff nuzzled against her to protect her. After tonight, they would all be blessed, in love and happy all at once.  
 
    Kurt would never forget the day they met. He would be grateful for that day for the rest of his life. He howled to the moon, letting Cassie know how much he loved her and soon after Seff did the same. In her mind she felt the love they were giving her. 
 
    Cassie loved her life to and couldn’t believe her luck, just how much she loved these two men, she wouldn’t give it up for the world. She found her new life and she was finally happy. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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    Betty Banks looked at herself in the mirror. Her pregnant belly protruded, and she wondered how much longer she would remain pregnant. She was looking forward to getting on with her life in the normal way once again. The pregnancy had come with its own issues that she could not control, and they were beginning to have a negative effect on her. For instance, she was very moody and also picky about the things that she wanted to eat.  There was also the case of her husband, Ronnie Banks.  
 
    Betty and Ronnie had been married for almost two years now, and everything in their marriage had been going fine until Betty became pregnant. As soon as her belly started expanding, it was as if Ronnie no longer wanted anything to do with her. He spent as little time as possible in the house with her, and whenever Betty wanted to make love, he always had some sort of excuse not to even touch her. Betty suspected that Ronnie was probably cheating on her with some other woman, but did not have any evidence at all. She was, however, determined to find out who the other woman was, and so she hired the services of a private eye to follow Ronnie around.  
 
    Ronnie was on one of the state’s best football teams, and being a very handsome man that women could not resist, she was sure that some other woman had probably seduced him. 
 
    It was Saturday, and she sat alone in the living room watching football previews on the television. She had always loved football, and that was one of the reasons that Betty had married a football player. She would spend most of her free time away from the office at the football pitches, watching not only the games but even the training. She loved both the game and the players, enjoying looking at their huge muscular bodies struggling on the pitch.  
 
    Later on, she would hang around at the gym with the players just so she could admire the players’ huge, masculine muscles that looked as if they would tear right through their shirts. This is how she and Ronnie had met and slowly began going out on a date. He was a fullback for the San Francisco Rookies, one of the best teams in the state, and Betty had immediately been blown away by his handsomeness. Months after falling in love, they had gotten married in a flashy wedding that was attended by many of the football players and other celebrities from the city. 
 
    The phone rang, startling her from her television game, and Betty realized that she had left her cell phone in the guest washroom when she had been checking herself out in the mirror. She got up and hurried over to the washroom, wondering who it could be. At this time of the day, just after noon, she was sure that it had to be her girlfriend, Anita Walsh, and she was right. 
 
    “Hello, sweetie,” she said to her best friend excitedly, and glad to hear from her. “I thought that you were supposed to be here keeping me company. Don’t tell me that the Friday hangover still has you in bed?” 
 
    “Hi, Betty, I'm actually still at the hotel where this guy took me out to last night,” her friend said, making Betty envious of her carefree lifestyle since she was not married. Anita seemed to spend every weekend in the arms of a different man saying that she wanted to have tasted it all by the time that she finally decided to get married. Betty's lifestyle had not been very different from Anita's before she got married, and ever since she got pregnant and Ronnie sort of neglected her, she actually missed it. All the clubbing and exchanging of men as if they were clothes, it had been quite a life in the fast lane. 
 
    “Are you calling to play games with me, Anita? Because if that’s the case, it is not very funny. I haven’t had sex for at least three months because my husband thinks that I'm ugly, and this weekend he went out of town to visit his folks,” Betty said. 
 
    “Actually, that is one of the reasons that I called, Betty, it regards your husband,” Anita said hesitantly. 
 
    “Out with it already, girlfriend, what is it?” Betty said, wondering what Anita could be driving at since she had not mentioned to her about her suspicions that Ronnie was cheating on her with another woman. 
 
    “Betty, you might want to be prepared for what I’m about to tell you because it might not be the very best news, keeping in mind that you are pregnant,” Anita said, and Betty could already feel the tears coming to her eyes even before she heard the news. “Do you remember that woman that you once told me was his office assistant at the landscaping company where he works when he is off the pitch?” 
 
    “Daisy?” Betty said weakly. 
 
    “Well, yes, I just saw him and her by the poolside of the hotel and from the way that they were kissing, I'm pretty sure that it was more than just a professional office relationship. They were all over each other, their hands touching each other all over shamelessly. I heard him tell her that they were headed off to watch a match and then get back to the hotel for another heated night,” Anita said, stopping when Betty said nothing. “Betty, are you alright? Would you like for me to come over to your place right now?” 
 
    “No, Anita, I'm alright, and I know just what I'm going to do to that asshole. I'm going to hit him where it hurts the most,” Betty said in a voice as cold as ice, slowly making her way out of the washroom and beginning to head up the stairs. 
 
    “Please don’t do anything stupid, Betty, I don’t want anything bad happening to the baby you are about to give birth to,” Anita said. 
 
    “Don’t you worry, Anita, I would never let anything bad happen to my baby. I'm just going to make Ronnie super jealous so that he can realize just what he is missing out on,” she said, hanging up. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Her call caught him by surprise. Mike Spencer was not expecting to get a call from Betty, his best friend’s wife. He had always had a crush on her from the very first time that he had set eyes on her, even before she and Ronnie began dating, and at times he regretted why he had not made the first move on the hot brunette. She had a shapely body, a fine ass, and big breasts just the way that he loved his women, and even when she had gotten married to Ronnie, he could not help but look at her in a sexual way. Many a time he had tried to imagine how she looked like without her clothes on, and how it would feel like to bone her like it was the end of the world. It was too bad that such a thing was never going to happen. Mike hadn’t seen Betty in a couple of months now, and he had a feeling that she and Ronnie were not having the best of relationships. He even suspected that Ronnie was running around with other women, although he could not quite be sure since nowadays they did not spend as much time together as they had before. It was as if Ronnie had changed, character wise, spending a lot of time to himself. 
 
    “Mike, do you guys have any matches today?” she asked quietly as he tried to picture how she looked on the other end of the line. 
 
    “Yes, Betty, as a matter of fact, the match is just about to begin, why?” he said to her. 
 
    “It’s nothing, I'm just curious because I haven’t seen Ronnie all morning,” she said to him, and he could sense some sort of loneliness in her tone. 
 
    “Actually, he just walked into the changing rooms a couple of minutes ago. Would you like me to give him the phone?” 
 
    “No,” she said it a little too quickly as if she did not want her husband to know that she had called. “That is all, Mike, I just wanted to know if he was at the stadium. Please don’t mention to him that I called.” 
 
    “As you say, not a word, Are you sure that everything is alright between you two? You have always known that you can count on me, Betty,” he said quietly into the phone so that the other players could not hear. 
 
    “Let us do this, why don’t you go and play your game, and I promise that I'm going to tell you all about it after the game, okay? I promise,” she said. 
 
    “Okay, we have a deal, you take care of yourself until then,” he said, hanging up and actually finding himself looking forward to hearing from her again. 
 
    Betty knew that she had to hurry. It would be at least an hour before she got to the stadium with the weekend traffic. She checked herself in the mirror one more time to see if she looked alright. She was dressed in a sexy looking free fitting blouse that hid her not so huge belly partially and a pair of pants, and her wavy locks were combed back neatly. She had applied just the right amount of makeup, lipstick, and mascara that went well with her hair and her outfit. Slipping on a pair of sandals, Betty made her way downstairs, grabbing her handbag and car keys off the sideboard before making her way out of the house. She wanted to make sure that what Anita had told her was actually true and then from there, she would figure out what she would do.  
 
    She just hoped that she would have enough strength to stomach it all because she intended to rip the hair out of Daisy’s head to teach her not to play around with other people’s husbands. 
 
    In the car, Betty drummed her fingers on the steering wheel as she zoomed through the streets, looking for the shortest possible route that would get her to the stadium on time. She just hoped that she would make it on time for the game, and to find Ronnie with his shameless lover. She intended to give Daisy a piece of her mind in front of everyone, players and audience alike, and make this the biggest scandal of the city in a long time.  
 
    Ronnie was going to regret ever fooling around with another woman while she was at home waiting for him like a loyal wife. Betty kept checking her watch every few minutes to make sure that she was not running late, but with the traffic snarl up, she was more than sure that she would miss the game. If that happened, she would have to call up Anita so that Anita could give her the address of the hotel where they were lodged. So much for a trip out to his parent's place. Ronnie must really take her to be the biggest fool of them all. 
 
    She knew that the game was just about ending by the time that she brought her car to a stop in the parking lot. Grabbing her sunglasses, she hurried out of her car and made her way into the stadium. The audience was full, and from the crowd noise, it was clear that the game was already finished, or just about to end. She made her way to the front row that overlooked the pitch, getting there just in time to see the players walking off the pitch. So much for the game, but at least she had made it here before the players left the grounds. That way, she could catch Ronnie red handed with his new lover, and she would demand to know if this was his parent's house. 
 
    She felt the bile rising in her throat when she remembered how many times he had told her that he was going to visit his folks since he needed some breathing space between them. He had probably been with that whore all along. 
 
    She found a seat as she waited for the excited audience to thin out before she could make her way back to the main hall, where the players usually met up with their people. She heard her phone's message tone, and when she pulled it out, she realized that it was a message from her private eye. She quickly clicked the message open and sat there stunned as she looked at the photos of her husband and daisy making love in some hotel room.  
 
    Her private investigator must have found a way to bug the room with hidden cameras, and here they told it all. Betty felt her strength draining away from her body and she began to feel dizzy. Somewhere in the distance, she spotted Ronnie with the blonde kissing as they walked into the hall that led to the car park. Betty wanted to get up, but found that her strength had drained away. Tears stung her eyes as she began to weep openly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Mike Spencer left the changing rooms feeling refreshed. He looked for Ronnie, but it looked like yet again, Ronnie had not bothered to wait for him. 
 
    “Have you seen Ronnie anywhere?” he asked Nate, one of the other players on their team. He really needed to ask his friend what was happening with his life without mentioning Betty's name. 
 
    “He left already, I saw him kissing some blonde chick who was waiting for him at the door before they left hand in hand,” Nate said, winking at Mike as he too hurried out of the changing room. “You might want to change your plans if you intended to hang out with him in the evening, that blonde looked like she had him wrapped around her finger.” 
 
    Mike didn’t know what to say, so instead, he slung his bag over his shoulder and walked out of the changing room. How could Ronnie cheat on a woman as hot as Betty? Mike just couldn’t believe it, and he now had the feeling that was the reason why Betty had called him and not her husband. She suspected something was happening with Ronnie, and having asked him if Ronnie was at the game would only mean that she was probably here to cause a scene. Pulling his cell phone out of his pocket, he dialed her number, hurrying through the corridor. She picked up after a couple of rings, and he could hear her sniffing as if she was crying. 
 
    “Betty, what is the matter, where are you?” he said quickly into the phone, feeling the need to protect her from all that she must be going through right now. “Are you at the stadium?” 
 
    “Yes,” came the faint reply before she sniffed back some more. 
 
    “Where exactly are you?” He stopped in his tracks, looking around the hall. 
 
    As soon as she told him where she was, Mike hurried off to get her. He broke into a run when he saw her seated alone in the front row, hunched over. She seemed to be crying and looked weak and vulnerable. He cursed the day that Ronnie was born. As he got closer to Betty, he noticed something different about her, she was pregnant. Now, he felt for her more than ever, dashing to her side and putting his hand around her shoulder. 
 
    “Betty, what’s the matter?” he asked, wiping away her tears with the back of his hand. 
 
    “For how long has this been going on, Mike, for how long?” her voice was cold as ice. 
 
    “What are you talking about, Betty?” 
 
    “Stop making a fool out of me, Mike, for how long have you known that Ronnie was cheating on me?” Mike had never heard her talking in such a tone, and he could feel the anger and betrayal in her voice. 
 
    “I just found out after you called me earlier. When I was leaving the changing rooms, he was already gone. I asked where he was, I was told he was spotted kissing a blonde as they walked away. That’s all that I know,” he said, hoping that she would believe him. 
 
    “He’s been cheating on me for a very long time,” she said, staring at her phone. “He’s been making a fool out of me all this time just because I'm pregnant, Mike. Don’t I look beautiful anymore, am I not as sexy as I was when Ronnie married me? Now he is going all over the place with that blonde bitch, but I'm not going to let myself hurt over him, he does not deserve it.” 
 
    “Betty you are still the sexiest woman that I have ever met, and at times I regret not being the one that asked you out first,” he said to her gently. “And I think now that you are pregnant, you look much sexier than ever. If I was Ronnie, I would be taking you with me all over just so that I could show you off to the whole world.” 
 
    “Do you really mean that, Mike? You have always been so kind and caring to me, but I had no idea that you felt this way,” she said gently, beginning to cry again. 
 
    “Hey, don’t waste your tears on him because he doesn’t deserve them,” he patted her back. Being so close to her was making his blood run excitedly through his veins. He could even feel his shaft beginning to twitch around in his pants excitedly although he knew that there could never be anything between him and his best friend’s wife, no matter how appealing she looked to him.  
 
    “How about you and I get the hell out of here so that I can buy you lunch and we can talk about it, what do you say?” 
 
    “I'm not really hungry, Mike, but I could really use a drink right now. All of this has just gotten me off balance, and I'm still trying to get to terms with everything. Look at these, a friend sent them to me a few minutes ago, and it is clear that they are all from different rooms,” she said, handing him her cell phone. 
 
    Mike could not believe his eyes as he flipped through the images of Ethan making love to that blonde secretary of his. This was the lowest that one could stoop, and it was clear that these were taken on more than two occasions. 
 
    “Where did you get these, Betty?” he said, handing her back her cell phone. 
 
    “I suspected that he was cheating on me because his behaviors changed drastically the moment that he discovered that I was paged. So I hired a private detective to check on him, and these are what he came up with,” she said, drying her eyes and standing up. “And now it is time for payback.” 
 
    “At times I think that the truth is better left unknown, you know,” Mike said, getting up after her and noting her sudden change in nature. 
 
    “Not in my case, sweetheart, not in my case,” she said as he followed her, noting how much sexier she looked with her pregnancy. 
 
    Her hips had broadened out more, her breasts filling out more, and she looked absolutely sexy with the stomach. Mike wanted her more than he had ever wanted her before in his life, and he even felt his dick beginning to harden in his pants. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Where are we going from here?” Mike asked as they walked out of the building. 
 
    “I thought that you asked me out for a late lunch. Well, I'm taking up the offer, but on one condition, we are taking my car,” she smiled at him, and he was intrigued at how she could change her attitude so drastically. 
 
    “It looks more like dinner to me, but yes, I agree to the condition,” he smiled at her as Betty led the way to her car, tossing him the keys as soon as she had unlocked the doors. 
 
    Betty had her plans. She knew the way that Mike had always wanted her, and now she was going to offer herself to him even though she was pregnant. Just thinking of what an explosive time she intended to have with him made her feel heat spreading through her thighs. It had been quite a long time since Ronnie had made her feel like a woman, and today she was not going to deny Mike what he had wanted to do to her for such a long time.  
 
    When she had fallen in love with Ronnie, she had also had a mad crush on Mike, but somehow the ball had ended up in Ronnie's court. Now she regretted it deeply, and she wanted to make up by making things right. She wanted to be with Mike, to offer herself to him in every way that a woman could, and nothing was going to stop her, not even the fact that her husband was his best friend. Ronnie was the one that had started all of this, and it had just brought Betty closer to sin. 
 
    “Why did you choose Ronnie over me?” Mike answered as he fired the engine of her car to life. 
 
    “Mike, I was in love with both of you, and that is a very hard question to answer. Maybe you could take me to your place after dinner, and we could talk about it over a glass of wine,” she said temptingly, placing her hand on his thigh, and for the first time noticing the huge erection in his pants that he was trying to cover up with his T-shirt.  
 
    “Alternatively, we could go directly to your place, and I could fix us both something to eat. I would really love to taste the desert that you have already prepared for me.” 
 
    Her hand moved up his thigh, moving over the huge erection. It felt hard and thick as Betty wrapped her fingers around his cock through the material of his pants, and began jerking it up and down. 
 
    “Betty, what are you doing?” he said, clearing his throat as she felt his shaft getting even harder and thicker. 
 
    “Something that you’ve wanted me to do for a very long time, sweetie,” she whispered into his ear before nibbling on his earlobe. 
 
    Wanting to get a better feel, Betty took her hand off his crotch and slipped it into his pants through the waist, pushing her hand past his boxers. His dick was as hard as a rock, way thicker and longer than Ronnie's, and she did not even want to imagine what it would feel like inside her heated sex. She wrapped her fingers around it and began jerking it up and down, placing her thumb over the tip and beginning to rub it over the precum that had pooled over the slit on the tip. Mike groaned softly as he drove the car, and Betty could tell that he was having a hard time concentrating on the road.  
 
    She jerked on the dick for a while, her own sex feeling like it was on fire. She did not know how long she would be able to stand without having him inside her, quenching the lust that had built over the past three months that she had been pregnant. 
 
    “Step on the gas, Mike, or else I might have to make love to you right her in the car. If you only knew how badly my body craves you.” She leaned her head against his shoulder as she jerked his shaft up and down. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Mike was not sure if he was going to be able to handle all of the pleasure that his best friend’s wife was giving him. He wanted her now more than ever, and all that he could think of was getting her out of those clothes to see how her body looked in the nude. He was having a hard time keeping his concentration on the road, and especially when she moved her head off his shoulder and pulled her hand out of his pants.  
 
    Betty pulled his zipper open before reaching her hand into his pants and pulling his boxer down over his dick, to pull the shaft out of his pants. She scooted back in the passenger seat and then leaned forward and lowered her head down to his crotch. He closed his eyes, narrowly missing a pothole as she wrapped her lips around the tip of his head and began sucking. Betty played her tongue over the tip of his shaft, tasting him as she spread his slimy juices over his sensitive skin. Mike gripped onto the wheel tightly when he felt her taking more and more of his shaft in her mouth. 
 
    He could not believe how long he had longed for such a moment, and could barely believe that it was actually happening. She jerked the base of his shaft as her mouth began moving up and down on his cock. Each stroke of her mouth took him deeper and deeper, and he could feel the way that her mouth was straining to take his thickness in. Mike finally felt the tip of his dick entering her throat, and it was almost unbelievable how this woman could suck in so much cock. She took it as deep into her throat as she could, the whole time her fingers jerking the base of his manhood, and that is when he lost it. 
 
    “Oh shit, I'm coming,” he grunted as he felt the heat spreading through his balls. 
 
    Betty jerked the base of his cock furiously, hard and fast as he let go. His seed went flowing through his shaft, shooting out of the tip and into her mouth like a volcano. Betty gripped his dick tightly with her lips, sucking away every single drop of cum that shot out of his love pipe. His dick finally began to grow soft in her mouth, but she continued to suck on it, licking it until there was no trace of his cum. She finally pulled her mouth off his cock and pushed it back into his pants, zipping them up. 
 
    “I really needed to do that, I can't remember the last time that I pleasured a man,” she said. She pulled her seat belt around her and sat back in her seat. “Whoa, I never knew that you had such an impressive package, and now that I do, I don’t know if I'm going to be able to stay away from it. Are we almost there?” 
 
    “As a matter of fact, there’s the house right around the corner,” Mike said, still feeling the excitement rippling through his balls. 
 
    This was such a forbidden fling because Betty was his best friend’s wife, but if Ronnie could cheat on her with another woman, why couldn’t Betty cheat on him with another guy, even if it was Mike? By the time he brought the car to a stop in his parking space, his dick was already beginning to get hard again. He wondered what it would feel like to actually fuck a pregnant woman, and especially if the pregnancy was not his. There was a naughty excitement to the thought, and it made his blood boil for Betty. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Now, let us see what ingredients you have here in the house,” Betty said, rummaging through the fridge to see what she could cook them for dinner. “You know, as they say, the key to a man’s heart is through his stomach. I want you to be all strong for me when you begin making love to me. Do you think that you have a loose T-shirt that I can borrow? These jeans are feeling sort of uncomfortable with this belly of mine.” 
 
    “Sure, I'll just dash upstairs and get you one,” Mike replied, but Betty didn’t wait for him to bring her the T-shirt, instead removing her jeans and tossing them onto a seat. 
 
    Her sex was burning with heat inside her thong, and so she also peeled them off, stuffing them into the pocket of her pants. The feel of the cool breeze against the wetness around her sex seemed to excite her even more, and she could feel her clit throbbing in between her pussy lips. Feeling a little better, she pulled off her T-shirt and bra and then went about beginning to prepare them their dinner.  
 
    Moments later, Mike walked back into the kitchen, stopping at the door when he saw her naked. Betty pretended that she hadn’t seen him, although she could see the way that he was looking at her through the corner of her eye. No man had ever looked at her with such lust before, and it only seemed to fire up the desire that she felt deep within. She felt her enlarged nipples growing even harder as goose bumps formed over her forearms. She could see that his dick had already formed a huge tent in his pants and probably wanted her sex just as much as her sex wanted it deep within. She finally poured the meat that she had been cutting onto a saucepan and then turned around to look at him. 
 
    “What is up with you, you look as if you have just seen a ghost,” she said to him, walking towards him slowly as his eyes swept over her body, moving from her breasts, over her belly and down to her crotch, before moving back up to look at her. 
 
    “You look so damn sexy, Betty,” he whispered as she came to a stop before him. 
 
    Her stomach and breasts touched him, and Mike dropped the T-shirt he was carrying onto the floor. Betty put her hands around his neck and pulled him closer into her embrace. 
 
    “Thank you, Mike, you really don’t know much those words mean to me,” she said, pulling his head closer to hers, their lips fusing a moment later as they began kissing each other furiously. 
 
    Mike put his hands on her belly, touching it all over as their tongues played erotically with each other. He then took her breasts into his hands, massaging them before taking her nipples between his fingers and pinching them with just the right amount of pressure to send a zing all the way to her throbbing clit.  
 
    Betty felt as if she would die from the arousal. As a matter of fact, she could not even remember ever feeling so aroused in her life before. Maybe it was the pregnancy hormones that were making her feel this way, making her feel hornier than ever before. She had been through a long dry spell without sex, but not even that could make her feel this way. She felt dizzy and weak, and all that she could think of was a nice hard shaft inside her treating her like a real woman was supposed to be treated. She finally managed to tear her lips away from Mike's. 
 
    “I should check on the food or else it will end up getting burned,” she said to him softly, forcing herself to pull away from him as she reached down for the T-shirt that he had dropped onto the ground. 
 
    “No, don’t wear it, I want to admire you just the way that you are,” Mike said, snatching the T-shirt away from her. 
 
    “Do you really like looking at pregnant women that much?” she asked, raising her eyebrows. 
 
    “No, you are the only pregnant woman that I love looking at naked, and I could do it for the rest of my life without ever tiring,” he said, Betty's heart skipping a beat when he began to unbutton his shirt, his eyes sweeping over her breasts. 
 
    “I had better get back to the rice and the stew, or we might end up sleeping hungry,” she had to force herself back to the cooker because she knew that sleeping hungry was what they would end up doing. She wasn’t sure she would be able to resist the fire that was burning deep within her for this footballer. 
 
    As she stirred the meat, she heard his zipper pulling open, and moments later, she heard his pants falling to the ground. She lowered the heat and turned to look at him, just in time to see him kick off his pants and boxers at the same time, standing there naked, looking like some sex god idol. He had an irresistible body with a muscular chest complete with a six pack on his belly. His chest came down to his waist in the shape of a V, and his dick stood at attention, his crotch just as cleanly shaved as her own. This had to be the sexiest naked man that she had ever seen, and strong too, because he walked forward and lifted her up easily, sitting her down on the kitchen counter. 
 
    “Mike, what are you doing? I need to finish up with the cooking first,” she said as he parted her thighs. 
 
    “I'm just giving you a preview of what is to come, just the same way that you did to me in the car,” he said as Betty leaned back on the counter, resting on her hands. 
 
    Betty moaned when she felt his fingers probing her sex, parting her labia as a finger pushed inside her heat. She felt as if she was going to explode with pleasure when she felt the finger beginning to play over her throbbing clit. She felt her sex creaming up even more with her arousal, making her feel as if she was going to go crazy. She looked down but realized that she could not see her crotch since her belly was too big. She leaned her head backward and closed her eyes, letting herself be taken by the pleasure. Mike played around with her clit for a while before pushing his finger into the depths of her cunt. 
 
    “Oh yesss!” Betty moaned as he began finger fucking her, driving the finger deep into her sex before pulling out. 
 
    Pleasure filled her body in the most abundant way, and she wanted it never to end. She then saw Mike lowering his head in between her thighs and Betty shivered with anticipation. He sucked her clit into his mouth and began pleasuring her, dribbling his tongue over the tip pleasurably. Mike fingered her pussy as he sucked on her clit, and Betty could feel the heat within her folds beginning to build. She knew that she was in for a major climax, her breathing becoming more and more labored by the second.  
 
    It had been such a long time since she had felt such pleasure, Betty felt as if she had died and gone to heaven. She clenched her hands into little fists, screaming out Mike's name when he drove his finger inside her, hooking it as he pulled it out, and letting it brush over the most sensitive spot in her sex, her G-spot. 
 
    “Finger me like that, Mike, it feels good,” she managed to moan as he drove his finger back inside her, beginning to finger her in a way that brushed the finger over her G-spot. 
 
    No other man had ever touched that spot, not even her husband, and the pleasure was simply driving her nuts. He continued to suck on her clit, even taking the tip in between his teeth and tugging at it. That was enough to drive her over the edge and give her the first climax that she had experienced in months. She felt her stomach forming into a tight knot, just as her cunt quaked over the finger within it.  
 
    Mike pulled his finger out of her love slit, fusing his lips over her lower lips as he began lashing his tongue over the inner walls of her sex. Betty climaxed hard, her pussy flooding with her love juices in the most pleasurable way. She screamed, moaning Mike's name over and over as wave after wave of her climax swept through her sex. She was trembling from the impact of the climax by the time that it finally came to an end, and the most exciting part of it was that she had not yet even gotten a real cock inside her yet, just the thought of what lay ahead made her giddy with anticipation. 
 
    “Whoa, I can't remember ever coming so hard in my life before, and you haven’t even fucked me yet,” she finally sat upright, putting her hands around Mike's neck and pulling him in for a kiss. 
 
    She licked her love juices off the area around his mouth before sealing her lips onto his and kissing him deeply. She couldn’t explain what it felt like tasting her sex in a man’s mouth, a man that was not even her husband. Something deep inside told her that she would never be able to get enough of Mike, not even after she gave birth. She had already made up her mind that she was not going to live with Ronnie again, and she might have to live secretly with his best friend as she looked for an apartment. The scent of burning meat Drew them apart, and Betty quickly slid off the kitchen counter and headed over to the cooker. 
 
    “I told you that if we weren’t careful, we would burn the food, we almost did that,” she said, adding a little water to the stew and letting it simmer for a moment before turning off the cooker. “Would you like me to prepare some peas for you too?” she asked, walking to the fridge. 
 
    She could feel his eyes on her every movement, and it only served to get her steamed up, especially since she knew that there was a huge hard naughty cock just waiting to devour her alive. 
 
    “Will you stop looking at me that way? Because there is nothing that we are going to do until we finish eating this food that I'm about take off the grill,” she said to Mike, smiling at him as he looked like he was about to die from arousal. 
 
    “Don’t tell me that you’re going to torture me like this, and yet you understand for just how long I have been waiting to make love to you,” Mike said, walking behind her, wrapping his hands around her waist and locking her fingers around his belly. 
 
    She felt his dick against her back in the crack of her butt, and it sent an electric current through her body all the way down to her heated pussy. She closed her eyes when she felt his hands moving up her belly and finally covering both of her breasts, each breast in one of the hands. He began massaging her breasts as he rubbed his dick against her butt, and Betty felt as if she was going to go crazy. She could already feel her cunt beginning to heat up with arousal and yet she had just come not a very long time ago. At this rate, it was certain that they were not going to eat and yet she also wanted to talk to Mike about a couple of issues. She could feel her body becoming more and more heated, and she knew that she had to do something. 
 
    “Mike, we really should eat first,” she said as she moved away from him and turned back to look at him. “We can save this for later, okay. I promise to give you everything you want but first I need for you to sit down and wait for me to serve you your food.” 
 
    As she said that, she stroked his shaft with her hands, her own lust feeling as if it was going to kill her. She let go of his dick before temptation could get the better of her and moved away from him, taking his hand and leading him to the dining table in the kitchen. Betty pulled out a seat for him and Mike sat down with his dick still hard and pointing to the sky. Betty went and served the food onto plates before coming back to the table, handing him one plate and setting the other one for herself in the space opposite Mike. She then sat down as he looked at her. They began eating quietly as Betty wondered how to talk to him, but she was glad when he was the one that brought up the subject. 
 
    “So, what do you intend to do about Ronnie, are you going to confront him?” he asked as he spooned rice into his mouth. 
 
    “Confront him, are you out of your mind? Ronnie is never going to hear from me again, Mike, I'm moving out of there tomorrow morning. I think that I'm going to have to move to a hotel for the meantime, as I look for an apartment,” she said, playing with his mind since she knew that he would never allow her to move into a hotel when she could come and live with him. 
 
    “Are you sure that this is something that you two can’t reconcile?” he asked her, looking at her in between bites. 
 
    “Mike, if you know me well enough then you know that I'm not capable of cheating on anyone. Right now if you see me dying to make love to you, it is because I consider myself a single woman officially. There is nothing to reconcile with a man that does not appreciate me and can go to the extent of cheating on me with his secretary, of all people. God knows, they have probably been lovers all along, and it is just that I never knew about it. Tomorrow morning, when I leave your apartment, I am going there to pick up all of my things so that I can move into a hotel. There is no changing my mind about this.” 
 
    “Well, in that case, there is no way that I can let a pregnant woman that I love move into a hotel, I'm going to let you move in with me until you can find an apartment,” he finally said after some time of thought while looking at her. 
 
    “Are you sure about that? I mean, you are Ronnie's best friend, and if he finds out, it could ruin your relationship,” she said, looking at him closely to see how he would react because she did not want to put him into any sort of trouble if she could help it. 
 
    “You know what, Betty? Ronnie will never have to find out that you are here with me. He’s become very distant, and I can't even remember the last time that you came here. If he finds out, what will he do? He was the one who was cheating on you, and I only came in to save you from the pain.” 
 
    “I guess you’re right, and besides, he will never find out because it was a good thing that I took my maternity leave early. He won't see me in a very long time because even after I give birth, I still have six months before I get back to work,” she said to him. “Does that mean that you will help me bring my things to your place tomorrow? Don’t worry about Ronnie, he lied to me that he will be gone to his parents until the end of next week and so I don’t think he will be home.” 
 
    “He really lied to you like that? That asshole has been around the whole time, because if I am not wrong, his parents live in another state, Texas, right?” Mike said to her, his eyes hovering over her breasts hungrily. 
 
     “You are right about that,” Betty said, getting up as she finished eating her food and walking over to the sink with her plate. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Before she knew it, Mike was right behind her and this time she didn’t want to have an excuse not to have him make love to her. She wanted him so badly. Betty thought that she was going to go crazy with all the desire and the lust that she felt. As she laid her plate in the sink, Mike turned her around to face him, and he brought his lips down onto hers, kissing her deeply in the mouth as their bodies pressed against each other. She felt a surge of heat passing through her body as one of his hands went down her body, pushing in between her thighs.  
 
    She parted her thighs as Mike tore his lips away from hers, lowering his head down to her breasts. Betty was breathless as his lips circled around her nipple, sucking on it. She felt his finger pushing into her already soaking heat. He hooked his finger under her clit and began tickling her, making her tremble with pleasure. She could not hold it any longer because she really needed him inside her more than ever. 
 
    “No Mike, I need to feel you inside me right now, please, I can't hold it any longer,” she said, pleading with him as she pushed him away. 
 
    She turned around so that her back was facing him, and leaned against the counter, her ass in the air behind her. She would have loved for him to come and lie on top of her, pull her legs up against her shoulders, but she was pregnant, and such a position would cause her baby to be at risk, plus the discomfort. 
 
    “Fuck me from behind, doggy style,” she said, turning to look back at Mike, who moved behind her and made her part her thighs. 
 
    She was shaking as she felt him guiding his shaft under her butt and in between her thighs. She closed her eyes and moaned softly when she felt his cock sliding into her slit. It filled her up in a pleasurable way, the thickness pulling her clit in with it as Mike drove into her. He groaned his delight as he began to drive his cock in and out of her, his hands holding her hips firmly. His crotch slammed against her butt cheeks, and she felt the pleasure building within her with every stroke. Betty did not remember ever having such a huge cock inside her and she knew that she would forever be addicted to Mike's dick. 
 
    Mike drove his shaft in and out of her cunt hard and fast, but careful not to take it too deep since he was afraid that it might hurt her womb. Betty's pussy became hotter and wetter with each stroke, and he could not believe the amount of pleasure that he was feeling. He had longed to fuck her for such a long time and even just hours ago had thought that it was something that would never happen. He was fucking a woman who was legally married to his best friend, and he could not even begin to describe what it felt like. He felt the heat within his balls beginning to rise as he drove in and out of her love slit.  
 
    He knew that he was going to get the climax of his life and this time he was going to come deep inside her pussy instead of her mouth. He leaned forward, his hands going around her to take hold of her hanging breasts to begin massaging them. He took her nipples in between his fingers and began twisting them around in semi-circular motions. 
 
    Mike pinched Betty's nipples, and she moaned loudly, moving her hips from side to side as she gripped her pussy muscles tightly against his cock. The pleasure that he felt was enough to make him let go of his passion. He drove his cock deep into her slit, his cum shooting into the depths of her cunt as she gripped his dick as tightly as possible, her pussy muscles milking his shaft of all the jism that it had to give her. She gripped his dick tightly with her vagina as he pumped in and out of her slit until his dick finally began to get soft. Before he knew what was happening, Betty pulled away from him and turned around to crouch before him. She took his dick into her mouth and began sucking on it as she cleaned the mess of their love juices off it.  
 
    Mike could not believe the sort of pleasure that he had just felt and after this, he knew that his best friend’s wife had just become his. There was no way that he could live without this sort of pleasure, even if it meant jeopardizing his relationship with his best friend. Betty still wanted more, she wanted Mike in ways she could not describe. Whether it was the pregnancy hormones or not, all that she knew was that she wanted Mike to fuck her like it was the end of the world. She finally pulled her mouth off his softening dick and stood up, taking a hold of his hand and leading him out of the kitchen. She wanted to take him to the bedroom where she could have him all to herself. He suddenly stopped and as she turned to look at him, he reached down and lifted her off the ground, carrying her up the stairs. When they got to his bedroom, he set her down, and Betty immediately pushed him backward towards the bed. She made him get on the bed and lie on his back. She then got on the bed and crouched on top of his face, straddling him with her steaming sex directly above his face. She lowered her pussy onto his mouth, and as he began eating her out, she leaned forward, her hands taking a hold of his shaft as she sucked his dick into her mouth. She began sucking on it, willing it to become harder. It was not long before it began to get harder and harder. She loved the feel of the shaft getting harder and thicker in her mouth. 
 
    When his dick was hard enough, Betty could not hold back her lust any longer, and she pulled her love nest off his mouth and scooted over him, straddling his waist with her back facing his head. She took a hold of his dick and guided it into the heat of her love slit as she lowered herself onto it, letting herself all the way down until it was fully inserted inside her. Betty then leaned forward, resting her hands on his thighs as she began riding him reverse cowgirl style. She rode him harder and faster with each stroke, and she felt the heat within her building by the second. The pleasure that she felt was enormous and driving her crazy in the most explosive way. She gripped her pussy muscles tightly against the shaft to increase the friction between their love organs. 
 
    “Oh yes, oh yes,” she moaned over and over again, in rhythm to the way that Mike was grunting. 
 
    Mike was hers now, and he had just confirmed that by coming deep inside her, and now she wanted even more of him. She wanted to feel his forbidden cum shooting into her hot cunt once again. She fucked him so that his dick rubbed against her clit with as much force as it could, heightening the pleasure that she felt. She felt her orgasm coming closer and closer, and she rode him harder and faster.  
 
    She could feel his dick thumping softly against her womb, and it was an enjoyable feeling. Suddenly, her whole body erupted into an orgasm that Betty could not describe. Intense pleasure rippled through every nerve in her body as her pussy quaked over the dick within it. She creamed up more than she ever had and to add to the intense pleasure, she felt Mike's dick stiffening within her. His dick pulsed within her pussy just as she felt his hot load of cum shooting into her again, this time blending with her own orgasm. Betty had never felt such a feeling of utter satisfaction, and as soon as she was done, she collapsed on the bed next to Mike. 
 
    “I think that now more than ever I am in love with you, Betty, and this time, I don’t think that I am going to let you go. I'm going to take care of you and the baby,” Mike said as she rested her head on his chest, drifting away into a sated and happy sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Mike had never felt better than he had when he woke up in the morning and found Betty asleep on the bed next to him, naked. It had been a night that he would never forget because they had made sweet love over and over. He was even surprised to wake up with a hard-on, his dick aching for more sex. He sat up on his elbows and looked down at Betty, who was snoring lightly, with her back facing him. She looked like the sexiest and most vulnerable thing, and he couldn’t help but notice the scent of sex that came from the bed.  
 
    He felt the urge to lie down next to her and spoon her from behind, but he changed his mind, thinking instead to get up and go and cook her a surprise breakfast. She would most likely wake up famished from all the lovemaking of the night. Forcing his eyes away from her tempting body, he pulled a robe over himself and made his way out of the bedroom silently. 
 
    As he made his way down the stairs, Mike thought about the repercussions that sleeping with his best friend’s wife would have on their relationship. Ronnie did not deserve a woman like Betty, and he had known it right from the start. Ronnie had never been the sort of man that would settle down with one woman for a very long time. He had just had the most mind blowing sex with Ronnie's wife, and he did not regret it one bit. She deserved someone that would take good care of her and her baby, and Mike felt like he was the best guy for the job, even though the baby was not his.  
 
    Who knows, they would probably run away to another city and live there happily ever after. That would be the best thing to do in their best interests, and the first thing that he was going to ask Betty to do as soon as she had settled into his house with him was to apply for a divorce. That way, it would not be such a bad legal matter if she continued living with him. As long as she was with him, he would never be able to keep his hands off her. 
 
    He walked into the kitchen and began making pancakes, the only thing that he knew how to cook very well. Pancakes and coffee went very well, and the pancakes were healthy since they contained eggs and sugar. He got so busy with the pancakes, he didn’t even notice the way that time flew past. He was just about done with the final pancake when he heard footsteps walking lightly down the stairs. As he turned to look towards the doorway, there stood Betty looking better than ever. She had one of his robes wrapped around her, and she looked amazing in it, especially the way that her pregnancy protruded before her. 
 
    “Hmm, something really yummy is smelling in her, I didn’t know that you know how to cook,” she said, walking up to him and kissing him lightly on the lips. 
 
    “Well you know what they say, when you are in love, anything is possible. I just thought that I would surprise you with something to eat in the morning. I figured that you would be hungry after all the action that happened at night,” he said, pulling his lips away from hers before kissing her lightly on the lips again. 
 
    “You are such a horse, if I had known that you would make love to me like that, I would have eaten double the share of dinner,” she said, brushing her hand over his crotch and touching his dick through his robe. 
 
    “How do you feel? I hope that you do not change your mind about moving in here with me?” he said, putting his hand around her waist and leading her to the table. 
 
    Last night she was the one that had led him to the table, but today it would be the other way round. 
 
    “I was sober when I told you that I wanted nothing to do with Ronnie ever again. At first, I wasn’t really sure about moving in with you, but after the night of pleasure that you gave me, I can't imagine moving anywhere else. Besides, who would want to miss out on these morning pancakes that smell so delicious?” she said as she settled into her seat. 
 
    “I am glad that you feel that way, Betty because all that I can say is that even though we just got closer to sin, you have always been the love of my life. I could not believe it when you got married to Ronnie, but there was really nothing that I could do about it. It was your choice, and Ronnie happened to be one of my best friends,” he said, kissing her on the cheek before walking away to remove the last pancake from the pan. 
 
    He served the pancakes hot along with the coffee and then just like last night, he sat opposite her at the table. 
 
    “I have one question, and I would like you to answer it very honestly, Mike,” she said, looking at him thoughtfully. 
 
    “Anything for you, my dear,” he said to her, his eyes sweeping over her cleavage as he looked at her enlarged breasts. 
 
    “Don’t take this the wrong way but it is something that I really have to know. What do you think of my pregnancy? I mean, you are telling me to move in with you and yet I am pregnant with your best friend’s baby.” she asked. 
 
    ‘And who said that it could not be mine?” He smiled at her. “What if you were fooling around with me just the same way that your husband was fooling around? Rest easy, my love.”  
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Forever 
 
      
 
    I’ve never been one to believe in the supernatural. Paranormal, of course. I could spend days watching ghost hunting television shows, but everything supernatural always seemed so far-fetched and unrealistic. Werewolves, vampires, witches… It all seemed so crazy – until I was thrown into their world. 
 
    Shortly after graduating from a small community college with a degree in business, I decided to open my own floral shop in my hometown of Jasper, just about an hour outside of Atlanta. It started in the spare room of my apartment and blossomed until I had enough income to buy my own little building space. I lived in a town small enough to garner regular customers, yet big enough to move away from my parents and choose when I got to see them. I didn’t have much say in who else I saw. At thirty-six, I’d spent sixteen years in the business and in that time, I had seen half of my high school classmates come to me for their wedding arrangements. Watching everyone get married when I was still stuck online dating made it hurt just a bit more. I loved seeing everyone so happy, but I couldn’t stand constantly seeing what I was missing out on – what I had dreamed of since I was a little girl. A big wedding with flowers adorning every wall, down the aisle and underneath my feet. 
 
    After organizing the bouquet sets for an old classmate’s second marriage, I hit my slow season. We never had bad weather in Georgia, but summer and fall were definitely the most popular wedding seasons and high school prom wasn’t until the spring. Right as slow season hit, I saw an unexpected face walk in through the shop doors. It was nearly impossible to ignore him as his tall frame loomed over every pre-made arrangement in the store. His dark mop of hair moved through the small aisles of flowers and trinkets until he made his way to the front counter. 
 
    “Hannah. Hannah Campbell, right?” he said, a small smirk crossing his lips as he looked at me, his brown eyes lighting up in silent laughter. 
 
    “Professor Crowne,” I replied with a mirrored smirk. 
 
    “It’s been fifteen years, Hannah. Please, call me Kyle,” he insisted. 
 
    “Kyle,” I said quietly, testing the sound of the name on my tongue. “You look exactly like you did in college.” He was one of the younger professors, fresh out of graduate school and only six years older than me. 
 
    “I could say the same about you, but you look much more mature than you did at nineteen.” Something about the way he said those words sent a rush down my spine. His demeanor was undeniably friendly and the lilt in his speech told me he didn’t mind getting a little flirty during our first meeting in years. 
 
    “I hope by ‘mature’, you don’t mean old,” I laughed lightly. I turned from facing him to tie bows around a couple new floral arrangements sitting in vases on the counter behind me. He followed the curve of the counter to stand in front of me again, barely taking his eyes off of me to look at the flowers. 
 
    “Is there anything I can help you find?” I asked, forcing myself to keep my eyes on the bouquets as I tied the ribbons. 
 
    “Yeah, actually. I’m looking for something to give a friend for her birthday.” 
 
    “A friend or a girlfriend?” 
 
    “Friend. We both like girls so that wouldn’t work out very well,” he chuckled. 
 
    I smiled at his comment and nodded my head for him to follow me across my little shop. One wall had particularly colorful flower sets, typically chosen for birthdays. 
 
    “These are pretty popular birthday sets,” I said, pointing at the wall of color. “We have most of these growing in the greenhouse if you wanted to handpick which flowers you’d like.” 
 
    Kyle walked along the wall examining all the flowers while I stood back and examined him. He honestly looked like he hardly aged. He looked a little older when he was my professor at twenty-five, but now at forty-two, he looked closer to thirty-five. Maybe it was his general style. He wore dark wash jeans and a slightly tattered band t-shirt; his hair was shorter and a little shaggy, hanging just above his glowing brown eyes. The stubble covering his jaw helped a bit too – and had me biting my lip at him as he chose his flowers. 
 
    “You have bearberries?” he asked suddenly, snapping my attention back to reality. 
 
    “Yeah. We have a couple more pots of them in the greenhouse if you want some. We usually sell them during the winter months.” 
 
    “No, I’m actually allergic,” he laughed. “I’ll just take this one.” I grabbed the colorful flower set he preferred and rang it all up for him, packaging everything for him to take along. 
 
    He turned to the entrance. Before he could make it to the door, I mustered up enough courage to ask the question I wished I could’ve asked while I was in school – except professors dating students was against school code. 
 
    “Prof – Kyle,” I called, barely catching my slip-up. He turned back and smiled at me, making me feel a little more nervous about what I was about to say. “Do you want to, maybe, get lunch later? Or dinner? Whichever would work better for you. I have a pretty flexible schedule,” I rambled. 
 
    “Sure. Lunch sounds fine.” He walked back over with another smile and handed me his phone to put my number in. Despite my nerves, I gave him my number and managed to smile in return. He left without another word. Barely seconds after the door shut behind him, I received a text from an unknown number. 
 
    Unknown: Hey Hannah. It’s Kyle. Are you available in about two hours for lunch? 
 
    I smiled to myself and typed back a quick reply, saving his number before I’d forget. 
 
    Hannah: Sure! My lunch is usually from 12-1 if that works? 
 
    Kyle: Sounds good. I’ll pick you up at noon. 
 
    I didn’t know Kyle as Kyle in college, but those texts told me he wasn’t a very exciting texter. Whatever, I could deal with that. I set my phone down and went back to work for another two hours. I could hardly pay attention, though. Mainly because I was incredibly nervous for my date with…my old college professor. Maybe it was a bad idea. 
 
    At eleven o’clock, my other employee, Taylor walked in. I hired her about five years ago to only work summers while she was in college. Thankfully, she studied creative writing and wrote her own novels while she wasn’t working. Even though she was about twelve years younger than me, we had grown close in the past two years of working full-time together. 
 
    “Hey, Taylor,” I smiled. She punched in her time card and joined me in the greenhouse to make new arrangements. “Can I ask for your opinion on something?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, definitely,” she said. 
 
    “Okay. I don’t know how to say this, to be honest. Um, I ran into one of my old college professors today.” 
 
    Taylor just stayed quiet and waited for me to continue. My mind was racing with everything except what to say next. “Okay. And?” 
 
    “And,” I started, “I have a lunch date with him in about an hour.” 
 
    “What? You have a date with your old professor?!” Taylor squealed. “That’s awesome, Hannah!” 
 
    “I’m really glad you said that,” I laughed. “Ugh, I was getting so nervous.” 
 
    “Is he old?” 
 
    I laughed even more and replied, “No. He’s only six years older than me.” 
 
    “Damn, nice!” 
 
    Taylor and I spent the next hour talking about Kyle until the man himself walked back into the store. 
 
    “That’s him,” I whispered quickly, drawing Taylor’s attention to the man walking to the front desk. Taylor just raised her eyebrows at me. 
 
    “Hey,” Kyle smiled. “Ready?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” I returned with a smile. 
 
     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Kyle chose one of the smaller, privately-owned diners in town to have our little lunch date, but I was starting to question if it was a date or not. Most of what we talked about was simple reminiscing over things that happened when we were both at the school. 
 
    “So what have you been doing since then?” I asked, desperate to learn about what he was doing now. 
 
    “I still work at the school and now I have tenure so I can finally stop being a hard ass,” he joked. 
 
    “What about that friend you were talking about earlier? How did you two meet?” 
 
    “She’s a teacher at the high school. She asked me to give a speech to her students about college and we became friends from there.” 
 
    “Just friends, right? I don’t have to worry about her storming in here and pouring my drink on me?” I joked. 
 
    He laughed with me, the sound making my own smile grow a little bigger, and shook his head. “Just friends. Like I said, we both like women. Since I’m not a woman, I’m not sure how that would work out,” he smiled. “She did say she’d like to meet you, though.” 
 
    He already told her about me? I thought. “That was quick,” I said. 
 
    “She asked if I wanted to get lunch shortly after I left. I told her I had a date and she asked all about you.” 
 
    “I’d love to meet her,” I smiled. “If she’s a close friend of yours, I’m sure we’ll get along just fine.” 
 
    And we sure as hell did. Two weeks later, once Kyle and his still unnamed friend were finished with their Friday classes, he asked me to meet them at his place for some drinks. Taylor gave me advice on what to wear, so I showed up at Kyle’s front door with a black skirt and red top, a pair of black flats adorning my feet so I ‘don’t look desperate’, according to Taylor. 
 
    “Hey, come on in,” Kyle greeted. “Ellen’s right in the living room.” Kyle’s place was thankfully small enough for me to see the living room from the front door so I wouldn’t end up wandering around like a lost puppy. 
 
    The woman I saw sitting on the couch took my breath away. She was dressed far more casually than me in yoga pants and a sweatshirt, but she still looked amazing. Part of me felt bad because I had already gone out with Kyle, but if Ellen asked for anything, I wouldn’t have said no. Her long blonde hair framed her face perfectly, and her bright blue eyes lit up when I walked into the room. 
 
    “You must be Hannah,” she smiled, holding a hand out for me to shake. 
 
    “You must be Ellen,” I smiled in response. “It’s great to meet you.” 
 
    “You too. Kyle has already told me so much about you.” 
 
    “Has he?” I smirked, turning to Kyle as I took a seat beside Ellen. His face flushed a light shade of pink but he just shook his head and laughed. 
 
    “Mostly stories of when you were in school, but I could tell he was excited to see you again.” 
 
    “Well, the feeling is mutual.” I threw Kyle another smile and watched the tension in his body fade a little bit. My own body did the exact opposite and started to tense up at the sight of him licking his lips, his tongue darting out just before he drew his bottom lip in between his teeth. Fuck. 
 
    “So, Ellen,” I said to distract myself. “Kyle said you’re a teacher?” 
 
    “I am. I teach high school economics.” 
 
    “I could never understand economics,” I laughed. “I think I nearly gave Kyle a stroke with how many times I asked him for help in class.” 
 
    “Well I’d be willing you teach you a little something, free of charge.” The smirk on her lips let me know Kyle wasn’t the only one feeling flirty. Usually, I would have been able to handle two people flirting with me, except I found myself attracted to both of them and I really didn’t want to choose. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Two weeks later, I found myself back at Kyle’s with Ellen on one side, Kyle on the other, and my third glass of wine in my hand. We had all been talking quite a bit and become good friends, but both of them flirted with me when the other wasn’t around. I couldn’t pick between the two, but part of me was curious about each one. Kyle seemed intriguing because he was my old professor. Something about being with him, even after college, seemed taboo. I loved it. 
 
    Then there was Ellen. I’ve been with a couple women before, but none of them got my heart racing like she did. She knew the effect she had on me too. I could tell by her confidence every time she sent blood rushing through my body. 
 
    Kyle had some show about Vikings playing quietly on his television, even though there was never a dull moment in conversation for any of us to actually pay attention. Once I had that third glass of wine gone and started working on my fourth, I couldn’t keep a smile off my face. The other two kept me laughing all night and I knew I wouldn’t be able to drive myself home, which meant either getting Kyle to drop me off or staying overnight. 
 
    “We’re a little low on wine,” Kyle said, holding up the nearly empty bottle and raising his eyebrows at me. 
 
    I held my hands up in mock surrender. “Hey, you never told me I couldn’t keep drinking.” 
 
    “Drink however much you want,” Ellen laughed. “I’m right behind you.” With those words, she grabbed the bottle from Kyle and drained what was left, making the man grumble in fake annoyance. 
 
    “I’ll go get us all another bottle,” he said, heading to the kitchen. 
 
    When he was out of the room and out of sight, Ellen turned my attention back to her. “Hannah, I have a blunt question and I need you to answer honestly.” I wasn’t surprised. Ellen wasn’t one to mince words anyway, so I was more surprised that she admitted she would be blunt instead of outright asking. 
 
    “Okay?” I replied, more as a question. 
 
    “Are you straight?” 
 
    I nearly choked on my wine and coughed a bit to catch my breath. “That was blunt,” I laughed. “But no, I’m not. Not technically. I’m bi.” 
 
    Ellen hummed in understanding. “Good.” 
 
    Before I could fully comprehend what was going on, Ellen leaned forward and pressed her lips against mine. I was a bit taken aback at first, but let myself lean into her kiss. Her lips were soft – that’s something I’d noticed as a difference between men and women. Men have typically been more aggressive. Women, on the other hand, not so much. 
 
    “Starting all the fun without me?” We pulled apart at the sound of Kyle back in the room and I felt a blush immediately cover my face. I let my hair fall in front of me to hide the color from him, but Ellen reached forward and tucked the hair behind my ear anyway. 
 
    “Sorry,” I muttered. “It’s probably just the alcohol.” 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry about,” Kyle shrugged. 
 
    I looked at him, confused. “What? Wait, I thought you liked me.” 
 
    He nodded and uncorked the new bottle of wine to pour himself another glass. “I do. But that doesn’t mean I’m against you making out with Ellen.” 
 
    I was lost. What was going on? If he liked me, why would he want me to hook up with other people? “Have you ever heard of polyamory, love?” Ellen asked, turning my attention to my right. I nodded. Instead of giving me a verbal answer, Ellen just shrugged. 
 
    “So you two…” I trailed off, looking between them. “But you’re straight,” I said to Kyle, “and you’re a lesbian,” I said to Ellen. “How does that…?” 
 
    “You’re bi,” Kyle smirked. How did he know that? “It works perfectly. I’m into you, Ellen’s into you, you’re into both of us. If you don’t want to try it, you can just say no.” 
 
    I sat in shock for a second, taking a little bit of time to mull it over. I’d never been in a polyamorous relationship, but the thought piqued my interest. “Okay,” I finally said with a shrug. Kyle and Ellen looked at each other with smiles. 
 
    “Are you sure?” Kyle asked. 
 
    “Yeah. I think so,” I backtracked. “I can back out if it’s weird, right?” 
 
    “That, babe, is called a break up,” Ellen said. 
 
    “Then let’s hope everything goes well because I’m not one for grief,” I laughed. Kyle and Ellen looked at each other again, this time with a different look in their eyes. Concern, almost. I shrugged it off, not wanting to doom the relationship before it started. Instead, I lifted my newly filled glass of wine, courtesy of Kyle, in a silent toast to what may come. 
 
    Kyle insisted I stop after my fifth glass of wine, mostly because even he could tell I was getting past the point of tipsy, almost drunk. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said, a wide smile covering my face. 
 
    “You’re drunk,” Kyle laughed, scooping me up in his arms. 
 
    “No, I’m not,” I whined. I nestled my head into the crook of his neck and kissed him gently, letting my tongue flick out against his pulse to suck a light hickey. I could’ve sworn I heard him moan at the sensation, but before I could get very far, he set me down on a soft bed and tucked me under the covers. 
 
    “You’re not really making me sleep here alone, are you?” I pouted. I could feel the alcohol starting to affect me, but I didn’t care. 
 
    Kyle rolled his eyes and shoved his hands in his pockets. “Yes, I am. I don’t want you to do something you’ll regret when you’re sober,” he explained. 
 
    “So tomorrow night?” I asked with a small smile. 
 
    “Tomorrow night,” Kyle chuckled quietly. He leaned down and pressed a kiss to my forehead before flicking off the light and leaving me in bed. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    I woke up the next morning with a slight headache in last night’s clothes. Even with the alcohol I had, I remembered everything. It just had a more adverse effect than I would’ve liked. Once I pushed myself out of bed and washed my face in the guest bathroom, I met Kyle and Ellen downstairs. 
 
    “Good morning,” I said with a little more pep than I liked. 
 
    “You seem chipper,” Kyle smirked. 
 
    I shrugged and sat at his kitchen counter. “I’m not as painless as I’d like but, like I told you last night, I’m fine.” 
 
    He laughed at my casualness and slid a glass of water and bottle of aspirin to me. 
 
    “Thanks,” I replied with just a little bit of annoyance. I was grateful he knew what I needed, but I hated admitting I was wrong. 
 
    “Morning, sleepyhead,” Kyle said, looking past me. I turned and saw a yawning Ellen, very evident bedhead messing up her hair. She still looked gorgeous though, with a pair of shorts and an oversized sweatshirt on. 
 
    “Hey, you two,” she smiled. She sat on a barstool beside me at Kyle’s kitchen counter, waiting for him to give us some sort of food. “Breakfast?” 
 
    His eyes flicked over to me for a second before he stood and took a pan of bacon out of the oven. As for anything else, the box of cereal and jug of milk he set in front of us was all we were getting. 
 
    “Good enough for me,” I laughed, pouring myself some breakfast. Ellen and Kyle were both acting a little weird about everything, and I was quite sure neither one had more than one strip of bacon. 
 
    I went home for most of the day, mainly to check the shop phone messages and see if we had any arrangement requests. Taylor had the shop covered since we were just open Saturday mornings, so I didn’t have much work to do. I fixed myself up a bit so I wasn’t a sloppy mess and remembered to pack myself an overnight bag to keep that from happening again. Kyle insisted Ellen and I both stay over again. At this point – after last night – I wasn’t going to say no. 
 
    I showed up at Kyle’s just after seven, early enough for dinner. He ordered a pizza barely big enough for two people, let alone three, but I didn’t question it. All of us were in proper lounge clothes: sweatpants, t-shirts, and, for Ellen and me, no bras. Spending time with Kyle and Ellen started to feel like I was hanging out with friends in college again. We drank, talked and didn’t have a care in the world. It felt good. 
 
    Until that night rolled around. 
 
    At around ten, Kyle brought out that bottle of wine and poured each of us a glass. I could have sworn that he had more wine than food.  
 
    “Don’t let me have more than three, okay? I don’t want a repeat of last night,” I laughed, taking my first sip. 
 
    “I didn’t plan on it,” he laughed. 
 
    Our conversations went on as normal for a while, until I was about halfway done with my third glass. Ellen and Kyle both sort of shifted in their seats. The clock had just hit 11:30 and I knew we’d probably be heading to bed soon, mainly because Kyle and Ellen both had school sleep schedules. 
 
    “Hannah, there’s something Kyle and I should probably tell you,” Ellen said, piquing my interest. “I know you’re not used to a relationship like this, but…there’s something else.” 
 
    Oh no. “Don’t tell me you’re part of some weird cult or something. Or you’re pregnant. Or that there are more people involved,” I started rambling. Damn, this alcohol is hitting me hard, I thought to myself. 
 
    “No, none of that,” Kyle laughed. He coughed a bit to clear his throat and looked to Ellen, who was looking at me. My eyes flicked between the two of them, waiting for whatever bombshell they were going to drop on me. 
 
    “Have you ever read Dracula?” Ellen asked. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “We’re vampires,” Kyle said plainly. 
 
    I couldn’t help the small giggle flying past my lips. “Yeah, okay. And I’m a werewolf,” I laughed, expecting them to join in. When they both stayed quiet, my smile faltered a bit. “Oh, come on. You don’t expect me to believe something like that. It’s ridiculous!” 
 
    “No, it’s actually not,” Kyle said slowly. He moved from the chair to my left to sit beside me on the couch. “Listen, I don’t expect you to be comfortable with this right away, but it’s something you need to know.” 
 
    “Kyle, I know you were my professor at one point but you don’t have to treat me like a child,” I replied sternly. “I don’t know what kind of joke you’re trying to play on me, but it’s weird now. You can stop.” 
 
    The two shot glances between each other before Kyle finally sighed and set his hand on my thigh. “Please don’t run.” A rush of fear suddenly ran through my body. Why was my professor – now boyfriend – telling me not to run? Run from what? If anything, those three words made me want to do just that. 
 
    Before I could ask what he meant, he looked down at me with red covering the irises of his eyes and two short fangs protruding from his gums. I would’ve shot back and looked to Ellen, but I already knew she looked the same. I couldn’t pretend to listen to Kyle. I stood up and I ran. 
 
    Unfortunately, I didn’t make it very far before Kyle was standing in front of the door and Ellen stood behind me, keeping me trapped. The only way out was upstairs, and I knew if they could stop me from making it fifteen feet to the front door, they could stop me from making it upstairs. 
 
    “Don’t hurt me,” I begged, the only sound I could get out of my mouth. 
 
    “We won’t,” Kyle assured, stepping forward just a bit. I instinctively stepped back, nearly running straight into Ellen. Both looked normal again with no red eyes and no fangs. “We don’t hurt people. We just wanted you to know before things got too serious.” 
 
    “Do you want things to get serious? Because this is a good way to freak someone out,” I said. 
 
    “Of course we do,” Ellen said behind me. “We wouldn’t have told you this otherwise.” There was a moment of silence as my gaze flickered between the two supposed vampires. There was no way this could be real, right? That was ridiculous. “Let’s all sit down and talk about it, okay?” 
 
    I simply nodded, letting them both lead me back to the couch in a dumbfounded stupor. 
 
    “You know how unrealistic this all sounds, right?” I asked, more as a rhetorical question. 
 
    “We do,” Kyle said. “I can’t say I reacted much differently when Ellen first told me what she was.” I looked over to Ellen who just shrugged in agreement. 
 
    “I don’t really know what to ask. Should I be scared?” 
 
    “Absolutely not,” Ellen said firmly. 
 
    “Are you going to – God, this sounds so stupid – are you doing to…drink from me?” Just hearing those words leave my mouth felt wrong. It didn’t make sense. It sounded like a movie, especially considering how many of those were floating around theaters. 
 
    “Only if you’re okay with it,” Ellen said, resting a hand on my knee. 
 
    “But we can’t say we don’t want to,” Kyle muttered beside me. 
 
    It felt like the blood was rushing straight to my head and for a minute, I figured that might be a bad thing. What if they lost control? What if they hurt me unintentionally? Oh God, everything turned into such a mess. 
 
    “If you want to take some time to understand everything, we’ll understand,” Kyle said, running his hand up and down my back in an attempt to calm me down. 
 
    I leaned forward and rested my head in my hands. “I just don’t know what’s happening,” I murmured. “How is this possible?” 
 
    “To be honest, we really don’t know,” Ellen said. “I turned almost two hundred years ago,” Holy shit, “but other than who turned me, I can’t explain anything. I know how to control myself and I know what I physically can and can’t do, but I don’t know how this is possible either.” 
 
    “So you’re, what, two hundred forty years old?” I asked her. 
 
    “Two hundred thirty-three, thanks,” she said sarcastically, throwing in a little laugh. “I turned shortly before my thirty-sixth birthday, just under two hundred years ago. I met Kyle about fifty years after that.” 
 
    I looked to the man on my left. The man I had only known for just under two years. Ellen had known him for more than a century. 
 
    “So I’m…one hundred eighty-five?” Kyle said, uncertain of his answer. “I sort of lost track after I hit a hundred.” 
 
    “This is so weird,” I muttered. I couldn’t make eye contact with either of them and I almost felt dizzy with everything they were throwing my way. “I think I need time to figure this out.” 
 
    “Okay,” the both said in unison. 
 
    “You can stay in the same room you were in last night,” Kyle said. 
 
    “I think I’d feel better if I went to my own place.” Kyle’s shoulders slumped slightly at my comment, but he just nodded in response, helping me carry my bag to the door so I could drive home. 
 
    “At least text me when you get home, okay?” Kyle said. 
 
    I nodded and quickly backed out of his driveway and onto the street. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The next morning, I still felt numb from the previous night’s confession. Vampires. I couldn’t wrap my head around it. Vampires were something of fantasy, not something to mess around with and date. Even with all the doubt swirling in my mind, I forced myself back into my car and over to Kyle’s again, pulling into his driveway unannounced around noon. 
 
    He opened the door before I could even knock. 
 
    “Sorry. I heard you pull in the drive,” he said sheepishly. “Come in.” 
 
    “Do I have to say that to you? To let you into my house, I mean,” I asked immediately. Kyle looked taken aback by my sudden questioning, but answered anyway. 
 
    “Yeah. Any vampires have to be invited inside private residences. If it’s a business, it’s different. Hotels aren’t the same.” 
 
    Ellen stood in the living room doorway, smiling as she saw me walk in. 
 
    “Hey,” she said quietly. I could tell they were being more cautious with their words and actions after how I acted the night before. 
 
    “Can you blame me, though?” I asked, finishing my thoughts out loud. “You guys told me you were vampires, for fuck’s sake.” My voice felt like I was shouting, but it was just because of how quietly the others were speaking. 
 
    “Whatever you need to do, we’re fine with it,” Kyle said. He rested a hand on my lower back and I stiffened for just a second. Part of me remembered he was still the Kyle I knew in college, but another part of me knew he was deadly. He let out a quiet sigh of disappointment when he felt my body go rigid, but led me to the sofa so they could explain everything to me. 
 
    “Is there anything you want to know?” Ellen asked cautiously. 
 
    I just shrugged. “I don’t know what I’m supposed to ask,” I replied.  
 
    “What were your questions?” I asked Kyle. 
 
    “Do you want me to ask them or answer them?” he laughed quietly. 
 
    “Answer them.” 
 
    “We drink wine to curb the cravings.” That comment made me shudder slightly. Cravings just sounded dirty. “It’s not like smoking or alcoholism. We can control our cravings. It’s more like chocolate. You know how sometimes you could just really use a chocolate bar?”   
 
    I nodded, a small smile breaking past my lips. “It’s like that. We do need it to survive and we can drink blood more than once a day, but we only really need it once or twice a month.” He paused to think of what else I might want to know. 
 
    “We can’t read your minds and we don’t sparkle in the sun,” Ellen continued for him, snapping my attention back to her. “We would burn in the sun but there are certain gems and stones that keep that from happening. That’s why Kyle and I always wear these rings.” She held her hand out to show me a light blue ring on her middle finger. “It acts like a sort of barrier. Like I said with most things, though, I have no idea how it worked. The woman who turned me just handed me this and left.” 
 
    “Most of what we tell you is from personal experience,” Kyle added with a smile. Something about his smile comforted me, and I found myself grinning with him. 
 
    “Oh!” Ellen exclaimed. “Don’t worry about your period. We need blood from the vein.”  
 
    I laughed at her comment and turned to see Kyle grimace.  
 
    “You know how Kyle said blood is like chocolate? That’s blood from here,” she said, touching my neck, “or here,” touching my wrist. “Blood from down here,” she continued, resting her hand at the very top of my thigh, “tastes more like raw broccoli.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I laughed, unable to contain myself any longer. “Don’t worry about that. I’m still on birth control so I only get it once a year.” She seemed surprised at my comment, but it really wasn’t a big deal. “I don’t want any bad dates accidentally knocking me up. Especially not at thirty-six.” 
 
    There was a moment of comfortable silence between the three of us. I was letting the new information sink in, but now it started to feel more normal, if a thing like that can ever be said about vampirism. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Kyle asked. “Because if you want more time, we want you to be comfortable.” 
 
    I let out a loud sigh. “I think I’m okay for now. Let’s just go about things as usual and we’ll see how this all plays out, okay?” 
 
    They both nodded and our day went on like a usual weekend. They both had school in the morning, so I wasn’t sure if I’d be staying overnight – though I did pack another overnight bag just in case – but I knew I could stay and lounge with them all day. 
 
    “Are you staying tonight?” I asked Ellen as the clock hit eight. 
 
    “No, I should probably head home. I still have a few papers to grade before class tomorrow and I’ll need a full night’s sleep for my class,” she laughed. 
 
    “You’re welcome to stay if you’d like,” Kyle added, so I knew Ellen leaving didn’t mean I had to as well. 
 
    “Okay.” I looked up at him and smiled. I liked Ellen too, but I’d rather spend my first night with a vampire with Kyle since I knew him so well. Once he sort of ‘broke me in’, I’d be fine around Ellen every night. 
 
    “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do,” Ellen smirked as she walked out the front door. “See you both later!” 
 
    Kyle and I sat in silence for a minute, letting the show on television break the tension. Even after the news of him being a vampire, I still felt comfortable just sitting beside him. Spending the day with him and Ellen helped me grow more comfortable with the whole vampire thing, but I knew I’d still feel a little uneasy around Ellen. Knowing Kyle for as long as I did – and at the age I first met him – helped me relax. 
 
    “Do you want me to make you any dinner?” he asked. “I don’t have to eat real food but I do have some to snack on.” 
 
    “How does the food thing work?” I asked, following him into the kitchen. “If you don’t have to eat but you only need blood a couple times a month, how do you survive?” 
 
    He shrugged and opened his fridge. “I wish I knew. Sometimes I do get genuinely hungry and food can curb cravings a little bit, but I don’t need it like I did as a human.” 
 
    “That’s so weird,” I whispered. Kyle laughed quietly at my comment. “So do you have super hearing and super speed like in movies?” Ugh, I sounded like a teenage fangirl. 
 
    “Yeah, actually. Well, super speed isn’t very ‘super’. It’s just faster than normal. I’m probably about as fast as Usain Bolt. The hearing, though. That’s pretty intense. Like right now, I can hear your heart beating clear as day. I have to focus on it to actually hear it, but it’s still there.”   
 
    I felt my heart start to beat a little faster at his comment, but I couldn’t make it slow down at all. He quirked an eyebrow at me once he heard the rhythm speed up, but quickly turned back to making me some sort of taco dinner. 
 
    I asked Kyle a few more questions while I ate my food. He sat and answered, occasionally grabbing little bits of cheese and lettuce that fell from the taco shell and eating them anyway. 
 
    “Okay. This is hard for me to ask so bear with me if I change the subject a couple times,” I said with a light giggle. My heart started beating out of my chest and my mind was already racing at what I was going to ask. I hadn’t even fully comprehended everything they told me, so I surprised myself with the words that left my mouth. “Tonight…will you – oh, God, I hate using this phrase. It just bothers me a little bit, you know?”   
 
    Kyle just smiled and nodded even though he had no idea what phrase I was talking about. Damn, he’s good at listening, I thought to myself. “Will you…drink from me?” I finally mustered the courage to ask. 
 
    Kyle’s eyes grew wide at my question. “I…I mean, are you sure? You don’t have to jump into it that quick. You can take some time to really get used to it.” 
 
    I shrugged. “This is the only thing that’ll be different, right? I mean, you don’t burn in the sun or sleep in a coffin. So the only thing I’ll need to get used to is…your diet.” I cringed at my final word. It still didn’t feel right talking about people and blood like food, but I doubted it ever would. 
 
    “That’s true,” Kyle nodded. “If you want to, that’s fine. It has been a couple weeks.” 
 
    I swallowed hard at the next question I was going to ask. The worst part of all of this is asking questions, I thought. “How do you and Ellen usually ‘eat’?” 
 
    “Ellen volunteers at a blood bank. Sometimes she snags a couple extra blood bags. They last a couple months so no one really notices.” 
 
    “I thought you needed blood from the vein?” 
 
    “We do, just not directly. We can drink from a bag the same way we would drink from a human.”  
 
    With those heightened senses of his, I know he can hear my heart rate pick up a bit at his words.  
 
    “It’s been years since either of us has drunk from a human. We’ve been on bags for at least twenty, maybe thirty years.” Longer than I had known him. Something about that was comforting to me. 
 
    “That’s enough vampire talk for now,” I decided. “Let’s just go back to having a normal night of watching movies and talking and stuff, and we’ll see how things go later, okay?”  
 
    Kyle nodded and followed me back into the living room, picking up where we left off with one of his favorite Disney movies. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    As ten o’clock rolled around, Kyle stretched and relaxed back on the couch. “I should probably go to bed soon. I have to be up at six thirty,” he yawned. “You have to be up early too. Doesn’t the store open at nine?” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’ll just wake up when you do. It takes me a little longer to get ready anyway.” 
 
    “You’re welcome to stay here on your own until you need to go. I obviously trust you with quite a bit. My house and belongings aren’t nearly as important as, you know, my life,” he laughed. 
 
    “And because of that, I trust you,” I smiled. “I will be honest, though. I don’t think I would feel the same about Ellen. I mean, just if she and I were in this situation instead. I’d just rather spend the night with you first.” 
 
    I hadn’t kissed Kyle yet, so my heart started to speed up as he moved in closer. Just before his lips could touch mine, he paused and smiled at me. “I can hear your heart going crazy right now.” I rolled my eyes at the confidence I unintentionally gave him and closed the space between us. 
 
    His kiss was more demanding than Ellen, but it felt more intense, more passionate. I’d imagine our history has something to do with it, but my mind was on far more than the past. Kyle’s tongue brushed against my lips and allowed him into my mouth, wrestling his tongue for dominance in the kiss. Needless to say, I was more than willing to let him take control. I let my hands slide up his arms to wrap them around his neck, slinging a leg over him to straddle his waist. He leaned back against the couch and rested his hands low on my back, just above my butt. 
 
    I started grinding my hips on his, and the low groan that rumbled through his chest let me know he liked it. I smirked against his lips, moving my hips harder and rougher as I felt him harden with each movement. 
 
    “Vampires still like sex, huh?” I smirked breathlessly. 
 
    “Yeah,” he laughed. “We can’t have kids but it’s still a good time.” 
 
    I pulled back from his lips and stared at him for a second, my arms still resting behind his neck. “Can vampires get…diseases?” I asked hesitantly. 
 
    He looked at me with confusion. “No?” 
 
    I smirked at him and rolled my hips against his once more. “So what you’re saying is you can’t get any diseases and you can’t get anyone pregnant…” I trailed off. The smirk from my lips slowly moved to his when he realized what I was implying. 
 
    “Shall we go upstairs?” he said. I didn’t even need to verbally respond. He picked me up effortlessly and moved upstairs with astounding speed. I hadn’t seen his bedroom yet, but I didn’t get a very good look anyway. He dropped me onto the plush bed and held himself above me, quickly pressing his lips back to mine. This time, one hand rested on my hips and one trailed under my shirt to brush against my breast. I quietly moaned at the feeling of his touch on me and bucked my hips up so he knew what I was wanting. 
 
    He gently bit my bottom lip, not enough to break skin just yet, and pushed his hand higher until my shirt came off my shoulders. Without a second to waste, he reached behind my back and unclasped my bra to join my shirt on the floor. More time of touching, kissing, and everything in between meant in less than five minutes, we were both completely bare on top of each other. 
 
    “I can’t say I’ve never thought of this before,” I smiled up at him. 
 
    “I can’t either,” he smirked in response. 
 
    His lips were on my neck, leaving hickeys and keeping his teeth covered from breaking skin – at least, for now. His hand trailed down my torso, brushing against my breasts again and down my stomach before stopping at my heat. I moaned quietly and pushed my hips towards his hand to let him know I wanted more.  
 
    He lightly chuckled against my neck, grazing his teeth over my skin before looking me in the eyes. One finger rubbed against my clit, making me squirm beneath him. It didn’t take much for him as he positioned himself at my entrance and pushed inside. Every inch of him gradually filled me until he was as deep as he could go. Both of us moaned out at the feeling before he started moving, slowly at first. As his pace picked up, so did my heart beats. My breathing picked up and before I knew it, his lips were on my neck again. 
 
    “Please,” I begged breathlessly. “Kyle, please.” 
 
    The graze of his fangs on my skin sent a shiver down my spine. His hips started slapping against mine, pulling my attention from my neck as he sank his fangs into my neck. The sharp sting only lasted a second and in the blink of an eye, my body was going through a completely different sense of adrenaline. I was used to the feeling of men inside of me, but the rush of blood being pulled from my veins was new. I felt dizzy at the overwhelming euphoria consuming my body. Kyle’s hips faltered against mine and I knew both of us were close. With one hand holding my neck, the other moved down my body and massaged quick circles on my clit. In just a second, my body started twitching and shaking with my orgasm, quickly chased by Kyle’s own. He pulled off my neck with a sucking sound, running his tongue over the little holes on my neck. 
 
    “That…was amazing,” I giggled. 
 
    “I’ll be honest,” he said, pulling out and falling onto the bed beside me, “I’ve never drank and had sex at the same time.” 
 
    “What’s the verdict?” I asked. 
 
    He turned his head to look at me and smirked. “Same as yours: amazing.” 
 
    I sighed in contentment as my body was overcome with fatigue. “Should I wear a scarf tomorrow?” My words were coming out sort of slurred, from both how tired I felt and how lightheaded I was from the blood loss. 
 
    “No. They should be healed by morning. It’ll just be a light pink mark, like you scratched your neck.” 
 
    “Okay,” I murmured, curling into myself and letting myself fall asleep, Kyle’s arms quickly consuming my small frame. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    During the week, Kyle, Ellen and I didn’t meet up. It was a little difficult to do with two members of the relationship having to wake up early every morning for classes. I texted both of them throughout the week though, both privately and in our group chat, and had a couple inappropriate photos sent with Ellen. Kyle and I hadn’t told her about what happened between us that first night, but since Kyle and I were technically in a relationship, we didn’t feel it was necessary. 
 
    All of our weekend escapades happened at Kyle’s place. None of us spoke the unintended rule, but we all knew if we were going to spend a weekend together, it would happen at Kyle’s. For Ellen and me, it was a little awkward. The three of us hadn’t done anything together. Ellen and I would sometimes sneak off to her designated room, or she’d be stuck in her room while I spent time with Kyle. 
 
    One of our weekends, I decided to see if the other two would be down to try something I’d been thinking of since they first asked me about the relationship. 
 
    None of our dates ever involved going out to eat, mostly because Kyle and Ellen never really needed anything on the menu, just someone sitting at the table with them. When they chose to take me to a movie and a simple walk through town, I felt my confidence in the question slowly start to fade as the night wore on. Granted, I was a little intoxicated when I initially had the idea, I figured I’d be able to maintain enough confidence to ask them. I mean, they both liked me, right? The only one who might not have the best time would be Ellen because she doesn’t feel anything sexual towards Kyle, but she was sweet enough to push that aside…right? 
 
    When we finally got back to Kyle’s place, I was almost completely spent on whether or not I wanted to ask, but if I didn’t, I knew I’d just regret it later. All of us immediately headed upstairs, so I grabbed Ellen’s hand and pulled her into Kyle’s room with us. 
 
    They both looked at me a little confused, probably just because we had never done anything, all three of us. 
 
    “Hey Ellen,” I said sweetly, giving her the most over-the-top smile I could manage. “Will you do me a huge favor?” 
 
    “Oh, God,” she mumbled, followed by a small laugh. 
 
    “I know Kyle and I don’t have a problem with this because, well, he thinks we’re both hot and I think you’re both hot, but if you’ll ignore Kyle,” I was interrupted by Kyle shouting a short, ‘Hey!’, “can all three of us have a night together?” 
 
    She pursed her lips as she thought about my question, but it wasn’t that hard of a decision. In an effort to get my way, I batted my eyes at her and added, “You can both drink from me the entire time. Well, not the entire time because I’d die, but any time this is going on, you both get full access.” 
 
    Ellen just rolled her eyes with a smile. “Well, if you insist.” 
 
    With that, Ellen grabbed my belt loops and pulled me to her, pressing her lips against mine harshly, far different from any other time we’d been together. Kyle walked up behind me and pressed his fangs to my neck, softly breaking the skin and sucking just a couple drops from my veins. I moaned into my kiss with Ellen before pulling back to lift my shirt over my head. Kyle was quick to undo my bra from behind me, dropping it to the floor and reaching around me to lift Ellen’s shirt. 
 
    She quickly swatted his hands away. “Hands off this one, kid,” she joked, though part of her was serious. 
 
    Kyle held his hands up in mock surrender and laughed lightly, just to set his hands on my hips instead. I moaned out again when he slipped his hands under the waistband of my jeans and moved one under my panties as well. Even though I loved the way he touched me, Ellen knew exactly what a girl needed. I gently pushed his hands away and moved them up to my chest, pulling Ellen towards me once she had her own shirt and bra off. 
 
    She didn’t even need my guidance. She unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them to the ground, leaving me in just my panties. Kyle’s mouth was on my neck again, this time with no fangs. Ellen’s hand slid under my panties and barely brushed against my clit, sending a chill down my spine. Her fingers grazed along my entrance a couple times before she slowly pushed two digits into me, her eyes watching my reaction the entire time. 
 
    I knew biting my lip drove both of them crazy, so I tugged my bottom lip between my teeth and let out a quiet groan. Kyle hummed behind me and pressed his front to me, letting me feel his hardened member through his jeans. My head fell back against his shoulder and I looked up at him with pleading eyes. 
 
    “Take it off,” I demanded, my voice betraying me with a slight falter in my words. 
 
    He obliged, pulling away from me to bring his shirt over his head and drop his jeans, leaving both of us in just our underwear while Ellen still had her pants on as well. I reached forward for her and pushed her jeans and panties down her legs so I could mirror her, bringing my hand between her legs to feel her slick entrance. I stepped forward so our bodies were touching and pressed my lips to hers while Kyle sat on the bed, watching both of us while he slowly stroked himself at the sight. 
 
    I slipped two fingers into Ellen and felt her quietly moan against my lips at the mild relief of built-up tension. Before either of us got too far gone, I pulled back from her and slid my panties down my legs before climbing onto the bed with Kyle. 
 
    “How do you want to do this?” Ellen asked, kneeling behind me on the mattress and running her hands down the front of my body, her lips gently pressing on my neck. 
 
    “Kyle, stand up,” I demanded. “Ellen, you’re going to ride my face.” She groaned against the skin of my neck and bit into me, taking a minute to feed herself as my body experienced the same euphoria that came every time either one drank from me. It felt like a shock was running through my body the entire time and I found it hard to focus until she pulled off of me, softly licking the two puncture marks to help them heal. 
 
    Kyle stood at the end of the bed while I maneuvered to lie on the bed. He gripped my hips and pulled me closer to him, Ellen positioning herself above me. She lowered herself on my face, letting me hold onto her thighs with my hands to hold her still. I had barely lapped at her clit when Kyle pushed himself into me, making me moan out against Ellen’s wet heat. 
 
    I had never done anything like this before, so trying to concentrate on making Ellen feel good was hard with Kyle’s hips slapping against my own. His hands roamed from holding my hips up my torso to gently knead my breasts. I couldn’t help but dig my nails into Ellen’s thighs, but when she started grinding her core on my mouth, I could tell she enjoyed it. I moved from pushing the tip of my tongue into her to sucking gently on her clit until her body quivered above me, her body slumping forward as she let out a loud moan. 
 
    She reluctantly pulled off of me but instead of simply lying on the bed, she chose to kneel next to Kyle, her hand reaching to where he and I met as she rubbed quick circles on my clit. The snap of Kyle’s hips pressing against mine and filling the room with the sounds of skin on skin pushed me closer to the edge, especially with Ellen jumping in to help. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I moaned, letting my head fall back against the bed. My hands were gripping the sheets below me until I finally found my release, a loud moan of Kyle’s name leaving my lips. As my heat pulsed around him, he reached his own peak and slumped over me slightly as his rhythm faltered until he stilled inside of me. Ellen leaned back on the bed, letting out a sigh at finally being able to fully relax. 
 
    I followed suit and flopped down beside her, letting out a content hum at everything that just happened. Kyle didn’t have much room left on his queen-sized bed because, as Ellen pointed out so kindly, “You’ve got two queens already lying down. You’re not needed anymore.” All of us laughed at her comment and, just to prove her wrong, Kyle practically wrapped himself around me and closed his eyes as we all tried to drift off to sleep.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    After nearly six months of dating, I couldn’t have found myself in a happier state of mind. Maybe my body started sending more endorphins every time I let my boyfriend and girlfriend drink from me, but every night I spent with them, I found myself falling more and more in love with each of them. To make things even better, I couldn’t determine who I liked more – I assumed that meant I didn’t have a preference, thankfully. 
 
    I had sets of clothes at each of their homes for when I would stay overnight, but we still spent most of our time at Kyle’s. His place was a pretty even distance between my place, Ellen’s, and the college he worked at, so it just seemed convenient. Plus, we didn’t have to worry about my nosy neighbors trying to figure out why I always had a man and woman come over late at night and leave early in the morning, yet neither one ever seemed upset as if I were cheating. 
 
    Polyamory wouldn’t float well with the seventy-year-old next door. 
 
    While I loved the feeling of Ellen and Kyle drinking from me, I always found myself wondering what would happen to me. As vampires, they wouldn’t age; as a human, I would. Would they just stay with me and watch me die? Were we supposed to continue on knowing someday I would be leaving them? 
 
    The first weekend of summer break – for the other two, at least – Ellen and I stopped at Kyle’s with enough clothes and supplies to last a week. With the other two on new schedules, I didn’t plan on letting either of them leave bed for a while. 
 
    But the minute I stepped through the door, I felt a wave of déjà vu wash over me. Kyle opened the door before I knocked and led me inside. Ellen was already sitting on the couch in the living room and I knew something was going to happen. My first instinct was that it would be something bad, but neither one seemed concerned or scared. They just seemed nervous. But seeing them so nervous made me feel nervous too, except with me, they could hear my heart beat change. 
 
    “What’s going on?” I asked, slowly sitting in my usual spot on the couch, Ellen to my right and Kyle to my left. 
 
    “We have a question for you,” Kyle said, rubbing his hands together to calm his nerves. “It’s kind of a big deal though so we don’t expect you to answer right away.” 
 
    I just nodded for him to continue. When he stumbled over his words and couldn’t find a way to speak, Ellen stepped in, like usual. 
 
    “We’ve all been together for about half a year,” she started. “We’ve all said ‘I love you’ at least once a day and I know, at least for me, I love spending time with both of you.” I nodded in agreement as Ellen took a deep breath. “We’re going to have to move soon. People are going to notice we’re not getting older so we need to find somewhere new to start over. It’s always like this. We can’t stay somewhere more than twenty years, max.” 
 
    “What does that mean for me?” I asked. I already had an idea where this was going and I hoped the change of pace from my heart wouldn’t give it away. 
 
    “We wanted to know…if you’d want to become one of us,” Kyle said tentatively. 
 
    “One of us, meaning…a vampire?” I clarified. Both he and Ellen just nodded. I didn’t even have to think. I’d already spent night after night wondering what it would be like to spend eternity with the two people I loved the most in the world. 
 
    “Yes.” They looked at me with wide eyes before quickly switching to concern. 
 
    “Hannah, you can take your time with this,” Ellen assured me. 
 
    “I know, but I’ve already thought about it. I want to. I can’t bear the thought of letting you two watch me age and die before your eyes. I want to. I promise.” 
 
    Kyle and Ellen exchanged glances before finally looking back at me. 
 
    “Are you sure you don’t want more time to think it over?” Kyle asked. 
 
    “Kyle, babe, I’m sure. What do I have to do?” 
 
    He cleared his throat and brought his wrist up, biting a wound on his own skin. “You have to drink vampire blood and then die with the blood in your system. So, if you’re sure about this…” he trailed off, holding his wrist out to me. 
 
    I looked at it in disgust for just a second. The thought of surviving on blood only bothered me because I was human. It didn’t bother me when they drank from me, so I knew it wouldn’t take long for me to get used to it. With a deep breath, I looked back to Ellen and then up into Kyle’s brown eyes – the same shade as when he first approached me in my shop – and grabbed his wrist, bringing it to my mouth and sucking lightly. 
 
    I wanted to back away the second his blood touched my lips. It tasted awful, but I knew it was a small price to pay. After a few seconds, I pulled away from Kyle’s wrist and wiped at my mouth in case any blood escaped – like it frequently did with the other two. The amount of times they’ve almost walked in public with my blood on their lips… 
 
    “Now what?” I asked. 
 
    “You have to die,” Ellen said. The word ‘die’ shocked me a bit, but it made sense. Maybe I was being reckless. At that point, I could not care less. I simply nodded at them, leaning in to kiss Ellen before reaching over and kissing Kyle. Right as I pulled back, Ellen placed her hands on both sides of my face, giving me a small smile before twisting both hands. 
 
    And everything went black. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Once I came to, Kyle and Ellen fed me a little bit of blood from one of their blood bags and the next morning, we took off for Chicago. One thing they learned is that it’s easier to spend a long time in a city where you never see the same person twice. 
 
    “We both loved Chicago eighty years ago,” Kyle said. 
 
    We settled into a small apartment near downtown. In a city that size, no one would be able to judge the three of us for being together. Everyone had demons in their minds and skeletons in their closets; it would be hypocritical to judge us for making different decisions. 
 
    It was easier for Ellen to find blood bags for us, and with all of us sharing one apartment, we didn’t have to worry about a walk of shame in the mornings, unless we counted walking from one bedroom to another. 
 
    Even though I knew we wouldn’t be able to stay in Chicago forever, it was a good start. A start to the beginning of the rest of my life. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Shifters Mountain 
 
      
 
    I checked the carabiner’s snap gate for the fifth time before I admitted I was procrastinating—and scared. 
 
    “If you’re not going to do this, why bother flying out here at all?” I muttered. “You could have stayed at home, walked the dog, or played tennis, anything but risking your life on a snow-covered mountain.” Light snow drifted down from above, kicked down by my impatient climbing buddy. 
 
    “Hey, April!” he called, “you asleep down there?” 
 
    “Coming, Sonny,” I shouted back. “Dammit…” I muttered. I hated people seeing my fear and I was determined to move on up to reach the summit before noon tomorrow. If we didn’t, it was likely we’d be called off the mountain. Rising temperatures made for hazardous climbing and the PGHM, the mountain police, were considering closing the Gouter Route if the day grew any warmer.  
 
    “April!” 
 
    “Coming!” I snapped. I glanced down the Grand Couloir, immediately wished I hadn’t, and then turned my attention to the remainder of the climb. Two of our party had already reached the ridge, the Refuge du Gouter, and were monitoring the rising temperature. If I held them up any longer, I’d be responsible for wasting everyone’s week. Drinking beer in Chamonix was a poor substitute for gazing out from the summit of Mont Blanc.  
 
    And so, I committed myself, swinging out from the laughably small ledge I’d found, and digging in my toes as I pushed upward. 
 
    It was terrifying, but also the biggest thrill of my life. Office work was a way to bring in the beans. This was living, and nothing compared, or would ever compare to this: the soul-chilling confrontation of nature at her most unforgiving. Knowing that a single mistake or a moment’s lack of concentration could end my life was the most sobering thing I had ever felt. People called me crazy for risking my life, but doing exactly that was what made me who I was. If I wasn’t in danger, what was the point of being alive? 
 
    I focused on the task at hand, and, with shouts of encouragement from my buddies, I made good time, almost making up for my poor showing earlier.  
 
    Within two hours, we were heading along the Refuge du Gouter, enjoying the sunshine but worrying about what the warmth might do to the stability of the packed snow beneath our feet. 
 
    “It’s enough to make you wish for a snowstorm,” Sonny called back to me. 
 
    “That might make things worse,” I shouted back. 
 
    “And we’d lose the scenery.” 
 
    “Will you guys can it?” Ray called from behind me. “The last thing we need is an avalanche.” 
 
    “Avalanches don’t—” I began, but Sonny had stopped. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. Hey!” he called to the team ahead. They stopped and turned, raising their arms to ask why he’d called a halt. 
 
    “Everything okay?” Ray asked. 
 
    “I don’t know… Something feels…” he shifted his feet, testing the snow for something. I waited patiently, trusting Sonny, who had ten years’ more experience than me. 
 
    It didn’t help him much. The entire snowfield, from a kilometre ahead to the edge of the ridge, was shifting. The snow vibrated beneath my feet—exactly what Sonny had feared and had been feeling for. All five of us toppled as the snowfield picked up speed, carrying us along with it. The PGHM had been correct in its assumptions. The mountain was unstable, and now we were caught up in the shift. 
 
    I cried out as the flat snow started to break up into jagged sheets, the leading edges rising above the sheets below them. Five feet ahead, a wall of white rose into the air, towering over me. If it broke up, or slid over the top of the sheet I was clinging to… 
 
    I could only pray that it didn’t.   
 
    The ice slammed against my body as it slithered down the mountain, gaining speed rapidly. I was riding ten tons of rapidly crumbling bobsled, with no control, and no idea which way I was headed. The sheer drop of the Grand Couloir wasn’t far away, behind me and off to my right. I’d never survive the drop.  
 
    Something smashed into the floe I was riding, and I was spun to the right, to face the steep drop, exactly as I’d feared. Within seconds, I was going to be plunged over the edge. The fall would no doubt kill me, and the hundred tons of snow that followed would ensure I wouldn’t be found until September. I was ten feet from the edge of the speeding floe. I could either take my chances with the avalanche or face the thousand-foot drop plus the avalanche that would land on my head. 
 
    It was a no-brainer. As quickly as my numbed fingers and spiked boots would allow, I crawled to the edge of the ice, glanced once at the tons of snow thundering down after me, and then threw myself into its path, hoping for a miracle.  
 
    Five seconds later, my makeshift bobsled vanished over the edge of the Refuge du Gouter and I was engulfed, sent tumbling into a crushing nightmare of dazzling whiteness. 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    “Faites atention…” a man said in a soft voice.  
 
    “Ow…” I managed. Every joint and muscle burned or stabbed me with white-hot needles. Stupid, stupid, stupid! Why had I tried to move? Groaning, I laid back down and concentrated on breathing until the worst of the pain began to fade. 
 
    “Vous avez ete blesse.”  
 
    “What…what…” My foggy brain couldn’t translate his French. “I don’t understand. Ah… Je ne comprends pas?”  
 
    He switched to English, with a soft accent. “Don’t try to talk. You’ve been through…ah…traumatise…You will need time to recover.” When I’d tried to move, my leg had hurt terribly. Hot waves of pain washed up my thigh, and I squirmed as my skin burned. 
 
    “I don’t…hey, that hurt!” 
 
    “I apologize.” He withdrew the needle from my bare shoulder, then laid the syringe in a stainless steel dish. But if I’d entertained any thought of being in a hospital, I was sorely mistaken. Yes, the bed in which I lay was steel-framed, and was raised to support my back, but that was where any similarity ended. The room was small, and dimly lit. The walls were of typical Alpine chalet construction, thick horizontal planks of varnished wood. All of which made the needle-jabbing more alarming. Why was I in a strange bed, being attended to by a man I’d never seen before? 
 
    And why was I naked? 
 
    “My clothes!” I snapped. “Where are they?” 
 
    He smiled tolerantly. “Your ski suit was destroyed by the fall. The blood soaked everything below the waist, and the bone break tore through your thermal underwear.” He shrugged. “I’m sorry. But I have your shirt, and your brassiere.” 
 
    “Where?” I suddenly felt chilled without my clothes. Yes, I was in a warm bed, but I felt vulnerable, and trapped. Without clothes, I had no way to escape this stranger. 
 
     Another thought struck me. “Did you undress me?”  
 
    “Of course.” He made an ‘I suppose so’ face, pushing down both lips. “But you should not be concerned.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “It was your leg which was injured. Your dignity was not.” 
 
    “You undressed me!” 
 
    “Your ski suit I cut away.” He mimed scissors with two fingers. “Your leg I treated.” He pushed himself to his feet with a weary sigh. “The rest of your clothes were removed for your comfort, and…” he raised a single finger to silence my next protest. “…it was done with no lights.” 
 
    “You undressed me in the dark?” 
 
    “Does it not make you feel less…um…viole? Violated?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I conceded. “But how do I know you’re telling the truth?” 
 
    “You don’t.” He surprised me with his simple reply. “You must learn to trust me. Here.” He handed me my t-shirt and bra. I pulled the blankets up to my neck and dressed as best I could. “These also.” He held up a pair of dark blue sweatpants. They were probably two sizes too big. 
 
    “You will need the extra room,” he explained. “For the bandages, yes?” 
 
    I sighed. “Yes, that makes sense.” As we’d talked, the sharp sting of pain had faded from my leg. I didn’t move, for fear of setting it off again, but I was desperately keen to put a layer of clothing between my lower body and the man, who still hadn’t introduced himself. 
 
    “Are you a doctor?” I asked. 
 
    “I was. A long time ago.” 
 
    “And where is this place?” I glanced around the small room. “Where am I?” 
 
    “A secluded chalet, on my land.” 
 
    I frowned. “How secluded, exactly?” 
 
    “You need not feel threatened, Mademoiselle. It is secluded, not for the purposes of seduction, but for solitude.” 
 
    “You don’t enjoy company?” 
 
    His smile was sad, wistful. “Shall we say…company does not enjoy me?” 
 
    “Hmm…okay.” An urgent need alerted me to a new problem. “I need to use the bathroom.” Damn. Of all the times… 
 
    He stroked his chin. “You should not need…ah, I see. The bag is full.” 
 
    “What bag? Oh, no…” I gazed in dismay at the urine-filled bag hanging from the side of the bed. A catheter bag. I reached down, and sure enough, a small plastic tube lay between my legs. I sagged back onto the bed in dismay. So much for my dignity. 
 
    “Now you are awake, I can remove this. But with your leg still damaged, you may find difficulty—” 
 
    “Take the damn thing out!” 
 
    “Should I switch off the lights?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “What’s the point? You didn’t switch them off to fit it, did you?” 
 
    “Of course not. It would have been dangerous.” 
 
    I threw an arm over my eyes. “Go on, then. Let’s get this over with.” 
 
    “If you are certain.” He moved closer, pulling on a pair of protective gloves. The blankets were lifted from my lower half and I groaned as cool air touched my most intimate parts. 
 
    “Oh my god…” 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    It was a huge relief to have the catheter out. My cheeks burned at the thought of him seeing more of me than any man ever had. After he’d slid the plastic tube from me, he offered to help me finish dressing. I declined, insisting I’d manage just fine. 
 
    Without seeming offended, he left the room, and I tried to scrape together the last remains of my dignity. Pulling the sweatpants on was a huge struggle. Every joint ached and every muscle burned as I tried to throw the pants toward the toes of my bandaged leg, while still holding onto the waistband. After ten minutes, I dropped the pants onto the floor, wriggled my bad foot onto the pooled fabric, and then did the same with my good foot. Once there, I used my good toes to snag the waistband and pull the pants high enough to reach them with my outstretched fingers. By the time I’d pulled them into place, tears were rolling down my cheeks and I wondered why I hadn’t allowed my nameless benefactor to help. He’d already seen me naked, worse than naked, actually. What else did I have to lose? 
 
    Walking was tough, too. My body protested and demanded I go back to bed. Not a chance. I wanted to be up and about, and figure out where I was in the world. It had also occurred to me to wonder if we were the only ones here. If so, where was the rest of my party? Had Sonny and Ray survived the avalanche? Were they even now scouring the mountainside for me, or were they relaxing in the next room, ready to mock the indignities I’d suffered? 
 
    The living room was empty. Even my ‘former doctor’ friend was missing. He couldn’t be far away, because a healthy log fire was blazing in the hearth, heating my cheeks even from twenty feet away. The living room was large, and appeared to be at the center of the house, with at least two doors on every wall. 
 
    “Welcome. Please…sit.” His voice startled me from my musing. 
 
    “Ah…I need to ask something.” 
 
    “Bien sur. Please.” 
 
    “I was climbing with four other people. Their names are Sonny—” 
 
    “Je suis desole. I found no others. You were alone.” 
 
    “But they must be out there! Where are my boots? I need to find them!” 
 
    “Mademoiselle, you must be calm. You cannot help them.” 
 
    “Why not? What’s happened—” 
 
    “You have been in my care for almost ten days.” 
 
    “Ten days?” I stared at him in disbelief. 
 
    “So they are found, or they will not be found.” 
 
    “Wait a minute, where was I found?” 
 
    “The avalanche carried you onto the glacier. You were fortunate to survive the fall.” 
 
    “And that’s where you found me? Only me?” They couldn’t be gone, surely.  
 
    “Only you. I am sorry about your friends.” His face brightened. “Perhaps they are well and have returned home?”  
 
    “I can only hope.” I wondered if my friends were still scouring the mountain, trying to find me. “Do you have a telephone?” 
 
    “Alas, no. This is a remote region.” 
 
    “Internet?” 
 
    He smiled. “I am isolated from the world. But perhaps when you are better healed, I can escort you to Chamonix?” 
 
    “Is it still light outside? Maybe you could take me there today?” 
 
    “It would be an overnight walk through deep snow.” 
 
    “A walk?” I stared. “You don’t have a car either, do you?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Perhaps you would care for some tea?” 
 
    “Coffee. Do you have coffee?” My heart leapt at the notion. How long had it been since I’d had caffeine? Ten days? More? 
 
    “But of course. You Americans and your coffee.” 
 
    “Hey, I’m Canadian.” 
 
    “”Which is better than being American? Or worse? You are quick to make the distinction.” 
 
    It was my turn to shrug. “Being different is what keeps us doing crazy stuff.” 
 
    “Such as climbing mountains when the avalanche warning is in force?” 
 
    “The Gendarme hadn’t closed the route, not at that point.” 
 
    “They closed it immediately afterwards, though.” 
 
    “That’s to be expected. Hey…” 
 
    “Yes?” He raised an eyebrow at my verbal swerve. 
 
    “I don’t even know your name.” 
 
    “Monsieur White. Ashley, if you prefer.” 
 
    I extended my hand. “April Depardieu.” 
 
    “So how does this happen?” He seemed genuinely shocked. 
 
    “What? How does what happen?” 
 
    “That your name is more French than mine…and yet I am French, for the most part.” We both pondered that oddity for a moment, before he remembered the coffee. 
 
    “So where exactly are we, Ashley?” 
 
    “The Savoie Mont Blanc nature reserve,” he called from the kitchen area. “Part of it, anyway.” 
 
    “Do you see much of the wildlife?” 
 
    “Every day. It is one of my tasks to monitor and maintain the numbers of the Ibex.” 
 
    “Interesting job. Do you see many Chamois?” 
 
    “It is inevitable.” He turned to face me, wiping his hands on a towel. “There are almost six thousand of them in the region.” 
 
    “But how do you follow them in the snow? They’re fast, aren’t they?” 
 
    He tapped the side of his nose. “I have special skills.” 
 
    “Sure.” I didn’t ask. If he chose to be mysterious, then fine. I watched as he busied himself beside a black-and-chrome coffee maker. I smiled as he produced a small jug of cream. No powdered milk for Monsieur White, then. I wondered where he got his supplies from, since we were apparently so removed from civilization. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Ashley was the perfect host, bringing me everything I could wish for, aside from contact with the outside world. It was his way, he said. He preferred to remain apart from humanity and live life in his own way. I thought it was odd for him to refer to humans as if he wasn’t one of them. While I drank my coffee and ate the curiously fresh pastries that accompanied it, Ashley excused himself. 
 
    “I must cut some more wood.” He nodded at the blazing hearth. “To keep us warm.” 
 
    “Of course.” He’d caught me in mid-bite. I wiped the flakes of pastry from my lips, feeling like a clumsy child. 
 
    “You injury. Does it hurt?” 
 
    I shifted my leg and an electric jolt of pain blasted through it. Idiot. Why had I moved? I’d forgotten all about the break until he asked. 
 
    “When I have finished with the wood, I will prepare another injection. He glanced at the window. It will be dark soon, so I must complete this.” 
 
    His phrasing struck me as peculiar. “Does it have to be dark before you can inject?” 
 
    “I must finish with the wood, and bring it indoors before darkness…visits?” 
 
    “Arrives.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Well, don’t stand around on my account. Chop, chop!” I smiled, but he seemed confused by my joke. “Don’t worry. I’ll explain it later.” 
 
    “Of course. I would be very grateful.” 
 
    He slipped past the heavy door and pulled it closed. I shivered as the Alpine draught reached me, and adjusted the blanket he’d provided. I was reclining on a sofa. It could have been a chaise lounge. I wasn’t certain. But it was comfortable and I was wonderfully relaxed. Whatever blend of coffee he used, I wanted the recipe. The opposite of stimulating, it infused me with warmth, and eliminated all the tightness, and most of the aches, from my muscles. After a few moments, I struggled to keep my eyes open, blinking hard to keep myself in the here and now. 
 
    But I soon gave up the fight, and as darkness colored the windows black I drifted into a thankfully dreamless sleep, disturbed only occasionally by a sharp crack from the fireplace as a pocket of resin exploded. 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    I awoke to the smell of cooking. My stomach rumbled insistently, urging me to wakefulness, so I could track down the hopefully satisfying repast.  
 
    “Ashley?” I murmured as I stretched. The ache in my leg had faded, although I’d no idea if that was due to the welcome rest, or a mid-slumber injection courtesy of my host. 
 
    I lowered my splinted leg to the floor, tensed for pain, but something was working effectively. I felt no discomfort, which was peculiar, considering I’d broken a bone. It occurred to me he’d never explained if it was my tibia, or fibula I’d snapped. It didn’t matter, not right away. I had bigger issues to confront. I was hungry, and the smell of cooking was driving me to distraction. 
 
    I called for Ashley again, but there was no reply. Either he was ignoring me, or I truly was alone. Strange, considering his fervent wish to be indoors before nightfall. I checked the windows were still dark, in case I’d slept through the night and into morning. 
 
    As I shuffled closer to the sturdy wooden table, a large piece of paper caught my eye.  
 
    “Before you sit down, check outside the front door.” 
 
    “Okayyy…” I was glad he’d forewarned me. I’d have been annoyed if I’d made the trip across to the table, only to be sent away again. As it was, the front door was close to where I stood. 
 
    He’d left me ice cream. On the doorstep. It was still in a plastic tub, presumably so the local wildlife wouldn’t enjoy it before I could. Some assembly required, then. I closed the door, intending to leave the dessert in its natural freezer until I was ready to eat it. No sense in it melting in the heat from the merrily-blazing fire, was there? 
 
    I resumed my determined course toward the table. A chrome-plated cover sat on a dinner plate, which was resting on a warmer. Four small candles supplied a gentle heat to whatever was beneath. I steadied myself on the back of a chair and lifted the lid, which was surprisingly hot. Delicious aromas swirled past me in a cloud of aromatic steam. I inhaled deeply, relishing the first hot food I’d eaten in…ten days, Ashley had said. How he’d managed to feed me in all that time was a mystery. Hopefully, I’d get the chance to ask him, wherever he’d disappeared to. 
 
    I considered waiting for him, but my stomach was impatient. My mouth watered and after only a second of hesitation, I lifted the plate, careful to protect my hands with napkins, and set it down. Utensils had been laid out and a dark bottle of wine tempted me. I was too hungry to think about wine, though, and it would have been a bad idea on an empty stomach. No, perhaps later. 
 
    I began eating, sighing happily with each mouthful. The stew was delicious, and gamey, and was accompanied by carrot, onions and red cabbage, all of which had absorbed the flavor of the meat. I guessed the stew had marinated for many hours for the vegetables to become so tasty and soft. I actually started laughing, because the meal was so fulfilling. 
 
    “Compliments to the chef!” I called to the apparently empty chalet. After a minute’s pause, I opened the wine, allowing it to warm in the glass. I was glad I’d waited. The wine was dark, but still translucent, and delivered hints of pine and cherries. The perfect choice for the meal…whatever kind of beast had laid down so I could enjoy eating it. 
 
    Once I’d finished, I was thoroughly full. Not having eaten a full meal in over a week had reduced my capacity somewhat. I decided to wait before attempting dessert. So I hobbled back to the sofa, somehow managing not to spill the wine over the rug. As I sipped the warming red, I considered my situation. Somehow, I’d have to get word to the outside world. Mom and Dad would be frantic, and my sister would be in tears. She’d frequently warned me against foolish pursuits such as mountaineering and skiing. But I was the adventurous one of the family, and couldn’t escape my calling. And look where it had landed me. In an isolated chalet, cut off from the world. But I’d been hit by an avalanche, and lived to tell the tale. I prayed the rest of the team had been as fortunate. 
 
    I hoped a similar fate hadn’t overcome Ashley. Why so keen to finish cutting wood before dark, and then vanish into what was clearly late evening, or even night?  
 
    My eyes began to droop and I hard-blinked them open. The warming fire combined with my contented stomach and rich wine was conspiring to put me to sleep again. I’d already slept enough, I figured. Time for some ice cream. I levered my reluctant body upright and headed for the door. Oddly, it seemed further away this time. Maybe the room was bigger. No, how could that be? I was drunk, that was all. Or the wine and the painkillers were mixing. My head spun pleasantly, not helping my balance in the least. I debated to wisdom of returning to the sofa, but the thought of Alpine-chilled ice cream intrigued me.  
 
    I managed to reach the door without falling. The warm light that flooded past me contrasted sharply with the stark monochromatic Alpine darkness, inky blackness above stark white. The plastic tub of ice cream was still there, surrounded by tiny footprints, no doubt made by inquisitive nocturnal critters. Using the door handle to steady myself, I bent to pick up the tub and was startled to see a different set of prints, much larger than the others. 
 
    They were human. They were barefoot. 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    I stared, unable to believe my eyes. The bare feet were larger than my own, and could only have been made by one person, one man. 
 
    Ashley. 
 
    But why the hell would he go outside without any boots on his feet? I extended my injured foot, not wanting to put my weight on it, and placed my foot inside the first print. It was half as big again. No doubt, whatsoever. 
 
    “Ashley?” I called. My worst fear was that he might by lying out in the cold, unable to move or call out to me. “Ashley, are you out there?” Only the soft crackling sounds of a sub-zero night answered my calls. Nervous, I moved back inside, wondering what to do next. The cold wasn’t helping my leg, neither was hobbling about on it. I closed the door, but left it unbolted, in case Ashley returned. What had happened to him? 
 
    I returned to the sofa and huddled beneath the blanket, cradling the glass of wine. I’d completely forgotten the ice cream, having  lost the urge. Maybe this barefoot walking was a regular thing for him. Maybe he did it every night. Why should he face any problems tonight? 
 
    It was still a weird thing to do, but if he lived out here alone, he was well aware of the dangers. I could only hope he didn’t come to any harm, because I would be in a whole load of trouble if he disappeared.  
 
    “Stop worrying, April. He’ll be fine.” 
 
    The distant howl of a wolf shattered my optimism. I groaned. One more thing to worry about, being eaten by wolves. Great. Now I would be up all night fretting. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    I woke up with a sudden start, disoriented and in a panic. The snow had been crushing me, pressing down hard, stopping my breathing. But someone had been digging down, scratching at the snow, until the dim whiteness brightened.  I dared to hope someone would find me. They must have known I was there, or why would they be digging right above where I lay? I tried to be patient, but the snow pressed in on me, stoking my fears. The scrabbling noise grew louder, and closer. I didn’t know what my rescuer was using, but it was quick. The light grew stronger, dazzling me. The snow above my face vanished. Scrabbling paws tore open a hole. Daylight flooded in. 
 
    And a huge wolf stared down at me. 
 
    “No, no, what? Get away, get away!” I lashed out with my arms, but connected with nothing. I pressed myself back, trying to escape the creature, but when my eyes snapped open, the snow was gone.  
 
    The room was empty. 
 
    Breathless and shaking, I stared around, putting the pieces together. The avalanche had been real. I’d been swept away, buried, but I remembered nothing of my rescue. The distorted dream had come from my imagination, surely, unless a rescue team had used a search dog to dig me out. 
 
    But if that was the case, where were they? Why was I in an isolated lodge, with I-walk-barefoot-in-the-snow Ashley? 
 
    No, the dream must have come from some depraved imaginings of my brain, because it had ended, not with a wolf looming over me, but with a naked man.  
 
    “What the fuck was in that wine?” I asked the silent room. Maybe it was unfair to blame the alcohol. I should be blaming Ashley for plying me with painkillers, then leaving strong wine within my reach. Or I could have shown more self-restraint. I was supposed to be a responsible adult, after all. 
 
    “But why a naked man?” I mumbled as I drifted back to sleep. “Why a wolf?” 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Something was pressing down on me. I woke in a panic, as I had before. This time there had been no wolf, and no naked men. Just the weight of something on my injured leg. I forced my eyes open and tried to get my bearings. I was on the sofa, covered by a blanket. The light was poor, as the fire had died to a glowing pile of embers. The windows were pale squares of pre-dawn light, barely visible against the dark walls. 
 
    But I was able to make out the form of a man, his skin shining with perspiration even in the low light. I stared, disbelieving the evidence before my own eyes. He wore no shirt. His back, shoulders and chest were bare.  I couldn’t see if he was wearing anything at all. Shit! Was he naked? I wanted to slide away from this latest nightmare but his weight, no his hands, were on my bad leg, placed on either side of the injury. Surprisingly, it didn’t hurt, when I should have been in agony. That proved it was a dream, didn’t it? In which case, nothing mattered.  
 
    Nothing was real.  
 
    Intrigued, I reached out a hand to the nearest perspiring shoulder. It was strong, and hotter than I expected. The owner lifted his focus from my leg and peered at me, a surprised expression on his face.  
 
    “You’re awake?” Naturally, he looked like Ashley.   
 
    “I suppose I must be,” I said in a soft murmur. “What were you doing to my leg?” 
 
    “I was trying to help you heal.” 
 
    “By lying on it?” 
 
    “By focusing upon it.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Why not?” If my dream wanted to be cryptic, then fine. Curious as to what else might happen, I rubbed his shoulder and dared to ask the question. 
 
    “Are you naked?” 
 
    He smiled. “I neglected to don my shirt, but otherwise I am clothed.” 
 
    “Aw,” I said with a small pout. “Pity.” 
 
    His laugh was soft. “You should go back to sleep. The healing requires a great deal of rest, for both of us.” He started to rise, but I grabbed his wrist. 
 
    “Please don’t leave. I’m lonely. And I was scared.” 
 
    “You have no need to be afraid. The chalet is secure.” 
 
    “But you weren’t here. I was alone.” 
 
    He leaned over and kissed my forehead. “You are alone no longer. Sleep well.” 
 
    I sighed happily as his lips touched my skin. My hands rose to cup his shoulders. I wanted to pull him closer, but he slid out of my light grip without effort. 
 
    “Don’t leave.” 
 
    “You must sleep.” 
 
    “Stay here and keep me warm,” I pleaded. 
 
    “I cannot. It would be…” he inhaled deeply. 
 
    “Nice?” 
 
    “Dangerous.” 
 
    “Why? Because I’m naked?” Indulging in the fantasy, I threw the cover aside, revealing my body to him. 
 
    “April…” he groaned. 
 
    “Lie with me,” I said again. “Please. Keep me warm.” 
 
    He sighed. “I shall put a shirt on first.” 
 
    “You don’t have to.” 
 
    “You should dress also.” 
 
    “Don’t be such a spoilsport.” 
 
    “This is inappropriate. You are affected by the drugs.” 
 
    “Drugs, shmugs,” I scoffed. “Get into bed with me. Let me put my arms around your big, strong body.” I stretched out my arms and wriggled my fingers, beckoning him. 
 
    “I will lie on top of the covers, no closer.” 
 
    “You’re no fun.” I pouted. “Are you worried I might take advantage of you?” 
 
    “The opposite is likely, April. You should not tempt me.” 
 
    “Oh? So you’re tempted?” 
 
    He glanced at the windows. “This is most difficult,” he muttered. 
 
    “It’s not difficult. Get into bed with me. Hold me. Put your big hands all over my body.” As I spoke, I caught my lip between my teeth. I hadn’t intended to be so forward.  But then, it was only a dream, wasn’t it? Everything was a figment of my imagination, including the bulge in the front of his pants. Before he could react, I’d sat up and grabbed hold of him, gasping at his hardness. He jumped back out of my reach. 
 
    “No, no. This is too much.” 
 
    “Oh, hell” I lay back, disappointed that my own figment had blown me out. No dream-sex for me tonight. So I spread my legs and slid my finger across my moist lips. Ashley groaned and pressed a hand to his face as I circled my fingers. Small wet sounds reached my ears. 
 
    “April, please. You must stop this.” 
 
    “No. You have to stay and watch me come.” 
 
    “I have to do no such thing. I’m leaving.” 
 
    “Please?” I’d pushed him too far. 
 
    “Why?” He seemed angry that I should want him to play. Why was this man of my dreams being so stubborn? Maybe I needed to try harder. I slipped a finger inside me, then another. 
 
    “You’re not even tempted? “ 
 
    “Of course I’m tempted!” he snapped. 
 
    “Then give into it. Come down here and play with me.” This fantasy business was proving difficult. Why wouldn’t he just play? His eyes went to my pussy, which was deliciously slippery. Abandoning any pretence, I rolled my hips as I fingered myself, pushing out my lips into a pout. My breath hissed through my clenched teeth. I was hot for some fun, and I wanted Ashley—dream Ashley, at least—to help me play. 
 
    He stepped toward me, and I grinned. “Come get me.” I spread my legs a little further. But it was too much. Ashley spun on his heel and hurried out of the room. 
 
    “What? Nooo…” Why did my fantasy refuse to cooperate? Crushed, I pulled out my fingers, but kept circling my clit, in case he changed his mind. I wanted to be ready for him, because there was no way he could resist me. 
 
    Except he did.  
 
    I kept myself hot for as long as could keep my eyes open. I didn’t get as far as an orgasm, but I was aching for someone to touch me, to satisfy me. I drifted toward sleep with my legs still spread, and the blanket on the floor beside me. It was only in the last few seconds, that it occurred to me; I might not be in a fantasy after all. The horrified thought made me snatch up the blanket and cover myself, too late to salvage my dignity. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    When I next woke, the sun was spearing into the chalet, drawing dazzling squares on the floor. My face burned as I recalled the events of the early morning. The moment I heard Ashley moving around, I pulled the blanket over my head and hid my stupid, slutty face. 
 
    When he tried to ease it away, I held it tightly, shaking my head. 
 
    “Leave me alone.” 
 
    “You have nothing to be ashamed of, April.” 
 
    “Did you get amnesia? Did you forget what a stupid little slut I was last night?” I pulled harder at the blanket. 
 
    “One of the listed side effects of the pain killer I injected is vasodilation, dilation of the capillaries.” 
 
    “It doesn’t mean I get to act like a whore.” 
 
    “You weren’t in control. Your body became unusually sensitive, and desired physical contact.” 
 
    “I’m so embarrassed. I can’t look you in the eye.” 
 
    “It wasn’t your fault.” He tried to ease the blanket from my head, but I clung to it. I’d tried to entice him into my arms. I’d spread my legs and begged him to touch me. There was no excuse for the way I’d behaved. 
 
     “Okay,” he said at last. His grip on the blanket eased. “I will cook breakfast. Perhaps hunger will persuade you into the open.” 
 
    “I’m never coming out of here. Please call a helicopter, or a sled team to take me away.” 
 
    “I give you ten minutes.” 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    He was right, damn him. Once the smell of bacon reached me, I struggled to stay on the sofa. The blanket slid from my head and I inhaled deeply, relishing the wonderful aroma. I groaned. What was a girl supposed to do?  
 
    I resisted for another sixty seconds before giving in. Still feeling sheepish, I put my feet on the floor and dressed as quickly as I could, staying as low as possible. Not that it mattered, really. He’d seen everything I had to offer. And offer it I had, in spades. My cheeks burned at the memory. But the fact he’d been so dismissive of my outrageous behavior gave me some comfort. Plus he’d been strong enough to resist me, whereas I’d given into my sexual urges and offered myself to him on a plate. God knows what would have happened if his resolve had crumbled. We’d have been at it like rabbits, most likely. 
 
    “Ah, the sleeper has awakened.” 
 
    “Don’t,” I murmured. “I feel terrible.” 
 
    “You have the headache?” 
 
    “No. I have the humiliation.” 
 
    “I do not. I have already explained—” 
 
    “It was the drugs, yes. I remember. I still wish it had never happened.” 
 
    “Think nothing of it. I have experienced such erratic behavior in the past.” 
 
    “You should have slapped me.”   
 
    “This would have been improper.” 
 
    “Not as improper as the things I did.” 
 
    “Sit down. Put it from your mind.” He laid a plate of bacon, eggs and mushrooms in front of me. 
 
    “That looks delicious.” 
 
    “Then you should eat, before it goes cold.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    Ashley made no mention of my lewd antics, not even as a joke. I was hugely grateful. But something he’d said had circled my mind, orbiting my curiosity neuron, swooping past to tease my mind with half-remembered facts. Finally, I could stand it no longer. 
 
    “When I woke up…” I toyed with the last piece of bacon, skiing it over spilt egg yolk. 
 
    “Yes?” he said slowly, as if he’d been expecting my query. 
 
    “You were touching my leg. Your hands…” 
 
    “I hope you do not think my methods inappropriate, Mademoiselle.” 
 
    I stared openly. “Hang on. I was behaving like a cheap slut, and you’re worried about a little hands-on healing?” 
 
    He shrugged one shoulder. “I wish you to understand that I was touching you in order to heal you, not from lust or desire.” 
 
    “I have no problem with you touching me in the name of medicine. I mean, you catheterized me. It doesn’t get much more intimate than that.” 
 
    “You should understand—” 
 
    I cut him off. “I want to know how you were healing me.”  
 
    “How I was healing you?” 
 
    “Yeah, buster. How is it you’re able to heal using only your hands?” 
 
    He smiled and his eyes became distant. “I have always suspected latent power within me. When animals fall and are helpless, in my arms they find new energy.” 
 
    “Maybe they were stunned? And then they recovered?” 
 
    Ashley shook his head. “In the forest, I have seen small animals eviscerated, or with broken limbs, breathing their last. I bring them here, or lie with them in my arms, and a miracle takes place.” 
 
    “They recover?” 
 
    “I am unable to explain this. To a doctor, or a scientist, it makes no sense. And yet, it happens.” 
 
    And yet, something made sense. If Ashley imagined himself to be a miracle healer, some forest magi, the naked footprints in the snow would be completely in character. Of course he would want to be in contact with Mother Earth, even if he got frostbite in the process.  
 
    “You think me crazy?” He smiled from one side of his mouth. Of course he was crazy, imagining he could heal with his hands. But it was a harmless kind of crazy, a benign nuttiness that would harm no one. 
 
    “Not as crazy as me on drugs.” I patted his arm and he smiled properly. “But my leg isn’t as painful this morning. Did you give me another injection after our…adventure?” 
 
    “Now that you are awake, I would not administer to you without permission. Especially considering the side-effects.” 
 
    “Yeah. Wouldn’t want that to happen again.” So I wouldn’t have to look at him, I cleared the last of the breakfast from my plate. As I did so, more questions surfaced. We both spoke at the same time. 
 
    “Are you finished? Would you like more?” 
 
    “What made you try to heal? Why not leave the animal in the forest? It’s nature, after all.” 
 
    “Because I was the one who caused the injury.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “Right.” 
 
    “I had no memory of causing the wound. But when I stumbled upon the doe a little later, I instantly knew it was my fault.” 
 
    “You knew? How?” But he ignored me, lost in the memory. 
 
    “My guilt was enormous. Seeing the doe in such pain. She was wailing, crying almost.” 
 
    “But how—” 
 
    “I was compelled to hold her, to ease her death in any way I could.” He pressed his elbows to the table, and leaned his forehead against his clasped hands. 
 
    “Empathy?” 
 
    “Mm-hmm.” His voice was high, and tight. 
 
    “What was wrong with her?” 
 
    “The skin, it was torn. Her leg, broken.” He raised his head and touched his throat. “There were cuts here.” 
 
    “Did you hit her with a car? No, wait. You don’t drive.” 
 
    “I remember nothing. But she was injured by me. Of this, I am certain.” 
 
    “So you held her. Then what?” 
 
    “I wept for the pain I had caused.” 
 
    I rubbed his arm as he wept. Ashley was bonkers, I had no doubt. But he obviously cared deeply for forest creatures, whatever had injured them. The attack sounded more like that of a wildcat, or a wolf. 
 
    “I heard a wolf out there. Last night.” 
 
    He turned to consider me. “You should not have been outdoors.” 
 
    “Says the man who left ice cream in the outdoor freezer.” 
 
    “It was remiss of me.” 
 
    “Why were you walking barefoot in the snow?” 
 
    “It is my way. It is how I truly become myself.” 
 
    “Okay, sure. I get that. The wild man of the forest.” 
 
    He gave me a strange look. “Is that how you imagine me?” 
 
    “I don’t know enough about you yet. Tell me about the doe. What happened to her?” 
 
    “I held her the entire day, stroking and soothing her until her trembling ceased. I thought she was succumbing to the darkness, accepting her fate, until she tried to stand.” 
 
    “She stood up? I thought she had a broken leg!” 
 
    “So I believed. And injuries to her throat. But when she broke free from my arms, I saw none of these injuries.” 
 
    “She was fully healed? Within the same day?” 
 
    “Half a day. It was not yet nightfall when she escaped me.” 
 
    “That’s…very strange.” 
 
    “Indeed. So when the opportunity of other injured creatures presented themselves to me, I repeated the experiment.” 
 
    “And you healed them?” 
 
    “Alas, no. They died.” 
 
    “Oh. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “With the doe, I experienced guilt, a determination to put things right. My emotions were strong.” 
 
    “But not with the other animals?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Their plight was not my doing. I felt no urge to make amends.” 
 
    “But you tried to help me. The avalanche wasn’t your fault, so why—” 
 
    “With later animals, I improved my skill. I drew upon the pain, and determination I had felt when holding the doe.” 
 
    “It worked?” 
 
    “I was moderately successful. Many of the animals lived. I was finally able to make amends.” 
 
    “Amends? For what?” 
 
    His eyes widened, as if he’d been caught off guard. “Ah…for injuring the doe.” 
 
    I watched him carefully, not pressing the point, but suddenly unsure of his nature. Was he a reformed serial killer? A worker in an abattoir?    
 
    “So when I found you, I wondered if my gift would work on a human patient.” 
 
    “How did you find me, exactly?” 
 
    “Your…ah…leg was visible. I was able to dig you out.” 
 
    “Lucky for me.” 
 
    “Yes. You were fortunate.” 
 
    “It definitely feels better today.” I flexed my knee, raising my splinted lower leg.  
 
    “Perhaps it has healed.” 
 
    “I was walking on it last night.” 
 
    “Then it is healing well.” 
 
    “After only ten days? That would be incredible. Maybe I could take a look at it.” 
 
    “No. Not yet,” he said quickly. “Give it more time. Remember, you must walk to Chamonix. Perhaps another day or two, yes?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “You agree?” 
 
    “I said okay. I won’t push it.” 
 
    “Good. Then you can stay and enjoy my coffee.” 
 
    “Sure.” His sudden insistence had alarmed me. And the miraculous healing story had been touching, but fantastical. I began to wonder if the whole ‘broken leg’ thing was a sham, a pretense to keep me here. But why? If he’d wanted to keep me hostage, he could have pumped me full of drugs. If I was to be a sex slave, he wouldn’t have resisted my antics in the early hours of this morning. So what was his agenda? Don’t go outside after dark, even though I’m outside in my bare feet. There was another oddity. And if it was such a long trek to Chamonix, why were his food cupboards so well-stocked? I’d heard no dogs, so he had no sled. 
 
    Something was amiss. 
 
    We moved onto coffee, relaxing in front of the hearth, which he coaxed into life with a handful of well-placed logs. We chatted about my home, my family, and then about his former life as a doctor, before he gave it all up, he said, to live in the unspoiled wilderness.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    I woke with a sudden start. Ashley was standing by the door, frowning. He was dressed for outdoors, complete with boots. A small backpack with long, looping straps hung from one hand. His other hand was pulling the door open. The windows sent gray light into the room, from a sky heavy with cloud. 
 
    “What? Where?” I muttered, stretching so hard, my joints clicked.  
 
    “Hush,” he said. “You should rest.” 
 
    “I’m done resting. Where are you going?” 
 
    “Ah…I need to cut more wood.” 
 
    I glanced at the well-stocked hearth and the stack of logs beside it. “Really?” 
 
    “A storm is coming.” He nodded toward the window. “Can you not see?” 
 
    “And this is relevant because?” 
 
    “Because if it persists, I cannot cut wood in a blizzard. This is not the city, April Depardieu. Out here, we must prepare.” 
 
    “Okay, okay. I was only asking.” 
 
    “The fire is low. You should retire to bed.” 
 
    “Or I could put some more wood on?” 
 
    “Are you an expert in this matter?” 
 
    “No, but—” How hard could it be? 
 
    “Then please…” He glanced out the door. “You should retire to bed. Healing is exhausting.” 
 
    He was right about that. Something was taking its toll on me. Unless I’d developed narcolepsy. Somehow I’d slept most of the day away, and my eyes were drooping again. Had he drugged my coffee? 
 
    “I will return shortly.” 
 
    “All right.” I yawned furiously. “I won’t wait up.” I stood, oriented myself, and then headed for the bedroom. Behind me, the door closed and the faint sound of crunching snow faded away to nothing. I didn’t know how long Ashley might be, but he was dressed for a good spell outdoors. Time to investigate what was going on beneath my bandages.  
 
    My leg was surprisingly pain-free, which was inconsistent for a broken tibia, or fibula. Once inside the bedroom, I sat on the bed, and unfastened the surgical tape holding the bandage in place. I wanted to see what was happening under there. Although I was splinted, no plaster covered my leg, only bandages, which seemed strange. I lifted my leg and spun off the bandage, yards of it, until it lay in an untidy heap on the floor. A thick surgical stocking enclosed my leg, protecting it from irritation by the bandages. Gingerly, I pushed down the stocking to reveal pale, puffy skin. Bruises and scratches, still scabbing, appeared. Then, below the knee, a mess of black and blue spread down my leg, evidence of recent trauma. Aches and pains jabbed at my nerves. And then, something I never expected to see. A cold chill crept up my spine as I finally uncovered my leg. 
 
    Bite marks. Several sets of them.  
 
    My leg hadn’t been broken, it had been bitten. 
 
    Ashley had a lot of explaining to do. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    I stayed awake for as long as I could, watching the front door keenly, prepared to confront Ashley the moment he stepped inside. But fatigue overwhelmed me, and I drifted into a deep sleep. Memories of my accident rushed at me. I was enveloped in cold, crushing snow. Darkness cocooned me, depriving me of all sensation except a deep, biting cold. 
 
    And then a narrow point of light appeared overhead, growing larger by the second. A dark muzzle pushed through and pointed directly at me. A search dog, I presumed, one of the many who were trained to seek out buried climbers in the treacherous mountains. 
 
    Without warning, I was turned upside down and dragged into the bright, dazzling air. After the relative shelter of my snow-hole, the air was biting and sharp. I turned to look at the search dog, but it had vanished. Instead, an unashamedly naked Ashley crouched at my side.  I was startled to see I was naked too. 
 
    “What…where?” I tried to cover myself but I didn’t have enough hands. Something was always on show. 
 
    “Relax,” he said with a smile. “You are no longer in danger.” 
 
    “But my leg…”  My injured limb was missing completely, all the way to my naked hip. 
 
    “I have it in my chalet. We should go there.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said, not thinking his suggestion was strange. In this place, it seemed perfectly normal. He scooped me up as if I weighed nothing, then walked easily across the crust of the deep snow. 
 
    The chalet appeared in no time at all. Just as quickly, Ashley was laying me down on the sofa. My leg had reappeared, although the remains of bandages fluttered from my calf. 
 
    And I was no longer naked. I wore a bra and t-shirt, plus panties. When I blinked, Ashley had vanished, and the front door had closed. I glanced around the cold room, then down at my own body. The bite marks were still apparent beneath the pressure marks of the absent bandages. Was I awake, then? Or was I still dreaming? 
 
    A shuffling sound from beyond the door alerted me to a presence. Ashley was back! I scrambled to my feet, dragging the blanket with me. I flung open the door, ready to demand answers from my rescuer. 
 
    A large gray wolf stared back at me, its eyes wide. His haunches dropped, as if he was preparing to run, or leap at me.  
 
    But I reacted faster than I believed was possible. The door slammed shut and I pressed my back against it, breathing quickly. 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit!” My fingers fumbled at the ice-cold shoot bolt, pushing it into place and securing the door against the creature. But now I was trapped. 
 
    I laughed at my own foolish thinking. I wasn’t trapped, I was safe. I hadn’t planned to venture out any time soon, although the nature of my injury had changed, which meant I was probably able to walk to Chamonix. The anger returned. Why had Ashley lied to me about my leg? Why had he said it was broken, and not that I’d been attacked by a wolf? 
 
    What if this was the same wolf, returning to complete the job? Could it have tracked me to the chalet? It was possible, I supposed. 
 
    Despite the secure bolt, I remained pressed against the door for a long moment, considering my situation. It occurred to me that I was not the one who was trapped. I was safe. Ashley was the one who was trapped, outside. He wouldn’t be able to return until the way was clear.  
 
    My anger shifted into worry, both for him and myself. Perhaps it was selfish of me to be concerned for my own future, but it was natural, wasn’t it? I tried to console myself with the knowledge that he’d lived in the wild for years, and had most likely dealt with the situation before. But still… 
 
    I moved away from the door and peered out, pressing my cheek against the cold glass so I could see the door. I wanted to see if I was still in danger. 
 
    I wasn’t. 
 
    The wolf had gone. 
 
    In his place, a naked Ashley was struggling to pull on a pair of pants. Beside him, his backpack lay open, and various items of clothing spilled out onto the snow. I noted a checked shirt, socks and a woollen hat. 
 
    When he saw me looking, his eyes widened, and his frantic attempts to dress ceased. He sagged in defeat, obviously disappointed he’d been caught in the act. When I cocked my head, he indicated the locked door with his hand. 
 
    For a brief moment, I considered leaving him out there. But whatever his reasons for walking naked in the snow, there was still a wolf out there. The danger remained. I hurried across and released the bolt. The door swung open and he hurried inside, clutching his untidy backpack against his naked body. I noted the socks which he’d left on the step, and wondered if it was safe enough to retrieve them. 
 
    That was when I noticed the prints…or the lack of them. Wolf-prints led up to the door, but none led away. Neither was there any sign of naked human footprints leading through the snow to the door. 
 
    “It’s not possible.” I moved out beyond the doorway and looked closer. The evidence was clear. The only thing was, it didn’t make any sense. 
 
    Unless Ashley was a lycanthrope.  
 
    “No, no, no,” I muttered. “There has to be another explanation.” 
 
    “The only explanation,” Ashley said quietly, “is the obvious one.” 
 
    “But it’s not possible.” 
 
    “It’s not only possible, it’s true.” 
 
    I stared, knowing the facts supported the idea. If Ashley was able to turn into a wolf, it would explain the disjointed footprints, his ability to withstand the cold, and his peculiar naked trips into the wild. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Ashley pressed a hand to his bare chest. “Listen to your heart, April. What does it tell you?” 
 
    “That I’m standing in the alps, in sub-zero conditions, with a naked man?” 
 
    He moved closer. I trembled with a mixture of excitement and fear. When he reached past me, I tensed, uncertain of my own feelings. His hand touched the door, then pushed it closed. When it banged into the frame, I jumped with fright. 
 
    “There are some things which cannot be explained by normal means.” 
 
    “It’s too…incredible to believe.” 
 
    “You wish me to demonstrate?” 
 
    I pressed both hands to my mouth. “I…don’t know.” If Ashley was capable of proving his ability to transform, I’d have no choice but to believe. Until then, I could still dismiss the idea as nonsense. But the opportunity to witness the truth might never present itself again. I would spend the rest of my life wondering. For my own sanity, I needed to take a final step into the unknown, into the incredible. 
 
    Or prove he was deluded. 
 
    “Show me,” I said, then moved back.    
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    I wasn’t exactly sure what I expected to see. So many badly-made movies had tried to portray shifting, and so many had failed abysmally; from awkward stop-motion, to rubber-skinned animatronics, they’d all been ghastly. 
 
    Ashley’s transformation from naked male, to furry gray wolf was astonishing…and beautiful. The moment I spoke, a warm glow surrounded him; subtle, shifting streaks of silver skittered across his skin from head to toe, turning him into a kinetic sculpture. His muscular limbs thinned, and his chest expanded. He smiled one last time, and I caught sight of his lengthening canines. The lower part of Ashley’s face pushed forward, forming a muzzle. His ears slid up the sides of his head and gained pointed tips. The silver streaks continued to dance around him, almost completely hiding the thick fur which sprang from his skin. 
 
    Finally, he dropped forward onto all fours, and I caught sight of his generous tail, which swung from side to side in a lazy manner. The silver lightning faded away, to reveal a handsome gray wolf. He dropped his shoulders, stretched out his front paws and yawned deeply, then leaned forward to stretch his back legs. 
 
    “Ashley?” I dared to ask. He barked once, and left his jaw hanging open His teeth were exposed in what I hoped was a smile. I hoped he would remember that I was someone he’d been taking care of, and not something to eat. I tensed when he padded closer. His cold, black nose twitched as he sniffed my injured leg. Before I could wonder what he was doing, he began to lick the swollen limb, glancing up at me as he did so. Pieces of a puzzle fell into place. 
 
    “Did you bite my leg, Ashley?” He whimpered quietly, but continued to lick my skin. 
 
    “But why? Did you plan to eat me?” Immediately, he dropped his head. He opened his mouth and gently grasped my ankle, barely brushing the skin with his teeth. When he tugged, it was enough to compromise my balance. I staggered, but managed to remain upright. He tugged again, pulling me toward the sofa. Another piece of the puzzle clicked home. 
 
    “Did you pull me out of the snow?” I asked. He glanced up at me, his tongue lolling from the side of his mouth. I guessed again. “You had such a firm grip on my leg, you bit into me, didn’t you?” Ashley offered me a paw, then sniffed my leg again. 
 
    “You didn’t mean to hurt me at all, did you?” I asked. Ashley pressed his head to my thigh and whimpered quietly. I smiled and stroked the soft fur on the top of his neck. 
 
     “I forgive you, Ashley. You pulled me out from under the snow. You probably saved my life.” Ashley looked up at me and made a sound which sound oddly like ‘huh?’ I laughed. “Okay, you did save my life. Thank you.” I dropped into a crouch and slid my arms around him. He pressed his head against my neck, and we snuggled; me in my t-shirt and panties, him naked but for a luxuriant fur coat. 
 
    As lovely as it was, within a minute I wanted more. It was true that I was hugging the creature who had saved my life, but more than a hug was needed here. I wanted to kiss him, and I couldn’t kiss a wolf. 
 
    “Change back, Ashley,” I said softly. “I want to thank you properly.” 
 
    The wolf wriggled his way out of my grasp, then backed away. I straightened up and drank in the glorious sight of a large gray wolf surrounded by a cloud of swirling silver threads. Ashley rose to stand upright as his human form adjusted itself, gaining muscle and stature. Even before the transformation was complete, I moved toward him, taking hold of his hands and pressing my lips to his. A delicious buzz sent tingles through my body as the last of the changes reshaped him. It was akin to holding a human-sized vibrator.  
 
    His powerful arms enfolded me and he returned the kiss eagerly. I sighed and molded my body against his, even lifting a foot so I could press closer. His arousal pressed against my tummy, swelling with each second. I reached down and curled my fingers around it, and was rewarded with a long groan. His hands slid down onto my butt, squeezing the cheeks firmly and sending a flush of warmth through my lower body. My mouth opened and our tongues danced. His skin was hot against mine, unusually hot. I put it down to his wolf genes. I’d expected the heat and the buzz of transformation to fade once he’d regained his human form, but something remained, something exciting. Subtle vibrations sent thrills through my nipples, my hands and through my pelvis. 
 
    My heart thumped with excitement, my breathing quickened. I was a trembling, over-excited mess, and there was but a single cure for such a condition. 
 
    “Make love to me, Ashley,” I whispered. Immediately, I was lifted into the air and carried to his bedroom, where his big bed awaited me. I trembled as he sat me down, then carefully pulled off my t-shirt. I reached back to unhook my bra, but his hands were already there. In a moment I was topless. A single large hand eased me onto my back, then joined its partner to pull off my panties. As cool air touched my moist lips, the sight of his rising erection made me shiver with trepidation. I hadn’t had sex for a long time so I was out of practice. And he was big.  
 
    But I was wet, and aching for him. Something would work out, I was sure. And it did. Very quickly. Ashley must have been desperately eager for me, because without preamble, he lowered his body onto mine, and immediately began stroking between my lips with his swollen cock-head. I threw back my head and moaned quietly. 
 
    “Too soon?” He asked quietly. 
 
    “No, no. Please…take me. I need you.” My entire body was tensed and aching for his touch. He eased into me, a small noise like a whimper escaped my throat. 
 
    “More…please…ohhh.” He slid carefully into me, eased by my plentiful wetness. But he felt so damn big, and it took a long moment of groaning and writhing to accommodate him. I clutched his upper arms tightly, alternately throwing back my head, then looking him in the eye as he pushed deeper, withdrawing a little before moving in a little further. He told me later that my expression was pleading, as if I was begging him not to hurt me. Maybe I was, but it was worth it to feel him push fully into me. His body pressed against mine and we lay there, smiling at our achievement. 
 
    And then we fucked, gently at first, but with a rising tempo as I begged him for more speed and a firmer thrust. His plunging cock drove the air from my chest, which emerged as loud cries; we filled the room with slapping sounds as our bodies collided. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him even deeper into me, and then used my fingers to claw at my breasts, driving me over the edge into a breathless, muscle-tensing orgasm. 
 
      “Fuck…amazing…holy…fuck…love it!” I managed. Ashley smiled as he continued to stroke my passage with his cock, but at a much slower pace. It was heavenly, but I needed him hard and fast again. When I begged, he obliged, fucking me as hard as I could take until I came again. I pressed my lips hard together and squealed through my nose for a moment, before my breath exploded from my mouth as a deep, primal growl of satisfaction. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, yes. Fuck…yes…” 
 
    “You’re amazing, April,” he said softly. I love the way you feel around me.” 
 
    I wrapped my arms around his neck. “I love the way you feel inside me.” 
 
    “I want to help you come again.” 
 
    “Mmm…” I kissed him. “And I want you to come for me just not inside me, okay?” 
 
    “You’re not taking anything for protection?” 
 
    “Uh-uh.” 
 
    “Then I might make a mess on your beautiful soft skin.” 
 
    I grinned. “Let me worry about that. Make love to me some more.” 
 
    My third orgasm gave me cramps in my toes, they curled up so tightly, but I managed not to slow Ashley down. He was fucking eagerly now, having found his perfect rhythm. His breathing was loud in my ear and against my shoulder as he clung to me, thrusting hard as aftershocks rippled through my body. His arms had slid beneath my shoulders and he held tight as his rising groan signalled his approaching orgasm. 
 
    “Come for me, baby,” I urged. I gripped his hard buttocks tightly, stinging him with my nails as he hammered against me. 
 
    “So close…” he whispered. “So damn close.” 
 
    “I want to see you come, baby. I want to watch you come all over me.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck…” 
 
    “Fuck me until you come. Fuck me then show me how you come onto my body.” 
 
    He pulled out an instant later, scrambling to lift himself off me as the critical moment arrived. I looked down to see his erection, slippery with my wetness appear above my intimate patch of hair. The first spurt exploded at me, hitting my chin and neck. I squealed at the unexpected force of the hot liquid. The second jet splattered across my breasts. I laughed with delight and reached up to stroke Ashley’s tense face as he groaned deeply. His entire body convulsed as he came again, spreading the thick liquid across my tummy. 
 
    “Oh, baby, that looks so intense.” 
 
    “Fuck…” he groaned, nodding. His eyes were tightly closed as he squirted again, this time just above my patch of hair. A thick trickle of white oozed from the swollen head as he shuddered. His chest heaved with the effort. 
 
    “Wow…wow…” 
 
    “That was amazing.” I brushed his lips with a finger. I’d never had a man come over me before. I’d always encouraged them to come inside me. I loved the feeling of their cock swelling as they came, and the rush of liquid heat. But that was when I had access to a morning-after pill. Unfortunately, there were no pharmacies up here in the mountains. But I loved the slickness of his cum all over my chest. I spread it across my breasts and over my erect nipples, enjoying the sensation immensely. Of course, it would soon dry to stickiness, but for now, it was warm and slippery. 
 
    I expected Ashley to rise to his knees, but he surprised me by lying on top of me. 
 
    “You’re getting all sticky, baby. You’re lying in your own cum.” 
 
    He grinned and kissed me. “Perfect excuse to shower together.” 
 
    “Oh? Well, in that case.” I wrapped my arms around him and spread his own stickiness across his back. We laughed and kissed deeply, murmuring our happiness into each other’s mouths. 
 
    I never wanted to leave this place of peace and solitude, not even after my leg healed. I’d found someone I could love, a true free spirit of the wilderness, and an animal lover too.  
 
    The fact he could turn himself into a wolf? It simply added to his perfection. And the buzz I got from holding him was the icing on the cake. 
 
    I’d found my happy ever after. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Interview with an Alien 
 
      
 
    Gillian checked her reflection one last time before driving out for the interview. She felt she had to look both attractive as well as professional. She wore a blue pants suit with a white silk top underneath, highlighting her bust size without being obvious about it. It was her only tailored suit so it was made to fit her voluptuous size. She was a tall woman, five foot ten, with wide hips and large chest. Due to her height and other attributes, her chubby waist was not as noticeable and the suit helped, she thought.  
 
    Her blond hair was past her shoulders and she had it pinned up on the sides. A lot of journalists liked to tie it up or back completely but with her plump, heart-shaped face it looked better the way she had it. Her blue eyes were clear and bright and she used little make-up, glad she had a good complexion so she could get away with that. She hated make-up.  
 
    Satisfied, she gathered up her interview bag and went down to her car and began the drive out to the athlete’s ranch. She was still in shock she had been chosen for the job. Marcus London was the hottest running back in the NFL. Off season, he never did interviews and when he did, it was quick and fluff. She always put in for interviews with everybody, but her magazine was not Sports Illustrated. Athletes Monthly was a low key, more in-depth magazine and it was harder for them to get the big interviews. So when she got the call, she and her editor were over the moon. 
 
    Social media was going nuts, because he was not doing any other interviews. It was her big break and she intended to make the most of it. Out of all of the people who put in the request, she was picked and London’s manager had said she was his personal choice. No television networks or other magazines were getting a shot, just her, Gillian Johnson. 
 
    She pulled up to the ranch out in the middle of the desert and stopped at the gate. She rolled her window down and pressed the button on the gate box. The dry heat rolled into her air conditioned car. A green light blinked and the gate slowly opened for her. She drove her little Celica through the gates and followed the drive. Gillian took deep breaths to help her relax and not become too freaked out about the coming interview. It was hard because now she was on site and it was about to begin! 
 
    Gillian pulled up to the mansion where the steps went to the front door. She got out, grabbed her bag and as she did the front doors opened. A little man in a suit came out, smiled and waved, gesturing her up the steps. Even for early summer, it was hot out here in the Arizona desert, so going inside was a welcome idea. She shrugged her bag over her shoulder and went up the steps. 
 
    “Welcome, Miss Johnson. I am glad you could make it. Marcus is a huge fan of your work and if I may say so, I am as well. My name is Lawrence Kirkpatrick. I handle all of Mr. London’s appointments,” he said, offering his hand. She shook hands and went inside the huge place with him. It was the perfect cool temperature. Not too hot and not too cold, like the fairy tale, just right. 
 
    “It is good to meet you, Mr. Kirkpatrick. It is nice of you to say,” she responded. 
 
    “It is only the truth, my dear. This way, please. Mr. London is out back,” he advised and led Gillian down a wide hallway that appeared to pass through the center of the mansion. 
 
    “If I may say so Miss, your article on the dangers of concussions in the NFL was the first of the kind. Mr. London was very encouraged by it and believes you are the person who first brought it to light and made it something that people will discuss. He looks forward to talking about it with you,” Mr. Kirkpatrick told her. 
 
    “As do I. I am glad he liked it. Most people do not remember that I wrote that. I have come to find it amusing,” she told him.  
 
    Gillian was being honest. When the discussion became more mainstream, the credit was given to other, male, journalists. It had taken her awhile to get past being ignored like that. As she had told Kirkpatrick, these days she just thought it was amusing. Even more amusing was the fact that she was the one who got the extended interview with the reclusive running back. The hallway opened up into a wide living room area. The back wall was all glass with French doors in the exact middle. Beyond the doors was a long, covered patio and Marcus London sitting at a glass table.  
 
    The football player got to his feet with a smile. Kirkpatrick opened the doors and waved her out graciously. Gillian strode confidently over and shook hands with the big man. Marcus London was six foot three. He wore jogging shorts and an open button up shirt. His muscular chest was well tanned as was his handsome face. As always he had his tinted glasses and trademark, black, headband. While shaking hands, she could feel a physical attraction. His maleness was a draw to her, like a magnet to her body’s senses that she had not expected. It quickly passed and she managed to control her blushing and stay focused. 
 
    “It is good to meet you, Miss Johnson. I have been a fan for years. Actually since your first article for your college paper, Sports Journal, about the fame of college ball. I could tell you had a good grasp of your craft and your knowledge of the topic was excellent. Thank you for agreeing to do the interview,” he told her. She was surprised. She was usually the one thanking the subject. As she did then. 
 
    “You are welcome. I’m the one who should be thanking you, Marcus. I know you don’t do many interviews and I am glad to be here,” she told him honestly. He nodded and gestured to the table. Gillian sat and he poured her an iced tea and one for himself as she got out her notepad and voice recorder. She didn’t turn on the recorder or pick up her pad, not yet. 
 
    Gillian believed in taking a few minutes to speak with a subject to learn the flow and vocal tendencies so she had a better grasp of how they were saying something. She had found that it helped guide her questions and glean information she may not otherwise have known was there. 
 
    “Thank you for the tea. It is a beautiful home you have here Marcus. I must admit, I thought that out here, in the desert, was a strange place to want a house. Now that I’m here, I can see the attraction. The landscape is beautiful even with the sun's glare. You have managed to create a comfortable atmosphere in what some might call an uninhabitable space,” she told him. It was true. The covered porch kept the direct heat off of them and there was a breeze that came through, easing the heat just enough. 
 
    “Thank you, Gillian, may I call you Gillian?” She nodded and smiled. “I like open space. Unobstructed space you could say. When I was traveling through the desert some years ago, I knew it was where I would eventually settle. Even if I had not made it in the NFL, I would have ended up here somehow. It was inevitable,” he told her. She believed him. He was known as a person who got what he went after. Fortunately for her, so was she. 
 
    “Does it ever get lonely out here? It must be hard if you want to have a night out with your friends you have to travel so far to get there,” she said. Only realizing after the fact that asking if he got lonely, could be an awkward question to a single man from a single woman. She cursed herself inside for the mistake. She was better than that and wondered what was wrong with her. Suddenly the table shook for an instant and then stopped. Both of them looked around. 
 
    “Are there earthquakes in the desert?” She asked. 
 
    “Not here. That is very strange,” he said trailing off, looking across the porch to the sand and sagebrush. Gillian could see something approaching. She thought it was a bird and seemed to be moving fast. The table rocked and then the ground began trembling as it got closer very quickly. 
 
    “Shit, inside!” Marcus shouted, reaching to grab her hand and yanking her towards the door. Looking over her shoulder as they went she could see it was some kind of aircraft speeding towards them. In a brief instant, she could see a wave of something going into the ground below it and chunks of the earth were being kicked up. Gasping, she stumbled into the mansion and the door was shut and locked. Gillian faced the window, the craft roared closer and then screamed right overhead. The whole patio seemed to erupt from the ground and slammed against the glass. She cried out and jumped back, sure it would engulf them. 
 
      
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “That will not hold against a second pass Marcus. I suggest you go to the bunker,” said the butler Kirkpatrick. Gillian was looking wildly around trying to figure out what the hell was going on. Why didn’t the window shatter? 
 
    “You’re right Marcus. I will meet you there,” he said taking Gillian by the hand. 
 
    “I am very sorry for this interruption. You are about to learn more than I wanted to reveal but circumstances have forced my hand. We must get to safety, come,” he said and tugged her after him. She might have resisted but the mansion shook again and she found herself running down the wide hallway with the football star. She heard something like a faint explosion and a cloud of dust rolled past them, engulfing them so that she could not see and began coughing. 
 
    “This way!” She heard Marcus shout and was towed behind him through a door, then down some stairs. She heard a hissing and a heavy locking sound. The violent crashes that had followed them stopped and the air seemed to clear. Gillian coughed and whipped the dust from her watering eyes. 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” She demanded. When she was scared, she got angry. 
 
    “You’re not going to believe me, let’s go in here first. It is a long story, well maybe not long, but hard to believe and you will want to sit down,” he told her and she followed him through an airlock type door. She had seen similar in labs. On the other side, there was a large room with big couches and amenities on one side and a bank of computer screens on the other. The door hissed closed and Marcus walked over to the computer, turning things on. 
 
    “Can I get you anything Miss Johnson?” He asked her casually. 
 
    “Yeah, what the hell is going on? You can answer that,” she said firmly. He turned his head to look at her a moment before gesturing to her. She moved over next to him and he pointed to the screen. She could see his mansion as if from a distance and then could see one of those strange, triangular crafts coming at the house. As it went overhead, she saw the house collapse and then to her horror, her car exploded where it had sat in front of the house. She gasped out. 
 
    “Damn it. Do you know how much that cost me?” she fumed. 
 
    “Tell me about it. My house is gone,” he said in the same frustrated vein.  
 
    “Who are those guys?” Gillian asked. She held her fear back with anger. 
 
    “Hm, those guys? Those are what you would call aliens,” he said looking at his computer screens. She realized then that she did not recognize the language of the words or the letters on the keyboard.  
 
    Aliens, she thought. The guy was nuts, she told herself, but she had a feeling in the pit of her stomach that it was more than that. He turned to look at her and she realized his glasses were gone. His eyes sparkled and seemed to be whirling with purple flecks of light. She could not stop the question that came out of her. 
 
    “What are you?” She asked. 
 
    “I am an alien too,” he told her. She didn’t know what to say. She watched as he turned back to the computers and cursed under his breath. Frustrated with something, she saw him run his hand through his hair and pull his headband off. She was startled to see he had pointed ears. They were delicate and looked like a fantasy artist’s drawing of elf ears, beautiful, yet definitely not human. She watched as they twitched. He turned, noticed the direction of her gaze and sighed. 
 
    “I know you don’t believe in aliens and I would rather you got to hold that belief. Unfortunately, events have transpired to prove you wrong. So why don’t we…” he was interrupted as the bunker shook and rumbled. Kirkpatrick came rushing in from a door along the wall of computer screens. 
 
    “They are using the sonic disruptor on the complex Marcus. It will not remain stable, we will need to vacate shortly,” he advised and nodded politely to Gillian before turning around and calmly walking back out. The room began to shake even more and Gillian was really beginning to get scared. Nothing was making sense, yet the feeling of immense danger was very present in the room.  
 
    “Did he mean this place is going to collapse?” She asked and hated the shakiness of her voice. 
 
    “Yes, he does. Fortunately, we have several options to choose from,” Marcus told her while closing down his computer systems. When he was done, he looked at her for a long moment. 
 
    ‘I am truly sorry about this Gillian; I will try and explain when we get to a place of safety. I will give you a real interview then, come on,” he finished, taking her hand and leading her through the door Kirkpatrick had come through. The way the rumbling of the ground was increasing, she did not feel like she had a choice but to follow. 
 
    This room was circular with five doors around the perimeter. Each was a different color. There was a green one straight across from where they now stood. A blue one to the right of it and a red one to the left. On either end to were two that had strange looking bolts on them plus what looked like palm locks from sci-fi movies. Marcus gestured to the three doors without the bolts. 
 
    “You can choose our destination Gillian. Any of these three should buy us some time to figure out what is going on and what to do. A little breathing room, you could say. Which of those three suits your fancy?” He asked as they both staggered slightly when the ground shook again.  
 
    She quickly pointed to the green door, mostly because it was straight ahead. He nodded and they went forward, stumbling over the shaking floor. He touched a panel, the door opened and then they fell through. Immediately the ground was no longer shaking and she could smell vegetation and moisture. Gillian spun around, letting go of Marcus’s hand in shock.  
 
    She was in a jungle. Thick, green leafy brush and trees were all around. She saw a brightly colored bird, several actually, in the branches. She could see through the door they had come through and watched it begin filling with smoke. The door shimmered and faded from sight and she was looking at jungle on the other side. She was shocked and amazed. Gillian turned to Marcus. 
 
    “Nice choice Gillian. Let’s get inside for now until we can determine if it is safe in this part of the world,” he said walking off towards a large hut with shuttered windows that was about twenty-five yards away. She stood a moment, watching him walk away and looking around at her surroundings. 
 
    “What the hell?” She whispered. She was scared again but for different reasons. She very much wanted to deny everything that she was seeing, but she knew that it would not be logical. She was experiencing this. This was not the Arizona desert she had been in minutes before and she knew of no modern technology that could have transported her here so quickly, but obviously something had.  
 
    Gillian believed her eyes and ears and they were telling her something beyond extraordinary had occurred to her. The humidity hit her as further proof of her instant change of location. Sweat ran down her spine and she wiped her forehead to keep it out of her eyes. Did that mean Marcus was telling the truth, was he an alien? She asked herself as he turned back and opened the door to the hut. Gillian knew many people who would just turn around and leave this bizarre and dangerous situation. She was not one of them. She was a journalist for a reason. She always had to know, so she followed him into the hut. 
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    The little hut was bigger than it looked from the outside. Like the previous place she had been this one had a section that looked like a comfortable living room with the opposite wall covered in computer screens. There was a hallway that led to the back of the house. Marcus went to the computers and she followed him there, wanting to see what there was to see. Everything was up and running and he pressed a few buttons and the views from all of them changed. Two of them looked like someplace cold and icy. Antarctic maybe, she wondered. Both of those looked like the house in Arizona, there were craters there. There was a cabin in a mountain area that looked peaceful, the place they were in and another on a beach somewhere. All of those seemed fine. She could see the remains of the Arizona place and it was completely wiped out. 
 
    “How is it, that something like that could happen and no one notice? We have satellites and other military devices that should detect an explosion of that sort,” she said. He looked at her and she noticed his eyes were whirling with green flecks of color now. 
 
    “Not this technology it wouldn’t. Not to sound too condescending, but earth’s technology is pretty minor compared to the rest of us. I was sent here to survey and it was one of the first things I noticed. It does make it easy for me to get around, you must admit,” he said with a slight smile. 
 
    “I would think looking so much like us would be a big asset too,” she told him. She did not like the reminder that she was dealing with someone from another planet. It went against everything she thought she had known, but the evidence was right in front of her and he could not bring herself to deny it. In the back of her mind, she wondered why that was. 
 
    “Well yeah, but between glasses, colored contacts as well as a headband, it is a juggling act. Not that I mind much since it works so well in that respect,” he answered watching her reactions the same way she had been watching his when they met. 
 
    “If you are a Surveyor, who did that?” She asked pointing to the crater in the desert. He glanced over and winced. 
 
    “I am not sure. It could be one of several groups. I can’t know until I can get some communications up and running that won’t be traced. Once that is done, I can find out and deal with it. Fortunately, this is one of the places I set aside specifically for safety. No one knows about it and it is the last place anyone of my people would go looking for me. We are safe here for at least a few days I would think,” he said looking back at her with a handsome smile. It was annoying to her that an alien was so damned good looking. Frustrated, she took off her jacket and slung it over the back of a chair. It was too damn hot, she thought to herself.  
 
    “So when can I go home?” she said to see his reaction. She was not ready to go anywhere until she learned more about what was going on. 
 
    “That could be difficult. I have specific transfer points, just a small handful. Everything else is regular earth transportation and I hate to tell you this, but we are in India at the moment. Far from any village, I am afraid. I did not ever expect to have company when or if I ever had to come here. Once I find out how things look I will find a way to get us closer to civilization and get you back home, I promise. I won’t strand you anywhere,” he said. Gillian actually saw worry in his eyes for the first time since the whole adventure started. He was concerned for her and for a brief moment that gave her a warm feeling deep inside.  
 
    “Okay then, we are stuck here for the time being. How long before you can get communications and find out what the hell is going on?” Gillian asked. 
 
    “I am not sure; I am waiting to hear from…” he stopped as Kirkpatrick came into the room with a rolling cart of food. 
 
    “It will be tomorrow morning. I set the programs to install but it will take until then for the system to be ready to go. I brought some food and drink for you both. I apologize Miss Johnson, but we do not have regular earth food in this safe house. I had the food design machines replicate American cuisine though and I think it is pretty close to what I was brought up on. I would be careful of the wine. It can sneak up on you,” he said with a kind smile. Gillian’s eyes widened. 
 
    “You are from here?” She asked surprised. He seemed to know too much to not be an alien. 
 
    “Oh yes. I am from Toledo Ohio. I learned my assistant trade and had a few pointers from an actual British butler. Mr. London had no idea that to do my job correctly I learn all I can about my boss, to better assist him. I think we were both surprised at how much I learned,” he said with a joking look in his eye as he glanced at Marcus. Marcus smiled and nodded. 
 
    “Very surprised, especially when he decided to stay on as my assistant. He is a life saver, though, as you have seen. I am lucky to have him. Have you heard anything interesting?” Marcus asked.  
 
    “Indeed Marcus. Social media is going haywire as usual. In this case, they actually have a reason. Some fans had been driving out to find your home and came upon a smoking crater not more than ten minutes ago. They Instagrammed the image and their shock was reported there and on twitter. Now, of course, theories abound and I believe the authorities are on their way to the ranch,” he said and bowed his way out. Gillian was not surprised at social media’s response but curious.  
 
    “How are you going to explain that away?” She asked the sports star. He shrugged, starting at his lunch. 
 
    “Not much I can do really. My agent and several others knew I was home so I guess I am out of the football game for good. Hopefully, you can convince everyone you had not arrived at the ranch yet and so avoided the explosion. I have no idea what they will blame it on, but I am quite hopeful you can avoid any fallout, my dear,” he told her. That had not occurred to her. Her stomach rumbled and she bent to her food, thinking and quieting her hunger. 
 
    If she couldn’t come up with a story, she would be considered dead, she did not want that. Her job and acquaintances would be going ape shit trying to figure out what happened to her. She would like to say friends, but she really did not have any, work acquaintances were about as close as she got. Her parents had passed a long time ago, so at least there was no family that would be put through the worry. No matter how short lived she meant the worry to be. She began feeling better as she ate. If it was not American food she couldn’t tell and was glad for the familiarity of something that tasted of beef stew. A sudden thought came to mind and she voiced it. 
 
    “Ok so how many innocents are going to be hurt in this confrontation do you think?” She asked. He was startled. 
 
    “None, we are not barbaric. As far as I can tell those were fringe ships. They have a problem with surveyors, thinking we contaminate local species. In some cases, they had become militant. That is what I think has happened. Like I said, I will not know for sure until I can safely communicate. If that is the case, then I am the only target and harming a human being would be absolutely repulsive to them. They believe they are protecting you from me. 
 
    “I would never have agreed with them before, but thinking about it… well, the world now has a mystery around a football player who got blown up. I have a human butler and a reporter who know what I am. Perhaps they are right and I have contaminated the population. It is something I will have to think hard about when I get you home and safe. As a surveyor, my one big mandate is to not harm any local sentient beings. I have been very sure about that.” He said. She could tell how sincere he was and believed him. It was a relief to her and she released some tension she had not known she had. She sipped her wine and then raised it as a toast. 
 
    “Well, however it works out I appreciate you keeping me safe. You didn’t have to take me with you when you went into hiding,” Gillian said. He clinked glasses and drank but shook his head. 
 
    “I did, though. Not only did my mandate demand it, I was serious when I said I was a fan of yours. You are a beautiful and talented woman and I could not leave you behind to die,” he said and Gillian was almost sure he blushed. She poured another glass to hide her surprise and her own attraction to him.  
 
    What the hell, she thought, an alien has the hots for me. She was sure of it and could feel a response within herself. She took a large sip of wine. She had privately admitted to herself, even before meeting the man, she had found him incredibly attractive. Most women did, she knew. He seemed to want to change the subject as much as she did because he turned to the computers and brought up the social media. They sipped their wine and looked over what was brewing in the twitter sphere.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    No one on social media had a clue why the football star's home was now a smoking crater. Even the more fantastic explanations were nowhere near the truth. Not that Gillian would have expected them to be. Most people did not immediately go to an alien attack. There was talk of a terrorist attack but no one was buying that, not really. Why would terrorists blow up a football player?  
 
    Marcus seemed touched by the worry and grief over his home being blown up. He decided to switch to other things on the computer, less depressing she guessed. Gillian began feeling the wine by the third glass and did not have another. She was, like most reporters, usually able to hold her own, drinking. Kirkpatrick had warned her though, and she took it seriously. She was getting a good buzz after only three glasses. Marcus offered to show her the spare room she would be using. She agreed. 
 
    Gillian followed him down the hallway that went further back than she would have suspected. They passed several doors until they came to the back of the building and he opened a door on the right side. It was a cozy little bedroom with a large bed and an attached bathroom. 
 
    “Knowing Kirkpatrick he used the replicator to stock the closet with clothing for your use. He is an excellent Butler,” Marcus told her with a chuckle. Gillian looked in the closet and sure enough, there was a nice collection of clothing. They all looked her size and style. She decided to not ask how he did that. It was appreciated, though.  
 
    She turned back to Marcus and stumbled into him. He caught her and she steadied herself with her hands on his chest. Touching his muscular body sent a thrill through her body that did not fade. That, and standing so close to him had a sudden and surprising effect on her body. She was immediately incredibly horny and due to the effects of the wine (so she told herself) she was not inclined to pass up the opportunity she saw in his eyes. After everything that had happened so far, she believed she deserved a break and he had an offer in his every move. She licked her lips and tossed her hair back. His smile was enticing and he leaned down towards her moist lips. She met them, wrapping her arms around his body with an urgency she had never felt or given into before. It opened a freeing feeling within her that was amazing as their tongues entangled and his hands were in her hair. 
 
    As they kissed, she moved them closer to the bed. When they were standing next to it, her hands went to the waistband of his shorts and his went to her slacks. She felt like a high school student in a frenzy of new lust like she had never experienced it before. Yet she had and her experience led her hands on their own dance over him. She had both of her palms on his butt and held him tight while kissing his neck and them his amazing chest. The fact that he was an alien did not enter her brain, only that she desired him and he desired her. Nothing else mattered right then.  
 
    They turned in place and essentially fell onto the bed. He helped her out of her blouse and bra, exposing her luscious chest for his examination. His hands explored as did his lips and as they closed around a nipple, she moaned arching her back into it. The fire within was burning brighter and stronger. She could feel his desire matching hers and even that sent her inner flames higher. She gasped when his hand went between her thighs, teasing the wet opening of her desires. The flutter of his fingers matched the movement of his tongue over her breasts and she squealed in a deep explosion of pleasure. He moaned as if he felt it too. She reached between his thighs and found his manhood growing with her touch.  
 
    “Oh Marcus, oh…ah… I am ready…for…you ah yes…yes!” She gasped out.  
 
    “Oh Gillian, I have admired you…from afar…for so…long…I can’t help it, oh yes…here I come!” He said in a breathless growl of lust and passion.  
 
    Gillian stretched, wanting him so badly that she cried out when he lifted his hips above her deepest place of passion. His words matched the strong feelings that flowed from him to her so when he entered her desire it was like a completion of all of their lusts. She could feel his growing shaft go deep, deep into her innermost places with an urgency that was as surprising to her as her own desire. She welcomed it, holding him to her as their hips moved in the wonderful dance that caused a rush of feelings both physical and emotional within her.  
 
    She felt wrapped in a closeness she had never felt with anyone before. As her pleasure increased, she could feel a long hidden desire for a connection with someone who cared as much as she could feel he did. Her whole body felt filled with love and lust she would never have felt possible and they both howled their pleasure in a repeated orgasm that shook them both. As his desire drained within her, she felt like she had reached a place of completion that would not be possible with anyone else. When he rolled off of her, she buried her face in his shoulder. Murmuring her joy at what they had just experienced together.  
 
    “I don’t know…I don’t know what to say, beautiful Gillian. I had hoped, for so long, hoped…but you match me in ways I could never have anticipated. Whatever happens to us from here on you have given me a gift I will never take for granted or forget,” Marcuse told her to her surprise. She felt her eyes moisten as they lay together and against her will she felt herself drifting off into a slumber that was just as fulfilling as their sexual collision had been. Her last thought was a question: what had she just done?    
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    Gillian awoke the next morning having slept through the evening and night through without a break. She felt more refreshed than ever before and tried to make sense of things when she showered and got dressed. She felt like she was a different person and was not sure why. What was equally strange was she did not mind the changes. 
 
    She did not know how, but she had felt Marcus’s feelings for her throughout their time together. She knew that he felt the same as she always did about him. She had always felt a desire for him from a distance but had told herself it was the same as every other woman on the planet. She had been wrong and was sure about that now. She had no idea what their relationship was but she knew about him now in a way she could never have learned from an interview. His passion and compassion for earth was enormous and vibrated through her as they filled themselves with each other. Gillian was not a very romantic person but knew she had experienced a romance that few could boast. She was looking forward to seeing where it led but knew she had to focus on the situation before she could grasp the new reality of her life. No matter what happened, her life would never be the same. 
 
    Gillian dressed for the climate in a white one piece bathing suit with red jogging shorts and a loose red blouse she tied at the waist. She then tied her hair in a ponytail and went out to find Marcus. She had a few questions. As she left her room, she saw Kirkpatrick coming down the hall. He smiled when he saw her. 
 
    “Good morning Miss Johnson. I hope you were able to get rested after yesterday’s excitement,” he said politely. 
 
    “I did Kirkpatrick. You can call my Gillian if you want. Did you have a good night?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes I did, thank you. Marcus is setting up communications right now and there is breakfast waiting as well. I did want to inform you about a few things you may have already noticed about Marcus. His people are very empathic. They keep it blocked most of the time but I believe he opened up to you last night,” he said. Gillian raised her brows. 
 
    “What do you mean empathic?” She asked.  
 
    “He...they, pick up people’s feelings and desires. Due to this, they broadcast their own and those can be felt by people from earth like us. Like I said, he keeps those feeling blocked. Even in championship games, he is able to make sure his drive and desires are not felt. I would guess, however, that he was unable to do so during his time with you. I hope he was not too overpowering. He tends to broadcast loudly when he does and it can be startling,” the Butler finished. Gillian realized that explained many things about the previous evening. 
 
    “That makes sense Kirkpatrick. I was not startled at all, though I did not understand how I knew what I did about him. The startling thing is I accepted them as easily as I have,” she told the man. 
 
    “I would suspect it is because you believe in the truth. You could feel the truth of his feelings and so accepted them. We are all wired differently, Gillian. It seems you are built in such a way that makes you a good match for our friend. This is good I think, for you both. I am sure he would be glad to see you so why don’t you go get something to eat,” he finished and Gillian agreed. 
 
    “Thank you, Kirkpatrick. You are a kindness, as always. Talk to you later,” she said and he nodded as she went off down the hall. She could smell the odor of fresh baked bread and was that bacon? She wondered to herself, she did like her bacon.  
 
    She walked in on a conversation in progress. Gillian went over to the food cart and made a few bacon sandwiches and got some coffee. She remembered it wasn’t really bacon or even bread, but since it tasted the same she could ignore that right then. 
 
    “Look, you are the ones that put local residents in danger. Not only was my butler present during your attack, so was a woman who had no idea about me beyond my earthly profession. So in essence, you have blown my cover and came very close to killing a local. You can rest assured my report on that has already been sent back to my base. The council will make sure Earth First is heavily censored. If you are still determined to destroy me, that too will result in further problems for you and your group. What is more, you know this so why are you doing this? You are creating more problems on earth than I ever have,” he said. Marcuse saw her and gave her a wry smile. He pointed at the computer and rolled his eyes. 
 
    “You may believe so surveyor, but you are wrong. If our actions keep the Space Federation from contacting earth, we have succeeded. You own reports show they are an unstable people that would bring chaos to the galaxy,” Gillian could feel the shock that came off of Marcus when he heard that. 
 
    “What are you talking about? I have never said anything of the kind. Sure they have their problems but over time they will overcome those and make a good addition to the community,” Marcus told the voice passionately. 
 
    “You are not looking at your own evidence properly. We however are and as I said, if your destruction brings about the end of all contact with earth we will be pleased,” said the voice coming out of the computer. 
 
    “Even if it means the end of you own organization. Come on, are you that short sighted?” Marcuse returned. 
 
    “It is not shortsightedness surveyor. It is long sited and our demise will not matter if we succeed. You cannot hide from us forever so your time is limited. Enjoy this planet you have adopted because you have little time left,” There was a beep following his statement. 
 
    “Shit, he signed off, dumb ass,” Marcus muttered. Gillian licked her lips nervously. She did not like what she had heard. Marcus did not seem at all fazed by it. 
 
    “Are they going to be able to destroy you?” she asked. She was unable to keep the tremor out of her voice. She could feel he was startled at her words. 
 
    “Not at all,” he said with confidence getting up and coming over to her. He put an arm around her comfortably. 
 
    “No, they can’t. I did send out a report to my people immediately so they will be taking action soon, I am sure. We may want to go to another location before lunch. However, Earth First will be able to trace the communications, it will just take them awhile,” he assured her.  
 
    “What did he mean by the earth being a danger to the rest of the galaxy?” She had to ask. That part of the conversation had unnerved her as much as the idea that Marcus could be destroyed. Marcus was embarrassed.  
 
    “They are a pessimist bunch. Where your people are is no different than many different people in the galaxy at this stage of development. Slavery, bigotry and detrimental treatment of your heroes are normal for most species. Don’t worry, my people report to the council directly so it will not impede any progress earth may make in the future. I have a feeling I will be recalled. Of course, I was planning on retiring anyway so it is not a big surprise,” he said. Gillian felt a shiver at his words. Retire? She wondered. 
 
    “Retire? You are going to retire?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes, that was the main reason for the interview. I was going to retire and hopefully get to know you, my dear. After what had happened, there would be no way I could return now anyway. Everyone believes I am dead at this point. At least everyone on earth does,” he told her. She was touched that she was the one he wanted to finish his career talking too. After the night they had spent, she understood, but felt sad anyway. 
 
    “What about us, Marcus?” she asked, managing to keep her voice calm. He saw right through that, however. 
 
    “We can continue together, I believe. Whether here or someplace else we will have to decide. Although right now is not the best time to make those decisions. We will have to bug out from here soon and try and stay ahead of them until my backup shows up. Then, my darling, we can decide what we want to do then, how is that?” He asked reasonably. She had to agree. 
 
    “Makes sense, I never did understand characters in movies who decide to make serious life choices seconds before the shooting starts. As if there wasn’t a better time for that,” she said rolling her eyes. He laughed and she joined him.  
 
    They both finished eating and then they went and tried the blue transfer door. It led to another hut only this one was on an isolated beach somewhere in Africa. It was one of the most beautiful places she had ever been. They ended up playing in the water and having a great time together as the communications net was set up for this location. They had to keep everything separate so it would slow down tracing by the earth first group. As they played, she also interviewed him. 
 
    Marcus had come to earth and looked for a means of employment as well as a way to learn about us. He had decided on going to school. Faking the paperwork to make it happen had been easy for his computer systems. As he learned about earth through the humanities programs, he had excelled at football and followed his college time up by going pro in the game. That allowed him the obvious funds to travel during the off season and learn even more about earth. His logic made sense. 
 
    “Although I have to say, I considered just finding a good rock band to join. Travel the world and really experience things,” he said with a laugh. She joined him but knew he was serious.  
 
    Marcus had also spent considerable time and money in supporting many charities, helping those he considered less fortunate and most in need. His passion showed in everything it did and it was merely a confirmation of what she already had found out about him. He was a man… alien… who had a heart of gold. 
 
    “So how can I understand you, Marcus? I can see on the computers that you have a completely different language?” She asked. 
 
    “Translator, they are one of the greatest inventions in the last two thousand years,” he held up the small geometric pendant he always wore. It was something he was known for, reportedly wearing it under his jersey during games. Now she knew why. 
 
    “I believe that our languages are similar enough that you could learn it as I did yours,” he answered and offered her a beer with lunch. 
 
    “Thank you. Actually, talking about similarities, how is it that two species look so closely related?” she asked. She had so many questions she knew she would never get through them all anytime soon.  
 
    “That is due to the same gravity and energy requirements of the individual species. My home planet is not exactly like earth, but it is close enough to the things that allow a species to grow that we do look like we could be offshoot species even though we are not. There are many humanoid races and most of them have no connection at all,” he told her and they dug into the lunch that Kirkpatrick had served them.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    They had eaten and were sitting around a campfire on the beach. Gillian had never done that before and found it to be as fun as she would have thought. Marcus had heard from his people and they said they were getting close and trying to locate the Earth First people. Due to this, they were both quite surprised when they were embracing, beginning to enjoy each other’s company as they had the night before, when an alarm sounded from the hut and Kirkpatrick was yelling something about proximity alerts. Gillian felt like cold water had been dumped on her hot desires as Marcus took her hand and hey ran up the beach to the hut. Kirkpatrick was on the porch. 
 
    “Enemy is about twenty miles out and searching. I don’t know how they could have discovered us but they have, you need to transfer now,” he said. Marcus shook his head. 
 
    “It is too late damnit! As close as they are, the transfer will be noticed and possibly tracked. We need to go on foot and hope home base will find us soon. Shit, come on,” he said to both Gillian and Kirkpatrick. 
 
    “How did they find us Marcus?” Gillian asked as they ran through the hut to the back door that led into the jungle. 
 
    “I don’t know. We have everything set to passive. They shouldn’t have been able to discover anything until at least tomorrow morning. This is very frustrating,” he commented, sounding highly annoyed. Gillian was bordering on fear, remembering the destruction of his house and the place in India. The grabbed a pack off of the back door and ran out into the jungle. They had barely cleared the area when she heard a whine of what she guessed were engines from the other direction. They all hunkered down in the brush as they heard the whining change pitch with a whooshing sound. Kirkpatrick looked confused. 
 
    “They are landing,” Marcus told them. “They may be trying to find us instead of destroying us outright,” he whispered. 
 
    “That or since they can’t get us by bombing from overhead, they want to find us and make sure when they shoot us,” Kirkpatrick pointed out. 
 
    Gillian felt a coldness enter her with his words; she threw up a wall of sarcasm. 
 
    “Thanks, man. I am glad you are here to keep the mood light, jeez,” she said. He looked embarrassed and Marcus laughed softly, throwing her a look. Gillian felt a little bad but ran with the other two to keep ahead of the Earth First people.  
 
    “We should have some time. They will want to search the base completely before moving on,” Kirkpatrick said hopefully. Gillian reached out and squeezed his shoulder in appreciation of the change in tone. 
 
    “That is the hope. Unless they have enough people to split formations,” Marcus said and Gillian sighed. Great, if it is not one of them scaring her it is the other. Marcus obviously felt her fear. 
 
    “Sorry, I really do think we have some time so I wouldn’t worry too much,” he said.  
 
    “I would!” She heard an unfamiliar voice as they ran into a clearing. There were five aliens standing with large weapons pointed at them. Gillian felt a sudden wish that Surveyors were equipped with weapons. Marcus had explained that no surveyors had any weapons, beyond their own strength, since they were on peaceful missions. Gillian groaned and Marcus stepped up between her, Kirkpatrick and the Earth First squad. 
 
    “So you are going to kill two sentient earthlings? How can you justify your existence as a group promoting the best for all?” He asked with a rumbling fury in his voice. Only then could she feel the pure rage he must have been suppressing. She trembled to hear it, even though she knew it was in his friend’s defense. 
 
    “Hard decisions are sometimes necessary Surveyor. If the regrettable deaths of two earth people guarantee that Earth is closed down for future exploration then it will be worth it,” The leader said.  
 
    He was a tall alien, about Marcuse’s size without his bulk. They all wore red jumpsuits and boots but he stood in the center and had a strange badge on his chest. It looked like one of the letters she had seen as part of their alphabet. She assumed he was the leader anyway. 
 
    “So you are more concerned with your own agenda and not the lives you say you do. Interesting, you can call it a hard decision but I find most of those are nothing more than people trying to justify their actions. I imagine not your entire group is behind this raid you are leading,” Marcuse said. Gillian did not like how the Earth First guys were tightening their grip on their weapons.  
 
    She felt her chest tighten and tears come to her eyes. She felt she was about to die and realized death was a thing to be feared. Her usual defenses against fear were not applicable in this case. She could do nothing except stand there and wait. She trembled and Kirkpatrick moved closer to her side. She felt a comfort knowing he was there and Marcus was doing his best to defend her. She saw Marcus tense, as if he was about to do something drastic. She could actually feel his determination when there was roaring sound and her hair was whipped around by a sudden wind. She crouched with Kirkpatrick and Marcus turned and put his arms around them both as a voice on a loudspeaker boomed. 
 
    “Everyone hold positions! This is Fleet command! All earth First operatives throw down your weapons or we will act with extreme prejudice!” The booming voice said. The wind continued to howl and Marcus muttered curses, holding her tight in his protective arms. Some of his determination seeped into her and she lost her tears and her anger and strength came back to her as the wind finally calmed down. They looked up and saw the Earth First people on the ground with their hands over their heads. Light began building around the five people, forming a dome over their position. 
 
    “Well it’s about time,” Marcus said looking up. Gillian could not see anyone but he was answered. 
 
    “We wanted to wait until they stated their intentions. It will make it easier for a conviction. Earth First will lose all credibility over this incident and cease to be a problem. I don’t know what you were worried about Marcus. We had it under control,” This time it was Gillian who cursed softly under her breath.  
 
    They could have told them that! She pushed her hair out of her face. It had completely escaped the tie and she tried to twist it at the nape of her neck. Marcus glanced at her with a wink, her anxiety begin to ease and she grinned. Looking over at Kirkpatrick she saw that he wasn’t even ruffled. How did he do it, she wondered?  
 
    Then she heard a laugh. It was a maniacal thing that made her turn back to the Earth First prisoners. One of them was standing under the glimmering dome that covered them. He had a small piece of machinery in his hands and it was beginning to glow. 
 
    “Under control do you? You are no match for true determination and conviction,” the leader shouted and began laughing as the device he held began making a strange rumbling sound. Marcus turned to them with panic in his eyes and shoved both Gillian and his butler back the way they had originally come.  
 
    “Run! Run!” Shouted and they did. Gillian did not know what that device was but she ran as fast as she could. They had maybe made it halfway back towards the hut when there was an explosion behind her that felt like she was hit in the back with a hot club. She felt herself lift off the ground and fly through the air. She heard herself scream as her shoulder slammed into a tree and blackness took her.  
 
    As Gillian came to, she could hear a conversation. She felt pain through her right side, especially her shoulder. She opened her eyes and saw she was lying in the bushes. She had leaves tangled in her hair and felt like she had been beaten up. She got to her feet. Her right shoulder was howling pain but she somehow managed to push that aside. Pain just means I am still alive, she told herself grimly. She moved as quietly to the sound of the voices. One of them was a weary-sounding Marcus. 
 
    “So kill me then. You have already killed what I love, why let me live? Get it over with, murderer,” he said. Peering through the bushes, she could see Marcus looking about how she felt. Barely keeping his feet and seeming like he had given up on hope. She could not see Kirkpatrick anywhere.  
 
    The big Earth First guy was not far from where she was and she felt herself crouch. She had a picture in her mind at how she would finish this. Gillian had no idea if it would work, but she had nothing else and she refused to just give up. She was ashamed at how she had just stood and waited to be shot earlier. Not this time, she told herself viciously.  
 
    As she thought it she saw Marcus seem to frown and then his lips twitched. She did not know if he had sensed her or not but she couldn’t wait for the bad guy to know she was there. Without thinking, she burst through the bushes bending low with her good shoulder leading the way, just like she had seen Marcus taking opposing team members down. She connected below the guy’s rear, hitting him with her full weight. It drove him to his knees and he went face first into the dirt.  
 
    Her shoulder screamed at her and she rolled to the side gasping and crying out in her pain. She forced herself to remain conscious and saw Marcus pick up the weapon the Earth First leader had held and pointed it down at him. 
 
    “If you move I will kill you and not think twice about it. You killed your own people and almost killed a representative of earth. You deserve to die,” he snarled, panting. He glanced over at Gillian and she gave him a weak smile through her pain. He nodded but she could see his concern as he looked back at the now prisoner. When re-enforcements arrived, Gillian let herself go, and everything faded to black again. 
 
    Gillian stood on the sand as the sun came up. She was still exhausted, despite the sleep she had got. Her right shoulder was in a mechanical brace that healed the longer she wore it. The rest of her felt bruised but not as bad as she might have been. Marcus was talking to several of his people down by the water where a submersible craft was parked. Kirkpatrick limped up next to her. His leg was in a brace like hers. 
 
    “Do you know what you are going to do Gillian?” He asked quietly.  
 
    “I don’t know. I know what I want to do but… it is a big decision,” she answered. “Do you?” She returned. 
 
    “Oh yes. I have known for years. Marcus made the offer when I decided to stay with him. I have no one here to miss me,” he said.  
 
    Gillian nodded thinking the same thing. They had learned that the world thought she had died at the ranch along with the star running back and his butler. It was a strange freedom and she wasn’t sure what to do with it. Marcus laughed at something the small man he was talking to said. She smiled, feeling his joy even from there. Her lover turned and walked back up the beach towards her and his butler. He was all smiles as if he had no care in the worlds. She could understand the feeling. 
 
    “They are ready for you Kirkpatrick. You can go on board now if you like. They will be staying here a few more days. The decision was that all movement on the planet should stop for a time, just in case anything was detected. No one believes it was, but better safe than sorry,” he said. Kirkpatrick had a big smile on his face. 
 
    “Thank you, my friend, I have been waiting for this for years. See you soon,” he told Marcus. He hugged Gillian and walked down to the craft floating on the water. Marcus didn’t watch him go, he had eyes for Gillian. Gillian watched her friend and butler go up the ramp and into the ship. Then she turned to her lover. 
 
    “I think I know what I want to do, but there is one thing I want more. Are you sure they can wait a day?” She asked concerned he had arranged it just for her.  
 
    “I am sure Gillian. I will support whatever you want to do. I meant what I said before. No matter what happens you have given me a great gift to hold to my breast for the rest of my days,” he told her and her eyes misted up. She felt the same and hugged him. After a wonderful moment holding each other, she broke the embrace. 
 
    “Then there is one thing I want more than to be with you for the rest of my life,” she said. He looked hesitant but smiled gamely. 
 
    “That is,” asked. 
 
    “One interrupted night with you on the beach before things start hopping again. Just one, then I will go anywhere with you!” His smile broadened and she giggled. He scooped her up in his arms and she squealed as he ran up the beach with her. She had a brief moment of reflection that it had been the strangest interview she had ever had. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Hearts of Dust 
 
      
 
    Her husband was buried beneath a pile of dust and rocks, and it was, by far, the most sensible thing that he had ever done. Lord William Tavers had, until very recently, been in possession of an adventurous spirit, one that he had often imposed upon his wife. His latest imposition had been to sell their very fine estate, and their Charleston townhome, pack their every belonging, and send it out west.  
 
    “West,” he had said, his eyes filled with that peculiar light he got, “was where life was really worth living. There are no comforts to soften the blow!”  
 
    Personally, Genevieve thought that life was worth living because of the comforts, not in spite of them.  
 
    “Miss?” the stagecoach driver asked, pulling her out of her reverie. His hands clutched his dirty and tattered hat, clearly not wishing to be an imposition to a mourning widow. The entirety of him was covered in several days’ worth of dust and grime. She had no right to cast stones, her own clothing had a persistent layer of dust and she had not had a bath in several days. “ 
 
    We need to be off if we want to make Silver Creek before nightfall,” he explained. 
 
    “Are you familiar with this place?”  
 
    “Oh, I am, my cousin lives there, runs a fine hotel, if you are interested.”  
 
    “Quite.” She pulled her mourning veil over her face. “A good meal and a bed will go a long way towards mending my heart.”  
 
    The words were correct, but there was no real feeling behind them. She wanted to be bothered by the fact that she felt nothing for the man who had been her husband for many years, but she couldn't quite bring herself to it. Instead she turned herself to more necessary matters. “Is there a man of the law in Silver Creek?”  
 
    “A man of the law?”  
 
    “A sheriff, a lawyer? A marshal perhaps? Anything of the sort? I will need to inform someone of my husband's death for legal reasons.” Such as freeing up the funds that he had gotten when her life had been well and thoroughly uprooted.  
 
    “The county shares a marshal with some of the other towns, I can't say as he will be there. He gets called from one place to the next pretty often, but you can always send a post to summon him back. Or whatever you'd like.”  
 
    “Yes, of course.”  
 
    The coach driver nodded and helped her into the carriage. God, she detested these four walls. It didn't matter that they were elegantly decorated with fine wooden inlays. She detested everything about it.  
 
    A feeling that was perpetuated by the jostling of the stagecoach as it continued on towards Colorado. The loud clatter of the wooden wheels across the dusty ill-prepared earth echoed in her head, turning the ever growing headache into a savage pulse behind her blue-gray eyes. They were hardly her best feature, no that was certainly her hair, a crowning glory of honey-wheat, a shade that, when brushed correctly, could be luminescent gold. Though it was several decent baths past looking anything like gold right now.  
 
    That was not her most pressing problem. Genevieve longed for the days when the condition of her hair had been her greatest concern. Her problem now, was the fact that she was going to Colorado, wild and unsettled, with no husband, no home and no income to speak of.  
 
    What was she going to do?  
 
    “What are you going to do, Genevieve?” she asked to the four unrelenting walls.  
 
    She could, of course, turn back. She could go to Charleston or New Orleans or one of the other civilized cities, and see about using the funds that her husband had accumulated to setting up a home for herself.  
 
    As what? She thought to herself, her pale pink lips forming a line of frustration across her elegant face. As a young childless widow with her husband's debts?  
 
    It was just his adventurous spirit that lead him out West.  No indeed, her husband had a love of many frivolous things, such as card games, wild women, and any newfangled creation he could purchase. When she had been sixteen and newly a woman she had found his liveliness and passion heartening. As she'd grown older, she had seen him for what he was, a child with the years of a man.  
 
    Her headache grew larger. She rubbed her fingers across her forehead. She had some wealth that she had ferreted away from her frivolous spouse, enough to pay for a few weeks at a decent hotel, longer at a cheap one. Then what?  
 
    There were a myriad of stories about women who thrived in the unsettled West. Women who were cattle herders and business owners.   There was even Grace Jones, The Widow, a real honest to God lady bounty hunter. It was wonderful to read about from the comfortable distance of a book, the reality of it was overwhelming. She was a woman of means, her entire life had been geared towards being a wife of a fine house and to raise children.  
 
    She huffed, realizing that she had failed on both of those fronts. She had no home and no children.  
 
    Tears, not of mourning but of self-pity, welled in the corners of her eyes. They were gathering there when the coach took a sudden hard left. She slid across the bench of the seat, her shoulder hitting the velvet covered wall hard enough that she knew there would be a bruise on her otherwise pale skin.  
 
    “Sir?” she called to the coach driver.  
 
    “Robbers!” he called out.  
 
    Her heart started to race. Stagecoach robbers, or raiders, whatever a person wanted to call them, made their dubious living raiding travelers of their wares, belongings and wealth. It was well known that women did not fare well in these situations.  
 
    Genevieve's mind quickened. There was a gun inside the coach, her husband had insisted on buying the thing. What had he called it? She couldn't remember the name of it. It didn't much matter now.  
 
    She heard shots and she reached across the span of the carriage to fumble for the box that her husband had kept the gun in. Her fingers shook as she opened the lid, feeling the surprising weight of the weapon in her hands. Genevieve struggled to remember how to load it. Her husband had been firm that she learned how to protect herself.  
 
    “The West,” he had said with unflagging joy, “is a wonderfully wild place. You will have to learn to protect yourself my blonde beauty.”  
 
    There were more shots. The heavy boom of a rifle from the man on top of the carriage, and another from the driver. She wondered how the coach was still moving if everyone was shooting as she shoved bullets into the revolver.  
 
    A body fell past her window.  She had just enough time to recognize the roof guard before he disappeared beneath the wooden wheels. The carriage lurched. She heard a snap and a crack. The carriage tumbled to one side. Genevieve tucked herself into a ball, and felt her good shoulder hit the ground. The sound of horses screaming echoed all around her.  She had never been so afraid.  
 
    The carriage came to a halt. Dust hung in the air like mist. Genevieve tried to blink it away, but there was too much of it. She stayed curled up, her body wrapped around a gun.  
 
    Everything went quiet. She heard her heartbeat in her ears and her breath on her lips. Her skirts settled crispy around her, adding to the dust.  
 
    Then she heard them, men's voices, deep and rustic.  
 
    “Check the carriage,” one said, his voice was rich with the drawl of western upbringing. “Let's figure out what to do.”  
 
    “Is the driver still alive?” said a second man. This voice was more cultured.  
 
    “Naw,” said the first. “What happened to Jesse?”  
 
    “Dead, it seems. I believe the driver got him. A bullet through the chest, potentially a heart shot. I am impressed.”  
 
    She closed her eyes and listened. There were only two of them. At least there were only two of them now. She wasn't sure how many they had started off with.  
 
    She heard the heavy clink of boots as steps approached. Her fingers wrapped tighter around the gun. She felt the grip dig into her palm. This was it. This was the adventure she never wanted.  
 
    “If someone is alive in there, I believe that it would be in your best interest to make yourself known. You will be treated fairly.”  
 
    She doubted that. Genevieve might not have been raised in the West, but she knew well enough that this was exactly the kind of situation where a person did not make themselves known. This was the kind of situation where a person waited until the last possible moment, in order to formulate a plan.  
 
    “I say again, if someone is alive in there, make yourself known.”  
 
    A shadow, long and strict of outline, fell across the carriage. An idea, as formed as she could manage in her short time, took shape. She took a deep breath and adjusted her grip on the gun and then stood.  
 
    She popped out of the window, her feet planted firmly on the ground. Her arm was straight out.  The gun was leveled at a man's face. It was, she had to admit, an attractive face. His mustache was neatly trimmed, and his hair cut in a gentleman's style, curling ever so slightly over his ear. He had the pale skin of a colonial, and the dark suit he wore was tailored over a well formed body, though it showed a great deal of dust and wear. A men's bowler hat kept the sun off of his face.  
 
    His gun was pointed at her. She should have been afraid, but her stomach had become a cold pit. He could shoot her, and it wasn't going to change a great deal about her current position. However, her shooting him would change a great deal.  
 
    “Ma’am,” he said with an educated tongue, nodding his head ever so slightly. His smile was charming, and in another setting may have invited flirtation. As it was it sent a flutter to her belly, one she ignored. Or at least tried to. “It seems that we have each other at a bit of a cross.”  
 
    “I'm inclined to agree.”  
 
    “Travis?” the other man called. “What's happening?”  
 
    “I have found a darling dove, Angus, and she has a very nice talon.”  
 
    She kept her face as grim as possible. Her eyes focusing on the man in front of her.  
 
    “Yeah, I can see that.”  
 
    “Judging by her clothing, and her bearing, she looks to be of substantial wealth.”  
 
    “She,” Genevieve cut in icily, “is very much here and does not appreciate being spoken about as if she is not.”  
 
    She caught a glimpse of the other man. He was taller than his companion with the tan skin of someone of some mixed heritage. His black hair was coiled into a native braid and his eyes were liquid dark. He was striking, rather than handsome. A gun hung loosely in his grip, easy and relaxed as you please.  
 
    It was seeing the two of them next to one another that sparked the memory.  
 
    It was several days ago, standing outside of a town’s general store while her husband negotiated the buying of supplies. She had wandered down towards the post office, her eyes scanning the weather wood, looking over the most recent news, and then the wanted posters.  
 
    Travis “The Gentleman” Montgomery and Angus “Dust Devil” Graves, both wanted for armed robbery and other crimes. She took another look at the dark haired man and decided that there was something decidedly devilish about him. She also remembered that there was a thousand-dollar reward for each of the men. That was more than a year's worth of her husband's income. It was enough to start a life, a new life.  
 
    A new idea formed, supplanting the old one.  
 
    She turned the gun on the Dusty Devil, he started to raise his weapon.  
 
    “Don't,” she snapped out, her voice filled with womanly anger. “You are worth five hundred dollars more dead, than you are alive. I have absolutely no desire to shoot you, but I will if I must.”  
 
    The Devil's eyes turned cool, flashing like river stones. They raked over her and she felt a stirring of heat mix with her fluttering belly. “Widow. I didn't expect to meet you here.”  
 
    Genevieve didn't agree or disagree. No, she was not the notorious bounty hunter, but she could not fault them for the confusion. There she was, standing there in the black gown of a woman in mourning, with the tell-tale veil across her face.  
 
    “Indeed. And since you have muddled up my moving experience, I would ask that you make this easy on everyone involved.”  
 
    “Ma’am,” the gentleman said, “you seem to think that you have the upper hand here.”  
 
    She lifted her chin. “Oh?”  
 
    “Indeed, you see, it's simply a matter of mathematics. There are two of us, each with guns, and you are by yourself. While that Colt-Walker you are wielding is a lovely piece of excellent craftsmanship, I am obliged to inform you that it is hardly going to outgun both of us.”  
 
    She took a deep breath and let her vision go wide. Rather than focus on either of them she watched them both. Her mind made fast work of everything that had just happened. Genevieve had a talent for recollection. It was a quirk that had allowed her to navigate society relentlessly, and her husband had detested. It was useful to her now.  
 
    “You are only half correct.” She thumbed the hammer back on her weapon. The metallic click echoed between the three of them. The Gentleman jumped back, The Devil narrowed his gaze, and in that moment Genevieve knew she was right. “While there are two guns between you, I did not just have a shootout with a moving object. I would be more than willing to guess that I have more bullets that between the two of you. Though I am willing to test my theory.”  
 
    Where were these words coming from? These were the vocalizations of some dime novel heroine, not Lady (no, she amended mentally, not Lady, Widow) Genevieve of Charleston.  
 
     With a sigh the Gentleman tosses down his weapon, “My friend, it seems the beauty has us.”  
 
    The Devil snarled. “Damn you, Travis. She didn't know.”  
 
    “I did,” she said. “Now, if you two will throw down your weapons and turn around, we can get this underway.”  
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The carriage was absolutely useless. The wheel was broken and the spare had shattered during the tumbling of all her belongings. She had managed to find the manacles that her husband had bought. Genevieve had originally thought the purchase was frivolous, asking what they could possibly need manacles for.  
 
    “In case we capture some savages, my dear!” he had commented, patting her on the head like a misbehaved child, rather than a bride.  
 
    She glanced across the span of a fire pit, they were chained together and leaning against one another to keep themselves from laying in the dirt. They looked savage enough, if she was measuring such things.  
 
    “Ma’am,” Travis asked, tilting his head, “if I may ask, do you plan on starving us for the duration of our journey?”  
 
    It was going to be a long journey. With no horses and no carriage, the walk to Silver Creek, which may or may not have a sheriff when she arrived, was going to take nearly a week of time. Longer if things did not go perfectly, and she doubted they would.  
 
    “I do not,” she said. “There are some food supplies. I will see that you don't starve.”  
 
    “Ah, excellent. I, of course, do not expect a lady of obvious means to be a cook of great talent, but-”  
 
    “What you expect is hardly important,” she snapped. She wasn't sure why it bothered her suddenly that she could not cook. She flushed and shook her head, her golden curls bouncing as she did so. “You will eat what you are given.”  
 
    “Well of course. I would be more than willing to eat whatever it was you wanted to feed me.” He offered her that incredibly charming grin. She felt her cheek grow warm for an entirely different reason. It lasted right up until her gaze landed on Angus Graves, the Dusty Devil.  
 
    The Devil had been completely silent since she had locked them up. He hadn't fought back, but he had not been, in any way, friendly. Now he was watching her with that flat cool look, like a bear or a wolf. It was strangely disquieting, yet it was hard to look away.  
 
    “Yes,” she said softly, “I'm sure.”  
 
     “If I might ask you a few questions?” Travis pondered. “I assume I am allowed as you have not gagged me.”  
 
    “For the moment,” she quipped.  
 
    He chuckled. “Ah, yes well. Of course. I was wondering, what exactly you were doing out here?”  
 
    “I was relocating,” she responded. “I decided in a change of venue, Colorado or some place similar.”  
 
    He nodded. “So you were not pursuing us in particular?”  
 
    “No,” she said. It was important, she knew from her time in society, to stay as close to the truth as one could when attempting to lie. It was also important to say as little as possible.  “I was not. What were you doing out here?”  
 
    “Looking for you,” he chuckled. “Well, not yourself in particular, but a wealthy stagecoach to rush and rob, which we nearly did.”  
 
    “Nearly.”  
 
    His eyes sparkled. “Well, my Lady Widow, had we known it was your stagecoach, we never would have attacked I-”  
 
    Whatever he was going to say was cut off when The Dusty Devil suddenly slumped to the side. Genevieve sprang up. It wasn't until she was a few paces away that she saw the problem. The dark colored shirt was clinging the Devil's body, clinging with blood. He was injured.  
 
    “By God!” she gasped, “he's been shot.”  
 
    “Well,” The Gentleman said. “That's quite unfortunate.”  
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 




 
 
    ***** 
 
    If she had been a better navigator, and if the weather had complied, it would have all gone just fine. As it was, the drought that had plagued the area for months broke tempestuously the moment she had bent to attend to Angus' wound and the three of them had to seek sanctuary in an abandoned farmhouse, nearly three hours from their ruined campsite.  
 
    There were too many of them out here, she felt. Too many places that people had given up on. They stood like ghosts of hope and memories of what could have been. Genevieve did not appreciate it. It did not bode well for the starting of a new or better life. Still, the reward for bringing these two in should help with that.  
 
    “I cannot believe that you were so...so...foolish!” Genevieve snapped.  
 
    She had, with a grand stroke of tenacity, managed to get both of them into the post-stop. Two salvaged lanterns added a warm glow to the washroom, the only furniture that had been left behind was a rocking chair that had seen better days, and a claw foot tub. She had managed to chain them to the tub itself, reasonably certain that they wouldn't be able to lift the vessel.  
 
    The dark eyed male turned his gaze at her. His lips settled into a thin line, making the scars on his face stand out in the near darkness. He looked vaguely intimidating. She assumed he didn't get a nickname like The Dust Devil by being a kind and gentle person.  
 
    “I am going to need to remove your shirt in order to get a better look at the wound.”  
 
    His dark eyes glittered at her. Something moved in their flinty depths and a hum started somewhere in her veins.  
 
    He adjusted his upper body as much as the chains would allow. “Get on with it then.”  
 
    It wasn't just that they were two men who had been known to thieve and kill. It was the fact that the way they were shackled in the tub meant that the only position available for her to get a good look necessitated that she climb into the bath with them.  
 
    “Forgive me, Lady Widow, but I do not believe now is the time to fall back on delicate sensibilities.”  
 
    Travis was right and she was well aware of it. 
 
    “Yes, yes. Alright.”  
 
    There was a great deal of maneuvering that ended with her placed in a ring of masculine legs. Her back was pressed firmly to Travis' chest, though she knelt in the circle of Angus' thighs. Despite the fact that everyone was clothed and a medical situation was taking place, intimacy hung in the air like perfume.  
 
    Her hands trembled as she lifted them to the very first button. Heat rose from his body in thick waves. The fabric of his button down shirt, heavy with rain and blood, had plastered itself to his skin, revealing a physique that seemed crafted to draw the eye.  
 
    Genevieve had not had a great deal of practice undressing men. Her husband, when he had chosen to come to her bedroom rather than visit the women of the gambling hall, had come to her in a robe. Even that had happened less and less frequently as the years had gone on. She had, at first, wondered what it was those women could do that kept him so interested. Later she had decided that there was nothing wrong with her, as her husband was a man who was easily distracted. In the most recent years she had relegated herself to something of married spinsterhood. At least, of course, until her had whisked her away to this.  
 
    “Problem?” Angus asked. The rain had pulled his braid out of its binding and the locks hung heavy around a face as hard and chiseled as granite.   
 
    “I believe that you have drawn the eye of our Lady Widow,” Travis quipped. His lips were nearly at her ear. “How marvelous.”  
 
    “Hardly,” she snapped. As if to prove herself she deftly undid one button, and then the next. “I simply did not want to cause more harm than necessarily.”  
 
     “Well of course,” Travis answered, “we wouldn't want that.”  
 
    The fabric peeled away slowly, revealing a chest crafted of warm copper. A pattern of scars wove itself across the lean lines of him, but they did not detract from the ultimately masculine form. No indeed, they seemed to emphasize it.  
 
    The wound was no larger around than the tip of her thumb, at least in the front. She tugged the shirt down his arm until she could see the line of his shoulder. There was a slight bulge where there shouldn't be. A gentle touch was enough to confirm her suspicions. 
 
    “The bullet is stuck just beneath the skin,” she explained. “I'll need to remove it.”  
 
    “Are you a healer as well as a bounty hunter?” The Gentleman asked. She felt him move behind her, the lean press of his chest to her back had her senses growing hot.  
 
    Genevieve shook her head and cleared her throat. “My father was.  I was his nurse for many years.”  
 
    “Get on with it,” Angus demanded, thrusting his wounded shoulder in her direction. There was a tightness around his lips, and a paleness beneath his eyes that told her he was in a great deal of pain. She nodded.  
 
    “I'll need some hot water, a small knife and bandages,” she said, more to herself than the two men.  
 
    “I could assist,” The Gentleman said. “I was at the university before making my way out West, I took several anatomy classes.”  
 
    “I'm sure that has been of great help in your current occupation.”  
 
    “It has, actually.” He treated her with a charming smile. With his hat off she could see that his locks were a rich and lustrous brown, with a stubborn curl around his face. “Though I don't think your remark was intended to be facetious.”  
 
    She made a non-committal sound and began rooting around in the few bits of luggage that had managed to be salvaged. It was precious little. When the rain relented, she would have to go out and scavenge for more items.  
 
    She had a pot for boiling water. Travis had a small knife tucked in his boot. The only clean fabric, however, was the cotton of her favorite chemise. She resisted the urge to curse.  
 
    “It's just a dress.” Angus gritted his teeth.  
 
    “Your lack of civility continues to astound and astonish,” Travis smirked. “That, my friend, is a very fine lady’s undergown, hand crafted if I am not mistaken.”  
 
    “Did you take classes in tailoring at your university as well?” Genevieve snipped. “Or are you just an expert in women's underthings.”  
 
    Travis laughed. “With a wit like yours, ma’am, I am happy to show you what an expert I can be.”  
 
    Her cheeks flamed brilliantly enough that she decided to turn away.  
 
    “I'll have to go boil the water.” She crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “Try not to die before I return.”  
 
    Angus didn't die in the time that it took her to boil the water and put together the bandages, but he had turned several shades paler than he had been. The wound wasn't bleeding externally. That was not a good sign. It meant that something was bleeding on the inside.  
 
    “Damn,” she cursed.  
 
    “Such language coming from a fine lady’s mouth,” Travis quipped. It wasn't very light-hearted, however. His concern for his friend was creasing his handsome brow. “How is he?”  
 
    “Get out of the tub,” she commanded. “I'll need to lay him out.”  
 
    It was no easy feat to climb out of the bath, but Travis managed it. His arms were placed at an angle that was going to quickly cut off the circulation.  
 
    “Let me help,” he offered once more. “I give you my word that I will not harm you.”  
 
    She snorted and tried to adjust Angus, but Travis' new position didn't give her enough room for that. “I don't believe you.”  
 
    “You don't have to,” he explained, “but you do need my help, and the room to operate.”  
 
    It was that last word that made her heart sink. She knew she was going to have to do more than just pull out a bullet. There was something very wrong, and there was a very good chance she'd need his help before the end.  
 
    “Fine,” she said, pulling the key out of her pocket. “But I won’t hesitate to shoot you if you try to pull anything over on me.”  
 
    “I believe you.”  
 
    She unlocked him and there was one tense moment where she wondered if he would strike her or run. He did neither. Rather, he knelt by the tub and helped heft his friend out. With more chain available they could pull him out of the tub and lay him out on the floor. He was a tall man, and took up a great deal of space. She knelt to one side, Travis to the other.  
 
    “Wash your hands,” she told him.  
 
    Travis removed his jacket and rolled up his sleeves. He was younger than she originally thought. The mustache made him look more mature, but under the soft lantern light she realized that they were of an age.  
 
    “Would you like something to bite down on?” she asked Angus.  
 
    He shook his head. “Just...just do it.”  
 
    When they were both ready, she began.  
 
    It was hours’ worth of work that left her back aching and her brow wet. Travis, as he had claimed, was an excellent assistant. The beginning was the easiest part, the removal of the bullet. It was barely an inch beneath the skin, and it took nearly nothing to remove it.  
 
    “It's broken.” She held it up, examining the ball. “There is another half of a bullet lodged inside.”  
 
    Travis gave her a long look. “Then let us make haste.”  
 
    She didn't have any tools save for the sharp knife. There was nothing she could do to investigate the wound, save for her own hands. They would have to do.  
 
    “This is going to hurt,” she told Angus. He said nothing, merely gritted his teeth and closed his eyes.  
 
    She washed her hand once more and then proceeded to explore the wound. Angus shivered.  
 
    “Hold him still!” she commanded.  
 
    Travis pressed down on his friend’s good shoulder in an effort to keep him from moving.  
 
    “Well?” he demanded.  
 
    “One moment.”  
 
    “I'm not sure that he has many moments left to offer you, Widow.”  
 
    “Silence!” she commanded once more.  
 
    She closed her eyes and felt around with her finger. The wound was hot, too hot, burning off whatever had infected it. She probed gently.  Then the very tip of her finger found the rounded edge of a bullet.  
 
    “There it is! Give me the knife.”  
 
    Her hand was covered with slick blood when the weight of the handle hit her palm. She gripped it firmly and then pushed it into the wound. Angus' leg jerked, stomping against the ground.  
 
    “Shhh,” she whispered. “I know it hurts, I know, shhh.”  
 
    She turned her wrist and felt the bullet move.  
 
    “Come on,” she whispered. “Come on.”  
 
    “Quickly,” Travis goaded. “He's gone very pale.”  
 
    She turned her wrist again and suddenly, a tiny bit of metal no larger than the tip of her smallest finger clattered against the ground.  
 
    “There it is!” Travis cheered.  
 
    He leaned over and kissed her full on the mouth. His lips were satin as they flattened against hers. Caught up in the triumph of the moment she returned the motion, parting her mouth and lashing her tongue hungrily against his.  
 
    Her body woke to the taste of him. She made a small sound and then ripped away.  
 
    He was grinning, she was not.  
 
    “That was hardly appropriate.”  
 
    “You didn't seem to mind at first.”  
 
    “Shows what you know.” The words held a great deal of heat, but not a lot of honesty.  
 
    She turned her gaze back to Angus. “I'll need to bind the wound.”  
 
    They propped him up and, as a team, they wrapped bits of her cut up chemise around him, binding the wound. It was tedious, but easier than the operation had been. 
 
    “What is your prognosis, Lady Widow?”  
 
    “He'll live,” she said, “but only if he doesn't aggravate it. The wound is quite willing to bleed, and I do not know that he'll be able to survive it opening.”  
 
    “So we will not be traveling?”  
 
    “He's worth a great deal more alive than he is dead,” she expressed. “We can stay for a few days at least.”  
 
    “Back into the cuffs with me, then?”  
 
    “Yes,” she confirmed. “Into the cuffs.”  
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    A few days quickly turned into a few weeks. Whether it was the initial bullet wound, or the fact that half the operation had been done with a knife, Angus did not heal quickly.  
 
    In fact, halfway through his healing process Genevieve tried to move him. The wound split open. Had it not been for quick thinking and a great deal of effort he could have died.  
 
    As she had no desire to kill the man, they were stuck here for the foreseeable future.  
 
    It did not help that they had no horses and very few supplies. One of the few things that had managed to survive the raid, the crash and the subsequent rain (which had gone on for nearly three days) had been the seeds her husband had purchased. Neatly packed in wax lined packages the seeds were relatively untouched. That and her husband's journal.  
 
    She took it as a sign from God, because what few supplies they had were running out. 
 
    She walked into the bathroom on the morning of the second week. Angus was asleep in the tub, a layer of blanket had been tucked around him and the cushion from the stage coach made for a decent enough pillow.  
 
    “I'll need your help,” she told Travis.  
 
    He held up his cuffed wrists. “I am at your disposal.”  
 
    She uncuffed him and led him out to the front yard.  
 
    “He isn't thriving. I can't move him and I can't drag his dead body to the nearest town without potentially killing him.”  
 
    “You aren't the Widow, are you?”  
 
    She paused. “I'm a widow.”  
 
    “But not THE Widow.” He fixed his eyes on her. They were good eyes, a rich hazel shade that ran closer to green. “She wouldn't care if the man lived or died, only that she turned in a body. She is cold that way.”  
 
    She took a deep breath and blew it out. “My name is Genevieve Tavers, my husband was Lord William Tavers and he died on his way out West.”  
 
    “I see.”  
 
    “What do you plan to do?”  
 
    “Make a new life for myself,” she told him. “My first plan was to sell all of the items that my husband had packed and go to Silver Creek to get in touch with a solicitor and see if I could free the funds that my husband gained upon selling our homes.”  
 
    His voice was surprisingly gentle when he asked, “Is that no longer an option?”  
 
    “My husband was a terrible gambler,” she explained. Her eyes stayed fixed on the empty farmland. “The word 'terrible' is the most important in that particular statement.”  
 
    She held up her husband's journal. The page fell open to a series of bank notes and receipts. 
 
    “I had thought it was just a love of frivolity that pushed him to go out West. It seems that even after selling nearly everything we owned, there is still a rather prodigious amount of debt.”   
 
    “What do you plan to do?” he asked looking down at the rain smeared numbers.  
 
    “I plan to take a new name. My husband is dead and I cannot return home without inheriting the culmination of his stupidity. I plan on making this,” she motioned around her, “my new home.” 
 
    “What do you need from me?”  
 
    “A few things,” she admitted. “I need you and your friend alive, but I fear that he needs to be left alone for at least a few more week, perhaps two months. But we do not have the supplies for that.” She held up the sacks of seeds.  
 
    “You want to farm?”  
 
    “It is not my first choice, merely my only one. The closest town is too far and I don't have anything to trade save for you and your friend. I could turn you in now, of course and save myself half my troubles...”  
 
    “But?” he prompted.  
 
    “But...I need your held to start the venture.”  
 
    “So you want me to help you start a farm so that you can keep us alive for a few more months so that you can turn us in at the end of it.”  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “I am not seeing how this is helpful to me or Angus at all.”  
 
    “You would be helping a lady in need,” she offered.  
 
    “You seem to forget that we were more than willing to put in that place of need to begin with.”  
 
    She sighed. “I will help free you.”  
 
    “Pardon?” His face lit up with surprise and shock. “I am not entirely sure that I heard you correctly. 
 
    “After I turn you in and receive the reward, I will help you escape so that you can go be capture or killed by someone else.”  
 
    “Why don't you just trade the seeds?” he asked.  
 
    She frowned at him, “Because the food is worth more and I need a renewable source of income.”  
 
    “This place is a lot for a woman to take care of.”  
 
    “I will handle that; will you help me?”  
 
    He eyed her for a long moment, then offered his hand. “Alright, Genevieve Tavers, I will help you.”  
 
    When she took his hand he brought it to his lips and kissed it lightly. It was a gentleman's kiss. Had they been standing in a ballroom rather than the porch of an old house she would have expected him to ask her to dance. 
 
    It struck her that, in a different place, she would have accepted his advances. He was smart, handsome and well mannered. He was everything that an established husband should have been. If you could overlook the robbery and gun slinging.  
 
    “What is going on behind those beautiful eyes of yours, Genevieve?”  
 
    She cleared her throat and took her hand back.  
 
    “I don't know.”  
 
    He smiled, and they both knew that she was lying.  
 
      
 
    

 
 
   
  
 




 
 
    ***** 
 
    The peas went into the ground first, if only because they took nearly no time to grow. The potatoes were next because Genevieve would need as many of them as possible in order to see herself through the winter.  
 
    The plan had been explained to Angus at Travis' insistence. He had sat in the tub, propped up by his pillow, his legs stretched out and listened as Genevieve explained who she was and what she planned.  
 
    “You aren't The Widow?” he had asked.  
 
    “No,” she told him.  
 
    “Then why did you say you were?”  
 
    “Well you had a gun pointed in my direction and it seemed like a grand idea at the time.”  
 
    His lips curled into a grin and then widened into a full smile. Then his shoulders started to shake and a booming laugh echoed out of his chest.  
 
    “Oh yes,” he motioned to the tub he was currently cuffed to, “a good idea.”  
 
    She licked her own lips and blushed, her head tilted demurely. “Well, it would have worked if everything else hadn't gone wrong.”  
 
    “Alright,” he said after his laughter had ended. “I will help you.”  
 
    “Thank you.”  
 
    “On one condition,” he said when she turned to leave the room. 
 
    “Oh?”  
 
    He shook the cuff once more. “My wrists are raw.”  
 
    “You'll try to run away.” Genevieve put her hands on her hips.  
 
    “I won’t be running anywhere.” He was angry. He turned his head away and suddenly she understood.  
 
    “For now,” she said before unlocking the cuffs. “But in a few months you'll be outrunning everyone.”  
 
    He sat up and she tried to stand. Her long skirt caught beneath her shoes and she stumbled. His good arm came around her middle, and steadied her from the potential fall. Suddenly she was against him. Her chest pressed flatly against his. Lust, wild and fierce, pounded beneath her skin.  
 
    His dark eyes fixed on her mouth. He wanted to kiss her. She could feel it in the way his arm tightened around her middle, pulling her closer. She could sense it in the way his head tilted ever so slightly. Yet he made no real move to close the distance.  
 
    Her body hummed with the nearness of him. She hated herself for it. She was newly widowed, and hadn't she felt the same desire when Travis had lain his mouth to hers? Yes, and yet no. Was she so fickle? Had her hardship turned her into a wanton woman?  
 
    Perhaps, but when she felt him releasing her, she made a choice.  
 
    She surged up to it. Her lips savaged against his hungrily. For a moment he didn't respond. She pulled back and cleared her throat bashfully.  
 
    “I'm sorry, I'm not sure what came over me.”  
 
    He said nothing. Why was he always so silent?  
 
    Yet his fingers came up and brushed the fullness of her lower lip. Shock waves tingled down her body, culminating in a place she had no name for. They trailed to the height of her cheek and down her neck.  
 
    “Do not apologize,” he said, and released her.  
 
    She nearly ran from the room. 
 
    ~*~ 
 
    “Genevieve, what are you doing?” Travis asked as she poured more water into the washbasin.  
 
    “I am washing the laundry.”  
 
    “Yes,” he said gently. “I can see that. You've rubbed your hands quite raw.”  
 
    She paused and pulled them out of the water. They weren't just red, they were blistered.  
 
    “Oh,” she said dumbly, “it seems they are.”  
 
    He took her hands between his and used his kerchief to dab them dry. “Did something happen?”  
 
    She could have kept it to herself. It would have been the polite and lady-like thing to do. Yet, she couldn't. For all that had happened, Travis had been always been honest with her.  
 
    “I kissed Angus.”  
 
    “Is that all?”  
 
    She blinked. “Is that all? I...in the span of a few weeks I have kissed two men, both of whom are wanted criminals, lost all of my belongings and hatched a plan to help them break the law, all so that I could start a new life under an assumed name.”  
 
    He nodded his head. A single curl of his caramel colored hair fell across his brow. “Well, when you put it like that, it's not surprise that you kissed two men.”  
 
    “Pardon?”  
 
    He took her hand in his and brought it to his lips. Her blood still humming from Angus' mouth, roared to life at the single touch. “Genevieve, do you know that I was a lord's son?”  
 
    “I assumed you were...something.”  
 
    His eyes sparkled. “Indeed. I was a lord's son, I was the second, rather than the eldest but I was still well on my way to inheriting a rather fabulous amount of wealth.  But I turned, instead, to a life of crime.”  
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “The rules,” he said bringing her other hand to his lips. “I hated the rules. I had to approach everything just so. I had to do things exactly as society expected of me. The West...well it is freedom.”  
 
    “I see.”  
 
    He turned her hand over and laid his lips to the pulse of her wrist. It jumped at the connection.  
 
    “Do you want both of us?”  
 
    She felt his breath as he whispered the words against her skin.  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “Then enjoy both of us.”  
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    It was late autumn and Angus was nearly healed. He had taken to helping around the farm. He was a decent carpenter and fixed the stairs heading from the first floor to the second.  
 
    The crops were coming in. Peas, radishes, potatoes, pumpkins and turnips. Her diet would be simple, but would keep her alive. She and Travis had placed the supplies into large wooden boxes; something else that Angus had crafted.  
 
    In a week, maybe two, the men would leave. She wasn't entirely sure how she was going to manage it all on her own. In the most cold and logical part of her brain she knew that she would have to find a husband. The idea of it made her heart ache.  
 
    Over the weeks she had attempted to take Travis' advise. Idle flirtations had turned into affectionate gestures.  
 
    Angus had brought her wildflowers; Travis had recited poetry.  
 
    She poured a seventh and final bucket of steaming water into the bath. Now that it wasn't being used to chain criminals she could cleanse the dirt and grime from herself. She had been sponging herself off for the sake of cleanliness, but nothing was quite as lovely as a real bath. She used a rag on herself first, clearing off the worst of the day’s dirt. She didn't want to muddy the water too much. 
 
    Genevieve let her hair down and then submerged herself in the hot water. She had just finished washing her hair when the two of them walked into the bathroom.  
 
    “What is going on?” she demanded, reaching for her bathing robe.  
 
    “You take too long,” Angus said. He was bare chested and bare foot. His only clothing was a pair of breeches that were tied off at the knee. His long, dark hair was loose. It was so easy to admire the long line of his sculpted body.  “We have come to seduce you.”  
 
    “I was planning on being a bit more poetic about it.” Travis said as he slid the jacket of his suit off of his shoulders, “but my friend here has the right of it.”  
 
    “Are you...serious?” she asked, pulling the robe to her chest. The fabric off it floated on the surface of the water.  
 
    “Yes,” Angus pushed his breeches to the ground. He was suddenly very nude. His naturally tanned body glimmered with the day’s work. He took two steps across the bathroom and stepped into the tub. The water splashed around his calves. “Do you want us to go away?”  
 
    She had to swallow twice before she said, “No.”  
 
    His golden hands settled on her hips, pressing the fabric around them. He dipped his head and pressed the fullness of his mouth to hers. He tasted like cinnamon and sunlight. The gentle press of his tongue dipped between her lips and flicked against her own. Her head spun as if she had been drinking wine.  
 
    Her world narrowed down to the places where his callused fingers caressed. The fabric bunch beneath his touch, gliding over her body.  
 
    A second pair of lips touched to her neck, and her legs went weak. Travis lifted the weight of her golden hair and let his mouth tease along the skin of her back. His clever hand traced the line of her spine, skimming over the roundness of her backside before gliding between her thighs. She moaned into Angus' mouth and he swallowed it.  
 
    Her husband had never touched her like this, never offered her this kind of pleasure. She was pinned between the bodies of two men and had never felt more free. The hard press of their shafts pressed against her body. She trembled as her mind dreamed of lurid thoughts of how she was going to enjoy the pair of them.  
 
    Genevieve reached behind herself and found the root of Travis' pleasure. He made a low sound against her neck as she ran her fingers along his length. Her thumb swept along his tip and his fingers clenched her hip.  
 
    “If you continue to do that,” he whispered. “I will not last long.”  
 
    “Shame,” Argus muttered, freeing her mouth for the first time. “I feel as if I could last forever.”  
 
    “Gentlemen,” she offered, “no need to fight. I'm happy to make sure everyone is well satisfied.”  
 
    Genevieve meant it. Never in her entire marriage had she felt as if her husband was completely satisfied by her. A small part of her had always wondered if it was because nothing could satisfy him, or if she was incapable as a partner.  
 
    She took Angus' length in her free hand. She could feel the differences between the two of them, Argus had length where Travis had girth and she wanted to learn what pleased them both. Her wet hands slid over their firmness, stroking slowly at first, feeling them pulse against her palms.  
 
    She felt a charge of empowerment as their tips turned shiny with their enjoyment. She knelt between them, the water splashing around her hips, and took Angus' tip into her mouth. She felt his hand against the back of her head as she slid him over her tongue. Genevieve idled over the sensation of it gliding in her mouth before she turned her head and offered Travis the same pleasure. Back and forth she went until the pair of them where making low sounds.  
 
    “Come here,” Angus commanded. He gripped her upper arm and hauled her back into a standing position. She barely found her footing before Travis' mouth descended on her breast. He wasn't gentle this time, as he had been with her back. He sucked and nibbled at her flesh, turning the steadily growing need between her thighs into a throb, an ache.  
 
    Angus did not bother with her breasts. He dipped to his knees and pressed his mouth to the crux of her own pleasure. He grabbed her thigh and wrapped her leg around his golden back. Her toes curled against his flesh as their mouths devoured her. The slick sense of self-indulgence swam through her body, making her forget herself. Angus' tongue mapped out her cleft in wild felicitations.   
 
    She forgot how to think. Her body was nothing but sensation. The moment that her pleasure was nearly upon her they switched places. The change in rhythm, in the shift from one to the other broke the build of her high, but not the continuation of her pleasure. When she was sure she couldn't take anymore, they carried her to the living room and the makeshift bed she had been sleeping on.  
 
    Argus laid out and pulled her down to his golden form.  
 
    “Do it, Genevieve,” he whispered. “Do it.”  
 
    She spread her legs, cupping his body with hers. She felt the blunt press of his swollen tip against her entrance. She splayed her fingers against his chest and thrust herself back on him. One moment she was empty and the next she was full. She rode him with a near mindless vigor.  
 
    Travis knelt behind her. She felt the press of his swollen length against the cleft of her backside. His hands swept around and cupped her breasts, his fingers flicked across her nipples.  
 
    “Ride,” he whispered in her ear. “Ride the way you want.”  
 
    “Hmm?” she asked.  
 
    “Ride him how you want to, do what feels good.”  
 
    Angus' hands came to her hips, and she fell forward. She stopped moving up and down and started to slide herself back and forth. Her hands moved lower.  
 
    “There you go,” Travis said. “There you go.”  
 
    She moved faster, Angus' hands availed the movement. “You feel so good,” he groaned  
 
    The weight of her passion was building once more. It was a heavy thing, almost alive in its own right. Every movement, every thrust of her body fed it.  
 
    “Oh God,” she gasped. “I want more, I need more.”  
 
    Travis pushed the tip of himself against the depths of her buttocks.  
 
    “Can I?” he asked, “Genevieve, can I?”  
 
    “Yes!”  
 
    He pushed hard and suddenly Genevieve was filled. The glory of being pinned between their two bodies swept through her. She couldn't move, but she no longer had to. Angus held her hips while he thrust into her from beneath, and Travis held her shoulders while pushing from behind.  
 
    “More,” she begged, “don't stop now.”  
 
    The feeling thrilled through her, and the ball of pleasure broke. Her skin felt too tight, and then it seemed to disappear altogether. The hard edge of ecstasy rolled through her as they rocked in and out of her body. Hands gripped her, held her in place, fed that wild high until she went blind with it.  
 
    “Yes!” she cried, “Now! Please, now!”  
 
    When she hit the very height of her ecstasy they filled her.  
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    Two weeks later, she turned them in to the marshal at Silver Creek. He was an older man, well versed in the world of justice. He took custody of The Dust Devil and The Gentleman and he handed her a suitcase with the funds inside.  
 
    “Ma'am,” he plucked the cigar from his lip and gave her a smile filled with tobacco coated teeth. “I don't know how you managed this, but you've done a great thing for the good citizens of Silver Creek. Do you know they took a stagecoach around two months back?”  
 
    “Did they?” she asked.  
 
    “Oh yes, killed everyone on board. Wife, stagecoach. Bodies were all torn up by coyotes and then the rain took a good deal of everything with it.”  
 
    “That's terrible,” she gasped, placing a hand on her chest in mock surprise. “Well, at least they are in good hands.”  
 
    The trick to lifting someone’s keys, Travis had explained to her, was that you had to make it all seem natural. One quick easy movement that had the person not thinking about what was going on, or they would know. Make it natural, and they wouldn't even realize what was going on.  
 
    She linked her arm through his as if they were old friends.  
 
    “You'll be taking them far from here?” she asked. “Soon, I hope?”  
 
    “First thing tomorrow morning, Ma'am.” He puffed out his chest, his mutton-chop style beard flapping with his pride at having a pretty woman on his arm. His hand was far away from his weapon. Instead it rested on her hand, where it lay on his arm. “You won’t have to worry anymore.”  
 
    “Well, I managed.”  
 
    “That you did!” He gave her a wink. “If you want to come work for me...”  
 
    “Oh no, this adventure was plenty enough for me. I plan on settling down, finding a husband, running a farm.”  
 
    “A lady like you?” he asked.  
 
    She shrugged. “I've had enough of comfortable society, Marshal. All I want is to have a home and children.”  
 
    He patted her hand. “Of course, of course. Well, you take care out there on that big ol' farm all by yourself.”  
 
    “Oh you.” She chuckled and placed a kiss on his bearded cheek.  
 
    Completely charmed and cherry red, he waved her of and went on his way. When he walked away from her, all she had to do is keep the keys from jingling as they pulled out of his pocket. It was surprisingly easy.  
 
    She let them see her leave town on the back of her newly purchased horse, a thick bodied creature with a slow gait that would help plow the fields. She tied him up outside of town, munching on the contents of a feed bag. There were two more with him, older but more fleet of foot.  
 
    A distraction, according to Angus, would be the easiest way to get anyway out of the jail. A fire was best.  
 
    She chose an empty building. It had been the outhouse for the church, it was small and located on the further side of town. But no one would want it to go up in flames, as the church could be next.  
 
    The fire was surprisingly easy. The outhouse was old and small enough that it took to the flame easily. She screamed out for others to come. They ran to the outhouse as she snuck away. No one would think to look for a lady when they began to piece together what had happened. They'd be looking for a young man.  
 
    The jail was empty when she arrived, save for her two men.  
 
    Hers, she thought with a smile, they were all hers.  
 
    “Did it work?” Angus asked, direct as always.  
 
    “Of course it did,” Travis explained, coming up to the bars with his particular elegant swagger. “She's here. Though I don't think that this disguise suits you.”  
 
    She did a little turn before putting the key in the lock. “Don't like me dressed as a boy?” she teased.  
 
    “I am a delightful sinner,” Travis smirked. “Little boys are not on that list.”  
 
    “Hurry up,” Angus muttered.  
 
    Moments later they were off.  
 
    The horses were still there when they arrived, unwilling to leave the comfort of the patch of grass and a tree to lean against. They mounted up and moments later were on the road.  
 
    “How long will you be gone?” she asked, reaching a hand out to either of them.  
 
    “Not long,” Angus promised.  
 
    “They will look for us. They will come here and look for us. They may even ask if you were involved. There is a chance they will tear the house apart.”  
 
    “I know,” Genevieve said. “I know. I will worry.”  
 
    Travis guided his horse towards her and laid his lips against her cheek. Moments later Angus did the same.  
 
    “We will return.” Angus placed her head against his. “Before the year is out.”  
 
    As she watched them disappear into the darkness, she knew she believed them.  
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Werebear in the Woods 
 
      
 
    When Karen had started dating Brad, she had ignored every warning sign. Money going missing from her purse, his knack for conveniently forgetting to bring his wallet when it was his time to pay, and the list of places they couldn’t go to because he had ‘history’. The man had been a walking time bomb, and she had continued to walk blindly beside him. Well, she was certainly paying the price now. With a good job disappearing behind her and her cozy apartment now empty, all her worldly possessions were packed up into her newly acquired rusty excuse for a car. 
 
    The road ahead had been undulating with a film of water that was continually leaking from her eyes. She wasn’t crying; she would not cry but her eyes were definitely taking their time to adjust to her new situation. Ever grateful to her parents for setting up a temporary home and job for her, she wiped a hand across her eyes and prepared to turn off into what looked like an impregnable forest. 
 
    The road became a bumpy track; the way the trees crowded over her was unsettling. She thought she might recognize the place; she knew she had visited it before but that was when she was young and she had no real memory of the trip. The sun disappeared behind a canopy of evergreens and patches of frost adorned the flatter parts of the road. She knew she didn’t have a choice but if she had, second thoughts would have been creeping in halfway up the track that seemed to go on forever. 
 
    Just as she was wondering if she should consider reversing back all that way, the trees thinned and the road smoothed. Up ahead was the cabin, bathed in winter sunlight from the west with frost on the east. It was really pretty and had a view of the forest that would be fantastic from the wide veranda that wrapped around the sunny sides of the building. 
 
    She got out of the car and stretched; it had been a long drive and she had only made one stop. What she needed was a cup of coffee and maybe to sit on the porch swing and watch the sun as it dipped below the tree-line. As soon as she stepped onto the porch she realized that it wasn’t going to happen like that. The swing was dangling at an angle that no normal person could comfortably sit on and when she pushed it, the squeak was loud enough to scatter birds from tree tops all around. 
 
    “You’re number one on my list,” she said and marveled at how her voice was absorbed into the open space around her. 
 
    The next problem appeared when she realized that the electricity was off; after spending forty minutes trying to find a switch to turn it on she approached the large wood burner. The email she’d received from her uncle said that the wood was kept in an open shed out by the back door and there were oil lamps dotted around the cabin, most of which she’d been assured were full. Of course, he’d also told her that the electricity would be switched on so who knew what she would find. 
 
    She brought her boxes of food into the grubby kitchen which also boasted a wood stove and was glad that she’d packed several bars of chocolate and crackers because she had no idea how to start a fire. City girls used switches and everything was instant. Sure, her gran had cooked on a wood stove but Karen had never taken any notice. She was going to starve, which might help her shift the pounds she’d added after falling into a pit of misery when Brad had disappeared, taking her life along with him. 
 
    When she dumped her suitcase on the bed in the larger of the two bedrooms, a cloud of dust bounced off the bed and made her sneeze three times. She checked the smaller bedroom and found it in a worse state than the first. That was when the tears began to flow like a river to the sea. She flopped onto the battered sofa and cried until the light outside became dangerously low. 
 
    “Pull yourself together, woman,” she said out loud wondering if it was okay to talk to yourself if no one else knew. “Make a plan.” 
 
    She figured lighting would have to be the first priority and then heating. The place was cold and it was getting icier the lower the sun dipped. There was a handful of logs by the stove but she might need more and she did not want to go outside when it got dark. It took her just a few minutes of fumbling until she had safely lit the oil lamp. She felt pretty pleased with herself but when she looked out of the window she saw no sign of the sun and everything was steeped in shadow. 
 
    When she’d managed to light a few lamps she stepped out of the back door and into a dark shadowy dusk that reminded her of almost every horror movie that she’d seen. When she heard the distant howl from what sounded suspiciously like a wolf she froze. She knew that wolves were a slight possibility but it hadn’t actually crossed her mind that she could be getting close to their territory. She did not want to live with wolves; hell, she wasn’t even good with dogs and they had thousands of years of domesticity behind them. 
 
    She could see the wood shed and the lamp she carried cast a glow towards it but it didn’t brighten the void within. No, it just made it look like a hungry mouth ready and waiting to eat her whole. Karen was really beginning to regret her choices, all of them. The still air was misting in front of her as she breathed and she knew it would only get colder but taking those first steps towards the wood shed was going to take a while. 
 
    Eventually, she managed to fill a large bucket with wood and found that, apart from the spooky cobwebs, the shed was actually pretty harmless. Of course, there were tools that could be seen in any good horror movie but she was pretty sure that the axe blade had been used to chop the wood she was now carrying back to the house. Her arms were full, and the lamp was swinging causing shadows to elongate and then shrink rapidly. She tried to ignore the dark space at her back as she hurried to the back door. She wasn’t halfway across the yard when she heard something behind her and froze. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Karen kept running, even when the whoosh of air almost knocked her flying. She didn’t drop her load, she just crashed into the house and locked the door.  The wood had spilled from the bucket and the lamp had gone out, leaving the room in near-darkness. She peered out of the glass in the door and struggled to see anything; she heard a scuffle, and she knew something big was moving around outside. 
 
    Sitting in the dark on the kitchen floor because she was too scared to move, she went through all the possibilities: raccoon, mountain lion, wolf, bear, yeti, serial killer. None of them put her mind at ease and she quickly scrambled to the front door to check that it was locked. She moved from window to window checking the darkness for signs of movement and then pulling the curtains closed. The night was still and quiet. 
 
    The temperature had dropped and she hadn’t even taken off her coat since her arrival. She needed to make a fire, and she really wanted the comfort it would bring her. She remembered how warm and toasty she would feel at her gran’s house with the flames flickering in the fire box. Human beings had once depended on flames and she might be a modern woman but she was more than capable of starting the fire. 
 
    When she opened the stove, she screamed because the biggest, hairiest spider swung out on his sooty web and flashed before her face, along with her life, because this had to be a life or death situation. She flapped, and ran, and screamed. 
 
    She barely noticed when the door crashed in and a large man stepped in front of her. She continued to hit her ample chest, brushing off spider web and any other disgusting debris that went along with the foul insects. She didn’t stop until he gripped both of her arms and held her still. When she stopped fighting him and looked up, she saw a broad muscled chest about four inches from her nose. The pale chest went on for miles, or at least that’s what it looked like from her angle. 
 
    “What in the hell is wrong with you?” the owner of the chest asked, none too kindly. 
 
    “Spider,” she replied, breathy and trembling. “It was in the stove.” She tried to point, but she was still locked in position by his thickly muscled arms. 
 
    “You shrieked like that for a spider?” he asked, grimacing with his handsome but angry face. 
 
    “It was really big,” she said. 
 
    He let her arms go, and she nearly fell over flat on her butt. Her legs were still wobbling from the shock and as she stepped back from the naked chest, she realized that her rescuer, if that was really what he was, had no shoes on. The crazy man was half-naked in the freezing winter evening. At that point, she remembered that she was alone and vulnerable in a cabin in the middle of a huge great forest with a half-naked white man, who was pretty but crazy and she had no idea where her phone was or if she would get any signal to call for help. Scrap that, by the time the services could get to her she’d be dead, or half eaten by cannibals, or worse. 
 
    “Are you Karen?” the man asked scratching his shiny chestnut hair which looked like it was decorated with twigs. 
 
    “Yes,” she replied, flopping onto the sofa. 
 
    “I’m Lewis, the caretaker,” he replied and then he turned around and began making a fire in the stove. 
 
    “Why are you out in the cold with no shoes or shirt?” she asked watching his muscles ripple across the vast expanse of his back as he worked. 
 
    “My cabin isn’t far from here; I heard you scream,” he replied. 
 
    “Oh, thanks for coming to rescue me,” she said, feeling stupid. 
 
    “I didn’t,” he said. “I came to find out what the hell was going on; I thought some kids had broken into the property. I didn’t think I’d be rescuing a grown woman from a tiny insect.” 
 
    “It was not tiny,” she spat. 
 
    “It was also dead,” he sniggered. 
 
    Great, she was stuck in the middle of the forest for the next few months with a neighbor who walked around barefoot and sexy but who unfortunately already hated her. It didn’t matter, she needed her space. She didn’t think she’d ever trust anyone ever again, thanks to Brad, but staring at Lewis’s bare chest was reminding her that she was still weak-willed and horny. In her defense, she rationalized, he was really hot. 
 
    “I’ll get the stove in the kitchen going; all you have to do is feed it wood when it gets low, but not too much,” he said and disappeared into the kitchen where she’d left the logs where they’d fallen. “You might want to clean up the kitchen before you eat anything.” 
 
    “I was planning on doing that, thanks,” she replied unable to keep the sarcasm from her voice. 
 
    When he came out a few minutes later, still barefoot and sexy, she watched as he walked to the busted front door to inspect the lock. He was built like a man should be: large, muscular, with a fine spray of hair on his chest and stomach that looked silky and welcoming. He laughed; it was a small bitter noise. He had caught her eying him up. 
 
    “Just bolt the door tonight. I’ll be back in the morning to fix it,” he said and then he was gone. 
 
    “Damn,” she huffed. “Stupid, crazy fool walking around half naked and expecting a girl not to look.” 
 
    She was talking to herself again and it was weird. The cabin was turning out to be a big, fat mistake, and it was making her just as crazy as her new neighbor. She stood up and ran the bolt home and then began to boil water for cleaning. She had a lot to do before she could think about sleeping in the dusty bed. She was just glad she’d bought her own duvet.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Karen kept cleaning until the early hours of the morning. She missed her vacuum cleaner because cleaning without electricity wasn’t quite the same but she managed to get the bedroom clean enough to sleep in, even if the mattress did scare her. She had seen that bed bugs were on the rise and couldn’t imagine a better home for them but she tried to put that far from her mind. It helped that she kept getting flashbacks of Lewis’s naked chest. Of course, that didn’t help her when it was time for her to sleep. That mental image was denying her downtime. 
 
    She woke to a loud banging on her door and although it gave her a start she was pretty sure she knew whose fist it was. Sure enough, Lewis stood on the doorstep looking like he wanted to be anywhere but in front of her sleepy-eyed face. 
 
    She opened the door and let him in and then went straight to the newly cleaned kitchen to make coffee. She quickly remembered that water had to be boiled on the stove and was surprised to find the stove was still pretty damn hot. She would have to remember not to put her hand on it to test it in future. 
 
    “I’m making coffee, want some?” she called but got no response. 
 
    He was rooting around in the back of his truck for something and she just watched as he leaned over to reach for it. He was wearing a lumberjack style shirt and jeans that were tight over his nicely rounded behind. She wasn’t quick enough to turn when he spun around and he did that weird snigger thing again. She didn’t want him to think she was interested; she wasn’t but when eye-candy is in your face it would be rude not to look. 
 
    Somehow, she had already figured that he wouldn’t like her no matter what she did and she should just ignore him. He lived alone in the middle of nowhere for good reason; he was grumpy and definitely not a people person. She did not need hot man-candy with an attitude further messing up her already messed up life. She was supposed to be getting herself together, not drooling like a teenager over a towering beast of a man. She held the sigh that wanted to escape her lips inside firmly when he bent down, giving her a sweet view. She knew he was doing it on purpose, too. 
 
    “Coffee?” she asked forcing herself to move. 
 
    “Okay, have you made the list of jobs for me yet?” 
 
    “Really? I arrived yesterday just before the sun went down, and you saw what happened after,” she huffed and made the coffee. 
 
    “While I’m here, I could do some jobs, rather than keep coming back,” he said. 
 
    “The porch swing is broken,” she hollered back at him. 
 
    “You need to stay inside when it gets dark; the wolves are not friendly here and, yes, they do attack people,” Lewis said as she handed him a cup of coffee. 
 
    “I thought I heard some last night,” she said, shivering. Even though the sun was streaming across the porch there wasn’t much heat to it. 
 
    “Stay inside. Get plenty of wood in during the day and lock your doors,” he said. 
 
    “My uncle said there’s electricity but it’s off,” she said. 
 
    “I’ll have it fixed by the end of the week,” he replied and then immersed himself in the work. 
 
    She did as he said. She stacked plenty of wood beside the two stoves and he taught her how to make a fire. She didn’t know if she would remember how to make a fire in the future but he had certainly started a fire inside of her while he was sitting so close. She felt like a bitch in heat and what was worse was that he smelled like something she wanted to bury herself in. A mixture of pine fresh and musky male; that scent was pouring from him and making her head swim. If he had shown any real interest in her she didn’t think she could turn him away. She needed a cold shower which was handy because without the electricity that was all she was getting. 
 
    “I’m off home now but I mean it; do not go out after dark,” Lewis said, staring her down with his big brown eyes. 
 
    “Okay, I won’t,” she said feeling a little creeped out by his insistence, not that she was going to risk it; animals were dangerous. 
 
    She watched him leave and wondered exactly how far away he lived. She wanted to get out and get some fresh air but what he’d said had made her even more wary than her inbuilt city-girl nature. 
 
    She thought a walk wouldn’t hurt and she would go in the direction that he’d pointed to when describing himself as a neighbor. She grabbed her phone, even though there wasn’t a signal, as well as a packet of chocolate cookies. 
 
    She found a path leading into the woods and followed it. As long as she stuck to the path and didn’t walk for too long she would be fine. She wasn’t worried about animals during the day because she was pretty sure most of the dangerous ones were nocturnal. The sun was shining, albeit without any heat, and the trees were not too thick around the path. She munched the cookies as she walked because she hadn’t bothered to have breakfast thanks to Lewis’s early wake-up call. 
 
    The minute she had a signal on her cell phone she would text her uncle and tell him just what she thought of his caretaker. On second thought, maybe not everything; some of the things that were running through her mind were too naughty to even think about but she was doing it anyway. Suddenly she realized she wasn’t on the path anymore. She knew something had gone wrong but she wasn’t sure what it was, not until she fell down a hole. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Lewis was making a sandwich when he heard the shriek. It made his teeth wince. It was her; the beautiful but ditzy woman with the mahogany skin and lips like cherries. He dropped the knife he was holding and sprinted for the door. She didn’t sound too far away and, for the life of him, he couldn’t understand what she would be doing wandering through the woods. Didn’t he already tell her that it was dangerous? 
 
    He resisted the urge to shift, opting not to scare her further by arriving in the form of a big brown bear. Bears weren’t the prettiest of shifters but they were definitely the biggest. His bear form was particularly big and, apparently, really scary. He’d frightened many a tourist and chased poachers clean out of the county. He didn’t want to scare the woman, Karen, he just wished she had arrived at a different time, say never. 
 
    He found her in one of the traps he’d set around his property. She was sitting at the bottom of a ditch, covered in mud and slime and she wasn’t happy. She was rubbing her ankle and when she saw his shadow block the light; she looked up. Her almond-shaped eyes pulled at his heart and he felt a physical pain inside his chest. Her misery was touching his soul like no one else had before. 
 
    He jumped down and lifted her out of the ditch, laying her on the ground before hoisting himself back up. She was silent and he hadn’t expected that. She had a smart mouth and he expected to hear some expletives; when none came, he began to really worry about her. Maybe she’d hit her head or was in so much pain that she couldn’t think straight? 
 
    “Let’s get you warm and dry,” he said scooping her close. 
 
    She whimpered but didn’t reply and he began the short trek to his cabin. He took her straight upstairs, and she didn’t say anything; she was still and quiet in his arms. He was starting to notice just how curvy her body was and that was distracting him; he nearly took her into the bedroom when he was aiming for the bathroom. 
 
    “I’m going to put you down and check you over, I think we need to lose some of these muddy clothes but I can find you something dry once you’ve showered,” he said, putting her down on the lid of the toilet. 
 
    Lewis removed her coat and one of her shoes but when he tried to remove the other one she gasped and he could see the ankle beginning to swell. He motioned for her to stay, not that he thought she’d make it out of the room, and ran down to get some ice. When he wrapped the ice around her ankle she hissed through her teeth. 
 
    “What made you wander around the forest like that?” he asked. 
 
    “I just needed some fresh air,” she replied through gritted teeth. 
 
    “What’s wrong with sitting on the porch swing that I fixed? I told you the forest was dangerous,” he said. 
 
    “You didn’t tell me there were covered gigantic holes in the ground designed to hurt people,” she replied and he was relieved to hear that the smart mouth was back. 
 
    “They are not for catching people, well maybe just poachers,” he said and couldn’t help but smile a little. 
 
    She glared at him. He wasn’t used to smiling at people. Mostly, the people that he met were poachers or shifter hunters or just idiots. He didn’t like people much, on the whole. The woman sitting in his bathroom was an exception and his smile was so unpracticed that it seemed to be angering her. He wasn’t about to try it again; she’d just have to put up with his regular glower. 
 
    He ran the bath for her adding a scented bath oil that had appeared in his bathroom sometime over Christmas, probably something to do with his sister who couldn’t handle her bear’s natural musky scent. When he tried to help Karen out of her clothes she raised her hands out in front of her and it was a clear sign that he was not about to see her naked ass. As a shifter, he regularly forgot about humans and their obsession with covering their bodies. He stepped back and shut the door. 
 
    “Damn it, Lewis, I need help,” she called out after a few minutes, along with some decent expletives. 
 
    “Let me help you,” he said and this time he didn’t even try to wipe the smile off his face. 
 
    “Just help with my jeans, but be careful of my ankle,” she moaned. 
 
    He was careful to avoid hurting her but he couldn’t help but let his fingers linger on her skin. First her hip, then her thigh, and finally her calf. She had the finest legs he’d ever seen. They were smooth, soft, and sexy as hell. He tried to avoid checking out the little white panties she wore but he failed and that was a mistake. He was a large man, in every way, and  suddenly had a very noticeable erection pressing firmly against his jeans. When he stood up that area was eye level with little Miss Smart Mouth. 
 
    “I think I can do the rest,” she said but her eyes were on him; all over him. 
 
    “Okay,” he replied but his voice had gone husky and she didn’t miss a thing. 
 
    He closed the door behind him and leaned against it. When he heard a little splash followed by a sigh of pleasure, he knew she was okay and had to drag himself away from the unlocked door. The vision of her legs and little white panties was going to give him restless nights for who knew how long. 
 
    He made some coffee for them both and then paced the length of the house until his sharp hearing heard her struggling to get out of the bath. 
 
    “Do you need some help?” 
 
    “No thank you!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    When Lewis’s hands had caressed her skin in the guise of taking off her jeans she’d felt fireworks all over. She caught him lingering his touches, and he was definitely copping an eyeful. Not that she blamed him; she had great legs, they were undeniably her best feature. She hobbled into the bath and sank down into the warm water. The sticky mud at the bottom of the pit of doom had sunk right through her clothes and touched her most delicate parts. The smell alone was awful but the greenish tinge had been worrying. 
 
    She scrubbed her skin until it was sore and then eased herself out of the tub and into the fluffy towel that was hanging on the rail. Too late she realized that it smelled like him; pine fresh and sexy male. She had wrapped her naked body in his scent and it felt divine. She had to stop herself from burying her nose in the fabric and taking deep lungfuls. 
 
    “I’ve made some coffee and a sandwich, if you like beef,” his voice startled her. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said opening the door. 
 
    He eyed her in the towel which covered her well but she felt very naked underneath. Her ankle felt much better and she followed him through to the bedroom where he’d laid out a t-shirt and shorts. She waited for him to leave and as soon as the door clicked shut she looked around. 
 
    Standing in his bedroom told her a lot more about Lewis than he had. His duvet was tousled, his clothes were draped messily over chairs, handles, and the floor. He even had a mini fridge filled with snacks and drinks. He was definitely a bachelor and had been for a while. 
 
    Karen dressed and then made his bed but she couldn’t figure out why she’d done it. She left the rest of the mess because it was comforting in some way. She didn’t want to think that it was because it pointed out that he was single. That was a road she wasn’t going down, not even if he gave her that super-sweet smile and not the creepy half smiles he’d given her at first. 
 
    “My ankle feels better,” she said sliding into the seat opposite him at the table. 
 
    “Good. Here,” he said handing her a plate with a well-loaded sandwich. 
 
    When she took a bite she knew instantly that the man was a foodie. The sandwich was filled to the max and stacked full of complimentary flavors. The sandwich could stop wars, let alone famine. He was staring as she ate but she had barely eaten since starting her journey to the cabin and she was too hungry to care. 
 
    “It’s nice to see a woman who enjoys her food,” he said taking a man-sized bite of his own. 
 
    “I’m very hungry,” she replied. 
 
    Karen noticed the way his eyes sharpened and directed that wolfish gaze at her mouth. She instinctively licked her lips and the resulting sharp intake of breath that she witnessed made her melt inside. Lewis was dangerous but she appeared to be pretty dangerous herself. While she reveled in her power, he dragged his gaze back to his food. 
 
    “Finish your coffee; I’ll take you home,” he grunted. 
 
    Her mouth hung open. He had just reverted back to that unapproachable asshole that she’d met the night before. His lips were tight and his brows were low; he might have been attracted to her but he sure as hell didn’t like her. She finished the sandwich in silence, downed the coffee which was just as yummy, and got up to stand by the door. 
 
    He barged past her, which wasn’t strictly true; his bulky form had to barge to get through the narrow hallway. She climbed into his truck with not even an offer of help while he started the engine and put the car in gear. Lewis was weird; she didn’t need weird but even while he was sour-faced and gruff he looked good enough to devour. Her sex life had been mundane with Brad and she’d never felt the fizzing in her pants that she had now, even when Lewis was grumpy. 
 
    His cabin must have been really close because it took no time at all before she was outside her uncle’s cabin. She barely waited for the truck to stop before opening the door and falling to the ground unsteadily, jarring her ankle. 
 
    “Take it easy on that foot,” he said. “And stay out of the woods, I can’t keep saving you.” 
 
    She glowered at him. That snarky smile was back and it was just as irritating. The man had more layers than the Earth’s crust and she didn’t know if she wanted to get dirty and dig through them or avoid him like the plague. 
 
    “Thank you for the sandwich, Lewis,” she replied and walked very carefully to her front door. 
 
    There was no way she was going to walk in the forest again. It was full of dangerous creatures and he was one of them. She would write him a list of jobs to do around the cabin and she would be civil but she would sit on the porch and leave him to it; she most certainly would not watch his muscles ripple through his shirt as he worked. Not at all. 
 
    With her foot still throbbing she grabbed the books she had brought with her and curled up on the sofa. She propped her foot up on a cushion and picked up the first book. She put it back down; she was not ready to read a romance. She settled on the detective novel but somehow the cute detective with the disturbing past looked an awful lot like her new neighbor in her head.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Karen was really starting to get under his skin. One minute she was eying him like she wanted to lick him all over and the next she was ignoring him or sending him dirty looks and not the kind of dirty his mind defaulted to when she was around. He needed to shift and put his human body out of action before it did something stupid like tell her how badly he wanted her. 
 
    He parked the truck and stripped on the porch, leaving his clothes in a messy heap on the floor. He’d marked his scent so heavily around his own cabin that only a dumb-ass human poacher would bother to go anywhere near his property. All the shifters in the area knew him by reputation and most of the bear shifters were relatives. He’d had some trouble with actual bears; they got a little confused during the mating season but they soon got the message when they came closer. 
 
    What bothered him were the new pack of wolves that kept straying into his territory and that close call with Karen the night before had really worried him. He could fight off a lone wolf but if they decided to pack-up and jump him, then he wouldn’t stand a chance, especially if Karen was in the vicinity. 
 
    He didn’t know what her uncle was thinking letting a city girl who couldn’t even make a fire live in the wilderness for several months. He’d tried to persuade him to send her elsewhere, but he’d insisted that it was an emergency, that she needed to be there. He couldn’t argue; her uncle had saved his father’s life a few years back which was why he took care of the cabin. 
 
    He’d been standing on his porch thinking about his neighbor for a full ten minutes, naked. His animal self was restless but his human self was just as bad. He stretched and let the bear take over. After a painful but quick transformation, his bear was standing on four legs scenting the area and his human brain settled into the back seat. He was still the same temperament, but with a little more passion, aggression, and hunger; his bear was always after food. 
 
    He relaxed and the bear took him for a walk through the forest, sniffing at trees, scratching about. As expected, the bear had brought him to Karen’s back yard. Lewis thought his bear might want to check that the wolves hadn’t been back but when a soft sound came out of his snout, he sighed inwardly. The bear liked her; he wanted to see her. That wasn’t about to happen because that was a sure way to send a girl running from him. 
 
    It was his fault, of course. He didn’t go for werebear women. He hadn’t met many, other than the ones that were related to him, but he hadn’t felt a spark of interest. He’d tried to have a relationship with a human female but, as it turned out, human women were not keen on bear shifters. It creeped them out. He didn’t think wolf shifters had this problem; they oozed charm, and that was another reason why he didn’t like wolves. Nobody made movies about sexy bear shifters because bears weren’t sexy. 
 
    He watched her from the shadow of the trees getting ready for the night. She’d obviously found a way to cook some food on the stove because there was steam rising from it. He sniffed the air with his sensitive nose. Nope, that was smoke. He watched as whatever she had placed on the stove erupted into flames. Dashing out from the bushes he remembered just in time that he needed to shift. 
 
    He opened the back door with more force than was needed and grabbed a tea towel. He managed to throw the pot out of the kitchen and into the yard before it set fire to anything else, including him. 
 
    As the smoke cleared Karen appeared in the doorway dripping wet and half covered with a towel. His mouth gaped open; she had breasts that Helen of Troy would have envied. 
 
    “Oh my God!” she gasped and then began to cough. 
 
    He took a step closer, wanting to help with her coughing fit but her being over-exposed had removed all the words from his vocabulary. When she batted him away and stepped into the living area, he followed. She caught where his gaze had rested and she turned and wrapped the towel around said parts. 
 
    “Why are you naked and standing to attention in my cabin?” she yelled. 
 
    He looked down and realized that she was right on both counts. He hadn’t stopped to consider his nudity and then she’d flashed him a pair of bosoms that were made to drown in and he really, really wanted to drown in them. His manhood was in total agreement and he could feel his bear cheering him on. 
 
    “Why did you try to burn the cabin down?” he argued. 
 
    “I didn’t, I was trying to cook and then I had a quick shower,” she said. 
 
    “You had a bath just a few hours ago, why would you need a shower with no hot water?” 
 
    “To get the smell off me,” she said. “You’re still naked and indecent.” 
 
    “Naked and indecent? You were half naked just a few minutes ago so I think we’re even,” he said, wondering what smell she meant. 
 
    “I didn’t have an erection,” she said and waved her hands in that direction. 
 
    “It’s going away,” he muttered. “Do you need help making dinner?” he asked, not wanting to leave her while she looked so frazzled and he definitely didn’t want her to burn down the cabin. 
 
    “I’m not hungry anymore,” she replied. 
 
    “Fine, don’t go out in the woods, don’t go out at night, and don’t burn the cabin down,” he yelled and slammed the back door on his way out. 
 
    He checked that the pot had cooled so it wouldn’t start a freak winter bush fire and then stormed off into the trees. Once he was out of sight he shifted back into his bear form but he didn’t leave the area. He still had concerns over the wolves and decided that he would wait around for a while and rub his scent on every tree in a half-mile radius.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Karen flinched when he slammed the door. She was in shock and she would never, ever be able to get the vision of him naked and happy to see her out of her head. Of course, she was slightly mortified that she’d flashed him. It felt like the universe was throwing them together and they were springing back apart as fast as they could.  
 
    She’d lied when she had told him she wasn’t hungry but now her hunger wasn't just for beans on toast, which was what she’d been trying to make. She wanted him so badly and now that she’d seen the entire package, well, what woman wouldn’t go weak at the knees with a man built like him. She wanted to drape her naked body over his; she wanted to lick every plane, mound, and dip on his sculptured body. She needed another cold shower. 
 
    “Girl, will you never learn?” she muttered. 
 
      
 
    As the darkness enveloped her cabin her unease grew. She had that tickling sensation at the back of her neck that told her she was being watched and she believed it. She’d closed all the curtains and locked all the doors. She had peered out into the vast expanse of darkness and was barely able to make out the tops of the trees let alone anything nearer like the shed or her car. 
 
    She had settled for another sandwich but with no electricity she was worried that some of her food would spoil. It wasn’t like she could cook it and she wasn’t about to go and ask her naked neighbor for help, even if she was desperate to see him again, clothed or unclothed. She opened a bottle of wine instead; wine solved everything, even if it was just an overnight fix. 
 
    The first glass was gone before she realized and when she poured a second she began wondering why Lewis had been naked. She hadn’t screamed so why was he there at all? There wasn’t a single reason, other than he was a nudist, that she could think of. She didn’t know why he’d been naked as the day he was born but she was so glad he had the body of a Greek god. If he’d been a middle-aged portly fellow she might have run off screaming but he was so pretty in every way.  
 
    As the third glass disappeared with a bag of pretzels, she was feeling in a much better mood. She swapped the damp towel for her comfy pajamas and hooked her iPod up to her little blue-tooth speaker. She danced and sang along to some 1980’s classics before switching to female power ballads. 
 
    She had a voice that could flow loud, clear, and honeyed. She sang along to Etta James, Dinah Washington, and Ella Fitzgerald. A loud bang on the door startled her and she didn’t know whether to run and hide or be brave and look out of the window. 
 
    “Who is it?” she called turning the volume down on the speaker. 
 
    “Lewis,” her caretaker said. 
 
    She sighed. She didn’t want to let him in while she was in her pj’s, and under the influence of over half a bottle of wine. And, what if he was naked again? Holy hell, she might devour him. She could feel that naughty throb between her legs just remembering him standing in the living room arguing with her while Mr. Happy was out and enjoying the air. 
 
    She answered the door but only because he had saved her three times over. He was fully dressed, including boots. He also held out a large platter of steaming food and the smell almost made her fall on him. He stepped in, easing her aside and set the platter on the coffee table, then he sat down on the sofa as if she’d asked him to stay. 
 
    “I thought you might be hungry and I was scared you might try to cook again,” he said unwrapping the platter and releasing a cacophony of delicious smells. 
 
    She shut the door and sat next to him, diving right in. He smiled and watched as she devoured chicken wings, breaded pork strips with some kind of flavor that didn’t register because she ate them too quickly, and some rustic garlic bread loaded with butter. She was in heaven; the only thing that could have made the food better was if it was served on his naked body. She blushed; she didn’t need that imagery in her head. 
 
    “Hungry, eh?” he asked watching her eat while nibbling on a seasoned chicken leg. 
 
    “I was,” she said licking her fingers, knowing that he was watching her every movement. 
 
    “It might have had something to do with the wine or maybe it was the singing that made you so hungry,” he said, laughing, and she saw just how pretty he really was when he wasn’t being annoying. 
 
    “Shut up and let me like you,” she said softly. 
 
    His eyes tracked her lips as she spoke and he leaned over and kissed them. He didn’t do it gently or tentatively like a new lover; he did it like she was food and he was starving. She melted against him a moan escaping from her and it spurred him on. Within seconds her pajama top was over her head and floating away. His head dropped to her chest, and she wrapped her legs around his waist, sliding on top of his jeans, still wishing that he was naked. 
 
    As the kissing and nibbling continued, she removed his shirt and found that his chest was every bit as hard as what she was sitting on. She needed to find a way to remove his jeans and her pajama bottoms, and quickly. Lewis lifted her off him and dropped his jeans, giving her the show of a lifetime at eye-level. 
 
    “Are you sure you want this?” he asked looking down at her from his naked height. 
 
    “Very sure,” she said, nodding. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    She was sitting in front of him, looking like an angel who had just found out how nice naughty really was. He wanted to capture the moment before she opened her mouth and told him she didn’t want this, that she’d changed her mind. 
 
    Karen stood up and shimmied out of her pajama pants and he knew his mouth had dropped open but there wasn’t anything he could do about it while she was standing in front of him looking like the sexiest creature on Earth. He couldn’t believe she wanted him. 
 
    “I really want this, shall we go to the bedroom,” she said holding out her hand. 
 
    Just as he reached for it a sound registered in the back of his mind and he struggled to place it. Wolves, and lots of them. Their scent hit his nose and he recoiled. Her beautiful open face twisted painfully as she took in his rejection but he didn’t have time to explain. He just needed to keep her safe. 
 
    “Get dressed,” he said and then turned for the back door. “Lock the door after me. I mean it.” 
 
    She didn’t reply but he could hear her pulling on clothes. He opened the door and slipped into the night. His vision was good in the dark but he knew the wolves were better equipped in that department. They also outnumbered him by a long way and he wished he’d called in reinforcements. They had formed a semi-circle in the back yard and were not very patiently waiting. 
 
    The biggest wolf, a black and brown scarred male, stepped forward. There was no way he could take on all the wolves; he needed to know what they wanted and then get them away from his girl. The pack-leader transformed and stood a little shorter and slimmer than him in human form. He had a scruffy look about him and a bad scent. 
 
    “We have a little problem, bear,” the pack-leader said and his voice whistled slightly through a couple of broken teeth. “That woman in there belongs to one of my pack and I saw you were about to get pretty cozy in there and had to step in.” 
 
    “What do you mean? She broke up with her boyfriend, that’s why she’s here,” he said stalling for time.  
 
    He’d heard a brief story from her uncle. Her ex had taken her for everything she had and split. He didn’t see how she would ever want to talk to him again. He looked back at the cabin and saw a shadow by the window; why couldn’t she stay away from trouble? 
 
    “They broke up after a misunderstanding; the girl is still his,” the pack-leader replied. 
 
    Another wolf stepped forward and sat just behind his leader. He was scraggly and nervy; Lewis got the feeling the pack wasn’t up to your usual wolf standard. They looked tough but in an unkempt, unruly kind of way. He was starting to get very nervous because they weren’t reasonable creatures and he didn’t know how to bargain with them. 
 
    “She’s not interested; that’s why she came all the way up here, to get away from him,” he said. “But I can pass on a message for him.” 
 
    “Just a little message, that would be great,” the pack-leader grinned and stepped back. 
 
    “Tell her I want what’s mine,” the ex-boyfriend had transformed into a tall mixed-race man with a large collection of bruises and a deep cut above his eye. 
 
    “What is that exactly?” 
 
    “The necklace,” he hissed before transforming back into his wolf. 
 
    Lewis didn’t know anything about a necklace but if that was all they wanted, then he would advise her to hand it over and free herself from their attention. He didn’t get much of a chance to consider his options because four men grabbed him from behind so the pack-leader could punch him. They obviously were not used to bears, he thought. 
 
    He transformed and raked a powerful claw across the pack-master’s chest before flinging men in all directions. They returned to him in wolf form and he fought them off for as long as he could; then they did some damage with their claws and teeth that he knew he’d feel for the next few weeks. When they finally moved away, he couldn’t move and he didn't have the energy to shift. He just hoped that Karen wasn’t looking out of her window.  
 
    He remained very still and let his body begin the healing process. He could tell one of his ribs was broken and blood was leaking from his temple but they had mostly caused bruising and he was pretty sure he’d given Karen’s ex the same treatment. Did she even know she’d been dating a werewolf? He figured not or she would have suspected something more about him when he kept turning up naked. 
 
    When the first rays of sun neared the horizon, he shifted and it wasn’t long after that he heard the back door open and feet step out towards him. He looked up and saw Karen coming towards him with a glass of water and a blanket. She looked even more angelic with the first rays of sunlight behind her. 
 
    “I don’t know what I saw or what the hell that was about but we need to talk. Do you think you can walk?” she asked. 
 
    “Not far,” he said and drank the water she held out. 
 
    Every muscle ached and every inch of his skin felt damaged. He was a fabulous shade of blue and he would need to shift a few times to speed up the healing or he would be useless for the next few days. She helped him onto the sofa and covered him with a blanket. He wanted to sleep, but she sat there with a look on her face that said she wasn’t going anywhere.  
 
    “Do you have any painkillers?” 
 
    “I’ll get them and then we talk,” she said. 
 
    He sighed and closed his eyes. He couldn’t sleep, he had to find out what to do about the necklace and call in some of his cousins. He really needed to know what she saw and what she was thinking. She couldn’t have seen him as a bear or she wouldn’t have let him in. His eyes remained closed and he felt himself drifting. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Karen put the pills on the coffee table with a glass of water. Lewis had crashed out and she was hardly surprised, given the extent of his injuries. She needed to think about what she had seen and heard the night before and it was probably for the best that he was sparko. She also wanted to clean up the wound on his temple because it looked like it had picked up half the dirt in the yard. 
 
    He didn’t wake when she cleaned his cut and stuck a plaster on it. He didn’t wake for several hours but, as the cloudy day progressed, she watched as his bruises changed color and several grazes formed scabs, healed, and created new fresh skin right before her eyes. She was pretty sure it had something to do with what happened to him when the thugs had tackled him. 
 
    It brought back a memory from when she was a child. She had stayed at the cabin with her uncle when her parents went on holiday to Europe. She had stayed with him for four weeks and had the time of her life, running through the woods, climbing trees and building camps. Somehow she had forgotten she had ever been to the cabin and buried her entire stay with him in the recess of her mind. Now it was open and she could remember. 
 
    They had been walking by a lake in the valley. They had a picnic and it must have been autumn because there were fallen crispy leaves all around. She had seen the big brown bear and her uncle had jumped up to stand in front of her. The bear had made a sound that hurt her ears and then fallen to the ground. That was when her uncle had tied the napkin around her eyes and told her not to peek. She had peeked and she must have thought she was dreaming because the bear had turned into a naked man with a terrible wound on his leg. 
 
    She had seen Lewis turn into a bear, just like the man in the forest all those years ago. If she wasn’t going crazy for a second time, then Lewis was some kind of bear man and she didn’t even want to think about Brad turning into a wolf. If she had been dating a freaking werewolf, then it was seriously time to evaluate her life. 
 
    She wished she could talk to her uncle but her phone had no signal and the nearest payphone was back in the village several miles away. She couldn’t leave Lewis when he was so badly injured and if what she’d heard was true, then this was all about Brad and his big con. 
 
    “Wake up Lewis; we need to talk,” she said shaking him gently, trying to avoid obvious sore spots. 
 
    “Mmm…” 
 
    “Wake up,” she said. 
 
    His eyes fluttered open, and he looked confused for a few seconds. She tried not to dwell on how cute he was as his brain tried to process where he was and what was happening. When he finally settled his gaze on her face, he looked like Santa had just kicked his puppy. She could stare at him for hours but time was ticking by and she needed to figure out what Brad was up to; she’d lost almost everything to him and now he was back and walking on four paws. 
 
    “Get up already,” she snapped. Thinking about Brad had brought the bad mood back. 
 
    He sat up quickly and winced from the pain. She handed him the pills and water and he took them before looking back at her. She wished she had more caffeine in her system but she hadn’t bothered to get the stove going, opting for a heavy cardigan against the cold instead. She was pretty sure there wasn’t enough coffee to fix their situation though. 
 
    “Why did you change into a bear?” she said, taking the direct approach. 
 
    “I wasn’t aware that you saw that,” he grumbled. 
 
    “Well it explains why you kept turning up naked,” she replied. “I thought you were a pervert.” 
 
    “Oh,” he said. “I’m not; I’m just a regular werebear.” 
 
    “And what is Brad, a werewolf?” 
 
    “Yeah, not a good one either,” he said sighing and shifting his weight on the sagging sofa. 
 
    “I need to know everything,” she said. 
 
    “Okay but I think we should go to my cabin where there are stronger pain meds, food, and coffee,” he replied sliding his legs to the floor. 
 
    “Agreed,” she said and was really glad he mentioned coffee.  
 
    “I think you should grab some clothes and stay at mine, it’s easier to defend,” he said. 
 
    “Fine,” she said, but she was already packing a bag because he’d had her at coffee. 
 
    She made food while he showered and shifted. She wasn’t sure if his hairy bear form needed a shower too but she wasn’t about to ask. She was just surprised that it didn’t freak her out more than it had. In fact, she wasn’t fazed at all about him being a huge great grisly but she was pretty annoyed about Brad having concealed his mangy wolf self for all that time. 
 
    She felt instantly better with Lewis’s solid doors and shiny new locks. She brewed the biggest, juiciest looking coffee and had found a bake in the fridge that looked homemade. 
 
    “Is this good to stick in the oven because it looks like I need to eat it,” she asked the minute he set foot in the kitchen. 
 
    “Yeah, my mother must have dropped it round when I was at yours,” he said grinning. 
 
    “Is she?” she pulled a bear pose and showed teeth. 
 
    “She’s a werebear; my whole family are," he replied, laughing. 
 
    When he laughed his whole face reverted back to pretty, even with the bruises, and she felt her heart skip a beat. His fantastic body might have been covered by cargo shorts and a t-shirt but she knew exactly what was under the clothes and had memorized it in detail. He must have sensed her hunger because he reached for her and pulled her against him, wincing slightly as she knocked his ribs. 
 
    “I’m not sure you’re ready for this,” she said. 
 
    “I can take it,” he replied. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Karen was amazed at how gentle Lewis was. His size alone should have made him heavy-handed, but he wasn’t; his touches were feather-light and sensual. In fact, she wanted him to hurry just a little because his slow teasing was driving her wild. When he picked her up and carried her to the bedroom she’d tried to protest but he just held her tighter. He put her down gently on the bed and removed his clothes; she was transfixed by the sight of him. 
 
    “You need to come closer,” she said and noticed the huskiness in her voice. 
 
    “Why?” he said, grinning. 
 
    “Because I need you inside me, right now,” she said grabbing his hand and pulling him towards her. 
 
    She removed the rest of her clothes and wrapped herself around him; he teased her core with a cock so hard it made her cry out with desire. She lifted her hips to meet his and it was his turn to hiss with pleasure. His tanned, freckled skin looked beautiful against her dark chocolate skin; he looked like he belonged in her arms and that was such a turn on. 
 
    He brought her to a climax quickly and it was deep and long, growing with intensity. When Lewis finally deposited his load, she felt the sudden warmth hit her still throbbing core. She felt a release that was different from the orgasm she was coming down from. Her body suddenly felt in tune with his; it was as if they had connected on a deeper level, internally.  
 
    “You're my mate,” Lewis said in a breathless voice. “It’s supposed to only happen with werebears.” 
 
    “What do you mean? Don’t be telling me I’m going to have cubs because I’m not ready for that,” she said giggling. 
 
    “Not yet, but as my bonded mate you will bear my cubs one day. Although, they will be half-breeds,” he said. 
 
    “Lewis, I just had the best sex of my life, I can’t talk about babies of any kind right now,” she said, wondering if he was joking. 
 
    “My bear and my human soul have given themselves to you, forever,” he said tracing a fingertip along the curve of her breast. 
 
    “So, that means we’re dating?” she said grinning. 
 
    “Hell yeah!” he said with the promise of more great sex in his voice. 
 
    “Lovely as that was, what are we going to do about Brad?” Karen asked. 
 
    “I’d forgotten about him. Before they got handy with their fists, he told me he wanted his necklace back,” he said. 
 
    “Seriously? He took everything else, he can have the stupid necklace too,” she said. 
 
    She knew exactly what necklace he meant because it was the only necklace she owned. It had been a peace offering from him when he’d upset her and she had wondered where it had come from. He’d just taken it out of his pocket and handed it to her and she had assumed that being that it was second hand it was his ex-girlfriend’s, or worse. She’d placed it in her makeup bag and that’s where it had stayed since. 
 
    She got up and pulled his shirt and her panties on while he watched her every move. She’d left her bags by the door having been consumed with the desire for coffee. The necklace was there, and she saw nothing special about it. When she held it up for Lewis’s inspection the look on his face told her it wasn’t just the gold that Brad was after. 
 
    “Wow, that is the offering a pack-master would give to his bride. It’s handed down through generations of pack-masters. They’re all slightly different but it has the pack inscription there,” Lewis pointed to the swirly design. “My guess is that he stole it and now he has to give it back and I wouldn’t be surprised if he is sent off with his tail between his legs. No one would trust a wolf that steals something so sentimental.” 
 
    “If I give it back will he go away?” 
 
    “I’m sure he will, whether he wants to or not,” Lewis said. 
 
    The wolves arrived shortly after dark and Karen hid upstairs but she could hear every word thanks to the window vent being open. She didn’t want Brad to see her so she stayed out of sight but his voice alone made her cringe. She knew that there were more than just wolves in the area because Lewis had spent an hour talking to his relatives. 
 
    “I’m glad to see you have it,” the deep voice she knew to be the pack-master’s came through the window loud and clear. 
 
    “I hope it gets back to where it belongs,” Lewis said. “I’d like you to leave now.” 
 
    “I see this territory is taken,” the pack-master said. “I had my eye on it but I’m not about to lose half my pack fighting for it.” 
 
    “What about Karen?” Brad’s voice made her shiver. 
 
    “Smells like she ain't your woman anymore; she’s mated to the bear,” the pack-master said. “Anyway, you’re not in a position to be wanting anything.” 
 
    Karen sneaked a peek through the window when she heard Brad’s voice whine as he turned from human into a mangy wolf. She hoped that she’d seen the last of him. Lewis appeared at her back and slipped his warm strong arms around her, pressing his growing manhood against her. Her heart did a little back flip, and she turned around to face him. 
 
    “You want to know more about being a werebear’s mate?” Lewis asked. 
 
    “Sure, later. But first, you need to do exactly what you did to me earlier,” she said leading him to the bed. 
 
    “Exactly? Can I mix it up a bit, try some new moves?” he asked giving her a sexy grin. 
 
    “New moves? Ooh, I like the sound of them, I’m all yours,” she said pulling the shirt over her head. 
 
    “Oh, you most definitely are,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Dimensional Love 
 
      
 
    Julie lived an average boring life surrounded by books that took her places she would never travel to. Rome was not an exotic place to live—it was a small town in the upper parts of Georgia. The only thing remotely exciting that happened there was the nudist colony, and they generally kept away from normal civilization. Julie always toyed with the idea of going there, seeing what being naked was all about, but instead she kept to the books in the library she worked at that hardly anyone in the town ever used. There was one other employee, an older lady, Ethel, who was kind but rather lazy. Julie at the age of twenty-six spent most of her time talking to the novels that were at least capable of keeping her mind turning even though none of the places they talked about she would ever see beyond her imagination. 
 
    It was a small town where people talked, but no one had much to say about Julie other then she could be cute if she ever got her nose out of a book. It had been two years since a boy had actually asked her on a date, and when she had nothing exciting to talk about except for her passion for Jane Austen, he had dropped her off at her one-bedroom apartment and never called back. Julie was beginning to accept that the only companionship she would ever have was going to be in form of her calico cat named Cleopatra—not so much after the historical figure but after her favorite character from Shakespeare’s play. Julie liked to pretend she was that Cleopatra sometimes, manipulating men to go to war for her. But she was fond of outstanding daydreams. 
 
    Julie looked at herself in the bathroom mirror. She had her brown hair pulled up into a tight bun on the top of her head. Her complexion was pale though there were a few specks of freckles across her nose. She wore little make-up because there was never anyone to impress. There was nothing about her that was remarkably striking other than perhaps the dress she wore today that looked like something a 1950s housewife might wear except for the cat prints all over it. Yes, that was Julie, not tall or attractive enough to be a model, and too boring for anyone to find worthwhile. She was the definition of crazy cat lady—and it didn’t bother her, much, anymore. This was the life she would live, but later on tonight when she soaked in her tub, she could voyage to another galaxy that was much more exciting than Rome, Georgia and its one nudist colony.  
 
    Once she left the bathroom, she was surrounded by what felt like a home. There was a small stack of books that needed to be put away. So she made her way through the endless halls of the dusty library. Julie was great at letting her mind wander, and some days she thought that maybe she could play the part of Belle in Beauty & The Beast. Julie would just have to work on her lack of talent in singing.  
 
    It wasn’t like a scary beast was going to come knocking on the library door and beg her for her hand in marriage. Not that she believed anymore that she was the marrying type. Twenty-six and given up on any hope of love. Her parents told her it was because she was too picky.  But what was wrong with having high standards? She needed someone to sweep her off her feet that could take her on an adventure every day. Julie needed a Beast, who didn’t mind cats—she definitely wouldn’t be with a man who didn’t like cats.  
 
    As she was putting the last book in her basket on the shelf War & Peace by Tolstoy, an earthquake began to rock the shelves of the library. Julie moved just in time as two shelves collapsed against each other creating a cave that all her books rained down from. She found herself on her bottom, on the floor as the tremors stopped as soon as they came. Her heart was pounding and she called out for Ethel but heard no response. Was the old woman hurt in the back room? After a few minutes of sitting, waiting to make sure the worst was over, Julie pulled herself to stand, arms and knees shaking as she looked at the books that very well could have been her death. A part of her wanted to cry as she looked around the rest of library. Other shelves had toppled over and all the books were out of order. It was going to take days to clean it up. There was a double despair—on one hand she had to clean this mess, but on the other hand no one would even come in to try and find a book to read.  
 
     “I’m just so tired of always being alone, useless and alone,” she told the shelves. Julie swallowed back the despair and jumped a couple of times on the ground to make sure it wouldn’t move, then tried to move the shelves up right. They wouldn’t budge. She was going to need help. 
 
     “Ethel!” she called again. Still no response, Julie made her way towards the front of the library, gingerly stepping over books when a cold hand wrapped itself around her ankle. Julie fell down and screamed. 
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The hand belonged to a man or at least someone man-shaped because he looked like no male she had ever seen. He let out a groan and let go of her ankle so that she could scurry away—as far away as the bookshelves would allow her to flee. It looked like he had crawled through the front door and the useless metal detector they had in case anyone wanted to come in and rob the library of its books. No one else was around—no one was there to see what she was seeing. Julie didn’t believe what she was seeing. 
 
    The man wasn’t human, or at least no human she had ever laid her eyes on. Long silver hair fell around his collapsed form—a form that was tall, taller than most men, but lengthy instead of bulky. He wore a royal purple suit—defiantly not the fashion of today’s world—with tears throughout it. The way he was lying on his side didn’t allow her to see the face. Injured, that was the only thing she could really get her mind to wrap around. This not-quite-human was injured and bleeding silver all over the carpeted floor that, she had to admit, was in need of a cleaning. He let out a groan and raised his head up to look at her, the face was angular with a masculine chin but the features were almost feminine. His eyes were wide slits of pure black, but if she stared closely enough she felt like the entire universe lay inside them, small swirling star systems. His lips were thin, a pale blue, his overall skin color was white. Not the white they labeled people, but the white of a clean sheet of paper ready to be print or a cloud on a sunny day. He opened his mouth trying to say something, but she couldn’t understand. Julie crept a bit closer and that was when she realized there was a large gash on his side, and on his arms. He was bleeding so quickly out of the wounds that Julie knew they needed pressure placed against them to stop the flow. She had nothing but books and they wouldn’t stop the bleeding. 
 
    Julie removed her dress, looked at the various cats on it, took a deep breath and found a pair of scissors and started to cut. She cut long strips out of the lower part of her dress and moved to stop the bleeding on one of his arms, wrapping around the one that reached for it and tying it off. The man-creature watched her as she moved, applying pressure against the wound on the side. He let out a low hiss but kept still.  
 
     “This is going to need to be sewed shut,” she muttered to herself only faintly aware she was kneeling in front of a man like creature in nothing but heels, a bra, and a pair of blue panties.  
 
     “Human,” the man finally said. His voice in a language she could understand made her jump. 
 
     “Human and English,” he repeated, his voice was faint. There was so much pain on his expression. 
 
     “Y-yes, human, English, and my name is Julie,” she rattled off. “We need to get you to a hospital.” 
 
     “No, no human care, no human can find me,” he muttered, his eyes were closing and he began to faint. His lids fell closed and Julie was left with a decision on what she should do. No, if he was some otherworldly thing she couldn’t very well take him to a hospital. But where could she take him? Julie looked at the deserted parking lot to her old white Toyota Corolla and thanked the gods—or whatever was out there—for leather seats. For the most part she had stopped the silver blood from gushing, and went to the back to find clothes to wear. She found an old shirt that said ‘Support Your Local Library’ that they had tried to sell at a fundraiser and put it on. It came down to her knees but she was covered enough. Julie looked at the remains of her dress and scooped it up—maybe she could make a cute top out of it. Her hands were slick with silver blood, but if she stopped to think about it, she knew that she would begin to panic. Instead she kept her head in the mind space of keep going. Nothing ever exciting happened in this town, she should be happy that it was happening to her. That was her mantra that played in her head as she went back over to the body to figure out how to move it.  
 
    Julie rolled him over onto his back and took in the fine cut physique of the creature. So tall, lean muscle, she would appreciate it all later when she could find a way to stitch him up. There were sewing needles at her apartment along with a large tub—a must for a bookworm. Julie picked him up from behind and linked her arms underneath his, bringing his shoulder to her chest. She kicked off the heels and started to drag him out to the parking lot, towards her car. He was heavy, and dead weight at that. Adrenaline pumped through her blood and she was surprised at how quickly she got him outside and to the back seat of her car. Glad for click buttons, she unlocked her car. The hardest part was crawling in and pulling him through her back seat. She heard a few groans of protest but he was hurt enough that he was not going to run away, or help. His skin felt so cold but his blood was warm. She crawled backwards out the other door and walked around the car to bend his long legs into it so she could close it. 
 
    Julie ran barefoot to the library, Ethel had not come out but she realized it was because Ethel had apparently left early. She grabbed her pumps and remains of her dress before locking the door to the library. She was closing early for the day but it was unlikely anyone would notice. If they peeked inside and saw the shelves fallen over surely they could figure it out for themselves. Julie darted back to her car and opened the passenger door and slid inside. The man-creature lifted his head to look at her, look around at what they were in. Maybe he was a fairy of some sort, she had always believed in fairies—ever since she read Peter Pan.  
 
     “Where… where are you taking me?” the man asked her. The sound of his voice sent unexpected chills up her spine, there was something velvety to the tone. 
 
     “I’m taking you to my place where I can try to sew you up,” Julie said, surprised at how determined her voice was. 
 
     “No other English humans?” 
 
     “None,” Julie said as she began to carefully back out of the parking lot. The movement sent him back against the seat and he let out another moan that let her know she had hurt him. 
 
     “You just better like cats,” Julie said then began to drive home.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The other-being was in and out of consciousness as Julie drove to her apartment. She drove carefully expecting to see more damage done by the earthquake but saw no evidence anything had happened. Her passenger was not much of talker—at least not in any language she had ever heard or understood. There was a steady almost sweet-song coming from him while he was awake. What was she going to do if he needed a blood transfusion? What if he died? Then what was going to happen? Julie’s thoughts were racing as she pulled into her parking spot in front of her apartment complex. Julie was finding many things to be grateful about, one of them being that her apartment was on the first floor. Cleopatra gazed out at her with mismatched eyes, one yellow and one blue, from the windowsill. Julie looked back behind her to see how her passenger was doing. 
 
     “Are you awake?” she asked. 
 
     “I am not sleeping,” he said, gazing up at her. He had moved to his back and was currently admiring the bandage wrap around his arm. 
 
     “Can you walk?” Julie asked. 
 
     “If I must, but I will start… human word for it, bleeding, I will start bleeding again,” he said. 
 
    Julie was just glad he had not bled out all over her backseat. She got out of the car and moved to help him out of the backseat. Hopefully no one saw—that would make people ask questions. There is Julie leading some stranger who looked like he should have been in a 80s rock band into her apartment. It would be the most excitement the town had since the nudists decided to go to Walmart three years ago. He leaned heavily on her, and it was an awkward lean, he was much taller than her and she was in heels. As soon as he stood, the wound broke open again and drops of silver followed their trail to her apartment where she fumbled with the door.  
 
     “Julie, I apologize but…” he broke off, and suddenly he was dead weight upon her. It took the last of her strength to pull him into her kitchen area where she laid him flat on the floor. Cleopatra watched from the counters, moving back and forth, letting out a meow of protest. Julie pressed a hand to his forehead and it was like touching ice, she jerked back. Did he need a warm bath? She would worry about that after she stitched him up. Julie found a pair of kitchen shears and began cutting away his shirt. Underneath the blood she found a solid body, with strange black tribal tattoos up his chest that extended to both arms. There were little white specks in them as well, and she could have sworn she saw them swirl. Below his right ribcage is where something had slashed him, she couldn’t tell what but she knew it needed to be sewed shut.  
 
    Julie got off the floor, locked her apartment door and closed all the blinds, then went to find her sewing needles and black thread. There was alcohol she could use to sanitize the needles in the bathroom, but she had no idea if she was doing any of this correctly. He was still unconscious on the floor as she took in a deep breath, steadying shaky hands, and threaded the needle. 
 
     “Just like hemming jeans, Julie, just think of it like hemming jeans,” she said to herself. 
 
    It was nothing like hemming jeans. It was slippery and hard to pull the skin together so it would stay. Several times she dropped the needle as she worked, but her patient stayed unconscious the entire time. It was like sewing up an ice cube and it took her thirty minutes to finish. By the end of her crappy sew job she was covered in the silver blood, but she noted the other-being was breathing deeper, easier. The bleeding had stopped. She didn’t want to touch the cat-made bandage on the arm because it hadn’t shot out blood since she had done it. Julie was worried about how cold this creature felt and stood to go run a bath.  
 
    Her apartment was small, quaint, and filled with books. She didn’t own a TV, but from wall to wall were shelves lovingly filled with novels and small trinkets she found in the stores. Julie had decided to only fill her place with things that made her happy, so each item was special to her in some little way to her. There was a large brown couch in the center of her living room that faced a gas fireplace she turned on from time to time. On the other side of the living room were two doors, one that led to her bedroom and the other to her bathroom.  
 
    Julie began to run a warm bath, at the same time stripping from her own clothes so she could take a shower. She had a closed-in glass shower beside the tub. Today was not a bath day, today was a day to wash the silver blood that looked like she got in a fight with a can of spray paint and lost. She scrubbed herself clean and turned the water off. When she moved to open the door, she let out a scream falling backwards and nearly hitting her head if it were not for the hand that grabbed her. She locked gazes with the man, fairy man, werewolf man, unicorn maybe? She wasn’t sure, but she was very aware that right now she was naked and that he was definitely of the male gender. He, on the other hand, did not seem to notice and would have fit in well with the nudists. 
 
     “Julie, I startled you. We must make acquaintances, I am Sion, my name is Cyrus,” he began. Julie’s face was beaming red and as soon as she got a towel she wrapped it around her form, skirting away to not look at him. He stopped all he was saying, dropping his hand to the side and watching her with a confused look on his face. 
 
     “I am doing some human custom wrong,” he said. “I apologize. I awoke and you were gone, when I saw the water I thought it was time to bathe and maybe humans made acquaintances in the bath,” Cyrus said. 
 
     “N-n-no, not normally, no. Humans are rarely naked around each other, but… but the bath is for you. I am going to find clothes,” Julie kept her eyes down and skirted past him. She couldn’t deny there was a part of her that wanted to make acquaintances with him in the bathtub, but she chastised that side of her brain until it shut up. There were small silver droplets on her carpet from where he walked, and she could see his discarded clothes in a neat pile in her kitchen. Cleopatra was sniffing them.  
 
     “Does he smell safe?” she asked the cat. Cleopatra just stretched out her front paws and followed Julie into her room where she promptly claimed the queen size bed. Julie found a pair of jeans to wear along with tight fitting shirt of purple she felt made her look slender. Without thinking about it she started to put just a little make-up on and scolded herself when she was done.  
 
     “Stop all those thoughts from going through your head Julie Grows, it is not going to happen, and it is very unladylike to think that way,” she told her reflection. 
 
     “Is it normal for humans to talk themselves as well?” Cyrus said, standing at the door holding one of her red towels around his hips. 
 
    Julie flushed, suddenly liking unconscious Cyrus more than awake and semi-alert one. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Cyrus kept his towel on, but he said he did it only because she seemed more flustered with it removed. He now sat on her couch, idly petting her cat. The bandage she created for him was still on and so was the badly stitched job. The only clue that Julie was picking up that he was getting better or healing was that the tattoos semi-dormant before were now definitely swirling quickly. She fixed food in the kitchen, nothing fancy just some chicken she had marinated and cut up some broccoli to steam. All Cyrus had really asked of her was for water, which he drank a lot of. He said he was Sion, not human, did that mean she had an actual alien sitting on her couch petting her cat? 
 
     “I hope you like chicken,” she said. 
 
     “If it is an edible substance I will appreciate it whether it is good or not,” he said. 
 
    Cleopatra jumped away from him and wound herself around Julie’s legs letting her know it was time to feed her. She stepped back from their meal and went to feed her. Cyrus moved slightly on the couch to take in the sight more. 
 
     “So this fur thing owns you then?” he asked. 
 
     “No, I own her. She’s a cat, my pet, don’t you have one?” 
 
     “But you feed and water her, and she seems to believe the house is hers, how does that make her a pet? And no, she is the first cat I have seen,” Cyrus replied. 
 
     “I rescued her from a shelter when she was a kitten, and they do say that cats own people not the other way around,” Julie said thoughtfully. Cleopatra purred at her dinner. 
 
    Julie brought the food and more water to the small table she had in front of the couch. Cyrus gingerly picked up the plate and used the fork to pick at the chicken. Before Julie had gotten two bites in, his food was already gone. 
 
     “Thank you, this will help with the healing,” he said. Then he touched her messy stitch mark and the bandage. 
 
     “These will help as well.” 
 
     “What are you?” Julie asked. 
 
     “I am Sion, a Prince of Sion, I told you this when you fell in the shower,” he said. Julie didn’t want to be reminded of falling in the shower. 
 
     “I’ve never heard of a Sion, or a Prince,” she flushed. She had a nearly-naked Prince over at her dusty little apartment. 
 
     “It is a side dimension from your world, it is like we co-exist but we cannot see each other. My brother was trying to kill me for the throne, as is custom, so I jumped through a portal and landed at your library. I am in your debt for saving me. I was for certain going to bleed out,” he said. He held her gaze when he talked to her. When he was done she remembered how to breathe again, even coughed before settling on her food. 
 
     “You always kill for the throne?” Julie asked. 
 
     “Or marry, but neither of us has found love, and with father sick we had to fight,” Cyrus said. He leaned back against her couch looking troubled. Julie sat on the floor watching him, finishing half her food before offering him the rest, which he took with grace. 
 
     “But if you or he found love, you would not have to kill each other?” Julie asked.  
 
     “Perhaps, though my brother wants the throne badly, and I have not seen the one who has made me fall in love,” Cyrus said, she could feel an echo of sorrow to his words. “No, Kraekel will not stop until I am dead, or I kill him, but I will wait till I am healed.” 
 
    He suddenly stood up and walked around to her, careful to hold the towel in place. Cyrus bent down across from her and she could feel his cool breath on her face, he was bending forward and Julie skirted back.  
 
     “Wh-what are you doing?” she asked, now to her feet. 
 
     “I was going to kiss you as thanks,” Cyrus said, once again looking confused. “On Sion we kiss to show we are grateful, and since the things you have all around here with words some have two humans kissing, I thought it was much the same.” 
 
    Julie turned red, he was going to kiss her then. She was not opposed to the idea but it was not right to kiss a half-naked alien prince, she couldn’t tell herself why, but it just wouldn’t be. Even though her heart was beating fast and her stomach was clenching trying to stop the butterflies from hatching from their cocoons. She hadn’t felt this way since college when she thought she had been in love, but Eric was just an infatuation. He had quickly left her after they had sex a dozen times for a newer model that wasn’t as tried out—at least that was what she had gathered from the ‘we are over’ text message she got from him. 
 
     “On Earth we normally kiss on the second date,” she said. 
 
     “Date?” Cyrus inquired. 
 
     “Date, it is when two people go out together. To a movie or a restaurant. They talk and if they like each other by the end of the second one they kiss. Though I’m probably talking a bit old-fashioned as humans will kiss when they have had a lot of alcohol as well, and some men will force women to kiss when they don’t want to,” Julie stopped herself. Cyrus was staring at again, with his strange stillness as if he were drinking in her words. 
 
     “So a kiss, for Earth, is complicated,” he finally said. 
 
    Julie nodded her head. 
 
     “We do not have dates in Sion, but we do kiss freely. We fall in love with our mate at first sight,” he said frankly. 
 
     “We don’t believe in love at first sight here,” Julie said, fidgeting with the rug. 
 
     “A pity,” Cyrus said, keeping his gaze on her a moment longer before looking back to her cat. She let out a sigh of relief. It was pleasantly uncomfortable to be stared at by Cyrus. 
 
     “What can I do to thank you for your help?” He asked.  
 
     “Well, um, there was an earthquake where I worked. All the shelves fell over and all the books tumbled to the floor, you could help me put those away,” she said. 
 
     “Earthquake? No, that was me jumping through the portal. These books you say are important to you? I will help you clean up my mess.” He paused, took a sip of water and then caught her gaze again. “And Julie, I know you mentioned movies but I do not know what these things are, could we call this a date?” 
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    Julie’s mind went into a million directions at once. No one had asked her on a date in two years, and it would be an alien from another planet who wanted to go on one with her.  
 
     “Do all humans spend so much time in their heads?” Cyrus asked. 
 
     “Oh, no, maybe. I just haven’t been asked on a date in a long time,” Julie confessed. 
 
     “Then we shall go on one,” Cyrus decided standing up then falling back down onto the couch. 
 
     “After I heal,” he said. The towel was falling off again and as much as Julie wanted to see what was beneath, she adverted her gaze. He fixed himself and closed his eyes. 
 
     “Yes, rest would be good. And you need human clothes and maybe a pair of sunglasses. We need to do something to you so you look more human,” Julie said standing to her feet. It wasn’t that late, she could run to the store and find something that would fit him. Long sleeves, jeans, she would pick up a number of things for him to try on. 
 
     “Will the cat let me rest on her couch?” Cyrus asked. 
 
     “Why don’t you go rest on my bed,” Julie said. “She might curl up on you.”  
 
    Cyrus nodded, and holding tightly to his towel, he started towards her bedroom. It allowed her to admire his backside. He had to be at least six foot two inches she hoped she could find something to fit him. It wasn’t like she was hurting on money it was just her and Cleopatra. The library paid well for as little use it got.  
 
     “Thank you again, Julie,” he said, staring back at her from the doorway. “Not many would show this kindness to a stranger, especially one that is not from this planet.” 
 
    She shivered, she wished his voice didn’t do that to her. Julie nodded her head and grabbed her purse to head out the door. On the way to the store, she called Ethel and explained that the library was shut down because of a small Earthquake and not to worry about coming in the next day. Ethel thanked her. After all, she was an old woman with a bad back and all. That meant Julie would have the day alone, with Cyrus, organizing books. To her it felt like the perfect date and she couldn’t stop from smiling as she browsed through the local department store trying to find clothes that would fit Cyrus. 
 
    Julie decided on three pairs of jeans and three long-sleeved button up shirts—one a dark purple, one black, and a grey one, along with a package of boxers. He was going to have to go looking cyber-punk if he was to fit in. The cash register looked over the clothing and gave Julie a suspicious look. 
 
     “Got a new boyfriend Ms. Librarian?” the clerk asked. 
 
     “No,” Julie said quickly her cheeks flushing. “Just a friend in town, his um… his bags didn’t make it on the plane so I offered to get him some clothes.” 
 
     “Friend, huh?” the clerk rang up the clothes. No secrets in this town. Oh well, she would be the center of dinner conversations tonight. As long as her parents didn’t come knocking on her door, she was fine with that. 
 
    Once she had the clothes, she went back to her apartment. The kitchen light was still on, her bedroom door slightly open. Cyrus lay beneath the blankets curled on his side Cleopatra was comfortably curled in his long hair. The towel was folded at the end of the bed letting her know there was nothing but sheets covering his form. Julie left the clothes at the end of the bed, quietly grabbed her pillow and an extra blanket to sleep on the couch. He didn’t stir. It was like he was in a healing cocoon. There was a light purple glow around his form. She snuck back out into the living room, turned off all the lights, and it didn’t take her long to fall asleep herself. 
 
     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Julie awoke in her own bed startled. She sat straight up and smelled food being cooked in her kitchen. Her clock on the side said it was 7 a.m. so not too late in the day. Cyrus was nowhere to be seen but she could hear him talking in the kitchen. 
 
     “I don’t understand your language, though it seems quite complex,” he was talking to Cleopatra who was winding her legs around his as he cooked eggs. Cyrus wore only a pair of jeans that hugged his hips better than she imagined they would and had put the purple shirt on without buttoning it. His tattoos were swirling as he concentrated on an open cookbook in front of him.  
 
     “She’s asking for food,” Julie said, moving to get Cleopatra her breakfast. 
 
     “Ah, do all humans speak cat?” he inquired, going back to scrambling eggs. She smelled bacon he was cooking in the oven. There was buttered toast already. 
 
     “I don’t really speak cat, we just have a connection,” Julie said scratching the top of Cleopatra’s head. 
 
     “I think I would like a cat,” Cyrus said and he smiled at her. “You slept on the couch, it was not my intention to kick you from your bed. When I awoke, I moved you then cleaned up, and now I will make a human breakfast to share. Does that suit you?” 
 
    Julie looked around and her apartment was clean, not a spot of alien blood on the floor or dust. On the kitchen counter she could see he read through several cookbooks along with instruction manuals on how to use the equipment she had.  
 
     “It does, thank you,” she took a seat at the table. He laid a plate of food in front of her before making one for himself. His steps were far livelier than she expected a man—Alien—who had nearly bled out to bed.  
 
     “When did you wake up?” 
 
     “Your clock read 2 a.m. I had much time to myself but I must ask your help again on getting these stitches out,” he turned to his side and she could see the skin had healed over her messy needle work. It was going to take scissors then some tweezers for them to be pulled out.  
 
     “I’m so sorry, I didn’t know it would do that!” 
 
     “Do not fret, it was needed, you just do not have the proper thread from my world,” Cyrus said. He sat across from her and they ate their breakfast, Julie catching glimpses of his chest with each movement he made. She really needed to get her mind out of the gutter this was a prince across from her. Julie did not think herself anywhere worthy of a prince. He would come to his senses about this whole date thing once he realized how boring she was with her books. 
 
    When they finished, Cyrus removed the shirt, Julie knew she stared too long, and then went to fetch scissors and tweezers to pull the string out. Cyrus lay down on the couch and she got close again to that icy skin. 
 
     “I’m sorry if it hurts,” Julie said. 
 
     “Don’t be,” Cyrus replied and relaxed his body almost feline like—watching her. Julie put a hand to his stomach, it was hard, the skin was still cold but there was a strange undertone of warmth to it. She cut at the first stitch and began to pull it through. There were little holes of silver left behind but he did not complain once. Against his tattoo was swirling and she could see a purple glow around the holes. 
 
     “Touch, Julie, you’re curious and I give you my permission to touch,” Cyrus said. 
 
    Julie placed her hand over the healing skin, and it felt like someone was gently kissing every paper cut she had ever gotten. Cleaning away any past pain she had from her books. It was warm, and his skin contrasted with coolness. 
 
     “May I touch your skin?” Cyrus inquired. Julie razed her gaze to him and nodded her head. 
 
    Cyrus slipped a hand over her cheek, brushing his knuckles across her chin and running a hand over her shoulder. Her shirt had fallen slightly to the side and he toyed at the bra strap but left it alone. His touch was like Jack Frost blowing a seductive kiss across her skin, it was unreal, so soft and gentle. Julie felt herself wanting more, wondering what his kiss must feel like. 
 
     “Your heart rate has increased,” Cyrus said sounding concerned.  
 
     “And now you’re blushing, am I doing something wrong?” he drew his hand back and sat up. 
 
     “Oh no, I just, I just liked it,” Julie said, her voice coming out a squeak. 
 
     “And that embarrasses you?” 
 
    Julie nodded her head. 
 
     “You are very intriguing Julie, but I believe that is one of the things I like about you. Shall we go to our date?” 
 
    He began to button up the shirt and Julie tried not to stare. He was not looking at her so it must be okay. Since Cyrus claimed it as a date, she decided to wear a wide skirt that came down just past her knees but was high wasted and had pockets. It was a dark green so she wore a low cut white shirt to compliment it. Her hair usually trapped in a bun she let fall down around her shoulders. Just a little bit of make-up was added and she stared at herself wondering if she could really be someone attractive enough for a Prince. Or maybe he was trying to figure out humanity and all it had to offer Julie was the guide. She steeled her heart towards the later, because there was no way things could go further than one date. He had a brother to kill.  
 
    Still, his eyes seemed to eat her alive when she walked out of her bedroom. There was something in them she wasn’t expecting, there was wanting in that gaze, but he suddenly busied himself with tying his long hair up into a bun on the top of his head. Maybe that look was just her imagination, but she felt a deep tug hoping it wasn’t. 
 
    The drive to the library was filled with his curious questions on how the car worked, where the music came from, and what he was seeing outside.  
 
     “Is your world completely different from this?” Julie asked. 
 
     “We have buildings but we shape them different, and what you call trees we have but they are different colors. The sky as well, it is not as blue, the sun is not as harsh. We have three moons, we mostly do things during the dark hours,” Cyrus said. 
 
     “Do you have books?” Julie asked. 
 
     “We do, but I do not believe any in human English,” Cyrus said. 
 
     “Does everyone on your planet know human English?” Julie inquired. 
 
     “No, only royals are required to learn languages of other dimensions because we can go between worlds. I am pleased to have landed here, I was not sure where I would go when I jumped.” 
 
    They pulled up to the parking lot of the library and got out of the car. Cyrus was wearing the sunglasses but he informed her he did not like them. They were a just in case. Julie didn’t believe contacts could hide the solar systems in his eyes nor fit. 
 
     “Are you staying long?” Julie asked. 
 
    Cyrus stilled at the question, he took Julie’s hand suddenly and kissed her knuckles. Shivers ran through her cells, all the way down. He wore the sunglasses so she couldn’t see his eyes though tried. 
 
     “I will stay until you need me no more, I do not wish to distress your life.” 
 
    Then he let go and there was an ache in her for him to still hold her hand. Instead she opened the library to see the mess. Her heart sank at all the fallen shelves but Cyrus walked towards two that had collided together and raising his hands to either side the two shelves stood straight. This was going to go much faster then she expected it to go. Cyrus moved to right every shelf that had toppled over but the books were still on the floor. Julie went to picking them up and organizing, starting with fiction. Cyrus was soon beside her. She told him the order they were to go in and he simply did as asked.  
 
    They worked closely together. Cyrus would occasionally brush his hand across her, at first he apologized, but after she said that it was okay he did it more frequently. He moved her hair behind her shoulder once, and found a reason to stretch over her to put a book in a high spot over her head, trapping her against the shelves. He pressed his body against hers and she could feel his need there. They were in the nonfiction section. He slowly brought his hand down to cradle the side of her cheek. Julie was trapped, but she knew at any time she could push him away and he would go. 
 
     “Can we call this second date if we count breakfast as one?” he whispered against her lips. “My control is losing, Julie, I’m not sure what you are doing to me, but just one kiss. If you don’t like it I will do no more.” 
 
    Julie gave the faintest of nods and his lips were on hers and he pressed her body tight against his. It almost hurt, but he poured his want down her throat. His lips were cold but his tongue was like fire and it danced around her mouth, exploring each crevice, igniting a passion inside her she didn’t know existed. Julie found herself kissing him back, battling his tongue. His hands were slipping through her hair, bunching it up as if he could draw her closer. All reason was slipping out of her mind for why they should not kiss, why she should not touch. 
 
     “Julie,” he pulled back from her and stared. They were both frozen, battling with their own passions. He slipped a hand across her bare shoulder and she shivered.  
 
     “Are you doing this out of curiosity?” Julie asked. 
 
     “Curiosity?” 
 
     “Am I… will I just be a human play thing?”  
 
     “You are afraid that if we do more than kiss I will harm you,” he said slowly. 
 
     “Yes.” It was best to be blunt. But she wanted him, all of him. She had never wanted someone so badly. Even if it was just one night, part of her brain said, but she knew she couldn’t do that.  
 
     “On my honor I will not harm you, make you a plaything, I am yours until you send me away,” he said. Then he kissed her again and reason went out of her mind. 
 
    Somehow they found themselves on the floor, still clothed, he was kissing her neck, down her shoulders. He was touching all the skin that was bare. It felt like snowflakes that melted when his tongue touched them, she let out a moan of pleasure and he went down her leg that was bare, then up her other, never further as if the clothing were a barrier for him. 
 
     “Julie, I want much more,” he said with strain to his voice. Julie sat up and in a movement that surprised her she ripped open his shirt. Buttons flew everywhere and it made him laugh. Julie was frozen for a moment but he was back to kissing her and removing her shirt with a lot more care then she had offered his. With new skin exposed he started to kiss along her breasts, still held in by the bra, teasing her nipples through the cloth with his warm tongue. She unsnapped the bra from the back and he delicately took it off then removed his shirt. He hugged her to his chest and she felt cocooned in safety, he kissed her neck, sucking lightly on it. Julie moaned as her arms wrapped around him, tugging him even closer to her. She could feel his need rising in his jeans, he had not bothered with boxers, and she couldn’t help but stare. She was actually going to have sex with an alien, it was like one of her storybook romances come to life.  
 
     “I want all of you, Julie, we, my kind, know another by touch. It has been draining me not to touch you, can I know all of you?” 
 
     “Yes,” Julie breathed out. He laid her back down on the floor and began to kiss her now bare breasts. Cyrus flicked a tongue over her nipple, bringing it to life as his other hand massaged her other breast. It was such an odd exhilarating feeling of hot and cold mixed together. He was gentle. When his tongue went to the other nipple he started to undo the zipper of her skirt, scooting it lower down her hips then off. His kisses followed, he ran his tongue around her bellybutton. Julie was trying to hold still but the blood was flowing lower. He kissed around her panties, then down her inner thighs. Fire and ice trailing up her legs, so close to her sex. His finger moved to tease the hem of her panties, slowly pulling them down. He slipped a finger between her lips and power seemed to surge into her clit. Cyrus moaned himself as he circled it with his finger before his mouth latched onto it and sucked. 
 
    Julie couldn’t help but cry out as ecstasy surged through her. Cyrus ripped the panties off and lay down so he could explore her lower lips further with his tongue. It was like what he did when he kissed her but more aggressive, he slipped his tongue inside her, finding her wet and began to lap up the wetness. 
 
     “You taste delicious, Julie,” he said. She blushed and he went back to his assault, inserting two fingers inside her until he found her G-spot which he took care to rub while his tongue did figure eights around her clit. She could feel the orgasm growing in her, her legs began to tremble and she found her hips moving to meet his face. The invitation made him go faster and Julie cried out his name when the orgasm hit her. He held her there, drinking her in, allowing his motions to slow before lifting his gaze to look at her. The look in his endless eyes was of pure affection. He leaned forward and kissed her again, she could taste herself on his tongue and feel his need pressing against her exposed sex trying to escape his jeans. 
 
     “I will not get your pregnant,” he said. “You are safe with me.” 
 
    She felt safe; Julie felt like this was where she was supposed to be. In the non-fiction section of her empty library. Cyrus stood to remove the jeans and she saw the length of him, the girth, for the most part it looked like a normal human penis except just as white as him. 
 
     “I will try not to hurt you,” he said as he lay on top of her, barely pushing himself inside her tight walls. It was an unreal feeling, it didn’t hurt, it felt like his skin was trying to massage every pleasure muscle she had down there. The further he went the better it felt until he reached the end of her and let himself rest there for a while, breathing heavily. He was using so much control over her. Julie grabbed his face and turned it to kiss her, let their mouth meld together as he began to slowly move in and out of her. 
 
    She lost all control over her body, it moving to meet his thrusts. Julie wanted him sheathed inside her forever, and let out small pleas when he would pull out. He began to pick a faster rhythm and her legs wound around his hips.  
 
     “Julie,” he whispered her name, it sounded like a song beneath her skin. Lovely, each note, punctuated by each thrust of his hips. He was going faster and she didn’t realize she was crying out his name until the orgasm hit her again and filled her up with his seed. His seed was fire inside her but it didn’t burn, it felt good. 
 
    It felt right.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    They cleaned each other off as best they could in the tiny bathroom. Cyrus could not keep from touching her and Julie did not mind it. He would press his lips to whatever exposed skin was there before pulling back and trying to dress himself now with a ripped shirt. 
 
     “You’re an addiction, Julie,” he said. She felt much the same about him and was feeling braver with moving forward to kiss him.  
 
     “No, no we have to stop. We need food and the library needs to be cleaned up,” Julie said. Cyrus sighed but stepped away from her. He began moving at a much quicker speed then she could follow putting all the fallen books away. Julie just sat down and watched him work. Her body feeling more satisfied then it ever had.  
 
    When he was done, he scooped her up and held her against his bare chest, walking towards the door. Julie thought it would take all day to clean up the library but he was apparently using the books as a way to seduce her. She was okay with that as he carried her out to the car and put her in the driver’s seat as if she were a princess. 
 
     “I did not hurt you?” He asked once he was buckled in. 
 
     “No, it was… beyond what I had ever dreamed sex to be.” 
 
    He smiled at that. He kept a hand on her leg as she drove, tugging up the hem of her skirt. Julie had to tell him to stop because she needed to concentrate on driving. 
 
     “My apologies, I just, I want to concentrate on you.”  The way he said it made things contract in her lower area. 
 
    They got to the apartment and he had her in his arms again, almost running to where the bedroom was. Julie laughed and he kissed her, throwing her on the bed and tugging off his shirt when suddenly the bed began to shake. The walls began to shake and they could hear the books falling over. Cleopatra let out a hiss and was suddenly on the bed with them. Cyrus stood very still and stepped away from Julie who was trying to sit up herself. 
 
    He walked out of the bedroom and she followed him, shocked to see what she supposed was another Sion. This one was shaved bald, had the same eyes as Cyrus, and was much bulkier. He wore a suit of red and in his hand a long blade that she had never seen before. It was black and worked like the tattoos did, in fact it seemed like this Sion’s tattoos were fueling the blade as if it were just an extra appendage with a handle. 
 
    The other yelled something at Cyrus in the language she could not understand. The language sounded like singing from Cyrus but like nails on a chalkboard from this one. 
 
     “Kraekel,” Cyrus said. 
 
    Fear jumped into Julie’s heart as she stood there behind Cyrus. Cleopatra jumped out in front of both of them and hissed at the stranger. Kraekel movements were faster than Julie’s eyes could follow but he kicked Cleopatra into a shelf that had not fallen. She heard a loud thud, a crunch, and her cat lay on the ground completely still. Julie began to collapse to the floor as tears welled up in her eyes. She wanted to crawl to her cat but Cyrus kept her from doing so. 
 
    Suddenly he pulled a similar blade from his chest and yelled out in the same language, moving to be sure to keep Julie safe. Kraekel slashed at him and he jumped back, his feet no longer touching the ground completely. What felt like reason was pouring through his lips but there was rage there as well. Julie could feel his rage pouring over her skin and it was suffocating. 
 
    Kraekel was laughing, pointing a sword towards Julie, then switched his tongue so that she could hear him. 
 
     “When you’re dead I will destroy her, I’ll be sure to take all the pleasure you have given her away, I will be sure that no one remembers anything of you but terror,” Kraekel said then lunged at Cyrus again.  
 
    Julies apartment was small and she saw all her books being slashed in half. Cyrus met some of Kraekel’s blows. He looked once to see that Julie was sobbing and Kraekel’s blade caught him against his arm and he stumbled. Kraekel began to move towards her and Cyrus seemed to fly at him, his sword stabbing through the other’s shoulder before coming back. It was not a finishing blow, it only made Kraekel’s attention go back to Cyrus. Their swords met and power blasted around them. Julie had to duck down because she felt the scoring heat. It burned her exposed flesh like a really bad sunburn.  
 
    Cyrus began to fight with more rage, which the other laughed at. They were evenly matched Kraekel kicked Cyrus in the face and he stumbled back, he went forward to shove his blade into where Julie assumed Cyrus’ heart was only to have his head cleanly swiped off by Cyrus’ blade. It flew and sat on her couch with a nasty scowl on it, staring blankly at her. Julie couldn’t move, she was frozen in fear. She wanted to throw-up. Cyrus walked over to her and she inched away, he dropped the sword and fell to the ground. 
 
     “I swore I would never cause you pain, but I have, I am now king and will leave. Just give me the order Julie, and I will be out of your life forever.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Julie couldn’t keep in her sobs, she couldn’t even think straight. She went to her cat that lay dead on a pile of destroyed books. Cleopatra was stiff in her arms but she hugged her close. Cyrus stayed head bowed unmoving waiting for her to speak. The cat had been her whole life—the only thing that made her happy in this stupid town and now she was gone. Nothing was there. She had tried to protect them as best she could but was nothing compared to an alien prince who had wreaked havoc on her tiny apartment. Her world had just collapsed and she rocked back and forth with the cat. 
 
     “Make the pain stop, Cyrus,” she sobbed. “Just make all this pain stop.” 
 
    He stood up from his crouched position and the blade disappeared. Cyrus took her up in his arms, taking the cat away from her and taking her back to her bedroom. She felt the healing cocoon embrace her singed skin and she looked up to his face which was equally pained.  
 
     “Let me share it,” he said. He bent down and kissed her slowly, something happened and it felt like he was sucking the emotions from her. They were still there, they still hurt, but suddenly she saw tears streaming down his cheeks. He hugged her to him then and rocked her back and forth. 
 
     “Oh Julie, I’ve destroyed your entire life,” he said. He started to kiss her skin then. With each kiss it was like he was drawing some of the pain away, not all of it, but it was numbing it. It was helping her think, but she didn’t want to think she wanted to feel—to feel anything but the agony of losing everything. 
 
    He undressed her before undressing himself. She didn’t have time to think before he slammed into her sex, there was no foreplay. It hurt but it hurt in a nice way. It distracted her from everything else. He picked her up off the bed and pinned her back against the wall, kissing her, thrusting up into her. Making the pain a pleasurable thing. He was all fire, there to burn away the damage. Julie scratched at his back as she let out her cries, each one punctuated by a well-placed thrust. He sheathed himself deeper inside her this way and she held on. Cyrus bit her neck and she let out a gasp as he fed on her pain, pumping her full of pleasure until they were both spent. He shot up into her and collapsed with her on the bed.  
 
    Cyrus pulled out of her and stroked her hair, calming her. She didn’t have tears anymore. The pain was still there but it was not like she was drowning in it, he had taken much of that into himself and she could see the tears still streaming from his eyes. 
 
     “I have nothing, Cyrus,” she whispered rolling onto her back to look up at him. 
 
     “You can have me,” he said bending down to kiss the trail marks of tears that had fallen on her cheeks. “I can’t bring Cleopatra back; I can’t fix your books or wipe my brother’s memory from this place. But I can take you away from it.” 
 
     “Away?” 
 
     “To Sion, where we have little sun, and I will teach you the language, but I don’t want to lose you Julie. I don’t want to be the cause of anymore pain, I want to make up for that pain, but we both know I can’t stay here.” 
 
    It was too much for her to think of, to many emotions rocking her body at the same time. Leave Earth for another place? But he was right; all that she loved had been destroyed in the battle. She had nothing but Cyrus who had taken her pain into himself so she could breathe again.  
 
     “You fell in love with me,” she said. 
 
     “When I first grabbed your ankle, when I saw you fall. When you stripped so you could save me, when you dragged me to your car. I had never felt so much kindness and loneliness in one person. I knew there was a battle I had to fight but I couldn’t leave you, it was foolish of me, I didn’t think he would find me so quickly. Julie, I’m sorry.” 
 
    The tears were not stopping and now Julie wanted to make them stop. She moved forward and pressed her lips to his, they melded together. He had fallen in love with her, and she knew she had fallen in love with him but didn’t want to admit. She didn’t want to have to deal with another heartbreak.  
 
     “The only way you could hurt me more is to leave me,” she said. 
 
     “Then we go. I cannot bring back Cleopatra but I will find you a new cat to own you, if you require them.” He stood from the bed and found a suitcase to pack away all her clothes. 
 
    Julie just watched him do it, with such determination. He did not want her to leave his side and she did not want to leave his. She would be alien in this Sion place, it would be different, perhaps terrifying, but he had promised to fill her days with pleasure and to take away the pain. 
 
    There was nothing left for her in this town. She was being given the chance to travel to places outside of Earth. The only people who would know she was gone and mourn her loss were her parents, but Cyrus gave her the time to write her good-byes to them. 
 
     “It will make you feel a bit dizzy,” he said as he wrapped his arms around her. She noted that he threw some of her undamaged books into the bag. Cyrus pushed her close and stared down at her. 
 
     “Things are always dizzying with you,” she said. 
 
    Cyrus pressed his lips to hers, she felt the world move around them, and then they were gone.  
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Going Full Circle 
 
      
 
     “Don’t tell me that you are going to the game after work?” Amanda asked Shirley as they shut down their computers. 
 
    “Yes I am, and I think that you too should come and see what it’s like out there. There are so many hot men that you can choose from, just as long as you don’t choose my Andre,” Shirley said to her workmate and best friend. “What do you plan to do all afternoon anyway, and it is a Saturday?” 
 
    “To tell you the truth, I don’t really have anything to do and so I think I might as well tag along with you so that I can see this guy that you are so obsessed about,” Amanda replied. 
 
    “Now that’s my girl, I hope that you will finally understand why I am so obsessed with football,” Shirley said, pleased that she would have company today, since she usually went alone and at times it could get quite boring. 
 
    Shirley Baine had been attending football games faithfully for a couple of months, and the main reason was because she had a very mad crush on the one of the rookies, Andre Walters. He was a tall handsome blonde with broad shoulders. From the physique of his body, she had pictured in her mind how he looked a million times. He had the sort of body that every girl dreamed of, and to top it off, he was also the best player for the Rockets, the leading NFL team of the season. She knew that he might never even set his eyes on her, but at least she could dream about him after watching him play. She had ventured many times to the locker rooms, but the security detail there was usually too strong to penetrate and she had given up. 
 
    “I think I'll just do it out of curiosity because I don’t really understand how you could have a crush on a guy that does not even know you exist. You are a very sexy woman and maybe it is about time that you thought of getting yourself a boyfriend that you can actually get,” Amanda said as they began making their way out of the office. 
 
    “I don’t think that you will ever understand what I feel, and hey, stop talking as if I will never get him, because now more than ever, you have given me the drive to gun for him,” Shirley said adamantly as Amanda laughed. 
 
    “You are a crazy woman, Shirley, but even then, I still love you,” Amanda said as they got out of the building, standing on a pavement to wait for a cab. 
 
    “Well, if you are my best friend then I suppose that you, too, are crazy,” Shirley said, waving a cab to a stop before they both got in. 
 
    Shirley was, as usual, dressed in her sexiest clothes.  She had on a pair of skin tight jeans that showed off her shapely figure, and a T-shirt that covered her down to her waist. She was wearing sneakers and sun glasses, and she had her handbag with her. Her friend, Amanda on the other hand, was wearing a sexy dress that hugged her body, showing off her assets, and it came down to midway down her thighs. She had on a pair of heels that made her butt stand out in a good way. 
 
    Both of the women were in their early twenties, and they had met when they began working together at a law firm, where they both happened to be budding lawyers. They had instantly clicked and bonded, becoming the best of friends within no time. They shared the same interests in most things, including their type of men. 
 
    “Think we should grab a bite before we get to the stadium?” Amanda asked. 
 
    “No, there won't be need for that because there are several food courts there,” Shirley could already feel the excitement of the game starting to overwhelm her. 
 
    “So, how did you create such an interest in football, anyway?” Amanda asked as Shirley tucked a loose blonde lock behind her ear. 
 
    “Danny, my brother, he was a football fanatic when we were in school. Being my only sibling, I always went with him to games or to watch him when he was playing,” Shirley said, remembering the good old days. 
 
    “You don’t say,” Amanda said, her eyes widening slyly. “Then that means that he must have one of those awesome looking bodies. When are you going to introduce me to him?” 
 
    “Shirley, what has gotten into your head, he is my brother and it would feel very awkward if he started dating my best friend,” Shirley said, punching her best friend playfully in the side. 
 
    They went the rest of the way in silence with Shirley thinking about her dream man. Andre was the only other man that she had such a mad crush on other than her childhood crush, Nate Brinks. Nate had been a few grades ahead of her in school and had been a friend of her brother’s. Whenever she saw him, she would feel her blood boiling within, something within her stirring. 
 
    When they had gone to high school, Nate had become even more handsome and all the girls in school seemed to have a crush on him. He probably did not take notice of Shirley because her body took long to develop. Her breasts did not grow as quickly as the other girls, and her figure also did not pan out as quickly as she would have liked. As soon as he had graduated from high school, he had joined military school and she had not seen him for quite some time now. 
 
    To get her thoughts off him, she had put her sights on Andre even though they had never met. If she could get her brother Danny to introduce them, she would never look back again. 
 
    “You know what,” she said to Amanda, “I just got an idea.” 
 
    “Okay, what is your crazy idea this time,” Amanda asked. 
 
    “What if I call Danny and ask him to come to the game, since he is around. That way, he could introduce me to Andre-” 
 
    “While you introduce me to him. I think that is the brightest thing that you have thought of in your life,” Amanda brightened up. 
 
    Before Amanda could finish talking, Shirley had whipped out her cell phone and was dialing her brothers number. 
 
    “Hey sis,” he said lazily on the other side of the line. 
 
    “Hi Danny. What are you doing? I was thinking that maybe you would like to join my best friend and me at today’s football game,” she said, her heart pounding hard. 
 
    “Well, right now I am a little held up, but I know that there will be a party held for the players later on. Maybe we could hang out together then. Is your friend hot because I could really use a bang tonight?” 
 
    “Danny, you are such a nut. Anyway, we will see you at the party then. Remember, you are the one that is going to give us access,” she said to him. 
 
    “Sure, I'll see you guys then,” he said, hanging up the call. 
 
    “Well, what did he say, I heard you mentioning something about a party,” Amanda asked quickly. 
 
    “You will not believe this, we are going to party with the players tonight. Why don’t we go to the hair salon instead of the game? We will need to look our best,” Shirley said excitedly, tapping the cab driver and giving him new directions. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Andre sat in the bar where the party was being held waiting for Nate to arrive. They had been friends a long time and Andre was glad that Nate was around to spend a couple of days in the city before heading back to his naval duties. He sipped on his beer as he thought about how the game had been. It seemed as if he was becoming better and better at the game and he was hoping that one of these days he was going to be picked as the MVP of the year. He was hoping to make the nominations when the time came. 
 
    “Andre, why don’t you come and join us on the floor, there are so many hot women out there who would die for a guy like you,” Steve, one of the other players on the team said to him, but he shook his head. 
 
    “Why don’t you go ahead, Steve, I'm just going to chill out here and look out for you,” he said to his friend, who quickly hobbled away to join most of the other players on the floor. 
 
    Andre had never shown an interest in the women that he often came across, and that was not because he was not interested in women, but rather because most of them were very boring to hang around and also fake in every way. They had artificial breasts, noses, eyelashes and God knows what else, and they simply did not impress him at all. Andre was after a natural woman who loved her body the way that it was made. In this day and age, that kind of woman had become like gold, very hard to find. He also loved adventurous women who were willing to try out things that the ordinary woman would not. 
 
    He was still trying to figure out women in his mind when he saw a familiar figure walking into the room. Nate seemed to have grown a lot more mature as compared to the last time that Andre had seen him when he had gone to visit him at Fort Harcourt the previous year. His hair was cut into a short military cut and his eyes were a seaweed green, slightly slanted as if he had some Oriental blood in him. Andre waved at him and Nate smiled as he began making his way towards his friend. Andre got up as Nate got to his table, and both men hugged like all time buddies. 
 
    “It is so good to see you, Nate,” Andre beamed at his friend as he waved him onto a chair opposite him at the table. 
 
    “And you too, bro. I thought that you would be married by now,” Nate said, as Andre waved to a waiter, who quickly brought Nate a beer. “I mean, look at all the hot women in here. I wish that you knew how dry it can get in the military.  There sex is like treasure, and especially when you are deployed to God knows where. You should take full advantage of this.” 
 
    “I understand where you are coming from, and believe me, I would really like to indulge with the women, but look at all of them. All of their breasts look like implants, and then another thing. They might be pretty, but they are very boring. Look at the way that they are dancing, nothing interesting about that. You can tell how they are by their body behavior, and to me that suggests that they are a very boring lot. Which finally brings me to the conclusion that if they are this boring right now, what if while we are having sex, what if they are boring there too. In my opinion, around 90% would let you do all the work while she just lies there like a rag. And that my friend is the reason why I'm probably still single,” Andre said as Nate looked at him thoughtfully. 
 
    “Whoa, it looks like you have these women all pretty figured out, huh!” Andre said, taking a sip of his beer as he checked out the women around the room. 
 
    Most of them were dressed in very sexy outfits, but he had to agree that Andre was right about them. Most of them seemed plain boring, and they were probably here because of the free drinks and biting at the invitation of some of the players. 
 
    “I guess so,” Andre said as yet another flirt passed by their table shaking her hips from side to side, hoping that they would notice he. 
 
    “Well, what else is new around here. I haven’t been here since my folks moved west and even though it was once my home, I feel like a total stranger?” Nate said, leaning back as he relaxed. 
 
    “Nothing much really. Plenty of new faces in your old neighborhood. The place is actually pretty much relaxed and I wouldn’t complain,” Andre said, his eyes straying to the door as a pretty sight greeted him. “Mama mia, now talking of hot, check out the bombshell that has just walked into the club.” 
 
    Nate turned and both men looked at the entrance as two women walked into the club. One of them looked very familiar, but none of the men could quite place where they had seen her. Andre began to think that they were alone, just before he saw Danny walking into the room behind them, putting his hands around their waists as he escorted them to a vacant table. For the first time that day, Andre felt a certain heat passing through his body and going all the way to his crotch as his shaft shifted in his pants. 
 
    “Wait a minute, isn't that Danny?” Nate said, surprised to see his childhood best friend. “That was my classmate back in the day, and also my best friend when we were in school.” 
 
    “Yeah, that is Danny, but I can't quite figure out the hot chicks that he is with. What I can figure out is that they are by far the hottest chicks that I have seen in this city in recent years,” Andre said, swallowing hard. 
 
    A round of drinks was taken to their table and Nate seemed to be having the time of his life, and especially with one of the women, the brunette. The blonde was not quite as active as the brunette, but she was far much hotter and the one that had caught both Nate and Andre's attention. Both of them watched speechlessly as Danny flirted with the brunette, while the blonde seemed to urge them both on. The blonde then got up after some time and headed for the bathroom. She passed by their table on the way and looked at them both, a strange look coming onto her face, almost as if she was either shocked or surprised. 
 
    “I don’t know why she looks so darn familiar, but I just can't place my finger on where I might have seen her or who she might be,” Nate said, the scent of her perfume lingering in his nose as she disappeared around the corner. 
 
    “Now, that is the sort of woman that I was talking about. Did you just see that, she is hot and everything about her is natural,” Andre said, resisting the urge to get up and go after her. 
 
    “Well, one thing is for sure, I am going to ask Danny to introduce us, although he won't be too pleased since I just arrived back here and have not yet called him,” Nate said nervously as he took a sip of his beer. 
 
    It had been quite a while since he last had sex and that was probably why he was getting so jumpy just looking at all the women in the club, and most of all the blonde that had just gone to the washrooms. He wondered why she looked so familiar to him, probably someone that he had known as a child, or someone that had been behind him when they were still in school. 
 
    He felt his shaft shifting around in his pants and he had to adjust his pants. From the way that Andre looked, Nate could tell that he, too, was feeling the very same way, and it brought dirty thoughts to his mind. Since they were both admiring the same woman, maybe once Danny introduced them to her, they could both seduce her and go have a nice time with her. Just the thought made him start to become hard, a tent already building in his pants. They had shared women before and the experiences had been memorable. Nate remembered each and every experience when they had both been training for the navy, and many times he had wondered if it would ever happen again. 
 
    When they had finished training, Andre had resigned to take on a professional career as a football player, leaving Nate there alone. Nate had been posted offshore the first time, on a launcher, but now he was in naval intelligence, a spy that got information from other countries. He loved his job even though the only impediment was that sex could be hard to come by at times. He heard the sound of heels clicking and when he turned around to look, it was the blonde coming from the bathroom and this time she completely avoided looking at the table for some reason. 
 
    “Whoa, check out that ass, man, and the way that she is shaking it from side to side,” Andre said, looking at her as if he was undressing her with his eyes and already making love to her. 
 
    “And the figure is one to die for,” Nate added, noting the way that her body was well-sculptured under the tight short dress that she wore. 
 
    “Well, how about we pay a visit to their table and get introduced right away. That chick is just way too hot and someone else might snatch her up if we don’t. Danny only seems interested in the brunette, look at the way that they are holding their hands with their faces so close together,” Andre said, pushing his chair back and getting up as Nate did the same. 
 
    They walked over to the table occupied by the three, and Andre could feel a certain thrill, one that he had never felt before when approaching a potential woman. The blonde had him wrapped around her finger, and right now the only thing that he could think of was her. 
 
    “Danny boy, quite a while it has been,” Nate said to Danny as they both got to the table, and Danny seemed a little surprised to see him at first before he quickly got up and gave Nate a bear hug. 
 
    “Nate, when did you get back to town?” he asked, pulling away from Nate. 
 
    “A few hours ago. I actually meant to call you but I decided to do it in the morning. Look at you, it looks like you are doing great,” Nate said to Danny as Danny hugged Andre. 
 
    “Well, I guess that is what the regular workouts does to you at times, isn't that right Danny,” Andre laughed. 
 
    “You could say that again,” Danny said, before both Andre and Nate turned their attention to the two women that were seated there quietly, the blonde pretending to look at something in her cell phone. 
 
    “And who may these two sexy looking ladies be?” Andre asked, looking from the brunette to the blonde, who seemed to blush. 
 
    “Nate, don’t tell me that you can't remember my little sister, Shirley,” he said, waving his hand at Shirley, who looked at him shyly. 
 
    Nate looked at her in shock. She had totally transformed from the little girl that he had known when they were in school, blossoming into a woman that could drive the whole city wild. Nate remembered the way that she used to blush whenever she was around him, but he had never really paid any attention to her. 
 
    “Shirley? No way, you have grown so big, I can't even believe that I did not recognize you,” he said, walking over to her as she stood up to give him a hug. 
 
    “Yeah, I'm a woman now, Nate,” she said shyly as she pulled away from him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Shirley did not know what to think. She had been shocked to see the only two men that she had ever had mad crashes on sitting together when she had come with the intention of only being introduced to Andre. It had been a while since she had seen Nate, but looking at him now, he looked even more handsome than he had been when he had left. His body was well-toned, the sort of bodies that a woman would not mind running their hands over without getting tired. 
 
    “And this here is her best friend, Amanda, who I find very attractive and is probably the main reason that I am still here right now,” her brother said, waving at Amanda. “Ladies, if you don’t know them already, this is Andre, the football legend, and this is Nate, my best friend in my high school days. 
 
    Shirley found herself blushing when she caught Andre looking at her so intensely. From up close, he looked even more handsome than she was used to seeing him. His dark hair was combed back neatly and a baseball jacket hid his enormous physique. As his eyes lingered on her breasts, she felt her nipples harden, cursing that the dress she was wearing did not require a bra, which meant that both of the guys could see the way that her body was reacting. 
 
    “It is nice to meet you, Andre,” she said in a small voice that she did not recognize as she hugged him. 
 
    He held her for a little too long, massaging the back of her neck, and she felt a zing going all the way to the heated spot in between her thighs. The scent of his aftershave mingling with his scent made her feel dizzy with desire, and she had to pull away from him quickly or else she might never have let him go. 
 
    “The pleasure is all mine,” Andre said, taking her hand and pecking the back of the hand. 
 
    As she looked into his eyes, she was not sure if that was desire that she saw in them. Feeling as if her legs would buckle, Shirley sat down quickly as Andre hugged Amanda. She felt as if she was in an awkward position with both of the men that she had madly fallen in love with here, and so she put her concentration on the wine in front of her, draining it and flagging the waiter for a refill. 
 
    “Well, why don’t you guys keep my sister company while I take this lovely lady to the dance floor for a spin,” Danny said, reaching for Amanda's hand and leading her off to the dance floor as she wound her hand around his waist. 
 
    “I have an idea, why don’t we join them on the dance floor,” Shirley said, flushing down her wine and getting up. “I'm going to dance with the both of you.” 
 
    “Are you sure that you can handle two strong men like us?” Nate joked as they began making their way to the dance floor. 
 
    “Believe me, I can handle the both of you in more ways than one,” she said, the wine making her tongue a lot more fluid and giving her more confidence. 
 
    “Whoa, looks like Danny left us with a firecracker here,” Andre said excitedly, slapping her butt as they got to the dance floor and sending a pleasant feeling of arousal to her very core. 
 
    Nate pulled her into his arms as soon as they were on the floor, while Andre moved in from behind, both men sandwiching her little frame as they began dancing. Shirley was feeling so turned on, she could barely think. 
 
    “Where did you disappear to?” she said to Nate, although she knew perfectly well where he had gone. 
 
    “I went to the navy. That is actually where I met Andre here, only that he quit to concentrate on football as soon as the training was over,” Nate said into her ear, his low voice vibrating through her all the way to her already throbbing clit. “You have really changed, I can't believe that you are now this sexy, you know.” 
 
    “Yeah, Nate and I noticed you the moment that you walked through that door,” Andre added as he ground himself against her, and she was sure that she could feel his dick hardening and pressing against her butt crack. 
 
    “Andre, what are you doing?” she asked, feeling even more aroused as she now felt his full rock hard cock pressed into her butt. 
 
    “Why, do you like it?” he said into her ear, pressing himself into her back even harder as his dick became even harder. 
 
    Shirley was going crazy, and even more so when she realized that Nate's dick was also rock hard and he was rubbing it against her belly. 
 
    “You guys are beginning to drive me crazy,” she moaned softly. 
 
    “I thought that you said you could handle us in more than one way, don’t tell me that you are beginning to have second thoughts,” Nate said, as she looked up at his lips. 
 
    Her lips parted slightly when she saw his head moving in on hers, their lips touching lightly at first. Their lips then locked tightly together as they began kissing deeply, his tongue playing over hers erotically. Behind her, she felt Andre's hand moving around to her front side, pushing under her short dress and moving upwards towards her crotch. Shirley had not worn any underwear since she did not want the edges to leave a trace on her dress, and she felt vulnerable as she felt his hand going further up. Instinctively, she parted her thighs slightly, and she felt his finger pushing into her labia. 
 
    “Oh,” she moaned into Nate's mouth as pleasure rippled through her being. 
 
    Andre began rubbing his finger in circular motions over her throbbing clit, bringing her pleasure that she had only ever dreamed of. Shirley, on the other hand, pushed her hand in between Nate and herself, pushing it into his pants through the waist. She pushed into his boxers, touching the cock that she had dreamed of for such a long time and finally given up. It was thick and long as she wrapped her fingers around it, beginning to jerk it up and down. Nate groaned into her mouth, rubbing his shaft against her hand hard as she jerked it. Shirley pushed her thumb over the tip of the cock and touched the precum that had already pooled there, spreading it over the smooth head of the cock. 
 
    She felt Andre beginning to push his finger deeper and deeper into her love slit. His finger was thick and rough and it felt good against the walls of her pussy. As the finger was inserted deep inside her, Andre hooked the finger as he pulled it out. She felt as if she was going mad when she felt it brushing over the most sensitive spot within her sex, her G-spot, and she couldn’t hold back her moan. Andre began finger fucking her in that motion while she jerked Nate's dick, and it was then that she remembered that her brother might see her with two men touching her in erotic ways. She tore her lips away from Nate's. 
 
    “Let us go somewhere private,” she could barely breathe as the words tumbled out of her mouth. 
 
    “Now, I think that is the brightest thing that I have heard in a long time. We could go over to my place since I live alone, what do you guys say,” Andre asked, pulling his finger out of her slit and licking it as she turned around to look at him. 
 
    “Yeah, that sounds like the perfect place because right now I feel like fucking this little body of yours until you scream my name,” Nate said, adjusting his pants as they began making their way out of the dance floor. 
 
    Danny and Amanda were nowhere to be seen as Shirley picked up her handbag and they were on their way. It was a good thing that she and Amanda had taken a cab to the venue because it would have been tricky with Andre having come with his car. He slipped into the driver’s seat while she got into the back seat. She knew that Nate was up to something when instead of getting into the passenger seat in the front, he joined her in the back. The truck soon pulled out of the parking lot and Shirley got this intense need to taste Nate. It was something that she had dreamed of doing since she was a naive teenager. 
 
    She moved her hand over his crotch, touching his dick and rubbing it for a while as she leaned over and kissed him deeply in the mouth. She went ahead and unzipped his pants, pushing her hand into his pants and pulling his boxers down over his erection, wrapping her fingers around the thickness of the shaft, she pulled it out of the pants and pulled her lips away from Nate's. Moving back a little, she leaned over him, her mouth going straight for his cock. She wrapped her lips around the pecker, tasting it as the scent of his maleness went straight to her head. 
 
    The musky taste from the cock felt good in her mouth as she sucked on the tip of the cock, urging more precum to come out of the slit. She then wrapped her lips around the head and began taking the cock deeper into her mouth, her head bobbed up and down as she sucked more and more of the love rod into her mouth. It felt thick and uncomfortable against her jaw, but she was determined to do what she had dreamed of for such a long time. Nate groaned, bringing his hands down to her head and pressing it harder onto his dick. 
 
    “Oh no, don’t tell me that you guys are doing it back there,” Andre complained. “Do you want us to have an accident or something, because now I can barely concentrate on the road?” 
 
    “Just-just d-drive, Andre,” Nate said haltingly as she felt the tip of his dick slipping into her throat. 
 
    Shirley had never taken a dick so deep in her mouth, she suddenly felt as if she could not breath. She gagged on the manhood as she tried to take it deeper. She tried to pull her mouth off the dick, but Andre held it firmly there. She felt his dick stiffening in her mouth, just before she felt his hot load of cum shooting into her mouth and down her throat. She swallowed every drop of cum that shot into her mouth, not allowing even a drop to escape. Nate groaned loudly and they felt the vehicle swerving as Andre nearly bashed into another car. When he was done cumming, he finally let go of her head and she pulled her mouth off the cock, licking it up and down the sides before tucking it back into his pants and zipping them up. 
 
    “Wow, I have never met a woman that gives a blowjob as well as that,” Nate said as she leaned back in the seat. 
 
    “I told you that I could handle you perfectly in more than one way, and there is a lot more where that came from,” she said, leaning over to kiss him so that she could give him a taste of his cum. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Andre pulled Shirley into his arms the moment that they entered the house, kissing her deeply in the mouth. He could taste the residue of Nate's cum in her mouth, and as usual, it only served to get him even more turned on. Shirley wasted no time in beginning to unbutton his shirt as they kissed, pulling it off and letting it drop down onto the carpet.  She then ran her fingers over the outlines of his chest muscles, rubbing her nails over his nipples pleasantly. She then tore her mouth away from his lips. 
 
    “I always wondered what you looked like without your shirt, so much muscle,” she said, leaning her head downwards and sucking one of his nipples into her mouth. 
 
    Andre groaned when he felt Shirley biting his nipple softly, with just the right amount of pressure to send a message directly to his dick. She then took the attention to his other nipple, also giving it the same kind of pleasure. Andre could not remember feeling so horny in his life before, he felt as if his dick was going to explode. She then pulled her head away from his nipple and crouched in front of him, beginning to unbuckle his belt. Pulling it loose, she went ahead and pulled his pants open, letting them drop down to his ankles. 
 
    “Holy shit, you are even bigger than Nate,” she marveled as she hooked her fingers into his underwear and pulled it down over his dick. 
 
    She tugged his boxers all the way down and then as he kicked them off his ankles, she stood up and swiftly pulled off her dress. The thing that aroused him even more about Shirley was the fact that she walked so confidently even when she did not have any underwear on. At the club, he had almost come when he had realized that she did not have any underwear as he was touching her. She stood there naked regarding him and he couldn’t help but notice just how shapely her body was. He had been so engrossed with her, he had not even noticed that Nate had also undressed and had his fingers around his dick, jerking it up and down. 
 
    “Okay guys, how are we going to do this, who wants to go first, because to say the truth, I'm feeling way too horny for any more foreplay,” Shirley asked, sliding her finger through her love slit and bringing it out wet and shiny. 
 
    “I will go first,” Nate said, before Andre could find his voice. 
 
    “I was hoping for that because I want to have this larger cock inside me last,” Shirley said, pushing Andre backwards towards the couch and making him sit down on it. 
 
    She then bent forward, her head going for his crotch, with her ass in the air behind her. She wrapped her fingers around his dick, her lips circling his manhood as she began sucking on it. She sucked on it so well, Andre felt as if he was going to come before he even fucked her. He had to hold himself back with all of his will power as she took his dick deeper and deeper into her mouth, her teeth grazing over the walls of his manhood. 
 
    Nate moved behind her, and Andre watched as he parted her thighs a little wider. He then ran a finger through the slit and brought it to his mouth, licking off the wetness that had come from the pussy. He then stood upright and moved right behind her. With one hand on her hip and the other one holding his dick, Nate eased the tip of his cock into her love slit. Andre felt Shirley moaning onto his shaft as Nate drove his manhood into her vagina, slamming it in hard. 
 
    Nate held her by the hips as he began driving his shaft in and out of her slit. The lust within him was threatening to kill him and this was the only way that he could get rid of it. He drove his shaft into her slit in long deep strokes, pushing it all the way in and then pulling out until just the head was inside her. He could tell that she was enjoying herself from the way that she was moving her hips from side to side. She felt even better than she looked, and although he did not want any emotional ties with her, this was one of the sexual experiences that he was never going to forget. 
 
    Getting an idea of how to make her feel even better, he parted her butt cheeks and looked down at her butt hole. He licked his finger and then took it to her butt hole, easing the tip inside her. He felt her trembling with pleasure as he fucked her and fingered her at the same time, driving his finger into her butt hole slowly and stopping after every inch to let her butt hole get used to the new intrusion. 
 
    He fucked her hard and fast, driving the finger deeper and deeper into her butt hole until he could feel it brushing against his dick through the thin membrane that separated the two hole. The heat in his balls was explosive and he knew that he was going to cum even harder than he had when he had shot his load in her mouth earlier in the car. And then suddenly, he felt it. It came suddenly and with an intense heat. He felt as if his balls were on fire as his cum went shooting through his love rod and into her vagina. It was as if his climax triggered her off because she pulled her mouth off Andre's dick and screamed out loudly. 
 
    “Oh fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, I'm cumminnggg!” she screamed, her pussy contracting over his dick as it flooded with her climax. 
 
    Nate had never felt a woman coming so intensely in his life before. He humped her even harder, wanting to heighten the pleasure of her experience. She moaned over and over as he felt her pussy quaking over his dick, suspecting that she had probably cum more than once. When they were done, he finally pulled his dick out of her pussy and then slumped onto the couch beside Andre exhausted. He leaned back against the seat and closed his eyes, still unable to believe that he could cum with such an intensity. 
 
    “Alright, from what I can see, it is as if you finished him off completely and now it is my turn, but I would like it to be in the bedroom,” Andre said, lifting her off the ground and carrying her out of the room. “He will join us later once he has recovered.” 
 
    She put her hand around his neck as he easily carried her up the stairs and down the corridor to his bedroom. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    That had been the best fuck that Shirley had ever gotten, and it was almost unbelievable that she still had yet another cock to go, a dick that was much bigger and thicker. As Andre carried her up the stairs to his bedroom, she felt a sort of connection with him. She could not understand what it was, but somehow, he felt special and she wanted to give him the best of herself before Nate came upstairs. He kicked the door open and carried her to the bed, placing her on her lying on her back. 
 
    He then moved to the bottom side of the bed and parted her thighs, studying her private parts and making her feel a little nervous. She could feel Nate's cum still pouring out of her love slit and she wondered if Andre was going to eat her pussy when it had another man’s cum. 
 
    “It looks like he filled you up pretty good,” he said, pushing a finger into her slit. 
 
    “And I can't wait for you to do the same,” she said, winking at him and crossing her fingers for him to lick and eat her cunt. 
 
    “You shouldn’t worry about me because I am going to fill you up in a way that you have never been filled before. The moment that I saw you tonight, I knew that you were the one that I had been waiting for all my life,” he said, getting onto the bed next to her and taking one of her breasts into his hand, beginning to massage it. 
 
    “If I am the one that you have been waiting for all your life, as you claim, then why did you share me with your friend?” she asked him, moaning softly as he bit one of her nipples with just the right amount of pressure to send a zing all the way to her clit, which had already started throbbing with anticipation. 
 
    “Because something told me that you had known him from before, and you had wanted him then. In order for you to get over him, I knew that I had to share you with Nate,” Andre said, moving his lips over hers and kissing her deeply in the mouth. 
 
    His lips felt soft and firm against hers as she eased her tongue into his mouth, tasting him and exploring his mouth. From the way that he was treating her, Shirley could tell that Andre was a true love maker who took his time to please a woman, and that made him admire him even more. Nate had just been there to take care of his lust and nothing more. As they kissed, Andre played around with her nipples, pinching them softly and turning them around in semi circles until she moaned into his mouth. 
 
    She then felt his hand moving off her breasts and beginning to move over her belly in a downward journey. She parted her thighs a little wider when she felt his hand on her crotch and she squirmed with pleasure when he took a hold of her clit and pinched it softly. The sensations that she felt in her body were indescribable. Shirley moaned as he began playing around with her nipple, taking his time to pleasure her and heat her up again. Within no time, she was already dying to feel him inside her, filling her pussy in ways that it had never been filled before. She tore her lips away from his. 
 
    “Eat me, Andre, I have wanted to be your meal for such a long time, and now that I have you, I would like you to do whatever it is that you want with me,” she said without thinking, taking her hands to his head and pushing him downwards towards her crotch. 
 
    She parted her thighs even wider as she made him get in between her legs, pushing his head down to her hot spot. She felt his tongue pushing deep into her vagina, flicking over the walls as he licked away at the cum residue that was still lodged inside her. He pushed his tongue deep inside her vagina, licking her until she was dry, before he pulled it out and sucked her clit into his mouth, nibbling the tip and driving her crazy with pleasure. Finally, Shirley could not take it any longer. She knew that she would come any time soon, and she wanted to come with Andre deep inside her, fucking her like she was the queen of his life. She pushed his head away from her crotch. 
 
    “That is enough, Andre, I want you to fuck me, make me yours forever. Fuck me like I am your slut,” she pleaded with him as she pushed him onto his back. 
 
    His dick was rock hard and she could see the way that he, too, was aching to be inside her. She climbed on top of him, straddling his waist. She took a hold of his dick as she lowered herself onto him, guiding it into her pussy. Shirley moaned as he filled her. She felt his dick brushing over every inch of her walls as she lowered herself further onto him. Never in her life had she been with a penis of this size, and she had to admit that although it could look a bit overwhelming, it was the most pleasurable thing when used the right way. 
 
    Andre reached for her breasts, squeezing then as she put her hands against his shoulders and began riding him. She rode him hard and fast, cowgirl style. He sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking on it and nibbling on the tip, enhancing the pleasure that she was feeling. 
 
    “Oh, oh, oh yeah, oh yeah, fuck me baby, fuck me,” she moaned over and over, each time taking his rock hard pecker deeper and deeper into her love slit. 
 
    And then she felt it coming like a storm. A knot formed in her belly just as she felt the heat within her becoming explosive. She felt as if she had died and gone to heaven, since the pleasure that she felt was beyond real. She leaned backwards, resting her hands on his thighs and enhancing the contact of his member with her vagina. It was then that she felt yet another orgasm starting to build. This time it was not as intense as the one that she’d just experienced, but yes, it was coming. Andre held her by the hips and drove his dick in and out of her cunt, amazing Shirley because he had not even cum yet, and yet he had been just as needy as she had been. She knew that he was probably doing it for her pleasure. 
 
    As she leaned forward on him, he somehow turned them over, and before she knew it, he was the one on top of her. His dick was still lodged deep inside her as he hooked his hands at the back of her legs and pulled them upwards, pinning them at her sides. He began penetrating her deeply, this time in total control of the game. He locked his lips onto hers, silencing her moans with a hungry passionate kiss as he fucked her hard and fast. Her orgasm continued to build, and this time she realized that it was going to be even more explosive than the first one that she had experienced with him. 
 
    Their crotches clapped together loudly, the sloshing sound of the juices in her pussy making the scene even more erotic. Their sweat blended together against their bodies, and the whole room smelled of sex. All this added to the pleasure that his delicious shaft was giving her were enough to make her surrender. She moaned out loudly, her voice ringing throughout the whole house as his climax took over her world. Pleasure filled her in ways that she had never known existed and as if that was not enough, she felt Andre driving his shaft as deep into her as it could go. She then felt the shaft stiffening within her, more pleasure overwhelming her as she felt his huge load of cum shooting into her vagina. She gripped the dick as tightly as she could with her pussy muscles, milking the shaft of every drop of cum that it could offer her. When they were done climaxing, Shirley slipped off Andre and laid on the bed next to them. She closed her eyes, her body more satisfied than it had ever been before. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she thought she heard Nate coming into the room, lying on her other side. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Well, guys, I think that this has been the best vacation that I have ever been on, and it is all because of you, Shirley,” Nate said as he put his clothes into his bag, packing to head off to the next station where he was being deployed to. 
 
    “And thank you too, I think that you made me realize that I am actually in love with this friend of yours,” Shirley said, kissing Andre on the cheek as she felt the love between them flowing. 
 
    “I just hope that you will take good care of him, because if I hear otherwise, I'm going to come guns blazing. And as for you, Andre, treat her like the sensual lady that she is, and if you don’t, I just might steal her from you,” Nate said to Andre, who looked at him and nodded. 
 
    “Hey, don’t you worry about my wife to be, I know how I am going to take good care of her,” Andre said, although he still couldn’t believe that he had just found the love of his life in the strangest of circumstances. 
 
    They had spent the last five days in the house, rarely wearing any clothes, and the only time that they had left the house was in the afternoons when they went to watch Andre practicing for the next game. Andre had discovered that he had these special feelings for Shirley, feelings that he had not believed could come to someone so suddenly, since he had believed that he had to have at least known a woman for quite some time before he actually even thought of marriage. He loved the way that she was not your ordinary woman. She took on two men without a second thought, and she loved football. She was not after him because he was the football team captain, but because she genuinely loved him. He felt as if his life was now full circle, the only step left to go and tie the knot. 
 
    “Alright then, I'll take your words for it. How about we go downstairs for a drink before I leave,” Nate said, genuinely happy for Andre and Shirley even though he knew that now there might never be any more threesomes once they got married. 
 
    “Yeah, today I don’t have any practice and so a drink right now would not hurt,” Andre said, agreeing with Nate as the three of them made their way out of the bedroom and down the stairs. 
 
    The men brought out a six pack of beer from the fridge, while Shirley preferred wine, and they all sat in the living room talking. Nate could not believe that he was actually beginning to feel horny despite the fact that they’d had some wild sex all week, and a naughty idea began to form in his mind. Just the thought of it made his dick begin to get hard in his pants. Shirley looked over at him and her eyes widened when she saw the erection in his pants. 
 
    “Don’t tell me that you would like one last romp before you leave,” she said excitedly, settling on the couch next to him, her hand going to his crotch and beginning to massage the erection within. 
 
    “Well, the thing is that I am going away for a very long time and by the time I come back you two will already be married, which will mean that there will be no more threesomes,” he groaned, draining his beer and setting the bottle on the table before leaning back on the couch to enjoy what the sensually sexy woman was doing to him. 
 
    “You naughty little thing, you are getting used to having too much sex and that is not good at all because when you are out there you might end up turning on your fellow soldiers, if you know what I mean,” she said to him, winking as she wrapped her fingers around his dick through the material of his pants. 
 
    “Well, if it does get to that, then I just might have to hang my boots and look for some other way to make a living,” he laughed nervously. 
 
    Andre watched everything with interest. He could see just how horny his best friend was, and he could also tell that his fiancée was also starting to feel horny as she massaged that dick. The result of that was his own cock beginning to harden in his pants. He knew that by now Shirley was supposed to be his alone, but the sight of her massaging another man’s cock happened to be one of the most erotically arousing things that he had ever seen. 
 
    “Alright then, soldier, why don’t you let me see what I can do about this swelling in your pants,” Shirley said, leaning over and kissing Nate deep in the mouth. 
 
    As Andre watched the scene, he felt as if his dick was going to explode with desire. He felt his balls starting to get a burning sensation within but he did not touch himself. He just sat there silently watching. As Shirley and Nate kissed, Shirley began unbuttoning his shirt, pulling it open and running her fingers over Nate's flesh. From the way that Nate was shaking, Andre could imagine just how horny he was feeling, and he felt sorry that the guy had to go back to the nave when there was so much fun here. 
 
    Shirley began working Nate's pants open and it was not long before she pulled his raging erection out of his pants. She pulled her lips away from Nate's and looked down at his erection, a naughty smile curving on her face as she wrapped her fingers around the shaft and began jerking it. She leaned down towards the dick and Andre watched with interest as she first licked the tip of the dick before her lips covered the head as she began sucking on it. Without taking her mouth off the dick, Shirley got off the couch and stood with her butt in the air, bent forwards as she sucked on Andre's dick. 
 
    The sight was too much for Andre, and especially since Shirley was wearing a very short dress without any underwear.  He could see her pussy lips peeping at him and from the glistening fluid in between them, he could tell that she was already wet. He quickly removed his clothes and then went over to them, crouching behind Shirley. He dipped a finger into her honey pot, pulling it out a moment later and then bringing it to his mouth to taste her honey pot. Loving the taste, he pushed his head in between her thighs, pushing his tongue into her pussy to begin licking it up and down the inner length of the lips. He played it around on the clit for a while, and he heard her moaning onto the dick that was in her mouth. 
 
    Andre then stood up and pulled her dress up her hips. Taking a hold of his dick, he eased it into her love nest, beginning to fuck her with just the head. From the way that she was wiggling her waist from side to side, Andre could tell that she was dying for him to slam the whole pecker inside her. He began pushing deeper and deeper into her with each stroke, making her breathing become heavier as pleasure washed through her body. Her pussy fit perfectly around his dick, almost like a fit made in heaven and he couldn’t help but groan when he felt the way that it held him pleasurably. The wetness in her vagina also worked to enhance the pleasure and he could feel it right to the very nerve endings of his toes. 
 
    “Wait, I have a better idea,” Shirley said, pulling her mouth off the cock as she pulled away from Andre, making him wonder what she was up to. “I want the two of you to fuck me at the same time.” 
 
    “What? Are you sure that you are going to be able to take it, and besides, it could get pretty uncomfortable,” Andre asked, his voice full of concern. 
 
    “Yes, it is something that I have always wondered how it would feel. Now that I have the opportunity, I might as well be the judge as to whether I will like it or not,” she said, unzipping her dress and pulling it off her body swiftly to leave her standing there naked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Shirley was filled with tension and anxiety, but it was something that she had always thought of, although had never imagined happening to herself. She wanted to feel one cock in her butt hole, and the other one in her pussy. She had a feeling that it was going to be a mind blowing experience for everyone, and she knew just how she wanted it done.” 
 
    “You are both going to fuck me, Nate in my butt because I don’t think that Andre's dick would fit in there,” she said nervously as Nate got undressed. 
 
    “So, how is this going to work, I mean, it would feel very awkward in a standing position?” Nate asked. 
 
    “Just the same thing that I was wondering,” Andre said as Shirley smiled at the two naïve men. 
 
    “Don’t you worry, I might be new to all of this, but I think that I just might have an idea of how it will be done. Andre, you lie down on the carpet and I'll get on top of you, and then Nate can get on top of me. Nate will however have to put his willy in my pussy so that it can get some lube first,” she said, walking over to Nate and putting her hands around his neck. 
 
    Hooking her fingers together behind his neck, Shirley hoisted herself up onto him and wrapped her legs around his waist. He held her by the hips and she could feel the tip of his dick poking her entrance. She began lowering herself slowly onto the dick, letting it slide into her vagina. He drove himself into her, groaning with pleasure as she began riding him. As she rode him, she could feel the heat within her beginning to heighten, and it was not long before she climaxed hard on Nate's dick. Her love juices flooded into her pussy, flowing over the cock, and she fused her lips tightly over his, savoring the impact of the orgasm. As it ebbed away, she got off him, letting herself down. She pushed Andre down onto his back and then climbed on top of him, straddling him. She guided his dick into her still soaking cunt and then leaned forward, lying on top of him as he began driving himself in and out of her love slit. 
 
    “Slowly, Nate,” she said, holding her breath when she felt Nate moving over her. 
 
    He parted her butt cheeks wide and the next thing that she felt was his tongue tickling her entrance. The wet tongue pulled away and it was replaced by a wet cock, which began pushing into her butt hole slowly. Shirley forced herself to relax as the cock drove into her slowly, stopping every now and then to let her butt hole get used to the new intrusion. Soon she had two cocks lodged deep inside her, and she felt as if she was going to lose her mind as they both began fucking her. As one drove in, and other drove out, and the feel of the two peckers brushing over each other through the thin membrane was more than she could take. 
 
    Pleasure filled her as their sweaty bodies pressed together, hers sandwiched between the two giant men. The living room soon smelled of sex and it was not long before she felt her climax beginning to form somewhere deep within her. She let the men give her pleasure the way that they pleased, and they did, taking her to erotic heights that she had never been to before, until she finally felt her climax bursting to life. She moaned out loudly, letting everyone know that she was in ecstasy as pleasure wove its way through her being. She then felt both of the cocks suddenly erupting inside her, one in her pussy and one in her butt. She wondered if there was any woman that she knew that had ever been filled with so much cock and cum at the same time. 
 
    “You were right, Shirley, that was mind blowing,” Nate said, pulling his shaft out of her love slit. 
 
    Shirley rolled off Andre and lay next to him on the carpet, too exhausted to utter another word. 
 
    “I had better get freshened up so that I can prepare to leave. Thank you for that last one, Shirley, and I wish you both the best in your life together,” Nate said, grabbing his clothes and heading to the guest bedroom. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Hear Them Roar 
 
      
 
    The asphalt blurred under Jem’s heel, his knees sent him flying south along the road. The plan had worked and he had Lelani. He always wanted her so badly and this was victory. It could have gone better. The other people had seen him with his backside hanging out the cabin window, Lelani in his arms and about to start running. 
 
    The werewolves didn’t care about vertical surfaces. Jem tried to stay in human form while he held Lelani. She was freezing.  He took a header into the bushes; he shifted on his way down. He ran in a flat sprint for his cabin while his legs and heart pumped. Every branch etched against his vision. He knew Lelani’s people would look for her especially her sister Luna. Howling through the woods, he shifted to a wolf again and propelled to the other side using his paws. Paws were good for many things, but not carrying Lelani. He had to shift again into human form. 
 
    Lelani opened her eyes as Jem put her on the bed. She looked up and saw three men looking at her. She sat on the bed as she tried to cover her nakedness. She was terrified and the alcohol was wearing off.  
 
    She started remembering how Jem lured her into his trap:  
 
    Lelani sat at the elegant marble bar with a glass of champagne bubbling in front of her. The reason the champagne was not drunk was apparent upon further inspection. On the rim of the glass, a tiny silver winged figure sat. His feet were dipping into the champagne. The amber colored wine swished around the glass as he moved his tiny feet back and forth. Lelani pinned the tiny fairy with her angriest glare.  
 
    “My last date was a disaster, Clint. What made you think that an unwashed werewolf would be a fitting lover for the lioness of history?”  
 
    Clint gave the lioness an abashed glance. “Now Lelani it wasn’t that bad. I mean granted, he smelled a bit… woodsy.”  
 
    “Woodsy?” Lelani sputtered. “He smelled like he hadn’t bathed in months. Perhaps I could have overlooked the fragrance,” Lelani made a grimace of disgust.  
 
    “Certainly he was handsome enough. If it hadn’t been for…”  
 
    The tiny fairy held up his hand. “I know, I know. I should have checked out his educational background a bit better. That’s completely my fault.”  She knew that was sarcastic. 
 
    “He thought I was Cleo, Clint. Not Lelani the Lioness, but Cleopatra Philopater, last Pharaoh of Egypt. Cleopatra! Who not only was a mortal, but has been dead for almost two thousand years.” The lioness put a hand up to her aching head.  
 
    “I realize we lionesses aren’t as well known in this millennium as we once were. I understand, truly I do. However, don’t you think, Clint, if you were trying to find me a mate, you might have at least stopped to check and make sure your candidate knew who I was first? When he realized I wasn’t the Egyptian seductress, he got all pouty and barely spoke to me the rest of the night!” 
 
    Clint blushed. “Yes, I probably should have thought that through better. At least he was better than the first guy!” The fairy said brightly, trying to put a positive spin on the terrible date.  
 
    Lelani gave Clint an exasperated sigh. “Oh yes. I will give you that. At least the werewolf didn’t try to enslave me! Why did you try to set me up with a sloth?” The tiny fairy flushed, his whole body taking on a pink hue.  
 
    “Hugh is an old friend of mine. When he heard I was trying to find you a mate, well… he volunteered. I thought you two would hit it off. I sort of forgot.”  
 
    “What did you forget Clint? That sloths enslave women with poisoned sweat glands?  
 
    Of course Hugh volunteered. If I wasn’t immune to those sorts of enchantments, Hugh would have been the only sloth with a pet lioness. Yuck by the way. That was revolting. I’ve never been happier to be invulnerable to mortal female ailments.  
 
    Why are you friends with a sloth anyhow?” 
 
    “It’s a long story involving my ex-mate.” Clint muttered under his breath. He plunged on louder. “I know the last two guys weren’t exactly your cup of tea Lelani.  
 
    “I’ve already apologized about Hugh. Just hang in there with me. I promise tonight’s guy is going to be perfect!” Lelani shook her head and gently poked the fairy.  
 
    “He had better be. I realize you are trying for a promotion Clint, but I only promised you three chances. If this guy is another stinker, we are done. Now will you please get your feet out of my drink? Fairy foot doesn’t exactly add to the taste.”  
 
    Clint obliged her.  
 
    When she tried a sip, Lelani wrinkled her nose in disgust.  
 
    “You owe me a new glass of champagne. Waiter!” 
 
    While the waiter brought the lioness a new drink, Lelani looked around the elegant immortals only restaurant where she was meeting her third blind date. A mixed crowd of sprites, vampires and other beings of mortal legend sat at linen draped tables, eating and enjoying each other’s company. A dark skulking movement in the corner of her eye caused the muse to turn. However, Lelani could see nothing that matched the dark shadow she thought she had glimpsed.  
 
    “Clint, did you see something odd just now?” the lioness asked, turning back to her tiny companion. 
 
    “Huh? No I didn’t notice anything, beyond all the normal strangeness.” He indicated to the entire restaurant. “Don’t worry, our guy should be here any minute now.” Clint said in an attempt to placate her.   
 
    Lelani continued to look around the restaurant, trying to figure out what had drawn her eye. That was when she saw him. A striking man was being escorted to a single table by the host, a bouquet of narcissus in his hand. He was dressed in an impeccably cut Italian suit, his slightly long, dark brown hair was bound back with a leather thong. Put him in armor, and he would easily have been at home on a Greek battlefield. Lelani gave a little sigh of longing. She hadn’t thought they made men like that anymore. He certainly wasn’t anyone she recognized from the old world. 
 
    The host tapped Lelani on the shoulder, interrupting her thoughts.  
 
    “Lady Lioness, your table is ready, right this way.”  
 
    With Clint perched on her shoulder, Lelani followed the host into the main restaurant. When they stopped at the table with the narcissus bearing man, Lelani could not have been more shocked. The host pulled Lelani’s chair out, while the handsome man stood up.  
 
    “Glenn will be your server this evening. I hope you enjoy your meal.” The host gave the table a little half bow and walked back towards her podium at the front of the restaurant.  
 
    “Ahem.” Clint cleared his throat, and setting on the edge of the table, introduced the couple.  
 
    “Jem Currian, may I have the pleasure of introducing Lelani, the lioness of history. Lelani, this is Jem, first born of the claw.” Jem took her hand and kissed it.  
 
    “See, I told you he’s perfect.” Clint told her in a stage whisper. Lelani greeted the werewolf, accepting the bouquet of narcissus, which she realized had been wrapped in parchment. “That’s very thoughtful Jem, thank you. Will you please excuse for me for just a moment? I have to use the ladies room.” 
 
    Picking up the fairy by his collar, Lelani marched to the ladies’ restroom. Plunking her matchmaker on the counter, she began to touch up her makeup.  
 
    “That is a werewolf, Clint.”  
 
    “Well yes, of course he’s a werewolf. Didn’t I just say that when I introduced you?” the fairy answered, obviously confused.  
 
    “Yes, you did. Did you bother to run a background check on this guy?” Lelani asked.  
 
    “Well of course I did,” the little fairy said, perturbed. “He is from a very old noble family of werewolves living in Eastern Europe.  He hasn’t managed to find his bride yet, and he was taking some heat from his old man. So he moved out here.” 
 
    “Listen here, mister. The first guy you set me up with tried to enchant me. The second man insulted me. If this werewolf tries to eat me, or glamour me, or do anything else vaguely evil, I am coming after you. I will lock you up in the largest book of sprite history I can find, and not let you out for five hundred years! Don’t think for a second that I won’t do it. I’m not the proclaimer for nothing!” Lelani snapped her handbag shut and spun on her heel.  
 
    From behind her, she heard Clint’s voice. “Dang it…This had better work.” Heading back to the table, she plastered a pleasant smile on her face, and prepared for the worst.   
 
    ****** 
 
    Her memories were interrupted by Jem as he snapped his fingers.  
 
    “I want you to eat something.” Jem said. 
 
    “I’m not eating anything. All I need to know is why you have kidnapped me?” she said. 
 
    Jem liked Lelani the first time he saw her hunting. No one saw him watch her. He had been looking for a way to meet her, but it was impossible. She was highly protected by her sister Luna. His plan for making his pack powerful than Seth’s was about to come true once he could mate with Lelani. He risked his life to take her from the cabin and was ready to explain to his father why he did it. He always wanted to be strong and lead his people like his father.  
 
    “I only wanted to protect you,” he answered. He wanted her to love him not to see him as a mate. He was the perfect man for her. He looked at her with pain in his heart, he never wanted to profess his love to her in this kind of situation. 
 
    “From what?” she was curious. Gideon pulled Jem to the side. He was nervous of the war that was coming. Lelani trembled with fear, she now realized why her sister warned her not to go out by herself. Tears fell down her cheeks. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to lock her here?” Gideon asked. 
 
    “I want her to be mine, don’t tell my father anything, let me be the one to talk to him,” he said. 
 
    “You should have kidnapped her sister not her, she’s a helpless lioness who will only bring you trouble.”  
 
    “I only want her; I have my reasons why.” 
 
    “Okay.” He went back to check on Lelani. She looked vulnerable.  
 
    “Please let me go back and I swear I won’t tell anyone about this,” she pleaded. Jem wanted to let her go but he couldn’t let the steel fangs rule. 
 
    “I promise I will never hurt you.” He tried to hold her hand but she moved. She was not ready to be here and would do anything to escape. She realized Jem had feelings for her. This was the only way for her to escape. Is she could use the Seshat powers on him then he would become her slave. 
 
    “I’m doing okay,” she pretended. She wanted to act normal and gain his trust and everyone else’s. 
 
    “I will protect you with my life if you’ll let me.” He touched her hand and this time she didn’t resist. She felt at ease and he knew she trusted him. 
 
    “What do you want from me?” she asked. 
 
    “I only want you to stay here and feel at home. You will get anything you want. I will assign someone to help you and stay with you. My sister will be the one taking care of you. I’m not your enemy; I want to be your friend.” He kissed her hand.  
 
    She pretended to smile at him. 
 
    “It’s okay, I will behave if you don’t do anything stupid.” She warned him. She had a plan and had to execute it soon.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Luna Winter stalked through the dark forest at night. Her soft, padded feet made no noise as she moved through the undergrowth. Her pitch black fur made her invisible in the darkness. Nothing with eyes to see or ears to hear would know she was moving through the mountainous woods tonight. She was well within Steel Fang territory now. She couldn’t afford to be stopped until she had made it to the pack’s alpha, Rodney McKenzie. Upwind a Steel Fang pack member stood sentry high on a cliff. She must be getting close to McKenzie’s cabin now. 
 
    The light breeze which had been blowing from the west shifted slightly, blowing now from the north-west. Luna swore silently. Soon, her lion scent would be carried up to the sentry on the cliff, as well as any of his pack mates who might be stationed through the woodland.    
 
    Luna picked up speed, loping through the woods. A lone howl echoed through the forest, quickly joined by others. The pack had caught her scent. This close to the alpha’s home, they would be on her in no time. A distant light peeked at her through the trees. There, that must be the cabin. The howling grew louder, and Luna could hear the pounding of canine feet close behind her. 
 
    Sparing no reserves Luna ran for the cabin, as if it were hellhounds chasing her, rather than a pack of werewolves. Her heart pounded as the pack began to catch up. Lions were meant for powerful, swift sprints which ended quickly.  She was not built for a marathon run. Still she could not allow herself to be caught, Lelani was counting on her.  
 
    The light from the cabin became brighter. Luna could see the clearing of the yard just ahead of her. A pair of snapping jaws lunged at her from behind. Luna could feel the wolf’s warm breath on her heels as she barely sidestepped the attack.  There in front of her, a small semicircle of wolves stood in the cabin’s yard. In the middle and slightly behind them, a massive white wolf stood calmly staring at her. There he was. Luna knew without a doubt that had to be McKenzie. 
 
    The air was full of growling and snarling as Luna raced into the clearing. It was clear the Steel Fangs did not appreciate her presence. Too bad for them, she thought to herself. Luna had no time for any of them but the alpha. The semicircle of wolves began to move forward when they realized Luna was not about to slow down. If she couldn’t get to McKenzie in time, she was good as dead.  
 
    Using her forward momentum, Luna leapt towards the huge white wolf, clearing his pack members with ease. She landed on the ground in front of him with a thump and released her transformation.  
 
    Now she lay before him, naked and completely vulnerable. Out of the corner of her eye she could see a massive grey wolf, only slightly smaller than McKenzie himself, on a collision course with her.  
 
    Luna screamed out “Sanctuary, Alpha” just as the enormous beast hit her. 
 
    The wolf pinned her with his bulk. Although she had been expecting to be attacked, Luna felt no teeth sink in to her exposed flesh. She could feel the wolf’s body shake with a deep, throaty growl.  
 
    “That’s enough Sampson.” A powerful, authoritative voice washed over clearing.  
 
    “You know full well I honor a request for asylum. Let the lady up, I believe she is already fully aware of your displeasure.”  
 
    With a final growl Sampson moved off of her, exposing her naked body to the chilly night air. Luna shivered as she stared at the alpha’s bare feet. She could feel his eyes on her body. Luna didn’t dare look up at his face. She didn’t want any of the pack to think she was making a show of dominance.  
 
    She watched as McKenzie slid a pair of jeans on over his bare feet.  
 
    “Come inside, she-cat. You can explain to me why you came all this way, into the heart of my territory, without my permission.”  
 
    Luna took the hand that the alpha extended, and allowed him to pull her to her feet.  For the first time, Luna looked into the face of the man she had pinned all her hopes upon. The rumors she’d heard of his good looks had not been exaggerations. Rodney McKenzie was the epitome of everything a powerful Were male ought to be: well-muscled, with chiseled features and deep expressive eyes. Authority rolled off of him in waves.  
 
    Refusing to be intimidated by him, Luna rolled back her shoulders and tilted her head up. McKenzie quirked a half smile at her show of spirit and turning, walked into the cabin. She followed the alpha into the house, walking as regally as an ancient queen. 
 
    Once they were inside, the alpha threw Luna an old t-shirt, which she snatched out of the air. Not surprisingly, the shirt smelled of him. How like an alpha, Luna thought to herself, to make a claim on a newcomer with his scent.  She smoothly pulled on the t-shirt, which fell to her mid-thigh. She ran a hand through her ebony hair, trying to bring it back to some semblance of order. Nudity never bothered her, but messiness certainly did. McKenzie watched her ministrations with a look of bland amusement as he sat down on a leather armchair.   
 
    “Would you like a brush, she-cat?” He asked chuckling.  
 
    “No, I’m fine, Alpha.” She said and dropping her hand from her hair, sniffed daintily.  
 
    A few members of the pack had filed in to the cabin after them. They were probably the most senior ranking, Luna thought, judging by their postures. While there were two women in the small group, Luna noted with relief that neither of them took a position next to McKenzie. That meant the pack still had no alpha female. Her information had been correct. Luna waited patiently, until all the pack members had settled around the room, arranging themselves informally around their leader.  
 
    “My name is Luna Winter; I am a daughter of the line of Nubia.”  
 
    The alpha’s eyebrow rose in surprise, and from somewhere in the room, one of his subordinates gave an appreciative whistle. Luna had known that would get their attention. The line of Nubia was one of the eldest, rarest, and most coveted Were blood lines in existence. They had been named after an Egyptian goddess of knowledge, whom they were all descended from through a matriarchal line. To the best of her knowledge, Luna and her sister Lelani were the last two remaining Nubia females in North America capable of bearing young. Ultimately, that was the cause of their problem. 
 
    “I have come to you ask for your help, Alpha. My sister has been taken against her will. I need your aid, and that of your pack, to rescue her. In exchange for your assistance…”  
 
    Luna took a breath to steady her nerves, and started again.  
 
    “In exchange for your assistance, I will submit myself to you, and bear your young.”  
 
    For a moment the room was utterly silent from shock, and then every pack member was speaking at once. Luna let the noise wash over her. She was only interested in Rodney McKenzie’s reaction. He remained silent, watching her speculatively in his turn. 
 
    Finally, the other werewolves simmered down.  
 
    “This is crazy, Rodney.” The man who sat nearest McKenzie snorted indignantly. “How do we know this feline is telling us the truth? Can she prove any of what she says?”  
 
    “Sampson has a point, she-cat.” The alpha said to her coolly. “Can you prove to us you are who you claim to be?”  
 
    Luna nodded brusquely. She had expected her claims to be met with some disbelief. She walked over to Sampson, and grasped his meaty wrist in one elegant hand. Closing her eyes, Luna allowed her ancestral power to take over. Her mind was filled with knowledge of the man whose wrist she held. She filtered through all of the information for some memory she could use, something a stranger would never know.  
 
    “When you were eight, you were on a little league baseball team, you played in the outfield. Late in the ninth inning, you made a running catch for a fly ball. You tripped over a gopher hole and broke your right ankle. However, you still managed to catch the ball, and won the game for your team. You refused to let your father take you to the hospital until you had gotten celebratory ice cream with your team. You had chocolate with strawberry sauce.”  
 
    Sampson swore quietly. “I regret my hasty words lady. Rodney, I withdraw my objections.” 
 
     Luna let go of Sampson’s wrist and opened her eyes. The room was spinning around her, using her power in this manner was always draining. Having to use it on a Were was even worse. She took a hesitant step towards McKenzie, but her shaky legs couldn’t carry her. In an instant, Luna found herself wrapped in the Alpha’s powerful arms.  
 
    “The rest of you may leave. Luna and I have much to discuss.”  
 
    The statement was clearly not a suggestion. The rest of the werewolves quickly filed out of the cabin, and soon the two were alone. McKenzie carefully placed Luna on his couch, and then drew a warm blanket over her. Then he knelt in front of her, so that their heads were even. 
 
    “Why are you here, Luna?” The werewolf asked her quietly. “I realize you need help, but why come to me, specifically? You don’t even know me.”  
 
    Closing her eyes, so she wouldn’t have to watch his head spin around her, Luna answered. “You are the alpha of a powerful pack. You have the resources I need to help my sister. My contacts tell me you are an honorable man, once you give your word, you don’t go back on a promise.”  
 
    She paused for a moment and then continued. “Plus you are unmated- you have no young, though pack dynamics will soon require you to have them. I need a sire for my children. I will not allow my lineage to die off.”  
 
    She opened her eyes and stared into his eyes. “I cannot allow my line to die off. Please, Alpha McKenzie, help me.” 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Call me Rodney.” He told her.  
 
    Closing her eyes again, Luna sighed and nodded her head.  
 
    “Does that mean you are going to help me, Rodney?” she asked him quietly.   
 
    Instead of answering her, he asked her another question. “Who has your sister?”  
 
    Luna told him.  
 
    “Jem Teberith declared fuitina and took her last night from our house in town.”  
 
    “The son of James Teberith, leader of the Crimson Claw?” he asked quietly.  
 
    Luna nodded in confirmation, and then sitting up, explained what had happened.  
 
    “Lelani met him at a local bar. Rumors had been floating around about who we were. Jem got Lelani drunk, and she accidentally showed him what she was. Our power is harder to control when we aren’t sober. A woman of Nubia was too large of a temptation for him. He knew he couldn’t take me, so he waited until I was out hunting. Then he and a few of his cronies broke into our house and took Lelani while she was sleeping. He left me a note telling me that he had taken her as his bride, and warned me if I tried anything, his father would return for me.” She shook her head. 
 
    “No wonder you came to me.” Rodney snorted. “James owes me big, and Jem should know better than to try to kidnap a bride this close to my territory. It should take him most of a day to get her back to the Claw’s land. More if she fights him, and he won’t claim her until his father sanctions the match.”  
 
    The werewolf sighed. “You are right though, a mate with that sort of power is hard to turn down or give up. He won’t let her go, unless I can lay down a lot of pressure.” 
 
    “Pressure you can’t exert on our behalf, unless Lelani is considered under pack law to be family.” Luna confirmed.  
 
    “If you take me as your mate, then Lelani is your sister-in-law. She falls under your protection. James Teberith won’t risk war between the two packs for one woman, especially when she is being held against her will.” 
 
    Luna continued. “I realize that a lion may not seem like an ideal mate for an alpha werewolf. If you just give me a chance…”  
 
    Rodney cut her off. “You’ve made your point, Luna. You’re right, the best way to save your sister is to extend Steel Fang’s protection to her as my sister-in-law. You’re also correct that I need to take a mate. Sampson and the others have been bothering me about it for months now. I’m not sure a lioness is what they had in mind… but as I said, a woman of Nubia is hard to turn down. If this is what you want, then I swear I will do as you ask. I will take you as my mate, and then make certain your sister is returned safely. Come with me.”  
 
    He held out his hand to her, and Luna took it. Silently, Rodney led her out of the living room and down the short hall to his bedroom. Luna’s heart was pounding wildly in her chest. He didn’t stop until they were standing in front of his bed.  
 
    “You are certain this is what you want?” He asked her. Luna nodded her head, and to make certain he understood, brushed her lips against his. She heard Rodney rumble deep in his throat as her innate magic brushed over him. 
 
    Pressing her tightly against him, Rodney deepened the kiss. Luna relaxed, letting her power flow through her. Rather than trying to forcibly pick out information, she let the Nubia tell her what to do to please him. This was what the power was intended for, what made a woman of her lineage so valued as a mate. She would become his perfect lover, molding her actions and reactions to his needs. In turn she received his passion back through her magical link to him.  
 
    He tried to walk away, but she held him back by the arm. Their chests met and he felt like dying. This was empowering to him.  
 
    She looked him directly in the eyes, all that shyness was gone. She wondered why she never felt like this with anyone before. She was always shy around men and now she understood why she was still single for a long time. She was not letting him go; this was the chance she was waiting for.  She moved seductively closer to him.  He was trembling as she moved closer to him. He held her by the waist and kissed her lightly on the lips. She tried to hide her fears so he could not see it. He smiled as he looked at her. She leaned on the chair as he removed her clothes.  
 
    “I want to give you something you are not used to first and then give you, what you are used to later.” 
 
    “Bring it on,” Luna said with confidence. 
 
    “Now that you’ve made it this far, why don’t you enjoy yourself,” Luna said as she touched the tip of his cock.  
 
    There were rooms partitioned inside. She didn’t want to see what his house looked like. 
 
    He moved closer to her as she stood up. He kissed her gently from the neck down to her breasts. 
 
    She threw her head back and began to moan as his tongue twirled over her nipples. One hand massaged her breasts while his mouth sucked and his tongue danced on her nipples. She felt the heat build between her thighs as he played like a maestro. 
 
    She reclined on her elbows and surrendered herself to his appetite. His tongue licked from her breast to stomach. His hands roamed, she couldn’t help but squeal with childish laughter.  
 
    “Sounds like you are having a blast.” she heard him mumble, his face buried in her abdomen. Gentle warmth began to creep across her body. The heat was excellent as she stretched, and then spread her legs while slightly arching her spine. A faint aroma came from her moist vagina.  
 
    “Ooh yeah,” she moaned. She felt his hand go between her legs; she laid back on the chair in anticipation. She felt like someone could walk in on them and that aroused her more. She never expected this to happen. The door was unlocked. She heard the squeak of the door hinges, someone was watching them. Melody watched as she undressed herself.  
 
    “Is this okay?” Luna asked. 
 
    “We have to enjoy ourselves.” He answered. Luna wiggled her fingers to invite Melody. 
 
    Melody pushed Luna to the wall. She looked at her eyes silently asking for permission and let her tongue find her lips.  
 
    As their bodies started to contort and hands explored flesh, Luna’s eyes caught the outline of Rodney’s dick bulging through the tight jeans. She traced the lines of the fabric in her mind and imagined what it would feel like when it was finally inside her.  
 
    He sat there watching their show and a devious grin began to form on his face. Luna looked up to meet his eyes and smiled back. He walked behind them, his hands first found Melody’s ass. His firm squeeze brought her back to her senses. Rodney’s lips ravenously dug into the crease of Melody’s neck, causing her to cry out. Luna’s damp lips met Melody’s and her hands fumbled for the buttons of her coat. Melody was naked underneath. Luna slid her finger into her moist pussy and felt it hungrily clench her. Each time she would push inside just a little deeper and harder, her thumb would graze her swollen clit. She began to buck against her hand, pushing her deeper and deeper inside her. 
 
    Melody began to moan as she finger-fucked her. Deliciously she was as she licked her fingertip and relished the sweet juices. Rodney led them to the bed. Clothes were scattered across the room. Rodney was fully erect. His dick looked yummy and beautiful. He watched them admire him. Luna pulled Melody and they both began to lick and suck him. They took turns alternating him in their mouths letting him relish the sensations of two different tongues. 
 
    She would hard shaft lick up and down his while Melody licked his balls. One finger slowly found his ass, Luna slowly worked it in. He became more and more engorged as she took the tip of his penis in her mouth. His pelvis bucked furiously against her face. He pulled himself away and pushed Melody down on the mattress.  
 
    Luna climbed between Melody’s open legs and began to lick her clit. She cried out as Luna buried her face further between her thighs, she felt her juice moisten her lips and chin. She continued to trace the sweet path between her clit and her asshole as Rodney stroked his hungry cock. 
 
    Luna suddenly felt him climb onto the bed behind her. Without warning, he grabbed a fistful of her hair and shoved that huge beautiful dick deep inside her pussy. It shot waves through her entire body and took her a second to catch her breath as his thrusts increased in speed. Each time he would force it into her, it pushed her tongue further and further into Melody’s juicy pussy. His primal grunts mixed with Melody’s sweet sighs every time her tongue entered her.  She wanted to cum all over his dick, she wanted to taste her and feel him. 
 
    He slammed into her tight hole over and over, she could feel him stiffen and beginning to throb. She finger-fucked her ass in sync with the thrusts until she felt the first waves of orgasm wash through her body. She cried out, she was dripping wet. Her pussy constricted around him. The man could fuck for hours, she thought. He let her ride his cock until the last pulses rushed through her body, then he slowly pulled out. He grabbed her arms, pulling her to an upright position and laid her on the bed next to Melody. He positioned his dick over their upper bodies and began to stroke himself. They watched his hand slide up and down the shaft, until he was ready to explode. With one final movement, he came, spraying his hot sticky cum all over their mouths and tits. She licked it from Melody’s breast as one final shot landed upon her greedy tongue.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Lelani stared at the angry werewolf from her safe perch high in a pine tree. For the last half hour, Gideon had been sitting in the snow at the base of the pine. He was growling and yipping at her to come down from her perch and return home with him. Lelani daintily licked a paw. She pretended to be unconcerned by all the noise her bodyguard was making. Annoying Gideon was Lelani’s latest joy in life. After all, she hadn’t asked to be part of a werewolf pack, or to be given a bodyguard.  
 
    A few weeks ago, Lelani had been abducted from her home by Jem Teberith, a werewolf who had been intent on forcing her to become his mate. Her sister, Luna, had saved her from Jem by becoming the mate of a rival pack’s alpha male. She knew her sister was coming for her. Jem Teberinth made sure that she was treated nicely and even assigned a bodyguard for her, Lelani however, chafed under the werewolf lifestyle. An unmated Nubian lion was not meant to live in a pack. 
 
    “Damn it Lelani! Get your furry rear out of that tree, or I am coming up there after you! Again!”  
 
    Apparently, Gideon had gotten tired of waiting for her to come down on her own. He stood shivering in the snow, nude as the day he was born. Lelani took a good long look. She had to admit, Gideon was a fine looking man. She always considered it a good day when she could force the handsome werewolf to change back out of his werewolf form, and face him down naked.  
 
    Deciding she had played hard to get long enough, Lelani stood up, stretched, and jumped down from the tree. She didn’t want to have a repeat of her last hunt. Lelani had been forced to pluck pine slivers from Gideon’s legs, while Jem lectured her about not mistreating her bodyguard. Landing next to the well-muscled man, Lelani gave him a playful head butt.  
 
    “Knock it off she-cat. I’m hungry, cold, and it is time to head home.”  
 
    The striking man turned back into a werewolf, huge and grizzled grey with light yellow green eyes. Lelani gave his muzzle a quick lick, and then leapt away as he play-snapped at her.  
 
    Lelani turned and began making her way back towards the cabin the pack had given her to call home. She wondered how Gideon felt about having to share living accommodations with a woman he wasn’t sleeping with.  
 
    Despite all the teasing and trouble she gave him, Lelani felt sorry for the handsome werewolf. It couldn’t be easy on him. She had seen him stealing glances at other werewolves when they went out together, or finished their night curled up next to each other in the midst of the pack. Clearly he wanted to take a mate himself. Yet most of the female wolves in the pack were already mated, or too intimidated by the Alpha’s second to consider approaching him. Not to mention he was now stuck following her around. Maybe there was something she could do to help him. 
 
    When they finally reached the cabin, Lelani shifted back into her human form swinging her hips tantalizingly as she walked in the front door. She grabbed her clothes which hung on the wall just inside, then threw Gideon his sweat pants over her shoulder. She could hear him give a frustrated sigh as she headed to the kitchen.  
 
    “Aw come on Gideon. It wasn’t that bad, you only had to wait half an hour this time!” She looked over her shoulder at the man, who stared at her with an eyebrow arched.  
 
    “Come on, I will make those steaks you brought back from last night’s kill.”  
 
    “I’m going to take a shower.”  
 
    He grunted at her. “I’ll be back out when the food is ready.”  
 
    “Don’t forget to let me if you hear or smell anything suspicious.”  
 
    Lelani finished the sentence for him. “I know, I know. Get going, will you?”  
 
    Lelani fried the venison steaks with some potatoes and onions while she pondered Gideon’s problem. The trouble was he needed to get out of pack territory and meet a few women who weren’t intimidated by his status in the pack. Lelani knew a few nice female werewolves who lived in the nearby town. However, after the incident five months ago, she had been forbidden from returning to town by Rodney. The town was outside of pack territory, and it was considered too dangerous for her to go down there without several wolves in attendance. If she tried to go down there with just Gideon, she would get both of them in a lot of trouble. More trouble than it was worth. 
 
    Lelani sighed as she turned the steaks in the pan. Her life would be so much easier if she just… Lelani stopped and blinked a few times, as a realization hit her. If she were to take a mate, all her problems would be solved. She wouldn’t need a guard anymore. Jem would have no use for a mated Nubian. Plus, her magic would help her adjust to her lover’s lifestyle. She wouldn’t feel like such a stranger in the midst of her sister’s new family. Who would the lucky werewolf be?  
 
    She mulled over her options as she pulled the steaks from the frying pan. Then she heard Gideon come out of the bathroom and call down the hall to ask if the food was done. A devilish smile spread across Lelani’s pretty face. Perfect, she could get rid of both of their problems in one fell swoop.  
 
    “Dinner’s ready!” she called down the hall in her best fifties housewife voice. 
 
    While the two ate, Lelani carefully considered how she could seduce the big werewolf. Lelani knew it wouldn’t be easy. After five months of chasing her around, Gideon was savvy to most of her usual tricks. If she simply tried to slip into bed with him one night, he’d throw a fit. Not to mention that her lack of experience made outright seduction a bad option. Getting him drunk wouldn’t work either.  
 
    First off, Gideon could drink her under the table, easily. Plus, her Nubian magic worked far more easily when both partners were willing. Seducing a man in a drunken stupor wasn’t the best way to start a relationship. 
 
     “Why are you staring at me like that?” Gideon’s annoyed voice broke into her musings.  
 
    Startled, Lelani gave him her most disarming smile.  
 
    “No reason. Is the new episode of that fishing show you like on TV tonight?”  
 
    Gideon grunted and confirmed that it was, although he wasn’t sure how the reception would be.  
 
    “Weather report says there is a big snow storm coming in tonight, maybe tomorrow.”  
 
    She sighed appreciatively.  
 
    “You may be a pain in my ass she-cat, but you sure can cook. That was a fine steak.”  
 
    Clearing his plate, Gideon headed to the front door.  
 
    “I’m gonna check in with Rodney. You stay put, I will be back.” 
 
    While Gideon was gone, a plan began to form in Lelani’s head.  A few miles down the ridge line from her cabin was a small cave. She had found it on a hunt a few months after she moved in. Sometimes she used it as refuge when she wanted to spend some time away from the pack. She had made a little den inside, and kept it stocked with some blankets, a few books, a lantern and a few other necessities. Everything she would need to spend a few days away in relative privacy and comfort. Gideon knew exactly where it was, he had tracked her to the cave several times. If she could lure him out there, right as the storm hit, they would be marooned together, in a small space. That should give Lelani ample time to convince him that their relationship needed to take on a new dimension. 
 
    When Gideon returned, he was surprised to find Lelani already dozing on the couch. Carefully, he picked up his charge and carried her to her bedroom. He groaned a bit when she reacted to his presence by cuddling into his arms. Lelani hid her half smile as she snuggled against him. Just as she’d thought, he wasn’t as immune to her charms as he pretended. She felt him gently place her on the bed, and then carefully tuck the blankets around her. She heard him sigh as he left her bedroom, and Lelani smiled beneath the blankets. He was already halfway hers. 
 
    Lelani did allow herself several hours of sleep before she woke up. It was the dead of night, and the cabin was nearly silent around her. All she could hear was the sound of Gideon’s breathing coming from his bedroom.  
 
    Looking out the window, Lelani saw to her satisfaction that the snow was falling heavily outside. There was little wind, so visibility was still good. The weather seemed perfect for her plan. Lelani stepped away from the window, butterflies beginning to flutter in her stomach. What if she was mistaken about the attraction she thought she had seen? What if she couldn’t get Gideon to make love to her? What if something bad happened while they were out there, by themselves? Lelani shook off her apprehension. Now was not the time for doubt. Now was the time for action! 
 
    Slipping out of the cabin and into the snow, Lelani snuck around the cabin until she reached her bodyguard’s window. She loudly wrapped on the glass pane until she saw him start out of bed and face her. His furious expression told her she had his attention. She gave her guard a chipper little wave.  
 
    “Hi Gideon! Isn’t the snow gorgeous? I’m going to go out for a run! Bye!” Like that, she shifted into a black lioness and ran off into the night.  
 
    Lelani didn’t actually go very far. She stopped when she was hidden from sight in the nearby woods and listened closely. She could hear Gideon bellowing furiously at her, first from the window, and within a few moments, from the door.  
 
    With a final, “Damn it all you crazy she-cat!” he shifted form, and she could hear canine footsteps head in the direction she had fled. Then she was off in full force, headed for the cave. She loved having Gideon chase her. It always gave her a thrill to know he was just behind her, that he might catch her at any moment. A few times she had even let him catch her, his massive bulk slamming into her and pinning her into the ground.  
 
    Tonight was no exception. Lelani ran through the woods. Behind her she could hear Gideon beginning to catch up. He chased her through the snow, the white fluff outlining her black body, making her easier to tail.  
 
    Ahead Lelani saw the ridge that her cave hideout was built into. She made a slight turn towards the cave, allowing her to make certain Gideon was still close behind her. When the werewolf realized her destination, he began to speed up, towards her flank. He was intent on cutting her off. That was a tactic of his Lelani knew well. Instead of letting him flank her, Lelani stopped short. Gideon blew past her before he realized his mistake. By the time he had turned around, Lelani was off again, this time sprinting towards the cave. By the time he caught up Lelani was already inside the cave, stretched out naked on her pile of blankets. 
 
    “Oh, there you are, Gideon. I was wondering what took you so long.” Lelani told the werewolf as he shifted in front of her.  
 
    “What the hell, Lelani? Have you lost your furry feline mind? What part of snowstorm were you confused about?”  
 
    Right on cue, the wind began to howl outside the cave, blowing the snow into a nearly solid white sheet. Gideon glanced over his shoulder at the weather outside. Then he angrily threw the heavy wool blanket she had pegged up to act as a door down over the cave entrance. When he moved towards her, Lelani realized he was favoring his left leg. 
 
    Alarmed she sat up. “What happened to your leg?” Lelani asked him.  
 
    “It’s fine” he grumbled at her angrily.  
 
    “I just strained my ankle a bit on that last turn. You really need to stop doing this, she-cat. It’s too hard on my body.”  
 
    Gideon sat down next to her looking defeated. “What are you running from Lelani? Is it me? Do you want me to ask Rodney to assign you a new guard?”  
 
    “What?” Lelani gasped, horrified.  
 
    “No, of course I don’t want a new guard. I’m not running from anything. I just want… I want…” Gideon looked at her and sighed.  
 
    “What are you after Lelani? Can’t you just tell me? I realize these last few months have been hard on you. I know you didn’t ask to become a pack member. All of us are trying our best to help you fit in. If there is something you need, just say so, I’m not a mind reader.” 
 
    Lelani stared at Gideon. She hadn’t realized that her behavior had been so hard on him.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Gideon. I didn’t mean to cause you so much trouble.”  
 
    She touched his cold cheek with a gentle hand. “I thought you enjoyed chasing me. I enjoy it.” She could feel his cheek heat as he flushed.  
 
    “Well, I can’t say the chases don’t have their moments…” Gideon admitted.  
 
    Lelani leaned in close to him. “Do you want me to ask Rodney to assign me a new guard?” Lelani asked him quietly.  
 
    Gideon shook his head. “No, I don’t.” He said as their eyes met.  
 
    “Good.” Lelani answered quietly, and brushed her lips tenderly against his. 
 
    For a moment, Gideon froze under the soft kiss. Then, as if a mighty storm had been brewing inside him, had finally broken, he struck. In a moment Lelani found herself encased in his arms, lying under him, as his lips claimed hers in a passionate assault. The Nubian magic flowed through her letting her meet his passion with a wild abandon of her own. While the storm raging outside, the couple’s wild passions raged inside.  
 
    “May I touch you?” he asked seductively.  
 
    She nodded but remained silent. She closed her eyes as she felt him standing before her. She could smell the champagne on his breath, so appealing. His left hand rested on her hip while the right one ran along the side of her face. She nearly lost control of her body, her knees weak and her bladder ached with pleasure. 
 
    His finger continued to run along her neck and down to her heaving chest. His hand cupped one of her boobs. 
 
    “Your boobs are so firm and hard.” He acknowledged. She nodded again but still remained silent. Her lips were slightly parted in a silent invitation to be kissed by him. He leaned in and brushed his lips across her ear while whispering, “It suits you.”  
 
    He was seducing her, this wasn’t her typical roses or candle lit affair, it was intoxicating and an erotic encounter that was making her lose her mind.  
 
    “Turn around,” he softly said. He wrapped his hand fully around her waist, holding her against him as he placed his left hand on her forehead. He pulled her head to the side. His mouth covered the skin of her neck. He sucked and licked her until I was gasping for air. This was now becoming urgent. She could feel his desire. 
 
    She wanted to see him but the experience was so exquisite that she couldn’t open her eyes. She couldn’t turn to face him because she was not allowed to. She heard the low sound of desire boiling inside of him. 
 
    It was as if he was growling as his body began to writhe against hers. His lips moved hungrily on her neck and shoulder as his hands wondered from her breast to belly and back again. He was an animal but in a sweet way. She felt like he was losing control of his senses, he was now about to unleash his passion on her. Her pussy was swollen and twitching at the same time. She felt the sense of desperation building up within her. 
 
    With his hands on each of her hips, he led her to the bed. He pushed her until she was lying face down on the bed. Her heels slipped from her feet to the floor. He massaged each foot tenderly with his palms. His hands ran up the back of her calves and rested on her ass. He kneaded them like dough between his strong fingers. She was exposed and felt vulnerable.  
 
    She felt she had chosen the best thong underwear and a thigh high stocking. It seemed to appeal him because he moaned as he kissed the back of her thighs and her round, tight ass. She could feel her pussy coating the fabric of her thong with her wetness. 
 
    “Turn over and lie on you back,” she did as he instructed.  
 
    “Now raise your hands and grab the headboard.” He continued. 
 
    He removed her thigh high stockings and used it to tie her wrists to the bed. Her heart and mind frantically raced. She was not sure whether she wanted this or not, yet she couldn’t say no. She felt so confused yet so aroused. She chose to remain silent. 
 
    She wanted to gauge the level of danger that existed. She could smell the mixture of his cologne and champagne. She felt the heat in her wrist from the friction from the stocking. Her inner thighs trembled. 
 
    He gently placed a hand on her knees and gently pulled them apart. She tried to relax and let her legs open, exposing her fully shaved and dripping pussy. Before she realized it, his face was buried between her thighs. His tongue moved swiftly on her clitoris. She was breathless.  
 
    She could hear him slurping and sucking her, he pushed his tongue in and out of her while lapping the juices that were flowing from her. Her palm held around the headboard, shaking and sweating as he devoured her. He held her ass so tight, squeezing her cheeks with his face on her pussy. She felt her orgasm building up. 
 
    “Oh, fuck me.” She screamed as the orgasm gripped over her body.  
 
    He pulled his mouth just she began to squirt her juice all over the bed. Before she could think, she felt the head of his cock rubbing against her gaping hole. She felt dizzy. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she pleaded with him begging him to fuck her. She wanted to feel his dick inside her and feel his hips banging her pussy and ass.  
 
    She pushed her hips towards him, moaning in a primal way. He reacted to her pleasure and fucked her like she’d never been fucked before. She enjoyed every thrust.  
 
    He lifted her left leg onto his shoulder while thrusting deep in her. He slid his hand and rubbed her ass. It felt so good that she melted. His forefinger slid slowly towards her gaping asshole. She wasn’t sure how she’d feel but as he drew nearer, she panted from desire. 
 
    She found it amazing as his finger slid in and out of her ass. The orgasm ripped through her the first time. Her mouth opened in a silent scream as her veins throbbed in her temples. He joined her, holding his dick as it spilled its milky treat inside her. 
 
    Their lovemaking was fed by Lelani’s magic and a mutual longing which had been building for the last five months. Lelani hardly felt any pain when Gideon claimed her virginity, the tiny wave of pain lost to the greater pleasure that washed over the two of them as they lost themselves in each other.  
 
      
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The next morning, Luna awoke to find Rodney gently shaking her shoulder.  
 
    “I have already spoken to James. Jem managed to finally bring Lelani to the Claw’s headquarters late last night. Seems she gave him quite a run for his money. He has agreed to return her to me, if we meet him in person, and can prove her status. We will meet him and Jem in neutral territory in three hours. I had Angel bring you something to wear. You should get dressed. I will find you something to eat on the way out there.”  
 
    Rodney gave her a kiss and after a long moment had to force himself away, lest they be delayed by a repeat of last night’s lovemaking. Luna smiled at the look of longing on his face as he walked out the door. She lay back in bed for a moment, her hand resting lightly on her womb.  
 
    Then Luna sat up and turned to find the proffered clothes sitting on the edge of the bed, a hair brush sitting neatly on top of them. Luna chuckled as she dressed. She pulled the brush through her hair then walked out into the living room of the cabin. Rodney was waiting for her by the door. 
 
    Rodney held the door of the cabin open for her, and Luna walked outside to find the entire Steel Fang pack waiting for them outside. Sampson approached her, and ritualistically stepping into her space put his hand around her waist. Rodney’s answering growl was instant and terrifying. Sampson quickly backed up obviously a bit shocked by the vehemence of what was typically a ritual response. One of the two women Luna had seen the night before, a petite blond, tried to move past Luna to approach Rodney. Luna blocked her path and screamed an outraged snarl at the interloper. The blond jumped in the air and quickly moved away, back towards the comfort of the pack. Luna was surprised at her actions. She had not anticipated that she would want to protect her mate. He was after all, practically a complete stranger.  
 
    Suddenly she found she didn’t want another female within twenty feet of her man. The alpha pair bond having been tested and accepted by the pack, they all knelt before the couple.  
 
    Rodney gave her a comforting squeeze. “You will get used to it. Come on, we need to go.” 
 
    Three hours later she and Rodney were standing next to each other in a forested clearing, the pack arrayed behind them. From the other side of the woods, James Teberith and his son Jem came walking out. Luna noted with satisfaction that Jem looked worse for the wear. Lelani followed the two, escorted by an elderly female member of the pack. It was fairly clear by the look on her face that the elder did not approve of Jem’s tactics for acquiring a mate.  
 
    Luna caught Lelani’s eye from across the clearing. She looked tired and angry, but uninjured. When Lelani tried to walk towards her sister, James stopped her. “Not yet, little cat.” Luna could hear him tell her. 
 
    Rodney called out across the clearing. “James, you are holding a member of my pack against her will. I am asking that you release her peacefully.”  
 
    The Crimson Claw’s alpha shook his head no. “My boy desires to claim this Nubia as his wife. Last I heard Rodney, you had no alpha female in your pack. Yet now you show up with a strange woman at your side, and claim pack status for a female you didn’t even know existed until yesterday? I’m not buying it.”  
 
    Luna snuck a worried glance at Rodney, as she slipped her hand into his. He seemed unconcerned, alert but relaxed. She took a deep breath to calm her nerves, and called out across the clearing.  
 
    “My name is Luna. Lelani is my sister. Last night, Rodney Mackenzie took me as his mate and the Steel Fang pack has accepted our pair bond. Even now his child is forming in my womb.” Her announcement drew startled breaths from behind her, and Rodney’s eyes flicked over to her, before returning to watch James. His grip on her hand tightened.  
 
    “Luna, are you sure? It’s barely been twelve hours.” He muttered to her under his breath.  
 
    She simply shook her head, and called out to the Crimson Claw’s alpha again. “Surely your elder can discern these things. Send her to me.”  
 
    Luna released Rodney’s hand and calmly walked into the center of the clearing. James nodded his head, and the elderly woman walked out to meet Luna. The elder took Luna’s hand in her cool, leathered one.  Luna could feel a tiny burst of magic pulse through her, and then the woman chuckled.  
 
    “You’re a clever girl.” The old woman said to Luna under her breath.  
 
    “Rodney will have his hands full with you, and that’s before the twins. They’re a boy and girl by the way, good for you. Don’t you worry for your sister. Jem’s an idiot sometimes, but he didn’t hurt her. He knew Nanny Teb would tan his hide if he did.”  
 
    Turning back, the old woman called back to James.  
 
    “Rodney’s claim is valid, son. This woman is his mate, and bears his young.”  
 
    “No, I will not allow them to take her from me.” Jem said. For once in his life, he was going to ignore his father’s orders.  
 
    “You will have to listen to your father,” one woman said. “I saw Gideon and the she cat kissing. She cannot be your mate now.”  
 
    Jem looked at Gideon with rage in his eyes. He was like a brother to him. He trusted him. Gideon noticed what was about to happen and he started running to the forest. 
 
    The air was full of growling as he raced into the forest. It was clear to him that the hunting pack knew he betrayed them. Too bad for them, he thought to herself, he had no time for them but Lelani. He was not about to slow down. He sped in the forest. The pack realized he was not stopping. If she couldn’t get to the other side on time, then he’s as good as dead. He used his forward momentum to speed up. The entire pack was behind him. Jem was approaching him. 
 
    Jem was filled with rage as he jumped on Gideon.  
 
    “No.” Sanura one of the female werewolf screamed as she stopped.   
 
    The pack joined in attacking Gideon. They tore him into pieces with their teeth. Sanura felt helpless, she was of no help. There was nothing she could do; Gideon was already dead. Tears rolled down her cheeks as she looked at the pack members. She wanted to kill them. She wanted to revenge Gideon’s death.  This was the end of her, she wanted to die. 
 
    **** 
 
    James nodded his head and just like that, Lelani was running across the clearing to her sister. With a sigh of relief, Lelani held her younger sister tightly to her.  
 
    From behind Luna, Rodney approached them, putting a gentle hand on Luna’ shoulder, “Welcome to the Steel Fang Pack, little sister.”  
 
    Sniffling, Lelani lifted her head to look up at the alpha. “Thank you. For rescuing me, I mean, and making me an auntie? Luna, I knew you’d been looking for a mate before your next cycle, but why didn’t you tell me?”  
 
    Lelani fixed her sister with an incredulous smile. Luna blushed.  
 
    “It’s a long story. Come on, I will tell you on the way home.”  
 
    The two women turned and walked back to the edge of the clearing, where their new family waited to welcome them. Lelani looked behind her to see whether Gideon was coming back with the rest of the pack but the field was clear. She had to go without saying goodbye.  
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 Completely Yours 
 
      
 
    Tatiana Hebert didn’t usually hate Mondays. She knew a lot of people who did, but not her.  In fact, she loved Mondays. She saw it as do over day. If she had a problem that she couldn’t solve at work the previous week, or she had an extremely crappy Saturday when nothing just seemed to go right, no matter what she did, she always had Monday.   
 
    The first thing that tipped her off that her Monday was going to be on the tail end of ‘What-the-hell’, was the rain. 
 
    No, not just rain, she woke up to what sounded like a monsoon taking place outside. She always looked happy while waking up on Mondays but today she was not ready to take in what was happening. She tossed and turned with anger, all her preparations for Monday was going to waste. 
 
    Tatiana’s heart dropped. “Nooo.” She groaned, pulling the pillow over her head. She couldn’t sleep; she was used to waking up early on Mondays. She knew something like this could happen, the problem was, she was not prepared for it. 
 
    On Saturday morning, bright and early, Tatiana had risen at 6am. Before leaving the house, she’d checked, and then re-checked the five-day forecast, to be sure that she would get a few good days out of her new hairdo, before it went south. Then she’d happily left the house before 7:30, so she’d be one of the first clients in line, and hummed her way to the hairdresser to get a new hairstyle that she’d seen pictured in a magazine and lusted after for several weeks.  
 
    She always wanted to look good every Monday because it was her favorite day. She was ready to rock the week with her new hairstyle. 
 
    Tatiana would often say that she had the sort of hair that if she looked out the window during a rainy day, glanced at a picture of, or even thought about rain, her curls would go limp. She couldn’t believe everything was going to be spoiled because of the damn rain. 
 
    The weather forecast had called for sunshine and blue skies, not for three or five, but seven days in a row, so she’d happily gone to the hairdresser. She’d wanted this hairstyle so badly. The weather looked cool until Monday. 
 
    “What a total waste.” She said to herself as she curled up in bed. She never anticipated this and she decided never to trust the weather channels. Sometimes they were all wrong. 
 
     Now it was raining so hard that if asked, she would swear to anyone that she’d seen a sailor in a rowboat floating past her front yard. It was then that she had a gut wrenching feeling that something was going to happen to ruin not her day, but her entire week. This made her angry, she wanted the entire week to be good at least to work well with her new look. She didn’t want to think about it, she wanted to pretend that everything was going to fine the entire week. 
 
    The second thing that told Tatiana that her day was going to be one for the books was when she realized that an 8 foot section of the 4 foot tall hedges in front of the house had been cut down to 2 feet. She was not ready to take in a second disappointment, this was all wrong and she had to fix it. She didn’t think twice, she knew no one else would do that but only one stubborn person. 
 
    “Holy crap! Aw man, Mr. Rosenblatt!” she screamed as she put her palm on her face. She didn’t have to be an investigator to know who was behind it. 
 
    As soon as Tatiana saw the hatchet job on the hedge she knew it was her neighbor, Saul Rosenblatt.  
 
    It had to be. 
 
    Tatiana sighed. She recalled a time when the Rosenblatt’s and her parents had been best friends. They used to have dinner at each other’s homes every other week. Tatiana’s mother and Mrs. Rosenblatt would go shopping or out to lunch, and her father and Mr. Rosenblatt would go fishing, watch television and go to sporting events together.  
 
    They were like family. Everything they did, they did together. There was no single day that you would find both families apart, they were so close and wouldn’t do anything without the other family. They became inseparable. 
 
    Mr. Rosenblatt would help her father with repairs to the car, and her Dad would make sure the plants in the Rosenblatt’s yard were always well groomed. When Tatiana’s father cut their lawn he’d always cut the Rosenblatt’s as well. Tatiana even remembered a time when her mother’s car had broken down, and Mr. Rosenblatt had lent her mother his car for a week, saying that Mrs. Rosenblatt could drop him off and pick him on the way to and from work. They were as close as family. Many people thought her dad and Mr. Rosenblatt were brothers who married sisters. They looked happy together.  
 
    One day all of that changed. One heart wrenching summer when 9 year old Tatiana lost her parents, her mother to cancer, and her father to the heartache of losing his wife, as well as her neighbors whom she was closer to than her biological aunts and uncles, Mrs. Rosenblatt to divorce, and Mr. Rosenblatt to a bitter feud. This was traumatizing to Tatiana, she was used to a bigger family and now she was left all alone with no one, only Mr Rosenblatt who was bitter and had become unfriendly. 
 
    Tatiana remembered asking her brother, Ken, what happened between the two men, and Ken had told her that their father and Mr. Rosenblatt had a huge argument. He didn’t know what it was about; all he knew was that they hadn’t spoken a word to each other since.  
 
    Ken saw them argue outside, he could tell that it was not a small feud; Mr. Rosenblatt was throwing his hands in the air while screaming. He could tell that something happened between those two friends; he didn’t know why and didn’t bother asking because his father never wanted to talk about it. 
 
    The previous year, Tatiana’s father decided to move to New Jersey to help his younger sister. Her husband had fallen ill, and Tatiana’s father was going to stay there with his sister for as long as she needed him. 
 
     Her father wanted to keep himself busy to not think about her mother. The death of her mother had taken a toll on him and he was depressed, even though he tried to pretend to be strong. When he heard the news that his sister’s husband was sick, he decided to help her take care of him without thinking twice. He knew what his sister was going through and wanted to be there. 
 
     Two months before her father’s move to Jersey, Mr. Rosenblatt had two 5 foot potted lilac plants delivered to their house as a gift. He instructed the delivery men to place one plant on each side of the front door. They were beautiful plants, lush and green with lovely purple fragrant flowers. Tatiana’s father was surprised, but very pleased. He had to grudgingly admit that the plants were very nice. Three days after the plants arrived, they noticed that whenever her father walked by the plants, he’d immediately go into a fit of sneezing. It took a few more days before her father recalled that when he and Tatiana’s mother, first purchased their home, there were several bushes like the one Mr. Rosenblatt had given them. He also remembered that he had to cut them down because he was allergic. 
 
    Tatiana and her father couldn’t move the plants themselves because they seemed to weigh a ton, so they had to wait until her brother came home for a visit or hire someone to move it for them, and until then her father had to use the back door. It was tiring to use the back door, but there was nothing they could do about it.  
 
    Tatiana listened to her father grumble about, “That no good bastard, and his sorry-assed plants.” He kept on complaining while he still used the back door as he waited for his son to arrive. 
 
    Tatiana’s father, being the sweet man that he was, waited a few weeks, and then he ordered a twelve foot statue of the Virgin Mary, COD, to be delivered to Mr. Rosenblatt. Making sure that it was being delivered the morning he was to leave for Jersey, so he could enjoy the look of horror on Mr. Rosenblatt’s face when the delivery people told him that he was there with a three thousand dollar COD delivery.  
 
    During the exchange, a stunned Tatiana stood next to her father’s truck, observing an equally stunned Saul Rosenblatt. They could see that he refused to sign for the present.  
 
    Ken Sr., grinned, wagging his brows at his daughter, saying, “Now, that’s a going away present. Yes, that’s the present he deserves for making me sneeze this entire time.” Her father said with a smile. 
 
    “Do you think he’ll know you are the one who sent him the gift?” Ken asked. 
 
    “I don’t give a damn what he thinks, all I wanted was for him to see the present and now that he has seen it, it makes me happy and content.” He continued smiling 
 
    “It’s surely a nice revenge present.” Tatiana finally said as they drove away. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Tatiana Herbart dropped the window curtain, and headed to the bathroom to shower and change for work. On her trek to the bathroom, she wondered if the raft that Amanda had stored in the garage would withstand the wind and rain of a monsoon, and if the torrential rains did flood the house, would she be able to claim her ruined hairstyle on their homeowner’s insurance policy?  
 
    She wanted to look good; she’d heard the rumors that her ex-boyfriend was back. She didn’t want to show him that she was really hurt when he ran off with another woman. She smiled at the thought of him. Such a jerk, she thought, as she entered the bathroom. 
 
    An hour later, Tatiana pushed her limp, damp hair off her forehead, cursing the idiot weather people and their stupid Doppler radar while she took a moment to recall her rotten morning. Her day was already ruined and she didn’t give a damn about anything. 
 
    After getting ready for work, Tatiana had donned her coat and a brimmed hat, grabbed her umbrella, lunch bag, and purse, and made her way to the car. During her march from the inside garage door to her car, she tried not to envision the rain and wind, trying to convince herself that it was a bright sunny day, least rainy thoughts prove the theory of her limp hair. 
 
    When she backed out of the garage to the end of the drive, a heavy wind blew one of the garbage cans in the path of her car. Jumping out of the car, she grabbed the can, wrestling with the wind for it like petulant children fighting over a much wanted toy. She finally gained control of the garbage can, putting it in its place next to the garage, when a gust of wind blew her hat off, drenching her barely there curls. 
 
    “Just what I needed!” she cursed with rage. 
 
    Shoulders drooping almost as badly as her hair, and cursing under her breath, Tatiana stomped back to her car muttering about ludicrous rain, absurd wind, and dimwitted weather people. She also thought that maybe Mondays weren’t such great days after all. She started having second thoughts about Mondays. She was looking forward to the weekend. 
 
    Tatiana parked at her spot; she always got a lot of attention from work because she was the only African American working at the Travel Agency. She walked briskly to her desk. Amanda was already waiting for her. 
 
    “I’m not in the mood for the office gossip right now,” she said as she sat down. 
 
    “You won’t believe who just walked in,” Amanda insisted. 
 
    “I don’t care if it’s the president,” she said as she switched on her computer. 
 
    “A closer guess,” Amanda said. She looked up and was shocked who was standing next to her desk. 
 
    “You’re such a spoiler Trent, FYI I wasn’t talking about you,” Amanda gave Tatiana a suspicious look as she left. 
 
    Tatiana turned to see Trent, loser, and jerk extraordinaire. He was her stinking-rat-bastard ex-boyfriend. She wasn’t expecting him; she hadn’t heard from him for a long time and wanted it to be that way, total silence between them. 
 
    No, no, no. Lord, what did I do to deserve this? Tatiana mentally whined. Okay, so she may have parked in her boss’s spot the previous Friday when she stopped to pick up her morning hit of java but it didn’t mean that she was to be punished like this.  
 
    She may have laughed a little when some old lady saw her parking in said spot, and honked giving her an evil glare. Sometimes she always felt nice being evil and crafty. 
 
     And… um… she may have laughed a little… or maybe a lot, which might have made Grandma Dynamo somewhat manic, causing her to shake her tiny fist at Tatiana, and then proceeded to shoot her the one-finger salute. Well… then Tatiana might have blown Grandma a kiss, which probably pissed the white-haired stick of dynamite off more, if the bulging eyes, red face and flailing of arms were any indication. 
 
     But geez, Tatiana reflected, there were like, 30 parking spots and only six regular ones. What was she supposed to do? Circle the parking lot aimlessly until someone decided to leave and then hope she could snag the spot before the next caffeine deprived loser snapped it up and have her take a chance on being late for work again? 
 
    “How have you been?” Trent’s question snapped Tatiana out of her musings on which evil sin landed her in this mess. He leaned on the counter looking, if possible, better than he did when he ran off and left her for another woman. The jackass. 
 
    She was devastated when he ran off with her and now she was over him, but she was not ready to meet him again. She kept thinking of him and wanted to know about everything he did and how his new relationship was going. It took her a lot of time to forget him and now he was back with an agenda. 
 
    She knew that he was ambitious and would never stop until he got what he wanted. She was not going to let him use her again. She learned her lesson the first time and would never repeat the same mistake twice. She had to admit that he was irresistible and it would take a lot of energy and focus to reject him again. 
 
    With his smooth dark brown skin and thick dark hair, broad, muscular shoulders that, damn it, looked even more toned, and how fair is that? 
 
    To top it off, he was wearing what could only be a tailored shirt, which probably cost more than her last five hair appointments.  I mean, come on. She thought, He should have gained fifty pounds, developed a pot belly, or started to show premature balding. Something, Anything. He looked hot. He loved class and it seemed that was exactly what he got. She couldn’t deny that he had such great taste in clothing. 
 
    She didn’t bother answering him, not that she could if she wanted to, so she folded her arms and glared. Really, what was she going to say? “Hi Trent, how are you? Me? I’m just fine. And how are you and the woman that you dumped me for, things going well for the two of you?” 
 
    He kept talking as if she wasn’t standing there shooting invisible death rays at him and imagining him exploding in a cloud of ash.  
 
    “You look really good Baby.” He smiled. 
 
    Hearing him call her “Baby,” snapped Tatiana out of her trance and sent her into immediate defense mode.  
 
    “I am not your baby.” She said in an amazingly calm voice.  
 
    “Aw, Baby.” Trent crooned.  
 
    “Do not call me that.” She snapped. “You don’t get to call me that ever again.” Her voice rose a bit and she glanced around hoping that no one was close by. She did not want to lay her problems out for the town to see. It was bad enough that everyone knew Trent had dumped her. They didn’t need to hear that she was at work making a fool of herself in front of him and anyone else who wanted to witness such asinine behavior. 
 
    “I will call you baby,” he insisted. 
 
    “I won't allow you to call me that.” She said defensively. 
 
    Tatiana looked to her right and saw Mrs. Morrison, the head of the marketing department eyeing them. Oh great. This little altercation was going to be the talk of every dentist appointment, hair dressing session and grocery line discussion by noon, and it was only 10 am. Lowering her voice, Tatiana asked, “Trent, what do you want?” 
 
    He held up a book, the grin never leaving his face. “Checking up on you.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” she asked furiously while still whispering. 
 
    “I said I’m checking up on you,” he replied. 
 
    She arched a brow and harrumphed. “I know you want something just say it.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Na Baby, I came home to visit my Mom,” raising a brow, he added, “and decided to come by and pick up something from you. Let’s just say that I’ve changed.” He said with a smile. 
 
    Tatiana wanted to laugh at that.  
 
    “Now that you’ve said hi, you go back to your girlfriend.” She suggested. 
 
    “That’s not how you treat people,” he said. He pretended not to know that what he did really hurt Tatiana. 
 
    He calculated his wardrobe, knowing the best things to wear when he was at a meeting to get the optimal outcome and show off his body when he moved a certain way. 
 
    He calculated his meals in public; to be sure that he wasn’t eating anything that could get stuck in his teeth, in the event that he met a potential client and chose foods that he believed would make people think that he was suave and sophisticated.  
 
    “I’ll walk out if you won’t tell me what you want.” She said with a stern face. 
 
    “Okay, I want that ring I gave you back.”  
 
    Tatiana gave him a smile then stood up. “I threw it away the moment you left me. You thought I would keep that piece of trash?”


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Clyde Fox II watched Tatiana argue with her ex boyfriend. He had been the CEO of his family’s company, Fox Industries after his father retired five years ago.  His father, Clyde Fox, started the Hotel Fox brand thirty years ago with one location on the Greek island of Chios.  Now there were over fifty locations worldwide. That was what he wanted the media to say about him.  
 
    Apart from being a drug dealer, he was well connected to the police. He had influence everywhere. Very few people knew what he did; he always hid under his father’s shadow.  
 
    He walked slowly to Tatiana’s desk and stopped. Everyone was looking at him, they wondered what he wanted. He was well known in the Bronx area. He was a drug dealer worth billions of dollars. 
 
    “Excuse me, what do you want from my girlfriend?” he asked Trent as he kissed Tatiana on the cheek. Tatiana looked confused but she loved the look on Trent’s face. This was the best revenge she could ever get. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I was just catching up,” Trent said. 
 
    “It doesn’t look to me like you were doing that,” Clyde said defensively. He looked serious and Trent bought the lie. 
 
    “I’m sorry and see you around.” Trent left without looking behind him.  
 
    Tatiana looked confused. Why would a stranger save her from Trent? 
 
    “I’m sorry miss; you may now get back to work.” Clyde said. 
 
    “I want to say thank you,” Tatiana said in a polite voice. 
 
    “Before I forget, your company made a mistake not to make arrangements for one person I was traveling with, so you’ll be my date tomorrow and you will be my tour guide to show me around the city while I’m still around here.” 
 
    “I don’t understand sir,” Tatiana said.  
 
    “You are a tour and travel agency; I don’t understand how you forgot to make a booking for the extra person I mentioned, so I’ll see you tomorrow at La Paz Hotel, dinner at 8.00. That is the reason I canceled my appointment, to come to make a complaint personally, but your boss suggested that you could show me around town to cover for the mistake.” 
 
    “But—” He left before she could finish what she was saying. She didn’t even have a dress for the occasion. She had to leave early to go and prepare herself.  
 
    “That is who I wanted to tell you about before Trent walked in but I can see that you two have already met.” Amanda said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Trent had to force himself not to drag his hard headed woman down the slick library steps and across the street. 
 
    “Slow down.” Maya demanded breathlessly in an attempt to dodge and jump over the remaining rain puddles. “Trent, slow down!” 
 
    Rounding the corner of the bank, Trent let go of her arm, practically spinning her around at the same time. Hands on hips, he glared at the woman standing in front of him.  
 
    “Babe, I asked you to let me handle this.” 
 
    Maya crossed her arms defiantly. “Well, did you talk to her?” 
 
    “I told you, I can’t just come right out and ask her for the ring. I have to handle it delicately.” 
 
    “How hard can it be? Just say, ‘Tatiana, remember that engagement ring that I gave you? Well, the guy that I purchased it from, he stole it from some really bad men. And these bad men are going to cut off an essential body part if I don’t return it, so I’d like to have it back please,’ and if she refuses, offer her money. If you offer her enough money I assure you, she will return that bloody ring.” 
 
    Trent cringed at her mention of having anything hacked from his body, and he felt nauseous thinking about the body part that he was sure she was referring to being chopped off.  “It’s not that easy.” He went on to say. 
 
    “And why not? You act as if she has a sentimental bond with that ring, or that she’s above a little monetary persuasion. I promise you, she’s not.”  
 
    Trent sighed. He had tried to tell Maya on several occasions that Tatiana would not just willingly turn the ring over.  Well, she wouldn’t turn it over to him. If he told her that the ring belonged to someone else, she’d want to find the rightful owners, and give it to them, and he couldn’t have that. 
 
    There was no way in hell that Trent wanted Tatiana going to see Mad Dog’s men. That was totally out of the question. If she did, she might find out how he’d come to have that damned ring, and as soon as she did she’d tell her stupid friend Amanda. The first thing that that bitch would do would be to track Maya down.   
 
    Amanda would gladly fill Maya in on what she thought were Trent’s indiscretions. And when Maya heard what Amanda had to say, be it truth or lies, Maya would run straight to her father and tell him everything.  
 
    Before Trent moved to New York to work for Maya’s father, he really didn’t know what the good life was. Yes, he grew up in one of the nicest homes in their little town, and was the envy of most of his friends who had two parents that needed to work just to make ends meet. Trent’s mother, Eugenia, never had to work a day in her life thanks to his grandfather Theodore Fox. Theodore was a shrewd businessman who, after his first wife died, married a much younger woman. Several years later, Theodore died, and to his young widow’s surprise, Theodore made sure that his 4.7 million dollar estate went to his beloved daughter Eugenia. 
 
    After losing her father, Eugenia thought no man could possibly love her as much as he did. Her father was her provider, her daddy, her best friend. All of that changed when Eugenia met Brant Weston the third. Eugenia thought Brant was everything she could have wanted in a husband, he was handsome, intelligent and he seemed to think that Eugenia hung the moon. That was until Eugenia realized that Brant had a thing for beautiful women, and more beautiful men. 
 
    Eugenia got rid of Brant, but not before he squandered a large portion of her inheritance on bad business ventures, worse investments and of course, his whores.  
 
    To almost everyone in their little community, it would seem that the Foxes were a wealthy family, in fact, most thought that the Foxes were one of the wealthiest families in their community. No one knew that Eugenia went as far as 30 miles, just to go grocery shopping, so none of their neighbors would know that she was coupon shopping, trying to make their monthly stipend stretch. No one would have guessed that she went to high end thrift stores in New York or New Jersey to purchase designer clothes. In all reality, the Fox family estate had enough money to support Eugenia for maybe another ten years if she was careful with her finances. After that there would be no more money. 
 
    But now things were different. Trent was living the good life. He would not be caught dead in a suit that was less than $1000, ate caviar whenever he wanted to, and would not let a glass of wine touch his lips unless it came from a bottle that cost no less than $150. 
 
    Trent had worked too hard to get where he was to let a stupid mistake mess everything up for him. He would do whatever it took to keep that from happening.  
 
    “You don’t understand Tatiana; money is not going to buy that ring from her. It’s going to be all about the principle with her.” 
 
    “Yeah, right. Did you see that outfit she was wearing? And that hair? Really? She’d take the money. No doubt about it.” 
 
    Trent continued to shake his head as she spoke. 
 
    She narrowed her eyes, saying, “What?” and then folded her arms. “Don’t do that to me.” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “Shake your head as if I don’t have a clue as to what I’m talking about. You have no idea if she would.” 
 
    “Yes, I do. To Tatiana, nothing is about the money; it’s never about the money. She likes her job at the travel agency, she doesn’t care that she doesn’t earn a butt load of money, she’s an agent, because she’s happy doing it. She doesn’t have the desire to be rich or famous or anything grandiose. She’s happy with her simple life, with her simple job and maybe one day being a simple wife and mother, with three kids and a dumb dog. Buying her isn’t going to work. 
 
    For a moment, Maya stared at him, as if what he was saying was the most absurd thing she’d ever heard, and then, sighing, she said. “Then convince her that giving you the ring is…”  
 
    “Is in what? Her best interest or mine?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Baby.” Closing his eyes, he scratched his brow in frustration. “Tatiana is still upset that I left her. She probably wouldn’t spit on me if I was on fire. There is no way that she’d just give me that ring to help me out. I have to get in her good graces first.” 
 
     “Then tell the men who are after you that she has possession of the ring, and let them handle it.” 
 
    Trent had thought about that. He was so close to telling them that Tatiana had that damn ring and be done with it. To spin everything so it seemed as if she knew where the ring had come from, and wanted to keep it anyway. 
 
    Then Trent pictured Tatiana with her bright guileless eyes, telling them that she had no idea where the ring came from, that Trent had proposed to her one day, presenting her with the antique ring. 
 
     And of course they would believe her. It was Tatiana. She was the girl who, when she realized the cashier at McDonalds had given her too much change, had held it in her glove box for almost two weeks. And then on her return visit, she told them that she was given too much change and wanted to return it, because she couldn’t bear to think that she was the cause of someone being docked the extra money. 
 
     With Trent’s luck, one, if not all of the goons would fall completely in love with Tatiana after hearing her story of how, after giving her what she’d thought was the perfect engagement ring, that Trent had up and left her, not bothering to telling her that he’d decided he didn’t want to marry her, until after Trent had packed up his belongings and moved from North Carolina to New York.  
 
    Then he could expect at least four apes to be waiting at his apartment when he returned home from work late one evening.  They’d rip his arms and legs off and proceed to beat him to death with his own limbs. 
 
    The thought of that happening just made Trent’s balls want to crawl inside his body and hide.   
 
    “So, you can’t go to her and explain that it’s crucial that she give the ring back.” Maya asked watching Trent’s reaction closely. 
 
    Maya wanted to know what the mystery was behind this ring and why he couldn’t tell Tatiana he wanted the ring back. It was absurd, and this really made her suspicious. 
 
    “You don’t understand. As soon, as I show too much interest in the ring, she’s going to get suspicious. Then she’s going to have someone look at it, and when she finds out that it’s not a piece of junk she’ll wonder where I got that kind of cash from, or worse start investigating the ring’s origin.” 
 
    “So? Let her. Let her know who the ring belongs to. Let her give it back to them.” 
 
    She didn’t care whether Tatiana knew who the ring belonged to, all she wanted was for him to get the ring but not spend much time with her. Why would he want to spend time with her if he was only interested in the ring? She did not like how Trent was handling this ring thing. 
 
    “No, I can’t do that.” Hesitating, he ran his hands down his face.  
 
    The hesitation wasn’t long, but it was just enough that Maya noticed it, and that small hesitation made Maya wonder what was really going on. Did Trent have unresolved feelings for Tatiana? And why did they care if Tatiana investigated that damn ring and found out who it belonged to? Maybe she needed to find out who it belonged to, so she could return it. Then this whole farce could be over with, and they could go back to the Bronx. 
 
    “Do you have feelings for her?” she asked angrily. 
 
    “Hell no, why would you say that?  You know the reason why we are here.” 
 
    “Then tell her you want the ring and get this thing over with. Our lives depend on it” 
 
    “It’s not that easy as you think.” 
 
    Maya could not believe she’d let Trent talk her into changing the venue of their wedding from The Carlton, in the Bronx, to a tacky little hick town country club.  
 
    Maya tried to convince him that they need only to go to North Carolina, meet Tatiana and get the ring from her and be back in the Bronx in no time. Even if they spent the three weeks in North Carolina that Trent thought he needed to get that ring from Tatiana, it was still sufficient time for them to be home for the pre-wedding, party, showers, rehearsals, and last minute fitting.  
 
    Maybe he still had feelings for her, and that’s why he chose this crappy town. 
 
    Trent had told Maya how he had purchased a ring from his friend Tiger, paying him $200. How Tatiana had seen the ring and had seemed to fall in love with it, and her being his girlfriend, he’d naturally given it to her. He’d purchased the ring to help Tiger out of a jam and didn’t know where Tiger had gotten the ring from until Big Earl and his hit squad had shown up at Spencer Enterprise and barged into Trent’s office demanding that he return the ring. If he didn’t, they would first make everyone Trent cared about pay, and then they would make him pay with his life. 
 
     “The fact still remains. I need to get her to trust me, and then I can get her to give me the ring, or I can get into her house and take it. And, the only way to do that is for me to spend some time alone with her.” 
 
    “How can she trust you if you left her? I’m a woman and we don’t trust our exes.” 
 
    “I have to earn her trust, one way or the other.” 
 
    “So you want to get together with her alone and earn her trust, how are you gonna do this?” 
 
    “Trust me on this, nothing will happen between us.” 
 
    Maya snorted, thinking to herself, this man must think I’m all kinds of stupid. “Time alone with her, where you’re calling her honey, or baby? Trent, get real!”  
 
    “Now babes, don’t be like that.” 
 
    “Be like what? No woman wants to walk up and hear her man calling some other woman baby.” 
 
    “Babe, I’m doing this for… for us.” 
 
    “Us, How are you doing this for us?”  
 
    “We want the ring and that is why I’m doing this.” 
 
    She knew this was crap. 
 
    “Because we’re a team” 
 
    She sighed, relenting a little. “Trent, I know, but still. Why can’t we spend time with her as a couple? Why can’t we get together with her and her new man and go out as couples?”  
 
    “Maya, there is no new man.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “I just know.” 
 
    “How can you be so sure?” 
 
    “I just am.” 
 
    “So what you’re basically telling me is that you want me to be okay with you going out with a woman who has made up a fictitious ‘fiancé’,” she made air quotes when saying the last word. “To make you jealous.” Placing her hands on her hips she then said. “Do you really think that’s going to make me want to allow you to be alone with her?” 
 
    She wanted to be present when he told her about the ring. She didn’t believe this crap he was feeding her. She wanted to be involved and thought the idea of being her friend would be ideal. 
 
    “Babes, do you honestly believe that she’d want to befriend you? If there were a boyfriend or fiancé, which I highly doubt, do you think that he’d want to have dinner with us?” He shook his head. “Sweetheart, I left Tatiana for you, she’s not stupid, or desperate. She’s not going to be your friend.” 
 
    “I think she might. She’s a simple podunk country girl. I can offer her a glimpse of what it’s like to live the life of glitz and glamour.” 
 
    “Tatiana doesn’t care about that, trust me. And if she did, you’d have to get past that evil ass barracuda she calls a friend.  I think there is more of a chance of you doing your spring wardrobe shopping at Wal-mart, than her trusting you. But if it so happens that you could possibly get her to trust you, after a while, she may even consider you an acquaintance but not a friend. And that definitely won’t happen with that bitch Julia around.”  
 
    “What is it with you and the friend? What did she do to you to make you hate her so much?” 
 
    “She’s a bitch, that’s what. She’s just a nasty, nosy bitch!” 
 
    She wanted to believe him but knew there was more things she didn’t know about and he never felt comfortable telling her. This was getting harder than she thought and she didn’t believe she let him talk her into it. 
 
    Maya smirked, saying. “Okay.” She watched as Trent’s eyes seemed to pop from their sockets. “I still don’t see why you don’t just ask Tatiana to give you the ring. It’s not like she…” She was saying and then she paused, and turned to see what held Trent’s attention. 
 
    On the opposite side of the street, parked in front of the library, was a black SUV Lincoln Navigator. Two well dressed, enormous men of Italian descent stepped from the vehicle. Looking both ways before crossing the street, they buttoned their blazers as if they practiced the move to synchronize it perfectly as they headed towards the alley. 
 
    They had dark shades on and it was hard to know who they were. They could tell that these men were highly trained and it was pointless to do something foolish like running. How did they find out where they were? 
 
    Maya started to realize that this thing was more serious than she thought. The people who were involved in this thing were more powerful than she thought. They were followed, or someone sold them out. She was scared. 
 
    Maya gasped in surprise at seeing them headed towards them. When she turned around, all she saw was Trent’s back as he high tailed it down the alley in the opposite direction. 
 
    Everything happened within a split second. There was no one to help and she didn’t know who those people were.   
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Tatiana parked and got out of her car. She was elegant and sexy at the same time. She didn’t want Clyde to get the impression that she was interested in him. She headed up to the reception desk. She was happy he defended her from Trent and he will never bother her again now that she had a fake billionaire fiancé. 
 
    “Mr. Clyde Fox, please,” she said. 
 
    The receptionist called the waiter serving them and asked him to lead her to the table.  
 
    Clyde smiled as Tatiana walked toward his table. Upon first glance, she appeared to be sexy and divine. The color of her cheeks, the light bone structure and the way she walked led to the conclusion the she was fierce and sassy. She was nothing like the models he saw on television or in magazines; her curves were just right on her. Her glossy, kinky hair and everything about her screamed sex appeal except her eyes, which were nervous. She seemed unaware of the stir she caused in the restaurant.  
 
     “Have a seat. I appreciate you coming.” He pulled out a chair opposite his for her to sit. She nodded and sat down. She wore a dress that showed her lean legs. A single strand of pearls encircled her neck. Her hair was neatly tied in a bun, revealing her long sexy neck. 
 
    “You look beautiful,” he said. 
 
    “Thank you.” She noticed he was staring at her over the wine glass, his hand held the glass with the stem shooting up between his fingers.  
 
    “I’ll have a glass of wine.” She told the waiter who stood next to her. 
 
    “Do you like this hotel?” he asked curiously. “I knew you’d like it.” 
 
    “Yes I do like it.” She tried to hide her fears.  
 
    Tatiana shrugged her shoulder letting the straps of her dress fall off her shoulder. She lifted her legs under the table. Her eyes jumped in surprise as her legs knocked his. She felt uncomfortable and she was afraid he could tell. She tried to keep her composure. 
 
    She licked the corner of her mouth which made him horny. He could feel her and he wanted her so badly.  
 
    “Our food isn’t ready and I need to freshen up.” She stood up and headed to the bathroom. He knew she felt uncomfortable; he followed her six feet from behind. She felt his eyes staring her ass. She pushed the door open and started to reapply her makeup. He walked in from behind and grabbed her breasts gently.  
 
    “What the hell do you think you are doing?” she spun around. She could feel his chest pressing her breasts. She felt uneasy and good at the same time.  
 
    “Can I have a little privacy please; someone can walk in on us.” she struggled to speak. He put his finger on her lips. “Shh, I won’t hurt you” he said. She was trembling from fear and pleasure.  
 
    “I don’t care what your answer will be but I like what I see.” He said. 
 
    “Let me go, I’m not one of your flings.” 
 
    “You are not one of them. You are different and I can’t even put my fingers on it.” She felt nice when he said those words to her. She wanted to make him hers but she didn’t want to go against her principles. She tried to resist but he was more charming than she thought. She realized why he was a ladies’ man. He smelled her cologne from her neck down. She felt weak and ready to give in. She finally forgot they were in a public place.  
 
    Her breathing got heavy and he could tell she wanted him as much as he wanted her. She wondered why he made her feel the way she did. He moved slowly upward to her neck then planted a smooth and soft kiss on her mouth. She looked him in the eye and stopped. 
 
    “I need to go.”  She tried to leave but he held her by the arm. 
 
    “I won’t do anything you don’t like, just let me feel you. I really like you.” 
 
    “I can’t—” she tried to speak but stopped as he touched her waist. His patience was too much. She didn’t know whether to hug him or kick him out. She tried to control herself but the heat between them was too much. She wished she would have sipped the wine to get confidence. He kissed her on the lips again. Her eyes opened a slit; she could see the dark part of his iris. 
 
    “Kiss me again.” She couldn’t believe she said that. “I would like for you to kiss me and do other things.” She continued. She pretended to be a pro.  
 
    Her touches were like of a woman who had pleased many men and knew how to do it. The knowledge excited him.  
 
    She pulled him away. She tried to breathe but he was so close to her. 
 
    “Is there something wrong?” Clyde asked. 
 
    “I don’t think this is right.” she confessed. He trailed his fingers on her nipples.  
 
    “I also want to stop but I can’t control it.” 
 
    “This is wrong,” she said. 
 
    “Nothing is wrong.” He cupped his hands on her face. 
 
    She pressed her lips against his and kissed him once more, making her tongue mate with his in a tutored way. She felt the rich ambrosia of his mouth. He made a feral sound, low in his throat that sent shivers all over her body.  
 
    He pulled her forward, tugging his hands around her hips and lifted her on top of the counter next to the sink. She unbuttoned his shirt and yanked his belt in a primal manner. He folded her dress up to her waist. He glanced down; his eyes went wide and pleased.  
 
    Her warm hands grabbed the cheek of his ass and pulled him towards her. She watched him groan and saw his Adam’s apple swallow hard, then like he was done wasting time; he put his head between her legs, and teased her pussy with his mouth. She sucked in one full lungful of air at the sudden feeling and supported herself with her elbow. She was stunned it was going down, and she needed to see it. The thought of his head between her legs while it moved from left to right as he changed it with kisses, smooth sucks, and hard flicking of his tongue made her happy.  
 
    She squeezed her eyes shut and held her teeth together in the effort to pull it together, and it resulted into an intensifying feeling of what his tongue did. She wondered how he was good at eating pussy. Who tutored him this and how many women had he made scream like her? She felt jealous imagining him doing this to other women. She imagined him between the legs of his wife and licking her to a high-pitched orgasm with his talented mouth.  
 
    A chain of beautiful screams reached her ears, and she was shocked that she was the one making the noise. Who’d ever thought that this wholesome Clyde, fresh from wonderland, would make Tatiana crazy with passion? They sounded sexy.  
 
    He dipped his tongue into her, as he tasted the hot juice flowing in her pussy as his free thumb found its way to tease her clit.  The position of the three not similar, yet incredibly hot pleasures drove her to into overload. She held a fistful of his treasured mane, she held him to her as she poured her juice in his mouth. Her teeth nearly tore her lip in order to compete against the pressure that wanted to open from his lips. It was unbelievable that he was able to pleasure her and make her feel like a woman like that.  
 
    She moved and stood on her feet. Her lips moved from his chest to his waist to his shaking abdomen. Her pussy was still buzzed from her orgasm. She unzipped the zipper and removed his manhood free of his pants, to his sigh. She took his cock in her mouth, and sucked it softly, then nearly choked on a moan as he produced a wanting groan and put her head down. He urged her to swallow him deep, further in her mouth. She put a hand around his cock, holding it as her mouth laved his head and teased his slit. He tasted sweet and it made her want to stay in control. She wanted him. 
 
    His hands rested on her shoulders, tugging her up. He carried her again to the counter. He was between her legs, his pants halfway down his legs, and the stare in his eyes was so sexy it made her feel like nothing else she ever had. She tore her look from his and spread her legs wider.  
 
    She heard him moan, “I want you.” Then without hesitating, he held her left leg and thrust inside her in one stroke. 
 
    A moan instantly came from her at the feeling, and every muscle in her body froze as he found himself a rhythm, his eyes shut in concentration and his lips pressed together in a line. He still held her leg, his power and grip grew harder and the passion increased.  
 
    She begged her body not to betray her; she wanted him not to feel that she was enjoying this and felt something for him. She put her hands on his face and stroked it; her hand disappeared in his thick hair and held a handful of shoulder. She pulled him toward her and he opened his eyes. He surprised her with the emotion.  
 
    His mouth pressed hers as his fingers went for her clit; he circled it with too much skill. Her breath was in sync with every stroke; she withdrew from his kisses to scream with pleasure as her muscles became tight around his dick. He followed her suit as he became rigid and dropped over her; he exhaled a breath as he finally came, and then lowered his forehead against her shoulder. 
 
    They suddenly heard someone coming. They both hurriedly dressed up. She wanted to go out first as he followed. She enjoyed it but she never wanted to admit in front of him.  
 
    She fixed her makeup and rushed to the table. She pretended like nothing happened. She sipped her wine as she waited. She felt embarrassed.  
 
    Clyde pulled out his chair; he wondered why he had sex with her at the hotel. He wanted to have fun but he still wanted more of Tatiana. He felt like having her around all the time. He was never spontaneous with his other girlfriends, and everything about Tatiana amazed him 
 
    “I want to let you know that I don’t always do this on my dates,” he said. 
 
    “Me neither,” Tatiana felt like she wanted to run away, her fake fiancé helped her with Trent, and now he just fucked her in the restroom. It was so embarrassing.  
 
    “Let’s just enjoy dinner and forget it ever happened.” Clyde said. He knew that what happened was not easy to forget. “How was your day today?” he asked. 
 
    “So, guess what? My ex boyfriend comes back looking for me after he left me for another woman. What a jerk.” She said looking at him. She wanted to hear his opinion. 
 
    “What? The guy at your desk the other day? What did you tell him about me?” he looked serious. 
 
    “I told him that you are my fiancé to show him that I moved on. I’m sorry.” he put his finger on her lip before she could finish. 
 
    “I like it.” He said with a smile. 
 
    “You are not mad, even a little?” 
 
    “How can I be mad when you just called me your fiancé?” He scooped his food and put a bite of it in her mouth. “this is to show you how much I love it.” He said. 
 
     


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Tatiana made her way to the food court of the mall. Amanda was seated at a corner and she noticed her easily because of the way she was dressed. She was so tired and needed this rest. She looked like a train wreck, but Amanda looked at her with a smile on her face. 
 
    “So what happened?” she asked as she sat down.   
 
    “Oh he called me again about the damned ring,” she said.  
 
    “Oh my God, not about your ex idiot, about him,” Amanda demanded. She had been chewing her nails while Tatiana was gone. A habit she had tried to get rid of a million times but she couldn’t. 
 
    Amanda White was a stunning woman, her best friend for almost all of her life. They had grown up together in the same neighborhood, with the same friends. They went to the same high school. At around five feet six, she was a glamorous red head, who could bring guys to their knees just by a shake of her ass or a jiggle of her breasts, round perky mounds that made men from fifteen to fifty salivate at the sight of her.  
 
    Notorious for dressing in skimpy clothes, Amanda was twenty nine; She was a strong minded, collected woman, older than Tatiana and perhaps the smartest woman she had ever been around in her life. She knew her way around men.  
 
    “I ran into him at the park.” Tatiana said, “Clyde, I mean.” 
 
     “What?” 
 
    “I just feel like he is a player and meets new women daily. I can’t risk it, I want a serious relationship and settle down.” 
 
     “Why don’t you beat him at his own game?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Tatiana asked curiously. 
 
    “Make him fall in love with you and then throw him to the curb. Then he will realize that you are different from the women he dates.” Amanda smiled. 
 
    “I can’t do that, he is a human being.” 
 
    “Try and do things differently, find out what these models do, and do the opposite. Introduce him to a new world that he’s not used to.” She realized Amanda had a point but it was risky. It was perfect but dangerous. She was ready to take the risk. 
 
    “So do you know what he does for a living?” Amanda asked. 
 
    “I haven’t asked him but I know he is a drug dealer.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    “My uncle was a drug dealer, I know when I see one. Don’t worry about me, I’m a tough African America woman who can handle any shit thrown at me. I love danger.” 
 
    “You dirty bitch.” Amanda said. 
 
     “I thought we should go shopping,” she notified her as they made their way out of the food court.  
 
    “Well, you are smart because I haven’t been out shopping in over two months,” she sounded exhausted.  
 
    “Well let’s go!” Tatiana said. “I’ll need new clothes for a date anyway.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Tatiana was not ready to get mixed up with Trent; the feelings were all gone thanks to Clyde. She was falling in love. All she wanted to do was to love him forever. Clyde was the one she was thinking of and no one else. Dinner will be great, she said to herself. There was a knock on the door.  
 
    “Hi,” she said as she opened the door. “I missed you.” 
 
    “I missed you more.” He planted a kiss on her lips. “Have you heard from your ex again?”  
 
    “His girlfriend called to invite me to lunch.” She said. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you are going. I don’t want to see you talking to them, especially him.” Tatiana loved the possessiveness in his voice. 
 
    “I will only meet her for lunch tomorrow then I promise never to see any of them again.” She moved seductively closer to him. 
 
    “That sounds fair. I don’t want to lose you to him or anyone.” He confessed. 
 
    “That will never happen, I’m all yours baby.’ She kissed him for assurance. 
 
    Tatiana felt like she was already married to him. During dinner she kept on looking at him and smiling. She could not hide the fact that she liked him.  
 
    Clyde kept on wondering about what was special about Tatiana; he could not stop thinking about her. She was special. He had been with a lot of women but none of them made him feel this way. Tatiana prepared herself in her room.  
 
    He stood there at her door, he wanted to tell her what he felt but he wasn’t able to. He wondered whether she would reject him. He started to walk away when Tatiana opened the door. She wore a see-through dress that highlighted her features. She looked beautiful and irresistible. Without saying a word, he kissed her on the lips, she responded positively. 
 
     “Please tell me that you are as attracted to me as I am to you.” He asked 
 
    She kissed him back while pressing her crotch against his rigidness. He was already hard from just seeing her nice body. She could feel it on her crotch. He moved his hands slowly to her breasts as she let herself receive his caresses. Their romance was cut short by power outage. They both stopped kissing and looked up. She was still breathing heavily. They both cursed the power. 
 
    “Before you let go of my arm, I want to tell you something.” 
 
    “Just say it already.” She said with a laugh. 
 
    “I booked a ticket for us to Mexico, I wanted to surprise you but it’s no point. The plane leaves at noon on Monday. That means that you have two days to pack.” 
 
    “I want to be mad at you for doing things without consulting me but I’m happy you said it in the dark.” 
 
    “I guess you would have slapped me on the face.” 
 
    “You silly,” she kissed him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Tatiana looked up from her spot behind the information desk to see Maya walking towards her. Maya gave Tatiana a huge smile, and even though she didn’t want to, she couldn’t help but smile back. 
 
    Tatiana wanted to hate Maya, she really did, but with Maya’s grin so open and friendly she just couldn’t bring herself to hate her. 
 
    Taking in Maya’s whole person, Tatiana could only think, life is so unfair. Maya wore black yoga pants with a navy and black long sleeved top, with the cutest black and navy tennis shoes Tatiana had ever seen. Even her wool cap matched her outfit.  
 
    “She even looks gorgeous when she sweats.” Tatiana mumbled. 
 
    “Hi.” Maya said, pulling her cap off. Her hair had that sexy bed-head that made men all hot and bothered, thing going on. Figures.  
 
    “Hey Maya. Ready for lunch?” Tatiana mentally rolled her eyes. 
 
    “Thank you for going with me. I know you don’t want to talk, but this is important.” 
 
    Tatiana groaned inwardly. “Uh, well...” 
 
    “Please. It's very important. I know you don’t like me. You have no reason to, and I understand that. But what I have to talk with you about is urgent. I promise.” 
 
    Tatiana hesitated. Maya wasn’t being obnoxious like Trent was when he was asking Tatiana to meet him. She was just asking for a few minutes of Tatiana’s time. And if Tatiana didn’t like where the conversation was headed, she could always walk away.  
 
    “Okay. Sure” Tatiana said. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Tatiana, with Amanda in tow, was on the way to the sandwich shop with Maya for lunch. 
 
     To Maya’s surprise, on her way out of the travel agency building, Tatiana had spotted Amanda and asked her to join Tatiana and her for lunch. 
 
    After placing orders of cob salads all around, and water for Maya while Amanda and Tatiana had iced tea, Maya got right down to business.  
 
    “Tatiana?” Maya paused, “How do you feel about Trent.”  
 
    Both Tatiana and Amanda stared for a moment and then Amanda burst out laughing while Tatiana continued to stare. 
 
    Realizing what her question probably sounded like, Maya back pedaled. “I didn’t mean that the way it probably sounded. I’m not asking because I’m jealous or anything. I just need to know if you hate him?” 
 
    “Hate is a strong word.” Tatiana said slowly. 
 
    “I hate him.” Amanda quickly offered. 
 
    Maya sort of frowned at Amanda then she smiled and turned back to Tatiana. “And you?” 
 
    Tatiana sighed. “Why are you asking me this?” 
 
    “It's something I must know before I ask my next question.” 
 
    “I don’t hate him.” Tatiana paused, “Well not anymore. I sort of feel sorry for him.” Both Maya and Amanda looked shocked by this. “He’s the way he is because of his mother. She’s so… dominating.” 
 
    “And nasty.” Amanda said. 
 
    “And hateful.” Maya added. Tatiana and Amanda gave Maya a surprised look. Looking around as someone was listening Maya whispered, “Between the three of us,” she paused. “I wouldn’t spit on that vile woman if she was on fire.” 
 
    Amanda harrumphed. “I wouldn’t piss on her if she was on fire.” 
 
    Tatiana poked at her salad with her fork. “If she was on fire, I’d probably throw a Molotov cocktail at her.” 
 
    Maya and Amanda burst out laughing. After a few seconds Tatiana joined in. 
 
    Once they all settled down, Maya proceeded to tell Tatiana how Trent purchased the engagement ring from a friend that he went to high school with, Warren Davis, who went by “Tiger”. Apparently Warren had stolen the ring from the Anthony crime family while in New York. Now Trent had five days to get the ring back to them or it could cost him his life. 
 
    Tatiana was horrified at such a thing. She didn’t want to see anyone get hurt over something so trivial. Of course she said she’d give the ring back. All Trent had to do was tell her what was going on and she’d have gladly given it to him.  
 
    Amanda’s suggestion was to take that ring down to the ocean and thrown it in. Hopefully the mob would make concrete boots for Trent and throw him in to retrieve it. She told Maya that she was starting to like her, and she thought that Trent at the bottom of the ocean would save Maya a lot of heartache in the long run. 
 
    Tatiana frowned slightly. “Amanda, do you remember a Warren Davis going to school with us?” 
 
    “Nope.” Amanda said without hesitation. She’s forked up some of her own salad chasing it with a swallow of iced tea.  
 
    Tatiana hesitated, “You sure?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Maya frowned. “Maybe he moved away—” 
 
    Amanda shook her head. “Even though Davis is a common name, there aren’t many Davis’s in town. We had no Warren Davis in our high school.” 
 
    Maya looked to Tatiana and she saw a look asking for assistance in the other woman's face. 
 
    Tatiana shook her head. “Amanda is better than the census. She knows everybody. If she says there wasn’t a Warren Davis in school with us. Then there wasn’t.” 
 
    Maya remained silent for a moment. Then she proceeded to tell Tatiana and Amanda of her plan to get the ring back to the Anthony family and save Trent.  
 
    “I don’t think that’s such a good idea.” Tatiana said. 
 
    “Trent only has a few more days to get the ring back to them.” Maya said. 
 
    “Why not leave it with the desk clerk?” Amanda offered. 
 
    “This is too important to take that chance.” Maya was shaking her head. 
 
    Shaking her head, Tatiana still insisted, “I still think this is a bad idea.” 
 
    “Well,” Amanda said thoughtfully. “We could always go with her.” 
 
    Tatiana snorted. “No, we can't.” 
 
    Amanda was nodding, saying, “Sure we can.” 
 
    But Tatiana was adamant. “Uh! No! We Can't!” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Tatiana sat in the back seat of Maya’s car sulking. How the hell did she end up coming with these two nut jobs who were intent on delivering a ring that she had nothing to do with stealing in the first place, to a couple of guys who were probably psychopaths? 
 
    Maya turned in her seat looking at both Tatiana and Amanda. “Okay ladies. All we need to do is go up to room 1004, give them the ring and leave.” 
 
    “I saw this in a movie not long ago,” Tatiana mumbled. “There were these three really stupid women who went into a hotel room with two deranged killers. At the end of the movie, one of the killers was laughing maniacally as he hacked up the last girl, while his buddy stuffed the other two bodies into a large suitcase for transport and disposal.” 
 
    Maya stared at Tatiana open mouthed, while Amanda laughed her ass off.  
 
    “Girl, I saw that movie. The girls didn’t get hacked up, they got sold to the Russian mafia who was running a human trafficking ring. They were sent to Moscow for the sex trade where they had to work 20 hours a day servicing disgusting 300 pound men who can't find their penises.” Amanda wagged her brows. 
 
    “Somehow, getting chopped up and stuffed into a Samsonite with two heifers that I’m thinking I really don’t like anymore, doesn't seem so bad.” Tatiana muttered. 
 
    “Maybe I should just go up alone?” Maya said. 
 
    “I can't, in good conscience, let you do that. Come on, let's do this.” Amanda said. 
 
    Without another word, Amanda and Maya slid from the car, walking towards the hotel.  
 
    Tatiana watched them, gnawing her thumbnail. They should have never come with Maya. This was too dangerous. Maybe they should have called the police or even Trent. It was his fault that Maya was doing this in the first place.  
 
    Maya wanted to do this to save her man and that was all well and fine. Amanda shouldn’t be going with her. All they needed was to have one of those lunatics say something to piss Amanda off. She would not be able to let it go, and they would butcher both Amanda and Maya. 
 
    Tatiana couldn’t let that happen.  
 
    “Ugh!” Kicking the back of the seat in front of her, Tatiana threw the car door open, getting out and stomping towards Amanda and Maya who were standing on the sidewalk in front of the hotel as if they knew she was going to give in and follow them like a lamb to the slaughter.  
 
    “If I get killed,” Tatiana jabbed a finger in Amanda’s direction. “I am punching you right in the boob!”  
 
    Tatiana walked in front as Maya and Amanda followed. Maya walked to the receptionist. She smiled as she faked a French accent. 
 
    “I need a room please.” She asked the receptionist. 
 
    “Welcome ma’am, there’s a room available. Can I get you a double bed or single?” 
 
    “Single would be great. I just came to this town with my husband and we would like to spend a few days here while he works on his projects.” She smiled at the receptionist. “before I forget, a friend of mine who recommended this hotel for me is in room 1004, can you check me in the room next to his.” 
 
    “It’s okay, there a room available, are you okay with room 1001? It’s not right next to it but they are on the same floor.” 
 
    “It’s okay.” She kept smiling as she took the keys. 
 
    “Third floor on your left.” They took the elevator.  
 
    They tiptoed to the hallway as they read the door numbers. They stopped when they reached door number 1004. They heard people talking as they knocked. The door opened and Maya walked in first. They were nervous, they didn’t know these people. 
 
    “I have a bad feeling about this.” Amanda whispered. 
 
    There were three men in the room and they couldn’t know which one was Anthony. Tatiana wanted to do away with this and leave the hotel. 
 
    “We brought back the ring which was bought from a guy who stole it from you, my ex fiancé could not make it that’s why we brought back the ring.” Tatiana said as she handed one of the guys the ring. 
 
    “Can you verify if it’s the same one?” Anthony said. The guy looked at the ring then nodded with approval to Anthony.  
 
    “Can we leave now?” Maya asked. 
 
    “You can leave but tell your boyfriend that next time he steals anything from me, I will kill him without giving him chances.” 
 
    “What do you mean steal?” they all shouted at once. 
 
    “Your boyfriend stole the ring from someone who was keeping it.” 
 
    “There has to be a mistake, the person who sold it to him is the one who stole it not him.” Maya said desperately. Amanda smiled and Tatiana was shocked. She couldn’t believe that Trent would give her a stolen ring as an engagement ring. She always thought Trent would be everything, but not a thief. Why would Trent steal an expensive ring and lie about it? 
 
    “There is no mistake and your boyfriend can confirm it, he is the one who stole it.” 
 
    Tears rolled down Maya’s cheeks, she couldn’t believe she left New York to come look for a ring that Trent stole, she felt used. She was so mad and tried to comprehend everything she heard. Trent lied to her all this time, everything was adding up now. There was no Warren, Amanda was right. She couldn’t believe she was marrying a thief and a liar. 
 
    Tatiana felt hurt; she realized that all Trent did was lie. She could have married him and found out later that he was a thief. For once in her life, she felt relieved that he left her for Maya. She looked at Maya, who was crying. She was grateful he left; he didn’t deserve her or any woman. She felt sorry for Maya but there was nothing she could do. 
 
    “I always knew Trent was a bastard but not a thief.” Amanda commented. Tatiana and Maya both looked at her with rage.   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Tatiana looked beautiful. Clyde stared at her with lust. He remembered their last moments at the restaurant and wanted more of her. The bright light coming through the window made her cover her eyes while she fumbled through her bag for sunglasses. The airport seemed empty as they walked ahead.  
 
    They waited for twenty minutes, then boarded the plane. She wanted to control herself next to him but it was hard. She leaned her head back and closed her eyes. She looked beautiful as he watched her sleep. 
 
    The flight took them five and a half hours. She leaned her head on the taxi window as she awaited their destination. She didn’t know and didn’t want to ask. She opened her eyes as they reached Coast Alegre. 
 
    They walked into the five star resort. She followed him to the receptionist desk. She smiled to let him know that she was okay with his arrangements. 
 
    “Hola, como puedo ayudarle?” the receptionist asked before he could introduce himself. 
 
    “Hablas Ingles?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes, I speak English.” answered the receptionist.  
 
    “I’m Clyde Fox, and I have a reservation.” 
 
    “One moment please.” She typed his name on the computer and removed two key cards.  
 
    “Here’s your card sir.” The receptionist also handed her a key. He held her by the waist as they climbed the stairs to the room.  
 
    The hotel room looked big inside even though the space was well-utilized. The air reeked of incense and there was some kind of soft rock music playing. Large crystals all shiny and jagged stood on antique tables at the corner next to the bed. He was unpacking when he heard the knock on the door. Tatiana peeped inside then let him get comfortable. 
 
    “Everything is accessible from the bathroom to the toilet; if you need anything else let me know.” She said as she walked to the medicine cabinet. 
 
    “I don’t need anything, I only need you.” He said. “Don’t worry about me, I will shower then have you all night.” He continued. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Clyde had other things to worry about upon his arrival, like his raging boner. He walked in the shower and closed his eyes while the hot water poured on his head. He relieved his throbbing member in the shower while imagining what he would do to her body. He imagined her naked body and her lips on him. He was standing in front of the mirror in the shower.  
 
    He stood there relaxed, his limbs elegant, loose and almost classical. His form was muscular and compact, not an inch of spare flesh on him. There was a delightful tangle of hair on his chest. His dick was soft and aroused; it swung against his thighs as he touched his chest while imagining her breasts on him. 
 
    With a little sigh, he rubbed a soapy wash cloth all over his arms and shoulders and torso, then rinsed the cloth out and wiped away all the traces of lather. He soaped the cloth again and applied it on his genitals. Under the ministration and massaging of the soapy cloth, his dick lengthened and thickened and rose up. He tossed the wash cloth into the water and took himself properly in his hand. He manipulated his cock, pushing and pulling in long strokes. He worked the fine, rapidly blushing skin over the hard blood filled core that kept on swelling. 
 
    “Aren’t you joining me?” he yelled from the bathroom. 
 
    “In a sec, I was still unpacking.” She responded. She removed her clothes and headed to the bathroom. He glanced up and met her gaze briefly, then kissed her on the lips.  
 
    “I love you.” He said. 
 
    “I love you too.” She responded with a smile. “I want to let you know that, you have nothing to worry about. My ex is out of my life forever.” 
 
    “That’s a relief for me. I want you by my side always. I promise never to stop loving you no matter what.” 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Laws of Passion 
 
      
 
    “I still can't believe that you actually opted to move to the country, Nick,” Gary said to his longtime friend over the phone. 
 
    “Well, the thing is that I figured that since my grandpa left me a ranch out south, I might as well go there and see how it goes. I'm going down there next week probably. From what I gather, it is a pretty sizeable piece out there, and I just might put it to better use so that we can make some profit out of it,” Nick said to Gary, excitement actually bubbling through him at the thought of moving south to Austin. 
 
    “So, what does the ranch deal in?” Gary asked as a matter of fact. 
 
    “Well, Gary, what do you think that ranches deal in apart from cattle and horses. I wanna go down there and make it the best cattle ranch ever, and maybe once I'm there, I could invite you over to see how things are going,” Nick said. 
 
    “I think that would be swell. I guess that means that you are now going to be a cowboy of sorts, huh, I can't wait to see how well you can ride a horse,” Gary laughed, running his fingers through his long hair before taking his beer bottle and drinking from it. 
 
    “You might not believe this, but I've been riding horses ever since I was a kid. I was even a jokey for a time when I was in the army,” Nick said, signing out of his computer and shutting it down. 
 
    “I happen to be one of your closest friends, and yet I feel as if I know so little about you,” Gary contemplated. 
 
    “Well, the thing is that there are things that we have never gotten around to talking about, and one of them happens to be horses. Anyway, I have got to go, I need to put my accounts in order so that I can start preparing for the purchase of new cattle and a slaughterhouse for the ranch. By the time that I'm done with that place, I am going to be a Texas legend,” Nick said, pulling the brim of his Stetson a little lower over his face as he grabbed his laptop bag and walked out of his office. 
 
    Nick had been taken by surprise a week earlier when he had received a call from a law firm telling him that he had just inherited a huge chunk of ranchland in Austin after the death of his grandfather. It had come quite as a surprise because he had not known that he had any living relatives at all. Upon hiring a private investigator, he had discovered that Francis Ford was indeed his biological grandfather and that he was the only bloodline left, apart from some cousins of his who had moved north to New York and could not be traced. 
 
    He was pretty excited to find that he had some relatives and even a grandfather that had taken the time to hire an investigator to find out if he was still alive. Nick's mother had died when he was barely six and then his father died while he was still in high school. When his father died, life had been hard for the young teenager, but he had worked hard in his studies while living with a well-wisher. As soon as he had graduated from high school, Nick had enlisted to the army because he did not want to feel like a burden to the well-wishers that he was living with, and it was from there that he had begun his life. 
 
    Due to his brilliance, Nick had quickly shot up the ranks within a span of a couple of years, before retiring to start his own business. He now dealt in supplying of construction material to many growing cities, and had quickly became a millionaire. Still, with all the money that he had, Nick had never really found true happiness. Maybe it was due to the fact that he felt so alone in the world due to no family. He had been in and out of relationships but could never quite find the reason to settle down with one woman. Most of the women that he met were just the usual gold diggers after him because they knew that with his sort of money, he could offer them a bright future where they did not have to work a day in their lives. 
 
    He had completely given up any hope in life until the law firm had contacted him last week, and that had seemed to bring some sort of life back into his life. When he had sent out a private investigator to find out whether Francis Ford was indeed his grandfather and reports had come that he even had some other relatives up north, it had given him renewed strength for life. He would look for them while in the meantime also looking for love. He was not getting any younger, at twenty-eight, and he was under constant pressure to get hitched, since most of his friends had already done so. 
 
    “Anita, could you please write out a check for half a million dollars to my newly acquired ranch. And please book me a flight down to Austin, I think that there is a lot of work that needs to be done down there, and I want to be there to do it personally,” he said to his young personal assistant, who sat at her desk dressed in a sexy outfit that showed off her cleavage in the most arousing way. 
 
    “Yes Sir, why don’t you let me come down with you, I have a good history with ranches, having been brought up on one, and my help could come in handy,” she said in her western accent, standing up to hand him some papers. 
 
    As usual, Anita was dressed to kill, the short dress that she was wearing hugging her body in a sexy way, and coming down to her mid-thighs. She had white milky thighs that could drive any man crazy, and many a time Nick had thought of making a hit on her just so that he could get in between them. He always stopped himself right on time since he knew the sort of scandals that such flings could cause. He was the one that made sure that his staff all dressed to kill. To him it was one way of bringing business to his business, and it always worked. He personally handpicked every staff member that worked in his office, be it female or male, always making sure to employ those that not only had brains, but were also attractive in a sexually appealing way. 
 
    “Maybe the next time, Anita. This time I am just going to go and take a look at the ranch to see what it might need and what needs to be discarded,” he smiled at her, knowing that the main reason that he was not taking her along with him was because he might end up doing to her things that are far from any ranching or work. 
 
    “How long will you be gone, Mr. DuPont?” she asked politely, looking a little disappointed. 
 
    “I'm not sure, but when I'm ready to come back, I'll let you know so that you can book my return flight,” he said to her, perusing through the papers that she had handed him. “While I'm gone, I would like you to take charge here and keep me up to speed with everything that is happening, okay?” 
 
    She nodded at him as she settled down on her seat again, still regarding him the way that she always did, almost as if she was undressing him and even fondling his dick with her eyes.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “If all y’all ain’t gonna pay for your drinks, I'm gonna have to be forced to pull out my rifle,” Solange Smith said to the two rowdy cowboys seated on the bar stools of her saloon. 
 
    “Is this bitch trying to threaten us,” the one with brown rotting teeth said as he broke into a loud drunken laughter. 
 
    “If all y’all ain’t gonna pay for your drink,” the other one imitated her, making her start becoming even angrier. 
 
    It was a good thing that she was used to dealing with these sorts of customers every day and she knew just how to handle them. She ran the saloon in a small dusty cowboy town of Elm Tree, located several miles away from Austin city. At times she wondered what a young woman like her was doing in these parts and yet she had so much more potential out there. She had come to Elm Tree out of necessity after being framed for a murder that she did not commit, back in the city. It was a long story that she did not like thinking about but preferred to concentrate on her business. At least it made her enough money to live a comfortable life here, despite the fact that it had its challenges. Many a time, there were outlaws that came from the desert and they ended up raiding all the shops and businesses, including her saloon, forcing everyone to start from scratch all over again. 
 
    After the first robbery had taken place soon after she had moved into Elm Tree, Solange had grown a lot wiser. She had gone ahead and made an underground safe in her office at the back of the saloon and she kept her deposits there after every few transactions. That way even when they struck again, they would never take all of her loot. It had worked well for her so far because they usually made off with very little money that was not such a problem recovering. 
 
    Solange planned to leave Elm Tree as soon as her name was cleared. This was definitely not a town for a city girl like her that was used to the good life out there. For starters, there seemed to be no young people around her own age, most of the men here being men in their forties onwards, and almost all married. Solange knew for a fact that at twenty-five she was not growing any younger, and that she would soon have to find herself a partner very soon. She had not even gotten any decent sex since moving into the town and as each day went by, she felt the craving within her loins becoming more and more. She was constantly feeling horny and yet there was no way that she could make out with these old dirty cowboys. She could not allow herself to stoop so low, and besides, she would not want to cause a scandal with their wives. 
 
    Upstairs, she had a brothel where most travelers and locals would come to relieve their lust. That was probably her biggest income maker and she would source women from all parts of the state and put there on a commission basis. It was a good thing that the law out here was not as strict as in the cities, because she had never been caught for running a sex selling business. Even the sheriff was one of her major clients, which meant that she was pretty safe for the meantime. 
 
    “All right gentlemen, I'm going to ask you one more time, are you going to give me my money or not?” she said, reaching under the counter for her rifle. 
 
    “Why don’t we go up to one of your rooms so that we can pay you with a good fuck, I'm sure that would be better than money,” one of the cowboys laughed, spitting onto the ground. 
 
    That was enough for Solange. She had already taken enough insults from the men and now one of them even had the audacity of spitting on her floor. She pulled the gun out from under the counter, cocking it and pointing it at the men. 
 
    “I ain’t gonna ask you again, put my money on the counter and leave, I think that you’ve had enough to drink for tonight,” she said in a stern voice, the cowboys sobering up when they saw the double barrels pointing at them. 
 
    “It’s all good, we were just kidding with you,” one of them said, pulling out a thick wad of notes and placing it on the counter. “Keep the change, we’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
    They slid off their bar stools and made their way out of the saloon staggering. Solange at times wondered how the cowboys got onto their horses when they were that drunk, but had never really gotten around to going out to watch them mounting. She followed them to the door and locked it, before going to the counter and emptying the cash box. She counted all the money carefully and then took it to the office and put it away in the concealed safe. Closing the store, Solange made her way upstairs to the brothel. 
 
    For a woman in the male dominated cowboy west, Solange was doing pretty well for herself. Most of the women here were housewives that would never dare to venture into business and yet Solange Smith was doing better than most of the businesses that were ran by men. Despite her thriving businesses, Solange still knew that when the time came for her to leave, she would leave, unless a really good reason arose for her to stay in Elm Tree. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Giddy up,” Nick said to the horse, kicking it in the sides as it galloped off towards the prairie. 
 
    He had arrived at the ranch the evening before and he was pretty excited at being here. The land was much bigger then he thought, and it was bordered by a river to the south, and another ranch to the north. In the morning he had toured the northern part of the ranch and now he was off to explore the southern part that was bordered by a river. The cattle were in the southern prairies and he intended to watch the cowhands doing a head count. 
 
    It felt good to be out west, because here people did not realize who he was. They did not know that he was one of the richest men in the mid-west and they therefore treated him as just another boy that had inherited family land. 
 
    “Well, boss, and that there is where them cattle is,” the foreman of the ranch said to him after almost an hour on horseback. 
 
    “Wow, I didn’t know that one could have so much cattle,” Nick said as they broke into an open field where there was an endless sight of cattle disappearing into the horizon. 
 
    “That is why I was telling you that it is going to be very hard for the ranch hands to take a tally of all the animals today,” the foreman said as Nick looked around at all the cattle and horses in disbelief, thinking of the best way forward. 
 
    “Okay, I think I know what we are going to do, we are going to do an aerial count of all the adult females and then from there, we can try and get a round figure of all the animals. From now on, we will be tagging all the newborn calves so that it is easier for us to keep count,” Nick said, getting off his horse as he continued to scan around deep in thought. 
 
    “Pardon me, Sir, but what is an aerial count?” the foreman looked confused. 
 
    “We will count the animals from an airplane,” Nick laughed. 
 
    “It’s gonna be pretty hard to come by an airplane in these sides, Sir, I don’t know of any folks that have any of those, because as it is, the ranchers are already struggling with the drought, and the prices of beef dropped greatly,” the foreman said. 
 
    “Don’t you worry about that, Jake, I'm going to figure out a way around that. Now, we had better get back to the ranch house, I'm feeling pretty exhausted. I hope that there is somewhere I can catch a cold beer in town.” 
 
    “There is actually a canteen out in town, although I'm not really sure if you are going to like it, you don’t look like the type to go to such places,” the foreman said. 
 
    “If there is something that I have learned in life, Jake, it is never judge a book by the cover,” Nick said, mounting his horse as they began riding back to the ranch house. 
 
    The sun was just coming down by the time that they were arriving back at the ranch house. 
 
    “Welcome back home, Sir, it looks like you took after your grandfather, the old man would go out all day without anything to eat, only darkness bringing him back here,” Jake’s wife said to him fondly as he stepped into the house. 
 
    Maggie was the one that handled the affairs of the house, cooking and all. She and Jake had worked for his grandfather for years and they were full of very fond memories, taking their time to tell Nick all about it. According to them, Francis had been one of the kindest men that were left in the countryside, and his death had affected them greatly. They had been like his family while he lived alone and when Nick had arrived, they had thought that he would relieve them of their duties and probably sell the ranch, something that he had no plans of doing. 
 
    “Well, I guess it is in the blood,” Nick smiled at her. 
 
    He already liked the both of them, even though he barely knew them. They made him feel like he had a family to come back home to. Inside the wooden house, a sweet mouthwatering aroma came from the kitchen, stimulating his appetite. 
 
    “Mmm, something smells good in here,” he said, taking off his Stetson and placing it onto a hat rack. 
 
    “I prepared some grilled chicken and potatoes along with a fruit salad.  I hope that you'll like it. Unfortunately, we don’t have any liquor in the house, but you can ride into town, Madam Solange owns a saloon there,” she said cheerfully to him. 
 
    “Thank you, Maggie, I guess I'll ride into town later on, it might give me the opportunity to meet up with some of the townsfolk here,” he said to her, patting her on the back. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    It was a Friday and as usual on such a day, the saloon was packed with cowboys. Most of the customers were her regulars as well as farm hands that had received their weekly wages. Solange sat in the inner side of the counter, watching her customers closely. It was the usual boring crowd, but then what could she do about it apart from make do with what she got. 
 
    “Another beer, Andy,” she said to the sheriff. 
 
    “Yes, Madam Solange, another beer will do, and then maybe you could get me one of your best girls upstairs,” he winked at her knowingly. 
 
    “That shouldn’t be a problem at all, as a matter of fact, there are some new hot girls that came in yesterday, and I'm sure that you would like to try out some fresh meat,” she smiled at him, carrying a keg of beer to his table. 
 
    She was walking back to the counter when she heard the door of the saloon opening, and when she turned to look, there stood a man that she had never seen before. He was slightly older than her and was dressed very decently, even wearing a gold watch, despite the fact that he was wearing cowboy gear. He stood in the doorway looking around the room before his eyes finally settled on her, his deep blue eyes searching hers. Solange found herself blushing deeply as something stirred in between her thighs. 
 
    This had to be the most handsome man that she had ever laid her eyes on, and Solange found herself staring at him, unable to look away. Everyone in the saloon turned to look at the newcomer, and he nodded at them, tipping his Stetson as he walked towards the counter. Solange felt as if her thighs were going to give in, her strength draining away for some unknown reason. No man had ever made her feel this way, and it was only because everyone in the saloon was suddenly concentrating on the stranger as he came to a stop at the counter, that she got back her composure. 
 
    “Evening, Sir, what can I serve you?” she said to him in a strange voice, her throat running dry. 
 
    “Hi, I would like a cold beer, if you please,” he said to her as he settled onto one of the bar stools at the counter. 
 
    “One moment,” she said, fetching an empty keg and filling it with cold broth. “You must be new around here, I've never seen you around.” 
 
    His blue eyes studied her for a moment, running over her body from her head downwards. She felt goose bumps forming on her forearms as a pleasant ripple went through her already horny love slit, all the way to her throbbing clit. 
 
    “I'm not very sure if I would call myself new here, because I have a ranch here, the Ford Fold,” he said to her as he took the keg from her and sat with his back against the wall, looking around. 
 
    “Wait a minute, you are related to the old man that passed away recently?” she asked, feeling a little surprised since it had always been rumored that the old man had no family, and holding the largest and most prime land in the area, it would go back into the hands of the government.  
 
    The man nodded at her as she looked at him with interest. “Nobody has ever heard of any of his relatives, but looking at it differently, you do look similar.” 
 
    He smiled at her the sexiest smile that she had seen in a long time, dimples forming in his cheeks. He was the first young guy that she had seen in Elm Tree in the two years that she had been here, and he felt like a breeze of fresh air. 
 
    “So, does this mean that you're actually moving here, or considering to move to Elm Tree?” she couldn’t hide her curiosity. 
 
    “Something like that, it all depends on how everything goes,” he said to her, his eyes hovering over her breasts for a moment before he looked away. 
 
    “Well, I'm Solange Smith, but the folk here call me Madam Solange,” she said, not mentioning that the title Madam had come around because of the brothel that she ran. 
 
    “Nick, Nick DuPont, it is a pleasure to meet you, Solange,” he said to her, extending his hand to hers for a handshake. 
 
    As their hands connected, Solange felt a powerful wave of electricity passing through them and going all the way down to her throbbing clit. As he greeted her, he looked into her green eyes and she was not sure if that was passion that she saw written in his eyes. 
 
    “Can I buy you a beer or something to drink?” he said to her. “Oh, and before I forget, give everyone in here a round on me.” 
 
    She arched her eyebrows to look at him, blushing when she realized that his eyes were right down her cleavage, checking out her boobs. She covered her cleavage with her hands, making him look away. She was used to men staring at her this way, but for some reason, she felt very self-conscious when she was around Nick. 
 
    “Did you say for everyone, a round on you?” she asked, not sure if she’d heard right, since something like this had never happened before, and today the saloon was packed to the brim. 
 
    “Yes, I would like to buy everyone in this saloon a round of drinks, and that includes you, sexy lady,” he said, making her blush even more as her cheeks colored deeply. 
 
    She went about passing around the drinks, and just like that, her dream man became the legend of Elm Tree. Solange did not mean to flirt with him, but that is what she found herself doing for the rest of the evening, and especially as more and more drinks were poured. She almost couldn’t believe how horny she was feeling, her cunt hot and wet all evening. She wanted this man in ways that she had never wanted anyone before, although maybe she felt this way because it had been quite a while since she’d had a good shag, and from such a hot dude.  She almost died of longing that evening when he left her saloon, because she had just began to think that she just might have a chance with him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    She had been on his mind all week and Nick just couldn’t seem to shake her image out of his mind. Solange Smith was a woman of a kind. She was not only sexy and young for such a place, but she was also very determined, her business among the best thriving ones in Elm Tree. Nick had wanted to go back to the saloon after that, but so much had been happening at the ranch, he had not gotten the time to go back. From the information that he gathered from the ranch hands, Solange had just appeared from nowhere and set up the saloon, and slightly later, putting up a brothel to supplement the men’s needs. Sex was the oldest trade on the market and so Nick understood Solange's business sense in opening the brothel in Elm Tree. 
 
    He looked at his watch knowing that Gary Stiles would be here any minute. He had been a week at the ranch and it felt good that his friend was coming to visit him so soon. Gary was a dedicated biker, and had been one right from the time that they had met in the army, and so Nick knew that Gary would most likely arrive on his Harley. It would probably be brought to Austin by air and then he could ride all the way down here. 
 
    “Everything in order in the fields?” he asked Jake as Jake came galloping into the compound, dismounting and tethering his mare by the barn. 
 
    “Yes, we had a couple of rustlers down by the far end, but we scared them away with explosives,” he said as a matter of fact, as if it was the most normal thing to go blowing up explosives. 
 
    “We are going to have to mend the fences on the borders of the ranch to prevent such things happening again,” Nick said as he turned from Jake to look at the far horizon at the setting sun. “An electric fence would probably do the trick here.” 
 
    “I think that will be a good idea, Sir, because not a week goes by before we come across rustlers. There is even a time we had to chase after some of the cattle that had already been pushed by the fence,” the foreman said as Nick turned around on hearing a humming sound. 
 
    At first there was no sign of anything in sight except the low hum, becoming louder and louder, and a cloud of dust in the distance. He nearly expected to see one of the neighbor’s trucks passing by when he saw a familiar Harley turning into the gate of the ranch house. Gary's huge frame was at the wheel of the Harley as it began rumbling down the gravel road that led to the ranch house, parking next to Nick's hired truck. Nick immediately forgot about Jake and hurried towards the bike. 
 
    “Gary, it is so good to see you here,” he said, hugging his friend as his friend got off the bike. 
 
    “Same here, bro. How is it going down here, and I must say, the heat could kill somebody,” Nate said, wiping his brow. 
 
    “That is one of the reasons that you need to get yourself a Stetson when you are here, it keeps the sunburn away from your face. Come on in, I'm pretty sure that you are going to fall in love with this place just like I did,” Nick said, leading his guest into the house and noting the look on Gary's face when the aroma coming from the kitchen hit his nose. 
 
    “Okay, wait a minute, I know that you have only been here for a week, but don’t tell me that you already got yourself a wife,” he said, raising his eyebrows to look at Nate, who broke into an enchanted laughter. 
 
    “Hell no, where in the world can you get genuine wife that quickly, not even in Austin, my friend,” Nick laughed, slapping his friend on the back. “But back in town there is a pretty hot lady. She runs the saloon in town, and I think that she is into me.” 
 
    “Well, it looks like we have our evening planned already, because we are going to the saloon tonight,” Gary winked at his friend as Maggie arrived to welcome Gary into the home. Gary seemed surprised at all the hospitality that he was getting here and he turned to Nick as soon as Maggie had gone back into the kitchen. “Looks like down here folks are very hospitable. I might start considering getting me a wife from these parts, and besides, I love the accent.” 
 
    “Well, the field is open, but mind you, the only young lady that I have seen around here is Solange, the one from the saloon. It is as if the rest of them moved to the bigger towns and cities,” Nick said to Gary as they slumped into the couch. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Solange was outside the saloon sweeping when she heard the low hum of an automobile. When she turned, she was completely surprised to see a motorcycle slowly rumbling down the road. It was one of those very expensive motorcycles and there was a man on it. He was not from around here, maybe about the same age as Nick DuPont, only that his body was a little stockier, and his hair was pulled behind his head in a ponytail.  
 
    From the look of things, it looked like Elm Tree was beginning to get some sort of life over the past one week, and if things continued like this, she might never have to leave. Not bothering with the motorcycle again, she proceeded with the sweeping of her saloon terrace. She was a little surprised when the bike pulled up to the saloon, the guy getting off. She stood upright to look at the guy that got off the bike. 
 
    He had handsome features, although not as refined as Nick, but she couldn’t deny that he also had the looks that could drive any woman crazy. She watched him removing his gloves as he walked over to where she was, stuffing them into the back pocket of his pants. She was still there staring at him when she heard the galloping of hooves coming their way, and when she tuned to see who it was, her heart skipped a beat. On a white stallion was Nick looking sexier than she could remember. She had only met him once but she was sure that she would never forget his face. A smile broke out on her face as he rode to the terrace of the saloon and tethered his horse onto one of the bars there. 
 
    “That is pretty impressive for a horse,” the biker said to Nick, who smiled at the guy. 
 
    “I told you that I've been riding horses since I was a child, but it never seems to stay in your skull,” Nick said, removing his Stetson and ruffling his sandy hair before putting it back on. 
 
    His attention shifted from the biker to Solange, and Solange found her throat going dry. He walked towards her and she was sure that she could hear every piece of sand grain crunching under his boots. 
 
    “Solange, how nice it is to see you,” he said, walking over to her and hugging her as she felt as if her heart had just melted. 
 
    “You went and got lost, why didn’t you come back to see me?” she asked curiously. 
 
    “Let’s just say that there was a lot of things that I had to take care of at the ranch,” he said to her as Gary walked up to them. 
 
    “So, is this the lady that you were talking about, remember, the hot sexy one? When are you going to introduce me?” the other guy said, and Solange noted the way that Nick flushed with embarrassment at the way that his friend was so direct. 
 
    “At times I think that you should really go back to school so that you can learn how to tame that tongue of yours,” Nick said to his friend as he turned to look at Solange. “I'm really sorry about that, my friend Gary here happens to have no brakes when it comes to talking.” 
 
    “Well, at least it feels good to think that at least someone thinks that I'm hot and sexy,” she smiled at him. “Hello, Gary, my name is Solange.” 
 
    “It is always a pleasure to meet a beautiful woman like you, Solange,” Gary said, taking her hand and pecking it lightly on the palm. 
 
    Solange could not remember the last time that she had gotten this sort of attention from two equally handsome men, she was virtually in heaven. As soon as they were done with the greeting formalities, they made their way into the saloon, and Solange served them with beer. 
 
    ***** 
 
    The evening was progressing nicely, and Solange was totally enjoying the company of Gary and Nick. In the beginning she had been reluctant to drink since she did not want to get too drunk on the job, but as the customers started to thin out as the evening progressed, she had decided to begin by taking a couple of shots of whiskey. She was on her fourth or fifth shot when the doors of the saloon were suddenly kicked open and into the building stormed three outlaws. They were wielding revolvers and wore bandanas as well as the Zorro type of masks. 
 
    “Oh fuck, it looks like we are being robbed today,” she said to Gary and Nick under her breath as the three men walked in, one of them smoking a cigar. 
 
    “Good evening, everyone, we are not here to hurt anyone. We are just here to collect what belongs to us and we will be on our way,” the one with the cigar said, and Solange recognized him from all of the previous robberies. “So y’all had better take out all of your money and cell phones and put them onto the tables.” 
 
    Almost everyone in the room, including Solange seemed to be in a panic except Nick and Gary. They did not even make moves to empty their pockets like the rest of the customers were doing. 
 
    “You, open the cash register for us,” the man said, pointing his gun at Solange as she quickly got up and made her way around the counter. The other two outlaws went about collecting the loot that the customers had put on the table, and it was then that the man with the cigar noticed that Nick and Gary were just seated there drinking their beer as if nothing were the matter. Solange wondered if the men were drunk, or if they thought that the outlaws were actually joking or playing around with toy guns. 
 
    “Hey, you two, do you understand English or not, I said I wanna see all of your money on the table,” the one with the cigar said, pointing his gun at Nick and Gary as he made his way to where they were. 
 
    “Are you talking to us, because we don’t remember talking to you at all?” Nick asked in the most casual voice, Solange thought that he must be out of his mind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Are you trying to act smart with me?” the outlaw said, walking over to Nick. “This should show you that nobody messes with the Falcons.” 
 
    The outlaw made as if to hit Nick with the butt of his gun, and Nick could not remember ever being so furious. He dodged the gun, grabbing the man’s hand by the wrist and pinning it onto the table as the gun went flying to the ground. Out of instinct from their training in the army, Gary picked up the gun and shot at one of the other outlaws, sending him sprawling to the ground, and before the third one knew what was happening, Nick's boot had connected with his hand, sending his gun flying into the air. All of the customers in the saloon watched as if it was some sort of movie as Nick tackled the outlaw to the ground, jumping onto him before connecting a blow to his jaw. There was a snapping sound and Nick knew that he had disconnected his jaw. 
 
    As the man writhed in pain on the ground, Nick dashed for the outlaw with the cigar, who seemed in a very big hurry to get out of the saloon. He tackled him, sending him flying through the air to land on a chair and onto the ground. Nick then walked over to him and placed his foot on the man’s chest. 
 
    “What were you saying about the Falcon?” he said to the trembling man, as he pulled the mask off his face. 
 
    “I was just messing around with you, we didn’t mean you people no harm,” the man said, his voice becoming a squeal as Nick brought his boot over the man’s throat and squeezed it hard. 
 
    “Well, we don’t mess around with outlaws, okay?” Nick said, taking one of the guns that they had disarmed from the thugs and blasting the outlaw’s leg on the knee. The man screamed, his voice echoing along with the blast from the gun throughout the town. “Take that as a warning shot, because the next time that you come around here, I'm going to kill you. Now, get the hell out of here, all of you.” 
 
    The men scattered out of the room with their bleeding injuries, helping each other. Nick followed them to the door and saw that they did not even bother with their horses because there was no way that they could climb and ride them in their states. Nick casually made his way back to the counter and took his seat next to Gary as the rest of the customers slowly began to get up from the ground, looking at Nick and Gary as if they could not believe what they had just witnessed. All of their stolen loot had been left behind. 
 
    “Okay, I'm trying to think that I'm not dreaming, but then at the same time I'm not really sure. Did all of this really just happen, I mean, those outlaws are renown bad boys that come to rob Elm Tree every single month?” Solange looked like she could not believe it at all. 
 
    “Well, I guess that you can say that we don’t like people that help themselves to things that are not theirs without permission,” Gary said to her. “Now, can we have a beer for everyone in here on me!” 
 
    Everyone in the saloon cheered loudly and it was as if that was when the drinking actually began. People outside heard of what had happened and in no time, the saloon was packed to the rafters, Solange dashing around as Nick checked out her lithe sexy body. He had been longing for her from the moment that they had walked into the saloon, and he knew that today he was going to bag her whether she liked it or not. He could barely contain his cock all evening as it kept getting hard whenever she came too close. Something about the way that Gary was acting told him that Gary was also interested in Solange and it excited Nick as he thought of how things just might turn out as the evening progressed. 
 
    “So, are we going to toss heads or tail, or should we both just go for it, because from what I can see, we are both after the same pussy?” Gary asked when Solange excused herself to go to the ladies. 
 
    “I really don’t know, but you should stop making her look like a prize, I really like Solange, you know,” Nick said to his friend. 
 
    “Oh no, don’t tell me that you are falling in love with the woman that we both want to bone,” Gary joked, pretending to frown his face. 
 
    “Well, not really, but we could at least try and treat her with some respect, and not as some sort of object that both you and I are after,” Nick said, looking around the saloon and noting that most of the customers had already left, save for two men that were seated on the far end. 
 
    “Okay, man, I understand you. I think that we’ll just leave it at that and see how it works out,” Gary resigned. 
 
    Nick had never shared a woman with another man while having sex and it got him wondering what it would be like to actually share one with Gary. It would feel odd enough, but he was sure that Solange was going to enjoy it thoroughly. When it came to making love, Nick believed in making sure that the woman enjoyed it totally, so that the next time she would be the one looking for him to give her more. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Finally all the customers are gone apart from my two favorite customers and the most handsome men in Elm Tree,” Solange said as she locked the door and came back to the table where Nick and Gary had moved to. “Now, if you do not mind telling me, because I am a little curious, what exactly are you guys? I have never seen anyone standing up to the Falcons since I moved to this town two years ago, and yet you two acted as if they were nothing.” 
 
    She was feeling high from all the booze that the two men had been buying for her. In the beginning she’d had a mad crush on Nick, but now she was not so sure who she wanted. Both of the men were equally very sexy, and both of them were showing an interest in her that got her aroused in ways that she could not explain.  She sat at the table in between the two men, glad that she had worn one of her sexiest outfits, just like she had done every single day since meeting Nick. 
 
    “You are a very curious lady and you ask too many questions,” Nick said, and without knowing it, she placed a hand on his lap, squeezing it slightly. 
 
    “Mmm, mmm, you are trying to avoid the question that I asked you, Nick,” she slurred, looking at him and noting that he was looking at her hand resting on his lap. 
 
    Her eyes followed his and she was shocked to see something thickening in his pants, a tent forming in his crotch. She looked away quickly, a flush of embarrassment forming on her face as she quickly pulled her hand away. Nick caught her hand before it left, pulling it to his crotch and pressing it over the bulge in his pants. Solange felt as if her whole body had melted as she touched the rock hard cock in the pants. Her heart was beating wildly as she wrapped her fingers around the pecker through the material of the pants, and began jerking it up and down. She was so engrossed with the dick that she was stroking, Solange almost jumped when she felt Gary's hand on her thighs, pushing under her skirt. 
 
    Solange parted her thighs a little wider to give Gary better access to her goodies, as his hand began making its way up her inner thighs. She was feeling so aroused, Solange was practically trembling. She could feel her heat spreading through her love slit, her moistness seeping into her thong and the thought of Gary touching her wet underwear only seemed to get her even more excited. 
 
    “What was it that you were trying to ask me?” she said to Nick, trying to ignore the intense anticipation that she felt as she felt Gary's finger rubbing over her crotch, tracing over her pussy lips. 
 
    “You really wanna know what I was asking, have you already forgotten-” 
 
    As she turned to look up at neck, she felt his lips crashing against hers, his tongue pressing through her lips and into her mouth. She felt his tongue rubbing against hers in an erotically arousing way, just as she felt Gary pulling her thong aside as his finger pressed into her pussy lips. Solange felt as if she had died and gone to heaven. The pleasure that she felt was way too intense, she was sure that she was going to come a million and one times tonight with these two studs. If this was what she was getting after more than two years without sex, then the wait was worthwhile. Her other hand somehow made it to Gary's crotch and she found herself massaging two huge cocks at the same time. Both of the men groaned with desire as she pleasured them. 
 
    “Guys, how about we go upstairs to one of the rooms, I think that there is a lot more privacy there because here everyone can see right through the windows,” she said, forcing her lips away from Nick's. “What do you guys say. We can have a lot of fun up there.” 
 
    She squeezed both of the dicks as she said so, prompting both of the men to squint their eyes. 
 
    “I think I have a better idea, let’s go to my ranch. We will bring you back in the morning if you like,” Nick said, rubbing his thumb over her lips as he looked into her eyes. 
 
    “I bet that will be fine with me, I have always wanted to go and visit the ranch but have never quite brought myself to doing it,” she said, getting up and noting the way that Nick and Gary looked at her with lust filled eyes, watching her butt as she walked to the counter. “If you'll just give me a minute, I would like to sort my girls for the evening and then we can be on our way.” 
 
    She put her money away in her safe and then she went up to sort the brothel for the night, before coming back to the bar. 
 
    “Okay, here I am, I'm ready to go,” she announced as she walked back into the bar with an overcoat draped around her body. How am I going to get to the ranch seeing that outside you have both a horse and a motorcycle?” 
 
    “Easy, why don’t you choose the one that you would like to carry you,” Gary said as they walked out of the saloon, the men waiting for Solange as she locked up the doors of the building. 
 
    “Hmm, let me see,” she said thoughtfully as she looked from the motorcycle to the white stallion that was standing gently, nudging Nick's hand. “I think that I'm in love with this horse of yours, he looks so gentle, you would almost think that he wasn’t a stallion.” 
 
    “Perfect, I guess we have that sorted out then,” Nick said quickly as if she would change her mind when in all reality, she had chosen the horse because she wanted to be with him. 
 
    He untied the horse and climbed onto the saddle before he reached his hand for her so that he could haul her onto the horse. Solange sat in front of Nick on the horse and as they began trotting off, he put one hand around her belly. Solange leaned back into Nick, feeling safe in his embrace. They had gone a short while when Gary passed them on his bike, leaving them behind. 
 
    “Don’t you worry about him, I know of a short cut that will get us to the ranch before he arrives. I just hope that he doesn’t get lost since this is new territory to him,” Nick said as she felt his hand pushing into her overcoat and beginning to snake in between her thighs, moving under her skirt and closer to her honey pot. 
 
    “Oh yes, rub it right there,” she moaned as she felt him pushing her thong aside, his finger beginning to rub over her clit in circular motions. 
 
    She was trembling with so much pleasure that she was not even sure in which direction they were going. The only thing that she was craving to feel inside her was a hard cock that would give her the pleasure that she had yearned for all this time. Solange had the feeling that her relationship with Nick was going to be more than just the sex that they all wanted tonight. She’d had this gut feeling about it right from the time that she had first met him a week ago, and right now as she sat with him on the horse, the feeling grew even stronger. Behind her, she could feel the hardness of his dick pressed into her back, and it only made her mind go even crazier with lust. She could not remember another incident when she had felt this way, not even in her life before she had moved to Elm Tree. She could feel her clit throbbing in between her pussy lips even through the bouncing movements of the stallion. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    His dick was pounding by the time that he helped Solange off the horse and carried her into the house. Almost as soon as he set her onto the floor in the living room, he heard the purr of Gary's motorcycle as if drove into the compound. Ignoring the motorbike, he pulled Solange into his arms and looked down into her eyes. 
 
    “Do you know that you got me mesmerized right from the very first time that I set my eyes on you?” he said to her, kissing her forehead softly as she looked up into his eyes. 
 
    He could see the fire in her eyes as she looked at the way that he was licking his lips, her eyes following the movements of his tongue. She put her hands around his neck as she nodded. 
 
    “And I felt the same way too, Nick. I think that you are the first man that actually caught my eye in a very long time,” she said softly as Nick lowered his lips down to hers. 
 
    Their lips touched lightly at first, before she pulled his head down onto hers, their lips fusing tightly together. Solange felt as if she was surrendering her soul to this man and she wanted him to do whatever he wanted with her body. If he wanted to share her with his friend for tonight, that was fine with her, because she felt like that was the only way that she could get rid of all the lust that she felt inside. She felt his hand moving down her backside, coming to a rest on her buttocks. Nick squeezed her lower butt cheeks with just the right amount of pressure to send a zing all the way down to her throbbing clit. 
 
    They were still necking when Nick heard to door opening and he knew that it was Gary. He tore his lips away from Solange's and signaled for Gary to lock the door so that they could head upstairs to the master bedroom. 
 
    “I can't believe it that you actually beat me back here and yet you two were on the horse,” he said, walking over to them and spanking Solange's butt as she moaned out softly.  
 
    “I think that is something that you two can talk about tomorrow, isn't that right, Nick, right now we have more important things to take care of,” Solange said as she clung onto his hand. 
 
    “Yes, it’s late and I guess some of us might need to be up early in the morning,” Nick said as Solange pulled him close and whispered into his ear. 
 
    “It is okay if you would like to share me with your friend just for tonight,” she whispered into his ear before turning to look up at him as he smiled wickedly at her. 
 
    “Ah, I can see that someone wants to be nasty tonight, are you sure that you're going to handle it,” he said to her softly, before turning to Gary. “Come on Gary, I guess that we are all spending the evening in my bedroom, right?” 
 
    “Is that a question?” Gary said, following them as they left the living room and made their way up the stairs to the bedroom. 
 
    By the time that they got to the bedroom, Nick had somehow managed to remove Solange's overcoat and her dress, and she was dressed in just her boot heels and her lingerie. 
 
    “Okay, horny guys, why don’t you come here so that I can play with you a little,” Solange dared them as she sat on the edge of the huge bed. 
 
    Both of the men went and stood before her, and with both hands, she went about unbuckling their belts and pulling their pants open. She let the pants fall to the ground before pulling their boxers down over their peckers. Both of the cocks were thick and long and Nick noted the way that Solange's eyes widened as she checked them out. She wrapped her fingers around both of the dicks and began jerking them up and down, moving her head closer to Nick's and flicking her tongue over the tip to lick off the precum that had pooled at the tip. She then did the same to Gary's dick, this time not only licking the precum off, but sucking on the whole head of the manhood. Nick watched, feeling as if his dick was going to explode with all of the desire and lust that was burning within him. 
 
    She then removed the dick from her mouth and sucked his into her mouth, swishing it around in her mouth as she played her tongue over his sensitive skin. The pleasure that he felt was so intense, Nick found his hands going down to Solange's head and pressing it harder against his thickness as he forced more of the male meat into her mouth. He could see the way that her jaws were straining, but the pleasure that he was feeling was way too much, and so he just pushed the dick deeper into her mouth. He remembered the way that he had made her come on the horse on their way to the ranch house, and he realized that he had never come across a woman that came so intensely. She finally pulled his dick out of her mouth and stood up, her eyes looking deep into his. In those eyes, Nick was sure that he could see more than just lust, he could see emotions in there. That was probably the reason why she was letting him be the one to make all the decisions, there was a good possibility that this strange exotic woman was in love with him. 
 
    The thought both scared and excited him, the latter since he had been single all these years and the former because he was also feeling a flame within him for her. 
 
    “I'm ready to make love to you guys, how do you want to do it, folks?” she asked the both of them, but her eyes never left Nick's, her hands going around his neck. 
 
    She pulled his head down to hers, their lips connecting instantly as he got a taste of their dicks in her mouth. Solange kissed him deeply and passionately, and as she was doing so, she hoisted herself up onto him, wrapping her legs around his waist. She had remo0ved her lingerie and as he held her by the hips, he could feel his dick right at the entrance of her heated sex. Nick held his breath as he felt her lowering herself onto him, her pussy enveloping his dick as if it belonged there. She lowered herself all the way onto him, clinging onto his shoulders with her hands as she moaned softly. She then pulled her lips away from his and looked back at Gary. 
 
    “Gary, are you going to do it from behind?” she asked softly, her body trembling a little and telling Nick just how nervous she was. 
 
    ***** 
 
    Just the feel of the dick that was inside her had her blood on fire, and Solange did not even want to imagine that there was yet another dick coming for her butt hole. She was trembling as she felt Gary touching her bare buttocks and parting them wide. She felt his finger going down her butt crack, coming to a stop on her butt hole. He then began pressing the finger into the butt hole slowly. Solange had never felt so nervous in her life before, and yet she was determined to pull through with this. Once the finger was fully inserted in her butt hole, Gary pulled it out, and the next thing that she felt was the tip of his dick poking at her entrance. She held her breath as she felt the dick pushing into her butt hole, Gary stopping after every few inches to let her butt hole get used to the new intrusion. 
 
    Oh my God!” Solange moaned as soon as both of the dicks were fully lodged in her love holes. Both of the men began driving their manhood’s in and out of her holes. As one of the cocks drove in, the other one pulled out. That was the sequence with which they fucked her, and the most enjoyable feeling of all was the two cocks rubbing against each other through the thin membrane that divided the two holes. Nick held her firmly by the hips as he drove his dick in and out of her love slit, and she could feel the thickness pulling and pushing her clit in and out of her pussy with it. She was in heaven, and Solange knew that she was going to get the mother of all orgasms. She had climaxed once already when she was with Nick on the horse, but that was nothing as compared to the storm that was coming to take her. 
 
    “Oh fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming!” she screamed as she felt a knot forming in her belly. 
 
    Lights flashed in her mind as her climax came shuddering hard. Her pussy quaked over the huge dick within it, heightening the intensity of the pleasure that she was feeling. She dug her nails into Nick's shoulders as she climaxed, and to add to the pleasure that she was feeling, she felt both of the dicks stiffening in her holes. The first one to erupt was Gary's dick cumming in her butt hole, followed by Nick's cum shooting into her pussy and blending with her own love juices. Solange had never imagined that she could be this filled up with cock and semen before, and yet there was the whole night ahead of them. When they were all done cumming, Gary pulled his dick out of her cunt, while Nick placed her on her back on the bed with his dick still inside her. 
 
    ***** 
 
    It had been an intense night of lovemaking that Solange was sure she would never be able to forget. As she opened her eyes, she realized that she was alone on the bed with Nick, sleeping with her head resting on his chest. Nick was wide awake watching news updates on the television keenly. 
 
    “Where is Gary?” she asked him groggily. 
 
    “He left already. He said that he had some business to take care of back home, but that is a good thing because now it is just you and me, and I would like to get to know more about you,” Nick said, his voice vibrating in his chest. 
 
    Solange still felt that natural attachment to Nick and something told her that he was the reason that she had stayed on at Elm Tree for this long. 
 
    “I was thinking, maybe once we got to know each other better, maybe you and I could get married,” he continued as one of her hands accidentally brushed over his crotch, feeling his dick starting to puff. “What do you think about that?” 
 
    “I'm sure that time is the best answer for that,” she said, although she knew that if he asked her to marry him right there and then, she would not be able to say no.  
 
    As they laid in the bed holding each other, Nick turned on the television to catch the morning news.  There was a breaking news story that immediately caught her attention.  Solange sat up and began watching and listening to the newscaster. 
 
    “Vincent Cole has just surrendered and confessed that he is the one that murdered the victims on the bus and not Solange Smith as law officials had earlier implied. The investigation into Solange Smith’s role in the murder attack has been ruled out and she is no longer a suspect of interest and has been cleared of any wrongdoing,” the commentator was saying, showing the bus that Solange and the dead victims had been travelling in before a rogue killer came and blasted everyone dead before placing the gun in Solange's hand. 
 
    The police had arrived to find Solange still unconscious with the gun in her hand and had insisted that it was she who had murdered the victims. There are some people that had managed to escape from the bus and they are the ones that had turned up later to prove that she was innocent. Solange knew that she was now free to go back to the life that she had been used to, but there was no way that she was leaving with Nick still in this town. She would hang around until he popped her the big question, ‘Will you marry me?’. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Aileen 
 
      
 
    Aileen Miroki hitched a ride from the Detroit Metro Airport on the back of a jet black motorcycle called Rabble Rouser, her auburn hair ruffled into the driver’s spare helmet. She had been down these long, tree-lined highways before, but in the winter air everything seemed different. Aileen hadn’t seen snow in six years, so she reveled in the sight while clutching her arms around the driver’s waist. She had five years of education from one of the world’s top astrophysics programs, and still she could barely comprehend the simple beauty of snow.  
 
    The driver dropped her off at the edge of Ohio and was hesitant when she insisted that he leave her in the middle of nowhere. She was sure that he would come on to her, or offer to take her back to his place, but he was actually a gentleman under his red chrome helmet, and gave her a twenty despite her refusal. Aileen needed to be alone after the five-hour flight from Los Angeles, and only the vast countryside could give her relief before she finally returned home. 
 
    Everything around her was white, and even under the layers of winter clothes she could still feel the cold air biting at her. It was a drastic change from the constant heat she was used to. There was still about 75 miles to the town of Luckey, and she was hungry to get her hands on her own set of wheels.  
 
    If she remembered correctly, there was a used auto shop a few miles down the road. She walked south down Highway 15 For an hour, embracing the numbness as the cold set over her, first her legs and then her face. Hiking had always been a passion of hers, even though she normally hiked in the Santa Monica Mountains. Though there were no rattlesnakes out here, the icy road proved to be just as risky as any trail. 
 
    Finally, she saw the sign for Viking Auto Sales in the distance, the junker dealership she and her father always passed when he dropped her off at the airport. Aileen walked to the small red building within the circle of used vehicles. A bell rang as she opened the door. The musty room seemed empty, except for a short bald man asleep behind the counter, the low sound of his daytime television show rambling on.  
 
    “Hello, sir,” Aileen said, quiet enough as to not wake him.  
 
    His eyelids drifted open, and once he caught sight of her he sat upright. “Sorry to wake you,” she said, peeking through the window to catch another glimpse of the vehicles outside. “I’m looking to walk out with something right now. Do you take cash?” 
 
    The old man cleared his throat and smoothed out his clothes. “Well, yes, ma’am,” he mumbled. Aileen could tell that he found her attractive by his flush cheeks and averted gaze. Scrolling through his computer, the man coughed again and said, “Trouble is there’s no ATM or bank for another ten miles or so up the road.” 
 
    Aileen smiled, removed her thick gloves and reached into her navy blue pea jacket. She withdrew a wad of cash and said, “I’ve got about six thousand, here. Five thousand for something I can drive off the lot, and one thousand for the trouble.”  
 
    Money wasn’t something Aileen was low on, the government had assured that. After graduating at the top of her class, they had given her the Baroness Aviation Fellowship for Most Innovative Aircraft Design. If anyone asked why she didn’t work, she would vaguely reply, I’m taken care of, trying to brush the subject off.  
 
    At the sight of the enormous wad, the man’s eyebrows shot up, not expecting her to pull it all out on the spot. “Are you…” he eyed her up and down, cautiously, “…looking for anything in particular?” 
 
    “Something big,” she said with a grin, “and something manual.” 
 
    He laughed at her excited face, understanding the innuendo. “Well, Miss, you sure do have a face I can trust. I think I have just the thing for you. It ain’t first class, but it’ll get you where you need to go.” 
 
    “I’d love to see it,” Aileen replied, following the old man out the side door. He led her a few rows over to a white ’98 Dodge Dakota. “Extended cab, v-6 stick,” she said, running her hands along the scratched exterior. “I’ll take it.” 
 
    *** 
 
    Aileen felt the vibration of the engine through the steering wheel, and the heat didn’t work, but at least the lighter was intact, allowing her to chain-smoke for miles thanks to the pack of Marlboros the old man had given her.  She kept the window down as she drove east, enjoying the brisk wind against her face. The dirty smell of cigarettes made her think of her father, and that was the thought that kept her foot steadfast on the gas pedal.  
 
    Instead of taking the faster route, Route 6, which would be a straightaway until I-75, Aileen decided to follow the State Route 65 along River Road and across Grand Rapids. When she was a little girl, Aileen would go sledding with her mother and father at Fort Meigs where there was a giant slope that faced the enormous river. Aileen continued to visit their sledding spot at least once every year after her mother passed away.  
 
    There was more than one ghost Aileen prepared to face as she drove through Perrysburg, around the pewter colonnade. Her first priority was to catch up with her father, as she’d promised all throughout school, because she had simply been too busy at CIT. Although her father didn’t study astrophysics, he was a well-known mechanic, and taught her everything she knew about handling vehicles.  
 
    The other ghost that Aileen had in mind was Darren, her ex-fiancé. Darren had proposed to Aileen right out of high school and, although she said yes, Darren had different feelings about her moving to California. He was tall, handsome, clean-cut with a bright smile, and one of the brightest, wittiest men she had ever met. They were high school sweethearts, and it was true that she missed him from time to time. Living in Pasadena, however, she was never far from the nightlife of Hollywood, where she had more than her share of vain men trying to make it in the film industry. Her only other options were the guys in the astrophysics program, and they were a little too scrawny for her taste.  
 
    Who knew how long catching up with her father could take? She didn’t intend to rush anything with him. Darren could wait, and the truth was that he was married with children, anyway. That didn’t stop him from emailing her from a private account, though.  
 
    Aileen wanted to spend time in the house where she grew up, watching the old movies that her and her father watched thousands of times over, laughing over the good times. For once it started to feel good being home again.  
 
    The rest of the drive went by in a daze, and Aileen’s thoughts were lost admiring how good of a deal she got with the Dodge. Sure, she had a rattle to her, but the transmission was fluid with every jerk of the stick shift Aileen made. Her house was far out into the country, the only house for miles, acres all around it. Aileen had always thought it strange that when they went to the grocery store, they always had to buy enough supplies for the whole month, because the closest store was an hour away. In LA, Aileen had little to no reason to leave her apartment other than class.  
 
    The fields in Luckey were barren in the wintertime, and as Aileen looked ahead to her house, she could see blinking lights blurred in the distance. Flashes of red came from the duo of vehicles parked outside the house. Is my father okay? Aileen thought. She kept her foot steady on the pedal until she realized that the vehicles were both paramedics.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The truck increased speed, and when Aileen finally reached the house, she left the vehicle running in the yard, hopped out, and ran for the front door. There were no paramedics outside, and as she entered the house, there was one woman about her age standing at the foot of the wood-paneled stairwell.  
 
    “Are you Mr. Miroki’s daughter?” the paramedic asked. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” Aileen answered. “Where is he?” She looked around frantically, not letting herself think the worst of the worst quite yet.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Miss Miroki, but your father is gone,” she said, her face tightening inward. “I’m afraid he suffered a heart attack about an hour ago. He called 911, but when the operator answered, there was no response.” 
 
    This can’t be happening, Aileen thought. I was finally finished with school, finally ready to be his daughter again. She closed her eyes, her face hot with the need to create tears. The paramedic reached out and put her hand on Aileen’s shoulder.  
 
    “We’ve already taken him into the ambulance,” the paramedic said. “They were just upstairs making sure there was no other possible cause of death.” 
 
    “What do you mean, ‘other cause of death’?” Aileen asked. “Like drugs, or something?”  
 
    “No, Miss Miroki,” the paramedic responded, “Your father had something that a lot of people want. He was building something, and as soon as the public found out, strange things started happening around here.”  
 
    Aileen had no clue what the woman was talking about. The garage? Aileen brushed past the woman and headed through the kitchen, past the laundry, and into the giant garage. The walls were stacked, top to bottom, with various metal and mechanical gadgets and equipment. There were shelves upon shelves of spare parts, specialty tools, and instruments. In the center of the room there was an enormous blue mass covered up with a ratty tarp.  
 
    “Miss Miroki?” the paramedic called from the garage doorway. “We’re about to take the body—I mean, your father, away now. I just thought you would like to know.” 
 
    Aileen’s head was spinning, and her heart beat furiously in her chest. Everything was happening so fast. She had never known that her body was capable of becoming so numb so quickly.  
 
    “That’s fine, thank you,” Aileen, said, unable to turn around and face the paramedic. “Is there anything you need from me?” 
 
    “Well,” the woman said awkwardly. “We need you to identify the body.” 
 
    Aileen’s eyes closed hard and she exhaled. Of course I do, she thought, turning away from the blue tarp to face the inevitable. 
 
    *** 
 
    After the paramedics pulled away from the house, Aileen stood there for a moment gazing into the endless whiteness of the fields. Somehow the loss of her father felt expected, like her life had led up to such an obvious trial of pain. If she had learned anything studying astrophysics, it was that the Law of Derivation of Tidal Force did not buy into the notion of a soul ascending to heaven. Aileen glanced up to the sky as it faded to pink, said a silent goodbye to her father, and went inside the house.  
 
    The door closed behind her and at last everything felt final. Tears streamed down Aileen’s face and she threw her weight against the door, her fingernails scraping at the wood. She couldn’t escape the thoughts of guilt. What if she had driven faster? Would he have still had a heart attack if he had seen her? The questions were unanswerable, and Aileen’s obsessive need to answer them festered within her.  
 
    She stood up and made a beeline for the garage, knocking over a vase in her wake. The cool air hit her face as the door swung open, and she jumped back at the sight of a man standing on the far side of the mass under the tarp.  
 
    “Hello, Aileen,” the man said, stepping toward her, his hands clasped behind his back. He was a mid-sized man with short brown hair, wearing a black suit and glasses that reflected Aileen’s image back at her.  
 
    “Who the hell are you?” Aileen pressed, “and how did you get in here?” 
 
    “Please, calm down,” said the man in the suit. “I understand you’re one of the brightest minds in the country, if not the world. My name is Agent Roger Hendricks, and I am with the EIT. I entered this garage through the back door, and there are two more of my men waiting outside.” 
 
    The information put Aileen into a defensive shock, but the man’s slow, steady breathing kept her from acting on instinct. “Do not be alarmed, Aileen,” Agent Hendricks continued. “I’m here because my organization and Earth are in need of your help.” 
 
    Aileen laughed, nearly outraged at his joke. “I don’t appreciate your sense of humor,” she said. “You’re trespassing on my father’s property, Mr. whoever-you-are, and I’d like you to leave. Don’t make me call the police.” 
 
    “You’re wrong about one thing,” Agent Hendricks said. “I’m not trespassing on your father’s property. I’m trespassing on your property, technically. All of this belongs to you now, which is partially what I’m here to discuss.” He smiled, walked closer to her, and then examined all of the odd machinery around the garage.  
 
    “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” Aileen said. “Sure, maybe my father left everything to me, but that doesn’t explain why you’re here. I’ve never heard of the EIT.” She inched slowly back toward the door, not fully trusting the man.  
 
    “I understand your fear, Aileen,” Agent Hendricks said. “Please, do not be afraid of me or the organization. The EIT is the Exchange of Intergalactic Technology. We develop and produce the most powerful technologies across the galaxy, and since you are the heir to Lieutenant Miroki, I need to speak with you about one of his projects in particular.” 
 
    Aileen stood with her eyes wide. She ran her fingers through her hair. This guy is a hired actor, right? she thought.  I’ve got to be on some kind of hidden camera show.  
 
    “No, you’re not on a hidden camera show, Aileen,” Agent Hendricks said.  
 
    Aileen felt a claustrophobic panic encompass her. She must have been trapped in some kind of comatose dream. She was convinced of it. There was no way in the real world a mysterious man in a suit would be able to read her mind.  
 
    “The processing time varies for every person,” Agent Hendricks went on, circling the mass under the tarp. “I heard you were gifted, I expected you to comprehend all this a little quicker. I believe that under this tarp is a very important machine. Your father developed it years ago and has been keeping it safe. He was a brilliant man, well respected, and it is a shame to see him go. This machine, however,” he reached out and put his fingers to the crinkled tarp, “this machine is what will determine the future of mankind.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    Agent Hendricks explained in detail the logistics of the machine, the operation, and the machine itself. Aileen wished she could forget all the information that had just been force-fed to her but, as it turned out, even though intergalactic travel was possible, time travel was still not. After all the tension had built up, the only thing left to do was uncloak the machine beneath the tarp.  
 
    With a slow, rustling pull, Agent Hendricks revealed the nose of the gigantic machine—a chrome, protruding arrowhead of a cockpit. The more he pulled the tarp, the more it became apparent that hidden beneath it lie some kind of ship. It was enormous, the size of a naval vessel, maybe larger. The sleek design bore the signature of her father’s delicate craftsmanship, two turbines on either side and one fin on the back. Simple, yet effective. 
 
    “He called it the Tower Cadet,” Agent Hendricks said. “It was his life’s work, and if this ship runs, then our people will survive.” He told her about the need to flee Earth to find an alternate home planet, and that her dedicated father planned to test the ship himself. “The coordinates in the ship’s navigational system are already set for the desert planet Woes Ëan. All it needs is a pilot.” 
 
    Aileen took a seat on a nearby crate and dropped her head into her hands. All these years she had been studying astrophysics, and while her father pretended to be a run-of-the-mill mechanic, he was actually developing the world’s first interplanetary transport. While the world seemed bent on destroying her, Aileen also believed that this was her calling all along.  
 
    “If my dad designed it,” she said, drying her eyes. “I can fly it.”  
 
    Agent Hendricks smiled, and pressed his fingers to his temples. “And that, Aileen, is why my crew is here to help you.” The back of the garage door opened, revealing two figures bathed in shadow. On the right, Aileen noticed the figure’s eyes glowing blue in the darkness. The figure on the left’s eyes did not emit any glow, though it stood four feet taller than its counterpart. When they stepped into the light of the garage, what Aileen saw would weigh on her mind for the 90 billion kilometers in front of her. She couldn’t decide what troubled her more—that she was attracted to the two figures in front of her, or that they weren’t human.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Aileen, Bearyan, and Raegnor were set to land on Woes Ëan in less than 48 hours. The first 72 hours with extraterrestrials went a lot differently than Aileen imagined. Bearyan was nine feet tall with pale white skin and a long, lion-like mane. Aileen couldn’t tell if it was a long hair and beard combo, or actually a mane—because Bearyan also had slightly pointed teeth and nails. His white hair was thick, and the few times she caught him sleeping in the cockpit it took everything for her not to reach out and pet him.  
 
    Raegnor was the one with crazy blue glowing eyes. He looked like an ordinary man, save the neon-bright eyes, foot-long tongue, and tail. At first glance Aileen thought he was a Caucasian man—but up close she could see that his skin was actually a series of miniscule, stone-hard scales. His tongue wasn’t always hanging out—it only stretched to a foot long when he wanted it to, which was mainly during meals. As for the tail, Aileen thought it was kind of like hanging out with someone who had a third arm. To her surprise, the tail was not lizard-like, but more feline in nature. She had never seen anything that had scales, fur, and hair. 
 
    The first hours in the ship were the most awkward, simply because the two extraterrestrials refused to stop poking fun at Aileen’s intergalactic naiveté. Around Bearyan and Raegnor, Aileen felt more like a little sister than their pilot. After the twelfth or so ‘take me to your leader’ joke, she set the Tower Cadet on autopilot and locked herself in her bunk and counted the minutes until their arrival upon the desert sands of Woes Ëan.  
 
    It wasn’t Aileen’s fault that the people of Earth were severely undereducated in terms of extraterrestrial forms of life. For having learned all this new information in less than a day, she considered it a miracle her head hadn’t explode. The way Agent Hendricks explained the true nature of the universe just made sense. He had said that the human race wasn’t ready for the information, that it would create fear, which would lead to a world war. Aileen learned that for centuries, men like her father and other hard working citizens were secretly assisting in outer space missions by designing machines with alien technology.  
 
    Minutes after the Tower Cadet hovered over the Earth, Bearyan and Raegnor popped open bottles of a purple liquid they called fizzure, which sounded to Aileen a lot like whiskey. While sweat dripped off her brow from the pressure of the initial launch, her crew treated the occasion like it was New Year’s Eve 1999. 
 
    From her bunk, Aileen could not drown out the ruckus of Bearyan and Raegnor yammering. With Raegnor on his second bottle of fizzure and Bearyan on his ninth, the two friends grew louder with every mile of space they traveled. They had prepared only thirty bottles for the entire trip. Were they planning on making a pit stop at some point? 
 
    Their voices bellowed with laughter over a strange continuous plethora of sounds that Aileen couldn’t make out. It sounded like radio static and beeps but with dubstep bass, and she thought she heard animal noises being played backwards. She unlocked her bunk, climbed down, and walked briskly to the cockpit. Aileen was going to show these guys that she was commandeering this ship and this mission, and that no tomfoolery would be accepted. There hadn’t even been a free moment for her to properly mourn her father. It was her ship now, and they would travel by her rules.  
 
    When Aileen entered the cockpit, Raegnor and Bearyan didn’t even notice her standing in the doorway. The god-awful noise blared from a device hanging on the wall to her left. It’s music, she thought, whatever the hell this noise is—to them it’s music. She pressed the red button on the device, instantly ceasing the garble.  
 
    “What in the void?” Bearyan growled, turning around with his bushy white eyebrows arched and his gigantic hand pressed firm over his heart. Was that where his heart was? Aileen wondered. Raegnor nearly fell out of the pilot’s chair with laughter at Bearyan’s fear.  
 
    “I didn’t mean to frighten you, Bearyan,” Aileen said with a calm smile. “I need to speak to both of you. You are being quite loud. I understand that this is our first night on the mission, but I need you to keep quiet. There is a lot weighing on my mind right now and I need to rest.” 
 
    “Oi, we’re sorry, ain’t we, Bear?” Raegnor said sarcastically, slapping Bearyan’s trunk of a shoulder. “It’s just been ages since we been off Earth together and we got a little preoccupied with the fizzure, is all.” 
 
    “I can see that,” she said. “How much of that stuff have you two had?” 
 
    “Not enough,” Bearyan chuckled, taking a swig. Watching him was like watching a regular sized person drink from a toy teacup. 
 
    “Well, I’d call it enough,” Aileen said firmly. “You both should call it a night.” 
 
    Raegnor rolled over again with laughter.  
 
    “You’ll have to excuse him,” Bearyan said. “He’s had a little too much, and he gets too entitled when he drinks.” 
 
    “Well maybe Raegnor should learn how to handle his fizzure a little more responsibly,” Aileen said, beaming at Raegnor.  
 
    “Right, I’ll listen to you when the moons of Draithrlen hang over Ky9!” Raegnor emptied another bottle and threw it under the control panel where it landed, shattering.  
 
    “You’d think they’d learn to manufacture this stuff a little more safely,” Bearyan said. “Listen, Captain. I’ll clean that mess up in the morning. And excuse my counterpart, here. It’s best to just ignore him, really.” 
 
    When Bearyan stood up from the co-pilot chair he had to crouch about half his height, and still his back was against the ceiling of the cockpit. “I’m going to get some shut eye,” he grumbled, his mane grazing against Aileen as he passed the doorway. Would it be impolite to reach out and pet one little tuft? 
 
    She resisted her urge and instead watched Bearyan slowly creep down the ship’s hallway, careful not to hit his head on stray pipes. With the co-pilot chair open, Aileen took a seat, and she felt the rush of heat left over from Bearyan. Sitting across from her, Raegnor reached over, hit the red button on the music device, leaned back in the chair and pressed a fresh bottle of fizzure to his mouth.  
 
    Okay, so this one was more resistant than Bearyan. Still, she needed to gain his respect and show him who was boss. If the authoritative method wouldn’t work, she would try mimicry. “What’s that stuff taste like, anyway?” she asked, leaning back in her chair, trying to enjoy the scrambling noises.  
 
    Taking his time with one big gulp, Raegnor let out a raspy breath and said, “Grapes, bubblegum, motor oil, and tar.” Aileen expected a laugh but he was more serious than she’d ever seen him. “And it’s voiding delicious,” he continued, licking his lips. He extended the bottle out to her and said, “Like to try a bit, Captain?” 
 
    While she could have lived without the smug intonation of her title, she took the bottle up from him, accepting the fact that if she were to gain his trust she would have to buddy up to him eventually. With the bottle inches beneath her nose, she got a strong hit of the tar and motor oil Raegnor spoke of.  
 
    “Well, bottoms up,” she said, wrapping her lips around the mouth of the bottle. She swallowed the purple liquid in gulps. The effect was instantaneous—not only did the fizzure burn her tongue, cheeks and throat, but a sensation like fire singed her fingers and toes. It was like taking 151 to the face only tenfold. Releasing the bottle from her mouth, some of the purple liquid drizzled down her chin. 
 
    “Easy, Ai,” he said. Nobody had ever called her ‘Ai’. She would have retorted but she was trying put out the fire burning in her veins from the fizzure. 
 
    “Water,” she said, gasping. Raegnor reached under the control panel and fetched one from the cooler. She tore the cap off and poured the entirety of the bottle down her throat.  
 
    “Ain’t no joke, is it?” Raegnor smiled.  
 
    “No,” Aileen answered. “Ain’tno joke.” She handed the bottle back to him. Well, handed wouldn’t be the right word. He took the bottle with his tail, wrapping it around the nose and carrying to his own hand. Raegnor’s bright blue eyes sparked white after each pull from the fizzure bottle.  
 
    Agent Hendricks failed to properly introduce her to the duo, who seemingly worked as a pair for decades. Would it be rude to ask personal questions about them? What even constituted ‘personal’ with extraterrestrials? They both wore clothes like humans did, they could both speak English (and several other languages) like humans did, and their had distinct personalities like humans did. Why was she so shy about the whole thing? Fuck it, she thought, I’m drunk, or wasted from whatever stuff is. Just ask.  
 
    “Okay,” she said, “So are you both from different planets? Are you from the same planet? Are you the same species? How did you meet Agent Hendricks? What was the evolutionary process like to get your tongue that long?” 
 
    Her questions were completely serious. At least she thought so, until Raegnor blew up with hysterical laughter. This guy really needs to stop drinking, she thought. Then again, she had barely heard him make a peep before they busted into the fizzure. Maybe it was his one way of breaking out of his shell. Everybody had his or her vices.  
 
    “Slow the train, Cap,” he said. “There’s enough about the galaxy to learn in a lifetime, let alone one night. Long story short, yes Bear and me are from different planets. No, I ain’t never seen a brute as big as him, either. I am from Ůndradandrů but when pirates murdered my parents I was taken to the planet Ky9 and raised there. Agent Hendricks recruited me and I’ve been residing on Earth for three years.” 
 
    Holy shit, Aileen thought. She really needed to go to sleep. “I’m so sorry,” she said, not knowing what to say. 
 
    “Sorry for what?” Raegnor asked. 
 
    “Sorry for your loss,” Aileen said.  
 
    “Ah,” he understood. “My loss. And I too, am sorry for yours.”  
 
    They both went silent. Her eyes were locked in the hypnotic ray of blue coming from Raegnor’s face. There was one thing Aileen could count on: pain was universal.  
 
    “As for the lug,” Raegnor continued, referring to Bearyan, “He’s from Fulgurator—or Jupiter, in your language. It is why he wanted to take this job—because you are from the same solar system, you and him.” 
 
    “How many solar systems are there?” she asked, shaking at how much more expanse existence as she knew it was. 
 
    “Oi, in this galaxy?”Raegnor asked, looking up calculatedly. “Billions.Many billions. I mean, we’re talking a hundred thousand light years here, right?” The way he spouted these facts made it obvious that it was all common knowledge to him. Meanwhile, Aileen sat clueless, wondering if she could handle some more fizzure.   
 
    “My point,” Raegnor continued, “is that if I start going into the scientific details of all this, it will be a data overload. Trust me.” 
 
    He stretched back in the chair, taking in the jumbled warble from the music device. His blue eyes closed and he opened his mouth to sing along. Aileen couldn’t identify the language but she was certain it was not of Earth. When the chorus of the song ended, there was a chain of repetitive noises. This is like techno-jazz from the future, Aileen thought. Raegnor opened his mouth and stretched out his tongue, waving it to the rhythm of the harmonic static. 
 
    Its serpentine movement entranced her—the control he had over that thing was incredible. He hadn’t yet answered why his species from Ůndradandrů need such a long tongue. She found herself sticking out her own tongue, giving Raegnor another smirk.  
 
    “You are one silly Captain, Ai,” he said, his tongue still floating to the music, his words barely more than mumbles. 
 
    “You may address me as Captain Miroki,” Aileen said sternly. Raegnor rolled his eyes. She had to stop barking orders. It was like he ignored that form of communication altogether. “My tongue doesn’t do that, see?” she asked, sticking out her tongue again. “And I don’t have a tail,” she said, jumping up and sticking her butt in the air. She shook her hips and tried moving to the music.  
 
    Raegnor stood up, sucked his tongue back into his mouth, and held his face with both hands. Shaking his head, he walked over to her. “I really think you should go to bed, now,” he said. “Even for a human, you are acting pretty weird.” 
 
    “Lighten up, stiffy,” she said, poking him in the chest, continuing her hideous dance. “This isn’t weird, this is funky.” 
 
    Funky?Seriously, Aileen?she thought. The fizzure was doing a number on her nerves. She felt an intrepid vibration from all things around her. 
 
    “Right,” Raegnor said. “Funky.” He tried to lead her out of the cockpit and to her bunk, but she refrained.  
 
    “My ship, my rules,” Aileen said. Raegnor’s blue, luminescent eyes rocked back and forth with the sway of Aileen’s body. 
 
     “You want to know the use for the Ůndradandrůan tongue, Captain Miroki?” Raegnor asked. Could he read minds like Agent Hendricks? 
 
    “I’m just fascinated by evolution,” she answered.  
 
    “I can show you,” he said, “but there is one important thing you must understand about this organ.” 
 
    “Tell me,” she said, her eyelids wide with excitement.  
 
    “If this organ is handled improperly, I could die,” he said. “So the fact that I let it out around you means I trust you.”  
 
    “Wow,” she whispered. “I see. I had no idea. Well, thank you, Raegnor. That means a lot to me.” 
 
    “But that is not the use for the organ, Captain,” he continued. “Now that you understand the fragility of this organ, it is important that you understand why we Ůndradandrůans also have this appendage.” His tail drifted behind him.  
 
    “Please, Raegnor, show me,” she said. “You don’t understand; I’ve spent my life studying the physics of Earth life. Your very existence and everything about you baffles me.” 
 
    “I see,” Raegnor said quietly. “Well, in that case I will show you. However, you need to take a seat first, Captain.”  
 
    “Okay,” she said, seating herself back into the co-pilot’s chair. “Is it a fighting tactic to knock predators off their feet?”  
 
    “Something like that,” Raegnor said, dropping to his knees in front of the chair. He placed his hands on her pants and tugged softly. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she yelped, jumping up, unprepared for his action. 
 
    “I’m showing you, like you asked,” he said. “Please hold still, I have done this before. You are perfectly safe, okay?” 
 
    “Sure,” she said, never having second-guessed her safety during this demonstration. When his hands returned to her pants, she felt something tickle the back of her hair and neck. She realized it was Raegnor’s tail, circling around her neck, tighter and tighter with each curl. “Are you trying to choke me?” she gasped. 
 
    “No, Captain, I’m not trying to choke you,” he whispered, her pants halfway down her legs. “Ůndradandrůan males must secure the recipient because once the muscle is inside, I am not safe. So if you try to kill me, I have the upper hand.” 
 
    This was all taking a turn she did not expect. 
 
    “What do you mean ‘once the muscle is inside’?” Aileen demanded.  
 
    The tail around her neck was just tight enough to keep her still, but she could feel the strength behind it. He could strangle her if he wanted to. “My tongue, of course, Captain,” he said, smiling. Once the pants were off, all that remained between Aileen and Raegnor were here soft, white cotton panties. She could feel that they were already moist from her genitalia.  
 
    “Raegnor, I don’t know about this,” she whimpered. “I didn’t expect you to take off my clothes. On my planet, this type of thing is frowned upon.” 
 
    “But Captain,” he said, the fur from his tail tickling her neck. “I can smell the increase of sodium between your legs from here. That means you enjoy the experience, am I correct?” 
 
    “I—I—,” she stammered as the enormous tongue grazed her leg; she couldn’t stop her eyes from rolling back. The connection of his muscle tissue against her flesh released a chemical in her that made her brain feel high. 
 
    “I will take that a yes, my Captain,” he hissed, his tongue caressing her skin in one long trail from her knee to her labia.  
 
    “Wait, Raegnor, please, this a direct order, I…” she moaned. But it was too late. With his edged face grazing her inner thighs, his tongue had already made its way deep into her pussy. He looked into her, unblinking, with his iridescent eyes, his mouth open wide and pressing his rough lips to the outside of her groin.  
 
    The force of the tongue in her was immense and with every tiny flick from the muscle a spasm coursed through one of her limbs. First her legs kicked, then her arms wrapped around the co-pilot seat like a pretzel. Raegnor released his finger from the panties he was holding back and took one of Aileen’s feet in each hand. While he unlaced her boots, she looked down and was lost in the wave of blue filling the dark cockpit.  
 
    His tongue filled her deeper then anything she had ever taken inside her hot sheath. After her boots fell off, the socks came next, and soon her bare feet were in his jagged hands, high up in the air. Raegnor spread her legs wide, his tongue pressing against the edges of her orifice.  
 
    As soon as her nipples got hard and the goose bumps rose up her skin, she knew her orgasm was approaching. Raegnor tightened his tail around her neck, making it more difficult to breathe, but not too difficult. She embraced the tension that he applied, letting her know that this torrential orgasm was in safe hands—and tail.  
 
    Aileen screamed—there was nothing less she could do as her hips throttled, releasing a fountain of thick liquid onto Raegnor’s tongue. The secretion dripped down his tongue, and Raegnor smiled as it went into his mouth. Meanwhile, Aileen held on to the chair tight while his tongue swam in circles inside her—the power of the orgasm sending her body into wild flailing motions.  
 
    As Raegnor’s tongue retracted from her pussy, Aileen felt the rest of her body go limp, nearly sliding out of the chair. Practically drooling, she had no control of her body and her eyes started to roll back in a sleepy bliss. Raegnor picked her up from the chair, resting her over his shoulder. He carried Aileen to her bunker, opened the hatch, and laid her inside.  
 
    “Sleep tight, Captain Miroki,” he said. “Now you will rest very peacefully.” Raegnor shut the door of the bunker and Aileen passed out.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The Tower Cadet, minutes from landing on Woes Ëan, hovered in orbit while Aileen and the guys developed a plan to retrieve data from a secret base hidden in the sand. According to Agent Hendricks, there was a biological nanodevice that contained a compound able to restore the stasis of a decimated Earth. After a week with Raegnor and Bearyan, Aileen found that that they had both grown to respect and appreciate her sense of urgency for the mission. They listened to her ideas, and capped the fizzure consumption to four bottles a night.  
 
    Though Raegnor didn’t say a word about what happened the first night on the ship, from that point on he lowered the unnecessary humor, focusing on the task at hand. Earth was as much a home to Raegnor and Bearyan as it was to Aileen, and if they could get their hands on the nanodevice they would save billions of lives. It felt good to be relieved of her physical stress, and Aileen found that the orgasm actually helped her mind think more carefully and tactfully.  
 
    Bearyan’s biggest concern about the operation was one particular life form that resided on Woes Ëan. “Disgusting parasite,” Bearyan said. “Last thing you want to come face to face with. And if you do come face to face with one… run like the devil.” 
 
    Raegnor nodded in agreement, plugging the electra-cartridge into his pistol. “Last time I was here a Lysthaurus nearly nabbed my tail,” he laughed, cleaning the pistol’s barrel. 
 
    “Well, lets make sure that nobody gets nabbed this time,” Aileen said, looking from Bearyan to Raegnor. Agent Hendricks had made the mission very clear: once they were in the outer orbit of Woes Ëan they would have exactly one hour upon landing on the planet to infiltrate the base, retrieve the biological nanodevice, and escape back to the Tower Cadet. Her initial response to Agent Hendricks was that it would be impossible to do something so risky in less than an hour, but both Raegnor and Bearyan reassured her that they had it in the bag. 
 
    Aileen’s father had installed a cloaking device onto the ship, which allowed them to land on the desert planet without being seen. The view from the ground proved even more barren than the view from the top of the planet. Aileen squinted her eyes in wonder at the endless sea of grey sand.  
 
    “The base is just a few yards north,” Raegnorsaid, his blue eyes less luminescent in the bright light from the yellow Woes Ëan sky.   
 
    Aileen nodded and closed the hatch of the ship. “Do you think you can guide us there?” she asked. 
 
    “I wouldn’t be doing my job if I didn’t, Captain,” Raegnor winked, taking the lead north.  
 
    “After you, Captain,” Bearyan replied, gesturing for Aileen to go before him. “I will cover you from back here.” That made sense, he was the biggest of the bunch and could take on any sneak attacks.  
 
    The base was closer than Aileen anticipated—they had landed surprisingly close to the small, tan stone building. That’s not a base, Aileen thought, that’s a hut.  
 
    “How many do you think are guarding this place?” she asked. 
 
    “Exactly two,” Raegnor announced. 
 
    “How do you know that?” she wondered. 
 
    “It’s kind of his thing,” Bearyan said. Raegnor pointed to his blue eyes.  
 
    “Right,” she said. “That’s convenient. What’s your thing?” 
 
    Bearyan didn’t have an answered prepared. 
 
    “I don’t know how to explain it,” he said stubbornly. 
 
    “Sshhh,” Raegnor whispered, ducking low to the sandy surface. “We can enter unseen, but Bearyan, I’m afraid you’ll have to hang back here.” 
 
    “Wait, what?” Aileen asked. She was relying on his brute strength. 
 
    “Too big, they’ll see him coming as soon as we clear this dune,” Raegnor said.  
 
    “I’ll wait here,” Bearyan said, “and when you return, run as fast as you can. I will stop anyone coming after you.” 
 
    “That’s kind of our dynamic,” Raegnor joked, tapping Aileen on the arm. She tried to smile back but found it difficult in the tense moment.  
 
    Without notice, Raegnor started toward the small base. She could barely see it in the sand—thinking whomever they were stealing from had done an impressive job camouflaging it. They both kept close and low to the sand, dashing toward the hut. Raegnor guided them around the rear of the base where there were no windows.  
 
    How can there be digital data in a place like this? Aileen wondered. It looks like there is zero electricity.  
 
    In back there was a secret door that would appear invisible were it not for a small crack indicating a rectangle. Only Raegnor could see something as miniscule as that. He looked over to Aileen, no grin this time, just the serious demeanor of a man on duty. “Are you ready, Captain?” he lipped.  
 
    She nodded.  
 
    He knocked on the back of the door. Aileen flanked left, Raegnor flanked right. Aileen felt her heart swell in her throat, waiting for a response.  
 
    The secret door latched open, sliding sideways, and two guards appeared, both clad in dark gray, chitin armor. Raegnor leapt into the air, wrapping his tail around the neck of the guard on Aileen’s right, and his legs around the neck of the guard on the left. 
 
    Snap! Snap! 
 
    The bodies of both guards collapsed to the ground, followed by a graceful landing from Raegnor.  
 
    “Wow,” Aileen said, “that was amazing.” 
 
    “No, that was nothing,” Raegnor said with a cocky gleam in his eyes. She followed him into the base where there was nothing but electra-pistols and a lone computer inside.  
 
    “Stand guard,” Raegnor said. 
 
    “Copy,” Aileen answered. 
 
    She looked at the two dead men—soldiers—aliens—whatever they were laying in the sand before her. He killed them just like that, she thought. Could she have done the same thing? 
 
    “Got it,” Raegnor called from inside. 
 
    Aileen heard the rapid fire from his electra-pistol, and smoked blistered out of the hut’s window from its wake.  
 
    “Run,” Raegnor said, hustling out of the door. 
 
    The ground beneath them began to shake. Was it some kind of aftermath from Raegnor’s gunfire? Did he go and do something stupid? 
 
    “Raegnor, what is that?” she asked.  
 
    “From the sound of it,” he said, running parallel to Aileen, “that just might be a Lysthaurus.” Over the hilly sand dunes Bearyan’s massive frame came back into view. In the empty space between Bearyan and the other two, the sand started to sift in a downward spiral, like the world beneath them had just opened a drain. 
 
    “Run, run, run,” Raegnor yelled, picking up the pace.  
 
    “I’m going as fast as I can,” Aileen called back. 
 
    “Go faster!” 
 
    From the vacuum of sand spouted an enormous black and red worm bigger than most buildings she’d seen on Earth. In mid-air the parasite spun toward them, opening its endless mouth lined with hundreds of jagged teeth. The Lysthaurus’s body remained in the sand, and Aileen didn’t want to imagine how much more was left of him.  
 
    “Get to the ship!” Bearyan called out, leaping into the air and landing his sharp claws into the Lysthaurus’s mid-section.  
 
    The closer Aileen and Raegnor got to the ship, the further the Lysthaurus carried Bearyan away from its hole in the ground.  
 
    “We can’t leave him!” she cried. 
 
    “We won’t,” Raegnor said, leaping into the open door of the Tower Cadet. Aileen waited on the open platform, watching as Bearyan wrestled with the worm. The Lysthaurus had the upper hand, all of its weight bearing down on Bearyan, his hands on either side of the beast’s mouth.  
 
    “Come back, Bearyan!” she yelled, hoping he could hear her.  
 
    Should I go to him? she asked herself. No, there’s nothing I could do against that. 
 
    And with that Aileen heard a thunderous Clack! 
 
    Bearyan dropped the beast into the sand, its jowls cracked open, the Lysthaurus dead where it lay.  
 
    He looked over to Aileen, his mane blowing in the hot wind. 
 
    He had saved her life. She owed him everything. 
 
    Things were silent for a moment in the battle won against the Lysthaurus, until Aileen jumped back at the sound of a BOOM! in the distance. It was an explosive—some type of missile or bomb. There must have been more than just the two guards. 
 
    Bearyan ran toward the ship, and behind him she saw a white ship rising over the horizon. The ship was much larger than the Tower Cadet, and obviously had much more fire power. 
 
    “The Armada,” Bearyan said, entering the ship. “This is not good, Raegnor!” 
 
    Raegnor didn’t respond. The ship started to lift from the desert sands with the hatch still open. Aileen could barely hang on to the hatch door, and from behind her Bearyan reached out his hand and pulled her inside. 
 
    In the cockpit, Raegnor had the music turned up to full blast. “I hope you’re ready to see how fast this puppy can go! I’m talking V-speed! Your father was something else, Captain.”  
 
    V-speed? Aileen had never heard that term. 
 
    Damnit, dad, she thought, why didn’t you leave an instruction manual with this thing? 
 
    The ship started to vibrate and rock in every direction, and in a blink they were high above the planet looking down on the gray desert.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    When the Tower Cadet launched from Woes Ëan, Aileen guided the ship far away from the planet, somewhere the three of them could be alone. Raegnor was going over the bio-nanodevice in the computer chamber; Aileen and Bearyan were alone in the cockpit. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said. “You don’t understand how important your actions are to me.” 
 
    “I couldn’t stop myself,” Bearyan said. “I saw it coming for you, and there was no way I could let that disgusting creature get you.” 
 
    “Because I’m your Captain, and your loyalty serves you?” she asked, wishing she’d kept her mouth shut. 
 
    “No, because I have strong emotional feelings for you,” Bearyan said. He reached out and placed his large hand on her arm, brushing her gently.  
 
    “I was going to tell you on the first night,” he continued, “But I didn’t get to you soon enough.” 
 
    Aileen’s heart sank.  
 
    “Take me right now, Bearyan,” she said, wanting to erase what happened that night. She felt the same way for Bearyan, and the adrenaline from having her life saved was pulsing in every inch of her body. 
 
    *** 
 
    The only place on the ship where Bearyan could get comfortable was the cargo bay, and even there his body was contorted in strange ways. Aileen made sure that the ship was safe to fly on autopilot for a while—she didn’t know how long this would take. With everything looking fine on the control panel, Aileen looked at her reflection in the front window, let her hair down with a swing, and pursed her lipstick evenly across her lips.  
 
    Breathe, Aileen thought. Whatever happens, just know that you can handle it. Be strong, Aileen.  
 
    She walked through the cockpit door and down the hall to the cargo bay. The closer she got, the more she could discern the sound of Bearyan and Raegnor arguing. Bearyan’s voice growled, while Raegnor yelled callous taunts. Aileen picked it up to a run down the corridor and when she got inside, Bearyan had Raegnor by the neck, and Raegnor had his electra-pistol at Bearyan’s head.  
 
    “Stop this, right now!” Aileen screamed, rushing toward Bearyan’s spire of an arm. In the panic, she couldn’t make out Bearyan or Raegnor’s words—they were blurred sounds blaring together. She reached Bearyan’s arm and gave it a tug with both of her arms, and in one quick tap Aileen was sprawled on the floor.  
 
    “Aileen!” Raegnor called, trying to shake free from Bearyan’s grip. Bearyan had knocked Aileen to the ground—it was an accident, Aileen could see that from the blank stare on Bearyan’s face—and finally Bearyan dropped Raegnor to the ground. He slowly walked over to Aileen, his face contorted in horror from what he had just done to her.  
 
    “Aileen,” Bearyan whispered, his hoarse voice vibrating like a purr. “I’m so sorry—I don’t know what I’ve done…” He reached his trembling hands toward her body. 
 
    “You monster!”Raegnor shouted, leaping into the air to deliver an assault on the giant.  
 
    “Stop it!” Aileen squealed, stuck on her knees, reaching out to the extraterrestrials. “That’s an order.”  
 
    Bearyan and Raegnor lowered their limbs. Each of them took a step toward Aileen to help her up—and each ceasing once they saw the other doing the same.  
 
    “You didn’t hurt me, Bearyan,” Aileen whimpered. “But I could use a hand standing up.”  
 
    Bearyan went to her, lifting her with ease.  
 
    “I knew you were coming to me, Aileen,” Bearyan said. “But he wouldn’t keep his mouth shut, the rat.”  
 
    “It was nothing, Bearyan,” Aileen pleaded. 
 
    “Nothing?”Raegnor begged. “I gave you my venumbre—Ůndradandrůan men never give their tongue to another species. I thought you were different.” 
 
    “Raegnor, I—” Aileen didn’t know what to say. She honestly didn’t think that Raegnor felt those kinds of emotions, especially for her.  
 
    “I’ll leave you both to it then,” Bearyan sighed, trying to make his way around Aileen. 
 
    “Listen, I’m not letting things end like this,” Aileen said, putting her hand out to stop Bearyan. “I meant what I said, Bearyan. I feel something very strong for you. I won’t let you walk away.” 
 
    “Then I’ll walk away,” Raegnor grunted, starting for the doorway. 
 
    “Raegnor, no,” Aileen said. On her left stood Bearyan, and on her right stood Raegnor.  
 
    “I can’t believe you took him inside you,” Bearyan said. She could feel how bitter he felt.  
 
    “Bearyan…” she trailed off.  
 
    Aileen looked from Raegnor’s glowing eyes to Bearyan’s deep, dark ones, dropped to her knees, and unfastened the buckle of Bearyan’s belt with one hand.  
 
    “Oi,” Raegnor said, looking away. She still had her hand out to him, hooking his fingers with hers.  
 
    “Aileen, this isn’t necessary,” Bearyan said with a soft grumble. She could feel his knees shaking, parallel to her head. Reaching up with her arm stretched full, Aileen felt foolish at Bearyan’s feet. She hoped it would hang down far enough, but if not then she would stand back up. 
 
    Raegnor tried to pull his hand away but she hooked him tighter.  
 
    “I will decide what is necessary,” she said solemnly, “and for the last time—you will both address me as Captain Miroki—or I will personally have Agent Hendricks terminate you from the EIT.” 
 
    With Bearyan and Raegnor sharing a look, taking heed to the bass in her tone, she worked every muscle in her left arm to get his enormous trousers down to the ground.  
 
    The long, pale shaft had a mane of its own. The hair was silky and groomed, like a soft bed for Bearyan’s massive package. Aileen’s right hand made its way to Raegnor’s waist. His pants were much easier to get undone.  
 
    With Bearyan hanging down upon her, Aileen was conflicted—she needed to give Raegnor pleasure, but Bearyan’s cock was bigger than a baseball bat—maybe a baseball bat and a half. This dick needed both hands. With both of their stiff penises in each hand, Aileen glanced to Raegnor and demanded, “You will not leave this cargo bay, do you understand me?” 
 
    “Yes, Captain Miroki,” Raegnor mumbled.  
 
    She released him, leaving his erection isolated in the air. In order to take Bearyan’s large dick she needed both hands free. With her ten fingers stretched out as far as they would go, she wrapped her hands around his member and stroked Bearyan’s skin in a downward motion.  
 
    “Oh, Captain,” Bearyan said, his eyes shut tight. She thought he was ashamed. 
 
    “Why won’t you look at me?” she demanded. 
 
    He opened his eyes and turned her head to stare down at her.  
 
    “You said that you can’t believe I let Raegnor inside me?” she asked, his dick now rock-hard. “Well now it’s your turn, Bearyan. I command you to enter my mouth.” 
 
    “It won’t fit,” Bearyan said, his cheeks going blush.  
 
    That’s it, she thought, he’s embarrassed about his massive size. 
 
    “Make it fit, Bearyan,” she said. The look on her face demanded adherence—her jaw was firm, her teeth clenched. She opened her eyes wide so they could both see the fire behind them. “And Raegnor, I command you to release your venumbre and insert it into my vagina. Now.” 
 
    Raegnor was silent. Aileen was certain that they would need no further guidance. Bearyan had saved her life, and in that moment she saw in him the man she could surrender herself to. Raegnor, on the other hand, smoldered like tinder insider her thoughts, craving his tongue since the first day on the ship.  
 
    Aileen opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue. As Bearyan guided his solid cock into her face, she moaned with the taste of his milky flesh. Behind her, Raegnor worked on getting her pants off. She needed to hang on to Bearyan’s shaft while moving her knees to assist Raegnor in the process. Once the pants slid all the way off her legs, she felt the warm creep of the venumbre up her calf and thigh.  
 
    With both hands, Raegnor slid her panties down and threw them aside. The tongue caressed her bare ass cheeks and slowly found its way back to the lips of her bud. It flicked the bell of her clit like a pendulum and, as she coped with the palpable high that the chemical of his tongue gave her, she simultaneously struggled with the mouthful of Bearyan stretching her mouth, grazing her throat. 
 
    Bearyan placed one gargantuan hand on Aileen’s back—the heat from his sheer size alone caught to the rest of her body. With Raegnor’s tongue centimeters from the opening of her pussy, Aileen could barely think straight. In fact, it felt like she couldn’t think at all. Her body and the overwhelming senses of pleasure coursing through her were enough to keep her happy and occupied. Here she was with her two men, the Earth saved, and on her way home. It was time to relish in the natural sensations she’d been waiting for. 
 
    The venumbre dove into her soaked pussy without hesitation this time. It writhed in and out—Aileen could hear Raegnor’s terse moaning, his hands clasping at either of her ass cheeks. She dug her knees into the floor beneath her and wrapped her hands around the juggernaut. Bearyan pressed his hands against the ceiling as Aileen raked imperviously at his rod. She was full on both sides—an ecstasy brand new to Aileen—something not possible with humans.  
 
    Bearyan’s fist pounded against the roof of the cargo bay and a gush of heat radiated from his sack where her hands cupped one large orb of a testicle. A wave of hot, syrupy liquid filled Aileen’s mouth—it was sweet, and reminded her of taking a can of whipped cream straight from the fridge—only warm, and thick. There was simply too much—and once it spilled out of Aileen’s mouth, it collected in puddles on the ground where her hands struggled to maintain balance. 
 
    Behind her, Raegnor released the venumbre in flash and extended his cock, preparing to put it inside Aileen. Bearyan yowled above her, and she reached up to lace his hair in her fingertips, rotating it tightly like a harness once Raegnor plummeted into her core.  
 
    At first Aileen was terrified of what Raegnor’s penis would feel like—judging by the rest of his body, which was rough and platy, she imagined a sharpness tearing through her—but the sensation was quite the contrary. As Raegnor thrust rapidly, he tied his tail around Aileen’s left ankle to give him extra leverage. The dick inside her was surprisingly soft—like the venumbre. 
 
    Maybe his body isn’t entirely covered in those weird scales, she thought. The muscle within her canal was not as large as the venumbre, but what it lacked in size it made up for in precision—somehow pinpointing its way to her G-spot. The cum instantly splashed out from the cracks between Aileen’s lips and Raegnor’sshaft. With her cum leaking out, and Bearyan’s cum still hot in her mouth, Aileen closed her eyes in pure bliss.  
 
    “I have another load ready, Captain Miroki,” Bearyan said, withdrawing the anaconda-large penis from Aileen’s mouth. “Please allow me entry into your chamber.” 
 
    “Raegnor!” Aileen screamed, ooze dripping from her mouth. “Rotate positions with Bearyan. Right now.” 
 
    Raegnor pulled is soft tissue out of her, and for a moment Aileen was empty while the two aliens walked around her. She took a deep breath—Bearyan’s dick would be a different story than Raegnor’s entirely. Could she survive such a large object inside her? 
 
    Bracing herself, Raegnor put his hands against her temples and massages them gently before inserting the new muscle into her mouth. It was much different than she’d imagined—it was the same pink-flesh tone as the venumbre, but much smaller—still larger than the average penis. It snaked around in front of her face, teasing her as she tried to place her mouth around it. He had complete control of it—and then she felt the familiar feel of his tail fur wrap around her neck again.  
 
    With Bearyan now behind Aileen, he grabbed her entire ass with one hand, jostling it softly. Using his other hand, Bearyan spread her legs open with the flick of his index finger and thumb. Simultaneously, Raegnor guided his slithering cock into her mouth while the tip of Bearyan’s mammoth’s one began pressing into her pussy.  
 
    What in the world is happening to me? was the only thought to race through Aileen’s mind with Bearyan’s titanic dick stretching her wider than she’d ever been stretched. 
 
    A howl of joy escaped her mouth, warbled with Raegnor’s member dancing with her tongue. “Captain, get ready,” Bearyan said. “The second load is well on its way.” 
 
    “I’m with you, there,” Raegnor spouted, pulling Aileen’s hair tight.  
 
    Bearyan wrapped his hand around Aileen’s waist, and with one immense thrust forward, Aileen exploded again with raging ripples plundering through her. Their orgasm was the definition of perfection, and Aileen felt for one second that she was part of some miracle—while her own secretion flooded out, she got the strong taste of Raegnor’s smoldering load—a light taste of bubble gum from the all the fizzure he drank. 
 
    Nothing could have prepared her for the for the oceanic current from Bearyan’s rod—she felt like a hose—or more accurately a fire hydrant—had been pressed against her and the torrential blast forced her forward into Raegnor’s groin. 
 
    With the bliss inflating Aileen, she jumped in fear as something rocked the ship. Bearyan and Raegnor shared a look of concern. 
 
    “What was that?” Raegnor asked. With Raegnor pulled out of her, she saw that his cum was the same bedazzled blue as his eyes.  
 
    “Could have been debris,” Bearyan said, pulling out.  
 
    The Tower Cadet rocked again, throwing the three of them to their sides. “Get dressed,” Aileen ordered. “I don’t think this is debris.” 
 
    She fastened her clothes on and ran down the corridor to the cockpit. Outside she saw hundreds of mountainous ships from the Intergalactic Armada’s fleet, and all of their canons pointed toward the Tower Cadet. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    Aileen’s jaw dropped. “Why are we being barricaded and shot at by the Intergalactic Armada?” she begged.  
 
    Another shot hit the side of the ship, tipping it from side to side. They’re not trying to kill, Aileen though, they’re only trying to send us a message.” 
 
    “The want us to surrender,” Bearyan said from behind her. “They want us to come out with our hands up, if you take the meaning.” 
 
    “Why the hell would they want us to do that?” Aileen asked. When they departed Woes Ëan, she thought she had done the planet a favor, killing a hideous Lysthaurus and saving hundreds of Woes Ëans in the process.  
 
    “I might have something to do with that,” Raegnor piped up, the blue from his eyes adding a glow to the darkness of the cockpit. 
 
    “Speak, Raegnor,” Aileen urged.  
 
    “When we were at the Armada’s base I may have taken more than the bio-nanodevice,” Raegnorchirped, the smirk on his face like a dagger.  
 
    “What do you mean, ‘may have taken more’?” Aileen asked, anger flowing through her neck with each heavy breath.  
 
    “When in the digital database I also took the designs of your father’s ship they stole,” the pride in his grin unaltered. “And now the only way they can reproduce it is by taking the real thing.” 
 
    “What?” she cried. “Just give them back the design. It’s not worth throwing away our lives.” 
 
    “This design can save a lot more planets than just Earth,” Raegnor said with conviction. 
 
    “He’s right, Captain,” Bearyan confirmed.  
 
    “We can throw the ship into V-Speed and bypass these slugs with ease,” Raegnor continued. “Your father was a genius, and you’re a genius. You can fly us out of this with your eyes closed.” 
 
    Aileen blushed. Even with hundreds of canons pointed at her she felt so lucky to have Raegnor and Bearyan at her side.  
 
    “If we can get the bio-nanodevice to Earth,” Bearyan said, thinking out loud, “then we can fly to Fulgurator and keep low. It is the last place they would expect us.” 
 
    She knew that deep down Bearyan was missing home, too.  
 
    “Ready the turbines and the thrusters,” she said, taking her place in the pilot seat. With her hands on the controls, Aileen felt a new sense of purpose rush over her.  
 
    “My pleasure, Captain,” Raegnor said, his voice ripe with pride. He turned to exit the cockpit, pressing the red button on the stereo. A wild, upbeat jam erupted from the small speaker. “Now we’re talking,” Raegnor finished, making his way to the turbines.  
 
    “Well, Captain,” Bearyan said, “I’m happy to be at your side. I’ll be here until the bitter end.” 
 
    “And I will welcome you every step of the way, Bearyan,” Aileen said. “Now let’s go save the Earth.”  
 
    She felt the ship vibrate as the turbines went into V-mode. In moments the Tower Cadet would propel past the Intergalactic Armada’s fleet at light speed. Bearyan wrapped his arm around Aileen, holding her close. She closed her eyes and pressed her face against his firm chest. Looking up, Bearyan was staring right down at her—their eyes locked. As the ship hummed into light speed, Aileen reached up and grabbed a handful of Bearyan’s mane. They smiled at each other and held on tight as the ship careened through the blackness of space. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Hunter in the Flight 
 
      
 
    Scarlet waltzed into the room where she would see Cody Jacobson play, wondering how everything would go.  She mused upon this, knowing full well that this would be one of the first ever interviews with him, and Scarlet wanted to make sure that everything would be okay.  Sure, this was an article that wouldn’t be published anywhere big, just the college newspaper, but the fact that the NBA star wanted to conduct the interview with her when typically, he refused this sort of ordeal, surprised her.  She found out later on it was because her journalism director was actually good friends with him, but it still made her feel good about herself.  It made her feel like she could potentially make a career out of it, and she wanted to more than anything. 
 
    Her brunette hair was tied back into a low ponytail, her brown glasses perching on her face.  She crossed her legs to appear ladylike, waiting for the man to finally show up.  They said he would be here in a few minutes, but she already assumed that he would probably be late.  It’s not like he could help it though; in fact, she was surprised he even agreed to this at all. 
 
    When the door opened, she looked over at him and immediately she was surprised.  He was a man who was about a foot taller than her, with blue eyes and blonde hair.  He looked gorgeous, and she wondered how in the world she got so damn lucky.  This man seemed to be even cleaner than the eyes let on, especially since he was perfectly showered and groomed even though it had been only fifteen minutes since the game ended. 
 
    “Hello there Mr. Jacobson.  Have a seat,” she mused. 
 
    “Call me Cody.  And I sure will,” he told her. 
 
    His gait was strong, and she could see the prominent leg muscles appear under his pants.  It was barely a hint of skin, but it was enough to make her drool.  Gosh, why was she all over this man all of a sudden?  It wasn’t like her to feel like this. 
 
    He sat down across from her, grinning excitedly as he stared at her. 
 
    “So, will we be getting started?  I’m not used to these interviews and such.  My manager insists upon me not doing them unless they’re for a small group, especially considering the consequences it can have on people,” he explained. 
 
    “I understand.  Don’t worry, it will take only a few minutes.  So have you been playing basketball for a long time?” she asked him. 
 
    “Yeah I guess.  I mean, when I do short interviews they always ask me that.  It’s been about ten years since I started playing on a team, but I have been playing since I was about 10 years old.  I’m 24 now and I guess I’m okay,” he told her. 
 
    “Only okay?  You’re the star center in the league right now.  People clamor over you day and night.  Hell, my best friend Courtney practically fainted when I said I was getting an interview with you,” she cried out. 
 
    Okay, she didn’t mean to sound that unprofessional, but it seemed that there was something about him that wasn’t like how she expected it to be.  Cody sighed, looking at her with sad eyes. 
 
    “Nobody knows your true face, and typically they only like the side of you that you show off all the time,” he told her. 
 
    She looked at him with a curious glance.  What the hell did he mean by that?  It made no sense that he was saying this sort of thing. 
 
    “What are you talking about?  I mean, I thought that you were a man whowas idolized by other people.  I thought you would take pride in the fact that you’ve been slated as one of the most eligible men in the country to date.  I thought sports magazines would be flocking to you for an interview,” she told him. 
 
    He looked at her, the same forlorn expression. 
 
    “Well, I’ll tell you right now that the ‘me’ that you see on television, the one that plays basketball and is the apple of so many people’s eyes, is not real ‘me’.  I don’t feel that way all the time.  In fact, I’m probably a monster,” he told her. 
 
    A monster?  This made no sense!  Why was he pretending to be something he wasn’t?  Why was he so goddamn humble all of a sudden? 
 
    “Why do you think that way about yourself?” she asked him. 
 
    “It’s because of who I really am.  Not the side that’s exposed for the world to see, but the more intimate one that hides away.  Maybe you might be the one to finally see it.  I like you a lot, even though we’ve barely met, and I like that you know so much about me.  But let me ask you, do you feel like you truly understand me?” he asked her. 
 
    She looked at him.  He had a point, that’s for sure. 
 
    “True.  I’m Scarlet by the way, I didn’t know if I told you that,” she said. 
 
    “You already know my name,” he simply stated. 
 
    Even though it was gruff, she did know his name.  It would be stupid to ask him because she was doing this interview with him. 
 
    “What do you want me to say?  What should I tell the paper,” she told him. 
 
    “Just report the normal shit.  Tell everyone that I’m a normal man, living a normal life, and who has nothing wrong with him.  I mean, I would rather not get into it here, simply because it will make things weird.  But I do want to tell you.  I like your style Scarlet, and I like the fact that you haven’t ran away after I said all those weird things.  If you want, maybe we can get a bite to eat sometime,” he offered. 
 
    She looked at him, a shocked look on her face.  She was just a 22-year old girl who wanted nothing more than to get the journalistic scoop she wanted.  She didn’t think she would be getting a date out of this!  
 
    “Are you sure?” she asked. 
 
    “Of course.  In fact, I’m free next Fridayif you would like to maybe get something to eat,” he told her. 
 
    He looked at Scarlet, trying to ask for a sheet of paper.  She gave him one, and he put his contact information on it.  He gave it to her, smiling. 
 
    “Here’s my information,” he said. 
 
    She nodded, looking at the foreboding piece of paper with wonder in her eyes. 
 
    “Hers’s mine,” she said, knowing full well that this could mean bad things for her.  She didn’t know if a journalist was ever supposed to do this sort of thing.  However, she knew damn well that the best thing for her to do was to give him the information.  It made sense in a way, and suddenly, after writing down her address and number, she gave it to the player.  He smiled at her, and for a moment, she felt as if time had stopped. 
 
    “Thank you.  Now, I’ll see you at your place on Friday.  Sound good?” he asked. 
 
    She nodded, feeling like she had struck gold.  “That’s fine.  Thank you for the interview,” she replied. 
 
    He grinned at her, leaving the small room with a click of the lock.  Scarlet sat in there, trying to process all of this. 
 
    Cody asked her out.  Cody Jacobson, the man who seemed more interested in basketball games than going out with anyone just asked her out.  And she said yes.  Holy shit, this was going to be something. 
 
    But there was something within Scarlet that was telling her she was about to find out more about Cody than she expected to.  Of course, the best thing she could do was wait and see what he had to offer.  Who knows, maybe she’ll understand his mindset at the end of it.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    For the next week, Scarlet was on the edge.  She decided to get an outfit for the date, even though she rarely thought about this sort of thing.  Of course, this was the first date she had been on since high school, so she wanted to impress. 
 
    Scarlet never went on dates.  It wasn’t because she was unattractive or she had a bad personality, it was more along the lines of the fact that she put school first for the longest time.  Now that she had a lighter load and less classes than normal, it seemed almost obvious that she might get into the dating world.  Of course, when she thought about what this might mean, she felt nervous.  She didn’t know much about Cody other than what the other interviewers gathered from him.  The interview she got with him was almost your standard interview, with Scarlet adding some extra details to make it sound like something other than just a copy and paste of other interviews.  But even so, it felt like she was lying to herself when she thought in this manner, because she wanted to tell everyone the truth about this man but wasn’t able to. 
 
    Oh well, she would get the information sooner or later, and if it was something that he wanted her to keep secret, then so be it.  Friday came around swimmingly, and soon she heard the sound of a knock at the door.  She pranced over to it, smiling as she opened it. 
 
    “Hello,” she said with a smile, but then she immediately looked surprised.  The man at the door wasn’t Cody, or at least the Cody that she saw. 
 
    “Hey there Scarlet.  It’s me,” the man said.  Sure enough, it was Cody.  However, he didn’t look anything like the Cody she saw during the interview.  For one, he had brown hair, and he seemed to be hiding his eyes with some sunglasses even though it was dark out.  What was up with that? 
 
    “Is that really you?” she asked with concern. 
 
    “It is.  Sorry about this, I just didn’t want anyone to see me when I walked over to your dorm.  The last thing I need is for a reporter to be tailing us,” he replied. 
 
    She nodded.  “Understandable.  So where are we going tonight?” she asked him. 
 
    “Well, I know this little sushi restaurant nearby.  It’s tiny and typically not crowded.  The people there know who I am as well, so we can get a private booth and we can talk there.  How does that sound?” he asked her. 
 
    She paused, looking at him with a bit of a shocked expression.  It seemed like it was too good to be true in a sense, that this was going way differently than she thought. 
 
    “Sure.  Let’s get out of here,” she replied. 
 
    They went out of the house, heading over to the restaurant after a quick drive.  For Scarlet, she could already tell that the tension between Cody and her was increasing, and she didn’t know what to do with it.  In fact, she felt like something was off about all of this, but maybe he would explain it over dinner.  When they got in there, Cody raised his glasses up, showing the host who he was. 
 
    “Oh yes!  I heard you were coming.  Right this way sir,” the man said. 
 
    They were led over to the booth, and after a second of so they were sat down and a waitress came over to get drink orders.  They ordered a bottle of wine, and as soon as she left, Cody sighed. 
 
    “You don’t know how hard it is to keep up this front do you?” he said. 
 
    “I don’t.  I mean, I’m just a school reporter.  I don’t know much about the life you live, but I can tell it’s hard on you.  I couldn’t imagine being your age and having to put on a facade all day long,” she admitted. 
 
    “It’s awful.  It makes everything hard.  From maintaining friendships, to being on a team and working with people.  I hate it, but I’m very good at what I do so I keep at it,” he explained.   
 
    That seemed different from what Scarlet assumed.  She always thought that Cody was the type of man who didn’t give a damn about anything but others, but here he was saying all of that was a lie. 
 
    “It’s almost mind-blowing hearing you say that.  I mean, a lot of people at my school idolize you because of the fact that you do everything that you do, and you work together on a team.  I mean, it is your life at the end of the day, it’s just pretty surprising that’s for sure,” she told him. 
 
    “Yeah.  I mean, I’m pretty chill if you want the truth of it.  I really liked that you didn’t seem worried about being around me.  If you want the truth, I have my own secrets that I’m worried about telling others.  I do have my own demons to cope with, and I don’t know how to manage them a good chunk of the time.  But if I did meet someone who was willing to learn about them, it would be the best thing in the world to me,” he told her. 
 
    She paused, listening to all of this and nodding.  “I’m willing to learn, if that means anything,” she said. 
 
    “It does.  Thank you.  Maybe tonight I’ll show you what I mean.  I mean, I’m worried about doing this, because in truth, you would be the first person I’ve ever shown my true colors to.  But maybe, you’ll understand.  You seemed to take my facade well, and you’re not mad at the real me that’s in front of you,” he uttered. 
 
    “Why would I be?  I mean, I like this side of you,” she said. 
 
    There was a moment where Cody looked vulnerable, and Scarlet wondered what he had been hiding for so long that was turning him into this. 
 
    “Thank you Scarlet.  You are someone I can trust no matter what,” he told her. 
 
    She nodded, wondering what to do next.  She definitely felt like there was something more about him that made her feel gravitated.  Call it what it is, but it made her feel good about the whole thing that was going on. 
 
    “Well, I do feel happy to have finally met you.  Plus, I’m not going to be some girl who’s going to make you feel uncomfortable or anything,” she said to him. 
 
    “I know that.  You’re not making me uncomfortable at all, if you want the truth of it,” he said to her. 
 
    She nodded.  “Good.  So what do you like to do besides play basketball?” she asked the man. 
 
    There was a blush, and she wondered what was going on.  It seemed like it was something big, something that seemed embarrassing. 
 
    “Do you really want to know?  It’s really embarrassing,” he muttered. 
 
    “Of course!  I’m not going to get mad if you say your hobby is to collect dolls, or even if it is watching soccer or reading comic books,” she told him.  In truth, she just wanted to find out what his interests were. 
 
    “Okay.  Well, don’t laugh at me, but I really like dragons.  I study up on dragons, read books on them, want to go to museums and crap like that and talk about the folklore of them.  I’m a big fanatic of medieval attire and items as well.  I collect them.  Being a basketball star who makes good money, I do have the ability to indulge in that hobby,” he told her. 
 
    She listened to this, and in truth, she was legitimately interested in this. 
 
    “Holy shit that’s awesome!” she cried out. 
 
    “Really?  You’re not embarrassed?” he asked. 
 
    “Course not.  Why would I be?  It seems like an interesting hobby.  I mean, if the paranormal and fantasy areas of life are your forte, then I’m totally fine with that.  I mean, my major hobby is reading Japanese comic books.  I love them and they’re my go-to book sometimes when I’m not studying,” she said. 
 
    “Interesting.  I would’ve never pegged you as a manga reader,” he mused. 
 
    “Yeah.  It’s a bit weird and embarrassing, but I make the hobby my own.  But that’s really cool that you like dragons and such.  It feels nice knowing someone who has a hobby they’re passionate about.  I mean, it’s better than just speaking about basketball all the time, even though that is a big part of your life,” she said to him. 
 
    He looked at her, and for a moment, both of them felt as if time had stopped.  For Scarlet, she felt happy to make Cody feel comfortable about himself, but at the same time, she also wanted to get to know him, to find out more of his own quirks and his hobbies. 
 
    After dinner, they left the area, and Cody turned to Scarlet, a blush presence on his face. 
 
    “I want to show you something.  I’m a bit worried about it though, because I don’t know how you’re going to take it,” he said to her. 
 
    “What is it?” she asked. 
 
    He looked around, and then his eyes darted to the car. 
 
    “Get in the car.  I’ll take you to a more private location where I can show you my true self,” he said to her. 
 
    She did so, looking at Cody with worry on her face.  What was it that he was so scared to show her?  They went to where a nearby abandoned forest was, and when he got out, he motioned for her to follow him. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to go in there?  It looks kind of creepy,” she muted. 
 
    “I’m sure.  It’s the only way I can show you this,” he said. 
 
    She followed him inside, a bit confused as to what might happen next.  When they got to the center of the forest though, a small clearing where the moonlight shone through, he turned to her with a blushing face. 
 
    “Okay, promise me that you won’t laugh,” he said. 
 
    “I already told you that I wouldn’t.  What else do I have to say?” she told him.  It bothered her that he wasn’t so trustworthy of her words.  Of course, this seemed like a big factor in his life. 
 
    “I know, I’m just scared,” he said to her. 
 
    She nodded, understanding a little bit of what was going through him.  He then pulled back, and for a second, Scarlet thought he just brought her there so they could be in a private area.  But then, a light had shone through, and suddenly the forest was illuminated in a white light, and that’s when she saw it. 
 
    The man changed, his body morphing into something that seemed like otherworldly.  She looked at it, and immediately she thought that this was a dream.  The man was changing, and suddenly, after all of it was over, he looked at her, a blush presence on his face. 
 
    “Here it is.  I hope you’re not scared,” he said. 
 
    She wasn’t scared, more shocked than anything though.  She looked at it, her mouth hanging open and dry at the sudden realization of what this man was. 
 
    He was a dragon.  He was a dragon shifter who could change into a red dragon.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    For a moment, she didn’t know what to say.  It wasn’t that she was disgusted with him or anything, but it was more along the lines of wonder and shock. 
 
    “Are you scared of me?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope.  Just curious if you want the truth of it,” she told him. 
 
    He turned to her, his hand extended and the scales present in his hand. 
 
    “If you want, you can feel it,” he told her. 
 
    She looked at the hand, wondering what this would mean.  What if they did get in a relationship with one another?  Would he want any weird dragon sex? 
 
    “Do you ever…do it with girls in this form?” she asked. 
 
    “Nope.  I only use my human form for intercourse.  But this is a part of me as well.  However, I make sure that it never shows up when I’m around others who don’t understand,” he told her. 
 
    She looked at him, eying him up and down. 
 
    “I understand.  I get that,” she said to him. 
 
    “Thank you.  But you’re not afraid of me.  That’s surprising,” he told her. 
 
    Why should she be afraid?  Sure, he was a big, scary dragon to some people, but for Scarlet, this seemed almost like a dream come true.  She felt secure around him in a strange way. She read manga with weirder premises than the stuff in front of her. 
 
    “I’m totally fine, Cody.  I’ve read manga with stranger elements to it.  Sure, this is the real world, but I am not scared of you.  You were amazing at dinner tonight.  So why should I toss that to the side just because I know about this?” she said. 
 
    Cody changed back, his human form in shock at the words that were uttered. 
 
    “I’m so surprised.  Every single woman who knew about this got scared.  I had to take away their memories ofthe past.  I only had one other person know about this in the past, but they didn’t do anything and instead just ended their friendship with me.  I’ve been terrified of showing anyone this, and I didn’t know if I could with you.  I mean, your reaction is the best I’ve seen thus far, so it makes me feel comfortable about myself,” he told her. 
 
    “You should be.  I mean, you are something amazing in my eyes, and this dragon part is just another part of you.  It’s kind of like you having brown hair.  I mean, sure you could change it but it’s a part of you.  I’m not scared.  Not at all,” she told him. 
 
    The feeling of happiness lurched over him and suddenly, he pulled her close, hugging her softly.  He looked into her eyes, staring directly at her with a smile on his face. 
 
    “Thank you Scarlet.  I don’t know what else to say.  I mean, this is the first time I’ve felt this way about someone, so I was nervous about the outcome,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid, Cody.  Everyone has their secrets, and the fact that you were so willing to show me that right now is something astounding.  I mean, I won’t tell anyone about it.  I promise,” she said. 
 
    “Thank you.  I needed that,” he told her. 
 
    They stared into each other’s eyes, and for a moment, Scarlet thought that this would be the perfect moment to kiss him. She didn’t want to take it further than that, because she didn’t feel like it was right to have sex on the first date. But suddenly, she felt her body move closer to his, and that’s when she pressed her lips to his own, sealing them with a kiss. 
 
    Some might think that this kiss was the type where rainbows and butterflies would shoot out of it, but in truth, it just felt normal to both of them.  When they kissed, it didn’t feel like they were pushing it with one another.  Instead, it felt nice and natural, and for Scarlet, this was exactly what she needed.  She had been in too many relationships in the past where things would go sour because of secrets, but in truth, as she pressed her lips to his own, her lips colliding and touching his own, she felt like she was in a new heaven she had never indulged in before. 
 
    For a moment, it felt like time had stopped, at least in their eyes.  He pulled back, blushing madly at her and trying to speak, although it came out as a stutter. 
 
    “Sorry.  I didn’t mean to be so forward.  It’s just…it felt natural.  You’re the first girl I’ve opened up to, and I feel welcomed,” he told her. 
 
    “Don’t apologize.  I feel the same way,” she replied. 
 
    They kissed one again, this time for a bit longer and a bit more passionate than they expected.  After he pulled away though, he grasped her hand, heading towards the car. 
 
    “So, I know this is weird and stuff, but I want to ask you personally.  Will you be my girlfriend?” he asked her. 
 
    “Of course.  Why would I say no? We can take it slow and everything.” she said.  
 
    For him, that was the perfect response.  His eyes lit up, his face hanging in a happy grin, one that said it all. 
 
    “Thank you Scarlet.  Thank you for everything,” he told her. 
 
    They went back to the car, and for the rest of the night they held hands, both of them feeling sure and amazing.  But what they didn’t know, was that in the corner of the forest was someone that Cody knew, someone who wasn’t afraid to expose Cody for who he really was.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    The next couple of months were crazy, with Cody and Scarlet going out on dates together, seeing movies, hanging out by the park, and just enjoying the way the other person felt.  Cody hadn’t felt this happy ever, and for him, this seemed like the right thing to do.  But he could tell that something was wrong, something he couldn’t put his finger on, and he knew that there was something amiss with everything that was happening. 
 
    In the locker room one day, Cody was putting on a black polo and some khakis to wear for when he would see Scarlet tonight, and his teammate Tony looked at him with a glance. 
 
    “Wow, I haven’t seen you dress that fancy in a while.  Normally you’re always in sweats after practice,” he mused. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to meet my girlfriend tonight.  I’m excited to see her again, since it’s something that makes me feel happy.  I feel like when I play the games, I’m thinking about her now than just some random chick in the background,” he told him. 
 
    “That’s cool.  I’m happy for you bro.  Just don’t let it get in the way of the championship this Friday.  I mean, I don’t want to have to take over for you when the going gets too tough,” he joked. 
 
    “Nah.  I’ve got my head in the game.  Scarlet should be coming to the game as well, and I think it’ll be great for her to see it.  She’s a school reporter and she’s going to school for journalism, and I’m excited to see what sort of piece she’ll put together,” he told Tony. 
 
    “That’s cool man.  I’m happy to see that you’re doing better.  Even the coach noticed the difference.  You seem lighter, like a burden has been pushed off of you.  I’m happy to see that everything is going well for you,” his friend said. 
 
    “Yeah.  I’m just excited for tonight.  Apparently she wants to take me to this interesting Indian place, and I’ve never had it before,” he told his friend with an animated expression.  For Cody, this was so right to him.  Getting excited for dates, feeling like the king of the world, all of that just felt so real to him, and he didn’t feel like he had to prove himself to show the happiness he was feeling. 
 
    Unfortunately, things were about to get worse for him though, for as soon as he walked out of the locker room, he noticed someone sitting on the bench across the way.  Normally, Cody didn’t pay attention to random people who at around here, but when he looked at the person, he could tell that something was up. 
 
    “Kenneth,” he said to the person in front of him. 
 
    “Hello there Cody.  It’s been a while hasn’t it?” the man said. 
 
    “It has.  You coming to spy on our team before the championship game?  Afraid you’ll lose if you do otherwise?” he asked the man. 
 
    “Actually, I came here to personally see you.  See, you and me have a little bit of business to talk about regarding the recent game that’s happening this Friday.  I would like to make a proposal with you, and I hope that you’re fine with it.  I mean, if you don’t listen to my demands, I think it’ll spell problems for both you, and that girl that you’re seeing,” he said. 
 
    For a second, Cody felt like punching the man in the face.  What the hell did this have to do with Scarlet?  This made him ferociously angry, and suddenly he turned to the man, glaring at him with annoyance. 
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked the other guy. 
 
    “Isn’t it simple?  I have a proposal for you, and if you don’t take my offer, I’ll ruin both you and her.  You gave me some interesting information the other night, and I’m putting it to VERY good use,” the man said with a sneer. 
 
    Cody looked around, and then he motioned for the small office nearby. 
 
    “Tell me in there,” he said. 
 
    The other man smiled, and Cody followed him like a helpless animal.  What was Kenneth doing?  What the hell was this? 
 
    Kenneth and Cody had been rivals since their middle school days.  It turned from a friendly rivalry to where they would spit scorn at one another, and it would be a fight that was not only bitter, but permeating as well.  Kenneth joined the rival team, and both of them made it into the NBA.  Kenneth told everyone that he refused to be on the same team as Cody, and judging from the look on his face, he had some sort of messed up plan up his sleeve. 
 
    He sat down across from Cody, grinning like a madman. 
 
    “What the hell do you want?” he asked. 
 
    “Simple.  I want you to throw the game.  I want you to not show up on Friday, and I want your team to lose,” he said. 
 
    “And you think I’ll just agree to your shady demands, right?” he asked him. 
 
    “Well no.  I wouldn’t believe that.  What I do have, however, is some blackmail,” the man said with a smile. 
 
    He pulled out a piece of paper, a photograph of sorts, and the image casted on it made Cody blanch.  
 
    “No fucking way,” he said. 
 
    “Oh yes way.  I have a photo of you changing into a dragon.  If you want this to go public, to ruin your image forever and ever, then by all means, come to the game.  If you don’t show up though, this won’t go public and I’ll destroy it,” he said. 
 
    Cody couldn’t believe this.  “You bastard,” he said. 
 
    “Well, I know that Cody, but the answer should be obvious.  I’m sure I won’t be seeing you at the game this Friday,” he told him. 
 
    Kenneth got up, marching out the door and leaving Cody a flustered, unsure mess.  What should he do?  What was there to do in this sort of situation?  The only thing he could think of was to wait and see. 
 
    He made his way out the door to where Scarlet was, unsure of what to say to her, or even what to do about the worry that was present within his feelings.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    For Scarlet, seeing Cody late was the first bad sign.  She motioned for him to sit down, and he looked at her, trying his best to avoid contact. 
 
    “You know, avoiding eye contact isn’t something a boyfriend does,” she mused. 
 
    “Sorry about that.  I just…I’m worried about something,” he said. 
 
    This was the first time that Scarlet ever saw him worried.  She then looked at him, wondering what was going on. 
 
    “What is it?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m worried about something that happened.  I just don’t know what to think,” he said. 
 
    This wasn’t getting anywhere.  She ordered them food, but she took it to go. 
 
    “I thought we were eating here tonight,” he said. 
 
    “I changed my mind.  Let’s head on home,” she told him. 
 
    They took the Indian food home, and when they got to her place they sat on the couch, eating the contents with very little being said.  She looked at Cody, seeing the downcast eyes that immediately screamed something was up.  She turned to him, and once they were both finished, she started to ask. 
 
    “Okay, what the fuck happened?” she asked him. 
 
    He glanced at her, wondering what he should do. 
 
    “Well, one of the rival team members came to the area where we practice today, and let’s just say that it wasn’t pretty,” he told her. 
 
    “What did the fucker do?” she asked him. 
 
    “He threatened me,” Cody said with a small choked sob. 
 
    She moved closer, glancing at him with a worried look.  Scarlet didn’t know how much this affected him, and it made her feel worried. 
 
    “What did he say?  With the way you look, it’s got to be something that majorly shook you up,” she mused. 
 
    “He told me…that he would expose all of me to the world, ruin my career, and ruin yours as well if I was at the game this Friday,” he said. 
 
    That’s when it all came crashing down. She looked at him with wide eyes, the shock setting in. 
 
    “Holy shit,” she told him. 
 
    “Yeah.  I’m worried about it myself, because he might do it anyway, but even I don’t know where he kept the picture after that.  I’m just worried, because I don’t want to lose the game, but I feel like I have to,” he told her. 
 
    “You don’t!  You don’t have to do a thing.  I can help you,” she said to him with vigor.  She wasn’t going to let him throw away his only chance. 
 
    “And why not?  Why do you care so much?” he asked. 
 
    “Because…because I love you,” she said to him. 
 
    He looked at her, the shock of the moment setting in, and that’s when she spoke. 
 
    “Yeah.  I’ve been in love with you for a long time, Cody.  To be honest, I was worried about something like this, and I knew that if I didn’t realize the feelings that I had when we first kissed, I probably would’ve dismissed them.  But here I am now, realizing the truth of everything that is going on, and in truth, it’s a bit shocking,” she told him. 
 
    “I imagine.  And it’s weird, because I feel the same way,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah.  I mean, I could’ve told everyone about you from the moment I learned of it, but I love you too much to do that.  I mean I could potentially help you with this if you want me to.  I can go look for the camera over the next couple of days and destroy the file.  I can help you win the game and everything still.  It’s just…I’m worried about how you feel.  I didn’t want to hold it back anymore, and I hope you’re not weirded out by a girl like me saying those words,” she told him. 
 
    “Yeah.  I definitely feel this way,” he told her. 
 
    The two of them looked at one another, and for a moment, it felt as if time had stopped once again. 
 
    “I will help you with this.  I will protect your secret.  Just please, don’t give up now.  When I saw you walk in looking that way, I felt awful.  I felt like I couldn’t do anything to help you at this point.  But now, I see what it is.  I see that I can help you, and I do want to.  I feel like I’m meant to help you.  Even though the world might not be on our side, I’ll be there to assist you.  Maybe it’s because I know the truth, I know for a fact that you deserve just as much as everyone else the closure of your secrets.  Blackmailing you like that is so wrong and fucked up and it bothers me to no end,” she said. 
 
    “Same here.  But thank you Scarlet.   Really do appreciate it.  And I do love you.  You’ve changed me for the better, you’ve made me realize that life doesn’t have to be bland and boring.  I’ve also learned from you that sometimes there are people who understand your secrets, even though you might not understand why they’re so accepting.  It’s strange, but with you, I feel that closure that I need, and I feel like I can show you my true form,” he told her. 
 
    She nodded in excitement, feeling happy about the truth of the situation. She then moved closer, letting her lips lightly graze over the tip of his own.  This time though, it didn’t feel like some little chaste thing.  In truth, she wanted to make Cody happy.  She hadn’t felt this strongly over a guy before, and in truth she never thought that she would feel this way.  But, as she looked over the other man and let her lips graze over his own, the feeling of love and happiness that was coursing over her was only making everything better.  They would make it, and they would make everything better, and as soon as they started to kiss again, she felt the happiness within her start to rush over, and she knew for a fact that she could protect this man. 
 
    The kiss wasn’t as chaste as the last time, not that they expected it to be.  Scarlet felt the need for this man, the raw, passionate need that was unlike anything she had felt in the past.  She started to kiss him deeper, letting her mouth roll over his own, and suddenly, she felt something that she hadn’t in the past.  His tongue started to snake out, lingering over her own mouth.  She let him in, and suddenly, she felt the mixture of their two muscles as they grazed and touched over one another.  It was magical, almost like a miracle, and for her, she wanted nothing more than to stay like this forever. 
 
    Cody’s tongue then started to explore her mouth, moving in small circles and touches against her own and making her feel something stronger than ever before.  She then started to move her tongue up against his own, and when she did that, the two of them moaned against one another.  They could taste the Indian curry they had earlier, but for Scarlet, it didn’t really matter.  It felt so right, so real, and the pleasure was all hers. 
 
    The she was grasped by him, his strong arms lifting her into them.  He carried her out of the living room, and when he got to the hallway, she motioned to the left where the bedroom was.  When he got there, he laid her down like a princess and started to make out with her once again, letting his tongue collide over her own and his body hovering over hers.  She could feel his cock growing hard against her body, and the sensation felt so different from what she was used to, but at the same time she enjoyed it. 
 
    He continued to kiss her with no stopping, and suddenly, he started to pull away.  She immediately communicated to him with her eyes that she was a virgin, and he seemed to implicitly understand that, moving his lips downward and lightly moving them against the tip of her neck.  He rolled his tongue over the soft flesh, his teeth grazing over her muscles there and lightly sucking on the soft spot that she loved immediately. She bucked her hips, grazing over his hardness suddenly. She blushed, realizing what she was doing, but at the same time not stopping.  It felt so good, so right, and as he continued to do this, she felt like she was in a sort of heaven that even she wasn’t used to. 
 
    Suddenly, when he got to her collarbone, he pushed her shirt off against the area for but a moment, placing a small kiss and nibble there.  It was the first mark he had ever given her, and for Scarlet, it both hurt but also felt so good.  She loved this, her body wanting more of this man and her pussy craving more of his touch.  He continued this while he skillfully moved his hands over her blouse, undoing the buttons and pulling them off.  He also did away with the polo he was wearing, exposing his muscular, taut chest for her to see. 
 
    He looked even more gorgeous in person, and for a moment, she felt like she was almost unworthy of all of this.  For them this was so perfect, so right, and as he started to move his lips down her body, right over her soft breasts, she wondered how in the world it all ended up like this.  How did she get to have this man?  How in the world did she even get to have these feelings period?  It felt so good, so right, and in truth, she wanted nothing more than this. 
 
    That’s when his hands grazed right over the back of her bra, moving towards the clasp and undoing it while he peppered her chest with soft, tangible kisses that felt like a sort of awakening to her.  He then pulled back, slipping the garment off her body, and that’s when she looked up at him, with wonder and shock present in her eyes. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes.  I do,” she said, the sureness apparent in her eyes. 
 
    Sure, she was a virgin, but what she didn’t know was that Cody actually never gotten that far with a woman either.  He said that he had done things with girls before, but it was mostly heavy petting and fingering.  He had never put himself into another woman, because he didn’t want to get attached to them, only to have them hurt him later on.  It sounded like a dumb reason to many people, but to Cody, it seemed right.  But tonight, he was happy that he brought a condom, and Scarlet was happy that she got on the pill recently, because it would make this moment not only safer, but a lot more meaningful to both of them as well. 
 
    What he didn’t know, was that Scarlet had never shown herself like this.  When he took her bra off, her hands jumped up to her breasts, covering them softly.  He then clicked his tongue, looking at her with a smile. 
 
    “You don’t have to hide yourself, you know.  I mean, I want to see you like this.  You don’t have to feel weird around me,” he told her with a grin. 
 
    She then nodded, feeling sure of herself and happy with the way everything was going.  She then moved her arms a tiny bit, exposing her orbs for him to see.  They were decently-sized perfect for her body, and soon, his lips moved against the tip of her nipple, lightly flicking his tongue over it.  She let out a moan, bucking her hips in wanton need and pleasure as he did this.  He continued to lap at the bud like a cat, and for her, she felt like she was in a sort of heaven that only he was able to provide for her. 
 
    He then started to let his lips sink against the edge of the other nipple, sucking on the flesh there.  She moaned bucking her hips in wanton need and excitement, her body aching for more from him.  He then started to suck on it a bit more, his body loving the way that she reacted to the light touch.  She was moaning, the delicious sounds better than anything he expected to hear from her. 
 
    His other hand moved to the other erect bud, seeing that it was hard with need and pleasure.  His hands then started to work that one, and for Scarlet, she could already feel the pleasure overcoming her body, making her feel something that even she wasn’t used to.  He continued this for a bit, letting himself tease and caress over the soft flesh for but a little bit before he pulled away, kissing down her body to the edge of her jeans. 
 
    He slipped his hands to the button on the waistband, looking at her with a longing glance.  She then nodded, realizing how she was sealing her fate with him, and suddenly, he started to move his hands to the button, popping it and pulling the zipper off of her pants, exposing her small pair of black panties.  He ran his finger over the front of them, lightly teasing her clit for but a moment.  The result was obvious as she let out a series of garbled moans and praising sounds of need. 
 
    He then pulled his hand away, reaching towards the sides of the panties and slipping them off of her.  Soon, her naked pussy was exposed for him to see, and for a moment, she wondered what was going to happen next. 
 
    Her pussy was nicely trimmed, and he could see the small glistening need that was pent within her area.  He then started to let his fingers graze over the edge of her clit, rubbing against the sensitive bundle of nerves.  She cried out, feeling her body tense up and her pussy throb with need as he continued to do this, and then suddenly, he pulled back, lightly licking his finger for but a moment and then turning to her with a glance. 
 
    She nodded, tacitly agreeing to what was going to come next.  She shivered with anticipation as he started to pull his pants off, exposing his hard cock for her to see.  It was throbbing with need, his body aching for her, and for Scarlet, she felt nervous for the first time ever.   
 
    “I’ll be gentle.  It’s my first time too,” he told her. 
 
    She couldn’t believe it, but then he started to spread her legs apart.  He looked at her with a smile on his face, sliding the tip of his sheathed cock into her and looking at her to see any signs of pain. 
 
    Surprisingly, it wasn’t as bad as she thought it was going to be.  He pushed himself into her, and then suddenly, he stayed like that for but a moment, getting used to the feeling that he got.  Then, he started to rock his hips back and forth, and she let out a small whimper as he broke her virginity. 
 
    He started to move in and out of her at a slow, even pace, and then suddenly, he started to take it a little bit faster.  She then started to groan, feeling her body tense up as he continued to move himself in and out of her with want and need.  She definitely started to feel like she was getting close, and for Cody, he was close as well.  It was his first time, so he wasn’t expecting to last forever or anything. 
 
    After a couple of thrusts, they both cried out, with her pussy tightening around him and his cock throbbing within her.  They let out a series of small grunts and moans together, basking in the release that they had at the exact same time.  For Scarlet, it felt like heaven, and in truth she thought that this was a sort of paradise for her.  It was definitely a good thing, a very good thing that she wanted to continue to have with him. 
 
    After he finished up, he pulled out and disposed of the condom.  He turned to her, looking at her with a small, wry glance. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes.  I would love to do it again.  I love you Cody, and no matter what in the world happens next, we’ll take this on together, and we’ll make everything go right,” she told him. 
 
    He planted a small, loving kiss against her lips, pulling back and smiling. 
 
    “I’m sure we will.  There is no way those guys will be getting away with it,” he said. 
 
    The two of them curled up in each other’s arms, and for a moment, they slept with a blissful feeling as the other person laid next to them.  For Scarlet, she would do whatever it took to have this justice served to that rival team.  There was no way that he was going to get away with this.  With everything that was happening, Scarlet knew what she would have to do, and she knew that she would do the right thing, which was to protect Cody at all times no matter what the odds were.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    For both of them, they knew that it was going to be hard to get everything settled out.  However, Scarlet didn’t know how hard it would be to get this mess squared away. 
 
    The first thing she would do is to use her investigative journalism skills to get into the office.  She slithered into there, getting past some of the meatheads who would probably ask her what she was doing there because she wasn’t a player nor was she staff, but in truth she didn’t care.  She wandered down the hall, looking for the coach’s office.  When she got there, she stepped inside, and when she did so, the coach looked at her with a funny glance. 
 
    “May I help you?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes, I need to know which locker belongs to Kenneth.  I have an important message for him,” she said. 
 
    The coach frowned, trying to determine whether her actions were genuine or not, and for Scarlet, it was easy to feign a smile. 
 
    “Number 25.  I can give it to him if you want,” he said. 
 
    “Nah, it’s okay.  It’s better if I give it to him personally.  Thank you,” she replied with a smile. 
 
    The coach looked at her funny as she walked out.  She moved towards the men’s locker room, grabbing the wig from her bag and throwing it onto her head.  She was wearing a pair of basketball shorts and a shirt underneath to help her look boyish, and after the coast was clear, she went in and changed. 
 
    It smelled, but that wasn’t what she was worried about.  She got to locker 25, and the first thing that she noticed was the fact that he didn’t seem to give a flying fuck about leaving his locker closed or not.  She looked at the door, not seeing a lock on it, and immediately, she opened it without any struggle.  In there was the image, along with the SD card with the rest of the pictures on it. 
 
    “Bingo,” she whispered to herself.  She was happy that she knew some basic photography and other skills too.  She grasped everything that she could, shutting the locker and looking towards the doorway.  Unfortunately, as soon as she was about to leave, she heard the chuckling of players. 
 
    “Yeah dude, that pass was sick.  But we’ll be able to use that against the team on Friday.  I hope I can beat Cody,” one of the players said. 
 
    “Oh, he’ll probably end up being sick or something.  I doubt he’ll be able to show up and beat us,” Kenneth replied. 
 
    The guys started to chatter, and immediately Scarlet knew she had to get out of here.  She went to the bathroom, hiding in the stall in there in hopes that nobody would come and see her. 
 
    The guys continued to talk in the locker room, all of them speaking as animatedly as possible.  She could feel a couple of them getting close, but none of them broke her cover.  After what seemed to be forever, they whizzed out of there, and she sighed in relief.  She rushed out of there, moving swiftly past the coach and back to her car.  At the end of the hall though, she could hear one scream, and after a moment or so, she couldn’t help but laugh. 
 
    “Hey, where are the pictures?” Kenneth said. 
 
    So that was the bastard who blackmailed Cody.  She was happy she knew who it was now.  When she got back to her house, she called Cody, and after two rings she spoke. 
 
    “I got the evidence.  I saw Kenneth too.  What a pathetic man,” she said. 
 
    “Thank you Scarlet.  I really do appreciate it,” he said. 
 
    They hung up, and she knew that the only thing that could happen now was the game, and it would be something amazing. 
 
    That Friday night, Scarlet got there early, sitting in the front row and looking out.  All of the other guys were there, and she could see the rival team hovering around there as well, each of them looking at the entryway for Cody. 
 
    “I bet he won’t even show up,” Kenneth said. 
 
    She looked at them, wondering if there was anything that she could do.  The only thing that she could accomplish right now, was to wait and see. 
 
    The time was ticking, and it was getting closer and closer to the game time, and for Scarlet, even she was starting to get worried.  Cody hadn’t appeared yet, and she could already tell that it was going to be hard for her to keep herself together if he doesn’t show up.  She knew that he was safe for now, his secret with her, but at the same time even she didn’t know if Kenneth had anything up his sleeve.  She really didn’t know, and she could see the haughty look on his face. 
 
    “See?  Told you he wouldn’t show,” Kenneth told the other guys. 
 
    They were all jeering, happy that Cody still wasn’t there, but she could feel the worry rushing over her. 
 
    “Come on Cody.  You’ve got this,” she muttered to herself. 
 
    About a minute before the game, when she thought that it was all lost, she saw something, and when it appeared, she immediately knew that this was it.  She saw someone walk out from the other side of the stadium, and when she did see it, she immediately looked shocked. 
 
    It was Cody.  He seemed to be a bit worried, but she could see the fire in his eyes.  The determination within them was enough to cut something like a knife.  The other players looked at Cody with shock on their faces, but not as much shock as Kenneth himself.  Kenneth looked at Cody, unsure of what to say, but he just looked at him with a garbled expression of wonder. 
 
    “But how?  You knew what was coming!  I’ll still expose you,” the man said. 
 
    “Good luck with that.  I know all about it.  I know all about what you’ve done, and I’ve been able to prepare for it,” he told the other man. 
 
    Kenneth looked around, and immediately Scarlet smiled waving at him.  She then showed the folder where the pictures were, and he growled with annoyance. 
 
    “You bastard,” the man said with a spit. 
 
    “Hey, play fairly next time and don’t make me have to use my girlfriend to get the pictures.  If you do just that, you’ll have a much better time eventually,” he told them. 
 
    The other players watched as Cody went over to the other side, and Scarlet breathed a sigh of relief.  It was nice to know that they would still have a chance of winning, and suddenly, the game was about to start. 
 
    It was a rough game, and even she could see it.  The fact that his plans were foiled said a lot to Kenneth, and the hatred in his eyes was glowering all over the court.  But Cody looked different, and for Scarlet, she could see the different person in front of her.  The fire in his eyes and in his soul, the determined feeling that he had because of all of this, all of that was something special to her, and she knew that he would win.  It was obvious that he would, because if he wasn’t they wouldn’t have put as much of an effort forward to thwart the plans that they had. 
 
    The game started to get brutal from the start, with interceptions happening left and right, and Kenneth playing with anger as his fuel.  Cody kept a level head though, and despite all that had happened and all of the bullshit that had gone down before the game, he was smart about not letting it get the best of him.  The two of them played in a fiery manner, and for Scarlet, she felt like she was seeing two rivals finally get the showdown that they needed. 
 
    But Scarlet could see after the second quarter that this game was far from over.  Cody’s team was winning, but it was a game that kept going back and forth.  Right now, it was anyone’s game, and this would be the championship that would determine it all.  It was going to determine it, and when the fourth quarter hit, with very little time left, she could practically feel the tension throughout the stadium. 
 
    That’s when it happened.  They were tied, with only about ten seconds left, and Cody had the ball.  There was no way he could make a layup in time to win, and it was heavily guarded.  But, he had another idea, and that’s when he did it.  He got to the threw-point line, jumping ahead of the other players, grasping the ball and dunking it.  When the buzzer hit, the ball fell in, marking the lead they got and winning the game. 
 
    The crowd reverberated in cheers, and immediately Scarlet was welcomed down. She went down there, and Cody embraced her, holding her in her arms.  She did hold onto the files and the card for evidence, evidence that she planned to destroy after the event was over.  She could see Kenneth glaring at her, but she just smiled, and she felt happy about it all. 
 
    Cody pushed his lips against her own, and for Scarlet, it was the first most powerful kiss the tow of them shared.  It was weird, because it was a kiss that said everything about themselves, and she embraced tit too. She knew deep down that there was a lot that they would need to go over, but their love would know no bounds. 
 
    They got the trophy, and Cody was represented as one of the star players for the game, and the horns were blaring as the screen showed all of his plays.  Cody turned to Scarlet, grasping her hand. 
 
    “It’s amazing isn’t it?” he said. 
 
    “It really is.  You did well babe,” she told him. 
 
    “Well I wouldn’t have even been half as good had you not been able to help me.  Thank you for everything babe.  I love you so much.  Let’s have more adventures together, more games won, and more memories created,” he said. 
 
    She nodded, taking all of that in and feeling the happiness that seemed to know no bounds.  The two of them kissed one again, and for her, she felt like she made the best decision in the world.  It was something utterly amazing, something that seemed so right, and for her, this felt like the best thing in her mind, and it would always be like that. 
 
    The two of them shared in a kiss, and it was definitely something that they wanted to cherish forever.  The game has been won, and the two of them won their own game as well, which was the game of love.  They overcome some of the hardest trials that they ever had before, a feeling that made them both realize that it was worth it, and it was something more than they ever expected.  At this point, nothing could stop them not, at least not for a long time, for their love was strong and not wavering, and they would be able to continue with this with one another for as long as the two of them willed it to be, and as long as they wanted.   
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    Another bonus story is on the next page. 
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 Kissing a Scoundrel 
 
      
 
    A woman born to a particular rank, or status, is expected to take news, no matter how dissatisfactory, with a demure nod, or perhaps a fashionable turning of the head, and nothing else. The young Lady Crawford, fully aware of what was expected, attempted to do just this, but found that her hands would not quite cooperate. Nerves had always been her undoing. 
 
    Emily was not sure that she could handle this. Between her father's sudden death and the funeral that followed, everything was changing far too quickly for her to handle. She felt a familiar frightened tickling at the back of her throat.  
 
    Her father's study was suddenly too small. A strange occurrence as she had always thought it a well-appointed room, full of life and knowledge. It had also been her private sanctum when society had been too much for her, or when the bounds of politeness strained. She had always been able to find a certain comfort in the written word; the crackling of well-loved paper, and the scent of dry ink. In this moment, however, it was an inescapable prison.  
 
    “Miss Crawford, are you quite alright?” the sound of the solicitor's voice sounded very far off.  
 
    No, no this would never do. It was exactly this sort of behavior that had seen her through three seasons without even a whisper of a marriage proposal. She cleared her throat, and swallowed the fretting.  
 
    “Forgive me, Mister Quinn, but I am afraid that I do not entirely understand.” The shake of the tea cup was barely discernible to the small gathering, but to Emily Crawford it may well have been a Chinese gong. She clutched it harder. At least no one would see the white of her knuckles through the black lace gloves.  
 
    Mister Quinn, the solicitor, was in possession of truly prodigious jowls, which were only a shade lighter than the burgundy of his waistcoat, trembled with admirably contained frustration as he carefully folded the last will and testament of the late Lord Albert Crawford.  
 
    The crackling of the paper did nothing to soften his tone when he explained, “I believe it is all very plain, Miss Crawford, very plain indeed. The properties of your father, including all of those that were part of his business, and the private residences, go in their entirety to Mister Owen Harding.”  
 
    Even hearing it a second time, it struck like a blow. Her mother, who had been much loved by her father, had passed of an infection when Emily was still in swaddling-clothes. When it became clear that Emily suffered from the same delicate constitution, and tightly strung nature as her mother, her father had seen to it that she was well taken care of. He would not have done this. He would never have left her with nothing.  Emily could not bring herself to believe it.  
 
    She barely kept her voice level as she asked, “Am I to understand that this includes my family estate as well as the London residence?”  
 
    Mister Quinn barely looked up as he placed several folded papers into his satchel, a worn thing that had been tattered and stained with use. Clearly he thought the matter settled.  “Were they part of your father's holdings?”  
 
    “I...well...yes,” she managed. The shaking of her teacup was louder. A few droplets crashed over the brim and puddled on the elegantly painted saucer. Her chest constricted with the all too familiar rising of her nerves. “But surely this addendum that you spoke of...”  
 
    “Miss Crawford.” He fixed her with a patronizing smile. “I realize that your father's death was most unexpected. He was, I believe, very healthy for a man of his years. And I understand that this sudden shift in your own life is hard to reconcile, but I am not sure that I can be any clearer. By the decree of these papers, you will receive a very handsome stipend for living expenses during the course of this upcoming social season, and when you are married you shall receive a generous dowry as well. However, in order to receive either of these you must do so as the addendum states...”  
 
    Yes, she remembered that part as well. It was easily the most befuddling part of her father's will. “So long as I attend the entire season under the escort of Mister Harding?”  
 
    “Yes.” His thick lips tilted into a pleased smile, humoring her understanding. “Mister Harding you will be expected to maintain Miss Crawford through this season, with the intention of finding her a suitable husband. It was impressed upon me that Lord Crawford wished to see his daughter taken care of.”  
 
    “Naturally.”  It was the first thing that the other participant of this unwanted meeting had offered. In truth it was the first thing that she had heard Owen Harding say since his eulogy, which she felt had been utterly economical in nature.  
 
    “I beg your pardon?” Emily demanded, knowing that her tone whispered with the hysterics she was fighting off. She shifted the bulk of her dark gown to better see him.  
 
    Harding was not unattractive, at least in appearance. His shoulders had the slender strength of an athletic man, and his hair curled in a charming riot around a poetically sculpted face. It was his eyes, she thought, that gave him away. For all they were a perfectly acceptable shade of blue, with a starburst of green around the iris, they were most ungentlemanly in nature. It was a gleam to them, wolfish and knowing. It was not a proper look, but Mister Harding had never cared much for proper.  
 
    There wasn't anything natural about this, and they all knew it. Tea, which had grown cool, sloshed over the edges and stained her fingertips. She could only imagine how she looked. Her ivory cheeks flushed a deep pink with her own frustration and the deep brown of her eyes, normally her best feature, rimmed with the red of her recent tears. It was not how she would have liked appear during the moment when her entire life changed, but one did not have complete control over these sorts of things. Some, she sighed inwardly, had even less control than others.  
 
    She closed her dark eyes and counted slowly to five, picturing each number carefully behind her eyelids. When she opened them she felt more settled, if no less upset. With great care she replaced the cup, and its matching saucer, upon the table, and let her gaze land upon Mister Owen Harding, her last possible hope.  
 
    “I beg your pardon,” she repeated, her tone far steadier than it had been. “You cannot possibly agree to this.”  
 
    “Why not?” His lips curled into a bemused smile.  
 
    How could he possibly smile at a time such as this? Well, she thought, if she had been informed she was willed a prosperous business and two well-appointed homes she might well have smiled.  
 
    “Mister Harding, it is no secret that you deplore polite society.”  
 
    “True enough,” he answered without any hint of shame. Owen Harding was well known as a man of low morals, who preferred drinking halls to dinner parties and brothels to galas. He, as far as she knew, had never made any apology for his deplorable behavior. Why her father had been so fond of him, Emily would never know.  
 
    “And especially parties and social gatherings,” she continued.  
 
    “That is true as well.”   
 
    His mild tone did nothing but irk her. She shook her head hard enough to set the golden ringlets beneath her mourning veil to dancing. What little comfort that her counting session had given her was evaporating quickly. “In fact, Mister Harding, I distinctly remember you telling my father that you would rather have your eyes put out by a dozen ravenous seagulls than to spend the season in London being...oh, how exactly did you put it...paraded in front of insipid matrons for their even more insipid daughters?”  
 
    His eyes nearly sparkled. He held out his hands in surrender, but continued to lounge comfortably in his seat. “One of my better musings, I think.”  
 
    “Then why do this?” To keep herself from balling her hands into fists, Emily cupped her hands in her lap, black lace on black cotton. She could not have an episode now, not here, and certainly not in front of him.  
 
    “Because.” He stood up in an elegant shifting of muscle and sinew.   He reached out and chucked her under the chin in a most impolite way that set her cheeks to flaming. He turned those strange and magnificent eyes on her. “For all I hate of society, and the social season, I loved your father a great deal more.” 
 
    Emily was hard pressed to decide if there could have been an answer that would have surprised her more.   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    As Emily had, thankfully, already been introduced to polite society three years previous she had no need to attend the ball of debutantes other than she wished to see everyone at their very best. There was nothing quite like a gala to show off one at one’s best.  
 
    Silks in every shade of pink, or blue, or yellow paraded by on the most eligible ladies in all of London. Ribbons, she noted, were quite the style; especially if formed into flattering bows.  
 
    It was her preference, due to her delicate condition, that Emily was not in the center of things. She much preferred this spot near the edge of the gathering, with the comfort of a wall at her back. It allowed her to see many, without many bothering to look at her.  
 
    Her own gown was lacking in bows, as it was two years old and of a simpler country fashion. While many women, no matter how many social seasons they had seen, often purchased several new gowns, Emily was far more frugal with her wardrobe. Besides, the simpler style suited her natural look, and the pale blue emphasized her fair coloring. 
 
    “Well,” Owen said stepped up next to her, “this is as droll as I thought it would be.”  
 
    He looked resplendent. She wished he didn't. It would make everything so much easier if the deep blue of his waistcoat, and the matching silk of his cravat didn't bring out that particular hue in his eyes. No indeed, if the cut of his suit were any less perfect she could ignore the way it clung to his form. He was, Emily was forced to admit, an excellently made man, and one of the most attractive in the room, especially now that he had her father's wealth.  She noted that more than one woman was already taking notice of her chaperone.  
 
    “It surprises me. I would think, with your well known proclivities, that this would be an excellent ground for you.” Emily flicked her fan out to hide her frown. It matched her gown perfectly.  
 
    “Is that so?”  
 
    “Well of course. You have made it no secret that you greatly enjoy the company of women, and here they are on display for the amusement of every established gentleman. Perhaps that is the problem,” she said musingly. “You do not enjoy the competition.”  
 
    “Your presumptions, Miss Crawford, may have been true if I had even the slightest bit of intention to marry.”  
 
    “You...you don't plan to marry?”  
 
    “No,” he said firmly. “I don't.”  
 
    “That's the most ridiculous thing that I have ever heard. You can't possibly not wish to get married. You are an eligible bachelor, a wealthy one. Surely you wish for some genteel companionship.”  
 
    While she knew of several men who were not interested in marriage, they usually had some verifiable reason as to why. For her part, Emily wished for nothing more than a good marriage to a kind man.  
 
    “Miss Crawford, I do not think that you know me at all.”  
 
    “Oh?” she asked from behind the privacy of blue and white paper. “Would you care to enlighten me then? Because as far as I am aware, you are two steps above a rake and just below a scoundrel.”  
 
    The laugh was a surprise. His eyes crinkled at the corners and his lips formed a pleasing shape, but it was the sound that caught her attention. It was not the polite titter of tea rooms or galas. It was a wild laugh, free and unadorned. Emily couldn't quite stop her lips from curling into a smile.  
 
    “Guilty enough, Miss Crawford, but at least I don't make any pretense of myself.”  
 
    “Does pretense bother you so?”  
 
    “It's a lie,” he said flatly, guiding her away from the entry room and towards the dancing hall. There were more people here, and they turned to look when the pair of them entered. “I despise lies.” 
 
    “Why? If I may be so bold?”  
 
    “I love boldness in a woman.” He navigated them along the fringes of the dancing. “But to answer your question, my father is the reason for much of my personality flaws, but he is also the reason I detest lies. He was a grievous liar and a deplorable representation of patriarchal affection.”  
 
    “I am sorry,” she offered as gently as she could. Suddenly she understood both him and her father's kindness towards him a little better.   
 
    “Think nothing of it.” He cleared his throat, “Let us show you off, shall we? That is what we are here for, after all.”  
 
    She tried to ignore the eyes that fell on them. Emily fidgeted.   Dancing was her least favorite activity at a party. Here, more than anywhere else, people were interested in everything that one did. There was the continuing worry of her hair being in the right style, or her gown being without flaw, and (most importantly) whether what she said was going to be appropriate to a potential dance partner.  
 
    No, that wasn't entirely honest. She disliked the dancing because she was never asked. Once, in her very first season, a young gentleman had been polite enough to ask her, and her worries had gotten such a hold of her that she had burst into tears rather than say 'yes'. It had been the talk of social circles for several weeks.  
 
    The memory had her fingers tightening on her fan.  
 
    “Are you alright?” Owen asked. He did not sound concerned, so much as he sounded curious.  
 
    “As well as can be expected.” It wasn't exactly a lie. She watched a particularly elegant lady in a peach gown step in a pretty circle with the ease and grace of a person of her station. Emily ignored a flair of unfeminine jealousy. “So you are a bad man, but an honest one?”  
 
    “See, now you understand.”  
 
    “No,” she said softly. “I'm not entirely sure that I do.” 
 
    “Would you like to?”  
 
    The question was so expected that she turned her eyes away from the beautiful sweeping of ladies and gentlemen across the dance floor.   
 
    Owen was looking down at her with an unexpected intensity that set her heart to racing. How had she never noticed that he had a restless curl that fell over his brow, or that his chin had a distinct dip?  
 
    “Pardon?”  
 
    “Would you like to understand me?”  
 
    She blinked twice and then breathed out slowly, her nostrils flaring unbecomingly. “I am not sure.”  
 
    “Well, that's at least honest.” He paused for just a moment before he said, “I'd like to know you.”  
 
    “Why?”  
 
    “Why not? Besides, if I am to see you well married, I might as well know you well enough to ensure the match is a good one.”  
 
    It was a fair point, so she didn't argue it. Rather she turned her gaze back to the dance floor, watching as a round of dancers bowed to one another, and cleared the floor for the next song. She glanced down at her depressingly empty dance card.  
 
    “You're attractive.”  
 
    He startled her for the second time that evening. “I-what?”  
 
    “You have the fairest coloring of any woman in the room. You, and I ask beforehand that you forgive the cliché, are like a porcelain doll, with all those blonde curls, and ivory coloring. And the blue is becoming.”  
 
    “How kind of you to notice,” she mused without humor, though she did run a hand over her skirt to smooth an unlikely wrinkle.  
 
    “The point that I am attempting to get to, Miss Crawford, is that it fascinates me that a woman so lovely as you has not been approached once so far this evening for a dance. Perhaps your father assigned me an impossible task.”  
 
    Emily ignored the barb, as she was to entrenched in her own thoughts. She wasn't going to tell him about her first dance, and that none had ever followed. He did not need the details, but she could help him to understand. “I made a fool of myself the season before last, it is unlikely anyone will approach.”  
 
    “Ah,” he said, dislodging himself from his leaning position. In a surprisingly elegant motion he bowed to her and offered his hand. “Allow me.”  
 
    “You can't be serious.”  
 
    “I promise not to make a habit of it if you'll accept.” His mouth had curved into a charming grin.  
 
    She could only assume that she went temporarily mad when she tucked her hand into his.  
 
    The murmurers followed the pair of them as he led her forward. Her heart hammered. Her stomach sank towards her toes. At the edge of the dance floor her feet refused to move. 
 
    “I...I don't know if I can do this.”  
 
    He looked into her face, his lips were already forming some brusque response when he understanding smoothed his brow. He clapped his mouth closed and gave a singular nod.  
 
    “Look at me,” he whispered. “Look only at me. There is no one and nothing else.”  
 
    He said it with such certainty that she could almost believe him. His gaze filled with an intensity that could have burned if she could touch it. His hand held hers and she could feel nothing, see nothing but him.  
 
    The music started, and he guided her away from the world.  
 
    It was not polite to stare at one's dance partner, but neither of them looked at anything else. It was as if their gazes were magnetized, drawn to one another with some invisible force. Her skin hummed every time his fingers graced her shoulder, her back, or her palm. When the steps had her facing away from him, she glanced over her shoulder and he was watching her. It was intimate in a way she had no words for; not that her mind would have formed coherent thought, much less words.  
 
    When the song ended, he guided her effortlessly away from the crowd, and into an alcove.  
 
    “What was that for?” She asked.  
 
    “A man needs a reason to ask a lovely woman to dance?”  
 
    “You do.”  
 
    He laughed, and the sound was loud enough to turn what few heads weren't already looking in their direction. “Fair enough, Miss Crawford. You are right, I had a motive.”  
 
    “Which is?”  
 
    “What does a man want more than a woman?” The mischievous twinkle was back in his visage.  
 
    “I...I am sure I don't know.”  
 
    “A woman that another man has.”  
 
    “That's ridiculous. How could you even-” 
 
    “Miss Crawford! How lovely to see you,” a voice interrupted.   
 
    She narrowed her eyes at Owen, whose grin had grown arrogant. 
 
    The new arrival was a broadly-built gentleman with a round face and a well-trimmed beard. His familiar presence was a welcomed one, even if ill timed. 
 
    “Lord Wright.” Emily's smile was enthusiastic as she bobbed is a short curtsy. “You are looking well.”  
 
     “As are you. I...well I didn't expect to see you here.”  
 
    He didn't say 'quite so soon', but Emily heard the words anyway.   
 
    “My father was not a homebody, nor shall I be.” No matter, she thought, that she didn't have a home anymore.  
 
    “A good spirit to have. I am very glad that you are here Mister Wright.” Wright glanced at Owen and his brows knit.  
 
    “Oh, forgive me,” Emily shook her head. “I don't know where my manners have gone. Hudson Wright, may I introduce the heir of my father's estate and holdings, Mister Owen Harding. Mister Owen Harding, this is Lord Hudson Wright.”  
 
    The gentlemen acknowledged each other with a bow, though Owen's wasn't particularly courteous.   
 
    “Heir?” Hudson asked, his gaze lingered on her.  
 
    “Yes.” She struggled to keep her tone light. “My father named him in his will, along with several stipulations.”  
 
    “I...stipulations?”  
 
    “Yes, well it seems that...”  
 
    “I get to marry her off,” Owen broke in. “Shall I put you down in the books then? Or would you rather continue to pretend that you aren't interested?”  
 
    “Pardon?” Lord Wright asked, clearly caught off guard.  
 
    “Ahh, pretending it is.” Owen nodded. “Fair choice. Well, her dance card is currently empty, perhaps you'd like to...”  
 
    Emily felt her cheeks go rose. Suddenly the room was far too hot and her ears felt as if they were burning. “Mister Harding, Lord Wright, if you will excuse me, I find that I am in need of air.”  
 
    “Yes,” Emily heard Lord Wright say. “Of course.”  
 
    She jerked her arm away from Owen's and whirled out of the room. She could hear the murmurers following in her wake. Her throat closed as she struggled to keep what little grace was left to her and dashed out of the gala.  
 
    The garden was far cooler and only a few guests were making use of its solitude. Emily found an empty path and took it. She didn't care where it took her, so long as it was away.  
 
    How could he say such things? And to Hudson of all people! 
 
    Hudson was an old friend. He had attended college with her cousin and spent a summer at the estate. Her cousin had spent a good deal of the time chasing parlor maids, but Hudson had spent many an afternoon with Emily. They had, she thought, grown quite fond enough of one another. It was no wild passion, but he was wealthy and intelligent and kind of heart. He knew of her nature, and had never made her feel poor for it.  
 
    “Emily?” Owen's voice called after her. “Emily, there you are.”  
 
    She said nothing as he walked up behind her. He placed her fan in her hand. She couldn't remember having dropped it.  
 
    “Thank you,” she bobbed a quick curtsy in his direction. “Please, go away. I would like to be alone.”  
 
    He didn't. She wasn't sure that she truly expected him to. His most tedious quality was that of being tenacious.  
 
    “Good Lord, woman, are you going to be polite to me even now?” He looked shocked.  
 
    She drew herself up to her full height and fixed him with a level glare. “What would you have me do?”  
 
    “Well, you could have slapped me for one. I certainly deserved it.”  
 
    She blinked. “I...pardon?”  
 
    “Or told me to go stuff myself, that would have been understandable, too.” He stepped past her and leaned casually against a stature of a satyr. The irony was not totally lost on her.  
 
    “You knew you were being rude?” She barely kept her jaw from hanging open.  
 
    “Well of course. I was being rude.” He spread his hands wide open, as if to show him both weaponless and defenseless. She didn't believe any of that.   
 
    “Then why-”  
 
    “That 'lord' is a boring ponce,” he interrupted. “And completely wrong for you.”  
 
    “He is not. You haven't got the first idea what is right for yourself, much less for me. You...you...you say that you danced with me to gain the interest of others, and then you scare off the first man who shows anything akin to interest!” She flicked out her recently returned fan and waved it in frustration.  
 
    “He is wrong for you,” Owen argued lazily, running a hand through his hair. “I know tiresome when I see it, and he was certainly it. You don't want to marry him; you'd be bored within a week.”  
 
    “Well, he certainly won't now.”  
 
    “Oh he will, the fault was all mine you see. He'll find a way to talk to you on your own, maybe when you go for a drink or wandering through the library or some other such thing. He'll make some lighthearted joke about the entire ordeal and then graciously ask you to dance. You'll be in his debt and feel obliged to allow him, whether you want to or not.”  
 
    She blinked. Emily didn't want to believe him, but he may have been right about the dancing. “I...how do you know what he'll do?”  
 
    “Because he's just like every other dandy-boy in there, Miss Crawford. They all do the exact same things. It's just one big dance of polite words and responses. It's enough to drive a person mad.”  
 
    “Is that what you are? Mad?”  
 
    He shrugged his shoulders and looked over the garden. His eyes took on a strange and sudden sadness. She resisted the urge to ask him what was wrong. His lips curled into a smile that had no humor in it. “Maybe I am, Miss Crawford, maybe I am.”  
 
    “If you are mad, then what do you care if I dance with Lord Wright? Or if he is an acceptable husband for me?”  
 
    He didn't answer at first. Instead he levered his body away from the statue with that graceful nature he had. His long legs made quick work of the space between them. His hand lifted, and she felt the sudden warmth of his palm cupped against her cheek.  
 
    For a wild moment she thought that he would kiss her. He bent his head, just enough that his dark hair fell across his brow. No, she thought, he wasn't a satyr, he was an angel fallen from heaven, sinful and dangerous to look upon.  
 
    She tilted her chin, shocking herself by realizing that she wondered what his kiss would feel like. Interest unfurled inside of her belly. Her eyes started to close, and then he spoke. 
 
    “Because, Miss Crawford, I believe underneath all of that propriety you've wrapped around yourself, you are a little mad too.”  
 
    When she opened her eyes, he was gone.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Ah! Miss Crawford, welcome! Oh, Welcome! Come in, dear.”  
 
    Lady Amelia Wright was a massive woman of magnanimous nature and a booming voice. Her rosy cheeks were bright as spring apples as she guided Emily into her drawing room. The matron's skirts were a cheerful yellow that swished with every step. Lady Wright shared her son's warm coloring, though not his quiet nature.  
 
    “Thank you for inviting me to tea, ma'am,” Emily answered, letting herself be placed into a comfortable chair. It did little to soothe the tightness in her chest. “It was very kind of you.”  
 
    Emily was still surprised at the invitation. While she had known Hudson for some time, she was neither friendly nor familiar with his mother. It was a welcome request, as Owen would not have to accompany her to the home of an esteemed lady of society, while no other gentlemen were present. Things had not been wholly comfortable between the two of them since the night of the opening gala. 
 
    “Well, I would have invited you sooner, dear, but I thought it might be more couth of me to wait a few weeks.”  
 
    Coming from someone else it might have sounded like Emily was being probed for her emotional status, but Lady Wright was far more understanding than that. She patted Emily's hand and then took her own chair. Her skirts made a pretty lemon yellow fan around her legs.  
 
    “Now, let us chat.”  
 
    And chat they did. For the first part of the tea (which was served with the most delicious scones, marmalades, and dainty finger sized treats) they did nothing but talk of mutual acquaintances, the weather, and the quality of the roads between the city and the country. Lady Wright was a cheerful and practiced social companion and Emily found herself quite relaxed. It was not until they got to the latter half that Emily fully understood the reason for Lady Wright's invitation.  
 
    “My dear, it has come to my attention that my son has taken quite an attachment to you. I believe it started during his summer visit?”  
 
    It was a blunt statement, but Lady Wright has always been known for her direct nature.  
 
    “We never said so,” Emily blushed deeply. “But I always found his conversations the epitome of intellect and wit. And he has been most accommodating of my own...self.”  
 
    “Hudson has a very good soul, I've always said. However, it has been said that you have been often seen in the presence of Owen Harding.” Her eyes narrowed at her. Emily felt herself squirm under the gaze. For all her light and companionable nature, there was a matronly power to that gaze. 
 
    “I have.” While polite society demanded that Emily demurred and offered some vague explanation to this, Emily felt that honesty would be preferred. “My father stipulated such in his will. Mister Harding is to receive all of the businesses, and the estate under the stipulation that he chaperones me during this season, and helps me to find a suitable husband.”  
 
    “I see,” Lady Wright set aside her tea cup and took a moment to dab a napkin to her lips. “I wonder why he did not choose someone of a more...suitable nature.”  
 
    Emily did not have to hide her feelings when she said, “Oh, I have wondered much the same thing.”  
 
    Lady Wright offered a companionable smile, but it disappeared as quickly as it had formed. “I also wonder why, if it is Mister Harding's interest to see you well wed, why he has not been more accommodating of suitors.”  
 
    Emily did not have to ask what the woman was referring to. Several people had heard Owen's comments to Hudson at the opening gala, and it had become a tidbit of gossip for society to mull over. She detested being the center of gossip.  
 
    “Mister Harding has his own way of dealing with things, and a unique perspective on relationships in general.” Emily pursed her lips in the memory of frustration. “He believes that your son would...be too polite for me.”  
 
    “Well, what do you think, my dear?”  
 
    Emily blushed again, “While I know your son to be a kind and generous person, I would like to know Lord Wright better, before I decide upon anything.”  
 
    “An admirable thought, Miss Crawford. Of course I commend you.” 
 
    Emily could hear the addendum coming from a mile away.  
 
    “I commend you,” Lady Wright repeated, “though I wonder, should you decide that my son is a good match for you, will you need the permission of your chaperone to accept anything that might come of that?”  
 
    Emily didn't know, and she wasn't looking forward to asking.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
     “Hudson?” Owen asked, not bothering to look up from his novel. The sun was coming in the window, illuminating his dark hair. He looked remarkably comfortable with his long legs stretched out along her favorite chaise. “Wasn't he the ponce?”  
 
    “Yes.” Emily shook her head. “I mean, no. I mean-”  
 
    “Well, Miss Crawford, which is it?” He finally glanced over the top of the book. His eyes were twinkling merrily at her. He looked strangely at home in her father's study. It irked her, partially because for all intents and purposes this was his home now. “You have me completely befuddled now.”  
 
    She frowned. He knew very well what she meant, but he had trapped her with her own words. Yet another skill of his.  
 
    “Why do you find so much pleasure in being tedious?” she demanded.  
 
    “I'm tedious by nature, learning to enjoy it was a gift.”  
 
    “A gift for whom, exactly?” she shot back.  
 
    “Me, of course.” He slapped the book shut and set it on a table. “Who else?”  
 
    “You aren't the only person in the universe, you know.”  
 
    “Miss Crawford you are bordering very close on the subject of philosophy. That's most unladylike of you. I approve.”  
 
    Emily wasn't sure what came over her. Without thinking she grabbed a small embroidered pillow and hurled it across the room at Owen. It slapped him against the head, and rumpled his hair. He looked rumpled. His lips formed a lopsided grin, it was boyishly charming. How he managed to be attractive, even with everything all askew, was beyond her.  
 
    “That,” he said plucking the pillow off the ground with a careless gesture, “was even more unladylike.”  
 
    Emily threw her hands up into the air. “You are the most insufferable man.”  
 
    “Well I hardly think I'm the most insufferable, but I probably rank rather high on a short list.”  
 
    “Mister Harding...what is it that you want from me? What must I do for you to give me the leave to accept this invitation?”  
 
    He looked her over, that mischievous look entered into his eyes again. She felt a distinct tickling sensation in her belly.  
 
    “Kiss me.”  
 
    Emily wasn't sure any answer could have surprised her more. Every time she thought she understood this man, he did something that seemed out of the character she had assumed him to be.  
 
    “What?” she croaked.  
 
    “No need to look so shocked, Miss Crawford. I am sure that you've figured out by now that I am fascinated by you. I would hardly put such an effort into annoying you if I didn't.”  
 
    “You...what?” She was sure she had misunderstood.  
 
    He took a step forward, and her heart began to pound. She could hear it in her ears, and she wondered if he could too. His hands slid over her arms with ribald familiarity. She should have stepped back from him, propriety dictated that she should, but her legs would not carry her that far.  
 
    “Mister Harding...”  
 
    “Call me Owen.”  
 
    Arms, strong and sure, wrapped around her back, hauling her against the hard length of his body. Emily felt her head go light. His lips crashed against hers. The tickling in her belly blossomed into a thrill. His mouth was so warm.  
 
    “Do you want me to stop?”  
 
    “No!” She cried out, her gloved hands wrapped around the back of his head and she pulled him back to her mouth.  
 
    His tongue pressed over her lips, delving into her mouth until all she could do was taste him. She was trembling again, but it had nothing to do with her nerves. It had everything to do with the fact that his hands were sliding over the back of her bodice and towards her buttocks. She wanted him to do it. She wanted him to touch her, to take her.  
 
    She must have made some move, or some sound that he understood. He palmed her backside and lifted her bodily up with more ease that she would have expected of his sleek form. He walked three steps and deposited her on the desk. She squirmed until she disrupted the papers, leaving her an empty spot to sit.  
 
    His mouth descended down her neck. His lips left a trail of fire in their wake. She had never felt desire like this.  
 
    “This is wrong,” she groaned. Her eyes rolling back as his lips graced her neckline. His kisses were no less demanding on the tops of her breasts.  
 
    “Do you wish for me to stop?”  
 
    She should, she knew she should, but her mouth betrayed her propriety. “No!”  
 
    His fingers danced over her laces, spreading the fabric until it gaped at her chest. Her breasts filled the space with their natural wealth. She was suddenly aware of how tight her nipples felt beneath the small slip of cotton that still separated them.  
 
    “I want to hear my name on your lips.”  
 
    “Mister Harding?” she asked, knowing fully what he had meant.  
 
    His chuckle was divine. “Foul minx...say it for me.”  
 
    His hands gripped the roundness of her hips and she squirmed again. “Owen...”  
 
    “God, Emily you are glorious.” He swept his tongue over his lips. They glittered with new wetness.  
 
    Glorious? She thought almost groggily. Her? Certainly not. Yet she felt glorious when his hand dipped inside of her chemise and lifted her breast from the confines of the fabric. His mouth descended on her aching nipple and a flood of pleasure swarmed over her as his tongue flicked over the taut peak.  
 
    “Owen!” she cried. “Please...I...”  
 
    She wasn't sure if she was asking for more, or for him to give her respite. Maybe both. His hand gripped her skirts and shoved them up to her hips. He fitted his body between her thighs and she felt a shock as the heat of his shaft beneath his breeches pushed against the crux of her femininity.  
 
    His mouth stayed on her breast as he began to rock. The silken press of her undergarments swept over her cleft with every motion of his body, creating a delicious friction. Twin pulses of pleasure began where he tended to her. Every breath, every thrust of his hips, every movement of his tongue fed them.  
 
    Her hands griped his shoulders. She was going to fall apart, or fly apart. A wild feeling was building inside of her body that threatened to overtake her. She glanced down and saw his dark head bent to her breast and she was undone.  
 
    “Owen!”  
 
    His thrusts became wild, driving her soaked silk against her body. It was too much; too much and not enough all at once. The pulses of pleasure met inside her body and she split apart. She was falling, crashing into ecstasy. She wrapped her legs around him, holding him against her body. Her hips jerked in instinct as her peak overwhelmed her. 
 
    “Emily, God!” He pumped himself hard against her. His head was thrown back, and his eyes rolled with his own high. She thought he had never looked so intoxicating.  
 
    When she came back into herself, he slumped forward. His cheek cradled to her naked breast.  
 
    “Oh, Owen,” she whispered. “What have we done?” 
 
    “Are you alright?” he asked.  
 
    “No,” she whispered. “I'm not entirely sure that I am.”  
 
    “Well, I continue to appreciate your honesty.” His hand cupped her cheek.   
 
    He sat up, leaving a wash of cold air in his wake. She shivered and pulled her dress around her. Emily tucked her breast awkwardly back into place. Her hands trembled too much to handle the laces.  
 
    “May I?”  
 
    She glanced at him. The low light of the study was not quite enough to hide the wetness in his breeches. Her cheeks flamed.  
 
    “I...I don't know.” 
 
    “Please, it is the least that I can do.” 
 
    Wordlessly she nodded.  
 
    Emily was acutely aware of his fingers as the gently tugged her laces back together. Her dress settling into its proper place. When she was again presentable, she turned about and his arms slid affectionately around her. 
 
    “I still don't understand.” She let him pull her against his chest. She heard his heart, whose rhythm was as wild as her own, and closed her eyes. “I thought you detested me.”  
 
    “No, Emily, not you...just the society you want to impress.”  
 
    “I don't know what to do.”  
 
    He stepped back, but kept her inside the circle of his arms, and looked down into her face. “What do you want?”  
 
    “I haven't the faintest idea.”  
 
    Anger knit his brows. Red crawled up his neck. The arms that were around her back went rigid. “Well, you seemed fairly certain of your needs not too long ago.” 
 
    “Fine, Owen, I wish to be married. Will you give me that? Will you set aside your protestation of marriage in order to make a proper woman of me?”  
 
    “A proper woman would hardly have done what you just did.”  
 
    Embarrassment colored her own cheeks. “How dare you.”  
 
    She tried to step back, but his grip on her tightened. His body was an unrelenting line of masculine strength. “How dare I? What is it you want, Emily? To go wandering about with your perfect little ponce? Until he can politely ask you to be his bride? And then it will be a honeymoon of courteous thrusting that will leave you unfulfilled.”  
 
    She slapped him. The thwap of her hand across his cheek was not half so satisfying as it would have been without the glove, but his head still jerked to the side.  
 
    “What would you know of my fulfillment?”  
 
    His eyes were dark when he bent down and whispered, “Everything.”  
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    Hudson Wright's proposal came two weeks later, after a series of very proper dates and an appropriate amount of time seen in the company of one another. They had attended three dinner parties, on gala, two luncheons and a picnic in the park as a pair. It had all been very proper, and Emily had not had a single attack during their wooing.  
 
    Owen had not bothered to accompany them, but Lady Wright had been a willing chaperone. She had, of course, been appropriately absent when Hudson had gone to one knee and offered his grandmother’s ring for Emily's finger.  
 
    “You would make me a very happy man if you would consent to be my bride.” He smiled up at her.  
 
    He looked, she admitted, exactly how a man ought to look when he proposed to his lady. His hair was carefully styled across his brow, and his suit was neither rumpled, nor perfect. Everything looked posed for some painter’s romantic work.  
 
    “Oh, Hudson,” she whispered softly, just as she knew she should.  
 
    It was absolutely perfect, and yet her heart did not hammer inside her chest, and her breath did not come short. All she could think about was Owen.  
 
    In truth Owen had not been anything but perfectly polite since their evening encounter. Damn him. He had declined to attend any parties, he was unnecessary in the wake of Lady Wright, but since when had he cared how necessary he was?  
 
    He was ignoring her, and she knew it.  
 
    “Emily, is something wrong?”  
 
    The way that Hudson said her name told Emily that he had called her at least once before.  
 
    “No, no. Of course not.”  
 
    She fixed a smile to her lips and bowed her head in a pretty show of happiness. The fact that it was just a show made her heart ache. Owen would never have approved; Hudson didn't seem to realize.  
 
    “You surprise me,” she finally said. “I had not expected your proposal so soon.”  
 
    His smile wavered. “Is that a no?”  
 
    “Of course not, you are very dear to me, and I have grown very fond of you.”  
 
    He shifted and she realized that his leg may be getting sore kneeling in such a position for so long. How long had she been thinking about Owen? 
 
    “I have the growing suspicion that there is a 'but' in your statement.”  
 
    She took his hands in hers and drew him unto the couch next to him.  
 
    “May I ask a favor of you?”  
 
    He placed the ring on his knee, it glittered up at her like a pretty promise.  
 
    “Of course, Emily.”  
 
    “Will you kiss me?”  
 
    The look of shock on his face was almost amusing. He blushed. Had she looked so shocked when Owen had said the same words to her? Oh, almost certainly.  
 
    “A kiss?” He swallowed.  
 
    “I'm sorry, perhaps I should not have asked. Forgive me.” She stood up and she felt his fingers close over her wrist.  
 
    “Wait,” he said, his voice barely a whisper, “it is hardly too much to ask.”  
 
    He drew her back down unto the couch. One arm wrapped around her back. Emily expected to feel something akin to what Owen had made her feel, but she felt nothing, not even a tingle.  
 
    His lips touched ever so lightly to her own. It felt more like a warm breeze than a kiss. She tilted her head at the same time that he did and their noses scrapped uncomfortably against one another.  
 
    “I'm sorry, I don't...” he tried to explain.  
 
    “No, no, perhaps if I...” 
 
    She took his shoulders in her hands and she tilted her head. She tried to draw on some of the passion that she had felt. The second kiss was somehow even more awkward than the first.  
 
    She felt him pulling away. His lips were smiling.  
 
    “Oh, Emily...I mean...Miss Crawford...I...”  
 
    “Oh!”  
 
    They both jumped when Lady Wright burst into the room. Her massive form seemed to loom over them.  
 
    “Oh I am so happy for you both!” Lady Wright placed a large hand on either one of their cheeks. “I knew that you would say yes, of course! Anyone could see that you two are close. Oh, Hudson, you have to put the ring on her finger, didn't you know?”  
 
    He turned his gaze on her, she could almost feel the apology in them, and she understood. They were, after all, sitting very close to one another on a couch having clearly just shared an intimate moment, even if it was a poor one.  
 
    He looked in her eyes, clearly hoping for her to acquiesce. She nodded in assent and he slipped the ring on her finger. He pressed his lips to her cheek and whispered. “It'll be alright, I promise.”  
 
    Emily wasn't entirely sure that it would.  
 
    ***** 
 
    When Owen found her, Emily was crying. She hadn't a clue how long he had been standing in the doorway. The rain currently pounding against the study window, and her own morose, masked the sound of his approach. By the time she was aware of his presence it was too late to pretend that she was doing anything but sobbing into the very pillow that she had thrown at him the night that he had ruined her.  
 
    “Emily? What happened?”  
 
    Anger surged through her with all the power of wildfire. She glared at him. Her eyes were swollen and red and she was sure that her nose had gone a distinct shade of cherry. Emily could not bring herself to care.  
 
    “You did!” she snapped. “You happened.”  
 
    “Did I?”  
 
    “Don't, don't you dare stand there and pretend to be frigid and cold. I thought you didn't like lies.” She sat up. Her heart felt tight in her chest. Her throat was already closing, and her hands were shaking. She was perilously close to an attack and she knew it.  “This...this is...is all your fault!”  
 
    She couldn't breathe. Her head felt light. It must have become apparent because Owen surged into the room. His hands wrapped over her shoulders.  
 
    “Emily, you need to breathe.”  
 
    “I...” She heaved in a breath through a tightening throat. It burned. Her anger swam beneath a wave of fear. “I can't!”  
 
    “Emily, please calm down. You can yell at me all you want, just relax first.” He was trying to keep his voice as typically flippant as always, but even she could pick out the note of disquiet in it.  
 
    She shook her head hard enough that her already messy curls tumbled out of their pins, and yanked herself away from him. “I can't breathe...”  
 
    “Look at me, Emily, look up.”  
 
    Her gaze filled with his glorious eyes. They were so lovely, and filled with steadfast concern. For a moment, just a moment, the storm of emotions ebbed.  
 
    “Breathe with me.”  
 
    He placed her hand on his chest. He took a long slow breath and she struggled to do the same. In and out, over and over. Each one was easier than the one before. The storm abated.  
 
    “There we go,” he whispered. “There we are.”  
 
    “He proposed.” Her legs felt heavy beneath her body, and unwilling to hold her up in the wake of her rampant feelings.  
 
    “And you accepted.”  
 
    “No,” she said. She shook her head again, feeling the weight of her hip length hair sweep over her back.  
 
    “Emily, you are wearing his ring.”  
 
    She looked down, and saw it glimmering there. How had she ever seen diamonds as warm? They were filled with cold promises. “No, you don't understand.”  
 
    “Are you engaged to Hudson Wright?”  
 
    She blinked. “I honestly have no idea.”  
 
    He laughed, and it was an oddly manic sound that seemed to come from a bleak place within. “Curse you, woman.”  
 
    “I love you.”  
 
    “Do you?”  
 
    “I have no idea.”  
 
    “Curse you again.”  
 
    He kissed her like he could devour her from the mouth down, and she melted. His kiss was nothing like Hudson's, though she hated to compare them. There was no awkwardness to the brazen way that his mouth slid over her own. His tongue delved between her lips to taste her, over and over again. She drowned in his own intoxicating favor of wine and spice.  
 
    He pulled back to let her breathe.  
 
    “More,” she begged. “Oh, Owen, more.”  
 
    He pushed her unto the chaise and pulled her dress away from her body. In moments sunlight, muted by the misty gray of rain clouds, was spilling across her bare skin. His mouth sank along her body, over her neck and breasts and hips. He left nearly no part of her untouched, unworshiped.  
 
    “There you are,” he groaned, when his fingers slid along the wetness of her sex. “There is my demure little vixen.”   
 
    His fingers plunged inside of her, opening her body to him. Deep pleasure swam through her, crashed through her. Yet all it did was fuel the storm of her need.  
 
    “Owen, I need more.”  
 
    “Tell me, tell me what you need.”  
 
    She wrapped her legs around his hips, and pulled him to her. Emily felt his length pressing inside of his breeches. She thrust her hips in wanton desperation.  
 
    “Take them off.”  
 
    He hesitated. “Emily, if they come off I can make no promise to your purity.”  
 
    She gripped his face in her hands. “I do not care. My purity...take it. I want them off.”  
 
     He made a sound more animal than human and jerked his pants down his hips. The next time he lay over her she felt the hot press of his blunt tip.  
 
    “Oh yes, Owen, yes!”  
 
    “Are you sure, Emily. Say it, tell me that you are sure.”  
 
    She thrust her hips towards him, enamored of the wet glide of his masculinity across her cleft. “I am sure, Owen.”  
 
    He buried his face between her breasts and she felt him nudge himself against her opening, still he hesitated. She wrapped her arms over his back and tugged him closer.  
 
    “Don't stop now.”  
 
    “God, Emily, you are my undoing.”  
 
    He slid into her. Emily expected to feel pain, but it never came. Perhaps her body was too willing, or his fingers had been preparation enough. All she felt was her own wetness and the glorious heat of him inside of her. He moved and she groaned. Her hips arched towards him with ardent abandon.  
 
    “Oh, Owen, yes!”  
 
    She was aware of everything, his breath on her body, the tickle of his hair along her neck. The long line of his chest as he moved over her, again and again. She lifted her hips to cup him to her.  
 
    “More, oh God, Owen, more.”  
 
    And more he gave her. His hands slid beneath her body and lifted her from the chaise so that only her shoulders were mated to the fabric. He surged forward over and over again. She could no longer determine where he ended and she began, nor could she bring herself to care. Her body had never felt more alive.  
 
    “Emily,” he grunted, his voice near to breaking.  
 
    “Yes,” she told him. “Oh yes.”  
 
    One hand fondled her breast and her eyes rolled back as the rough tender tip of her nipple scrapped along his palm. Her skin felt too tight for her body. 
 
    “Please,” she whimpered.  
 
    “Fall with me,” he gasped. “Fall with me, Emily.”  
 
    She could do nothing else. She felt the hot flood of his release inside of her and she gave in. With a final surge of his body, she broke into a thousand pieces.  
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
    She was not sure when she dozed off, but when she woke he was still inside of her. The light from the study window had turned gray with a late hour, casting shadows across the room. She pressed her hand against his shoulder and he roused.  
 
    “Emily?” he asked.  
 
    “Well who else?”  
 
    He swallowed once before quipping, “Might have been a scullery maid.”  
 
    “You are not half so funny as you seem to believe yourself.”  
 
    “True. But I am twice as funny as most and that is enough.”  
 
    “Fine, now please remove yourself from my person, I would like to breathe.”  
 
    “As you wish.”  
 
    With a move that she could not have performed on her best of days, much less in a state of half wakefulness, he rolled off of her and sprang gingerly to his feet. She curled her legs to her chest and watched him search for his trousers. He was a gloriously built man.  
 
    “What do we do now?”  
 
    He glanced up at her. “What do you mean.”  
 
    “Come, now Owen, now is hardly the time to joke.”  
 
    “I am not joking.”  
 
    A cold feeling began in her belly. “I have already said you are not funny.”  
 
    “I am not attempting to be. Emily, I made what I wanted abundantly clear.” He stopped looking for his garments, and instead gave her a steady glance.  
 
    “I, I don't understand.”  
 
    “I told you that I did not want to get married,” Owen offered.  
 
    “Well, yes, of course you did. But I had assumed...”  
 
    “I also told you that I was many things, but I am not a liar.”  
 
    Her heart felt too small inside of her chest, small and breakable. Without understanding the 'why' of it, she pulled her chemise over her otherwise naked body.  
 
    “So, you will not marry me?”  
 
    “No, but that does not mean that we cannot be together, Emily. I will not push you out of your home, we can stay here and be together.”  
 
    She shook her head, as much to clear her angry thoughts as to tell him 'no'. “I cannot do that. I am...I am a lady.”  
 
    His brow shot up his forehead. “Oh?”  
 
    She opened her mouth to give a retort, but another voice stopped her.  
 
    “Emily?”  
 
    Hudson's shocked face filled the doorway. How she had forgotten about the door was well and truly beyond Emily. She knew what it must look like, with Owen standing in the middle of the room wearing nothing but his shirt, and she wearing only her chemise. Their scattered clothing a clear indication of their late afternoon activities.  
 
    “Oh, Hudson, I...I'm sorry.” She should have said more, but no words would come out of her throat.  
 
    “We were to go to the Avington's soiree tonight, I...the butler let me in, I've been waiting...”  
 
    Her stomach sank. Why the butler hadn't come to her, or why he hadn't sent Hudson on his way was well beyond her understanding right this moment. It didn't matter.  
 
    “I...can't.”  
 
    “That is clear. I will...excuse me. I should leave.”  
 
    Hudson swept out of the room.  
 
    “I told you he was a ponce.”  
 
    Emily brought her hand clearly across Owen's face, this time the slap, unmuted by gloves, was truly satisfying. He said nothing as she stormed out of the room.  
 
    ~*~ 
 
    The Briarmont gala was everything an end of season gala ought to be, bright, and cheerful and filled with new couples who were adamantly engaged in showing off who they had managed to snag. Emily wasn't sure that she had ever been more depressed to see couples together before.  
 
    She had arrived without escort, which had already caused a stir, and managed to corner Hudson Wright in the Briarmont's rather resplendent music room.  
 
    “Hudson, we must talk.”  
 
    “No, Miss Crawford, I am not entirely sure that we do.”  
 
    He was angry, and she could hardly blame him. He paced across the span of the music room, clearly not sure if he would leave her there or yell at her.  
 
    When he had worn himself out, he plopped unceremoniously onto a piano bench. He looked pitiful, and she realized that she hadn't just hurt him, she had broken his heart.  
 
    “Was it the kiss? Was it so terrible?”  
 
    She thought it was very unfair that he asked. He had been there, after all, he knew exactly how terrible it had been. Still, perhaps it had only been so terrible for her because she had had something terribly wonderful to compare it to.  
 
    “There was nothing wrong with the kiss. It is only that I hadn't realized until that moment that my heart belonged to another.” She moved to sit next to him on the bench, he slid to one side to afford her enough space.  
 
    “Why him? If there were a man who were gentler, or wealthier, or even more willing to marry you I would understand. But he...he is not any of that.” He splayed his hands on his knees, looking more at the floor than to her.  
 
    “I don't know,” she answered as honestly as she could. “He is a difficult man, he is stubborn and he is most uncouth. I do not know why I care for him, but I do.”  
 
    “You made a fool of me.”  
 
    She looked down. “I know. Does it help if I say that it was never my intention?”  
 
    “No, not really.” He sighed and looked down at his lap. “Did I do something wrong?”  
 
    “No, oh of course not! You were perfect. You are perfect.”  
 
    “And yet you are not going to wed me.”  
 
    “No,” she shook her head. “I'm not.”  
 
    “You will wed him.”  
 
    She felt tears fill her eyes. “No, it does not look as if that will happen either.”  
 
    It was a mark of just how kind a man Hudson was when his concern colored his features. “Emily, what do you mean? He...well...he..”  
 
    “I am supremely aware of what he did, but Mister Harding is adamant that he has no desire to be married, not even to me,” her tears filled her eyes. “Forgive me, I don't mean to...to..” She found that she could not finish her statement.  
 
    “Oh, Emily.”  
 
    He wrapped one arm around her shoulders and bent his brow to hers, offering a kerchief for her tears.  She took it. For a long time, he simply held her as she cried. She had not the first clue what she had done to gain such friendship from a man.  
 
    “I know that there is not love between us. But there is, I believe, friendship.”  
 
    “You would still be friends with me after what I have done?”  
 
    “Forgiveness and understanding are both terrible character flaws of mine,” he said with a shadow of a smile on his lips.  
 
    “So, you forgive me?”  
 
    “You did what you did out of love, did you not?”  
 
    “I did.”  
 
    “Then yes,” he placed his hand over hers. “I forgive you.”  
 
    “What am I going to do?”  
 
    He took a deep breath and wrapped his fingers over hers. “I am afraid that is not a question for me to answer.  While I would be more than willing to hunt down the scamp who made you feel this way and demand that he takes you to the altar...I am of the opinion that this would make no one happy.”  
 
    Emily dabbed her eyes with his kerchief. “No, no I am afraid it wouldn't.”  
 
    “Well, maybe I can be of service.”  
 
    Emily and Hudson jumped at the sound of Owen's voice. For a moment she was sure that she was imagining things.  
 
    “Mister Harding.” Hudson surged to his feet. “What exactly are you doing here?”  
 
    “Well, I am Miss Crawford's appointed escort to this nonsense.” He waved one flippant hand in the general direction of the party. “It would be improper if I weren't here, wouldn't it?”  
 
    Emily adjusted her seat on the piano bench, turning her back to Owen. “As if you have ever cared one fig for propriety.”  
 
    “That is...true enough. However, in the weeks since you have left your rather impressive mark on my cheek, I realized that I do care more than a few figs for you.”  
 
    “I should leave,” Hudson said.  
 
    “No, no not yet,” Owen said. “I owe you an apology as well and I am sure that if I don't say it now, I won’t.”  
 
    Emily and Hudson shared a glance.  
 
    “Alright,” Hudson stood up.  
 
    “I have been a terrible brute, and while I have many reasons for such, I have come to realize that they are excuses. I have admitted to Emily, and now to you Lord Hudson, that my father was a rather despicable creature, and while I will not go into details I have come to believe that I never felt worthy of friendship, nor of love because of it...”  
 
    If Emily didn't know any better, she would have believed that Owen's voice broke. He cleared his throat and went on.  
 
    “I have acted a terrible fool, and I would like to know what I can do to fix that.”  
 
    “You know, Emily, I'm not entirely sure that this is Owen at all.”  
 
    Emily stood up and gently pushed passed Hudson. Her hand went to Owen's cheek and he tilted his face until she could stare into those beautiful eyes, and their starburst color.  
 
    “Oh it is,” she whispered. “It certainly is.”  
 
    “Am I forgiven?”  
 
    Lord Hudson took a very deep breath and blew it out slowly. “I will leave it to the lady to decide.”  
 
    Emily ran her thumb across the dip in Owen's chin. “There will be a great deal for you to make up for. You can start, of course, by agreeing to marry me.”  
 
    “Are you proposing to me?”  
 
    “I am,” she smiled as his lips dipped towards hers. ' 
 
    “That is most unladylike,” he whispered. “I approve.”  
 
      
 
    THE END 
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 The Unbitten 
 
      
 
    Nicole’s first week in the city confused the hell out of her. She’d spent the weekend unpacking, and on Monday she’d started her new job at the hospital. All pretty routine, until she’d gone for a run after her shift—and she’d been attacked not once, but twice. 
 
    The attacks had baffled and terrified her. Each of the dark-shrouded men had appeared out of nowhere, seizing her shoulders and pressing their mouths to her neck. Both times, she’d been unable to cry out because something had stalled the sound in her throat. As heat burned her skin, she remained helpless, fearing a sexual assault or death at the hands of her unseen assailant. 
 
    But both men had cried out in pain and spun away, staggering into the night as if she’d dealt them a powerful blow to the midriff. She could only watch with watering eyes as they stumbled into the shadows and vanished from sight. The attacks had taken place six minutes apart; she knew because it had taken her eight minutes to cross the park and she’d been counting her steps to gauge the distance across the tree-rich area in the middle of the city. One hundred and twenty steps into her count, she’d been seized for the first time and held in a grip as firm as iron. 
 
    “Goodnight, lady.” The voice, a quiet hiss in her ear, sent chills through her body. It contrasted with the burning sensation in her neck. But even as she’d begun to accept her life was ending, she was hurled aside, to stagger onto the grass beside the path. The wailing man bent double as he made his erratic way into the darkness, leaving Nicole to wonder what the hell had happened.  
 
    Naturally, she fled, wanting to escape the scene as quickly as possible, but she hadn’t reached the far side of the park before she was attacked a second time. She was too shocked to note the peculiar similarities in the attacks until later, although the second assailant whispered ‘Night, night, little lady,’ instead of ‘Goodnight.’ It was only later, in the relative safety of her apartment, that she was able to puzzle over the details.   
 
    Why had the two men—she was certain it hadn’t been the same man twice—targeted her? And why had they both been driven away? She’d done nothing to fight them off; she’d barely moved a muscle. Some peculiar paralysis had overcome her body, rendering her completely vulnerable to their attack. And why had both men zeroed in on her neck? She rubbed the skin below her ear. It was still hot and tingling, over an hour later. 
 
    Over the next few days, Nicole hadn’t dared venture outside, except to hurry out to work. If it was dark when she headed home, she took a taxi, racing back into her apartment and barricading her door. She was haunted by furtive shadows, peripheral phantasms that hovered nearby, but vanished immediately if she turned to challenge them. The only place she felt truly safe was inside the hospital. 
 
    But even that fragile security was shaken when, on her fourth day in the city, when she was sent to the medical records section in the hospital’s basement. In corridors completely devoid of natural light, and illuminated only by sickly fluorescents that ought to have been replaced a decade earlier, her anxiety quickly returned. She clutched her hundred-decibel personal alarm tightly, wishing the hospital had sent a runner instead. 
 
    “Interesting. I don’t often receive visitors.” A man stepped out of the shadows ahead and studied her. His hands were jammed deep into his white coat, which partly concealed a crumpled shirt and over-sized pants. Nicole’s grip tightened around the alarm. Her thumb stroked the rubber button on its top edge.  
 
    “A silent one, huh?” he continued. “Or does the darkness bother you?” 
 
    “I’m here… here for… for the…” Nicole cursed her nerves. She was supposed to be a professional nurse, not some trembling teenager.  
 
    “The Bartlett X-rays?” 
 
    “Mm-hmm.” 
 
    “They’re on my desk.” He indicated his office with a sweep of his hand. 
 
    “Oh,” she said. He obviously expected her to step forward, but her feet were frozen in place.  
 
    He smiled. “It’s okay, I’ll bring them out. You’re new here, right?” 
 
    “Mm-hmm,” Nicole said as the man disappeared into his office. Ten seconds later, he reappeared, holding a large envelope. When he offered it to her, she lifted a pale hand and took hold. But when she tried to retrieve it, he didn’t release his grip.  
 
    “There’s no need to fear me, Nicole,” he said softly. “No need at all.” When she raised her gaze to meet his, he smiled gently. “I’m not going to bite you.” 
 
    “You’re not going to bite me,” she repeated softly, without knowing why. Her tension melted away; the trembling faded from her hand.   
 
    “I’m fascinated by you, Nicole. I would love to know more about you.” 
 
    “Love to know more?” she echoed, then frowned. Why was she imitating a parrot? Her eyes widened as the man leaned closer, still gripping his side of the X-ray folder. His scent was warm, earthy with a comforting hint of strawberry. Her body relaxed further, even as tingles of danger filled her mind. Who was this man with the dark, entrancing eyes? Why was he wearing a white coat, but no hospital ID badge? 
 
    She managed to form a single word. “Who?” Who are you? What are you doing here? 
 
    But he brushed her lips with his fingertip. “Hush, Nicole. Everything is fine. You’re in no danger.” She sensed irony in his phrasing; deceit in his words, but still she was unable to move a muscle. He leaned closer. His breath was hot on her neck. His hand stroked her jaw, tilting her head subtly. The memories of her attack flooded back and she tried to scream, but her throat remained silent as his lips brushed against her skin. Again? she cried mutely. Why is it happening again? But the contact was momentary. He eased back with a sudden jerk, then inhaled deeply, as if he was analyzing her scent. 
 
    “What is it about you?” he asked softly. “Why am I still unable to bear your touch?” 
 
    I wish I knew. Please let me go. 
 
    “Maybe if I ask the right questions, you’ll tell me what I need to know.” His hands cupped her shoulders as he gazed deep into her eyes. She started to fall headlong into those dark, hypnotic orbs, before she caught herself and fought back. He frowned as she struggled mentally against him. 
 
    “You resist me. But how is this possible?”  
 
    Because I refuse to give in to you, you bully! His hands moved onto her cheeks. He tilted her head and leaned closer. His breath warmed her cheeks as he searched her face. Nicole was acutely aware of her exposed neck. He moved closer still, close enough to kiss her if he chose. For a moment, she feared he might try. 
 
    But a deep voice rang out, echoing along the dimly-lit corridor. “Michael! Enough!” 
 
    The man straightened instantly and glared at the speaker. “What business is it of yours?” 
 
    “It is my business because I have already laid claim to this woman.” 
 
    Michael snorted. “You tried to claim her, but she repelled you. I saw you whine and whimper as you fell away.” 
 
    “As did you, if I remember correctly.” 
 
    Michael shrugged. “So neither of us was successful that night. But now you can see I have her in my power, and you are intruding.” 
 
    “Tut, tut.” The other man moved into Nicole’s peripheral vision, wagging a finger. “Our rules are clear. She is not yours, because you have yet to taste her.” 
 
    Oh my God! What the hell? Nicole wailed silently. 
 
    Michael shrugged. “A technicality, Adam. Nothing more.” 
 
    Adam folded his arms. “Then taste her. Claim her as your own—if you can.” 
 
    No, please! Let me go! 
 
    Michael sighed. “You know I cannot.” 
 
    “Then you must allow me to try.” 
 
    “No! She is mine. I claim her blood.” 
 
    What kind of hell is this? I want to go back to Boston! As Nicole struggled against the compulsion inflicted upon her, Adam laid a hand on Michael’s shoulder. 
 
    “You cannot, my brother. Now step aside.” 
 
    “Very well. But I do so not because I have surrendered my claim, but because I respect our rules.” 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    “And I’m not your brother.” 
 
    “But you are one of us.” 
 
    “I am one of us…” Michael conceded. “But you will be no more successful than I.” He moved back, and Adam’s face filled Nicole’s helpless vision. She screamed silently as he leaned in to press his mouth to her neck. But the expected burning sensation never arrived. Instead, Adam straightened up, wearing a deep frown. 
 
    “Most intriguing,” he murmured. Once again, Nicole’s chin was seized and her head was turned to face Adam. His dark eyes bored into hers, but she resisted the peculiar lure that lay behind them. 
 
    “We should report this,” Michael said. 
 
    “Do you really think so?” 
 
    “Of course. This is important. A human who can resist us? I’ve lived in this city for… quite some time, and I’ve never seen this happen before.”  
 
    Human? He’s not human? 
 
    “I’ve heard about it, but not from this side of the country.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “There are tales dating back hundreds of years, about humans living in the Boston area who could resist our kind.” 
 
    Boston? I’m from Boston! But what does ‘our kind’ mean?  
 
    “Really?”   
 
    “But they were wiped out, eradicated. None survived the turn of the century—or so we thought.” 
 
    “And here’s proof of that error.” 
 
    “But I also heard that the one who succeeds in breaking through the barrier gains immeasurable power.” 
 
    “Immeasurable?” 
 
    “They could become as powerful as the first Master.” 
 
    Michael’s eyebrows rose. “Then we would be free of all compulsion, all servitude to our makers.” 
 
    “Exactly. Is that not a prize worth winning?” 
 
    “Without doubt. But how does one ‘break through’ her defenses?” 
 
    “By charming our way into her life, by gaining her trust and having her lower those same defenses.” 
 
    You’ll never charm your way into my life, you creepy bastards! 
 
    “Intriguing. We must become her suitors and seduce her?” 
 
    “Yes, but without using any of our supernatural gifts, brother.” 
 
    Michael frowned. “I’m not your—” 
 
    “We face a challenge, brother. The first of us to seduce our way past her gifts wins the prize, and gains power.” 
 
    Michael stroked his chin. “But we would be pitted against each other.” 
 
    “Very true.” 
 
    “Would co-operation not serve us better?” 
 
    Adam frowned. “What do you suggest?” 
 
    “That whomever succeeds in their seduction persuades the lady to lie with the other before the night ends.” 
 
    “You believe such a prize can be shared?”  
 
    “You are so certain it cannot?” 
 
    Adam frowned. “It is moot. I shall succeed where you cannot.” 
 
    “And you are so certain of victory that you would risk losing everything to me?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “We ought to agree on this, brother. Else we might tear out each other’s throats, or harm this unique lady as we fight over her.” 
 
    Adam considered the proposal, even as Nicole struggled in vain to remove herself from the ghastly theater. The two men were calmly discussing her future as if she had no say in the matter. If she ever managed to free herself, she’d take the threat of her forcible seduction straight to the police.  
 
    “I agree, brother,” Adam said at last. “If only to reduce the risk of harm to this human.” He stroked the helpless Nicole’s cheek. 
 
    “And we say nothing of this to our fellows?” 
 
    “Agreed. To speak of our plans would bring down a horde of desperate feeders. No, this lady we keep to ourselves.” 
 
    Over my dead body! 
 
    “Nothing happens until sundown, agreed?” Michael said. 
 
    “Of course not, you simple-minded fool! Why would either of us risk incineration?” 
 
    “Then we ought to combine our power and remove all traces of our pact from her mind.” 
 
    “You are so certain we cannot erase her memory alone?” Adam turned Nicole’s head and locked his dark eyes upon hers.   
 
    “She is extremely resistant to compulsion, brother. I fear only a Master could—” 
 
    “No!” Adam snapped fiercely. “No Master shall hear of this. We must attempt it together, or not at all.” 
 
    “Together, then.” Michael stepped up behind the shorter Adam and locked his gaze on Nicole, willing her to forget everything she had heard about Masters, her attacks, the planned seduction and all traces of the meeting in the hospital basement. She stared back at the pair, memorizing their grim faces, determined to remember every word they had said.   
 
      
 
   
  
 



 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Did you have trouble finding it?” Eddie asked. Nicole blinked at her supervisor, staring as if she’d woken from a dream. 
 
    “Finding what?” she asked. 
 
    “The Bartlett X-rays, Nicole.” Eddie rolled his eyes. “The ones in your hand.” 
 
    “Uh…” She stared numbly at the folder she was clutching. When Eddie held out his hand, she passed him the folder, wondering why she had no memory of having retrieved it from… Where had she been? 
 
    “You need to get more sleep, or quit the booze. Or is it drugs?” He raised an eyebrow. 
 
    “None of the above,” Nicole replied. “But sleep sounds tempting.” As far as she remembered, she’d slept soundly, although the memories of her attack in the park had briefly nudged at her mind. 
 
    “Well, whatever’s addling you, snap out of it!” Eddie stalked away, shaking his head, leaving Nicole to wonder what was wrong with her. She wasn’t tired, but her disjointed memory, lack of co-ordination and feeling of remoteness from her surroundings made her wonder if she ought to book a check-up. 
 
    “Maybe a strong cup of coffee would help,” she said to herself. 
 
    “Excellent idea,” Eddie said from right behind her. He pressed coins into her hand. “And one for me while you’re at it, please?” 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    The coffee restored her energy and sure-footedness, but not her memory. The harder she tried to remember her trip to the basement, the more elusive her entire shift became. It was as if her attempts to remember were damaging other memories. Minor details, such as which patients she’d treated that day, started to slip away.   
 
    And when Nicole realized she was unable to recall the journey to work, she gave up, in case she accidentally forgot where she lived, or which city she was in. 
 
    “Maybe I’m blocking something out,” she murmured. “Maybe I need to retrace my steps and trigger a memory.” 
 
    “Maybe you should stop talking to yourself,” Eddie suggested as he passed by. 
 
    “You might be right,” she replied. “But I’m scared, Eddie. Why would I lose a chunk of my day for no good reason?” 
 
    Eddie sighed and laid a gentle hand on her shoulder. “I wish I could help. Really, I do. I’d love to send you home for some rest, but we’re busier than normal today.” 
 
    “Thanks, Eddie. I appreciate the thought.” She straightened up. “I’ll stop feeling sorry for myself and try to be of some use to you.” 
 
    “That’s the spirit. Keeping busy might distract you, stop you worrying so much.” 
 
    “It’s worth a try. Now, where are my glasses?” 
 
    “On the top of your head, Nicole.” 
 
    She sighed. “Thanks Eddie. I can’t read a thing without them.” 
 
    ~ 
 
    The end of Nicole’s shift came and went, and still she kept herself busy. She was aware that she was unofficially working late, but to stop would be to invite back her earlier worries. 
 
    Inevitably, though, Eddie sought her out and told her to go home. He lifted the stack of paperwork from her reluctant hands and nudged her toward the changing room with a bump of his hip against hers. 
 
    “I don’t want to,” she protested. “Can’t you put me down for a double shift?” 
 
    “You need to go home and rest, Nicole. Or are you planning to rent a room here?” 
 
    “It doesn’t sound like such a bad idea. Could I?” 
 
    “No, no, and while I’m on the subject, no.” 
 
    “You’re mean.” She pouted and turned away. 
 
    “Maybe there’s a spare room in the basement,” Eddie suggested. “I could ask for you.” He knew Nicole disliked the cool, damp atmosphere beneath the building. 
 
    Nicole frowned. “Maybe you’re right. Maybe it’s time to leave.” A cold chill swept through her body at the thought of venturing downstairs. “I really ought to go home now.” Despite her words, her feet remained rooted to the spot. 
 
    “Would it help if I drove you back?” 
 
    Nicole brightened. “Really? You wouldn’t mind?” 
 
    “I don’t mind. Besides, it’d save you the price of a taxi.” 
 
    “Thank you, Eddie. I really appreciate it.” 
 
    “Go get your coat. I’ll see you out front.” 
 
    ~ 
 
    The day had cooled considerably, chilling Nicole’s legs as she stepped outside. It was already dark, and thick clouds obscured the stars and moon. She fastened her coat as she waited for Eddie to hand over to the next supervisor on shift. It would be nice to spend the ten-minute drive with someone she knew, rather than an anonymous cab driver. She no longer felt comfortable in the dark, and she was reluctant to venture outdoors after sunset. 
 
    “Chilly evening,” a man said. Nicole jumped. She hadn’t seen anyone moving nearby.  
 
    “I guess.” She glanced at the tall man, who wore a long jacket over a crumpled shirt and over-sized pants. The wind teased Nicole’s nose with a warm, earthy smell that hinted at strawberries.  
 
    “Not a night for a lady to be out alone, I would imagine.” He leaned across to catch her eye. 
 
    “No, probably not.” She met his gaze, and noted his gentle smile. The earlier chill fled from her skin. Her fear melted away.   
 
    “Do you have someone who might take you safely home?” 
 
    “I do…” She glanced toward the hospital entrance. 
 
    “But he’s late? He’s left you to stand in the night, all alone?” 
 
    “I’m sure he won’t take long.” 
 
    “Of course not.” The man glanced past Nicole, then leaned back against the wall. He seemed to be in no hurry. But instead of worrying about his presence, Nicole was strangely comforted by him. No one would trouble her while he stood close beside, with his shoulder almost touching hers.  
 
    She frowned. When had he moved so close? A few moments ago, he’d been six feet away from her. She gave a mental shrug. Did it matter? He meant her no harm, she was sure. 
 
    “You’re a beautiful woman, Nicole.” 
 
    “Thanks,” she replied automatically, without wondering how he knew her name. Most people in the hospital knew each other, and her name and face appeared on several staff boards. A small part of her wondered why she wasn’t offended by his presumptuous remark, nor the arm which slipped around her shoulders. The air had assumed a dream-like quality, as if she’d been drinking. His earthy scent filled her nose, and his dark eyes gazed deep into hers. All coolness vanished from the night. She leaned into him as he pulled her close, tipping back her head to smile at him. Her head spun as if she’d recently been drinking. 
 
    “Would you like me to walk you home, Nicole?” 
 
    “Yes, please.” 
 
    “And would you invite me into your apartment?” 
 
    “Maybe I would.” She could think of no reason not to. 
 
    “And into your bed?” 
 
    “That depends…” 
 
    “On what?” 
 
    “On how good a kisser you are.” Her eyes widened as the words escaped her mouth. Why had she said such a thing? 
 
    “Allow me to give you a sample.” He leaned in and pressed his lips to hers. Nicole sighed and fell into the kiss, opening her mouth so her tongue could meet his. Her entire body buzzed with excitement at the touch of his skin, the pressure of his big hands against her scalp and her back. He held her body close as her knees softened and failed. The world tilted and whirled, and her feet left the ground. Michael swept her up in his arms and carried her into the night, still kissing her firmly. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    Nicole’s apartment materialized around her. Her bed caressed her back as her outer clothes melted away, leaving her clad only in white bra and panties. She smiled as Michael disrobed, not caring what had led them to this moment, only that it existed, and she was awake to witness it.  
 
    Deep thrills rippled through her body as he peeled off his clothing, revealing a trim and fit body. When his erection sprang free, released by his final piece of clothing, a small moan escaped her throat. Michael’s shaft was long as well as thick. Her pelvis tingled at the thought of it between her legs, of it sliding into her. 
 
    “I want you, Nicole. I want every single bit of you.” 
 
    “Mmm… that sounds like fun.” She grinned at him, then slipped a hand inside her panties. She was already wet, anticipating a thrilling night in her bed with this kind, wonderful and beautiful man. 
 
    “I want your mouth. I want your breasts. I want your womanhood.” 
 
    “I’m all yours. Take me now. Take me whichever way you desire.” The words sounded peculiar to her own ears, uncharacteristic, as if someone else had shaped her lips. But they also excited her. 
 
    “I want to taste you in my mouth.” A shadow crossed his face. “I want every cell of your body, Nicole.” 
 
    Nicole moved her knees apart. “Then taste me, lover. Eat me to your heart’s content.” 
 
    “It’s not only your juices I want, Nicole.” Michael towered over her, his erection only inches above her face. “I want to taste everything about you.” 
 
    “Hush, baby. Put your tongue on me. Taste me here first.” She pulled the panties to one side and exposed her moist lips to him. 
 
    “Whatever you wish, Nicole,” Michael replied patiently. He lowered himself to his knees and began to kiss her thighs. Nicole groaned and let her knees fall further apart. This night was going to be wonderful. 
 
    Michael quickly proved himself to be a practiced lover. His tongue sought her sensitive flesh, swirling and teasing, applying the right pressure as he spread her natural lubricants between her soft, swelling folds. Nicole arched and seized handfuls of his dark hair as he brought her to orgasm not once, but three times, before she managed to persuade him to move up her body. He kissed his way across her skin until his lips and tongue were able to explore her throat. A peculiar tingling arose as he touched her neck. Even as she groaned, he hissed, as if suppressing pain.  
 
    “Are you all right, lover?” It didn’t seem peculiar to Nicole that she still didn’t know his name. 
 
    “I am burning with desire for you, dear Nicole,” Michael replied. 
 
    “I know. I can feel you against my tummy.” The heat of his swollen manhood was obvious. “I’m pretty hot for you too, baby.” 
 
    “I speak of a different longing, Nicole.” He raised his head and gazed deep into her eyes. Her eyes searched his face, which had reddened, and was dotted with beads of sweat. 
 
    “I like your longing,” Nicole said. She rocked her hips, rubbing her moist lips against his shaft. “You’re more longing than most men.” 
 
     “Stop this childish talk!” Michael snapped. “You chatter and jabber while I suffer with need.” 
 
    Nicole frowned at the unexpected outburst. “I’m sorry, baby. What do you need me to do for you?” I hope it’s nothing too kinky. 
 
    “I need to taste more of you.” 
 
    “You’ve tasted pretty much all my best bits, lover.” Nicole pressed her lips to his, inhaling the scent of her own juices. 
 
    “I need to taste your skin…” 
 
    “Uh-huh.” 
 
    “…your sweat…” 
 
    My sweat? That’s kinky alright. 
 
    “…your blood.”  
 
    Her eyes widened. “My what?” 
 
    He nodded. “I have an urgent and overwhelming need to do so.” 
 
    Although her head was swimming with lust and a peculiar dizziness, alarm bells sounded inside her head. Had she misheard him?  
 
    “Would you permit me to do that, dearest Nicole?” 
 
    “Taste my sweat?” 
 
    “Your blood.” As he spoke, he shifted his hips, placing his swollen cock-head against her slippery outer lips. 
 
    “Ah…” she was momentarily distracted. “Why would you want to taste my blood? 
 
    “Because…” He tilted his hips, and his swollen head slipped into her opening. “…you would experience such ecstasy…” He applied pressure, and he slid into her, making her cry out. “…it would make you weep with joy.” 
 
    Oh, wow…” She arched, groaning as he slid deeper. 
 
    “Would you permit me that, dear Nicole? A single drop of blood to ease my suffering?” He pushed deep, filling her with heat and hardness. 
 
    “Oh… fuck!” 
 
    “In exchange for unending ecstasy?” 
 
    “Nothing could feel better… than this.” 
 
    “Oh, but it could, Nicole. This is merely an appetizer to a fabulous experience which could be yours to cherish forever.” He began stroking in and out, withdrawing almost completely, then pushing deep until his body was pressed against hers. 
 
    “Oh, fuck… oh, fuck…” 
 
    “Unending pleasure, Nicole. For a single drop of blood.” 
 
    “I think… I’ll pass,” she managed to groan between cries. Immediately, Michael’s smooth, gentle strokes shifted into hard, frantic rutting.  
 
    “You would… be so selfish… as to deny me?” His body slammed mercilessly against hers as his anger rose. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” Nicole wailed. “Fucking… fucking… fuck!” She jammed her knuckles against her mouth to stifle her cries. His arms snaked around her, pulling their bodies together into a crushing embrace. Her breaths became quick and shallow, and her head spun until reality started to slip away. 
 
    “Please… Nicole… indulge… me…” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Yes!” 
 
    “You would allow me to taste your blood?” His thrusting slowed minutely. 
 
    “Fuck, no! But don’t stop what you’re doing! It’s fucking amazing!” She dug her fingernails into his buttocks and willed him to thrust harder. 
 
    “One… single… fucking… drop…” 
 
    “Oh, my God! I love the way you make me feel.” 
 
    Michael growled as he hammered his loins against hers. The urge to forego the seduction and simply use his teeth to tear away her skin was overpowering. But he’d already tried, as had Adam, and he’d been repelled by an unknown force. Perhaps his nails would prove to be more effective. But as he pressed his fingertips to her skin, heat burned his hands, sending unbearable waves of pain through his forearms. 
 
    “Fuck!” he cried. “Fucking hell!” 
 
    “Yes, baby! Come for me!” Nicole cried, mistaking his cry for ecstasy. “Fuck me hard and come deep inside me!” Her legs rose to wrap themselves around his waist; her heels pressed into his back and she urged him ever faster. For a moment he resisted, wondering who she was to command him so, when she refused his simple request for blood.  
 
    But then he surrendered to his primal urges and gave her what she wanted. They fucked for thirty more seconds, before he groaned deeply and flooded her with liquid heat. Nicole cried out and clung to him as waves of ecstasy rippled through her body. Every breath was a shallow wheeze, followed by a squeezed-out cry of happiness. For several minutes, she was unable to speak, but released the trapped Michael from between her legs as the blood thundered in her ears. She barely noticed his low growl of suppressed anger; she completely missed the touch of his lips to her throbbing carotid artery and the resulting hiss of pain as he was repelled by her blood. 
 
    “Please, Nicole…” 
 
    She patted his leg absently. “Give me a few minutes, lover. We can go again when I’ve managed to get my breath back.” The bed shifted as he moved away. “You really knocked the stuffing out of me.” Clothing rustled softly as he dressed, then crept out of the bedroom. 
 
    “Not that I’m complaining. You were great! I might not be able to walk properly tomorrow, but… well, wow!” She lay on the bed, naked and perspiring as her front door closed silently. Masculine fluids trickled from her body and pooled on the bed cover, but she cared little about the mess as the listlessness that had held her since her encounter in the basement finally claimed her. Nicole drifted into a deep sleep, still wearing a contented smile. Dreams of shadowy lovers surrounded her throughout the night as Michael sought solace by drinking the blood of a lesser woman only half a mile away.      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    Nicole scrambled from her bed when the second, panic alarm clock began to screech. She’d snoozed her regular clock—she glanced at the display to gauge the time—three times now.  
 
    “Wow…” she groaned as she stretched. “I must have been so far gone…”     
 
    With no time left to shower, she utilized some moist wipes to freshen herself up, then dressed quickly, wondering why she’d been so sticky between the legs. She’d had no hot dreams—that she could remember. 
 
    “Maybe someone crept in through a window and had their wicked way with me.” She grabbed her purse and coat, then hurried out of the house. Time was short, so she flagged down a passing cab and threw herself into the back. She called out her destination before she’d settled herself into the seat. 
 
    “Sure thing,” the cabbie called as he turned in the street. “Running late?” 
 
    “You could say that.” 
 
    “Party last night?” 
 
    Nicole sighed. Why did cabbies insist on chatting? “Nope. Spent the night…” She frowned. What had she done last night? “…watching TV,” she finished, rather than invent a reason. 
 
    “Didn’t think there was much on last night, not on a Monday. What’cha watch?” 
 
    “Re-runs,” Nicole said, then stared out of a side window, hoping he’d lose interest. 
 
    “Must have been good re-runs,” he said, undeterred. “You have a real glow in your cheeks.” 
 
    “Oh, my God…” Nicole pressed her fingers to her cheeks, which were burning. What had she been doing? 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    “What happened to you last night?” Eddie demanded. 
 
    “Oh, not you as well,” Nicole groaned. 
 
    “As well? Why, who else did you run and hide from?” 
 
    “I don’t remember hiding anywhere,” Nicole replied. 
 
    “Then how did you get home Miss Afraid-of-the-dark? Answer me that!” 
 
    “I…” She sagged. “Eddie, I honestly have no idea how I got home, or what I did all night.” 
 
    “You had another blackout?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. I woke up in bed.” Naked and sticky instead of in my jammies. 
 
    “But you have no memory of your time after work?” 
 
    “Nothing at all.” 
 
    “Then I think you’re right. You should speak to someone. Do you want me to arrange an appointment?” 
 
    “If it’s no trouble.” She stared at her shoes. “I’d probably forget to book it.” 
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Nicole suffered no further memory loss during her shift. And when Eddie reminded her that the time had come to go home, she thanked him, and went outside to hail a cab. Her brow wrinkled as the cab pulled over, driven by the same man who’d brought her to work. 
 
    “Uh… hello again.” 
 
    “Miss re-runs, isn’t it? How are ya?” 
 
    “Feeling better than I did this morning.” 
 
    “Going straight home?” 
 
    “Uh… I’m not sure that’s any of your business,” she said cautiously. 
 
    “It is if I’m driving you there. If you’re planning on going somewhere else, be sure to let me know, though.” He leaned back in his seat and drummed his fingers on the steering wheel. 
 
    Nicole laughed nervously. “I’m sorry. Of course you need to know. I guess I’m still dopey.” 
 
    “So it’s home, then?” 
 
    “Yes. Home, please. Do you remember—” But the cab was already moving in the right direction. Nicole sat back to watch the traffic roll past. 
 
    “Are you eating properly?”  
 
    “What?” Who are you? My mother? 
 
    “If you’re not using the right fuel, the engine ain’t gonna rev sweetly.” 
 
    “I guess not.” 
 
    “Make sure you eat properly tonight. If I wasn’t so busy, I’d offer to cook for you myself.” 
 
    “You cook?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Amongst other talents. I’m half Italian.” He glanced over his shoulder.  “Name’s Adam, by the way.” 
 
    “Nicole,” she replied without thinking.   
 
    “Nice to meet you, Nicole.” 
 
    Adam left Nicole to her own thoughts for the remainder of the journey, for which she was grateful. When they arrived outside her apartment, she handed him a generous tip, and pulled on the door handle. The door remained firmly closed. She pulled harder and pressed her shoulder to the frame, but it refused to open. 
 
    “Oh, sorry. Let me get that.” Adam climbed out and walked around. When he lifted the handle, the door swung open immediately. Nicole shook her head as she climbed out. 
 
    “Sorry, lady. Something wrong with the mechanism inside. I need to fix it.” 
 
    “It’s okay. Thanks… Adam.” She glanced up into his dark eyes… 
 
    …and froze. 
 
    “My pleasure, Nicole. Now, if you’d care to invite me in, I’d like to cook something hot for you, by way of an apology.” 
 
    “Invite you in…” Nicole echoed softly. 
 
    “Of course. I wouldn’t want to intrude, but you need someone to take care of you. You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Someone to massage your feet, and rub your back?” 
 
    “Rub my back?” Nicole smiled gently. The idea appealed greatly. She hadn’t noticed any discomfort from her feet or back, but now the idea was in her head, she relished the idea of having her aches massaged away. 
 
    “I’m a man of many talents,” Adam declared.  
 
    “I’m beginning to see that. But didn’t you say you were busy tonight?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Tuesdays are dead. I’m happy to spare you some time.” He leaned closer. “Your feet are really aching, aren’t they?” 
 
    Nicole groaned. “I need to get out of these shoes.” From hardly troubling her at all, the pain in her feet had become intolerable. She urgently needed a massage, and the ideal person was offering to help her.  
 
    “If you’re sure…” 
 
    “Of course I’m sure. I’d be happy to help. Lead on.” His arm swept in the direction of her door. Needing no further bidding, the slightly uncoordinated Nicole hurried toward her apartment. When the door was open, she indicated that Adam should step inside. As she followed him, she completely missed his final backward glance at the dark figure standing across the street.  
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
    Adam’s foot massage was brief, but wonderful. The mysterious and unpleasant ache faded as quickly as it had begun, so when he suggested she undress and lie on the bed, she complied, eager to ease the dull ache in her lower back. But when his fingers unhooked her bra, she panicked.  
 
    “Wait, what are you doing?” She gathered her boobs in her hands. 
 
    “The bra strap will get in the way, Nicole.” 
 
    “You were supposed to be massaging my lower back, Adam.” 
 
    “I’m sure you’ll enjoy the experience much more once you’re topless.” He leaned over so he could gaze directly into her eyes. Nicole’s resistance melted away. 
 
    “Well… okay, but no peeking, okay?” 
 
    “Okay. Not unless you ask me to.” Adam smiled knowingly. 
 
    “I’m sure I won’t be doing that.” 
 
    He leaned close to Nicole’s ear. “You’ll become very excited, I imagine. And you might want to turn onto your back once the ache has gone.” 
 
    “And I might not,” Nicole said. “You’re presuming a lot, Adam.” 
 
    He shrugged. “We’ll see.” He laid his hands on her lower back and slid them across her skin. “The ache will disappear quickly, Nicole, and then you might want me to put my hands to other uses.” 
 
    “Really?” She raised a cynical eyebrow. “Such as?” 
 
    “Massaging your buttocks.” He slid his hands over her rounded cheeks to demonstrate. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “You don’t think it feels nice?” He squeezed her cheeks firmly. 
 
    “I didn’t say it wasn’t nice. But it started as a back massage.” 
 
    “Does your back ache?” 
 
    “I…” Nicole frowned. “No, no, it doesn’t. How can that--” 
 
    He wriggled his fingers. “I have magic hands. You know what else I can make happen?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I can make you laugh, make you cry, make you feel amazing, and make you beg me stop but never stop.” 
 
    “And which one are you planning to do next?” 
 
    “All of them.” He slipped his hand between her legs and stroked her panties. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Her entire body stiffened. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “You won’t stop me, Nicole. You won’t want to. You’ll beg me to make you cry out until you sleep.” 
 
    “You’re taking a lot for granted, Adam.” She struggled to hide her smile. Truthfully, the idea of him touching her was sending waves of heat through her body. Lying helplessly beneath him while he caressed her was a wonderful thrill. His fingers were firm against her lips, sending electric tingles into her pelvis. He was right, she felt no desire to stop him. 
 
    None whatsoever. 
 
    ~ 
 
    The thrill escalated after he pulled off her panties, then shed his own clothes. As he predicted, she rolled onto her back and revealed her naked body. Her hands reached for him, eager to touch his proud erection, which was even thicker than… 
 
    She frowned. Thicker than whose? She tried to remember, but decided not to worry about it, preferring to live in the moment instead. 
 
    He lowered himself toward her face, sighing as her tongue stroked the underside of his thick shaft, flicking gently until she reached the swollen head. 
 
    “Take it in your mouth, Nicole.” 
 
    “I want to,” she whispered. “I want to because… you want me to.” A brief frown wrinkled her forehead, but melted away as his cock-head slipped past her lips. Her eyes fluttered closed and her nostrils flared as she sucked on him. Adam cupped the back of her head to encourage her to take more of him into her mouth. His other hand stroked her light covering of pubic hair, sliding down toward her moist lips to explore her slippery flesh. Nicole rolled her hips as his fingers found her swollen clit and circled it, pressing firmly on the hard bud. After a moment, he raised his fingers to his mouth and licked them. Nicole opened her eyes to watch. 
 
    “I love the way you taste, Nicole.” 
 
    “Mm-hmm?” 
 
    “I love your scent, your soft skin beneath my hands, and the heat between your legs.” 
 
    “I love your hard cock,” she replied with a smile. “I love thinking about how it’ll feel inside me.” 
 
    “I want to put my mouth on you. I want to taste your wetness. But I don’t want you to stop doing that.” 
 
    “This?” She took him deep into her mouth, caressing his shaft with her tongue. Her fingers curled around the base of his erection, squeezing firmly. 
 
    “Yes, exactly that.” He leaned toward her feet, adjusting his position so she was able to keep him in her mouth. When he was close enough to reach her, he extended his tongue and trailed the tip along her slippery lips. Nicole moaned softly as his mouth followed the trail his fingers had blazed. 
 
    “You taste divine, Nicole.” 
 
    “Mm-hmm?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” He moved sideways, pushing her leg aside so he could kiss her inner thigh. Nicole moaned briefly, disappointed that he’d moved on, but continued sucking on him. Adam gazed at the soft, pale skin of her thigh, wondering if he dare try his plan. There was a fifty percent chance of it working, which on reflection, were pretty good odds. Steeling himself, he bared his teeth, and caught her skin between them.  
 
    Pain flared in his jaw, and his head was thrown back, as if he’d been punched by a prize-fighter. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    “What’s wrong, baby?” 
 
    “Uh… cramp!” he managed. How in the hell could a human woman repel him so fiercely? 
 
    “We should move around,” Nicole suggested. “Get more comfortable.” 
 
    “Good… idea.” Adam massaged his jaw as he rose to his feet, then lowered himself onto Nicole as she laid back and spread her legs for him. She bit her lower lip as his cock nudged her thigh, then her pussy. It was such a thrill to lie beneath this man, who she’d only met that morning, with her legs wide and his cock ready to slip into her. She felt so slutty, but so excited at the thought of a casual fuck with a near stranger. Her behavior was so out of character for the normally shy Nicole, she could scarcely believe it was really happening. How had a cab driver persuaded her to do this? 
 
    But all doubts and questions melted away when Adam slid into her, pushing deep in a single, determined stroke. Nicole’s legs lifted off the bed and wrapped around her casual lover’s waist. She dug her heels into his back and followed his early rhythm, loving the sensation of being filled by his masculine hardness. She tried to remember the last time she’d felt so good, even the last time she’d taken a lover into her bed, but her thoughts wriggled out of her grasp, eluding her as overwhelming happiness flooded her mind and body. 
 
    “Fuck, that feels good,” she managed to say. She had difficulty controlling her breathing enough to form words. All she wanted to do was grunt and groan. 
 
    “I can show you many pleasures, Nicole,” Adam murmured in her ear.  
 
    “This will do… for now. Please… don’t stop.” 
 
    “I have no plans to stop. I intend to make love to you until you weep with joy.” 
 
    “Weep with joy?” she echoed hoarsely. Why does that sound familiar? 
 
    “Indeed. But there is so much more we could enjoy together. I would dearly love to raise you to heights of ecstasy of which you have never dreamt.”  
 
    “This is… pretty good… so far,” she groaned, squeezing out her words in between deep, thrusting strokes. Her heels urged him to move faster, then faster again, as he plunged into her. His loins collided with hers, and the sounds of slapping skin echoed from the bedroom walls. 
 
    “Oh… my… fucking… God!” 
 
    “This is a mere shadow of the pleasures I could deliver, Nicole.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck… oh, fuck!” 
 
    “Please consider the delights I offer to you.” 
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fuuuck!” Nicole arched, every muscle tightening fiercely. Her nails dug into his back; her thighs squeezed hard, and would have left any mortal man gasping in pain. But Adam endured her primal caress, and continued thrusting, seeking his own pleasure, which was approaching quickly. When he groaned, Nicole encouraged him with quick, whispered words. 
 
    “Yes, baby. Cum for me. Please cum for me. I love the way you make me feel and I want you to cum too.” 
 
    “And would… you cum for me… a second time?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’m so close already. Don’t stop fucking me, please don’t stop.” 
 
    “Mmm…” he murmured. “I’m so close.” 
 
    “Cum inside me, baby. Please come inside me. I want to feel your hot cum splash inside me.” A small part of her mind questioned her desperate and uncharacteristic outburst. Why was she so eager to feel him come inside her? Why was she so casual about unprotected sex? Why did she care? She was on top of the world, loving every second of their loving. But why did he insist there were better feelings to be had when she felt so damn good? 
 
    Adam cried out in a low, growling voice that emptied his lungs. Heat flooded Nicole’s passage, triggering her second orgasm, and she writhed in ecstasy as Adam continued to stroke into her. She clutched at the bed covers, wadding them tightly as her heels pressed into his back. Her buttocks lifted clear of the bed, and her hips tilted back and forth, magnifying the thrusts of his cock into her increasingly-slippery passage. 
 
    “Fuck, fuck, fucking fuck!” 
 
    “Ohhh…” he groaned, and slowed to a halt, pressing himself hard against her. “I want… to taste you… so badly, Nicole.” 
 
    “I’d taste very strange to you, baby. And you’d probably think it was yucky. You’re leaking out of me already.” 
 
    “It’s not our fluids I wish to taste, Nicole.” He kissed her throat, then licked her perspiring neck cautiously, fearing another reaction. 
 
    “Oh, baby. You drive me crazy, and I’d do anything for you.” She slid her hands through his hair. 
 
    “Anything?” 
 
    “Pretty much, yeah. But promise me…” 
 
    “What is it you desire?” 
 
    “That you’ll do that to me again… and maybe again?” 
 
    “Of course. Whatever makes you happy. Now…” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You wanted to taste me. Here…” she pressed a finger to the skin between her breasts and drew it upward, catching the perspiration that gathered. But when she offered it to his lips, he frowned, then smiled from the side of his mouth.  
 
    “Of course.” He opened his mouth and extended his tongue, cleaning her finger in a moment. 
 
    “This is a new kink for me.” 
 
    “Indeed. But as tantalizing as your sweat tastes, dear Nicole, there’s something else I’m even more desperate to sample.” 
 
    She frowned. “You’re not into… bottom sex, are you?” 
 
    He laughed. “No, all I wish to do is indulge my need to bite you—gently of course.” 
 
    She stared. “You want to bite me?” 
 
    “A small nip of my teeth is all. I have no wish to tear off your limbs,” he lied, as calmly as he was able. The urge to dismember her was strong, although having been painfully repelled more than once, he harbored doubts as to whether it was even possible for him to harm Nicole.    
 
    “Now look, this was wonderful, but the idea of you biting my skin makes me deeply uncomfortable…” Not that I’d be able to stop you if you tried. Suddenly nervous of his intentions, she writhed beneath Adam, hoping he’d take the hint and get off. But he stayed in place, laid along her body with his erection buried deep inside her.  
 
    “Please let me up,” she said. But instead of complying, he tilted his hips, and began stroked her slowly, withdrawing, then pushing deep inside. Nicole’s tensed limbs turned to rubber and she cried out, throwing back her head as hard masculine flesh caressed her nerves. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, it’s…” 
 
    Adam smiled. “It is, isn’t it? Can you imagine feeling as good as this at a whim? With a single thought, you could fill your body with ecstasy and drive away all your cares.” 
 
    “Oh, God…” She clung to his arms, pressing the tips of her nails to his skin. His thrusting was slow and deep, driving her over the edge and into an instant orgasm. Small squeaks escaped her throat as her muscles tightened in a way that was almost painful. 
 
    “Would you like more?” 
 
    “God, no. Yes, yes, more.” 
 
    Adam grinned. “Look deep into my eyes, Nicole.” 
 
    “Uh…” She tried to move her head, to peel open her eyelids, but her body refused. “I can’t… uhhh… maybe if you… stopped moving for a second.” 
 
    But Adam continued to slide in and out, unwilling to squander his advantage. Nicole was helpless beneath him, and ripe for persuasion. He pressed a hand to the back of her head and brought her eyes level with his. Her mouth was wide open and her eyelids fluttered, but she was still unable to meet his gaze. Experimentally, he took her lower lip between his teeth and applied pressure.  
 
    “Oh, yes…” she groaned. 
 
    “Yes?” he asked.  
 
    “Yes. It stings, but it’s a nice sting.” Adam braced himself, then pressed his sharp teeth into her lip.  
 
    The soft, mortal skin deformed as he bit down. Nicole groaned as the sting pierced her awareness. The sensation was thrilling rather than painful, much as an unexpected slap to the buttocks could excite during sex. 
 
    “Oh, wow…” she murmured around his lips. She kissed him awkwardly. With her lower lip trapped, she could only bring her upper lip and tongue into play. But Adam was still able to respond by pressing his mouth hard against hers. Heat spread across his face, a warning of her ability to repel him. But her hands found his face, and she stroked his cheeks frantically as his strokes continued. 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes…” she murmured, then resumed kissing. Don’t stop what you’re doing. I love it! 
 
    You would allow me to bite you? His words crept into her mind, startling, but warming her.  
 
    Yes, I want more. Please give me more. 
 
    Adam bit down cautiously. Nicole’s skin broke and she arched fiercely, almost throwing him off. Hot blood filled Adam’s mouth, and he groaned deeply. To distract Nicole from the pain, he thrust hard into her, hammering his body against hers, sending her over the edge and into a whirling, breathless orgasm that made her wail and writhe beneath him. 
 
    His head spun as the thrill of her energy infused his immortal body, charging the dark desires that gripped him. He’d promised Nicole he wanted only a single drop, but he sucked on her small wound, unable to stop. Part of him knew he should break away and allow her to live, partly because of his binding promise to Michael, but also because he had no wish to kill her. Letting her live would mean he could experience the same deep thrill of satisfaction over and over again. But the darkness scorned him, and refused to desist.  
 
    Nicole wailed and writhed helplessly, becoming no more than a vessel formed to satisfy his urges. If nothing changed, she would be dead within minutes, and Adam hated the idea. 
 
    Nicole! He sent out the desperate thought. 
 
    I love you! she replied. 
 
    You must stop me. 
 
    I don’t want to. I feel incredible. 
 
    There is danger here. 
 
    No danger. No danger. 
 
    If I do not stop, you will die. 
 
    I’m happy to die feeling like this. 
 
    No, you must stop me!   
 
    I don’t… want to… Her thoughts were already distant as she drifted toward oblivion in a haze of ecstasy. 
 
    I need to… He was appalled by his lack of will power. He was killing her, and he could do nothing to stop it. 
 
    He was a monster. 
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    Adam’s shoulder was seized, and iron-hard fingers dug into his resilient flesh, making him cry out in agony. The instant his teeth detached from Nicole, he was hurled from the bed and into the bedroom wall. Brief anger flared within his cheated soul. How dare… 
 
    But logic kicked in, and he stayed where he was, naked and trembling. No human could have treated him so harshly. No human was strong enough to battle an immortal. And Nicole hadn’t repelled him. Only another immortal possessed such power. He opened his eyes to see Michael cradling the naked Nicole in his arms. Adam frowned, confused by the sight. Michael’s sudden appearance was surprising, but Nicole’s reaction stunned him. Instead of a helpless, unconscious woman on the edge of death, she moved in a way that ought to be impossible. One hand stroked Michael’s cheek as she peppered his face with kisses. Her other fingers were curled around his upper arm, gripping him so tightly, his skin deformed. No human was capable of such a feat. A moment later, she tore away his sleeve, then ripped the rest of the shirt from his body. Her kisses were frantic, eager as she pulled him down on top of her. Michael’s startled eyes met Adam’s, before his head was turned and the kissing resumed. Nicole’s legs rose to wrap around Michael’s waist, and even though he was still dressed—aside from his ruined shirt—she rocked her hips, rubbing herself against him. 
 
    “Taste me,” she urged. “Taste me like Adam tasted me.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” Adam cried, and leapt to his feet. “You can’t! She doesn’t have enough—” 
 
    Nicole’s hand flew toward Adam, and he was repelled into the wall, hitting it so hard, plaster showered down around his ears. Her dark eyes and deep frown dared him to interfere as she writhed beneath Michael. 
 
    “She’s caught in the rapture,” Adam muttered. 
 
    “Taste me,” Nicole said again, stroking Michael’s lips with her fingers. He needed no further urging. He pressed his mouth to hers and sucked. The hot, human blood flooded his dark soul, and the pair groaned deeply, relishing the power of the exchange. Adam stared in wonder. He’d only heard tales of humans who drew from their feeding hosts once they were bitten. Such women were extremely rare, and were considered precious, to be protected from harm at all costs. No wonder then, that Michael had thrown Adam clear. He’d undoubtedly sensed the danger to Nicole. 
 
    But was she at risk once again? Her cries and steely grip on Michael would imply not, despite her continued loss of blood. Adam studied her flushed skin, and listened to her thumping heart, which showed no signs of faltering. But despite her ecstasy, she seemed frustrated. Her dry-humping was achieving little, although the blood exchange was satisfying her for the most part. 
 
    Adam crossed the room slowly, unwilling to provoke another repulsion from Nicole. He slapped Michael’s covered buttock hard enough to distract him from feeding. Dark, angry eyes bored into his. A trickle of blood crept down Michael’s chin. Nicole, by contrast was smiling, untroubled by the interruption. Her eyes went to Adam’s still-swollen cock, and she smiled. Her lower lip was flushed and slightly swollen, but otherwise, she seemed unharmed. 
 
    “If you’re going to do this…” Adam tilted his head, indicating that Michael should move off the bed. “You ought to get undressed first, don’t you think?” He smiled as Nicole curled her fingers around his growing member. 
 
    “I’ve… never tasted such sweet power.” Michael said in a hoarse tone. The anger faded from his face as he rose from Nicole’s flushed body. She relaxed her legs and allowed him to stand. 
 
    “She’s wonderfully sweet,” Adam said, and stroked Nicole’s thigh. “And we owe her the best night possible experience—if you don’t mind sharing.” 
 
    “I don’t,” they both replied at the same time.            
 
      
 
    ~ 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    ***** 
 
    “I can’t believe how much you’ve changed,” Eddie remarked. Nicole was eagerly pulling on her jacket, a wide grin spitting her face. 
 
    “It takes time to settle into a new city,” Nicole said with a shrug. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re not on drugs?” 
 
    “I’m high on life, Eddie.” She stood on tip toe and kissed his cheek. “See you tomorrow. Bye!” 
 
    Eddie shook his head as Nicole rushed out into the dark. He was happy that she had put her fears behind her, but her personality had shifted from timid to gregarious overnight, a remarkable change in a very short space of time. He made a mental note to ask her if she’d found herself a boyfriend, then decided the question might seem intrusive. Who was he to question her happy mood? Or her abrupt change of attitude toward the night. 
 
    Nicole had intended to walk home, despite the darkness. She knew she’d suffer no further attacks, so her fear of the night was no longer an issue. Although Adam and Michael were not the only vampires in the city, the others of their kind respected boundaries with fierce determination, and would never approach another vampire’s trove. 
 
    “What a strange word,” she murmured. Absently, she touched her healing lower lip. It was still swollen, but she knew most of the redness had faded. She no longer resembled the victim of a domestic assault. She’d explained the injury by telling everyone she’d considered getting a cat, but the kittens she’d viewed had taken a dislike to her face. Fortunately, her colleagues had accepted the story. 
 
    “They’d never believe the truth, not in a thousand years.” She crossed the street and was about to enter the park, when a cab flashed its lights at her. 
 
    “Oh, Adam. You didn’t…”  
 
    He had. 
 
    “What have you done with the driver this time?” she asked, leaning over to frown at her lover. 
 
    “In the trunk.” He jerked a thumb over his shoulder.  
 
    “You can’t simply—” 
 
    “Relax. He’s fine, and he won’t remember a thing.” 
 
    “Is this the same cab you hijacked last week?” 
 
    Adam shrugged. “It’s our one-week anniversary. I thought you might appreciate it.” 
 
    Nicole smiled. “You’re so sweet and thoughtful.” She climbed into the back. “But promise me you’ll let him out of the trunk before you come into the apartment.” 
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    “Hello, lover,” Nicole said to Michael, who was already in the back. 
 
    “Hello yourself.” He grinned, then kissed her lips. 
 
    “Hey!” Adam cried. “No starting without me!” 
 
    Nicole laughed. “Eyes on the road, driver.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Michael added. “Mind your own business. Nicole can give me a blow job if she wants to. Mmm, that’s nice.” He faked a satisfied groan. 
 
    “Hey!” Nicole slapped his arm and slid away from Michael. 
 
    “Yeah, hey!” Adam mimicked Nicole’s squeal of protest. “We agreed, if this is going to work…” 
 
    “I know, I know. No sneaky twosome trysts. But what if one of us is off hunting? Can I throw Nicole in the sack then?” 
 
    “Stop that!” Nicole punched his arm hard. He barely flinched. “You promised not to hunt anymore.” 
 
    “That’s right,” Adam confirmed. “And we don’t need to. Your blood satisfies all our needs.” 
 
    “And then some,” Michael added. Nicole smiled. She’d earned the right to the title of trove with good reason. Her blood was unique in the city—as far as she knew. Her Bostonian heritage could be traced back to a small group of humans who’d survived a culling by vampire hordes. The monsters of 1783 feared her ancestor’s ability to resist them, and had taken drastic action.  
 
    What a pity the arrogant vampires had overlooked the fact that her blood could not only satisfy their lusts, but also supercharge their dark souls. An added benefit was enhanced abilities for the human. Nicole’s thinking was clearer, her healing accelerated, and her energies almost unlimited. She only required two hours sleep, which was lucky, because the boys kept her up most of the night, pleasuring her and satisfying her near-insatiable lust for loving. She’d never felt so horny, not even as a teenager.  
 
    “Ready for bed, boys?” she asked. 
 
    “As always, Adam replied. “But I will remind you to take a break for food and drink.” 
 
    “Hah! I don’t need that stuff. I can eat in the morning.” She grinned. “I’d far rather be spit-roasted by you two.” She shivered at the thought of Adam taking her from behind while she used her mouth to pleasure Michael. Sex with vampires was wild, and often rough, but immensely satisfying.  
 
    “Oh, that reminds me, you’ll need to find a more discreet place to bite me. People have noticed my swollen ear lobe, and I can’t keep feeding them the ‘crazy kitten’ story forever. 
 
    “At least your lip’s healing nicely.” Michael stoked her mouth with a finger, setting her shivering as the memory of their first threesome flooded back. She smiled and squirmed as heat flushed her pelvis.  
 
    “Step on it, Adam. Please. I need you both more than ever. I need you both inside me.” 
 
    Michael squeezed her thigh. “We could get started right here—if that’s okay with Adam. Technically, you’re here, right? We wouldn’t be cheating on you.” 
 
    “Damn. Next time, you’re doing the driving, Michael.” 
 
    “Deal.” He leaned in to kiss Nicole again, but she raised a finger, blocking him.      
 
    “Next time, we’re walking. I don’t want that poor cabbie to spend another evening in his trunk.” 
 
    “He’s fine.” Adam watched her in the rear-view mirror. “But, okay. I won’t steal his cab again.” 
 
    “Okay, if that’s settled, and Adam is happy to drive while you fuck me in here…” Nicole rocked her butt from side to side and pulled up her uniform skirt, revealing her thighs and white panties.  
 
    “Come get me, lover.” Michael slid across and lowered his head to her thighs, pressing his lips to her pale skin. Adam adjusted the rear-view mirror so he could watch—and immediately drifted toward the oncoming traffic. 
 
    “This is going to be so hard…” he murmured as he corrected the cab’s path. 
 
    “I hope so,” Nicole said with a grin. She couldn’t reach Michael’s erection, but her body tingled at the thought of his hardness invading her soft, slippery passage.  
 
    “I need to fuck you guys so bad.” Oops, did I say that out loud? 
 
    The cab braked to a halt at the side of a quiet street, and Adam joined his fellow vampire in the back seat. Nicole smiled. It would be less risky having him join them, than have him at the wheel, distracted. Sex in the back of a cab would be awkward, messy and cramped, but memorable.  
 
    And besides, she’d have the rest of her life to enjoy her immortal friend’s bodies in her bed, a life which could very well extend into three figures, now that her body was enhanced with supernatural energy. 
 
    She sighed as two pairs of hands explored her body and peeled away her clothes. Yes, becoming a trove was the best thing she had ever done. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
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