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Chapter One

 

 

Phony!

Fake! 

Fraud!

Keva didn’t pay any attention to the insults being hurled at her. It was all part of the show whether the audience knew it or not. 

She was sitting on a stage done up in garish red and gold the colors she had picked out for her act. The mythical, the magical pretender. If you hummed it just right, it would remind you of the very old show The Nanny and The Professor. How’s that for shows done in black and white? Keva eyed the too tan man, he was secretly filming the show though no cameras were allowed. That was for her safety.

He wanted a show. She was going to give him one.

“Something is coming to me I feel it in the air.” She turned her head slowly from side to side. The long ribbons coming from her turban starting to sway as the wind picked up. “Yes, I can feel you. Quiet,” she hushed her audience, they were looking at her with large eyes.

“Someone has been a naughty boy breaking the rules. She peered out over them, is it you?” She pointed to an older gentleman who almost broke his neck shaking his head no.

“No, it’s not you, you’re a good boy. Who could it be?” Slowly she began to rise from the floor where she was sitting with her legs crossed.

There were gasps as the audience watched her. Someone usually a man or a jealous woman murmured about the ropes holding her breaking since she was so heavy. Ignoring them was part of what she did. Today she pushed the envelope, instead of just going straight up she floated to the edge of the stage.

“How can she do that?”

“Did you know she could do that?”

“This was never in any of the articles I read about her.”

“If only I could get my hands on her tech, I’d be rich.”

Sadly, he was right. The great magicians did it all the time. When you were a man, they believed it was a sleight of hand when you were a woman, they called you a witch.

She focused on the man who was much too tan for this climate. “Is it you?”

He pointed to himself with a shake of his head.

“Are you breaking the rules? Taping when you know no taping is allowed?”

“That’s preposterous.”

“Shall we find out?” She held up her hands showing that there were no wires attached to them. Then she ran each hand over her head in small and wide circles proving that there were no wires. Finally, she lowered her hands and began to move them in intricate rhythms. This is what the crowd paid for, and the price was steep. A small gold thread of energy came from her hand slowly to mix with the red energy swirling around her. When she collected enough of it, she threw it at the crowd. 

The energy field followed her silent directions speeding for the man who had to be a journalist. When it reached him, it hovered over him before exploding around him like fireworks. When the energy field came back together inside of it was an expensive camera.

“That’s mine,” he shouted, “you can’t take my camera.” 

“Naughty boy,” she chided. The whole room broke into applause and laughter. 

“Naughty boy,” they repeated after her.

Keva finished the show with the audience in the palm of her hands. She collected things like wallets and other trinkets. All would be given back at the end of the show untouched, except the camera. It was in perfect working order, but the film was blank, she got it before he was able to upload it to his phone. 

She stood, when the room was silent, she lifted into the air and performed a perfect curtsy before leaving the stage.

When she made it to the room backstage she collapsed. The energy used to do her show was enormous, but it’s what paid the bills as well as kept her from being viewed as a freak of nature.

“That was an awesome show, they are raving about you. I have two openings next month I’d like to schedule you for,” Kelly was the manager. She proclaimed to be besties with Keva. In reality, she was a jealous B who would stab her in the back the first chance she got.

“I can’t do it.” She worked this joint four times a year and no more. She never made more than one appearance a month and tried to keep it to every other month if possible. The more money her shows made the less she needed to show her face.

“I made you and I need you to be here. I made promises.”

“Break them. Oh, you did not make me. I did it with hard work and sweat, lots of it. You turned me away as a flea-bitten beggar who couldn’t pull a rabbit out of a hat. Should I replay the scene?” She didn’t have the energy to replay the scene, but she’d dig into her reserves if she needed to.

“That was then, this is now.”

“And the answer is still no. I will do the prearranged shows and no more. If you want to renegotiate our agreement, you can do that when the contract is up.”

“I always knew you didn’t care about anyone but yourself. You take that black empowerment schtick too far.”

“The fact that you believe a black person sticking up for themselves is a gimmick shows me who you are. I agree at the end of the contract we will renegotiate.” That was code for she would never step foot in here again. She might have to work harder to replace the income she made here, but it would be worth it.

When Kelly left, she allowed herself to sink down in the chair trying to draw some of the energy she lost back to herself. After washing her face cleaning off all the garish makeup, she took off the extra-long eyelashes. Why was it necessary to wear eyelashes long enough to cause their own breeze? She grumbled to herself. Then came the robes. Seriously why couldn’t she perform in jeans like the greats at least a nice dress? Technically she was wearing jeans they were just underneath the awful robe.

When her props were packed. What was a show without props? She packed her small carrier and rolled it behind her as she left the room. She gave a sigh of contentment when a small breeze caressed her face despite how hot it was.

“Going somewhere?”

“Troy,” a genuine smile touched her lips when she saw him. “Tired, thinking of going to bed and not moving for three days.” 

“Sounds like I should take you to dinner first.”

“Oh, Troy that feels so good,” she followed it up with a moan like it was the best sex experience of her life. Several people walking by gave her the evil eye while Troy laughed.

“Come on troublemaker, I’ll give you a lift.”

“Seriously, Troy how do you do that?” He collected the energy she let go and redirected it to her body. That meant her recovery time would be cut in half maybe more.

“Wait,” she lifted a hand. “If you are going to lecture me, you have to feed me first.”

“One steak coming up with a side of carbs.”

She didn’t waste her time protesting. When you used the energy, your body made, one of the ways you got a jump start on replenishing it was with food and as much as she loved vegetables and they were life-giving yadda yadda, she needed more. 

Right now, she could drink a gallon of water followed by a gallon of Gatorade or something with the same electrolytes in it. 

Troy took her to their favorite steak house.

“I love this place.”

“I know,” he gestured to her water. He knew she had to drink to replenish the fluid she used in her act. 

They ordered dinner and started with small talk. 

“How did you know I needed you today? Well, I needed someone I was about to blow after that conversation with Kelly.”

“I keep telling you to end it. You don’t need that gig.”

“It’s a job, not a gig. I need money like the rest of the world.”

“Do you?”

“Not arguing with you.”

“What you need is a man.”

“I am woman hear me roar! I don’t need a man.” She settled down when she realized the other tables were looking at her. A flush heated her dark skin.

“What if you each took care of the other?”

“This isn’t a musical where everyone has a happy ending.”

“You mean like Mary Poppins where she was dragged away from the kids she loved?”

Keva stared at him, at least he didn’t say Jesus Christ Superstar. She had seen that musical done with a cast of young kids and teens live, the movies couldn’t hold a candle to how it enthralled her.

“What about Rent, The Sound of Music, Grease?”

“Those are good too, I suppose,” he shrugged trying not to laugh.

It took everything she had not to bang her head on the table. With a deep sigh, she picked up a piece of bread and butter. This time she let out a real moan, she was starving.

The waitress brought their food, after checking on their drinks she left them alone to eat. Keva took her first bite and rolled her eyes to the back of her head. It was part of the act that she mastered.

“All right, the steaks perfect and now you can preach.” She took another bite and chewed as she waited for his well-rehearsed dialogue. 

“You need an anchor.”

She cocked an eye looking at him.

“Hear me out,” he held up a hand. “Not any anchor, but a mate. The one that was meant to be yours before the building blocks of the earth formed.

“You do understand romance.”

“I may have invented it.”

“Do tell Father Time.”

He chuckled and took a bite of his food. “You can’t keep losing energy like that, you’re not getting any younger.”

That she couldn’t argue with. The massive energy loss was beginning to take its toll on her body. If she didn’t find a way to streamline her shows or recapture her energy, she was going to have to stop doing this. Not that the thought made her sad. It was hard to entertain people when you knew they were talking about you.

“A mate who is your anchor would stop the drain of energy. When you use it, it will return to you. There would still be the effects of being tired but not to this degree. Whenever you use a considerable amount of energy, it will leave you tired.”

She never really thought of a serious relationship. Her best friend found someone; she was happy the last time they talked.

“I don’t know.” She could use that same dating service Ava used, still…

“Let’s be real Troy. I’m messed up. Who would want a woman like me? Especially if they knew what I could do to them.”

“You’re right, who would want a beautiful woman with flawless skin and eyes so deep they look like bronze pools? Most days you’re self-confident, you’re a go-getter who has taken care of herself since she was thirteen. I’d rather have someone else.”

“You know what I mean,” she leaned over and smacked his arm.

“There is someone for everyone Keva, all I’m asking is that you keep your eyes open. Don’t let him slip away just because.”

She took the time to examine his face. Troy was serious, she didn’t know why, but she was going to listen this time. Something in her life needed to break. As much as she loved cats, she didn’t want to become an old cat lady with no one to love her. She lifted her glass of water and toasted to the future.


Chapter Two

 

 

Kayden sprawled on the couch in the living room, things had been easy since the night they dealt a blow to the Shadows. It was the first major victory they could claim. He wasn’t whining about the calm; it was all the love in the air. He was happy for Tristan and Locke, their happiness shone a stark light on his life. There was no love in the air for him. He knew the others were on high alert. They expected any minute their mate would bounce through the door all thick, round, and mouth-wateringly delightful.

He hoped that was the case for them; they were all men of honor, valor, and integrity. He didn’t hold out such hopes for himself. Could he be an anchor? Not with his damaged mind. There were secrets in his closet. What did the humans call them? Skeletons? There were so many skeletons in his closet, many of them real. Enigma One were cold-blooded killers. They never talked about the past or why they spent so much time in the earth. Could it be that no one except him dealt with the horror they were exposed too? He didn’t think that was the case, his brothers, his team dealt with it better because they weren’t broken like him. That’s what he told himself, anyway. It made it easier for him to get through the day if he thought he was the only one suffering.

It gave him hope for the rest of his team. Locke was the lucky one his mate came first. He didn’t have time to dip into the reasons he didn’t deserve one.  His thoughts didn’t fester and boil, again this is what he thought not what he knew.

“Have you taken a bath?” Ven wrinkled his nose like he was the one sitting in funk. “No, you haven’t.” He answered his own question. “Go bathe, now.”

Kayden dragged his body up. He was taking orders from the youngest Kur’ik, it was yet another sign that his mind was broken. He wasn’t the youngest, they had several children at the main camp but none of them lived here. He briefly thought about arguing, but some things weren’t worth it. He gave a shrug of not caring and walked to his room. Not a room, his suite. Several rooms with a large en-suite and a walk-in closet of all things. The largeness of the house was one of the reasons they bought it, the second was the remoteness of the location. Traffic out here was practically non-existent, that fit their needs. When you changed into a twelve-foot-tall werewolf privacy was a must.

How did the Thalians maintain their sanity when they needed to change into their natural form? Many thought the humanoid shape was their natural form, it wasn’t, they were werewolves at their core. It was one of the things that were different between them and borns. Borns were natural Kur’iks that came from a female body. Their makers reverse engineered Kayden and the rest of their kind to make them warriors, good for nothing but fighting and dying. 

The cold water shocked his system bringing him out of the malaise that was haunting. When he was sure he was in control of his mind, he turned the water to hot and got around to cleaning himself.

He dressed in a black tee that complimented the grayness of his skin not that he noticed and a pair of jeans that flattered his rear and gripped his package showing it off. Those things went unnoticed as well. 

“Did I miss lunch?”

“You did,” Ven was putting the leftovers in the fridge.

“I’ll just heat something up.”

“There’s nothing here to heat up.” Ven closed the refrigerator then leaned against it giving Kayden a serene look.

“I love you Ven, like a baby brother but there are days I don’t understand you.” He grabbed a set of keys they kept on hooks in the kitchen. He went out the backdoor pressing on the fob to see what vehicle he was taking. The lights on the dark blue SUV flashed. He got in mumbling about brothers and Kur’iks.

He turned on the radio letting it cut through any thoughts that would keep him from concentrating. The parking lot to his favorite restaurant was surprisingly full. That couldn’t be good. There were people waiting around the door. 

“There’s a thirty-minute wait,” the waitress told him before he could open his mouth.

That wouldn’t do. He was about to walk out when he spotted someone sitting alone toying with her menu like she was unable to decide.

“I’m with the beauty sitting alone. I believe she has been waiting for me.”

The waitress ran her eyes over his tee which showed off his muscles, his arms well defined in the short sleeves. Then her eyes ran over his torso making several trips down to the bulge in his pants.

“Why would you date that? Is it a pity date? Are you checking off your bucket list? Screw a black female? On top of that, she’s fat.”

The waitress cocked her decidedly emaciated hip his way. He hadn’t stopped to look at the female when he picked her out of the crowd, with the waitress’s words he took her in. She had brown skin that he could spend all day looking at. Her curves were the things of legends, his fingers tingled at the thought of being allowed to touch her. That was the type of woman that a male like him didn’t have a chance at.

“You’re right, she is beautiful.”

The waitress wrinkled her nose, picked up a menu and led him to her table.

“Sorry I’m late love.” He bent over, gave her a peck on the cheek and slid into the chair. The waitress tossed his menu on the table.

“Women like you don’t deserve a man, especially not our men,” the waitress hissed before she flounced away.

“Sorry about that, she doesn’t seem to like the pairing of different cultures.”

“Hmm, and why aren’t you with someone of your own culture?” Keva wasn’t sure what to say, but the waitress’s words made sure she wouldn’t send the man away. 

“There are very few women of my culture with us. None of those women find me to their liking. Although I am not against same-sex relationships, it is not for me. That leaves me alone.”

“That sounds legit to me. Why are you here?” Her hand moved to indicate the restaurant and her table.

“I’m hungry.”

She threw her head back and laughed. “Hi,” she stuck her hand out. “I’m Keva Hall.”

“Hello Ms. Hall, I’m Kayden Gayl.” He took her hand shaking it.

“Call me Keva please.”

“Likewise, call me Kayden.”

“No nicknames, Kay for short?”

“I prefer Kayden.”

“Then Kayden it is.”

“I thought lunch would be dreary and boring. Already you have brought laughter.” They both studied the menu ordering when their waitress came, thankfully she wasn’t the one that seated Kayden.

They made small talk until the waitress brought their food.

“Tell me about yourself. The comment you made about only a few women with you suggests that you are from overseas.”

“I’m from a place very few people have heard of. We keep it quiet unless we meet someone, we feel is trustworthy enough to keep our secret.” Her smile said you can trust me, but he knew better. He knew what women thought about him.

“Believe it or not. Heck, I hate statements that start that way, I’m usually inclined not to believe it. Anyway, I understand. I have my own secrets and I don’t share them with the rest of the world. I love people, sort of, kind of, okay not really. The thing is most of them can’t be trusted with things that are out of the ordinary. Hello world, I have this great psychic ability that lets me levitate this spoon off the table. Witch, witch, burn her. Okay, we’re hundreds of years away from the Salem witch trials but unless you’re in New Orleans, it feels like it was only yesterday.”

Kayden stared at her with his steak lifted halfway to his mouth. He wasn’t sure what he was expecting, but it wasn’t the beauty in front of him to rant about psychics and witches. What did she know about psychics? Surely, she wasn’t one? Getting a grip on his thoughts he continued bringing his fork to his mouth. It was lunch, and he was eating steak while the others were waiting for a table to open. This was as good as life got.

“Sorry about that,” she gave him a meek smile.

He wasn’t buying the meekness for a minute. There was a fire in her eyes when she spoke. He bet she was the kind of woman who would lead a man on a chase before she allowed herself to be caught. She was the best kind of challenge, one worth keeping. Not like she was a dog or a cat, but as a partner. Slow down Kayden we don’t do partners. We suffer.

No sense in forgetting who he was. As he ate, his mind cast about outside of where it should be gently picking up spikes of energy and thrusting them towards Keva. He would demand that he stop, but this was one of the ways he was broken. His thoughts went to what happened to him and he shuddered not wanting to remember that day or that female. 

“Are you all right you seem to have gone gray? Well grayer than you were when you sat down.”

That drew his attention, he usually passed as Caucasian, most didn’t notice the slight gray tone to his skin. He’d been working on lightening up. Keeping his humanoid shape had been hard in the past now it was second nature. Making his skin lighter was more difficult.

“I’m fine, my skin…”

“Don’t worry about it. It wasn’t until recently that I noticed that there were so many shades of white. I know I should be more observant, but if I’m being honest white is white to me or it has been that in the past. One day I was watching one of my favorite shows and saw two people’s arms by each other and I was fascinated that their skin color wasn’t the same. I guess that’s something only my black friends would appreciate.” Not that she had any. When you were hiding what you were from the world you didn’t make friends.

“I never gave it any thought. Now that you mention it there are so many differences in one race. It’s hard to believe that you fight each other over something that small.”

“Oh, is it now?” She gave a laugh that sounded like the tinkle of bells to him. “You’ve decided not to be human? Tell me what is the race of aliens you’ve created in your head?”

“I call them Kur’iks.”

“I love that click in the name. There’s an African language that has a series of clicks in their language. I wish I knew how to speak it; it sounds not only beautiful but different as if they came from a different world maybe the stars and found themselves trapped on this earth. You’re going to have to tell me more. There are times when I make up worlds in my head too. I’m just telling you this, so you don’t think I’m crazy.”

“Are your worlds filled with aliens and battles?”

“No, that sounds so masculine. Mine are filled with people who can do crazy things using their minds. They are accepted for being themselves and the people around them love them. How’s that for fantasy?”

Kayden finished the rest of his lunch before he replied.

“I think we should compare notes on our worlds.”

“I know this great coffee shop where we could get a cup and pie for dessert. Everyone eats dessert with their lunch, right?” She frowned her nose doing something he thought was adorable.

“Right.” He picked up the check before they hurried out with the waitress from earlier shooting daggers at them with her eyes.


Chapter Three

 

 

The coffee shop Keva took Kayden to was off the beaten path. The only people who knew it was a gem was the regulars. To others, they wrinkled their noses as they walked past. A few lucky ones were drawn in. At times, she thought this place was almost magical; it didn’t just let anyone in. This was her world where she could almost see the magic that surrounded the people in here.

“Keva you brought a guest.” The barista frowned at her.

“This is Kayden, he’s tight,” she said for lack of a better word. To be tight meant that anything he saw wasn’t going to make its way into the news, it also meant that she wasn’t sure how, but he fit in.

“Hi Kayden, I’m Jean and if Keva is vouching for you, that’s good enough for me. What are you having?”

“Can I order for you? Please.”

“You can,” he gave her a smile that reached his eyes.

“He’ll take the ‘you must be an alien’ special. I’ll take the ‘I need a mental day’ special.”

They collected their drinks and pie before they sat down. The whole place was watching them, watching him. He took the first sip of his drink, a coffee that wasn’t quite a coffee and moaned. It reminded him of home.

“This is excellent.”

“Then you must be an alien,” the whole shop said at once before breaking out into a chorus of laughter.

“I like this place.”

“I knew you would fit in. I found it recently, but the more I come the more I feel welcomes and accepted.” She took a sip of her drink while she watched him through her eyelashes.

Kayden was a handsome male. She did him the courtesy of not calling him a man since he thought of himself as an alien. He had the greenest eyes. The closest she could come to the color was some photograph she had seen once of water taken in some remote part of the world not only was the water green, but it sparkled in that picture. That’s how his eyes were, they sparkled like the lightest green jewel. She could stare at them forever and be happy.

Then there were his arms. He was built like he was an ex-marine, navy, army or some special branch of the military. He looked like a fighter with those thick biceps and a chest she bet was better looking than his shirt was indicating, and that shirt was indicating a lot. Her tongue licked her lips trying not to drool. He was sitting, but she still remembered what those jeans looked like pulling tight over his ass and how they sat low on his hips. Last but not least, was how his dick looked in them. She’d bet a month’s pay his pants weren’t stuffed, that meant he was a big boy. This male was so out of her league it wasn’t funny.

She knew that some larger women didn’t consider themselves attractive, she wasn’t one of them. She liked her curves. It was unheard of almost thought to be a sickness if a woman said she liked herself the way she was especially if she was plus size. Eff them she was large and in charge, her body was healthy, and she did all types of exercise except run, the thing was she never liked running.

She was out of her league because who wanted a woman with a mind like hers. It made her money though which meant she didn’t need a man. Who needed kisses, and hugs, let’s not forget about hot sex? She slumped in her chair. She might not need a man, but she wanted a partner.

“Why so sad?”

“For a minute there I was thinking about my life. I’m ready to listen you were going to tell me about the Kur’iks,” She took another bite of her pie her eyes focused on him.

“They came from another planet.” She nodded all the best alien stories started that way.

“They don’t know how they got here. Navigation went offline the ship hurtled through space and when it was over there were new planets surrounding them, a different galaxy. They settled on this planet because it was the only one inhabited with life forms they understood.”

“Oh, does that mean we are not alone in our galaxy?”

“You’re not, but we can talk about that later. We settled on this planet and have been making a life for ourselves since then.”

“That was a good story, but it was kind of short. You didn’t tell me anything about your alien powers.” Or your alien dick, but mum’s the word on that one.

“If you want to know about my alien powers, you have to stay close.”

“A challenge I love it.”

“Now it’s your turn.”

“In my world, there are people who can do different things.” She thought about her friend, Ava, who was able to hear other’s thoughts. “For instance, some may be able to hear another’s thoughts. While others may be able to do things that look like magic.”

“Where do you fit in?”

“I guess you’re going to have to stick around to find out.” Her teeth gleamed white as she smiled at him before taking a sip of her drink.

“If sticking around means I can come back here, I don’t think I’ll ever leave.”

“You have good taste. I found this place one day when I was at my lowest. My best friend hadn’t been around in a while and to be honest I was feeling lonely. I think it found me. I felt this overwhelming desire to come in, sit down and grab a drink. One of the best things I ever did.”

Everyone here treated her nice, even though she didn’t make friends fast. Not before she met Kayden, already she told him more about herself than she told others. Sure, she pretended it was a made-up world, but it was about her.

She went to open her mouth when half the coffee shop jumped to their feet.

 It was like being in a movie with witches, warlocks, and psychics. There were chants and people with what looked like balls of fire or magic glistening around their fingertips. Yep, it was official she loved this place.

Then a sense of evil hit her. She jumped to her feet along with Kayden. There was something, she could feel it in the air. Before she could open her mouth, Kayden had his hand over it. Several people looked and nodded. Whatever she was feeling was after her. Closing her eyes, she let her mental abilities loose. Its whole presence wasn’t in the room, it had sent feelers. It was looking for, searching for something specific. She could feel the shields that snapped into place while hers was being held at bay.

There was no use fighting. If that thing was looking for her it would sense the minute her protective shields snapped into place. She let the others protect her while thinking about how she would never have done this in the past.

She concentrated on Kayden, on reaching out to touch his mind. It was there for her protecting her, but it was different. It didn’t feel normal as if it worked and was constructed differently than the average human mind.

There was a huge sigh in the room, and everyone stood down.

“What was that?” A man sitting drinking his coffee with the bluest eyes she had ever seen asked.

“A Shadow.” Everyone in the room turned to face Kayden. “I can’t tell you much about them. I don’t know much. We, my team and I, think they are humans who have bonded with an alien life form. They seem to be attracted to the segment of humans you call psychics, those that have greater access to their brains. They drain them. We are not sure if they are a food source or an energy source, or none of the above.”

“You and your team are working to eradicate them?”

“We are. You are?”

“Ren.”

“Kayden.”

“Nice to meet you Kayden. That whatever it was seemed to be looking for our little goddess there, Keva. It’s good to know you can keep her safe.”

“Hey, I’m not a goddess,” she took a minute to preen. “Thanks for calling me one, also I can take care of myself.”

“You keep telling yourself that. Run along you two. Remember you’re both welcome back at any time. Kayden, bring your team we’d love to meet them.”

Keva looked around the room not sure of what just happened. Ren was on his phone not paying them any attention. Kayden led her out the coffee shop.

“You know that place reminds me of a story or stories I read when I was a teen,” she followed him to where they parked.

“Tell me about them.”

“My memories kind of fuzzy it was a long time ago. All I remember was there was this bar and the people who were in it were different, but they didn’t advertise it to the world. I’d love to find that book again. There are things I read as a kid or a teen that now are priceless to me. I guess it’s the memories that I attach to them.”

“Did you read a lot as a child?”

“I did,” she leaned back against his SUV. “Reading is all mental, and it requires you to use your imagination. I was always able to get into the story and read between the lines. I loved it when the author left things open so you could do a little mental world-building of your own or imagine what happens to the characters between scenes. It also helped me with developing my mental gifts.” She held her breath waiting for him to laugh.

“I’ve never been much of a reader too many battles to fight. When we came here, I spent a lot of time in the ground.”

She was back to the little tidbit she was trying to ignore. Was Kayden really an alien? She was really a woman with psychic abilities. He talked about those Shadows as being half-alien. They weren’t giving aliens a good name, she’d watched Predator between her slightly open fingers. Yeah, she wasn’t good with movies like that.

“You talk like aliens are real and you're one of them. You also said those Shadow things were aliens and well they don’t seem nice to me.” That was an understatement, but she didn’t want to hurt his feelings.

“Aliens are like humans, we come in all different sizes, shapes, and colors. We also come with different temperaments. I am an alien, but I don’t have a desire to hurt you or your people.”

She took her time to look him over. When he didn’t smile or laugh, she knew what he was saying was true. There was a tenseness in his shoulders even as his face was carefully neutral. He looked the same way she looked when she was waiting for him to laugh at her.

“You’re a Kur’ik?”

“I am.”

“I never met an alien before, pleased to meet you.”

He beamed at her. His eyes refracted light making her feel like she was in her own movie with the way the atmosphere around her started to gleam. 

“I’m pleased to meet you Keva.”

“I guess I should probably go home,” she moved to her car parked in front of his SUV.

“I’ll follow you to make sure you get there without any problems.”

“Thanks.” Whatever that was in the coffee shop was looking for her. Now that she didn’t have Kayden’s beautiful body to look at, fear settled around her shoulders. Cold hands walked up her spine. Death called her name. She was so screwed.


Chapter Four

 

 

Keva lived in what she considered a nice place. She didn’t own the building, but she had an apartment on the tenth floor, not the penthouse, but she was satisfied with it. It was an open floor plan with wide windows allowing her to look out and enjoy the city in its full glory. It was far enough up that her neighbors in the building left her alone and the doorman kept out anyone who shouldn’t be here. 

There was nothing to complain about except the loneliness which seemed to press down on her more now that Kayden was taking up space. With him here she could see just how big this place was when it was only her. Before today she thought she was content with her hit it and run attitude. Never get mixed up with a man or a male; they only wanted to use you. 

“Thanks for walking me up. I told you I would be safe.”

“After what happened in the coffee shop, I had to know for myself.”

She nodded feeling thankful that he was concerned about her. There was still too much to process about what happened earlier. The fear she felt was being pushed down to her feet until she could freak out when she was alone.

“I’ve never been the focus of an attack like that before. It was unnerving.” It was so much more than that. Is that how others felt when they knew there was a bullseye on their backs? The thought that someone was gunning for her was enough to make her want to disappear. The only reason she wasn’t running was she knew that mental abilities could be ruthless when hunting someone down.

“I have, you don’t get used to the thought of someone wanting to hurt you for what you have.”

“I think you’re right. I still have a hard time wrapping my head around the fact that people hate me for the color of my skin.” That was all supposed to be in the past, but her encounter with the waitress was just another reminder that prejudice in all its forms was alive and well.

“I should be leaving.” He moved to the door before stopping. “I wanted to give you my number, call me if you need help.”

“Thanks, I’d appreciate that.” She should probably turn him down, but that wasn’t happening. Her fingers flew across the small screen as she added him to contacts. Before he could get to the door, his message alert went off.

Kayden turned to look at her.

“That’s my contact info. Maybe you can call me one day.”

“How long?”

“What?”

“How long do I have to wait to call you?”

“Umm you could call tomorrow, hopefully after eleven I was planning on sleeping in.”

“I’ll call tomorrow. Goodbye for now, Keva.”

“Goodnight Kayden, I will talk to you tomorrow.”

“You will.” He opened the door and walked through making sure it was shut behind him. He didn’t move until he heard her lock the door.

She waited until she was sure he had time to get on the elevator before she let out a small rebel yell. He was going to call her tomorrow, like a date. Wait, not a date but a male who seemed interested in her. Was he interested in her? She was interested in him. There was no way she was going to spend the night twisting and turning like she was in a teen drama or another remake of Grease. She loved Grease with Olivia Newton-John and John Travolta.

She put the movie on and skipped to the end singing ‘I’ve got chills they're multiplying’ as she bounced all over the room. Calm down, she told herself, you know better than to skip to the end of the book. It’s what comes between the beginning and the end that makes the ending so gratifying. That was love. It was what happened on the way to the love you that was important. She knew that in her head, like knowing that billions of dollars meant you could buy anything. But she had no practical experience with it.

She had never been in love. There were a few times she was in lust. Most of her life was spent getting control of her gift and getting to a place where she felt safe. That was something most middle-class people didn’t seem to know anything about unless they were one of the abused. 

Now she was aware that abuse happened to everyone even the smiling rich. She shivered; the feeling of being unsafe was what she felt when she left the coffee shop. Inside, she knew that everyone there would fight for her. Outside she felt like she was on her own, if that thing, that Shadow found her, he would kill her.

Turning off the television, she got ready for bed. Then she sat on the bed, closing her eyes and began to visualize. There was no way she could go out into public or even do her show without having total control over her mind. The problem was her gift was growing, changing, molding itself into something else and she didn’t know what. It was scaring her. 

There was something different, something she had never seen before. Usually after being in public and after having been frightened, her energy level would be low. This time it wasn’t. It looked like someone had not only restocked her with her original energy but given her more. How was that possible? She checked every defense she had; no one had tampered with her mind.

Shrugging her shoulders, there was nothing she could do about it now. She made sure everything was tightened up before crawling into bed. Tomorrow Kayden would call, she wanted to be awake for that.

 

*~*~*~*

 

“You’ve been gone all day,” Ven greeted Kayden when he walked into the living room.

“First you kick me out of the house, now you question where I was.”

“First, I made you take a shower, you’re welcome.”

Kayden growled, not because he was upset. Ven needed to be growled at more. Ven laughed and Kayden rolled his eyes. He’d spent too much time around human women.

“You missed dinner.”

He had, the time in the coffee shop had stretched on forever a smile touched his lips. Then the time they spent outside and even in her apartment. He probably needed to eat. Kur’iks were carnivores and without a steady influx of red meat, they got angry. He assumed that was why they were always starved, it made them fight harder.

“Come on,” Ven walked to the kitchen.

  “Why are you always serving?” He could get his own food, but Ven was already taking it out the refrigerator and heating it up.

“Time with my dad and Declyn taught me a few things.”

“Oh?”

“One, you can’t hope to lead if you don’t know what it’s like to serve.”

That was one of the things he liked about Ven, but it also scared him. Ven had reasons for doing things that most didn’t think of. He had never seen the young man follow anyone blindly except for Enzo and Declyn when he was younger.

“They both taught you well.”

“Thank you. They also taught you well.”

“What are you talking about?”

Ven brought his plate to the table then sat with him. “Enigma one was supposed to be cold-blooded killers. You were males with only one goal in life, to take out the enemy.”

“That was us. It’s who we still are.”

“Is it? Do you remember the time when our battalion was outgunned? There was no doubt that we were all going to meet our end that day.”

Kayden could feel the laser blasts around him heating up the night and giving them a chance to see as part of their troops were gunned down without a thought. A shiver went up his back as he rubbed his arms the heat of his memory searing his skin.

“The five of you were our only hope. Declyn told you to penetrate the enemy lines and do whatever it took to make sure we got home.”

His fork dropped as he remembered Declyn talking to them. He was a proud warrior who never wanted to admit defeat. This time to admit it would mean everyone under him would face death. The Thalians weren’t known for letting a prisoner live. He gave the order, every thalian was to be killed.

Enigma One penetrated the enemy line it was what they were made to do. Then they fanned out taking out key Thalians before they knew anyone was there. 

Kayden was told to kill the one in charge. Sitting on his lap was a child maybe fourteen earth years. He knew when he killed one, he would have to kill the other. Never had he failed in his mission. All orders were to be carried out, the failsafe they placed within him insisted that he kill what he was sure was a father and son.

The father looked him in his eyes over the head of his child. He saw the realization that they would die in his eyes. He tried, or he told himself he tried. In the end, he blended back into his surroundings and let them live.

That was the day his mind shattered. He was broken, but he’d rather be broken than have that child’s blood on his hands. The father was the general, he called all the troops back. They packed up taking the fight somewhere else. That was a perk he hadn’t expected.

“I remember that day.”

“Do you remember the party after?”

There was a party? He cast his mind back. He did remember it. It happened about a week later when Declyn was sure they were safe. A slight smile curved his lips. So many on both sides could have died.

“I remember.”

“The party was for all of Enigma One, but Declyn, my dad, Tristan, and a couple of others all celebrated you.”

 “Why?”

 “Because you made the decision to spare two lives and without knowing it you bought us all our freedom with one selfless act. I know how much it cost you to go against them. You learned that from your captain and first in command. All of us have been touched by them. You showed that you’re not a cold-blooded killer and neither are your teammates. Remember that, you showed compassion for something you couldn’t fathom, love.” Ven got up and cleaned up the kitchen leaving Kayden with nothing to do except wash his plate when he was done.

How could he have forgotten that? It seemed so long ago, but it was the place he first felt his mind crack. What would Ven say if he told him about that? Knowing Ven he’d say it was a small piece of the puzzle and one day he would understand. He took care of his plate.

His feet led him outside and into the thicket of trees at the end of their property. Finding a nice tall tree with a solid rounded base he climbed it. One of the differences between him and an earth wolf. When he reached the top, he settled down to look at the stars. Somewhere out there was a planet he used to fight for. One who seemed to own his soul at the time. Now his soul belonged to himself, not that he knew what to do with it. 

Were there aliens out there that bonded with humans making them turn on their own kind? Or were they from this planet an evolutionary misstep? Would Keva be fine until he called her tomorrow? There were so many questions. There was one that trumped all the others. Was he more than a cold-blooded monster? Was it possible he could take part in the love he witnessed between the others? Would his mind allow him to even take a mate?

Was Keva interested in him?


Chapter Five

 

 

The phone rings and Keva jumps, it’s not eleven yet only ten, but it doesn’t matter she almost breaks her neck getting the thing. She blew out her breath when she saw it was only her mom. Only she shook her head and answered it.

“Mom, how are you?”

“I’m good baby girl. I wanted to check in on you and see if you're ready to change locations to be closer to me.”

Her mom lived in a condo in Florida. It had always been her dream and Keva was determined her mom’s dreams would come true.

“I don’t know how you stand all that heat, mom.” She did understand, but she liked teasing her mother. There was a time they went through a winter without gas because they couldn’t afford to pay the bill and they were just a little over the income guidelines for assistance. It took every bit of her mother’s ingenuity to make sure they didn’t freeze that year. 

“What can I say, baby I’m just a heat bunny.”

“Which is better than being a snow bunny.” They both laughed. Neither could understand why people seem to like going down snow-covered hills.

“Mom I probably should come to visit you, but no moving. I like heat but I prefer spring and fall. Like you, I hate winter and well summer doesn’t really do it for me, way too hot.”

“I know, I just thought… I met some nice men down here. They all think you’re hot.”

“How do they know what I look like?”

“I may have had my phone out, and they asked me what I was looking at. How could I not tell them? I said my really hot, single daughter.”

Keva fell on the bed laughing, she had to place the pillow over her face to help muffle the sound.

“Are you trying to marry me off mom?”

“All I’m saying is grandchildren. I’d even move back there for some.”

That shut her up. Her mom wanted grandkids badly. It was just the two of them her father disappearing before she turned three years old. That was okay though because together they made it through.

 

“I met someone, mom.” She shouldn’t get her mother’s hopes up he was an alien. She also couldn’t let her mother think there was no hope. “It’s nothing but a budding friendship right now, but my friend is hot as hell. I think I saw some interest in his eyes. If he’s interested in me, then I’m interested in him. If he’s not interested, then I’m not.”

Her mother made a rather large and dramatic sigh into the phone. “Kid’s today, you play too many games. That’s why half of you are single. In my day we saw what we wanted and went after it.”

Neither of them said her father ended up leaving, maybe she should have let that one go. She asked her mom once if she was sorry, she got involved with him. Her answer was shocking. ‘Without him, there wouldn’t be you. I thank God every day for his worthless ass.’ 

Keva thanked God every day for her mother.

“What about you, mom? You’re not too old to find someone.”

“Well, now that you mentioned it.”

She sat up in stunned silence. Her mother was dating? Was it snowing outside, was hell rising? Were the angels and the demons fighting? Had the earth shifted its axis? 

“Mom, really?”

“Yes really.”

“I want all the deets and pictures of this guy. He better be good enough for you if not I’ll float him away to someplace where he’ll never be found.” Her mom knew all about her mental abilities. Without her, Keva wouldn’t have made it through school.

“I sent pictures to your phone. Sit back baby girl and let me tell you how it’s done.” God, she loved her mom. She told her all about how she met her man as well as throwing in several motherly tips on how to rope and reel in Kayden.

She was lying on the bed laughing when the phone started ringing a second time. It was noon, Kayden was calling.

“Hi,” her voice was husky. She was not using one of her mother’s tricks, sound seductive.

“Hi, I wanted to make sure you were up.”

“I’m up.” His nervousness came through. It made her feel better to know she wasn’t the only one feeling that way. 

“I don’t know what you have planned today, I thought, it’s probably too soon. I don’t know the ways men interact with females. I thought you might want to go out, get to know each other as friends. If it’s too soon—”

“It’s not too soon, and I’d like to go. We can go wherever you want, even back to Charlies to visit our favorite waitress.” That got a laugh out of him and the mood seemed to get lighter.

“How about a picnic?”

“That would be nice.”

“I’ll pick you up in an hour?”

“I’ll be ready.” She made sure the call ended checking the phone three times before she flopped on the bed and kicked her legs up in the air screaming. She was going on a picnic with the hot alien. Take that, all the other women of the world who were not invited to their picnic. Jumping up, she ran to the bathroom. She needed to shower, brush her teeth, put on the good smelling deodorant, not the everyday one. What was she going to wear? What about her hair? She had what others called the good hair, that saying just made her snort. It was easier than some others that’s all she was willing to concede.

She finished as fast as she could in the bathroom and set about looking for a casual but cute outfit that said I want to be friends, but I’m open to more, but only if you want more. Okay, clothes talked too much. With a laugh, she decided on capris because sitting in the grass with ants trying to attack her legs wasn’t a pleasant thought.

She grabbed a pair of sandals because flip-flops said she wasn’t trying and would put him in the friend zone. Whoever said clothes speak, she wished they had kept that article to themselves. Just enough makeup to say your worth it but I have nothing to hide. So, this is what it’s like when you haven’t been on a date forever. Not date, friendship outing. She stopped to laugh at herself in the mirror. Her eyes were shining, her mouth was curved wide into a smile. A small prayer escaped her lips thanking the Lord for encouraging her to eat lunch alone. Well, she needed to thank Troy too.

Grabbing her purse after checking for her keys and wallet she was out the door. She wanted to be there when he pulled up.

Kayden pulled up in the blue SUV from yesterday. She gave a quick wave as he pulled up to the curb.

“Hey.” She gave him the full force of her smile. He looked so good sitting there. His eyes were bright and that green Henley he was wearing was making his eyes shine like emeralds in the night sky. Her heart was beating fast. If she wasn’t careful, she’d swoon and need smelling salts. Yep, she read historical’s growing up although hers always had just a pinch of fantasy or the paranormal in them. 

“Hey, back to you.” His hands shifted gears seamlessly.

In the back seat was a large picnic basket and a couple of covers for the ground.

“Where are we going?”

“There’s a lake close to where I live. I know no one will be there, I thought it might be a good place for a picnic.”

“Sounds perfect, but how do you know it will be deserted?”

“It’s on the property that we own, and I made sure to let everyone know I will be using it today alone.”

Her cheeks flushed. He told his family about her.

“What did they say?” 

“I didn’t stick around to hear. They would have teased me, especially Ven.”

She listened to the cadence and timbre of his voice. He loved his family; she wasn’t sure if he even realized it from the way he sounded. 

“Are you close?”

“We are. Only Locke and Key are brothers but really, we all are. We’ve been together since creation. Tristan is our healer and Ven is the younger brother always starting mischief.”

“He sounds a bit like a brat.”

Kayden’s lips tilted in a smile. “He is a brat. I’d call him that, but he’s a scary brat.”

“He likes to hurt or intimidate people?”

“No, not our Ven. He has more power than I’ve ever seen. He doesn’t abuse it most days he doesn’t acknowledge it, but it’s there.”

“I know someone like that, she’s young maybe eighteen. I don’t know her real age for sure, but she has a terrifying power. She’s also like a daughter to me. I found her on the street, but I couldn’t let her stay there. She was my only other friend besides Ava.”

“I have a sister named Ava.”

“I don’t hear that name too often, but I know at one time it was popular.”

A song she liked came on, reaching out she turned the volume up and started singing.

“What’s that song about?”

“Naked by Ella Mai. It’s asking the question of how you will feel about me when all the clothes come off. When I take off the eyelash extensions and the makeup. When the push-up bra comes off and the skintight jeans, lay in a puddle at my feet. When the blemishes I’m desperate to hide show through. When my breasts are thirty and forty years old and not a perky sixteen will you still love me? Will you love me when I’m naked when there is nothing between us but what God intended me to be? Will you love me when I’m naked, when I’m not all that happy or downright nasty when I have a bad day and I’m raw and hiding from the world? Will you love me when I’m naked?”

That’s why she wasn’t married or in a serious relationship. She wanted to be loved like that. Most guys couldn’t deal with her gift and they didn’t even know it was real.

“Yes.”

That one-word answer that’s not a question startled her. Her eyes fly to him, she didn’t realize they closed as she was answering him.

“Yes, to all that and more.”

She gave a brief tilt to her head to acknowledge that she heard him. He smiled and focused back on the road not seeming to need any more than that. She was grateful. There was no way she could respond to what he said. Things had changed between them with that one word. It felt strange to say that, but she could feel the very air shifting around her as if the course of her life was knocked off track to roughly bump along the road with no guidance until out of the blue a new track appeared. One that should have stayed hidden but was revealed. Why the new course, the new track? That she didn’t know, but it was there, and her train was happily chugging along.

Keva, on the other hand, was mentally freaking out. Who just said yes to something like that? Maybe it wouldn’t mean anything but for the first time, she realized she wasn’t picking anything up from Kayden. He was a totally clean slate that she couldn’t read. Why hadn’t she realized that yesterday?

The worst part was she liked it. She didn’t want to know what tomorrow might bring. She was in the dark here, some place she hadn’t been in years. 

The core of her femininity woke up. She wanted to know everything about Kayden Gayl.


Chapter Six

 

 

The lake was beautiful; the water was a calm blue green that seemed to go on forever. Around it was a sandy bank where they could sit. Then there was a nice grassy area that had soft pads in them. The material was one she had never experienced before. It was both soft and waterproof. Kayden brought out blankets, towels, and the picnic basket.

She kicked her shoes off, swinging her feet in the lake while sitting on the bank.

“I forgot to tell you to bring your swimsuit.”

His voice made her shudder. “I’m wearing it.” Her voice was shy and not a bit sexy. He had rocked her world to the core of her foundation by saying yes. 

“Do you want to go for a dip?”

Of course, she wanted to go for a dip. The thing was, she was wearing her bikini, not the socially acceptable one piece that the skinny people she had come across felt someone her size should wear. It might be too much for him to handle. Everyone in society didn’t feel that way, including men. She just hadn’t found the one for her.

Forget it, and him. He asked her to come to a picnic. The fact that it was by a lake added to the perfection. That meant he got what he got. She stood up and defiantly started stripping out of her clothes. This was her favorite bikini it was dark blue with white stars on it. When she was done, she stood before him, then jumped into the water. She loved to swim.

She gave a snort and started swimming away when he executed a neat dive into the pool. He was graceful, wearing a pair of white swim trunks. A sudden giggle came from her when he caught her pulling her close before releasing her. Wait… did she just giggle?

“Race you to the other side.” She took off swimming not wanting to give either of them time to think about her purely feminine reaction to him. Self, she said sternly to herself. This male is hot as hell, that is no reason to giggle, bat your eyes, or act like a total lunatic. We see hot men all the time. No, they are not focusing all their attention on us, but we don’t need male attention. The things she told herself when she was trying to come off as the ultimate independent female.

“I won,” she chortled enjoying her victory.

“I let you win.”

“No, you didn’t take that back.” She splashed water at him.

They got into a water battle laughing like crazy as they both held up their side of the argument.

“Are you hungry?”

She was, her nerves wouldn’t let her eat breakfast while she was waiting for him to call. Combine that with the energy it took to play in the water, and she was famished.

“I could eat.”

“Good, I have lots of food in the picnic basket.” He made sure she got out of the lake then followed her.

They sank down on the pads the basket between them. Kayden pulled out sandwiches and chicken kept on ice. There were potato and fruit salads, along with bottles of lemonade and water.

“I don’t know where to start it all looks so good.”

“Eat everything, I have more in the basket in case we run out.”

More? Who did he think he was feeding, a basketball team?

She made her sandwich, picked up a chicken breast and dished out a nice helping of potato salad. She took several bites before licking her lips, not wanting to miss one bit of something this tasty.

“Did you make the potato salad? It’s delicious.” She hated to admit it, but she was a snob when it came to potato salad, most people didn’t make it right.

“Ven made it.”

“That’s the younger brother you were telling me about, right? The brat.”

“That’s him.”

“My hats off to him, he’s an excellent cook.”

“He’ll love hearing that.”

They ate in silence, deciding to wait on the fruit for dessert later. They cleaned up and stretched out on the pads. They were so comfortable.

“I like that swimsuit on you.” His eyes started with her face and trailed down her body until he reached her feet. Then he reversed the process.

She flexed her toes once again happy for her mani/pedi.

“Thank you.” Her smile was bright enough to light up a room. “What do you do for a living?” Her curiosity got the better of her.

“Right now, I’m hunting down the Shadow that came after you in the coffee shop. Before that, I was a warrior.”

“I can see you dressed in your uniform meeting your foe on the battlefield fighting with bravery and honor.”

“Honor on the battlefield only happens in books and movies. In reality, it’s kill or be killed. You may choose to walk away from someone to give them the chance to fight another day, but they may not do the same for you. It is not unheard of being shot in the back by the one you let live. In battle, honor is replaced by a pounding heart and desperation.”

Her hand reached out to cover his. “I never glorified war. I still think there is honor in being willing to fight a war. It’s not in the killing or the fighting; it’s in the willingness to protect those you love. I know you're supposed to be proud to fight for your country, but land is something you can find anywhere. People, on the other hand, are numerous, but you can’t find loved one's anywhere. So that’s where I think the honor comes in. If you fought for me whether you died or came home, I respect you and honor your sacrifice.”

“Those on my planet didn’t see it that way.”

“Forget them, you’re here now and I see it that way.” She squeezed his hand before closing her eyes to let that little bit of sunshine that was creeping through her shaded spot warm her.

They laid like that for a while before a sense of darkness tickled the back of her mind. It was contained, not the fury that came after her in the coffee shop. Still, it was there making her a little worried. She didn’t think much about the coffee shop incident sure that she could take care of herself. Why else was she given this gift?

The encroaching darkness got closer as she slipped into a light slumber. If tickled the recesses of her mind looking for a doorway, an avenue. She was no novice her mind was a place she fortified long ago. She had to it was the only way to keep her gift intact. Her head shook like she was trying to get away from a buzzing fly.

The darkness showed her a path, one it illuminated daring her to be brave enough to seek it out. This was not Hansel and Gretel she couldn’t be enticed with candy. Look what happened to them. Still, her fingers and toes twitched with the effort not to wake up and meet the challenge head-on. 

Was this the Shadow that Kayden talked about? She followed that road with her eyes. Whatever this was it wasn’t human, not completely. There was a taste of humanity in it. The human brain was such an amazing piece of biological tech that no two brains were alike if you discounted a thread that ran through every person she ever met. She called it the humanity thread. It was what made mankind human. It wasn’t in animals not even apes, the ones they were supposed to have evolved from. It was a separate and distinct indicator, which is why she thought Kayden was human at first. Being unable to see into his mind she assumed he was simply a highly trained human.

The darkness retreated allowing her to slip back into a dream free sleep. When her shields relaxed the darkness attacked. She woke with a scream as her hands ran over her head trying to protect herself from the Shadows pulling at her.

Strong arms pulled her up into a comforting embrace. Her mind working on nothing, but instinct raised a shield that surrounded her and Kayden forcing the darkness out.

“What the hell was that?”

“That was the Shadows. I think they are targeting you because of my interest.”

“They must be men.” He stared at her. “Men don’t seem to notice how cute you are until someone else gets interested in you.”

He let that go not understanding human males.

“There is something evil on your land.”

“The Shadow traps.”

“The what?”

“The Shadows use something we call Shadow traps. They can trap you if you touch them. They used one of them to transport Ava. She’s Locke’s mate and my sister.”

“She came with you. Is she a warrior too?”

“She’s human like you.”

Human, like me as in you can do the dirty as well as other things with us? Does mate mean they are married? That’s how it was in the books she read. Back on track, she only knew him for a day.

“Why do you think they attacked her?” Now that she was fine, she took a step back missing the comfort of his arms.

“I don’t know.”

She doubted that. His brain was a secret from her, but she could see the outside of it, and it was complex. The thought of spending time in it was exciting. She was excited at the thought of spending more time with him.

“Take me to the Shadow traps.” She gave him ‘her brave I’m not scared of anything look’ even as she glanced down to make sure her knees weren’t knocking.

“Why would you want to do that?”

“This is the second time they have come after me. Each time someone was there, you were there. What if the next time they come for me I’m alone? I’d rather face them when I have backup.” She wasn’t sure what kind of backup he would be. There was the fact that she felt less scatterbrain and more energetic when he was around. The loss of energy was something she struggled with daily, the increase in energy was noticed.

“All right.” They took their time packing the SUV neither of them in a rush to confront the Shadows.

They drove until the outline of the house in the distance was gone. 

“Are the Shadow traps on your land?”

“They are, we’ve slowly been buying up all the land around us. It works to give us the privacy we crave.”

“You don’t want anyone to know you’re aliens.” That made sense to her. If she came from the stars, she wouldn’t be advertising it.

“We also don’t want anyone to see us when we shift into our other form.”

She took her time to look him over not that she needed to. His physique was burned into her memory. She would bet every dollar she ever made that he didn’t shift into something cute and furry.

“If you were to shift suddenly would my life be in danger?”

“Never.”

She shook her head, that was good enough for her. Today held too many revelations, they could discuss what he became when he wasn’t a humanoid at some other time.

“You definitely got what you asked for way out here. It’s so quiet. I like it, you can hear yourself think. In the city, at times I think I’m going crazy there are so many mental voices crying out. I surmise that more than ninety-nine percent of the population has the ability to shield their thoughts, they just don’t have a reason to work on doing that.”

“You think all of mankind is psychic?”

“A brain is a brain.”


Chapter Seven

 

 

Kayden parked in front of what looked like a one-room cabin. It was large if the outside was anything to go by. Keva didn’t have to ask him if the Shadow traps were in there, she could feel the evil surrounding the place. She shivered before getting out the car. Her defenses went up as Kayden came around the car and took her arm letting her know with the subtle gesture that she was not alone.

There were three steps up then the porch which surprised her by being wide with a slightly homey feel to it. They walked to the door together before he stepped in front of her opening it wide. Instead of letting her go first, he did, placing his finger in front of his mouth and motioning her to stay still. He pointed at the SUV once before walking inside.

He told her with his finger if anything happened to him to run. That made sense she was not cut out to be the dumb chick in Hollywood’s latest horror flick that didn’t run even though the audience was hollering at her. Horror flicks aside, she wished she had a gun. The solid weight of it in her hand would flag her lagging courage. She gave herself a pep talk this wasn’t a movie where everybody died and came back for the sequel. It was real and they would live; I mean there was going to be a sequel sheesh.

Her shoulders sagged when he came back to the door.

“Miss me?”

“More than you know Kayden with no nickname. I had hours to think about Hollywood horror flicks and I haven’t watched one since I was a teen. Ready?”

“Let’s do this.” He led the way inside. There was a short hallway that seemed to separate the entrance from a large room. Inside, she saw several beds the kind they used in hospitals they made her think of triage units. There was also a lab to one side; it looked sophisticated or more so than she was used to seeing on television. Then there was an area that seemed blocked off by plexiglass. Behind it was a plethora of boxes that seemed to be contained in small shiny green containers, the like of which she had never seen before. 

“Those are the Shadow traps. The green casing is a film we can mentally project. When it surrounds the trap, it becomes hard keeping it from activating.”

“Fascinating.” She moved closer to the glass to get a better look at the traps.

“This is real? Where did it come from? Did the person in the oval office plan this?” Anger sparked through her system. Someone high up had to be behind this. How did evil walk through their world like this and no one knew? Maybe not the top officials in the government, but a liaison to those officials.  This took funding it wasn’t a basement experiment. The military? Then it could be a foreign power. There were too many suspects to limit it to one.

“We don’t know who’s behind this, and we don’t want to point fingers.”

She nodded to let him know she was listening. One of those traps was reaching out to her, teasing her.

“You had to bring back up.”

She shut that shit down. She was too old to be goaded that way. Anyone who was stupid enough to think she was Wonder Woman and didn’t need help had her respect, but that wasn’t her.

“You called I came.” She risked taking a quick look at Kayden realizing that he couldn’t hear her conversation with the trap. She’d ponder on that later.

“You don’t have anything to do,” her chin tilted toward the glass barrier. “But I do.”

“I want out.” The voice demanded as if she would jump to its command.

Really? No promises of fame and fortune if she helped? No threats to her family of future progeny? It was kind of disappointing.

“When we take over the world, we’ll let you rule at our side. It will be a lesser province of course.”

She perked up, now they were talking. Of course, it would be a lesser province, betraying everyone who believed in you was a trifling thing to those in charge.

“Is that your goal to conquer the earth? What province would I get, I hate the cold, so if it’s like Russia, I’m not interested. I also hate extreme heat, so if you were thinking overseas in like Palestine or Jerusalem I’m not interested.”

“Think Paris.”

“Now you’re talking, but I’d think I’d rather stay stateside I know the area, etc.… you understand.”

“Humans, so limited in vision. I’m sure we can give you a city. How about this one?”

“I like your style. So, in turn for smuggling you out and allowing you to conquer the world starting with the United States, this whole city will be mine?”

“That’s the deal.”

“How do I know you will keep it?”

“All you have to do is touch me and you’ll know I’m not lying. Come closer human, place your hand on me. We will bond and then the world will be yours. I’ll lay treasures at your feet and dress you in jewels.”

“What do you want with the world?” she inched closer.

“To destroy it, the way it destroyed us.”

Her hand hovered over the trap a few inches away. How was she able to put it through the plexiglass unless it was a mental barrier and not a physical one? That made sense, she thought hurriedly trying to plan her next move. The Trap was exerting a force on her she never felt before. It was doing more than battling her shields it was using her energy against her. That was a force she battled to control every day.

Darkness raged around her, trapping her in the center. Every thought this trap ever had was thrown at her with the desire to overwhelm her. Once her defenses were down, the trap would own her.

Understanding that she may be fighting a losing battle she used the last of her energy to look for the one spark in the room that wasn’t evil. If she could touch Kayden, brush against his mind, there was a chance he could get her out. Becoming the plaything for an evil Shadow dictator wasn’t how she wanted to live the rest of her life.

Giving it one last go she dropped every shield and crumpled to the floor. Right as she felt the evil trap reach for her, hands picked her up and she was moving away from the barrier that separated her and the traps.

Kayden didn’t stop until he put her in the car. His hands were everywhere checking on her. She could have told him that she was okay, but she was enjoying the feel of his hands stroking down her back and caressing her arms. His mouth was in her ear whispering for her to be okay.

“I let you get hurt.” She stopped him right there. The pain in his voice was too much for her to take.

“You kept me alive. I don’t know what would have happened if you hadn’t picked me up and got me out of there.”

“I took you there.” Her hands came up to his chest pressing against him to move back. The need to look him in the eyes was great. She couldn’t help it if her fingers flexed a little feeling the hard muscle.

“Thank you, I would have never known what I was up against if you hadn’t taken me. Can we get out of here? I feel like I was dumped in a tank of evil and it’s clinging to my skin like acid determined to eat through it.”

“You are very expressive.” He made sure her seatbelt was on before he climbed into the driver’s seat putting as much space between them and the traps as possible.

When he finally stopped, he was parked in front of a large rambling house. The welcome from it reached out to wrap its arms around her. This was a place she wouldn’t mind going to.

“This is where I live with my family. After what happened I’d like them to meet you if that’s okay with you.”

They were moving way too fast. She didn’t do families, the look on his face convinced her otherwise.

“I would enjoy meeting them.” That was the right answer if the way his eyes glowed was any indication.

He jogged around the SUV opening the door for her. Taking her hand, he led her up to the porch. He pushed open the door to a spacious living room.

There were several people lounging on the furniture as the lively conversation stopped when she walked in.

“Everyone this is Keva. Keva, that is Mira and her mate Tristan.” He pointed out the one couple in the room. “On the couch closest to us is Ven.”

She couldn’t help it she smiled. The images of him being a brat going through her head. He winked at her reinforcing what she already thought.

“On the couch next to him is Cade, he is the commander of our group. Next to him is Key. My other two brothers aren’t here along with Ava.”

“Hi, it's nice to meet you all.”

“It’s nice to meet you too, Keva. We didn’t know Kayden was spending time with someone.” Mira came over and shook her hand before pulling her into a hug. “You’ll like these guys.”

“Kayden ask your woman to sit, don’t keep her standing,” Ven waved his hand towards an empty couch.

Kayden glared at him. Keva lowered her head to hide her smile. Already she could tell Ven loved to rev everyone up. She looked at him when she sat. He winked at her again. Oh yeah, he was a brat and loved it.

“Keva how did you meet Kayden?” Mira asked looking between them noticing that Kayden sat close to Keva.

“He told the waitress I was waiting for him when he couldn’t get a table for lunch yesterday.”

Mira jumped up and demanded he hit her hand up high. “I knew you had it in you. That’s how you meet a beautiful woman. The rest of you take notes Kayden has game.”

She watched the flush to Kayden’s skin. It was a strange grayish copper look. She could get used to him and his appearance. That’s part of what made humans human they all looked different from each other. What was one more hot male thrown into the melting pot? Especially if he was her hot mate.

A blush made its way over her face, even her ears were hot. Mira wagged her eyebrows at her. They could become friends if she stayed around.

“What did you do today?” Ven asked rescuing her.

“Kayden took me on a picnic to the lake. It’s beautiful there. He brought a basket full of food. Ven he said you made the potato salad. It was to die for.”

“You made potato salad, and I didn’t get any?” Mira demanded, her hand going to her hip.

“There’s plenty in the fridge for dinner.”

“Hmph, did you really say dinner?” She went into the kitchen and came back with paper plates, spoons and a bowl of potato salad. After everyone had dished some up, they were munching contented with the world.

“The darkness from one of the traps reached out to Keva.”

“I knew it was too quiet around here. What happened,” Cade questioned them.

“It invited me to come and set it free or to meet it if nothing more.” Keva took a bite of the potato salad Mira insisted she eat. 

“After that?” Ven asked.

“It tried to take me over.” She shivered at how close she had become to losing her mind, body, and soul to something pure evil.


Chapter Eight

 

 

“I need to hear the story from the beginning,” Cade told them. “Ven.”

“I’m already on it.”

“Ven’s calling the rest of the family.”

Kayden bit back a smile realizing that Cade was calling everyone family too. It felt right to call everyone that lived in their house family.

Ava and Locke walked in.

“Keva?”

“Ava?”

They met in the middle of the floor hugging each other both trying to talk at the same time. Ava got a grip on Keva’s arm and dragged her over to Locke.

“Keva, this is Locke. Locke, this is my friend I told you about.”

“Oh my, wait… is this Nobody’s Prince?”

“Yes!”

“I’ve heard so much about you,” Keva gushed. “I’m glad to finally be able to meet you.”

Locke blushed that grayish slightly copperish tone that reminded her of Kayden.

“You probably already know Kayden,” Keva dragged Ava over to him. Then she went into detail about how she met him, things you tell your girlfriend that she was sure she left out of the first telling.

“I know, those arms,” Ava made eyes at her. They burst out laughing and fanning themselves as Locke growled from across the room.

“I’ll tell you the juicy stuff later,” Keva whispered in Ava’s ear.

“The two of you better not think you're leaving me out.” Mira placed her hand on her hip and patted her foot making Keva and Ava giggle. “Youth today,” she rolled her eyes.

“Did she really just say that?” Keva asked Ava before they succumbed to another round of laughter. “I bet you only have a few years on us.” 

Keva and Ava finally separated. Keva took a seat next to Kayden with Ava sitting on Locke’s lap. His arms went around her, then the growling stopped.

“Keva I want to introduce you to Taris. He is family and part of Enigma One.”

“Nice to meet you Taris, I’ve heard so much about you and the whole family. I didn’t think I’d get to meet any of you.”

“I’m glad to get a chance to meet you also,” he reached out briefly to return the handshake she offered.

“Everyone, take a seat, Keva had an encounter with the Shadows that we need to hear about.” Cade nodded to her after everyone was seated.

Keva slipped her hands into Kayden’s, allowing the warmth of it to battle the chill that was still trying to invade her bones.

“Kayden called me up earlier today and asked to on a picnic,” her voice was soft. That memory was already in her special moment's box along with their meeting at the restaurant. “He took me to the lake behind your house. I was wearing my bikini because picnic kind of says water is somewhere close to me. I felt it when we first got here but I ignored it. It felt more like an itch that if you ignored, it would eventually go away. We swam and then ate. Thanks for all the delicious food. By that time, it had gone from an annoying itch to a persistent one. The kind that no matter how much you scratch doesn’t go away.”

Every eye in the room was on her. She was used to this from doing her show. Even with that confidence, she wished she was wearing her garish makeup, and all that went with it so they wouldn’t see her, just the fake she showed the world.

“I refused to acknowledge what I was sensing. Eventually, Kayden and I laid down, my eyes slipped shut savoring the day so far. That’s when it was able to get my attention. My shields weren’t as tight, and my mind was no longer preoccupied with the fun I was having with Kayden.” She squeezed his hand, sending him a smile.

“It wanted to play, sending me challenges, while daring me to come find it. Although I resisted every part of me wanted to meet the challenge to find out what dared to invade my sleep. I refused several times as it taunted me. When I woke up, I knew there was no other option than to confront the being coming after me. If Kayden was correct, and I had no reason not to believe him. This was the second time the Shadows came after me. I knew Kayden didn’t like it, but he agreed to take me to see where the traps were being held.” The frown playing around his lips reinforced her words.

“When we parked in front of the cabin holding the traps, he explained that the Shadows weren’t there only the traps they created. I was picking up intelligence from whatever was in the cabin. When I walked in, it almost knocked me down. It was a combined punch from all the traps. This is going to sound a bit crazy. For them to make those traps, each one needed to be infused with essence from a Shadow. Each trap is self-aware and linked back to its maker.”

There was an explosion of sound in the room as they all began to talk. Mira stood throwing her hands in the air for them all to a halt.

“Before we go any further down this rabbit hole, Keva why don’t you tell us what you are? I’m an empath. I can feel your emotions and I know you made a choice not to shield yourself. That’s why I am not calling BS on what you said. I don’t know your name, but I know your face. You bill yourself as the Amazing Pretender.” She sat back down snuggling into Tristan.

How did she tell them about what she did for a living without letting a sense of bitterness flavor her words? She wasn’t the type to feel jealous over another’s success but there was the feeling of injustice when she knew that something as simple as her sex or the color of her skin was placing a cap on how high she could go. She fought the injustice while others insisted it was all in her imagination. 

“Magic or magick as I prefer to think of it as something that we all pretend doesn’t exist, much like psychics and empaths. Some people are born with natural magick it runs through their bloodline. They have been called witches, warlocks, even the practitioner of dark arts. I don’t pretend to speak for them. I will say that there is more than one type of magick in the world and several gifts hide as being magick. My gift is one of them. 

“If I were male or maybe had lighter skin, you would see me on television performing death defying tricks to startle and delight an audience. Unfortunately, I wasn’t what they had in mind when they were looking for a television star.” She couldn’t forget the weight, having been told more than once of she dropped a hundred pounds maybe she could be an opening act.

“My act revolves around the fact that I can manipulate energy to move matter around me.” She floated about the couch and caught Ven’s cell phone when it came to her. “I get paid very well for it. No one can find the wires or debunk my claims. I also bill myself as a pretender telling them upfront this is a gimmick and I encourage them to catch me. Come one, come all be the lucky person to discover how I do it. Fame and fortune await you and all you have to do is prove me to be the pretender I say I am.”

“Ingenious,” Mira looked at her with pride.

“I know, I love Keva’s mind,” Ava joined in with Mira.

Keva went from sitting to standing in the air where she executed a perfect bow.

“That’s some gift does it have a flaw?” Mira asked.

“Yep,” she sank back down on the couch next to Kayden wishing she could lean against him. “The energy I use is made with my body. When I use my gift, I expend energy that I can’t seem to reclaim. That drains me, which is one of the reasons I’m careful about the number of shows I do in a year. There are times I expend so much energy that I’m not sure I’ll ever be the same again.”

“As an empath, it’s different for me, but I understand the entanglement, the feeling that you may never see your basic self again. Has being around Kayden helped with that?”

Keva bit her lip looking at Kayden under her lashes. In for a penny…

“It has, there is something about him that seems to keep me from losing the energy I expend. I still need to expend it, but it’s like he’s there with a broom and a dustpan sweeping the excess energy up and placing it back in my storage unit to be recycled when I need it.”

“Do you know what an anchor is?” Mira sat up straight to lean over the edge of the couch she had slipped onto from Tristan’s lap.

“I do, Troy goes on about them incessantly.”

“You know Troy?” Ava’s eyes got big as her mouth hung open.

“I do. Do you know him too?”

“There are thousands of Troy’s in the world, but I have a feeling we are all talking about the same guy. We’ll have to discuss him later.” They both agreed. “I think Kayden may be your anchor.”

Keva looked at him again from under her lashes. He sat perfectly still not a muscle moving as if he were afraid of drawing any more attention to himself. She remembered what he told her about Enigma One and their place in the war. Attention was the last thing he wanted. Did he consider himself a Shadow like those he was now fighting? The need to hold him and murmur that everything would be okay took her over.

This was something she had been fighting since she met him. Was it only a day? No one fell in love this quickly, did they? She didn’t do insta-love, she barely did instant oatmeal. No, she refused to believe she was one of those women who didn’t take the time to examine every angle before she entered into a contract. That didn’t stop her from wanting to caress him and tell him it would all be okay. She wanted to see the glint of pride in his eyes. He deserved it. Nope, she didn’t know all about what he did when he went undercover but she could feel his heart, even his soul. It was such a stark contrast to what she felt coming from the Shadow traps. This male may have killed, but that didn’t shape the goodness at his core.

“I think we should stop here for the day,” Mira told them.

“Why? I have so much more I need to tell you.”

“I know, but you look drained like you need time to process. Will it make a difference if we know today, tomorrow, or the next day?”

“No but… soon it will be fight or die time.”

“Then that is more reason to give you a chance to build your energy supplies and get to know us. It’s always better to go into battle with people you know and trust. Kayden do you want to show Keva around? If you’re busy, I can do it.”

Kayden hissed a small growl at Mira keeping his eyes on Tristan. That male didn’t appreciate anyone hissing at his mate. Tristan hissed back allowing his teeth to sharpen.

Mira laughed. “I love it when the boys decide to play fight.”

Her words took the steam out of them both. It was like popping a balloon, both of their shoulders sagged as they sent her sullen looks, they hoped the others didn’t catch.

“You’re my fierce alien healer warrior,” Mira kissed Tristan.

She winked at Keva. “Kayden show Keva around maybe she’ll kiss your booboo goodbye.”

Keva and Kayden flushed leaving the room as quickly as possible. The others snickered as they watched them go.


Chapter Nine

 

 

Kayden gave her a tour of the house including his suite of rooms before they went out back to sit on the top step of the porch.

“Your family is interesting.”

“I’m lucky to have them. I don’t know if the other battalions of Kur’iks bonded the way we did. I could have been placed on any ship, but I ended up on that one. Declyn he’s our captain, more like a general in your terms. He kept us together and fought every day to keep us alive. He didn’t think of us as fodder to be lost in a war that had no meaning.”

“It sounds like he’s worthy of being the general.”

“He is.” Kayden slowly walked his fingers over to where Keva’s were resting on the porch. She followed his progress with lowered eyes and an increased thump to her heart.

When he stopped with little space between them, she walked her fingers over to him. Her pinky sliding against the side of his hand. He placed his hand on top of hers, the breath she was holding whooshed out her mouth. She was going to forget social norms and insta-love while figuring this thing out for herself.

“I’m surprised they didn’t want to know everything I know immediately. Do you think it’s because they don’t trust me?”

“That’s not the reason. We’ve been fighting this war since we first met Mira. That was a little over a year ago.”

“That long?”

He nodded, squeezing her hand. “It feels like just yesterday when we had our first encounter with them. We were at a club, and Tristan spotted Mira. Some big mouth human threatened her. Tristan wanted to show him how to respect women. That’s when we realized he wasn’t human or at least not totally human. The Shadow came after Mira and others around us as well as the community. That was our first encounter with them.” He leaned back on his arms looking at the sky making sure his hand was still on Keva’s.

“After that, we had plenty of little skirmishes with them. Nothing big until Ava came into Locke’s life. It was like they stepped up coming after us.”

“Now I’m here and they seem to have upped their timing once again.”

“It’s like they know something we don’t.”

“I think you might be onto something.” They wanted to destroy this world. Wasn’t that what dictators, in the end, wanted worldwide? She knew they said they wanted to rule the world but there was a part of them that wanted to destroy everything they came into touch with. That way no one would ever be able to succeed them. The Shadows wanted to destroy the world; she refused to burden him with that knowledge until she could tell them all at once. For him, she would carry the burden alone.

“Should I go home?” God, she was nervous it was like she was thirteen again waiting to see if the boy who lived down the block who always pulled her hair was going to ask her out.

“Probably,” he leaned in. She licked her lips. He was going to kiss her, he better kiss her, after making those eyes at her.

His lips touched hers, sweet, innocent, and totally swoon-worthy until his hot tongue flicked over the seam of her lips. The kiss was going from innocent to scorching hot. She opened her mouth moaning when his tongue flicked over hers. He had small bumps on his tongue that seemed to rile her up more. She found herself rocking back and forth on the porch as pleasure worked its way through her body.

His hand came up to her face holding her still so that he could get a better taste of her.

“You taste like cherries,” he pulled back so he could look into her eyes. “We didn’t know what fruit was when we first came to this planet. Our makers kept us half-starved so that we would fight harder. We’re mean when we are hungry. I thought I would hate fruit, but the locals at the time insisted we try a variety. The first time I tasted a cherry I was hooked, much like I am hooked on you. You are beautiful Keva, soft and round while tasting like the worlds juiciest fruit. I can’t believe I met you and your allowing me to kiss you.” He dipped his head to give her another deep kiss.

How was he still single? Besides being eloquent with his praise, he was hot. What woman or women in their right mind walked away from him? When he pulled her into his arms lying on his back with her on his chest, she went with him. There was no way she was giving up the moment. Who knew how many more she would get?

He kissed her as their lives depended on it; she was pretty sure they did. His tongue sliding over hers doing battle with her. He was finding the secret places of her mouth the places that made her feel good that she hadn’t discovered yet. His mouth was a treasure trove of sensations. 

It was the clearing of a throat that broke them apart.

“Sorry,” Taris was standing behind them his eyes cast off in a different direction. “Mira wanted to know if you were staying for dinner.”

Dinner? Had that much time passed? She fished for her phone in her pocket to find out it was almost time for dinner.

“I don’t—”

“Stay?” Kayden’s hand was still rubbing up and down her back.

“I’d like that. I will be staying,” she told Taris in a stronger voice.

They sat up after Taris left, making sure they were pulled back together. She reached out wondering if that was a onetime thing. That’s when she felt the spark between them. The fire wasn’t out it was banked waiting for one of them to stroke it. 

They went for a walk leaving the backyard to draw closer to the tree line. 

“It’s amazing to think that right now there’s life like ours going on its everyday business somewhere in the stars.”

“I think things have more meaning when you think that you’re the only intelligent life outside your world.”

“I don’t know. It’s crazy to believe that only you or only your world has the special sauce to allow them to live. Besides, if we pay attention, the bible tells us there are other worlds. I mean if God made us why stop there?”

“I envy that about your people.”

“What?”

“That the being who made you loves you. It is not our reality.”

She never thought about that. It was second nature to believe that they were created by an all-powerful loving God. How must it feel to know the ones that created you didn’t love you?

“I think that even though those who created you didn’t love you, God loves you. I mean he brought you here.”

“You would share your God with me?”

“We share him with everybody, it’s one of the reasons we get into so much trouble. Where’s that dinner you promised me?”

They walked back to the house holding hands. She was feeling about sixteen right now and loving it. All she needed was her mom to come out of the house to call her name.

There was controlled chaos when they got into the kitchen. The music was a soft beat in the background as the table was set and food was shuffled around making sure everything was heated up or cooked thoroughly. They were teasing each other.

They included Keva like she lived there all her life.

“Taris came back with a flush to his cheeks when he went to ask if you were staying for dinner. I wonder what happened to him,” Ven asked with his ‘butter wouldn’t melt in my mouth’ smile.

Keva shrugged, “No idea did you say something to him?” she passed him by to sit at the table giving him the same innocent face.

“I thought maybe he got a look at the two of you kissing.”

“Nope he did mention you dropped your phone, and he picked it up. He was mumbling something about busty babes.”

Ven gave her a look of horror before everyone else broke into laughter. 

“Busty babes? Why don’t you go to the same website where I met Ava maybe you can meet someone there? Some of the women there have to be busty.” Locke sat back with a too pleased look on his face.

Ven frowned at Keva. “I’m coming for you,” he tried to keep the smile off his face.

“Bring it brat,” she winked at him.

“This is why I try to never miss a meal,” Mira told them as she helped to load the table down with food. Once they each had a plate and were eating, she brought up a few housekeeping tidbits. “I got an update on detective Oliver today.”

“How is he doing?” Key asked.

“He started working again today, but he’s riding a desk for now. His motor skills came back faster than predicted. He’s not cleared for carrying a weapon yet, but at the rate he’s going they think it will only be a few more weeks until he is.” She lifted her glass of soda. “Good job family.”

“Here, here,” they joined her in a cheer about the good news.

“Is that the one who was missing a couple of weeks back?” Keva asked them, her glass in her hand.

“The Shadows took him. We think they were trying to draw us out.”

“Are you standing between them and something they want?” It did seem like the right question, but it felt wrong. Was there something she was missing? She didn’t know the Kur’iks, that could stop her from coming up with the right answer. Then again, none of this could be relevant.

“It’s enough to make your head hurt,” Mira told her.

“It really is,” Keva took a sip of her drink and finished her meal. She insisted on helping to clean up. When everything was done, the couples wandered off in their separate directions. The others went to the living room. Kayden took her to his room where he had a balcony. They sat outside under the starry night.

She inched over until he took her in his arms. This was beautiful, the silence gave her a chance to hear nature sing its goodnight song. The stars that twinkled above along with the darkness that comforted not threatened. To find this paradise in the city was amazing.

When Kayden bent his head to kiss her, she opened her mouth eagerly surprised that she had been waiting for another kiss from him. Her hands roamed his arms before they slipped underneath the shirt he was wearing. The warm skin tickled the pads of her fingers. Her breath came out hard as his hands slid over the side of her breasts and his teeth grazed her neck.

She breathed in deeply wondering where the honeysuckle bush was until she realized it was Kayden. It was the smell that tickled her nose all day long. He might not think honeysuckle was masculine, but it had an honest, clean, enticing scent that she loved. He reminded her of that love, that innocent time in her life.

“Spend the night? I promise to keep my hands to myself.”

Him keeping his hands to himself was the last thing she wanted. Spending the night, on the other hand, was something she could get behind. 

“Yes.” He adjusted her in his arms. Together they watched the stars as they slowly moved across the sky. As the moon shared its brightness with them, she wondered what other paths she would find worth walking in the dark.


Chapter Ten

 

 

Keva shook her head in the mirror and couldn’t help smiling. Kayden was prepared, he never had an overnight guest before, but he wore the look of a male that secretly hoped. From underneath the sink, he brought out a basket of all new products. ‘Things a woman needs.’ Then he blushed, that’s right her cold-blooded killer blushed and fled the room. Could she keep him? She wanted to keep him.

There were toothbrushes, soft, medium, and hard as well as toothpaste, several varieties. The basket contained deodorant as well as several shower gels and bubble baths. Then there were the tampons and pads because you never know. At that point, she laughed and cradled the basket to herself. This was a male that had no idea what he was doing but was dedicated to finding out. Wasn’t that the cutest thing she ever saw?

Dressed in a long tee he gave her to sleep in, she hesitantly walked into the bedroom.

“Hi,” she felt shy. It’s not like she never slept with a male before both sexually and platonically. It’s that one never meant this much to her so fast.

“You look beautiful.”

“In this old thing? Hush your mouth.” She smiled wide so he would know she was playing with him.

“I like it on you more than on myself.” 

She was the one blushing now. “Thanks for the basket it came in handy.”

“I never thought I would have a chance to use it.” He was looking anywhere but at her.

“I know what you mean.”

That got his attention, his head came up sharply and his eyes tangled with hers. 

“Sometimes I sit on the outside of life watching it go by. It’s almost like it’s a spectator sport as opposed to one I’m supposed to be part of. That’s hard. I want to reach out and stop everyone as I introduce myself like the new kid on the playground and beg them to let me play too.”

He reached out, taking her hand pulling her to the bed. “I understand. For me, it feels like my sins keep me in the corner.”

Keva crawls in the bed before Kayden joins her turning out the bedside lamp. She could have slept in one of the extra rooms in his suite she was given the option. He would have slept in one of them and let her take his bed. What she didn’t tell him when she turned him down was that she wanted to be next to him. The skin on skin contact didn’t scare her, not with him, even though he was an alien.

He laid perfectly still in bed while she tossed and turned trying to get comfortable. How do women do this? Forget other women how was she going to do this? With a sigh, she put all her I don’t give a fucks in a row. She flopped over and ended with her head on his chest and her leg wedge against his pressing into an area that was hot and getting harder by the second. Now she was comfortable.

“This is better, don’t you think?”

The groan coming from his lips led her to believe they may not be on the same page. Laughter bubbled up until he placed his big hand on her rear end. Was that groan on her lips sounding suspiciously like the one he let out moments ago?

“That’s better.”

Oh, he liked to play. She wiggled just enough so that her leg rubbed his hard dick and her hot pussy burned its way through his thigh.

“You’re touching me, really touching me,” it came out through clenched teeth.

Hadn’t she been touching and kissing him all day? She distinctly remembered the kissing. With all the touching and the kissing, none of it was as hot as this. It felt like they skipped several levels on the get to know you ladder. They were higher than they should be. Were they in the one-night stand part of the ladder or had they skipped that level too?”

She nuzzled into his chest while petting him with her hands. Thoughts of jumping him and taking what she wanted raced through her had followed closely by sleep. Her eyes closed, the day had been longer and more adrenaline-packed than she was used to. She fell asleep warm, safe, and comfortable.

 

Best night sleep of her life. When had she gotten the new bed and comforter? Slowly memories of yesterday came back as her brain came online. One eye opened enough for her to peek out. She slammed it shut. Yep, Kayden was looking at her.

“I know you’re awake.”

“What is this awake you mention?” His body shook as he laughed. Sighing she opened both eyes and smiled at him. “Aww, morning breath!” She flew out of bed into the bathroom to brush her teeth and take care of other bodily functions since she was up.

He was frowning when she came back.

“What’s wrong?”

“I was hoping for a kiss.”

She threw herself at him. Don’t care, she told the logical part of her brain. He caught her kissing her deeply before he finally settled her on his lap.

“I just want to say, in case you’re interested, that I am not opposed to certain things.”

“Certain things?”

“Uh-huh.” She winked at him and headed for the bathroom. She took a shower it would be rude not to use the gifts in his basket. With a deep sigh, she put on her clothes from yesterday. She wasn’t in love with shopping for clothes, but fresh clothes were a thing she appreciated in her life.

When she came out of the bathroom, he was sitting in the same spot on the bed.

He looked at her as if his brain was calculating the variance in two different courses to take them around the sun. “Certain things?”

“I think I broke you,” she climbed on his lap allowing her legs to hang over beside his as she leaned in to kiss him. “Yes, certain things.” Her hand slid down his chest before she reached his dick giving it a caress over the sleep pants he was wearing. “That’s if you’re ever interested.”

She jumped up going to sit in the chair on the other side of the room. “You owe me breakfast, hurry.”

His eyes were wide, and his pupils were almost blown. He gave her a smile that tied her stomach in knots and promised her more pleasure than she ever experienced. Then he stepped through the door giving her a chance to get herself together. She was going to need all her defenses with him.

It didn’t take Kayden long to get ready. They walked into the kitchen together holding hands. When he reached for her hand it felt so right that she took his without thinking about it. She thought about her mother instead, how she was able to find love at her age. Not that her mom was old. She was only forty-nine, she had Keva when she was nineteen. It wasn’t that she was old it was just that she spent so many years putting Keva first that at times she thought her mom wasn’t interested in the opposite sex. Turns out she was wrong. Keva didn’t have anyone to put before her happiness, especially now that her mom was happy.

“Sit, you’re just in time for breakfast,” Mira gestured to a chair.

“How was your night? Did you sleep well?” Ava wagged her brows because friends did not let their friend sleep with a hot guy without giving them trouble the next morning.

Keva laughed she may deserve this and much more. Maybe a few texts were exchanged when Ava was having her mind blown along with other parts by Nobody’s Prince.

Ava tapped her phone, nodded, then put it back. It took every bit of Keva’s control not to bust out laughing. Payback was coming. That’s why Ava was one of, if not the only best friend she had. Breakfast was light with teasing glances and outright suggestions that had all of them blushing.

“I need to go home.” She was walking with Kayden outside.

“I’ll take you.” He hit his key fob a different car lit up today.

“You guys just take a car?”

“Yeah, we don’t play favorites except with Mira’s car. That one we don’t touch. The key chain has an ‘M’ on it for her. I suspect that will be the same when Ava gets her car.”

“Why are their cars different,” She climbed into the front seat of a Lexus sedan.

“Ava’s car was designed with extra’s it can take a hit and keep moving. The glass is bulletproof. The inside is designed to help keep her alive in every disaster situation we could think of.”

“I don’t want to sound… I’m not sure of the word I’m looking for but why?

“She’s human with a human life span and frailties. Now that she mated to a Kur’ik her life span will be expanded. It should last as long as Tristan’s but her human frailty will always be a problem. As she ages, she will enjoy better health and less chance at death as her body adopts some of Tristan’s traits. I’ve no idea how long that will be ten years, one hundred years? You see the problem. So yes, we will always be more cautious with our mates.” 

“How long do you live?” The thought of her dying long before Kayden made her ache inside. He would go on to love others why she grew old and withered away. It shouldn’t bother her, he wasn’t hers. The thought of him with someone else tore through her. Did that make her a stalker in the making? “They get to be together I think that’s what’s important.”

“We don’t know how long we’ll live. There wasn’t an expiration placed on our lives since we are expected to be killed in battle. They didn’t want their warriors getting old before they met their final fate on the battlefield.”

“The more I hear about these guys, the more I hate them.” Her phone rang. “It’s Ava. Hey, what’s up,” she answered her phone with a laugh. “I’m not home yet so you’ll have to wait for the good stuff. Store, shopping? You’re not serious? You are serious. I’m good with that see you in a few.” She hung up laughing.

“Ava and Locke are going to the big box store she hates with a passion to buy dishes of all things. They’ve invited us to go along. I said yes, sorry I didn’t ask you first.”

He made a right at the corner heading towards the store. “I would have said yes. We all know how much she doesn’t like that place. She told us one night when things calmed down for us. Do you like shopping?”

“Not really, it wastes a lot of energy. Since I’ve been with you that energy waste is less than ten percent and shrinking.”

“I’m glad to hear that.”

She watched him wondering what a relationship between them would be like. Her last attempt at anything serious was in her early twenties when she realized that wrestling her mental gifts, still working hard with her mom, and a man didn’t all work together. She couldn’t give up the mental BS that followed her, and she refused to give up the one person who stood by her side her whole life. That meant the man had to go. The fact that she walked away told her it wasn’t serious on her part. Shortly after that, she found out she wasn’t the only one he was trying to get with.

Now her mother was taken care of. The mental BS was as good as it was going to get. This should be the perfect time if she didn’t factor in an alien life form that wanted to take her over. Sounded like the devil incarnate to her.

 


Chapter Eleven

 

 

There was too much merchandise in one place along with too many people, but she could endure it for a few hours with her friend, hopefully, friends.

“You have that ‘I’d rather be dead’ look on your face,” Keva teased Ava as she and Kayden walked over to them.

“I don’t think it’s that bad but close.” They both laughed walking off with the guys following them. “Alright, you’ve eaten two meals at the house. You know they are in desperate need of plates.”

“They need it all, plates, bowls, forks, and spoons. Heck, they could use more pots and pans. Guys, I think you both need a cart,” Keva called over her shoulder.

They groaned and broke off to get one.

“What about these?” Keva held up some forks.

Mira shook her head. “These guys don’t play when they eat. I’m all for something attractive but it needs to be strong enough first.”

“I see your point. I like these.” She held up a set of silverware but looked at the price. “Do these things clean up after themselves?”

“We wish,” Mira laughed as she tested them for durability. “Good eye these will work.” They took several boxes and stuck them in one of the carts.

They walked around the store on a mission filling both carts until they finally took a seat in one of the small stand’s they had for people to get a drink and let their feet rest.

“Shopping is harder than I thought it would be,” Kayden looked at the carts.

“Enzo told me about shopping. I was expecting this.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t have a lot of time to spend with them before we left following you.”

“When this is done, maybe we can close the house down for a week or two and go visit the others,” there was a look of longing in Tristan’s eyes.

“You want to come back?”

“This is our home now and we’re a family within a family.”

Kayden nodded it was a good way to put it. He gave Keva a smile.

His smiles made Keva’s heart beat faster. She was thinking about his heart. The beat wasn’t the same as a human heart, but it lulled her to sleep last night faster and sweeter than any lullaby she’d ever heard. She sipped her strawberry lemonade slowly wanting to slow down time. What would happen when he dropped her off? Would this be the last time she saw him? Didn’t sleeping in his bed while lying on his chest mean anything to him? How could he drop her off like she was trash? Just like a man or male in his case.

“Keva I’m feeling some tension from you,” Ava said matter-of-factly.

Keva looked up and sighed, she was doing it again, projecting. It was something she started doing when she was a kid. Too many people looked at her with that look that said you’re nothing and neither is your mother. It was because they struggled for a while. No one ever asked why they struggled or if they could help, they just gave her that judgy look. She wasn’t a psychic and didn’t know what they were thinking so she added her own mental commentary to their looks. Kayden didn’t deserve that the others did, but he didn’t.

“I went to that place where all bad thoughts live, sorry it was a detour I could have skipped. We need to pay for this stuff and get the car packed.” The end was coming whether she liked it or not.

An hour later they had both cars packed. Keva never did find out what they were giving away. That’s the only reason the lines could be that long so early in the morning. Mentally she prepared herself to say goodbye when Kayden pulled over next to a park about a block from her building.

There was a huge grassy area that people used for cookouts or frisbee or just to roll down the side of the hill in the grass. That rolling in the grass thing hurt, she knew because she tried. There’s also the itch that came with rolling in the grass. It just looked so darn cute on television. Bucket list- roll down the hillside in the grass- check. In the center was a playground to let the kids have fun and off to one side was a basketball court. This was a great place to come with a date or with a family.

She turned to look at him when he parked.

“Have you ever come here? It’s a nice place.”

“First time, we either stayed in the large community we built for ourselves that was hidden from human eyes or at the house we live in now.”

“Shifters,” it was said with a certainty she was far from feeling.

“Yes, we like our privacy. I stopped to ask you something.”

“Okay,” her throat was tight. She wouldn’t tell anyone about them, not that anyone would believe her.

They sat in silence for several minutes.

“I want to see you again.”

She opened her mouth to tell him it was okay that he wasn’t interested until his words caught up with her ears.

“You want to see me again? Of course, you do, I’m awesome.”

“You are. You’re also beautiful, intelligent, and sweet. You’re easy to talk to, get along well with others, and you make my heart skip beats.” He lowered his eyes and waited to see what she would say.

“You really mean all that?”

“I do.”

It was official; she didn’t care about what the people in her old neighborhood would say about falling for a male this quickly. Forget the magazines that would probably ask for her woman card back. Kayden was the first male she never wanted to walk away from. In her book that made him someone special.

Keva waited patiently for Kayden to look at her. He lowered his head his shoulders slumped. Projecting, that’s what it looked like to her. She waited in this one thing she could hold out longer than him. This was important, and he needed to be willing to hear what she had to say.

When his head lifted and met her eyes, she gave him her brightest it’s going to be okay smile.

“I don’t date often. In the past, I was too busy taking care of my mom and myself. When I made enough money, I could retire comfortably after meeting both mine and mom’s needs, I kept working. I didn’t ever want to face the trials I grew up with.” She stopped to look at him, her hand moving to cover his. “That was my decision and I don’t regret it. This is also my decision I’d like to spend more time with you. If you’re interested, we could date. I’m interested in you, and I’d like more than certain things.”

If his eyes got any brighter, the sun was going to stop shining in a fit of jealousy.

“I’m interested in you for more than certain things.”

She relaxed back in the seat. She liked their code word for sex it felt intimate like only they knew what they were talking about. A smile curved her lips. The block went past much faster than she liked.

“Do you want to come upstairs?” His car was packed, and he needed to get back to the house, but maybe.

“I’d like that.” Finding a parking spot on the street was always hard. He ended parking two blocks away, but the walk had them laughing as they teased and talked about what was happening around them.

Keva didn’t stumble until she got off the elevator. Kayden caught her sweeping her into a hug.

“Something's not right. My energy is going crazy it’s battling inside my head ready to fight to protect me.”

“Has this happened before?”

“Someone thought trying to rape me was a good idea,” her eyes burned bright. “It wasn’t.”

“What happened to him?”

“They let him go, not enough proof. Also, he looked like he was in a fight and came out the loser.”

“No justice.”

“I’m not a psychic, but there is a yell that highlights evil. It’s the righteous cry of those that have been hurt. He raped, battered, and tortured a lot of women.” Her light brown eyes blazed turning black with her fury. “He got what he deserved.”

Kayden didn’t ask any more questions. He had taken out more than one person who got what they deserved.

“Let’s walk towards your door. Tell me if the feeling gets stronger.”

“I think whatever it is, is coming from my apartment.” She handed him the key. He placed her on the wall beside the door before he opened it.

“Either you’re a lousy housekeeper or someone trashed your apartment.”

She tried to get in her place running into Kayden’s back.

“I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to come in here. The Shadows may have a trap set up for you. Tell me what you want, I’ll get it.”

She nodded unable to come to terms with the fact that someone trashed her home. This wasn’t the place she loved or even where she planned to spend the rest of her life, but it was her little slice of heaven. Her sanctuary for right now and someone had violated that. They walked in like they had the right and rifled through her things throwing them around like they were worthless trash.

Her hands went around her arms as she rocked from side to side. There was no need to ask who did this, the Shadow left his signature as surely as if he had put it on a piece of paper. Kayden took her in his arms holding her tight keeping her from floating away like she was in a drug-induced high.

“Do not cross the threshold.” He went to check out the rest of the apartment.

When he came back, there was a fire in his eyes. “There isn’t a lot that can be salvaged. You’ll have to buy new clothes and hire someone to clean out this apartment. Do you know what you want to keep?” 

“I do.” The things that meant the most to her weren’t sitting out.

He picked up his phone and made a short call. “I need you.”

“How will they know where to find you?”

“Trust me, they’ll find me.”

Fifteen minutes later two males walked in they were obviously Kur’ik with two women she never saw before.

“Keva this is Declyn, our general. His mate Safire our queen, Enzo his right-hand male, and Deja his mate and well now his other right-hand woman.”

They greeted her with a round of hellos before looking into her apartment. 

“I hate when the enemy tries to intimidate you in this way,” Safire told her.

“I agree,” Deja added her voice. “What did you lose?”

“She lost almost everything.”

“And now we have a reason to go shopping. Where shall we drop her off at?” Deja hummed rubbing her hands together.

“The house.”

“I’ve been wanting a chance to see Ven,” Deja hugged and kissed Enzo before going to wait at the elevator.

 “Be careful,” Safire whispered to her mate.

“Are you crazy, mate? I haven’t had any action for a while.”

“You get hurt and you won’t see any action for a while,” she smacked his arm and moved to the elevator.

“That woman knows how to take the fun out of everything,” Declyn said just loud enough so Safire could hear him. He was met with her laughter.

“Shouldn’t I stay, I mean it’s my apartment?”

“There could be more than one trap in there waiting for you. I’ll grab everything you told me. Text or call if you think of something else. This is the only way to keep you safe.”

Her feet dragged as she walked to the elevator.

“Hi,” she said again feeling slightly out of her depth with people she didn’t know. “Thanks for coming, I’m not sure why he called you.”

“That’s easy,” Deja told her as they got on the elevators. “We know how to kill when needed.”


Chapter Twelve

 

 

Keva was laughing so hard that she lifted her hand wiping tears from her eyes. Safire and Deja had kept her happy as they shopped and told her stories about Ven and the rest of the Kur’iks. What really caught her attention was when they each told her how they met their mates. They didn’t say anything concrete but somehow the idea that Kayden could be her mate was implanted. Now it wouldn’t go away no matter how many times it was uprooted. 

The laughter stopped when Deja finally stopped in front of Kayden’s house. Everything that happened to bring her to this point flooded back in like a dam that burst after too much rain.

“It’s all real. There’s something called the Shadows that are out to take over my body or kill me. Six on one hand, a half dozen on the other.” She held up her hands making a balancing the scale move.

“It’s all real,” Safire told her.

“Gee thanks Fire.” Their laughter broke the tension.

“You can win, it won’t be easy or without risk. I almost lost everything, there’s also no guarantee,” Deja told her.

“Deja’s right but she’s wrong too. There is one guarantee, that Shadow won’t stop looking for you until you or it is dead.”

Strangely enough, that was more comforting than it should have been. Destiney was coming her way, no matter what she did. She could fight which was her normal way of handling things or flight the less common way. Either way, it would find her, there would be a battle. This she could handle it was what happened after the battle win or lose that bothered her. She wasn’t ready for the consequences. 

“Keva do you trust us?” Safire turned to look at her.

That was a lot to ask after one day of shopping. Still, the answer was yes. There was something that drew her to them. It felt like kinship or a sisterhood that had more to do with them besides they were both beautiful black women and fabulously plus size. What drew her went deeper than that like her soul acknowledged them and whatever difference they hid on the inside. Ahh, thoughts like this should only come with a potent glass of alcohol.

“Yes, God help me if I’m wrong, but I do trust you.”

“Give us your hand,” Deja held hers out.

The minute Keva offered her hand both Deja and Fire as she liked to be called took it.

“Technically we can’t help,” Deja told her. “This isn’t our fight and though we offered we were turned down.”

“I get it, they need to do this on their own. After all, they’ve each been through. It’s their proof they are more than they were told, or whatever goes on in the male head. Don’t get me started,” Fire laughed shaking her head.

“They didn’t say anything about giving you a gift. Since Fire oversees all the women. Honestly, she’s in charge of the men too, but they still try to pretend that Declyn’s the only one they must listen too. She can transfer you a gift. We’re a little different back at the compound, but we put our heads and hearts together and came up with a small token of our love.” When Deja stopped talking, they closed their eyes. Not knowing what to do Keva joined in.

Warmth, then fire shot up her linked hand consuming her body. She twisted and turned trying to get away as a silent scream blocked her vocal cords and made the darkness behind her eyes as bright as the pits of hell lit by unholy fire. When the fire retreated, she dropped in the backseat panting.

 Her heart raced and every pore of her body let out sweat as if whatever impurities that littered her mortal shell were now burned away. Inside her chest was a tightness that didn’t keep her from breathing. She knew without understanding that this was the gift they gave her. There were no instructions or knowledge of when to use it. With so many unknowns she was still thankful, it may mean the difference between life and death.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome,” they told her.

“Alright enough stalling my baby boy is in there. I haven’t seen him in forever.”

“It’s been a little over a year,” Fire rolled her eyes at her best friend. “This is like he went to college.”

“What do you know? Wait till you have children that grow up and leave home.” She jumped out and slammed the door.

“Have I mentioned that Deja has a flair for the dramatic?” Fire got out the SUV more sedately.

“Hurry,” Deja called from the porch.

Keva got down and joined them, opening the door to the house. Everyone was sitting in the living room along with Declyn and Enzo.

“My baby!” Deja was running across the room and Ven was walking quickly to meet her. They met in the middle of the room hugging as Ven lifted his mother and twirled her around. “I missed you Ven. Are they taking good care of you? Are you eating? You look like you lost weight.”

Keva couldn’t stop herself from rolling her eyes. She’d watched Ven eat. The one thing he wasn’t was hungry.

“I’m okay mom, the food is good. Not as good as yours.”

And that was how you worked a room and your mom at the same time. Kayden came over wrapping his arms around Keva. She melted like butter against him doing some working of her own.

“You need to come home.”

“I am, we all are coming to visit when this is over. Will you cookout? I need dad’s and Declyn’s steaks on the grill and your potato salad, mine is just a poor imitation of it. I miss god mom and her stories. I miss them all.”

Folks pull out your wallets now you’ve seen a brilliant performance. Keva wanted to make a joke, then she looked into Ven’s eyes. There was no joke there. He had a hunger to be with his family, shadowed by a feeling she couldn’t identify, but the longing and maybe the loneliness kicked her in the stomach. He shuttered it quickly so no one would know but his mom knew. It was like she had his number. Ven wasn’t Deja’s birth son, but he was definitely her son. Keva lowered her head to acknowledge that she bore witness to something that would defy what she knew and felt. Love transcends.

Enzo went to them wrapping them both in his embrace for long minutes. When he pulled back, he whispered something then slowly untangled Deja and Ven.

“We need to leave,” he told the room. “I’ll be looking forward to all of you coming home for a break.”

“We’ll be looking forward to it,” Declyn said. There was a round of hugs and more sniffles before they finally walked out the door.

The room was silent almost as if the sun and the moon had left the building leaving everyone alone and cold.

“My birth mother loved me,” Ven said not directing his words to any one person. “But she couldn’t stand up for me. She didn’t have that kind of strength. Deja became my mother by the strength of her will and the love in her heart. I would and have killed for her.”

It was such a simple statement, but it knocked Keva off her feet. Her body collapsed into the nearest chair. Modern society was filled with rules. Rules were good she wasn’t trying to buck them. It suggested that we the people had weeded out our primal instincts like they could be laid to rest. It was a lie one that was only recognized when a person had to fight for their life. That could be the soldiers on the battlefield or the warriors fighting on a faraway planet.

That primal drive was there. It resurfaced when we marched for freedom or women’s rights. It was there when the police came out with their tear gas, rubber bullets, and shields. It was there when one neighbor went after another or a cop killed an innocent boy for running away. The primal need to protect was balanced by the urge to destroy. You could never have one without the other.

Had the Shadows tapped into the primal urge to destroy in the bodies they now inhabited? Keva didn’t know, but it was worth thinking about. Kayden sat next to her. Without a thought, she slid over until her rear was firmly planted on his lap. Within the primal need to protect was an even more basic need. It was to love. With that as a driving force in one’s life, it could lead you from partner to partner looking for the one you were destined to spend your life with. These needs that she never thought about ruled her life and she suspected most lives without any of them knowing. 

“Is this okay?” She whispered in his ear as she got comfortable in his lap. Not that she planned to move even if it wasn’t okay.

His fingers splayed over her back pulling her closer. “I like this.”

She liked it too. Closing her eyes to take a small nap, she let the cares of the day fall away. They would greet her when she opened her eyes.

 

Keva stretched before opening her eyes, she was still sitting on Kayden’s lap, but the living room was empty. 

“You could make money letting tired women sleep on your lap.”

“I don’t think they would survive.”

“Survive what?”

“You going after them with that murderous glint in your eyes.”

She snorted, but he did have a point. “Bet. Where is everyone?”

“I believe they wanted to give us some privacy.”

“Today was harder than I thought it would be.” She leaned over stretching and wiggling in his lap.

“Shopping has a way of tiring me out.”

Her head snapped up only to see the effort he was making to control his lips. The male had jokes, she liked that.

“First for dishes, then for clothes. If this keeps up, I will find myself drawn to malls and then what will I do?” She laughed as she saw a mall shaped like a magnet pulling her helpless body to it.

“I’ll have to put myself between you and the mall,” He leaned over and kissed her.

“I think kisses like that might do the trick. Where do we go from here?”

“We saved everything you wanted while finding three traps that we believe were keyed to your DNA.”

“What’s that mean?”

“Only you can spring them. We’ve placed them with the other traps. It’s up to you to decide what you want done with your apartment. I’d like you to stay here with me, that is also up to you.”

Was this a real choice or the illusion of a choice? “If I decide to get a different apartment?”

“I will come to the showings to make sure it’s as safe as possible.”

“Let’s say I choose to stay?”

“I hope that the next couple of weeks will be quiet and we can get to know each other, no strings attached.”

“You know what no strings attached means?”

“Ava taught me.”

That made sense she knew that Keva was afraid of being held down the way her mom was before her father set them both free by leaving them alone to almost die.

“If this,” she waved her hand to indicate both of them, “Wasn’t working, I could leave?”

“Yes.”

She believed him. Safire and Deja didn’t have to tell her the Kur’iks lived and died by honor. That was something she picked up being around them. 

“I’ll stay awhile.” Her eyes closed she was in no rush to get up.

 

 


Chapter Thirteen

 

 

Keva laughed when she jumped in the air to hit the volleyball that was making its way to her head. Kayden’s wish came true, they were living together going on for three weeks. The days and the nights had been silent if you didn’t count the extreme petting they were doing. He wouldn’t go any further needing her to be sure that making love to him was what she wanted. Wasn’t the way she moaned every time he touched her enough evidence.

“Score we win!” Ava crowed.

Keva suspected the guys let them win because naturally, it was the males against the females. She suspected that Tristan and Locke were more interested in scoring tonight than winning at volleyball.

Taris came out but the look on his face said it wasn’t to congratulate them.

“There’s been a sign of Shadow activity,” he told them.

“Is it in the house on the west side?” Locke asked.

“No, house up in Green Tree situated around a more affluent neighborhood. The residents are saying it’s haunted. The owner has resorted to selling tickets since no one is willing to rent it. There are cries for the place to be torn down and an exorcism to be performed.”

“Could it be haunted?” Before she met Kayden, she would have cleaned the floor by rolling all over it with laughter. Now she was open to any and all unexplained phenomenon.

“I did a drive-by, it’s Shadow activity.”

She’d have to hunt ghosts later, they had to be easier to deal with than Shadows.

“How will we get in?” Kayden looked at the others.

“That’s easy we buy a ticket. It’s the best thing about our world at times and the worst, everything has a price. I need a shower and a change of clothes.” They all split up going in different directions.

“I don’t know if it’s a good idea to confront them in a room full of humans.”

He did have a point. She dressed thinking over Kayden’s words.

“While I agree with you. Trying to break in at night could be disastrous. We need the lay of the land first. I could be wrong, but do you think they want to out themselves so quickly? If they wanted that, then there would be more than ‘hauntings’ going on.”

“I agree, but what can come of them bringing human attention to themselves?”

“It makes feeding easier. If they are really using us as an energy source, why not bring the food to you? There are a constant supply and no need to kill when you have so many to siphon from. I really hate thinking of humans as food. I have a feeling that cows and other meat feel the same way.”

“But you eat meat.”

She shrugged, “I’m strange and I know it.”

They met Ava and Locke outside. Mira and Tristan were going to stay behind. Taris was going to get a camera in the house to look at the area’s they couldn’t get into.

“We’re taking two cars,” Kayden was getting into the driver’s seat of the blue SUV, “in case we have to split up.”

“Why does the idea of going to this house scare the pants off me?”

“Because you're smart? Being brave is not about being scared?”

“I wasn’t this scared when we visited the traps.”

“You were under compulsion.”

Her mouth opened to argue before she snapped her teeth shut. She was under compulsion. Why was she just recognizing it? The last couple of weeks she had been enjoying the mental downtime. Her brain was in a state of rest. One she needed badly. The Kur’iks did not project their thought or mental energies. Both Ava and Mira abilities were under control. They used them when they wanted. Staying close to Kayden allowed her to not only build her defenses but learn to control her abilities to a greater degree.

They parked on a side street moving into a space that was just vacated. 

“This will be fine,” she repeated as she got out the car. “It will be like a real-life haunted house in the middle of the summer.”

“I know right!” A young girl maybe seventeen said. She was holding hands with a boy about her age. They were both excited and gave off that air of teenage love.

The Shadow house didn’t excite Keva but seeing two people obviously in love and having never experienced heartache before, that did excite her. It was another reason for her to fight for her people.

“Don’t separate when you get in there,” Kayden told them as they walked towards the line at the front door.

“I’ll never let her go,” the boy declared bringing her hand up for a kiss.

Maybe they’ll beat the odds, Keva hoped so. Ava and Locke got in line behind them. They greeted each other like old friends who hadn’t seen each other in a while. The whole line was talking with high spirits. None of them wanted to stand out by being quiet.

“Welcome to the haunted house,” an enthusiastic teen met them. “I have to ask, you’re not pregnant or have a bad heart or anything that could cause you to suddenly fall over and die?” She stared at them that smile still on her face.

Ava stepped forward. “Nope, no pregnant females and no heart problems.” She lowered her voice in a stage whisper. “My friends been trying for a baby, so you can see how that question would affect her.”

“I am so sorry please go in. I’m sure you’ll be pregnant before you know it.”

“Not if I don’t get some cum in me,” Keva muttered glaring at Kayden. Ava and Locke laughed as they walked in front.

“I’ll meet you on the practice field, bring your claws.” Kayden threatened.

The door opened into a massive living room. The house was older, but it had the ‘I was built with money’ feel. The living room held the kind of furniture you could find in a children’s hospital waiting room which was a step up from what you found in an adult doctor waiting room. It was almost soft and comfy and waterproof done in bright colors and strange designs. The people sitting around talking about what they experienced and drinking cans of soda that cost a buck fifty seemed to be content.

“Come this way,” A male in his late twenties told them. “Sometimes the ghosts come out. Don’t get scared they may reach out and touch you, but they can’t hurt you.”

A woman in front of them snorted. “You’re a dang fool if you think that ghost can’t hurt you. They’ll kill you dead if given a chance.”

“Is there a chance for a ghost to kill you alive?” One of the kids behind them asked in a falsetto voice making his friends laugh.

“Laugh it up sonny, I’ve been doing this for a long time and ghosts aren’t nice.”

“Order please, I don’t want to have to kick anyone out. We’ll go into the kitchen first. Most of the activity is upstairs but sometimes the ghosts like to come out and greet our guests.”

The woman in front muttered about this being BS, but she did so quietly. Unfortunately, Keva agreed with her. She didn’t like this at all. When they walked into the kitchen, there was a Shadow sitting at the table.

“Is that the ghost,” someone asked. “Can I take a selfie with it? I want to touch it. They’ll never believe me in school, I have to get a pic.”

“That’s not wise,” the older woman pulled something out of her purse that made a buzzing sound making a light come on. “I don’t know what that thing is, but it’s not a ghost.”

The Shadow made a motion for the girl to come. Before Keva could stop her, she was standing beside the Shadow with her phone held high. The Shadow reached out and strummed his fingers over the girl. The light in her eyes began to dim.

Keva turned the energy around her into a blockade inserting it between the Shadow and the girl. Kayden and Locke darted forward and brought her back.

“Too much exposure to ghosts can kill you,” Ava hugged her tight. The look on her face said that she was going through her thoughts and maybe rearranging them.

She reached out and touched the boys mind. “You should take her out to get food. Never come back.”

“Come on, Mary, this place is whacked, let’s go eat.”

“I’m tired and hungry.”

Keva gave the girl the phone that Kayden swiped when he rescued her. The picture was deleted.

“He’s going to be so disappointed in you, Keva.” The Shadow disappeared.

“What the hell was that?” The older woman asked.

“Honestly, you don’t want to know,” Kayden told her.

“Alright let’s go upstairs the tours just beginning. Don’t worry everyone there is always someone who doesn’t make it upstairs.”

“That scares me,” the older woman said.

“Scares me too,” Keva answered her.

Walking upstairs felt like she was walking to the gallows or to the electric chair. Her heart raced, all of this was done to draw her out, but why? The Shadow knew where she was, it had to know. Did it think it had a better chance of killing her if she was surrounded by people? No that didn’t feel right. Maybe she was supposed to sacrifice herself so the others could live? That didn’t feel right either. Was it just playing with her, playing with them all? 

Cold. That was the first thing she experienced when she got to the top of the stairs. A glance at Kayden showed him shaking his head. This was new. Quickly she built a shield while pushing her energy in front of her. 

“Keva how nice of you to come see me.”

She quickly looked at the others in her group. The shield she hastily constructed was around them keeping them safe. 

“You didn’t have to protect them, but I understand why you did. They don’t interest me but a few of them would have made tasty… snacks. I’m not even interested in your friends. Forgive me for drawing you out this way. I wanted a chance to talk to you before you made a grievous mistake.”

She gave the Shadow her full attention.

“I see I now have your attention. We tried to save your friend, but she chose to bond with that… that abomination. You will have to forgive me every time I encounter one of them it’s with the knowledge that they shouldn’t exist.”

She bit her tongue to keep from verbally sparring over Kayden and the Kur’iks, silence would serve her better here.

“I can tell by your silence that you have been entertaining the same thoughts.”

I also may be picturing you on a spit over an open fire, but neither of us is getting our wish right now. She held her tongue waiting.

“What do you know about them?”

“Not much. They are in a war against your kind.”

“It is as I thought, they tell you nothing about their legacy of shame.”

“Legacy of shame?” she couldn’t let that remark pass.

“Exactly. Your friend made the bad choice of linking her life with one of the damned. I want to save you from that fate. Unfortunately, we will have to kill her. The Kur’iks were created to fight for their people from a collection of enzymes that float in the forbidden zone. No one should go there much less create a life form from what is left there. They are unstable, I am sure you have seen signs of this. Did you know that when they first came to this planet, they killed the women they copulated with? What do you think will happen to you if you allow that killer to touch you?”

“You’re telling me this so I can put distance between us?”

“Yes, but I’m also giving you the chance to join us. We will take over this planet, then eventually the galaxy as the rightful rulers. One as beautiful as you with your talents should be with the winners.”

“You’ll let me tag along?” Keva’s eyes lit up at the opportunity.

“Of course, as my mate.”

She bit her lower lip chewing on it. “You understand when I say that I’ll have to think about this. It has come as a shock.”

He chuckled. “I knew you didn’t understand the first time I approached you. Until I see you again, sweet Keva.”

The Shadow disappeared.

“What happened,” Kayden growled.

Keva walked away leaving him and the others behind.


Chapter Fourteen

 

 

Keva, Kayden, Ave, and Locke were sitting in the living room. The rest decided to wisely give them some time. Keva thought it was for the best.

“What happened in the house?” Kayden was sitting on the couch with Keva, but he left a space between them.

Keva looked at the space wondering if he knew she needed time to understand all that happened.

“Did everyone feel the cold chill when we reached the top of the stairs?”

“I did and so did Locke,” Ava leaned into Locke shaking from the memory.

“Kayden let me know that was new. I built an energy shield to go around the rest of the group we were with.”

“They didn’t notice anything, but after a few minutes, we didn’t notice anything either except you standing in the same position. You didn’t explore the house with us,” Kayden told her.

“I’m pretty sure I met the Shadow that designed the trap that drew me in a couple of weeks ago. He was polite almost pleasant to talk to.”

“That must have been…” Ava trailed off not finding the words.

“He told me that they tried to save you before you bonded with Locke. Now that you have, they have no other choice but to destroy you.”

“I bet they did.” Ava fought a frown smiling at her friend.

“I believe he was hoping to have better luck with me.”

“Well his approach is better I’ll give him that.”

Keva nodded at Ava’s words. “He told me that when you first came to this planet that you killed the women.”

“We did.”

She eyed Kayden, was he going to elaborate? “Is that all you have to say?”

“We were males that lived our lives being denied female companionship. When we crash-landed here, we were surprised to find out that we were desired. When we realized that the females here couldn’t take us, we secluded ourselves and stayed away from human females until Deja turned Enzo’s world upside down.”

“Why did they die while Mira and Ava are alive?”

“Tristan has a theory on that,” Locke told her. “It’s a combination of the fact that all the females that have been mated with have a developed sense of a gift and that you are all so beautifully thick. We are not small men and gentle, what is normal to us could be bone crushing to you.”

She might hate to admit it, but the theory made some sense. There could be issues when size came into play. Let’s say she bought that story; she did buy it. Why had the Shadow told her about it?

“I know that you were made from Enzymes floating around, but they came from the forbidden zone that made you an abomination. I hadn’t heard that part of the story.”

“I didn’t think it mattered. Anyone not born of a female is considered an abomination. That includes those societies that have no females.”

“Every society has females.”

“You’ve spent a lot of time exploring different planets?” Kayden growled at her.

“You growled at me!” She got up in his face. This would be a fight for her life, but she didn’t care.

There was no desire to hurt her, hit her, or even make her feel like a fool. All she could see was impatience. He looked like a male that thought she should understand.

“Don’t you want to fight?” She pushed on his shoulder before hitting him in his chest. He got up and moved to stand by the window.

“You have the wrong male. I will never lay a hand on you in violence, but I will not allow you to hurt me either.”

She was up and at his side so fast that she was a bit dizzy. “I’m sorry, I had to know.”

“Know what?”

“If you were going to hurt me. That’s what the Shadow implied. You were made from bad enzymes and would turn around and kill me the way you or others killed those earlier human women.”

He picked her up and carried her back to the couch arranging her on his lap as he sat.

“I wonder why they used enzymes from the forbidden zone. Why was it forbidden?” She mused out loud. No one had an answer for her. “He offered to bond with me. To allow me to be on the winning team.”

“What did you say to him?” Kayden gently stroked her back.

“I told him that his offer was generous, but it caught me off guard. I needed to think about it.”

“Then that’s what you should do.”

“What?” She stared at Kayden like he was going crazy. “No one has made me a better offer, but still you think I should think it over.”

“No one can make a decision for your life. Right or wrong, the decision is yours alone.”

Why was he honorable when she was looking for the caveman to beat on his chest and pull her into his room by her hair? Truthfully, she would kick him in his balls and storm out. Now she was forced to decide who she wanted more Kayden or a Shadow who knew how to play the game.

“If you will excuse me.” She stood up. “I’m going for a walk.” She didn’t have any place in mind when she left, although it didn’t surprise her that she ended up at the lake.

This was the place Kayden took her on their first date. How could she not love this place? Taking a seat on the riverbank she skipped rocks across the water. Memories of food and laughter swamped her. Thoughts of swimming in the lake and lying on the cool pads with a warm breeze whipping around to the dry her off. This was a magical place.

She laid back legs still dangling in the water. Her feet kicked the sound of the splashing water made her smile. How was she supposed to choose between a Kur’ik and a Shadow? Kayden had and would not hurt her. That was a big point in his favor. If she bonded not mated with the Shadow what would the result of that be? ‘Not every smile shows the truth.’ That was her mom’s saying, and it bore keeping in mind. The Shadow had been gracious almost kind, unlike when she met him the first time. Did that mean his agenda changed?

Was he still hell-bent on taking over the earth? If he was would he eventually destroy it, the way she feared?  What would happen to her if she was bonded to him? When they leave this planet will they take their human bodies with them or sloth them off like dead skin? There were too many questions, not enough answers. She went over and laid on one of the pads shutting her eyes.

When she opened them again Mira was lying on the pad next to her.

“I expected Ava to come.”

“She wanted to come, but I convinced her to let me come. I’m not a friend you’ve known forever. Whatever I say it’s not because I want you here.”

Mira was also a straight shooter so she wouldn’t try to BS her.

“Shoot.”

“Have you figured out the question you need to ask?”

She thought she had. This wasn’t about the Shadow it was about how she felt about Kayden. The Kayden that she spent several weeks in bed with kissing, hugging, petting and no more. After all that, he refused to make love to her until she was sure it was what she wanted.

How was she supposed to be sure until it happened? Now that she was thinking about it, she had to give him credit. She wasn’t the type to just sleep with someone for the heck of it, neither was he. That answered the question, how did he feel about her. 

“How do I feel about Kayden?”

“How do you feel about him?”

“In the beginning, I was ‘Dear diary’ excited. I’m still excited but that is edged with both happiness and contentment. That feeling you get when forever may be right around the corner. My dad wasn’t the nicest man. I think at times I’m scared I might pick the same type of man.”

“My father was in my life but so far in the background that I never think about him. He was always trying to stand between me and my mother. The fact that she was always there for me is something I’m coming to grips with now. I used to think she hated me.”

“My dad left when I was young, my mom says it’s the best thing he ever did for us. I’ve been thinking what if Kayden is like my dad? I don’t think he is. Did you know Deja has a daughter by her mate?”

“She does?”

“Yeah she showed me a picture of her, she’s beautiful.”

“There have been times when Tristan and I go out that I see him watching children and their parents with a look of longing in his eyes. It makes me wonder if we could have a child. What color would their eyes be? Would they have my hair or his, be more human or Kur’ik?”

“I haven’t gotten that far. When I close my eyes at night, I can see a child lying on Kayden’s chest. His hand is splayed over the babies back as he croons a soft song in our child’s ear. It’s in his native language and my heart melts to hear it. My biological clock never ticked before I met him.” She turned over to face Mira.

“I also know that none of that is possible if I bond with a Shadow. So why am I thinking about it?”

“It’s your future. Isn’t that worth thinking about?” 

 Mira left her alone to draw her own conclusions.

Keva paced along the riverbank watching the water swirl while it flowed. That was life it flowed sometimes with no obstacles and then wham there were rocks in the way. The voice of the Shadow flowed over her smooth and seductive. It wanted her and was willing to fight. Things that she never would have considered were flowing through her mind. The world burned at a twist of her hand. All the injustice that was done to her and those like her was purged in the fire.

Finally, she was at the top of the food chain, when she looked down there was nothing but death and destruction behind her. What good was it to be in charge if the changes you made only helped the few, the elite?

She turned away from the Shadow calling her name, away from the trap trying to entice. She turned her back on all the power she could ever want even if it was only for a few short years.

Kayden was waiting for her.


Chapter Fifteen

 

 

Kayden was lying in bed with the shades drawn and the lights out when Keva walked in. She didn’t know what she expected to see, but this wasn’t it. Instead of crawling on the bed like she wanted to, she took off her clothes with the intention of taking a shower. Kayden was still there when she came out.  On the dresser was a bottle of ridiculously expensive perfume she bought when shopping. It was worth it because it smelled like cherries. A light spritz behind both ears, then she gave in to the desire to join him on the bed.

She snuggled against him placing her head on his chest. “Why so silent?”

“Wondering what you decided, how I stacked up against the Shadow?”

He was upset and she couldn’t blame him. She’d be upset too if the person she wanted was actively considering the enemy. 

“You have every right to be upset with me. I actively compared you to the enemy. I even considered the fact that you might be the enemy after all the kindness you’ve shown me.”

“The enemy knows how to show kindness when it meets his needs.”

She thought back to her father and then the Shadows. “You’re right but I know you’re not the enemy. There are some things you think and others you simply know with every fiber of your being. I did have some questions. Were they big this will change your life questions are small things you talk about after a night spent with your lover? I don’t know the answer to that.”

“Did you get your answers?”

“Most of them. What’s your favorite color?”

“Green and blue. I like that color you get when the blue sky kisses the green grass.”

“I like that color too.”

“What about you?”

“I always thought it was red, then I saw the green of your eyes the way they sparkle and shine. That’s my favorite color.

The stiffness of his body relaxed.

“Kayden, the Shadow was never in the running, but I had to do due diligence.”

“What did you find out?”

“Whatever their plan is, it’s on an accelerated timetable. There is something about the way you and the others were made that bothers them. If we can find the answer, it may make taking them out easier. Did you mean it when you said that some races don’t have women?”

“Yes, more than one war has been started over that very thing.”

“I think it would be considered blasphemy on earth. Some might say that God didn’t mean for them to procreate.”

“I believe that every planet should be left alone as well as taken on their own merit. We don’t get to say what God or anyone else feels about their planet.”

“I agree. It’s hard enough for me to understand what should be done on this planet. I don’t want to talk about others, I want to talk about us.” She leaned forward brushing her lips over his. It was her fault that he was frowning. “I do not find the Shadows more attractive than I find you. Nor am I interested in any of them or the one that contacted me. I’m interested in you, but you’ve been saying to me from the beginning to be sure I know what I want.”

Her fingers traced over his chest. What she wanted was to lick his hard nipples, suck on them until his dick rose up and then ride him like he was a horse on a merry-go-round that she would never get off.

“I did what you said. It didn’t matter how many ways I processed it the lucky number always ended up on you.”

Kayden’s moans slid down her throat. “I was never wanted as more than a plaything. My status was leaked. It should have been private, but those who made us didn’t care for such things. I hoped that you would want me for me. Not because of how I was made or the fact that I was part of an elite squad of killers. I didn’t want to be the freak in your eyes.”

“I think we should have talked sooner. We were too busy guessing about the other person instead of communicating. I want you for you, the you I see every day. Kayden you love your family, you treat them with respect while going out of your way to make their lives easier. You treat me like a queen, not the kind that can’t do anything for themselves. You treat me like I’m part of the process, like my opinion matters to you. You respect me, but you also make me feel loved not by touching me although you do that. It’s all the other things you do on top of that. I know that being with you means not getting hit when you're upset, but it also means you’ll talk to me. I’m saying this all wrong. You’re the male I’ve been looking for and I want to take that next step with you.”

“I want you too. I needed you to be sure that there wasn’t someone better for you out there.”

“Kayden, there’s always someone better. The question is, who are you committed to. I’m committed to you.”

Kayden nodded his green eyes sparkled like the sea having an affair with the sun. He took Keva’s mouth in a kiss that made her heart race, her pulse skittered in a frenzy. Her breath was caught in her throat. If she were to die, this would be the perfect moment. He pulled back, she pulled air into her lungs, her eye sight came back online and her ears that stopped all sound worked again to hear her heart racing as it tried to find a normal beat.

His mouth went to her neck and his teeth grazed her skin. She came awake with a vengeance wanting to do some exploring of her own. Her hands ran up and down his back, her nails slightly scratched him never doing damage but letting him know she was there. The pads of her fingers explored his back next. His skin was smooth except over his spine. Was that where his shift happened? It was something she wondered about. She still didn’t know what he shifted into and wasn’t in a big hurry to find out. What if it was a blob?

She saw this old movie about a blob that wanted to consume the earth or some such thing. It was a long time ago. 

“I’ll accept you even if you turn into a blob.”

He stopped tracing her breasts with his tongue. She’d have to time her statements carefully next time.

“A what?”

“A blob a big circle thing that wants to eat everything in its path.”

“That’s kind of you,” he choked on a laugh. “What if I turn into a werewolf?”

“Aren’t they hairy?” Could they finish this conversation after he sucked her nipples?

“Yes.”

“As long as you’re the hairy one and not me it’ll be okay. You better clean up after yourself.”

“I will,” he bent his head and sucked a nipple into his mouth.

If he kept doing that she might clean up after him with no complaints. A sweet moan left her lips that became a higher pitch and filled with need the harder and longer he sucked. When he changed nipples, cream slipped from between her legs. One feel of his thick cock told her she was going to need it all to sooth his entry. Her hips surged while her pussy pulsed. 

Her fingers went to the band of his joggers. She tugged on them not liking how they stopped her progress. Her hand slipped inside to cup his ass. God, she loved his ass it was one of those compact ones that weren’t too big and wasn’t juicy. Hers might jiggle but she liked to watch men who didn’t have any jiggle. Kayden’s was pure muscle like there was an exercise just for it and he did it every day. There probably was an exercise for just the butt. Maybe she should find out what it was and do it.

“Does my butt jiggle too much for you?” Her lower lip found its way between her teeth.

His hand slipped around until he was holding her ass in his hand. “If you’re asking me is your ass a distraction when I walk behind you, the answer is yes. It’s one of the reasons I like to walk behind you.”

A smile graced her lips as she tugged at the waistband of his jogger. He took the hint and stood taking them off before crawling back on the bed to play with her abdomen. He kissed her and licked her making her hips thrust more while her breasts perked up wanting more action. She pinched them hard increasing her need for him.

“I need you inside me.”

“Condom?”

“I don’t carry any disease that you can catch.”

“Umm babies are catchy you know that, right?”

“Only if we are mated.”

That was news he should have started off with. She set aside her need for a condom and worked on flipping him over. Stradling him she started her own exploration. Nipples hard and begging for her mouth met her greedy lips. She loved his chest she nuzzled it after sucking both nipples. The color of his skin fascinated her and the taste along with that honeysuckle smell was some type of aphrodisiac that took her higher every time she was close to him.

She nipped and licked her way down his body even as his hands touched her everywhere, they could reach. He stroked taking her higher. Her tongue licked her lips when she finally came to his treasure trail. He was hairless, but he had something there like a puzzle of strangely colored patches of skin. They reminded her of what she had seen down his spine. It looked like a natural tattoo. 

“This is beautiful does it mean something?”

“I don’t know,” his voice was rough. “Not all Kur’iks have it.”

She nodded finding it hard to pay attention as she licked at the intricate designed then blew her breath over it. He shivered, she did it again delighted to find out he was more sensitive there then he was on the rest of his body. Unable to resist she licked the head of his dick watching it vibrate from the contact.

“Yes,” she moaned before she took the head in her mouth His hips thrust up trying to get closer before he drew back

“I need you now,” he grabbed her around her waist and flipped their position His mouth went to her clit sucking as his fingers caressed her slit preparing her for his invasion. 

“Please Kayden,” her hips bucked against him. She waited so long for this moment, it felt like centuries, years, when it was only weeks, and days. Her mind didn’t care she dreamed about it, nothing in the dreams ever felt this good. Her clit was swelling with need as her pussy lips dripped with wetness that Kayden licked up. It felt like he would never stop drinking her down.

Then he was poised over her, his lips moved in silent words that her ears strained to hear. With the first thrust, she forgot about everything except the pleasure racing through her body. With each thrust, he took her higher. Her hands ran over his body while she clenched around his thickness wanting to bring him the same pleasure she felt. Her stomach contracted and her knees felt like they would buckle and still, she met him thrust for joyful thrust. Her voice echoed around the chamber sounding like the victory cry of the Valkyrie.

He spoke to her in a language she didn’t know during his groans of pleasure. Her fingers dug into his back trying to find solid ground to stand on even as he took her to the clouds. 

“Kayden please I need you.” She was as tight as a string stretched between two points. She vibrated with a need to break to feel the waves crash over her until she was no longer Keva until she became a part of the crash and the ebb of the tide rising within her. She needed to be one with him.

His pace increased his heartbeat doing that three-beat sound that was struggling to get back in sync. Her orgasm crashed over her without a warning shot taking her underwater where it poured pleasure through her like she was a mystic fountain. She screamed not caring who heard her as her body shook. The last thing she heard was the guttural scream that came from Kayden as his body found relief.


Chapter Sixteen

 

 

This is not what Keva thought she’d wake up to. Her blissful lie in and hug Kayden morning had turned into watch television anxiously and pray for the best.

“Aww, hell no,” Ava shouted. Whatever she spotted couldn’t be good.

“What’s wrong?” Keva sat on the edge of the couch, trying to get a better look at the large screen. 

“Those are detectives Smith and Jones. They are both dead.”

“They look alive and healthy to me. Are you putting hits out on people, Ava?”

Ava gave her the I’m crazy grin. They had talked about hits before but surely it was in jest. Well, it was on Keva’s side.

“Sadly no. Those two detectives are clinically dead. How they are up and moving, that I don’t know.”

“Is it a stretch of the imagination for me to think that the same people who designed the Shadows had a hand in this?”

“We think alike, Keva. Everyone else keeps telling me until we have proof…”

“We’re never going to get proof sitting here. What’s the next question?” Mira asked them.

“Are they working for or against the Shadows?” Kayden pulled Keva back to his side.

“Why against,” Ven questioned.

“They show up at public displays of the Shadows, never at private displays.”

“Kayden may have a point, they weren’t at the ghost house,” Keva added.

“They were at the news conference about the detective, but not at the house when we went to rescue him.” Locke ran his hands, threw his hair an earth gesture he was picking up.

“They might not be on the side of the Shadows. What does this mean to us?” Cade looked around the room. 

“There is the possibility they are just observing,” Taris filled in.

“To what end?” Cade put up a white board and started writing.

“They could be fighting against them,” Key supplied.

“Again, to what end?” Cade asked as he wrote it down.

“What if the Shadows are the old model and the dead are the new models?” Ven said. Every Kur’ik in the room groaned.

“I hate you so much Ven,” Key told him.

“I love you too, Key.”

Key mumbled under his breath making Ven and Locke laugh.

“Ven might have a valid point. So far, the men have done nothing but observe. There hasn’t been a take over the world vibe or a mad villain monologue. What if their purpose is to get rid of the Shadows?” Ava speculated.

“Nope, they are human even if they’re dead. That means they know how to get things done and they didn’t get dead by little and weak look at them.”

“What are you suggesting, Mira?”

“I think we’re thinking about this backward. I’ve spent most of my life feeling other’s emotions, which means I’ve learned body language even the smallest tick has become a scientific study to me. Those two men are watching and waiting.”

“Watching and waiting for what?” Tristan asked his mate.

“Us.”

“They want us to destroy the Shadows giving them a better understanding of how we operate,” Cade speculated, picking up on Mira’s train of thought.

“They’re always in the background but stand out just enough so we will pick up on them.” Ven paced as he thought.

“Do we have two enemies?”

“Possibly, but we can’t label them that if they don’t make a move against us or mankind,” Keva reminded Cade.

They turned back to the screen. Several children disappeared overnight from a campsite a few miles outside of city limits. They think they may have wandered away at night while playing a game after their parents went to sleep. The kids were young, and they asked everyone to stay away from the area so the professionals could search. Now they were getting nervous. It would be dark in a couple of hours and their chances of surviving were being cut in half with every minute that passed. They were finally asking for help.

“Each team, grab a backpack were going hunting.” Cade walked out the room.

Kayden shouldered the backpack Keva filled. It contained water, nutrition bars as well as clothes and sweaters for the children who may need them.

They paired up in couples. Ven took Key as his partner while Cade and Taris paired up. They each took separate vehicles not wanting to start at the same place.

“Ready?”

“As I’ll ever be.” They got out the blue SUV that she was becoming fond of. There were no sounds of people calling the children’s names. “Do you think we’re too far away from where they were camped?”

“Not if the Shadows have them. If they just wandered away, then the humans don’t need our help with that.”

Keva started walking putting a little distance between her and Kayden but staying close enough that they could still see each other.

“I’m disappointed in you, Keva. You let that abomination defile you. I should have known its human nature to want to sleep with the bad boy. You didn’t mate him, there’s still hope for you.”

She heard the Shadow but couldn’t see him. Her hope that they hadn’t taken the children died when she heard that voice.

“Where are the children?”

“They’re alive and well, mostly well.”

“Let them go.”

“Now we have a problem.”

Keva turned in a circle looking at the tall trees that were blocking out the sun. she could still see Kayden, but he couldn’t see her. The look on his face was panic. She wanted to break out of whatever was keeping her from Kayden, but she knew without being a psychic that if she did, those kids would die.

“You can make the right choice. Back to my problem. I’m hungry and those children can only be considered an appetizer if I drain their life force. I am gracious though and do understand how you may feel about small children, there was a time that I would have cared too.”

She waited in silence for him to continue when he said nothing else, she took the bait.

“You said something about being gracious?”

“Yes, my giving nature. I would trade my snacks for a taste of you. I believe you would fill me like a four-course meal.”

“How do I know you would keep your end of the bargain?”

“Good point, they are ripe like a perfect piece of fruit. Agree to the bargain, then I will show you they are safe before I dine.”

“I agree.” It was the hardest thing she ever did. There was no guarantee she’d survive this with her soul or body intact. Her life for eight children. Her and Kayden’s sanity, their future for eight children. No matter how she tried to balance the scale the children were always the heaviest. This was a pain she couldn’t afflict on unsuspecting parents. Kayden knew that there might not be a tomorrow for them, they would always have last night.

Hot tears burned her eyes, but she refused to allow them to release. The Shadow had already taken too much from her, he would not take her vulnerability. That belonged to Kayden alone. The children came running through the woods tripping over shrubs and branches. They stopped when they saw Kayden. He knelt speaking in what must have been a quiet voice. They eventually ran to him. When they were situated, he turned and looked in the direction he last saw Keva. ‘Keva what have you done?’

She read his lips and sent him an unseen smile. She replied never making a sound only moving her lips. ‘What I had to do my love.’ Was it funny or ironic that when the end of your life loomed before you all the things you struggled with became crystal clear? She loved Kayden. When did it happen? Who knew, maybe in the coffee shop when he was willing to stand up for her with the others.

Love didn’t take months or years to grow. It could happen in the pace of a heartbeat or a blink of an eye. 

“Mom when did you love me?” a six-year-old Keva asked.

“The minute I knew I was pregnant with you.”

The Shadow drew her deeper into the woods until she could no longer see Kayden. His hands roamed over her body, there was no pushing him away. She bought the lives of those children with her mind, body, and soul. It was a deal she would honor in good faith.

“I love humans like you,” his laughter echoed through the woods.

Humans like me. Fools that care too much about the people around them. Humans, that go to war for honor and family? It didn’t matter, what she did was right.

She stopped when she came to a large clearing, the sun was hitting it with rainbows in its beams. There was a small pond nearby and a place to sit that looked comfortable.

“Sit, standing will be dangerous.”

She sat. The hands that she was able to ignore took more liberties making her stomach heave. Her mind pushed against her normal reaction to such an invasion. If he didn’t eat from her, she was sure the next group of kids he picked would die.

“Such a lovely morsel, I know why that Neanderthal desires you. Not only are you beautiful but your talent shines beckoning me closer.”

“It never did know how to keep its legs closed.”

“And you're funny,” he laughed as he stroked her again. 

“I can only imagine what it would be like to push into you as I feed on you.”

Please God in heaven, tell me his dick can’t get hard.

“There is no time for that now. Who knows maybe later?” 

His hand went over her head, playing in her hair until he struck bouncing off her shields 

“Be a doll and drop the shield.”

She did, giving him access to the energy that was stored behind her shield. This wasn’t the same as when she used her energy to perform tricks in her show or even used it to defend herself on the street. This was a different type of rape, but still rape. When the wife says not tonight, but the husband refuses to listen. When the partner says you don’t want me to hurt the kids do you. This was the kind of rape where you do what you must because you don’t have a choice, but it didn’t make it right.  She was lucky if you could call it that to only be mentally raped.

There was a feeling of being dirty and helpless as he tore through her mind pulling her energy away from her. Legs shook and hands balled tightly her nails biting into her palms. There was a desire to pummel him, but he wasn’t corporal enough for her to touch. A shout, a cry of anguish tore at her throat while she bit her lips trying not to let it out. Men like him got off on being powerful.

Her mind reached out asking for help even as she knew she didn’t deserve it. She did this, it was her actions that attracted a monster. What was it about her? Why her? A hand reached out to try the stop the last of her energy from departing. The Shadow dropped her on the floor of the woods like a broken doll.

“Thank you, sweetheart, you were worth more than five times the children I abducted.” 

A hand went to her throat choking off her oxygen. The world went black.


Chapter Seventeen

 

 

 

“Kayden it’s dark.”

“I can see in the dark.”

“I know,” Cade reached out to stop him. “I’m going to send the other’s back. The women can’t see in the dark and then I’ll continue to look with you.”

“I’m not going back,” Ven came from between the trees. He took up a position beside Kayden as Cade disappeared to send the others home.

Kayden searched for Keva from the moment he returned the children to their crying, snotty-nosed parents. They wanted to make him a hero, but he knew better. His mate gave up her life for their children. He left during their praise to look for the only person that mattered to him. 

It should have been clear to him the minute he laid eyes on her in the restaurant or when he knew that he would lay his life down for hers. Why did it wait until now when there was no way for him to tell her how he felt? He kept thinking of all the nights he held her in his arms too afraid to make the next move. How often had he told himself that Kur’iks were not vulnerable?

If he could change the past, he would confess all to her including the love he felt for her. The thought of her not being able to love him back crippled him, but he needed to know. 

Kayden had combed a fifteen-mile radius from where he last saw Keva. He would start again this time going twenty miles. When he walked there was a feeling she was right there, but his eyes couldn’t see her. After the sun went down and the moon came out, all he could hear was the nocturnal animals in the now quiet woods. He changed his form allowing his werewolf to come out. No longer did he depend on his humanoid characteristics or brain. 

Animal instinct was all that led him. The same animal that kept him alive during battles and infiltrations into the enemy camp. The animal that loved a human even when that notion had seemed absurd to the humanoid. 

Ven’s werewolf kept pace with him, but he knew the male was no threat to Keva. He sniffed as he walked allowing his highly developed sense of smell to lead the way. When a wolf that should not have been in the woods howled, he joined him in a song. Alien and human wolf connected, he told Kayden about a woman walking through the woods earlier. Kayden gave a howl of thanks as he changed his course a little and headed in the direction the wolf had seen her walk.

His Keva, this time he would only let her go if she demanded. No longer would he make decisions for her, she was old enough to know what she wanted.

His ears picked up the sound of a howl, not the wolf from earlier but something that was sniffing around a meal. Coyote, his mind supplied while the hoot of several owls drew his attention. He shifted into a run. They broke into a clearance Ven on his heels to find several animals approaching Keva’s body. The roar of pain and anguish came from him scaring the birds in the trees. The scavengers turned on him as one preparing to protect their meal.

Ven came to his side, the unsheathed deadly claws prepared to kill anything that stood between them and Keva. The first coyote came for him. He caught it throwing it against a tree remembering at the last instant that Keva wouldn’t want him to kill it if he could help it. Not waiting for anymore attacks he advanced showing them his dominance of the situation and the area. They fled following the direction of the first one.

He sank to his knees at her side. His body shifted painfully until he was once again humanoid.

“What did you do love?”

“She bartered for those children’s lives with her body. Now move back so I can save her.” Tristan edged Kayden out the way.

“She’s dead.”

“Maybe, but then again maybe not.” Tristan worked while everyone else held their breath. The moon was working itself toward the horizon when he stood up. “Pick her up try not to jostle her.”

“She’s alive?”

“You can thank Safire and Deja for that. I think they catch glimpses of the future,” Tristan walked away hurrying to get back to his mate. “Bring her directly to the house, she’s not out of the woods yet. No pun intended.”

Kayden would kiss Safire and Deja when he saw them. He picked up Keva and made his way back to the SUV. Ven was in the driver’s seat.

“If you try to kiss my mom, only Keva will make it back to the house.”

Kayden laughed feeling some of the pressure in his chest release. It was only then that he realized no one had left. They were all getting into vehicles to escort Keva back home.

He was taking his mate home for what he hoped would not be the last time. A tear slipped out of his eye running down his cheek until it dripped to her face. He didn’t wipe it away, he let another one lose. They should be connected in all things and sorrow was a part of life they would experience together.

When the SUV stopped, he took Keva into the house bringing her to Tristan’s med room. He laid her down on the bed and prepared himself for the fight of his life. She wasn’t leaving him alone if he had anything to say about it.

 

*~*~*~*

 

Keva was lying on a soft bed of grass surrounded by the smell of honeysuckle. Could she want anything more? She had been here for days resting, recuperating. Turning her head, she looked for the other. The presence that demanded she make a choice, one she so far avoided. 

“I know you’re awake,” the voice said.

Keva couldn’t figure out of it was male or female, there wasn’t enough inflection in it to tell. It did sparkle though a sparkle herd with the ears and not seen with the eyes. The voice reminded her of Kayden’s eyes. She missed him.

“It is time to decide if you will stay, which implies you will go on or will you go back.”

“Where am I? Wouldn’t that help me make my decision?”

“You’re being giving a decision you cannot have everything.”

Keva opened her eyes to look around. The world around her was idyllic, the grass was soft, and the scents were heavenly. This wasn’t real, that she was sure of. What was real was the pain she felt before she came here. There was an itch she couldn’t place that said there was someone waiting for her, missing her. 

Another part of her cried out fool, leave the pain behind. Why should she have to pay twice? What if someone was truly waiting? 

“Your decision?”

“What would you do?”

“I am not allowed to influence you.”

It didn’t matter her mind was made up. “I want the dream.”

The sound the beat of her heart made played in her ears. She pushed it away not ready to open her eyes. Where was she? The longer she didn’t know the easier it was to believe in the dream. Muted voices reached her, but she pushed them away sinking once again to that place where everything was perfect, if not real.

 

The next time the beat of her heart insisted she open her eyes a tiny sigh escaped from her lips. Must reality, that nasty thing, take away the peace she found? The beat dropped skipping beats almost stopping but allowing her once again to slip away. 

 

When the beat increased one more time, she wasn’t given a choice. Her eyes opened to find out what the confusion and loud voices were about.

“Her heart is trying to stop.” Pads were placed on her chest then a shot of electricity went through her body.

Oh, hell no, did she look like a party favor, a pinata you beat with a stick? One hand came up weakly trying to stop another jolt of electricity.

“Wait,” a voice cried out. 

The electric jolt didn’t come. Her hand dropped.

“Keva come back to me.” The voice of her dream whispered. The smell of honeysuckle and masculinity surrounded her. “Come back, love.”

She pried her eyes open. She was never leaving him again. Her lashes fluttered close, all that could be seen behind them was Kayden.

“I’m going to decrease her oxygen and give her a small shot of adrenaline it will help with rebuilding her energy supplies. You’ll need to stay close to her.”

A warm body slipped next to her. Finally, she could sleep.

 

This time she was lucid when her eyes opened. She knew who Kayden was by the feel of his body next to hers. Her fingers the ones that couldn’t control themselves around his body were already exploring his chest.

“Keva,” his sleep roughened voice made her shiver.

“Am I really alive?”

“You are. What were you thinking?”

“That those kids had their whole life in front of them. That no one should do that to a parent, that I couldn’t let it happen when I could stop it. That I love you with all my heart, but I still had to do it.”

“I love you Keva, when you disappeared from sight, I knew it. Everything I said before about taking our time and you being sure haunted me. I acted like you didn’t know your own mind or couldn’t be trusted. When what I was doing was protecting my heart. I was sure that you would change your mind and I would once again be left alone. Not knowing how you felt was worse than facing rejection. Can you forgive me?”

“There’s nothing to forgive. I was just as stubborn and scared as you were.” She snuggled deep into his arms. “The Shadow meant to kill me.”

“Why I thought he wanted to be with you, own you, body and soul.”

“You tainted me.” 

“That makes no sense.”

“Tell that to the hand that was around my neck.” She turned over and eyed the heart monitor knowing that if she kissed Kayden it was going to attract attention. “How did I survive and when can we leave?”

“Deja and Safire gave you something?”

“No. Wait they both took my hand before we came into the house.”

“It slowed your heartbeat as well as lowered your blood pressure, basically dropping you into a state that mirrored death.”

“Normally I think I would be fascinated by that, honestly, I’m a little scared. Was it deliberate?”

“Knowing them the answer is yes. They saved your life.”

Deja and Safire saved her life. They knew what she was going to do before she did it. And Ven was Deja’s son. The twinkle in his eyes and the whispered words before they left made sense now. Somehow, he knew.

“Who is Ven’s natural mother?”

“All I know is that she was a born. No one seems to know more except Enzo and Declyn.”

“Are there any more like him?”

“Not that we know of.”

“I don’t know what his gift is, or Deja’s and Fire’s but it’s amazing. What is your gift?”

“I’m your anchor.”

“When have you known evil to be upset by a guy who’s simply an anchor? You realize that we have to put an end to them, right?”

“It will take time, but we will win.” 

Her head shook as she sat up pulling the leads off until there was nothing but the IV in her hand.

“You don’t understand we don’t have time. They plan to take over humanity within a matter of weeks and destroy it within a year.” She swung her legs over the side of the bed almost falling on the floor from the vertigo that attacked her.

Kayden caught her as Tristan ran in the room complaining about stubborn patients. Ven caught her eye from the doorway nodding as he agreed with her.


Chapter Eighteen

 

 

Keva glared at Kayden. Tristan let her leave his hospital room a week ago, still, Kayden watched her like she might disappear any moment. The way he watched her unnerved her, scared her really. He almost lost her, it pulsed behind his eyes. She couldn’t make herself yell at him since she almost lost him too.

“I’m fine.” He nodded and looked away.

That wasn’t going to last. When his eyes found her again a smile of understanding lit her face.

“Again,” he said softly.

She unleashed her mental gift. Energy swarmed the room ready to do her bidding. When an unexpected Shadow reflected off the wall a ball of energy zinged that way. Kayden snuffed the ball out before it hit the wall.

“Excellent Keva your reflexes have improved remarkably.”

She bent in a bow before sauntering across the room to fall into his arms. “I’m sure it had something to do with the teacher and the rewards.” When their sweet kiss ended, she melted onto his lap.

The final showdown as she thought of it was coming soon. Someone was going to die and someone else would be granted the right to live. There wasn’t a doubt that she was fighting for Kayden’s right to live. Yes, she wanted to save humanity, but she wanted her lover to live too and she wasn’t willing to sacrifice his life the way she would her own.

“I need more practice,” she tried to stand.

“You don’t. All we can do now is wait for the next battle.”

“That’s not all we can do.” This time she did stand and extend a hand. It was time, she waited until her body was healed. Then she waited, focusing all her attention on her battle readiness. Now there was one more thing she needed to do.

She led him through the house until they entered their suite.

“Bathroom,” she left him standing there as she walked through the doors of the large bathroom.

She loved this room. From the beginning, she had used the shower more than the tub, but the tub called to her. It was large enough for several Kur’iks to bathe comfortably. She snickered at the thought of two Kur’iks in the tub together, not because it couldn’t happen. She couldn’t see it with this lot. The thought of an all-male species with the ability to give birth stopped her. Soon after the world was safe, and she was an unsung hero Kayden would have to tell her about them. 

While the tub filled with water, she added several things a water softener, mineral salts to relax muscles, a bath bomb for color, as well as her favorite scent. It was like making a pot of highly desirable soup.

“It smells good in here.” He was wearing nothing but his boxers when he came in.

“Honeysuckle,” she grinned at him removing her clothes and putting them in the hamper.

“How hot is that water?” Steam rose as the tub filled.

“Oh, come on, you turn into a scary werewolf. Grr grr!” She growled barring her teeth while curling her fingers into claws. “Don’t tell me you’re afraid of hot water.”

“No, but there’s a good chance I might be scared of you.” He placed his boxers in the hamper.

“I always said you were smart.” She eased into the tub a sigh of bliss leaving her lips as the hot water enfolded her. “Come in, the water’s perfect.”

He got in, his back at the head of the tub so he could look at her. A frown followed by a wince ran across his face as the hot water surrounded him.

“It truly amazes me that fifty percent or more of earthmen don’t look like lobsters that have been over boiled.”

She giggled. “I don’t think that many men take baths with their wives, girlfriends, etc.…”

“I wonder why?” He grumbled and sank further down into the water.

“Feels good doesn’t it?”

He opened one eye to glare at her before enjoying the water again. Taking her foot, she ran it up and down his leg wishing she could reach his rear. 

She closed her eyes and allowed the water to take her away as her muscles relaxed and the weight of the world drowned itself for a while.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said after time passed.

“Isn’t that how all the great earth wars started?”

She opened her eyes, mouth falling wide. A laugh that started in her belly rolled through her. There was no use wiping her eyes since her hands were wet. She could always pretend her tears were splashes of water. When she finally settled down a smile was plastered to her face.

“I knew you had jokes.” He simply smiled looking smug.

“You were thinking?”

“Yea, I was. I was thinking about us, the here and now as well as the future.” The words scented the air while she searched for the next thing she wanted to say. “There is no telling what will happen tomorrow or even later today. While I don’t know what will happen, I do know how I want it to happen. I want it to happen to us as a mated pair.” Was it rude to drop a bomb in the tub?

Time stretched between them growing thinner and tauter the longer they were quiet. Eventually, it would break, there would be no more time.

“You want me to be your mate?” His voice was perfectly neutral.

“It’s kind of a two-way street. I’d be your mate too.”

“You would, I would, we would. How? Why? How could you want me?”

“Nothing had changed Kayden. I told you I loved you and I still do. There’s no guarantee in life, but people have been loving each other from the cradle to the grave. You and I are destined to join them.” She tugged on his hand encouraging him to sit beside her, the tub was big enough for them and children.

He changed positions managing to keep all the water in the tub. That was a special talent all on its own.

“When we live through this…” Kayden talked about their future while she never changed his when to an if. He wanted children boys and girls with skin her color that could shift into mighty werewolves. 

She thought of some man trying to trap her child in an alley to put his hands on them and cried when her child turned into a werewolf that could take care of themselves.

“They don’t have to be werewolves I’ll love them no matter.”

“No, werewolves for children would be perfect.” She kissed him.

“So would mini energy users. You’ll teach them so their gifts will always be accessible.”

“I like your plan. You, me, and a couple of children. Now, all we have to do is take out the Shadows.” She handed him the sponge.

“Why don’t we eat in our room tonight?” He was rinsing her off having washed her.

“Can we do that?”

He rolled his eyes looking a little strange when he did it.

“Let’s do that,” she reached for the heated towel.

 

While Kayden was getting the food, she pulled out his impressive collection of electric candles. The sun was down, and she didn’t want the bright overhead lights on. The candles gave the room a magical glow without the additional heat which was not needed. 

Her gift wasn’t magic, the Kur’iks weren’t magic. As she sat in the chair by the window, she wondered if magic existed. It felt like it was walking up her arms and dancing down her spine. This bond the thing that would join their lives together and make them mates wasn’t that a little like magic?

Kayden came back with a tray ladened with food ending her thoughts of magic and if a K should be placed at the end. She cleared off the table between the two reading chairs. Her stomach growled as they uncovered the food. 

“I’m hungrier than I thought.”

“You’ve been practicing all day and haven’t taken time to eat.” He chided her like a parent with a child.

He shrugged accepting the title as he made a plate for her. She got comfortable while he made himself a plate. They ate trading bits of food like their plates didn’t contain the same meal. Somehow it was tastier when it was on his plate.

“How do mates become mates,” she put her plate down having finished all the food on it.

“We mix our genetic material.”

“And? I mean I can go outside and mix my genetic material with the world and I won’t mate any of them. How much more genetic material can be mixed when you’ve mixed cum and cream?”

“I have to bite you.”

“So, if your saliva mixes with my blood?”

“No, it has to be my teeth.”

There had to be something in their teeth that started the bonding process. How it knew when to start was another mystery she wouldn’t be answering today.

“What about the patches of discolored skin down your spine?”

“That has been there since the moment I was made.”

“Why made and not created?”

“Created implies something thought up and done from scratch. Made implies following a blueprint. There was a man that created a car and others that made it after him.”

His logic was a little too deep and sad for her to want to explore it.

“Are you saying that there was a blueprint for how to make warriors?”

“That is what our makers implied.”

Somewhere in the forbidden zone was a free-flowing mass of enzymes, the spark of life. There was also a diagram on how to make hot as hell werewolf warriors to fight. These warriors would never be made because the zone was forbidden. What was she missing about this scenario?

“Doesn’t it seem strange that someone would put the enzymes and the instructions in the same place?”

“They believed no one would disturb the area.”

Yeah, right. Let’s put everything we know in area 51 and then leave it unprotected because we trust the people to stay away. Note to self, see how the plans to take over area 51 are coming. She wasn’t going to be among those risking life and limb to take the place over, but she did want to be there when they revealed their findings. She bet what she found was better than anything hidden away.

“I’m going to pretend that you don’t believe that people stay away because you asked them too. Someone intended the Kur’ik warriors to live. I wonder why?”

She stood and dropped the nightgown she was wearing before climbing on the bed. 

“You have an inquisitive mind.” He pulled his tee over his head before undoing his jeans and letting them drop to his feet. When he reached the bed all he had on were his boxers.

His hands went to the waistband drawing her eyes. When he knew he had her attention, he turned around slowly pushing his boxers down. Then he bent over and lifted a leg, then the other. A long drawn out sound came from her lips. When he turned back around Keva had her legs spread bent at the knees with her feet planted on the mattress. Her fingers were busy playing with her pussy.

He palmed his dick stroking it from base to tip as he watched her.

“You’re so beautiful with your berry-colored nipples and your black cherry colored pussy. I want to taste it, thrust into it. I want to live inside of you for the rest of our lives.”

She half moaned and giggled at the same time. “That may raise some questions we can’t answer.”

“They would be jealous that they hadn’t thought to do anything that wonderfully pleasurable.” He placed his knee on the bed crawling toward her.


Chapter Nineteen

 

 

Kayden took Keva in a deep kiss that stopped all rational thought. Her breath was caught in her throat fighting to be free even as she surrendered to his mastery over her. When the kiss finally broke, it was Kayden’s breath filling her lungs keeping her rapidly beating heart functioning. The breath fighting to be free finally won working its way through her body feeding her greedy cells with oxygen.

She gestured for him to lie on his stomach. When he was prone, she sat on him allowing her fingers to play over his back.  Her lips started at the base of his neck and licked every patch of skin exploring the pattern, it all went together. It reminded her of a jigsaw puzzle or an intricate tattoo that needed to be studied for its secrets to be revealed.

She licked and traced them, treating the pattern like energy she created to protect and defend herself. She worshipped his back ignoring the tug at the base of her skull that told her she was missing something. She memorized the pattern wanting to be able to trace it in the middle of the night without opening her eyes.

His breath hitched making her renew her efforts.

“Do you like it when I touch you?” She loved touching him, her song sang new melodies she didn’t know existed when she placed her hands on him.

“Never stop touching me.” A shudder went through him. Her cheek was placed to his back nuzzling him. His warmth traveled through her warming her up. Her tongue licked down to his ass then back to his neck while her fingers played over him tracing senseless patterns from his back down to his thighs.

“Mine,” she growled as the patterns she used for protection were traced over him as if his skin could absorb her energy and push it from him in times of need.

“Yours,” he agreed, pressing himself into her touch. 

When it felt like one of them would go up in smoke, he flipped over pulling her down onto his chest.

“Mine,” he growled in her ear licking the shell before he bit the lobe. “From this day forward every inch of your beautiful body belongs to me. I will love you, cherish you, worship the very ground you walk on. Not because you are a god, because you are mine.”

She blinked fast trying to keep the tears at bay. There was a time that doubts about who she was were her best friend. Now she knew that she was a gifted woman able to use energy in her life the way a doctor used a scalpel. The fact that she was Kayden’s mate was just another layer of her complexity. 

Those thoughts disappeared as he took one of her nipples in his mouth like they were low hanging fruit. Which she guessed they were. The pleasure started as a low hum going through her body coming from her lips in a sigh. The harder he sucked the more she tensed with the sensations going through her. Her nipples hardened sending signals to her body that they were on fire. Her arm shook even as her hands were planted on his chest. 

The butterflies in her stomach did a choreographed dance of pleasure. They tipped off her pussy to what was going on. Her whole body seized as drops of fire ran through her blood. Kayden flipped her over his hands massaging her breast as he continued to eat her alive with his mouth.

“You don’t know what you do to me. My body syncs to yours like you’re the sun I orbit around. The sound of your breathing and your heartbeat are what I listen to, to confirm my existence, they are as necessary to me as air.” She threw her head back as it thrashed back and forth. What would she do without him?

“You almost left me,” he told her as he kissed down her ribs to her stomach. “The color left the sky my life was a black void without you. The heartbeat you loved slowed until it only beat a song of pain and misery. Touching you is as necessary as breathing. I can’t walk away I don’t want to. Tomorrow and the day after, all I will want is you. I’ll want you like this wild and abandoned with your hips doing the dance of desperation as you try to rub against my thigh. I’ll want you in the tub laughing at something I said. Then I’ll want you in bed with you spooned up against me. When we are out in public, I’ll hold my head up high so everyone will know that you chose to love me.”

She would give him her heart, but he already had it. Her hands went to his hair as he kissed around her belly button his tongue dipping in and out causing her to laugh at his tricks and moan at the way he loved her.

“I want to be in,” he said against her skin making her moan in anticipation.

His fingers pulled at the hair curled over her pussy. A hiss left her as pleasure speared deep inside of her. Her clit throbbed, screaming a silent greeting to fingers that weren’t paying attention to it. Deep inside of her was an itch, a need she never noticed before. She needed his long thick dick to scratch it. 

The thought of his cum deep inside her did something to her. Sex was always sex until Kayden. He took it one step further it was making love to the next level. Connect with me, she cried out silently. I need more than just the physical touch of your body I need to be one with you.

When she was younger, there was talk of people who had been together so long that they knew what the other was thinking. They could finish the other’s sentences. That made no sense to her, humans couldn’t do that. Now she understood, it was something that went beyond the ordinary to the extraordinary.

She was passed the need for ordinary. A silent scream left her lips when he took her clit in his mouth. It wasn’t one she could hear with her ears, but her soul heard it. From the way he redoubled his efforts, his soul heard it too. She shook as her hands clenched his hair, the only stable surface in her universe.

“Please, please,” she begged not sure what she was asking for. When the heel of his hand pushed on her pussy, she came with a flood. Her silent scream was now loud enough to shake the rafters on the roof.

He stroked her clit licking up the cream that rolled out of her. She flopped against the bed useless to do anything except enjoy the mini shocks going through her.

“That was…”

“The beginning, we have a whole lifetime of pleasure before us.” He crawled up her body laying half sprawled on her.

“You’re still hard.” His erection was lying against her thigh making her want him even more.

“I’ll live.”

“I won’t. I want you in me, deep and hard, I want your teeth in me sometime tonight.”

He shivered at the picture of possessing her with his dick and his teeth.

“You’ll be my mate.”

“I’m already your mate, the teeth are just a formality, like a marriage license.”

The kisses were soft like the maddening intensity had given away to a beauty they wanted to appreciate. His hands ran over her body waking it once again like it was a flower gone dormant in the winter. Now it was raising its fragile petals to the sun. He kissed down her arms and buried his nose there to take in her scent. His head nuzzled at her neck scratching it with his teeth that were longer than normal.

Would she ever see him change? Then she caught a glimpse of his werewolf. How she didn’t know. Maybe she had seen him in the woods. He was tall and broad his feet were wide paws capable of keeping him upright. He was taller as a werewolf and hairy. She looked closer, that wasn’t hair. The skin on his back engulfed his whole body.

That same itch was back. There was no time to think about it, his hands were once again trailing down her body leaving little lakes of fire in their wake. 

“Mine,” she needed to feel him deep inside of her making them one.

He hovered over her watching her eyes. “Keva?” She pulled him into a kiss. She was sure, and she wasn’t giving him up.

He spread her legs wide his dick jumped as he rubbed it against her. Her eyes closed as enticing sounds left her lips. Little pleas for him to put her out her misery mixed with the sounds she was making. Her pulsed hammered hard in her throat while her heart missed a beat. Pert nipples sat up begging for more.

He lodged the head of his cock in her pussy fire speeding up his spine. Not able to deny himself any longer he pushed in. The candles in the room flickered throwing Shadows across the walls. Keva’s eyes slid shut as a shudder along with a moan left her. 

Pleasure swamped her but it was so much more. It was like being taken from this world and shown paradise. A place where every time something felt good it got better. This place wasn’t the absence of pain it was the personification of happiness. Pain happened in the past you remembered it, but it was nothing compared to the living joy that surrounded you, overwhelming you.

Her body became something new. She gave in to it, embraced it, calling it her new reality. Her legs wrapped around him while her toes curled with more pleasure than she could handle. Still, she clung to him as her pussy clenched around him doing a song and dance of its own. Her spine became fluid as she moved underneath him. She moaned but to her ears, they sounded like words to a secret language. 

His thrusts came harder and faster as sweat slicked them. 

“I’m so close.” She was going to lose it the waterfall was waiting for it. The river reminded her of the one behind the house. He leaned over her neck licking it. As the first ball of lava rolled up her spine he bit into her neck. 

The high keening sound that came from her was too high for human ears to hear. A ball of lightning this time rocked her body as her sounds became frantic to meet the desperation in each of her thrust. She was swirling around in space. Time had no meaning, there was nothing to catch her if she fell, and she was falling. A free fall from an airplane which was exhilarating until she realized her parachute wouldn’t open.

There was no surviving this ride. She held on for all she was worth enjoying every second she was given to be with the male she loved. Some risks were worth it. Her heart synced with his, her breathing matching his was a wonder she never knew existed. The ground was coming too close to fast. When she hit, there would be nothing left. 

He caught her around her waist. “Not without me darling.” His parachute opened flinging them back up for another round of ecstasy before they gently landed.

“You caught me.”

“Always darling, always.”

She had learned to ask for what she wanted. There was no way in her life she could have ever known she wanted Kayden. She gave silent thanks to whoever it was that looked over her when she couldn’t look over herself. Her eyes closed in sleep with the last thought that now she was Kayden’s mate and a Kur’ik.


Chapter Twenty 

 

 

Keva was synced to Kayden. Her heartbeat echoed his almost. His sang faster with more beats, yet they were still synchronized in a beautiful dance. She felt like a kid on Christmas morning who received a treasure she never asked for and couldn’t imagine.

Placing her head over his heart her eyes closed taking her to a dream world that was nothing but fantasy.

 

“Ava you realize I love you like a friend and a sister, but seriously I don’t expect to find you in my dreams.”

“Keva what are you doing here?”

“Forget that where’s Kayden? I was planning on getting him in this position that I’ll never be able to do in reality.”

“Eww Keva TMI. Wait what position, maybe I can try it with Locke.”

“We’ll trade notes later. Where are we? I don’t think either of us can invade the other's dreams.”

“The last time I was here it wasn’t a dream. This is where I saw the dead bodies that now call themselves detective Smith and Jones.”

“Ava, I don’t believe in coincidences of this nature. They have to be involved with the Shadows one way or the other.”

“I’m in full agreement. Why are we here now?”

“Let’s explore.” This was not a Lewis and Clark expedition they could die not meet friendly Native American’s.

“No one noticed me the last time I went into the house. Let’s try that.”

Keva nodded moving towards the house. It looked like an old shack on the outside. There were a couple of steps, a porch, then a door that had seen better days. The inside wasn’t much better with an old couch and two other pieces of furniture. Was there even a bathroom in this place? A shiver walked down her spine when she thought of having to use an outhouse. Heck, she hated porta-potties.

Ava moved across the room pushing the only picture on the wall aside. The wall slid back to reveal an elevator.

“I’m impressed. I would have never guessed that was there.”

“Me neither, the first time I was here the men who came in with the dead body showed this to me. Not that they knew I was here. Do you want to go down?”

“Only on Kayden, but I guess we don’t really have a choice.”

“Keva at times I don’t know if I’m appalled or I just want to curl up in your brain so I can be the first to hear what you’re thinking.”

“Girl go with appalled; it gives you plausible deniability.”

“That is why I love you.” They stepped into the elevator hoping that whatever dream-like fugue they were in would hold till they woke up.

“The last time I was here there was a man sitting at the desk.” They both eyed the woman who ignored them like they weren’t there.

“Shift change,” Keva ventured following Ava down the corridor. They came into a lab.

“This is where they brought the two dead men. They laid them on the table, I woke up before I saw what happened to them. Wait, I saw a needle being stuck into their temporal lobe, then I woke up.”

“Did they seem like zombies?”

“No, if I hadn’t known they were formally dead, I would have never suspected.”

“That’s good. The thought of zombies walking around scares me more than the Shadows.” They searched the lab looking for something that would tell them why they were there. When they came up empty-handed, they decided to search the whole facility.

They walked down the corridor until they came across rooms that resembled jail cells. There was a body in each cell it was hard to tell if they were dead or alive.

“Who are you and what are you doing here?” 

Keva and Ava jumped turning around to find themselves facing another woman. 

“We didn’t mean to trespass—”

The woman cut her off as they heard footsteps coming down the hallway. She took their hands and dragged them into a closet at the end of the hall. All three leaned out to look.

“General, this next batch will wake up soon. I think we have conquered the issues we had with the previous batches. These will do as you say.”

“I knew I placed my trust in you for a reason Dr. Harding. Don’t fail me, you won’t like what happens.” He looked at the bodies in the cells, then back at Dr. Harding. The doctor turned gray.

When the corridor was clear again, they walked out to take another look in the cells. 

“What is happening here?” The woman opened her mouth to answer but Keva was no longer there.

“No, no, no.” Her head rolled back and forth as she mumbled in her sleep.

“Keva wake up what’s wrong?” Kayden shook her careful not to hurt her.

“All I needed was two more minutes to find out what was going on. Maybe Ava heard her.”

“What?”

“Remember how Ava said she saw dead people? Somehow, I ended up in the same place she was in. She was there with me. We explored the place and found these cells with bodies in them. There was this other woman, she was about to explain what was happening then I woke up. Do I sound crazy?”

“I come from a different planet and was made from free-floating enzymes, I’m open to anything. What it doesn’t sound like is your mental gift. Why you and Ava? More importantly what is happening.”

“All good questions. I might not even be concerned but that general is evil. I got the feeling he’s the kind of guy who waits to kick you when you’re down.”

“Does that mean we have two targets to strategize against?”

“Maybe, until they make a move, our hands are tied. Right now, we take out the target that’s making plans to destroy humanity.” She stood up naked as the day she was born. “I never had sex in the shower or on the side of the tub. The bathroom floor might be a great place for a blow job.” Kayden followed her like she was the pied piper.

 

Breakfast was a silent affair. Keva decided she didn’t like it. When she was alone, she expected silence when she was with her new family, she expected smiles and lots of noise.

“Ava, did you tell everybody?” She and Kayden had gotten to breakfast late. Shower sex was slippery but fun.

“No, I got here about two minutes before you did.” They smirked at each other.

“Tell us what,” Mira asked.

“I had the same dream that Ava had, except Ava was in this dream with me.”

“We explored the laboratory I saw the first time. We did find notes but none of it made sense to us. It was even written in shorthand or was a formula, either way, we couldn’t read it.”

“That left us with leaving or searching the whole place. Since I never left a dream before we decided to search.” Keva took Kayden’s hand thinking about what they had seen. There were cells lined down one corridor, inside were bodies. They looked dead but there was no way to verify that. A woman came up behind us. She was the first person that could see us. When we heard footsteps, she took us to a closet to hide. There was a general who and a Dr. Harding. The doctor assured him this batch,” she frowned not liking to talk about people in that manner. “They would do whatever the general asked.”

“Keva did you hear the answer to the question you asked?”

“No, I woke up. I was hoping you heard it.”

Ava shook her head, “I woke up too.”

“All we know is that there is another woman out there that can dream walk. She might have the answers we don’t. Right now, the dead who aren’t zombies might not be a threat. It’s all speculation, but the Shadows are a threat.” Keva went over what they learned.

“The Shadows are a threat and that’s what we need to focus on,” Cade started clearing the table.

Keva’s phone rang before anyone could reply to him.

She answered it with a frown. “Hello? Kelly?” What could she want? Keva was clear the last time they talked.

“Keva, it’s Kelly. Thanks for picking up the phone. I know you told me you were going to take some downtime no girlfriends allowed. You know I wouldn’t call you unless the need was dire. You know how we talked about if you did a special show for me, I’d tear up your contract for the rest of the year, even though I’d miss seeing you?”

No, Kelly, I don’t remember that, but I’m listening. Keva stayed silent letting Kelly prattle on.

“Well, I have some special people who are insisting they need to see your show, a private viewing if you will. They are like the Godfather on speed if you get my meaning,” she said cheerfully.

“Tear up my contract for the rest of the year?”

“Yes!” She jumped on it. “Anything to make you happy.”

“You know I always need four or five days to prepare for a show.”

“Take as long as you need, but sooner is better.”

Kayden held up four fingers.

“Kelly, I’ll need four days as well as certain items I left there since I was not planning on doing a show anytime soon. You’ll need to bring them to me.” There was silence on the other end of the line.

“I can have my assistant bring them out to you.”

“The deals off. I’m not doing this show for your assistant I’m doing it for you. I thought we were friends.”

“We are,” she sobbed on the phone. 

“Then bring me my items as well as your adorable son since you will be staying with me. Heck make that your husband and your mother, this way I know you’re not planning to take the money and run. Just our usual agreement when I do a special show for the money men.”

“I will bring them they will be happy to see you.” Keva gave her the address before getting off the phone.

“What was that all about?” Kayden rubbed her hands helping her blood flow to start up.

“I’d be willing to throw my ATM card into the game backed up by my healthy bank account that that was the opening curtain to the final scene in the war the Shadows have been waging,” Keva told them.

“I’ll add mine,” Mira told them.

“Don’t forget about mine,” Ava added.

“The Shadows have Kelly and her family. I rescued them or gave them a reprieve, now I have to show up in four days.”

“Does it feel like the OK Corral to anyone besides me?” Ava made to go for her gun.

“You’re not showing up alone Keva, we will all be there,” Cade assured her. They were family they fought together, win or lose they would be together.

Keva got up and took Kayden’s hand. Tomorrow wasn’t a given. She led him out the kitchen, today she’d remind him how much she loved him in case tomorrow never came.


Chapter Twenty-one

 

 

The house was noisy when Kelly and her family came. The minute she saw Keva she started crying. “They were going to kill me. I could see it in their eyes, even though I did what they asked me too. You saved my life and the lives of my family.”

“You’re right they are the Godfather on drugs. You made the right call to get in touch with me. There was no doubt that I would save you or your family.”

“I want to say thank you. I’ve tried to use you in the past, I was jealous of you. Still, you saved me and my family. I’ll never be able to say thank you enough or make up for my past behavior.”

“Why don’t we let the past be just that and start anew today?” Kelly hugged Keva getting her wet with her tears of thanks.

“This is Ven he’s going to show you where your family and you can spend the next few days. You’ll love it here, there is a lake and a lookout. The guys like to play games.”

“Is there any place we can’t go besides your bedrooms?”

“Nope, if you get there then you can go there.”

They followed Ven out of the room.

“Why didn’t you tell her about the cabin?” Key asked.

“Human nature, the minute you tell us not to do it. We want to do it. Also, I placed a barrier around the cabin that will act as an electric barrier to anyone trying to get in that’s not on the permission list.”

“You’ll have to show me how you did that later.”

“I will,” Keva gave him a light kiss.

“Incoming,” Mira told them. “Detective Smith and Jones are coming our way. They are about a mile out.”

“How did you detect them that far away?” Ava asked.

“They are broadcasting.”

“The next four days should be fun-filled,” Cade rolled his eyes at his dry words. “Key go make sure Ven knows and that our guests are cared for and stay out the way. We don’t want a spotlight shined on them.”

“The spotlight is all mine,” Keva laughed like a villain in a B movie.

When the knock on the door came, they were all seated in the living room watching a drama unfold on Keva’s favorite soap opera. 

“Stop complaining Ava, I know you love this as much as I do.”

“Who’s going to believe that she came back from the dead? She was gone for two years they gave her a funeral and everything.”

“My money is on the boyfriend holding her hostage.”

“I can see that, but that’s on her she shouldn’t have cheated on her husband.”

“Detective Smith and Jones what a surprise.” Mira’s voice was loud to carry over Keva and Ava.

“We have company,” Keva turned her curious face to the door.

“Keva you weren’t here the last time they came by. Did you bring that warrant?”

“No,” they pressed forward enough to get Mira to retreat. “We wanted to make sure none of you skipped town.” Detective Jones gave them all a smile.

“We’re all here, not that I’m sure why our whereabout should concern you?” Tristan told him drawing Mira back to his side.

“You’re new, I’m detective Smith. You are?”

“Keva Hall,” she ignored his outstretched hand. It would feel creepy to shake hands with a dead man.

“I feel like I’ve seen you before.”

“Maybe you caught one of my shows. They call me the pretender at other times the imposter, but no one can catch me in the act.”

“I don’t think I’ve seen a show, but I want to.”

“Well, I’ll be doing one in four days. You should try to catch it I think it will be my last.” She told him where and gave him the time if he was interested in coming. “Wait one second.”

She left the room when she came back, she had two tickets. “These things are like gold.” She gave each detective one. This will allow you into the show. I don’t know what the tickets will cost to this performance. I think the entrance fee maybe your life, but you can bypass that with those tickets.

“There is no way we can pass the show up now. Thank you we’ll be there,” detective Jones headed for the door followed by his partner.

“You invited them to the show?”

She ran her hand over Kayden’s thigh. “If they are a threat, I want to be able to keep an eye on them. If they are helping, then they’ll be in the right place. If they are neutral, they could provide a helpful distraction.”

 “That’s what you do when the deck is stacked against you,” Ava told them. She rose with Locke following her.

“Has it occurred to anyone that if all we do is make love, we’ll be too tired to fight?”

“Good point Tristan and I are going to discuss that very thing,” Mira walked out with Tristan behind her.

“Do you know what they say, love?” Kayden shook his head. “If you can’t beat them, join them.” They walked out leaving everyone else to their own devices.

Kayden straddled Keva when they got back to their room. He pressed his thumbs into the base of her neck and then into her shoulders slowly working out kinks.

“You’re tense.”

“I dream walked.  I thought only Native American’s can do that. Obviously, I’m behind on my lore and my spirituality. Still, how did I dream walk? I thought in order to do it you needed to smoke or ingest peyote. Do not quote me on that. It’s simply something I heard or read in passing.”

“If one group of your people do it, then others probably do it too even if they call it a different name.”

She moaned when he untangled one tough knot.

“That makes sense and dead people walking make as much sense as Shadows walking.”

“We know the Shadows are a combination of humans and aliens.”

“How can you be sure?”

“I remember fighting them once.”

Keva turned over with Kayden still on her. “Tell me.”

“Every Kur’ik can go to ground, but special forces like Enigma One excel at it. The makers sent us on a fact finding mission away from our division. We each had a different mission. Mine was to go to ground where I would stay for two years before resurfacing. They wanted the planet to appear empty and possibly uninhabitable.”

“Wasn’t that lonely?”

“A little. I turn off most of my higher brain function as well as my ability to breathe. There is enough for me to tell the passage of time but not much else. When I woke I thought the planet was empty, it wasn’t. There was this black fog that seemed to move along the ground.”

“That would have been my cue to leave.” She pulled his head kissing him several times before he continued.

“I watched them for three months. They seemed like they were not sentient until a ship landed on the planet.”

She didn’t like where this story was about to go. Thoughts of the Shadow that approached her reached her. He was still trying to get into contact with her after trying to kill her. Thoughts of her being an abomination ran through her mind before she raised her shields. 

“Keva?” Kayden ran his hand down her throat and then her arm.

“I’m here, the Shadow that tried to kill me is still trying to talk to me.” He nodded, not surprised.

“They took over most of the people that got off the ship. It was a transport vessel that carried people from the ship orbiting the planet to the surface below.”

“Were they Kur’iks?”

“No, my people aren’t big explorers. I had never encountered this race before. It became obvious that the Shadows wanted to take over the main ship. Maybe with the thought of possessing the rest of the crew.”

“Did they?”

“There were two men who were not affected. I’m not sure what kept them safe, but they were willing to fight the rest of the crew. I joined with them. The thought of them getting off the planet was horrifying. Together we defeated them. I’m not sure it wasn’t some form of luck. They promised to mark the planet as off-limits. I activated a beacon before going back to ground. I didn’t wake until they came for me.”

She ran her hands over his pecs loving how he made them jump for her.

“Kayden if I don’t make it, I want you to go on to fall in love with someone else.”

“Keva, I don’t think you understand. When we mated, it was like swearing that one person wouldn’t exist without the other. Our life forces were tied together. That’s why your heart synced with mine. We live together or we die together, whatever we do it will be together.”

She squeezed her eyes shut. Had it been selfish on her part to mate with him? He wanted it as badly as she did. No regret assailed her she was as much at risk as he was That didn’t bother her at all. Would you die for me, the line of some book came back to her? Yes, my sweet prince my life for yours in a heartbeat. The prince betrayed her, stuck a knife in the heart she offered willingly. There would be no betrayal from Kayden they were linked by death and maybe beyond.

“I feel the same, there will be no betrayal. We will live and die together, then we will explore what comes after death.”

She drew him down to her kissing him. This was the male she loved. It meant embracing another culture, but her heart was big enough to understand more than one way of living. 

Her hands pinched at his nipples loving the way they hardened under her touch. She leaned forward to take one in her mouth. He tasted good and smelled even better.

Her teeth scraped over one nipple before she took the other in her mouth. Touching him did it for her. Her pussy was already pulsing. When he moved down on her body, taking her nipple in his mouth she wanted to cum in a gush. She would have but her pussy was a greedy little hussy, and it wanted more. Her fingers walked down his chest until she got to that intriguing patch of skin that led to his thick dick. She played there for a while before she let her fingers slide all the way down.

Her hand went around his erection holding him as she ran her other hand up and down his shaft.

“My pussy wants this buried deep inside.”

“I want to be so deep that you wonder if my balls are inside.”

“I want that. Spoil me, then remind me that only you can satisfy me.” A groan of need left her mouth as she opened wide wanting it to be filled. He stuck his tongue in giving her something to suck on.

“I love when you do that,” he told her when he could finally breathe. 

“This is just the beginning, wait until I teach you the pleasure to be had in numbers.”

“Numbers?”

“Oh yeah,” a moan came out. “We’ll start with sixty-nine, but we won’t stop there.”

Kayden rubbed his dick against her pussy lips until she was begging for him to put it in.

Her eyes dilated before he finally settled himself over her thrusting his hips to make his dick slide into her slick, tight passage.

He loved the way her pussy greeted him. This wasn’t nice and fast like this morning. It was slow and worshipful. He enjoyed her femininity and wanted her to know it. His fingers caressed her curves wondering how this planet could have made someone as delightful as his mate. She was soft and pleasing in bed, but a badass out of it. Women especially his were a mystery. Her moans took him higher. The way she clenched around him.

“I know you like it when I do that. I knew my pussy was talented, but I never realized the extent until I met you. You make me want to be my best in all things.”

“I know what you like,” he whispered in her ear. “You like when the head of my dick hits you right here.”

“Again,” she cried out.

He increased his speed hitting that spot repeatedly.

“There is an ocean of color in my eyes.” Her body was singing with pleasure that went through her blood and played over her muscles. That rolling feeling that overwhelmed her raced up her back crashing over her like a wave. Her pussy spasmed from the orgasm that swept over her. Kayden kept hitting that same spot taking her higher.

She clung to him as he joined her in the waves. Together they finally came to rest on the shore. She sunned herself in the sun of his love. No matter what happened she didn’t regret loving or mating Kayden.


Chapter Twenty-two

 

 

Tomorrow was the big day. As much as she hated it, she spent the last two days working on her mental shields as well as shaping and honing her energy. Right now, she was sure she could use them with the finesse of the best surgeon. That didn’t make things easy. Everyone was walking around on eggshells not wanting to slip up with Kelly and her family staying with them. The Kur’iks took long walks each day. It gave them a chance to change while staying away from them.

She didn’t think they needed to change forms every day. Kayden told her it was an extra precaution they took to keep the humans safe. 

“Where’s Kelley?” It was lunchtime when Keva walked into the kitchen.

“They took a picnic basket and went to the lake. Kelly said she can’t remember the last time they had a vacation. Her son was excited, they are going to make an afternoon of it,” Ava told her.

“I used to hate Kelly. Now that she’s here I understand her better. Not saying we will be fast friends, but she’s not as bad as I thought. All she does is look out for her family I get that.”

“Sometimes we don’t understand other people’s family dynamics or even our own. While Ven’s away I’m playing with his panini maker. Do you want one?”

“You know I do. I’ll keep your secret if you make me one.”

“You’re so evil,” Ava glared over her shoulder. She made two panini’s before she cored to apples and made their plates.

“I wanted chips,” Keva pouted.

“Bad girls will eat their fruit and enjoy it,” Ava acted like she had a ruler in her hand.

“Yes, mistress Ava.” Keva almost choked on her laugh.

“And don’t you forget it.”

Kayden and Locke walked in to find them laughing so hard they couldn’t eat. Kayden looked shook his head and decided not to ask.

“Ven let you play with his panini maker?” Kayden looked at their lunch.

“Hush,” Ava said, her finger going to her lips.

“Kayden you know better. We think Ven has a mic in the kitchen that turns on when we say that word.” Mira whispered.

“What word would be that be?” Ven walked into the kitchen.

Keva and Mira took big bites of their sandwich as they got interested in the grain of the table.

“Panini's? Where did you order those from?” He walked over to his panini maker turning it on. “I’ll make one for you the two of you since they didn’t order enough.” He glared at the women before he winked at Kayden and Locke.

“You make the best panini’s I’m sure it’s better than what they are eating,” Kayden told him as he leaned against the table. Locke chimed in with his agreement.

Keva gave him the death stare as she continued to eat. Then she noticed they got chips. Kayden kept trying to hit her hands as she stole several from his plate.

“Do you have plans for the afternoon?” Ava asked after the kitchen was clean.

“Kayden and I are going into town. I don’t know how tomorrow will end. Today may be our last day to spend together in peace.”

“Keva!”

“No Ava, no one is listening to me. This fight won’t drag on someone probably more than one someone is dying tomorrow. Either way, the showoff tomorrow will end things one way or the other. It feels like the OK Corral to me, the Hatfield’s and McCoy’s. Someone is not going home tomorrow, and it could be us. This planet is not theirs and they don’t want it. It’s off the beaten path of the universe, but they are upset and destroying this place will make them feel good. Do they want to conquer another planet or the galaxy? I don’t know. I do know they hate us. They called me out, and they weren’t afraid to make sure I knew they would kill Kelly whether I showed up or not. So yeah, we’re going out. There is a key staring me in the face, but for the life of me, I can’t find it. One more day of being in my head isn’t going to make a difference.”

Keva walked out leaving the others to stare at her.

“You’re that sure they are bringing the war to a close with a final battle,” Kayden asked her when they were in the SUV.

“I am. I can feel it in my gut as well as in my head. They plan to kill us, that’s why they are using the theater I perform in for their final battle.”

“What about this key you were talking about?”

“Mira told me her story, then Ava told me hers. They didn’t have to reveal themselves, but they did. That was deliberate. Why do it? Did they just discover Mira when Tristan did? No, that Shadow watched her for some time. So, why? It comes down to you. I mean the Kur’iks. I feel like it’s right in front of me, but I can’t see it.”

 “There’s nothing special about us Keva,” He pulled into a parking spot on the Southside. They walked around for a bit until a tattoo place caught their eyes.

“Otherworld tattoo’s?” Kayden read.

“Let’s go in. With a name like that this place must be amazing.” They walked in to find the waiting room nice and sparsely furnished with cute if not inspiring pictures on the wall. Keva was disappointed.

“Come in, come in, we’ve been waiting on you.” The man who greeted them was maybe five feet tall with dark hair and eyes. He was ordinary if not short.

“We were just looking—”

“No, these are not for you. They are for how do you say it. The little people? No, what you want is back here. Come don’t tarry we don’t have all day.” He rushed to the back leaving Keva and Kayden to follow.

Keva walked through the curtains and almost threw up. The world flip right side up and her head went with it. When it finally stopped throbbing, she wasn’t sure where she was, but earth probably wasn’t it. She was already sitting in a chair.

“Finally, you’re back. They always take so long to wake up. Now pick a tattoo.” They were in front of her hanging in the air with dazzling colors as she watched them change rapidly. They were beautiful, but she didn’t want a tattoo. “Hmm, none of these work for you. Alas, you cannot leave without a tattoo. Wait, I have an idea.”

The male jumped down from the chair except he was no longer short. His dark hair was long with highlights in it that made her jealous with want. His eyes were so beautiful that it didn’t seem fair.

“I must dim my natural beauty on your planet.” He walked over to Kayden who seemed frozen in place. “The Kur’iks are not allowed here. This was the only compromise I could find. I knew you would not come or stay without him.”

He pushed Kayden’s shirt up running his hand down his spine. The dark patches of skin on his back took shape in the air around her. They flowed together with a design that was so beautiful she struggled not to cry.

“That is what I sensed on him but could not see.”

“His makers buried half of it in his skin. Strange what we will do to keep someone from knowing their potential.”

She didn’t think it was strange at all. She’d seen it happen too many times.

“Is this the design you want?”

“Yes.”

“May I recommend your arm it will be more helpful there?”

“Thank you.” She sat back in the chair closing her eyes, this was going to take a while. When she opened them again, they were standing in front of the register.

“Your tattoo is done, I sped up the healing you’re welcome. Normally, I might demand your firstborn, unfortunately, they will be part Kur’ik so I couldn’t keep them. I thought about an organ, but human organs aren’t worth much. So, I’ll settle for money. Diamonds?”

“Dollars,” Kayden opened his wallet and pulled out two one-hundred-dollar bills.

“You Kur’iks are so cheap. Look at the skill that went into her design. And she’ll be able to use it. You’re welcome. Go, before I regret helping this planet and its people.”

“What’s your name,” Keva asked when they got to the door.

“This,” he waved the money around, “is not enough for a name.” His laughter followed them out into the night.

“What happened?”

“I’m not sure I know.” They got in the car with Keva checking the time. “It’s past eleven. Wherever we were at, he said Kur’iks weren’t allowed. He froze you so you weren’t awake. I knew you were unharmed I could feel your presence in my soul.”

Kayden parked the car behind the house before Keva took out her phone and turned her flashlight on. She used it to show off the tattoo that ran down her arm. There were the multicolored blocks she had seen on Kayden’s spine but there were also green branches that were thin. They ran through the design some sprouting off what looked like alien flowers others ending in sharp points that made her think of daggers. The colors and the complexity of the design was amazing. How had he done it in a handful of hours?

“That’s magnificent. I recognize the basic pattern from my back.”

“This is all from your back. He said that part of the design was embedded in your skin to keep you from seeing it.”

“That’s impossible,” He didn’t argue as they walked into the house. Everyone was sitting in the living room waiting for them.

Keva told them what happened then showed them the tattoo on her arm.

“Take your shirt off Kayden,” Cade demanded then he made Tristan take off his as well as Locke.

Tristan didn’t have a design down his spine. They checked everyone else who had one. They didn’t check Ven, and he didn’t volunteer.

“I know this design,” Taris allowed his hand to hover over Keva’s arm. “It was at the top of the city gates.”

“You’re right it was. How did it get on Kayden’s back and what does it mean?”

“Is the design on all of your backs the same or different?” Ven asked.

“The closer we get to the answers the further away I feel. I’m going to go to bed, tomorrow is already dawning.” Keva stood making her way out the room to her bedroom. Tiredness dragged her limbs. She had a tattoo that had been healed supernaturally by a male that she was sure wasn’t supposed to exist. What else would happen before she made it to the theater tomorrow?

“Are you going to tell me not to worry? She asked Kayden as he came into the room.

“As if.” He picked her up and took her to the tub. “First, we soak, then I’ll wash and dry you. After that, I’m going to hold you in my arms all night.”

She liked that idea. It would have been nice to make love, but she needed to be held, cared for, cherished. Tomorrow was a long way off and as close as a blink of an eye. Either way, it wouldn’t be easy. If she died, she wanted to do it remembering she was loved.


Chapter Twenty-three

 

 

“Keva, I’m going to have to leave soon to open the theater.” Kelly’s hands were nervously rubbing together.

“Not this time. Taris is going to open the theater he’s into all things tech so it will be in good hands with him.”

“I don’t know—”

“I do,” Keva cut her off taking her hands. “Your family needs you. Taris can handle himself and as for the rest, I do show’s all the time. What can go wrong?” she gave her a smile before giving her a brief hug. “Now hand over those keys.”

“Are you doing all right?” Kayden leaned down to give her a hug and a kiss before sitting next to her at the table.

“Nope.” She gave a deep sigh before placing her hand in his. Kelly was in the backyard with her family. Stray laughter drifted in bringing a smile to her face. “We fight for people and for our planet, the only world we know and inhabit. I have my priorities straight. I’m fighting for you and our family. What I don’t have straight is the missing piece. Will it sound dramatic to say I think we’ll die without it?”

“I don’t think much can be considered dramatic after all we’ve gone through.”

“You might be right,” one hand played with the keys she took from Kelly. “We have Shadows that didn’t make themselves known until after Tristan took an interest in Mira. That brings us back to the Kur’iks being the key.” 

“The key to what? The death and destruction of the Shadows. The first step in their maniacal game. Not any Kur’iks the made ones.”

“What if they followed you to the earth?”

“That’s impossible?”

“Is it,” Tristan walked into the kitchen. “The Shadow I fought that night specially mentioned us being in the compound and away from what was happening the world.”

“There were too many of us to draw our attention?” 

“Maybe,” Cade was behind Tristan. “Remember where we were before we left the compound.”

“In the ground,” Kayden answered. “Coming to your planet was hard on us all when you factor in what happened to the first human females, we didn’t feel needed after our people were settled. We went to ground.”

“If we assume that the Shadows have been here the whole time then waited until Enigma One left the compound.” Were there other groups of Kur’iks hiding in the ground? She didn’t want the answer to that at least not today. This was enough to fry her synapses. 

“Why would they follow us?” Ven asked. The kitchen now held them all as they tried for a Hail Mary as the clock ticked down.

“Maybe it has something to do with the tattoo on your backs,” Ava said sliding her hand down Locke’s spine.

“They’re not all the same,” Locke told her.

“That makes it more reasonable that they have something to do with this. What if they are the key, but how do we use them?”

“We don’t, we use Kayden’s along with your tat. That is the only one that has been revealed to us.”

“Mira you’re asking us to put our faith in some mysterious male,” Kayden told her.

“You’ve put your faith in us. None of you questioned Ava’s ability as a psychic or her connection to the Shadows. No one questioned me or Keva. We turned out to be your mates, but you didn’t know that when you first met us. I didn’t meet this guy, but he seems to have done more for us than anyone not connected to us.”

“She’s got a point,” Ava looked around the room.

Keva straightened her arm running her fingers up and down her tattoo. There was a slight hum underneath her fingers just enough to let her know it wasn’t the flow of her blood or residual pain from the tattoo. A frown sat on her face as she tried to place what she was feeling.

“Can I feel?” Kayden held his hand out. Keva moved her arm closer as his fingers swept up her arm. The tattoo’s felt like they were shifting position almost like runes being lined up. Which made no sense, she knew nothing about runes and if they could even move.

“What if this is really the first act and not the last?” Keva stood to walk to the window. Kelly and her husband were lying in the hammock while their son played with his grandmother. “What if the people of earth are collateral damage that started in a war a galaxy away?”

“A war between who?”

“The Shadows and whoever left the enzymes with a big sign ‘free warriors here,’” Keva replied.

“I want to argue, mostly because you're implying that this was inevitable,” Cade told her.

“But you won’t?”

“No. A few of these things are becoming unarguable. The design on our spine is different from our brothers. If the past is what I thought it was, it’s what let us know we were a specialized group within our ranks. The Shadows did not find earth by accident. They could have left. I’m not convinced they need a ship to travel in space. I also don’t believe they just started taking over humans because they were bored.”

“I have seen them take over another species. They don’t need any help.” Kayden told them.

“That means they don’t need the government, but I’m still not ruling them out.”

“Keva, you and your strange thoughts about the man.” 

“Ava, you need to walk streets late at night in the wrong neighborhood. Everyone thinks it’s the people. I guarantee you what’s hiding in the shadows is worse than the guy trying to get home with his dime bag trying to enjoy a high with his baby before morning comes and the grind goes on.”

“I’ve walked those streets, Keva has a point. Not that people can’t be bad, they can, but there is worse out there,” Mira shivered.

“Mira, my new best friend!” Keva teased. Ava stuck her tongue out at her. “Hey, don’t point that weapon at me. I can only imagine where it’s been.”

“Eww, don’t be fantasizing about my tongue.”

“I think it’s a female thing,” Tristan said in a whisper. The males stood before slowly backing out the room. The women laughed until tears rolled down their faces.

 

*~*~*~*

 

This was the last time she would have to perform here. Keva walked the stage pacing it off. This was one of her pre-performance rituals. Then she walked the auditorium making sure there was nothing hidden on the floors. She sent her energy out now that she wasn’t afraid of depleting herself before her show. She kept thinking of it as a show to keep from freaking out.

The audience would be filled with Shadows, she knew that. Tonight’s fight mattered she still didn’t know why or what the tattoo meant. The only thing that should matter was her own talents and those of her family, but she knew better. This tattoo held a story that would be important tonight. A beginning or an ending, that she didn’t know.

When everything was in place, she went back to her dressing room. For her final performance, there wouldn’t be any makeup. She would wear one robe a special one she had made years ago when she thought she had a chance at the big leagues. Television appearances riches and fame out the wazoo with adoring fans, especially males wanting autographs. 

“Would you sign my dick? It’s for my son, I swear.”

Maybe she had some thoughts that were X-rated. She was only human.

Kayden was sitting on the low couch waiting for her.

“Where is everybody?”

“They’re doing one more sweep of the building then Taris will open the doors. Mira offered to man the snack center and make popcorn.”

“Umm, why?”

“We’re treating this as your last great performance. Then you retire to a life of luxury.”

“I like the retirement and luxury part,” she took a seat on his lap kissing him. “We should have done more of this last night.”

“Let’s make a date to do more tonight and tomorrow. Better yet, let’s sleep in tomorrow, take breakfast in bed. Make sure the shower, the tub, and the bed have been broken in properly. Then we’ll eat lunch, take a nap, and do it all over.”

“I think you plan to have more energy than I do, but we’ll give it a try.”

“I love you, Keva. Win, lose, or draw I will always love you.”

“I love you to Kayden. You’re the mystery I thought I’d spend my life dreaming about, but you’re here, real and in the flesh. Whether I survive this or not, I will always love you.”

There was a knock at the door interrupting their kiss. Ven walked in taking a seat in the chair next to them.

“Taris opened the doors, they are coming. Some of them are nothing but Shadows some have more substance. A few are in humanoid shape. There are more of them than we thought. Taris won’t let them in without paying. You're making out like a bandit.”

“They’re actually paying?”

“They asked for a show, not a showdown. So yeah, they’re paying.”

“I want to go shopping for another couch and chair set for the room. Maybe a new bed.”

“Just let me know when.”

Keva pulled out her robe, it was a beautiful blue that shone in the light. It accented her skin to perfection. On each sleeve, there was a cluster of diamonds. They help her to focus her energy when she found it hard to concentrate. Underneath she was wearing a cami that left her arms bare. It flowed down her body caressing her curves. Her pants were a black stretch material that looked like they could be worn in an office. Comfort and style. 

She dressed and made her way behind the curtain with Kayden at her side.

“If we can all quiet down.” Keva recognized the voice of the Shadow who tried to kill her. “Thank you one and all. Before we bring out tonight’s entertainment, I want to tell you a story. Most of us know, but some are ignorant of why we exist.”

She heard the distinct sound of someone walking across the stage and knew the Shadow was pacing. There were murmurs of dissatisfaction coming from the audience.

“Yes, they must know. There can be no victory if they don’t know. Settle down now.” The crowd was silent before the Shadow went on.

“Time is a relative matter in the universe unless you’re talking about the first races that we know of. One of them has been extinct long before our lifetime. Their name has been lost in the embers of time, but they left a remembrance that long outlasted them. A grouping of Enzymes that some say came from the race themselves. The most impressive minds mixed with unbeatable warriors were combined in those enzymes, so says the rumor.

“What we do know was that there was always a fight between them and another race. They were opposites, the darkness against the light of the others. Joy against the sadness of the others. They clashed many times over the years until their final battle wiped them out. The other race not wanting to go down in one last victorious battle also left behind genetic material to be combined with other races and rise victoriously from the ashes. Their reign, their desire to take over the universe will never happen until the others, the light, is extinguished for the good of humanity.” 

The audience began to cheer and chant. “Extinguish the light, kill the pretender, the bringer of the light. Kill the pretender.”

What the hell? Keva mouthed the words not wanting to bring any more attention to the fact that she was behind the curtain. There was no doubt that she was the pretender, but she wasn’t the bringer of the light. That would have to be one or all the Kur’iks. Why, oh why, was it always her?

There was no answer to that question.

The curtain rose.


Chapter Twenty-Four

 

 

The smile she was missing slid naturally over Keva’s lips. She was in work mode now. That’s where she would stay until something happened to challenge her. The lights in the auditorium dimmed, but she could still see her audience. An audience of all men. Some were nothing but Shadows clinging to a chair, others were humanoid-shaped Shadows. The ones who thought they were untouchable wore their human shapes no hint of the darkness to be seen. Those were the ones she would focus on.

“Welcome one, welcome all!” Her voice was loud and carried through the auditorium She greeted them with a warm smile, then a bow to reinforce her welcome

“You have come to see the pretender.” A laugh of confidence followed those words. Now, she lowered her voice enough to suggest a whisper meant only for the person who could hear it.

“Alas, I am merely a pretender, but you. Yes, you have a chance to unmask me. The world has been waiting with bated breath to learn how I do what I do. The big boys of magic cast their eyes towards me with envy, but only you have the chance to bring the greatest show on earth down around my ears.” She might have stolen part of that last line. Usually, the dead stayed dead, so it should be okay.

Thunderous applause met her ears. Everyone liked a good show even the Shadows. Sitting in the last row were Detective Smith and Jones. That really didn’t surprise her, what did, was detective Oliver standing by the exit sign munching on popcorn.

“Some of you are skeptics, my favorite kind of audience member. I’m sure you checked the seats to make sure there were no invisible wires hanging around. Did you look for remote-controlled devices under your seats or your neighbors’ seats? If not do so, you’ll thank me later.” She waited buffing her nails against her robe, looking like she had nothing but time.

“Anything? Did anyone find anything?” There were shouted no’s and shakes of heads. “I really hate when my staff forgets to put out the remote-controlled cars. Still,” she gave a small laugh. “I think we can have fun without them.”

She sized the audience up and picked out her first mark. Wait, she meant helper.

“In the third row, there is a man with black hair wearing a blue button-down. I sense that he wants to be part of the show. How can I deny him the chance at fame and fortune?” She stopped to give them time to identify who she was talking about. Taking her time, she walked the stage meeting eyes as she did. The Shadow in question wasn’t young or old. He battened down all his hatches sure that there was no way she could break through his line of defense. He was the perfect first mark.

The younger Shadows would experience momentary fear if she was successful. The older ones would preen because she chose to stay away from them.

“Now what could he have that I want?” she sent out a thin beam of energy. Her target was already picked out, but it wouldn’t be a show if she didn’t mess with his mind in the process. “Nice cuff links.”

He held up his wrists to discover the one cuff link was undone. He made a show of fastening it and checking the other. 

“I think you’re a bit attached to those links. What about the tie clip?” She played with it jiggling just a little. When his hand covered it, she stopped. “Seems you’re attached to everything except your wallet.” She held it up to gasps of amazement. There was a low murmur that went through the Shadows. She could almost hear them accuse her of being the real deal.

She opened the wallet taking out his driver’s license. “Charles, this is a really nice pic. I hate mine. I’ll give this back at the end of the show along with the other wallets that wanted to come to visit me.” She held up five more wallets that she picked and stole at random.

“Now you’re wondering if that was a trick or do I have real superhero powers. My only reply is if I could be a superhero why would I be here?” They don’t make money and need day jobs. I’m just not that altruistic.

“You ever heard the kids when they chortle ‘made you look’? That’s the trick while your eyes are somewhere else, I’m working my magic elsewhere. Now that you know one of my secrets you can look for it next time, you’re one step closer to exposing me.”

“These are nothing but parlor tricks. Prove to us you’re worth exposing.”

She waited until he sat down. “I have to agree with the man in the green shirt. Why should you believe me? What can I do to trick you into believing I am the real deal? I wonder.” Her finger tapped her lower lip as she closed her eyes putting on her best thinking face.

When the audience gasped in surprise, she opened her eyes.

“Well, I can always do that.” The man who mouthed her was now being suspended upside down. The loose coins and his wallet were free floating around his head. She would have never done that without Kayden as her anchor and her mate.

“That can’t be enough, can it? Will someone look for an invisible wire? Do you think he is doing this to himself for recognition?”

“There are no wires holding him up,” a helpful Shadow shouted.

“Then it must be me. But how?” She looked over the crowd giving them a look. They were growing restless they wanted their hands on her. Each was watching her like a cat waiting for a mouse to emerge from a hole. They were calculating just how much power she possessed. The grin she gave them was wicked meant to send them over the edge.

With a bat of her lashes she added four more Shadows to her show suspending them upside down. Each stronger than the one before.

“Enough,” the Shadow that wanted her dead called out. “Tonight, we will win the first victory for darkness by ridding the universe of the Kur’iks in this room and the brand they carry.”

That brought them back to the tattoo. She looked around hoping for the trump of a horn as the heavenly host appeared to her. They missed their cue, and she was on her own. The Shadows stood, they took their cue from the Shadow trying to kill Keva. All light around them disappeared as they took the form of shadows. When the first shadow moved the others followed. Entertainment turned into war.

“Great show.” Kayden’s back was to hers as they faced off against Shadows storming the stage. “I was hoping for a second act.”

“This will have to do.” She raised a shield to protect them from a fireball. It wasn’t thrown to hurt, just to distract and measure. Her shield was thick enough to foil the attack without indicating how much power she had to use.

Several Shadows winked out, the Kur’iks began to disappear.

“Seems our final battle will not be in the theater; Kelly will appreciate that.” The world around her went dark.

She woke up in a world so pure she had to hide her eyes. Still, she winced unable to get away from it.

“Purity is felt with the soul not seen with the eyes.” The brightness was turned down until she was able to look without being blinded by her soul or her eyes.

“This place is beautiful.”

“I always thought so. It stood for millions of years until we took it to a different plane. Those around us could not develop with so much purity inhabiting them.”

“That doesn’t seem fair that you were forced to hide your brightness so another’s darkness would show.”

“You keep thinking that the world is fair, it is not. Good things happen to bad people and the opposite. It was our choice to leave one we are thankful to have made.”

He turned around so she could get a better look at him. In the end, she decided to call them, they. They were gender neutral.

“We don’t believe in the roles of gender you have assigned. The one who creates life is male and the one who bears it is female. I have never seen a male create life alone. Enough of that, it’s not why I have brought you here.”

“Why did you bring me here?”

“You were looking for enlightenment from the heavenly host. I took their place.”

“Can you stop the Shadows?”

“Only you can do that. Come closer.” His eyes were mirrors into her soul. His hair was pure silver while the wings he spread were whiter than new snow with silver highlights. He whispered in her ear, the power that rushed through her was too much she went to her knees before passing out at his feet.

 

“Keva, wake up.” She was being unevenly jolted something her stomach didn’t like.

“What’s happening?” She was on Kayden’s shoulder while he ran.

“You pulled a disappearing act. Then suddenly you were back, passed out in the thick of the fight.”

She lifted her head. “Run faster we’re being chased.” Ignoring the headache from the five-day drinking spree she obviously went on she managed to start building her defenses. The ball of fire she aimed out was at the ground. What’s good for the goose and all that. The dirt behind them widened with cracks. One wrong move.

She cackled because it was time for her to act old just in case she didn’t live long enough to get old. When it was ready, she threw another ball of power aimed at the feet of the Shadows still chasing them.

Kayden jumped something. By the time, he set her down she was fighting to keep from throwing up all over him. His muscled shoulders did a job on her stomach. 

“This won’t last long, but it will us give some time to breathe.”

“What happened? Where did you go?”

 “A part of me thinks it was heaven. The more rational part of my brain denies that. I think I might have met one of the beings the Shadows called light. They were made of purity that was brighter than any light, I’m not exactly sure how to phrase it. They said something to me, but I don’t know what. My brain was fried. So much for the help, I was hoping for.”

“Don’t give up. We can still win.”

Maybe, but she was beginning to think today wasn’t about winning. “Did you see what happened to detective Oliver?”

 “He slipped out when the fighting started. Detective’s Smith and Jones did the same.”

“I’m not surprised by the last two.” She stood slowly checking her body as she went. The final battle was coming up. The war wasn’t going to be over she could feel it in her bones. She’d examine that later. Right now, she needed to know what was expected of her. She felt like she was in a cave with man-eating spiders crawling overhead loaded down with one spell, that didn’t work all that well.

She looked to her right to see Locke and Ava standing back to back. The same on her right with Tristan and Mira. Key and Ven stood further away but closer to the wall that the Shadows were beating against. Cade and Taris were on the other side back to back.

When the wall came down, they would make their last stand. She wanted to thank them, tell them how much they meant to her. There wasn’t time for a eulogy the first crack in the wall appeared. Her eyes fastened onto the portion of the wall where she knew the Shadow that wanted her dead was waiting. He almost succeeded last time. This time there were no children to trade her life for. Although, she’d trade it in a heartbeat to keep Kayden alive.

The wall broke while her heart thundered in her chest.

 

 

 


Chapter Twenty-five

 

 

The first energy ball thrown at her hit her shields with such force that she stumbled on her feet. Return fire came from the tips of her fingers in a blink of an eye. She and the Shadow traded fire neither hurting the other as their families fought a grisly war around them.

“Do you realize that I am just playing with you?”

Why must the bad guys talk? She ignored him as she marshaled her weapons setting them up like field itinerary ready to be fired when the real war started. 

When the Shadow took his eyes off her, she sent some of her forces to fight the other Shadows or to hold up shields that were faltering.

The Shadow she was becoming to think of as hers bowed his head to her.

“You’re very good at deception.”

“What can I say, Now You See Me, inspired me.” She whipped up a card with a bomb attached as the ace of spades sending it into a group of Shadows. The explosion was music to her ears. The damage done made her mouth hang open. She didn’t have that much power.

Her Shadow flung several energy bombs her way making her stumble. She retreated giving up ground. Kayden came with her. He didn’t fight, it was almost as if all he was an extension of her. He moved with her, stayed behind the shields she built and waited. Anytime now, but she couldn’t say that with the Shadow listening to every word.

“You won’t win.” He wasn’t talking to her, but to himself. She ignored him as she looked for another spot to set up her defense.

They made their way to higher ground. She noticed that Kayden was actively collecting her energy after she sent it out. In the past, he would let the shards of energy return to him before passing it to her. Now every time he passed her energy it held more power than before she sent it out. She was charging up like a battery afraid that too much would overpower her knocking her out cold. Like a buildup of electricity.

When they reached higher ground, she realized she was in a circle. To one side was a relic that almost reminded her of Stonehenge. Her Shadow still nameless stalked her.

“The fight ends here.” She nodded it was always going to come down to him and her. That’s why he tried to recruit her and then kill her.

They battled back and forth silently. When the bullets were coming from your mind, there was no need to move around. Although they did. It was to keep the other on their toes. Keva was looking for weak spots, places he hadn’t had time to reinforce. 

An unanticipated shot at Kayden rocked her. The smile on his face said he found her weak spot. He sent another shot of energy at Kayden as she rushed to tighten her shields. When Kayden went down her heart almost stopped. Why wasn’t he fighting back? She cried out but there was no answer.

One last shot of energy from the Shadow stopped Kayden’s heart. She fell to her knees knowing it was a death sentence. She would gladly die with him.

“Get up love, get up.” She shook him but he was silent.

“You get up. It would be a shame to see a worthy opponent die on her knees.”

When she looked at the Shadow, he stumbled back. “Your eyes! What did you do to your eyes?”

She ignored him, her world was dead, and he was the reason. She stood dropping the cloak.

“No!” His scream was long and terrifying. His wide eyes were laser-focused on the tattoo on her arm. “That’s impossible.”

She ran a hand over it feeling Kayden’s pulse in the symbols on her arms. Her fingers began to fly over them moving them, rearranging them into some pattern she had never seen before.

“No, stop. You don’t know what you're doing.” This time when he threw an energy ball her way, she was able to repel it with just her mind. No hands needed to work invisible runes.

“You have to stop.”

“You should have stopped before you took him.” She never noticed her hair growing to land around her shoulder in waves of pure white with streaks of silver that caught the sun in them. When her hair floated around her shoulders, she didn’t stop.

There would be no justice in the world for what she lost but this Shadow would never exist again. 

“Bringer of light,” he screamed, “you will meet the bringer of darkness.”

Her fingers stopped moving. Kayden floated in the air his shirt disintegrating on his body. He shook before purity and light exploded from him making the whole landscape brighter than the sun at noon. There were screams and begging voices as the Shadows were obliterated leaving nothing behind but humans that were either sick or now officially dead.

Most of the humans wouldn’t make it they were dying when they chose to be part of the Shadows. She fell to her knees, tears streaming down her face. She pulled herself using her fingers to dig into the ground until her body covered Kayden’s.

“Death find me fast. I wish to be reunited with the love of my life.” Time no longer held meaning.

 

*~*~*~*

 

“Are you sure she isn’t dead?” A voice she vaguely remembered whispered.

“Be quiet or leave.” That was a voice she never heard speak in anger.

“Is he dead?” 

“Get out all of you.” The voice was practically vibrating, with irritation or anger she couldn’t be sure. She was sure that he never answered the question of was he dead.

Her eyes rolled up behind her closed lids as she let death take her. She would find him even if she had to search every plane of existence.

“I rather like you, you’re plucky. They chose the right person to be the bringer of light.” The male who took her to the plane where his planet used to reside spoke to her.

She stopped the words making her mad. “You can take your bringer of light and stuff it in the pipe that I’m sure you’re too pure to smoke and choke on it!” The last ended with a yell. “He’s dead, did you know that was going to happen when you were sending me on some peyote filled dream to get tattoos and other things I never heard of before? Did you know I would lose the love of my life?”

“Is he the love of your life or just a male you clung to so you wouldn’t be alone?”

“In another lifetime you might be funny. In this one, you’re just pitiful.”

“You may be right,” he walked beside her.

“What if he’s better where he is?”

That was the one option she never thought of. Did he want to be dead, away from all the negativity? He could live his afterlife in peace. His green eyes flashed before her.  Memories of him lifting his hand and stroking her face, wiping the tears off her cheeks flooded her. He smiled at her. She remembered how his eyes glazed over when she took his dick into her mouth. Then there was that hum of contentment when he held her.

“If I’m not there, he’s not content. Whether his mind remembers me or not, there’s an ache in his heart. He knows someone, something is missing. His eyes search the horizon looking for me. Kayden was not meant to be alone in life or death. It took him finding me eating a lonely meal for me to realize neither was I.”

“Did I mention I like you?”

“Sorry for the pipe comment.” It really wasn’t his fault he didn’t have any control over the Shadows.

“Don’t be, I like a good pipe. Purity doesn’t mean what you think it means on my world. You aren’t pure because you’re a virgin or a child. Did you know there are some virgins that know more about sex than married women? Purity is a state of the heart. Darkness is also a state of the heart. The thing about darkness is that it spreads faster than purity in this sentence purity means love.”

“You don’t have to tell me that. I’ve seen darkness encroaching on the streets of my city and in the hearts of the people I pass daily.”

“Sad isn’t it?”

“Yeah, but I think love can still win. It’s an uphill battle, but it’s worth fighting.”

“That’s why you can’t be allowed to embrace death. You’re still needed bringer of the light. Your title has now changed from henceforth you will be the keeper of the light.”

She looked around at the bleak landscape. They weren’t in his pretty city or even her dirty city. There was nothing here. It reflected the emptiness of her heart. 

“There is no light without Kayden.”

“I know.”

Something beat on her chest stealing her next words. She jerked upward her eyes opened wide to the glaring of a light.

“If you close those eyes, I swear I will hang you up by your toes.” A tired-looking Tristan was threatening her. In all the time she spent with the Kur’iks she had never seen one look that exhausted before.

Tears rolled from the eyes she refused to close. It seemed she would indeed live in a world without light or love. Her tongue tried to come out to moisten her lips, but it was too dry to move.

“The things I do for my patients.” He picked her up gently before cradling her to his chest. “Don’t abandon us Keva, we need you. He needs you.” He walked her to another bed laying her down.

She was placed tightly against Kayden. Her head found his chest over his heart. The beat was so faint she barely heard it, but it beat. She gave a smile that was wrapped in victory before her eyes slid closed.


Chapter Twenty-six

 

 

Recovery wasn’t easy. They were sitting on the couch in the living room with the rest of the Kur’iks around them. Now that Tristan had given them the okay to move a little.

“I thought I had it bad when Tristan told me that all I could do is rest. You’re barely allowed to go to the bathroom.” Ava shook her head.

Keva lifted her head looked at Tristan and growled before snuggling against Kayden again. She would complain, but the fact that she and Kayden were told to stick to each other like glue worked for her. When they were apart, fear would overwhelm her, convincing some part of her brain that this was all a fever dream and he was dead.

“The Shadows are dead. Keva and Kayden can take as long as needed to recover.”

Keva didn’t open her eyes to look at Ven.  Mira was right, the young male liked to stir up trouble.

“It’s not over Ven and you know it. What happened to the bodies that the Shadows left behind?”

“Most of them were so close to death that nothing could be done. A few I believe died when the Shadows were defeated. There were a few that are on life support there is help for them. The city has launched an investigation into what happened. I hear the F.B.I are throwing their hat into the ring. So now it’s a wait and see game.” Mira told her.

“What did you mean when you told Ven it’s not all over?” Ava asked.

“It’s like a three-act play with two intermissions. Consider that the last scene from the first act and this is an intermission. Get your drinks and popcorn and chocolate before the second act starts.”

“But they are all gone.”

Keva shrugged at Mira’s Ava’s words. “Hitler’s gone, too.”

“But his followers are alive and well,” Mira sighed, sinking into Tristan’s lap. “Will this ever end?”

Keva didn’t know, so she breathed Kayden in.

 

*~*~*~*

 

“Do you think you should be doing that?” Kayden walked into the bathroom to find Keva filling the tub.

“It’d been a month, besides Tristan said we are now on rest.” She giggled thinking of Ava every time she said that.

“I’m not sure we can get away with tub rest.”

“We’re in the privacy of our suite. How will he ever know?”

“He’ll know. He’ll pin you with his eyes and you’ll start blushing. Blush for me bringer of the light.”

“Get it right, it’s keeper of the light. You are the light, you realize that, right?”

“I’m your light.”

“Such a smart male.” She slipped into his arms, kissing him. “When this is over.”

“It’s over love you have to believe that.”

She nodded, keeping her comments to herself. Why was detective Oliver there and who are detective’s Smith and Jones? Too many unanswered questions, especially if she started asking about the purity and the darkness.

“You’re wearing too many clothes to take a bath with me.” She stepped back turning off the water before she slid in. A sigh of relief filled the room as the hot water relaxed her tight muscles. Kayden was right, there was no sense walking around waiting for the other shoe to drop. Either it would or it wouldn’t. Right now, they needed to get well.

He stripped slowly, teasing her. When he finally pushed his pants down, she was wiggling with lust in the tub.

“No exerting yourself.” He laughed when he got in the tub at the cross look; she shot him. “Does my light keeper need help?”

“Uh-huh.” She gave him a pitiful look.

“Let me help you. I love you, Keva.”

“I love you too, Kayden. You’re my world.”

Kayden kissed her showing her that he knew multiple ways to satisfy her without technically breaking any of Tristan’s rules. It was a long time before they laid down for bed rest. 

 

 

 

 


From the desk of…

 

 

Our time together is coming to an end. I am sad, but I hope you enjoyed reading about Kayden and Keva. I love their journey it has so many twists and turns, now I’m wondering what is next in their world. I love the way Kayden and Keva met. Then there were the intriguing people at the coffee shop. Oh, I want to know so much more about Ren, but he’s staying in the shadows.

Let’s not forget our trip to the tattoo parlor. I only have one tat, but I’d get another if he did it. In the end, it is who Kayden is to Keva that made my heart pound. Honestly, I wanted the story to go on, but I know others were waiting to read it.

What’s coming next? I told you last month that Julian was up, and he is. I don’t want to spill the beans but wow he’s got an interesting story and an awesome mate. In October, as long as Raphael cooperates, his story is up. You’ll see what I mean next month.

What about me? Glad you asked. A few of you may be interested in getting to know me better. If you’ve been around a long time, you’ll know I have a daughter. She graduated from high school last year and went to college. Shudders. Releasing your grip on your child is harder than growing up.

I bring her up for a reason. I want to give you a glimpse at the inner workings of my mind.

Daughter: Mom, can I go to a pool party, it ends at 2 a.m.

I argue against it until I got enough information to realize there will be security there.

The next day.

I go into my daughter’s room and find the cutest blue bucket with a shovel. It reminds me of the pink one she has when she was younger.

Me: They gave you a bucket to play in the water! That’s so nice of them.

My daughter looks at me like I grew a second head.

 Daughter: Mom, it was filled with alcohol.

Me: Oh, I should have known.

Then we laugh like crazy.

That’s a little of how my mind works. Other than that, it’s still hot but more humid. I’m wishing for fall and feeling bad because I want all the people who love summer to have a good time and enjoy it. One day I’ll live in the perfect air-conditioned place and spend all summer indoors. Aww, dreams!

Our time is over, come back next month for a new story and more information from me. Don’t forget every review counts and helps me.

Until next month: Peace, love, and happy reading.
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