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Chapter One

 

 

“You look real sad, suga.”

Tristan lifted his eyes from the beer in his hand. It wasn’t doing anything for him. The woman standing in front of him had soft brown eyes, a straight nose, and beautiful lips. Her skin was golden. Other than that, she wore a large coat that hid her body.

“I’m not sad.”

“Oh, you’re going to have to do better than that around here. I can practically see the sadness rolling off you in waves along with all that intense longing.”

He looked at her again. The smile on her face made him feel tight in his own skin, and the pity in her eyes made him want to lash out. Instead, he nursed his beer before sitting it down on the bar.

“You like the entertainment?”

There were three poles on the stage. The two on the outside had girls swinging around them. They were nice and curvy, but way too slender for his taste. He wanted a female who wouldn’t break. He had been out in the world long enough to know that some men thought of the females on the stage as larger. He stared hard and still couldn’t see it.

“It’s not bad.”

“You want to talk about it?”

No. He wanted to down this brown swill before he got on with his plans. This was the only place he could get away from the others. He looked behind him against his will. Sitting at the back table were six males who were all watching him, not that anyone looking would ever know. But he knew. They believed he was going to make the ultimate move.

It didn’t matter how many times he told them that this was what fate had in store for him.

“Too late suga, it’s time for me to go on.” She winked at him. “You can tell me what you think later.”

She walked over to the side of the stage and went up the stairs. No one was watching her as she disappeared into the darkness in the back. He stared at her being able to see in the dark. She stood behind the middle pole and slowly began to unbutton the coat like she was doing it just for him. 

His throat worked wondering if the beauty of her body would match her face. When the last button was undone, she shrugged her shoulders sending the coat cascading down around her feet.

Damn. He almost swallowed his tongue. She was a masterpiece. She wiggled her ass and then a full body wiggle before the music came on. Her legs were incredible in the heels she was wearing. He wanted to touch her breasts, they looked soft and inviting. She was thick with a strength that made his body sit up and notice. That was a female who wouldn’t break.

When she reached the pole, she swung around it. He made sure he was pulled up to the bar. He couldn’t remember the last time he felt a physical response to a female. That’s what happened when you lived on a planet that wasn’t yours. Until recently, he had been living in a compound away from humans.

“You want another?” The bartender was standing in front of him.

He snapped his teeth to keep his growl from escaping. The nails on his hands threatened to turn into claws.

“Whiskey straight. Give me the black label that bites.”

The bartender looked at him before he sniffed the air. “Coming, straight up.”

The club catered to humans, but unless he missed his bet, not everyone here was a hundred percent human.

He slid him a double. Tristan paid and went back to watching the female on stage. She winked at him. Get up and leave he told himself. He was too old for a human female. By too old he meant ancient. Fate that fickle female never meant for him to find a mate.

Once again, he allowed his eyes to meet hers while the thought of a mate teased him. Several members of his pack found their mates. That’s why he was out in the human world. He wanted to make it easy for them to say goodbye to him.

The female on the stage went to the floor on her hands and knees. She crawled over to him allowing him a close look at her luscious breasts. He picked up his wallet. He would shove every bill he had at her for a chance to even graze a finger against her skin.

She stopped just short of being close enough for him to touch. Her body rolled dragging a moan from him before she stood. When she turned back to her pole. Her legs were spread. Her head went down, and her body followed. All he could see was her ass and that tiny string that disappeared between her cheeks. It was his hand gripping the edge of the bar that kept him in his seat. Her brown hair swung over her shoulders. She rolled her hips as she went back to her pole.

“She’s hot as hell. You have to admit that.” A male sat on the bar stool next to Tristan, his eyes eating up the female on stage. The female whom he was already planning to lay claim to.

He shook his head. There was no female for him. As soon as he gave the males watching him the slip, he would disappear.

“All I can think about is taking her home with me, tying her to the bed and, well, you understand.”

“Is she your female?” The words came out in a low growl. He was afraid he would kill the male if he said yes.

“No.” The male turned to look at him. “It wouldn’t be any fun if she agreed to it.” The male’s eyes flashed black. “Don’t look so serious you’ll be dead soon.”

He got off the barstool and walked out throwing challenging looks over his shoulder.

Don’t follow the male, Tristan. This is not your female. It didn’t matter if the female wasn’t his mate, he had grown up on a planet where they were rare. It was even rarer for one to willingly talk to him, and this female had. He wouldn’t allow anyone to hurt her. He stood; the bartender was watching him.

“I’ll be back.” The bartender nodded. Tristan knew his shadows were paying attention, but he ignored them as he walked towards the door. He had been back-up in several fights before he left the compound, but that was not the same as fighting for a cause of his own. His fingers flexed before he pushed the door to the bar open.

He walked around to the back of the bar. That’s where he would find the male.

“I knew you would follow me.” The male wasn’t human if the black eyes weren’t enough the fangs he was now sporting would have given it away.

He rushed Tristan making him jump out the way. Tristan turned on the heel of his foot his hand now nothing but deadly claws. They ripped down the males back while he laughed.

“It takes more than a few claw marks to defeat me Kur’ik.”

“I have to admit you have me at a disadvantage. I don’t know who or what you are.”

“That’s what happens when your people stay confined.”  He ran at him jumping at the last second. His claws ripped into Tristan’s chest before he landed behind him. His laugh sounding boarder line maniacal. 

Tristan wanted to rip off his clothes to allow his other form, his true form to take over. At twelve feet tall there was no way he would go undetected. He stood up throwing himself at the male. His claws digging deep on contact. He shook him like an errant doll. The male fell to the ground and collapsed when he tried to stand.

“You haven’t won. This was just the beginning.” He disappeared before Tristan could slit his throat.

“What do you think he was?” Ven stepped out of the shadows followed by five males who were his height.

“Thanks for the help, I appreciate it.”

“You didn’t need help. You needed to fight to remember that you’re alive.” Cade, the leader of Enigma One, told him.

“And if I turned into a werewolf?” Tristan asked.

“Then I would have beat you down myself for not being able to control your changes at your age.”

He turned away looking for a source of water to clean the blood from his hands. Cade was right if he didn’t have the self-control to deal with the urge to change, then they were all in trouble.

Ven pulled out two bottles of water and preceded to pour them over his hands. He didn’t ask the male why he had water because he was different. He knew things he shouldn’t.

“Do you know who he was?”

Cade shook his head. “I’ve been in the ground too long.”

“I’m heading back to my room.” Tristan told them.

“Don’t you want to stay and watch the female dance?” Ven asked him.

Yes, but he wouldn’t stay. What good would it do for him to stare at someone that beautiful and know that he would never be allowed to touch her? Ven and Enigma One could act as if he had a chance for redemption, but he knew better. Fate was a fickle bitch, and she was coming after him. As it should be.

With one last glance toward the bar, he left. Tonight would be his last.

 

*~*~*~*

 

“I love it when you strut your stuff,” Troy the bartender said with a suggestive smile.

“Of course, you do. I do believe you’re a glutton for punishment. Look at the boner you're sporting,” Mira told him with a grin. She had been friends with Troy before she started dancing here.

“You could always help me out.”

“And ruin a perfectly good friendship? No thank you.”

“You’re the perfect little temptress.”

“Have you seen me? Nothing little about this body.”

“So, you keep telling me.”

“Looks like I lost a customer. He switched to whiskey I see.”

“As if you weren’t checking him out while you danced.”

“Lot of good it did me. He left.”

“That creep came back. I believe he went to teach him some manners.”

“I can take care of myself.”

“I guess you forgot that several girls have gone missing.”

“Rumor says they moved on.”

“Mira, you know better than to listen to rumors.”

“I know. I’m going to call it a night.”

“Be safe and keep your gift tucked away tight.”

“We both know it doesn’t work like that.” She put on the coat that was hanging off her finger before she walked to the side of the bar. There was a door that said employees only. 

The hotter air hit her immediately. There was no air conditioner running back here. She passed the door for the manager who also happened to be the owner and most nights the bartender. He liked to get his hands dirty. A little further along was a door that simply said, girls. That’s where she, and the other dancers came to change their clothes.

She opened the door to find Eve and Anna talking. 

“Mira.” They both greeted her. Anna turned away even as she said her name.

“How are two of my favorite girls?”

They both laughed. “Why do you keep calling us girls?”

“I wonder if I thought I was grown at twenty-four and five.”

“I’m graduating from college this year that makes me grown,” Eve told her with a hard nod to her head.

“You keep thinking that short stuff. There’s a nice crowd out there, and I got them worked up for you. The tips should be nice.”

“That’s why I love this job. The tips,” Anna said still not looking at them.

“How are you feeling Anna?”

“Fine, thanks, Mira.”

“Is that so?” She walked over not making a sound to stand beside Anna. “Allow me to be the judge of that.”

Gently she turned her around in her chair. There was a large bruise on her cheek. The pale white skin was discolored and quickly going from a range of blues to purple and black.

“I fell.” She said putting her hand on her face to hide the bruise.

“How’d that happen?”

“You know how clumsy I am. I was walking around the house, and my feet got tangled in the throw rug, and I went down on the hardwood.”

“So clumsy. I’ve watched you in five-inch heels walk that stage then run and jump on that pole swinging around, and you never miss a beat. The next time I find a bruise on you my little porcelain doll, I’m going to come to your house and start breaking whatever hurt you. Even if it’s that woman, you call girlfriend. Don’t worry you don’t have to say a word. I’ll make sure she gets my message. Do you need someplace to crash tonight?”

“Eve said I could crash at her place.”

“Good. Both of you be safe going home tonight. I don’t like the fact that so many young girls are missing.”

“We will.” They both got up and grabbed a coat before they raced out the door.

Mira slumped in one of the chairs they left empty. She was too old for this. There were only ten years between them, but she felt older than mother Teresa when she was around these young girls. Anna’s face and the pain that came from her in waves rolled over her. That small contact with her was enough to test the restraints she built up over the years.

Standing she stripped naked and reached for a pair of hipster underwear. Yeah, she knew all about sexy thongs since she took one off but honestly that string between her butt cheeks irritated her more than she liked.

After sliding on her panties, she grabbed a pair of jeans and shimmied into them. Her phone did the vibration dance over the long counter they used to do their makeup.

"Hello." She took a deep breath getting ready for the caller.

“The kitten has claws, and she’s trying to use them in fear. I need mama cat to come comfort her before she escapes the trap.”

She gave a sigh. Tonight wasn’t getting any easier. The momentary lapse in judgment she had earlier when she wanted to spend the evening with the man she talked to was over. She wasn’t that girl, who could just be carefree.

“Do not declaw the kitten. Let her use you as a scratching post. She cannot escape the trap I set for her.”

She took off the jeans that were so tight they clung to every indecent curve of her body and replaced them with mom jeans. A small chuckle came out. She paired it with a prim and proper shirt and a pair of Nikes. A quick look in the mirror told her she almost looked like the girl next door.

She grabbed her purse and checked for her car keys before she walked out. There was an exit next to their room, so they didn’t have to walk back through the bar. She took it. Her car was parked close to the door. She owned a small Jeep, nothing that would draw attention to her.

She turned the music on and began to sing slightly off-key as she pulled out of the lot. How different her life would have been if she could carry a tune. Nope, she’d be doing the same thing just on a bigger playing field. She couldn’t stop trapping kittens, male or female they were both fair game. Now to make her kitten disappear.

She parked behind a warehouse that sat close to the river. No one used this area at night, and the buildings that belonged to her were separate from the more trafficked area.

“Mira!” Diane half screamed half cried her name. Her wild eyes looked around trying to find an avenue of escape.

“What’s wrong sweetie?” The teen ran to her collapsing in her arms. She cried on her shirt, tears, and snot making it wet. Mira stroked her hair until the girl stopped crying.

“I changed my mind and he,” she stopped to point at Jax, “Wouldn’t let me leave.”

“What made you change your mind?”

She looked up and then down at her feet.

“Diane?” She placed her hand under her chin and tilted her head back to look at her.

“He loves me,” she whispered. “He told me last night if he lost me, he couldn’t go on.”

Mira ran her hand over the girls back and stopped when she gave a cry of pain. She lifted her shirt to find bruises consistent with a fist.

“Diane, if you stay with him, he will kill you. He can’t control his temper, and he won’t get help. I can’t help him, but I can help you, if you let me.”

“How will I live, make money? I only know how to sell my body.”

“I have a place away from the city where you will live. They will get you clean, make sure you get an education. Most importantly no one will hurt you. I swear; I would kill them if they touched you.”

“Why me?”

“I’m a sucker for hurt kittens with big eyes. You have to agree because detox will be a bitch.”

“Even my mom doesn’t care.”

“I’m not your mom.”

Her face brightened. “No, you’re my friend. I want to do this. I’m just scared that I’ll stop in the middle and run away.”

“Don’t worry kitten you’ll be protected until you're ready to stand on your own.”

Jax and Lea walked out of the shadows. Lea was a mother who lost a child to the streets. That’s when she made the decision, she would save every little kitten she could.

“Go with Jax and Lea, they will take care of you.”

“He really is sorry.”

“I know.” 

Lea tucked her arm around Diana’s shoulders, and she laid her head against Lea’s chest. Lea was a mother from the top of her perfectly coifed hair to the tips of her polished nails.

She lost her only child to the streets and decided never again. She’d been helping Mira ever since. Jax, on the other hand, was scarier. He stood at six three ex-military with the face of an angel. Sometimes life wasn’t fair.

Mira gave an exaggerated groan when his toned ass went through the door.

 


Chapter Two

 

Mira knew she shouldn’t walk. Hell, she knew better, but she couldn’t shake the feeling that the rest of her life came down to her decision to walk or drive. That’s what happened when you were human and in touch with all your senses. She wasn’t an empath; that's what the doctors told her growing up.

They gave her medicine for an assortment of mental diseases. Each drug left her worse off than the one before. When she was finally able to get out of the house. She landed up in her boyfriend’s bed. Not a step up more like a lateral move. Still, it gave her the presence of mind to start weaning herself off the drugs. Eventually, she was once again dealing with an onslaught of how the whole world felt.  This time she did what she couldn’t do when she was younger, she faced the problem. She read obscure books that helped to teach her control.

Now unlike before she knew what ignoring a thought or a feeling could do. Knowing intelligently that it was foolish to walk, she put her keys away and started walking.

When she got to the sidewalk, a tall figure peeled himself off the side of the building. He wasn’t hiding, which was good. He was totally blank, which scared her for the first time in ten years.

“Hi.” His voice was pleasant, but what stood out in the dark was impossibly bright blue eyes.

“Hi. Have you been waiting long?” she finally asked.

“Not really.” He fell in step beside her as she walked up the street.

“My name is Ven.”

“Hi Ven, I’m Mira.”

“Nice to meet you.”

“You too. Have I seen you around?”

“I was at the club tonight.”

He was one of the men sitting at the table that her guy looked back at. She winced. Living in fantasy wasn’t her thing, but there was something about the man she met earlier that made her want to get closer.

“I remember.” She looked around realizing her path had veered. She was no longer walking towards home, but the cemetery.

“You’re pretty smooth. I almost didn’t detect how you changed our course.”

He looked down and gave her a smile. Her heart stuttered for a minute. He was young, but those eyes and that smile were going to break someone’s heart, and that was before you factored in his killer body.

“Should I take the time to make out a Will?”

“I don’t kill angels.”

She didn’t have to ask. Angels was how she referred to her small network of helpers. The question was, how did he know that?

“You’ve been watching me.”

“Are you surprised?”

She noticed he didn’t answer her question. But yeah, she wasn’t surprised she was being watched. She did find it strange that no one had tried to stop her.

“Then why are we here?” The gate to the cemetery was wide open.

“Someone needs your help.” Ven turned and walked away. Another male with a fine ass walking away from her.

She watched him until he was out of sight. This could be a trap. She couldn’t pick up one emotion from him stray or otherwise. Go home she told herself, but her days of running away were long gone.

Turning she walked into the cemetery, just wandering until she felt a note of incredible sadness and intense longing. Her feet turned and took her towards the well of despair she could feel surrounding her like a wool blanket.

Standing in the doorway of an open crypt was the male from earlier. 

“What a strange place to meet up suga. I mean we could have just gone to your place.”

“What are you doing here?” Tristan looked at her as if he knew she was there before he heard her voice.

Her breath caught in her throat. When he was seated at the bar with his head down, she couldn’t really see him. Now that he was standing he was tall with beautiful green eyes. His shoulders were broad, but his waist was trim, and everything in-between looked like solid muscle.

“You a warrior suga?”

“A healer.”

Damn if any of her doctors looked that good, she’d never miss an appointment.

“Bet you’re the richest doctor on the planet.”

He laughed. It was rusty, but it was a laugh.

“So why are you out here?”

He froze her out as he turned to face the crypt again.

“Go home, it's not safe out here.”

“No.”

He turned around his green eyes were wide. Obviously, he wasn’t familiar with the word no.

“What did you say?”

“No, it’s that little word that kids learn to say early in life. The one that says I don’t care what the hell you said, I’m not doing it.”

“I can make you leave.” His eyes were flashing, something dark and dangerous moved behind them. 

A smarter woman would back off. But she left smarter a long time ago. When you lived in a world where other people’s emotions were as real as your own. You had to learn to take risks.

“Then make me.” She moved closer to him so that she was in his intimate sphere. He could touch her, hurt her, all she could count on was the very core of him to take the correct action.

“You’re dangerous, to yourself and others,” He growled at her.

She let out the breath she didn’t know she was holding. Being this close made her realize that there was an edge to his emotions. A foreignness she never dealt with before. He made her think of a wild animal, but nothing on earth could compare to what was coming from him.

Looking up she gave him a silly smile edged with relief. “Yeah, I’ve been looking for someone who could handle me for years. Unfortunately, it looks like I’m meant to be alone.”

“So that’s it? You accept that fates a fickle bitch and keep walking?” His voice held a question in it.

“That’s exactly what I’m going to do. What choice do I have?” She looked away for a moment.

He reached up and ran a hand through his hair. The length of it and the leather tie that held it back caught him by surprise. When was the last time he paid attention to his hair?

The sigh that escaped his mouth was filled with centuries of helping others while he watched any joy he first felt disappear.

Taking his eyes off the crypt, he sat on the stone steps leaning back on his arms. He tilted his head to look at her.

“Sit?”

“Sure thing, suga.”

“Why do you call me that? My name is Tristan.”

Now that was an awkward question, the answer was too revealing.

“My name’s Mira.” She sat down next to him. The stone was too cold for her to want to lean back.

“Nice to meet you, Mira.”

“You too.”

“So, what’s next?” Tristan asked.

“I thought we could leave this place since you don’t seem to be visiting. I have a car nearby. We could go get something to eat. I could eat and then I’ll take you home.”

“Mira have you ever thought you’re too old to go on?”

She studied him, taking in the planes of his face, the cut of his hard jaw. His lips fascinated her. One minute they could be cold, hard, and flat. The next, they were warm, soft looking, and inviting.

“You can’t be more than forty.”

“I was a baby in your terms at forty, but I’ll roll with it. Whatever age I am, I’m too old to go on.”

“I’m thirty… five.” She was thirty-five, but she had started shaving years off her age a while ago. Ageism was alive and real. Men aged like fine wine. The older they got, the more desirable they were. Women aged like meat. The older they got, the more the world thought they smelled.

“You’re still a baby. Beautiful and desirable, but still young.”

“I’m going to preen and take the beautiful and desirable part and ignore the baby segue.” 

“And obviously intelligent.”

The way he nodded his head afterward like his words were law made her laugh. It was the first reason she had to laugh all day long.

“I think I could like you.”

“You’re easy to talk to. If I’m not careful, I’ll spill all my secrets.”

“No worries, you just friend zoned me.” She grimaced at the thought.

“What is this friend zone?”

“When a man tells a woman nicely that she’s lovely, but all they can be is friends. He’s not attracted to her. It’s not a bad thing.” Unless the male in question looked like a god with his hard muscles, and you were dying to see him without his pants on.

He stood every muscle crying out for her to stroke. He held out a hand, and she took it afraid he may hurt himself when he tried to help her up.

“Either these muscles work, or they’re only for show.” She relaxed, and he pulled her to her feet. He never even breathed hard.

“Suga?” He nodded his head cutting off her words.

His arm snaked around her waist and pulled her close. He bent his head placing his lips against hers. She expected an all-out assault. Instead, he caressed her lips gently. He took his time as he coaxed her to open. When she did, his tongue slipped into her mouth caressing her tongue. Getting to know her. He spread his taste through her slowly. A lick there a caress here until her hands were clutching at his shoulders.

He deepened the kiss when she thought he would step back. Now he knew her mouth enough to know what spots triggered her. When his tongue flicked at the roof of her mouth and then caressed it. Her legs threatened to buckle. Then the sound of her own moan turned her on even more.

She never met a male who took the time to get to know her like this especially in the beginning. She stepped back, fear that she might drop her pants at the thought of a good lay made her protect herself.

“That was some kiss.”

“I wanted to make sure I destroyed the friend zone.”

What the hell did he just say? Right friend zone. As soon as her toes uncurled she’d try to make sense of what just happened.

“Dinner?” It was all her trembling lips would say.

“Lead the way.”

He was a huge presence at her back. She could feel the heat of his body and the strangeness of his emotions.  Was he protecting her? She couldn’t be sure. The more time she spent with him, the more aware she became that he processed the things he saw and felt differently.

It would take her years, maybe a lifetime to understand him. A mystery, that was new, unique, the interest she had in him was becoming more intense. Now that she understood that she could misread his intentions, his wants or desires, she was even more fascinated by him. It was never any fun knowing what a guy wanted almost before he knew.

“I’m parked over here by the warehouses.”

“What brought you down here?”

“I was helping a friend.”

There was that laser-like gaze of his zooming in on her back. She wanted to twitch her shoulders or rub her neck.  Deliberately this time she let out her feelers to pick up what he was feeling.  Nothing but general surface emotions? Did he know what she was? Was he blocking?

She stopped and turned to look at him. His green eyes were sparkling with mirth. Maybe always knowing what a guy was thinking was better than this unknown territory.

“This is my Jeep.” She fished the keys out of her pocket and unlocked the door. “Get in.”

She waited until he shut the door and put on the seatbelt. Her car never moved until everyone was buckled up. Her mind tried to think of why, but she pushed the memory aside. Something's didn’t need to be dwelled on.

“Someplace specific you want to eat?”

The shake of his head she caught out of the corner of her eye said no. “You pick.”

Well then, she’d take him to her favorite spot. She turned the Jeep on and pulled out wondering what she was doing with a stranger in her car so late at night.

“There’s a nice spot not too far from here that I love. The best thing about it is that it doesn’t open until late. Not a lot of people know about it, and that’s how the owner likes it. He started the place because he’s a night owl. It gives him a chance to mingle with others.”

“What about you? Do you prefer being up late?”

“I did when I was younger. Now I like to think I’m more adjusted. Which means I sleep any chance I get.” She gave a soft laugh.

“You work at night.”

“The crush of people is less during the evening and the night. You would think there would be more people out and about, but there isn’t. During the day, the streets are filled with people and emotions. They stream out of every building and fill the air with noise. At night, more people are home. The air is less saturated.”

“You read emotions like they are words.”

“I’m human.”

“I know.”

“You’re not. I know that too,” she said quietly.

That’s where she got silent. He was supposed to laugh and make fun of what she was saying. He didn’t. His voice and his demeanor said he was telling the truth. How could he be anything other than human? This should be where she got off. She waited for her mind to scream run. Those words, that warning never came. It was because she already knew everything that walked this planet wasn’t human. Or maybe they had been human but weren’t anymore.

“You’re taking that well.”

“Well suga, I can feel your emotions, even if I’m not sure I’m reading them correctly, and they aren’t screaming human.”

“Yes, it seems that you have a talent for slipping under my guard.”

That was interesting. He could project what he wanted others to see.

“Can all of your kind do that?”

“It comes with age.”

“And your old.” She said it with a hint of a laugh.

“You’re catching on.”

She turned her head and flashed a smile at him before her eyes locked onto the road in front of her.

“I bet you never met someone like me.” She pulled into a parking space and turned off the Jeep.

“I believe there is only one you.”

She gaped at him as he got out the car. That was a compliment, right? Of course, it was. She hurriedly got out and went to stand on the sidewalk next to him.

“I’m going to like you.” She said softly before leading him into the restaurant.

This time his lips curved into a smile. Going to ground didn’t seem like the best solution any longer.

“Why are you feeding me?” he asked once they were seated at a table.

“You look like you haven’t eaten in a while.” Which didn’t make sense. He was all thick muscle. The kind that made her want to strip out of her too big outfit and show him her panties. Damn, she should have worn the irritating thong.

“Can I take your order?” Their waitress gave them a bright smile. Her eyes skimmed Tristan’s body, and she lit up with interest.

“He’s too old for you sweetie.” The waitress blushed making Mira put away her claws. Of course, she looked. She’d have to be dead not to. “I’ll have the burger supreme combo, make my patty medium well, and ice tea to drink.”

“For you sir?”

“I’ll have the same but make my burger a double and my patties rare.” He gave her a smile, more to mess with Mira.

“You know she’s going in the back right now to tell all the other waitresses about the hottie sitting at her table.”

“I know.”

“Then why?”

“I liked watching you hiss.”

Oh, that man, male, alien, whatever he was sure did know how to sweet talk her.

“How is someone as old as you not hitched?” He stared at her his face blank. “Married? Have a girlfriend?” 

“Mated. Where I came from I was not allowed to mate. Even if I had been no female would have given me the time of day.”

Note to self, stay away from the planet of idiots. “Maybe one day you can tell me about it. You’re on earth now, most likely half the female population would die to have you as theirs and at least a fourth of the male population.” There was that panty-melting smile again. 

“You’re too kind.”

The waitress came back with their drinks. “Your food will be out soon.”

Mira nodded and kept her smile to herself. There were at least two sets of eyes peeking over at them. She leaned over the table and kissed him.

“What did I do to deserve that?”

“Just making sure the friend zone was totally destroyed.” And staking a claim but he didn’t need to know that, not yet.

“Uh huh, friend zone.”

She couldn’t help it; she laughed. “Do your friends know how funny you are?”

“No,” he turned to look around the restaurant.

“Everything okay?”

“Yeah, they are like shadows. This is the first time they haven’t been watching me. I thought I shook them earlier, but one of them always seems to find me.

She was willing to bet good money that he was talking about Ven the young male she met earlier. Male because if Tristan wasn’t human, neither was Ven.

“I’ll take good care of you until they find you.”

“That brings me comfort and scares me at the same time.” He never thought of himself as weak, but right now he wanted to run.

The waitress brought out the food. They ate in silence each of them wondering how the night would end.


Chapter Three

 

 

“Where should I drop you off?” Dinner with him made her smile; it was perfect until the waitress brought the check. They both reached for it; Tristan was faster. He gave her a look that she didn’t need emotions to interpret.

Allowing him to pay was harder than walking into that graveyard alone. She didn’t like being beholden to anyone. Things like that came back to bite her on the ass.

“Your place or mine?” His deep voice had her thinking things that should be illegal.

“How about I take you home, and then we meet tomorrow morning for coffee?” He rattled off the address. She turned the car on and pulled out.

They ended up on the other side of town at a motel. This is not where she would have chosen to lay her head. Then again, if she was an alien and looked like he did, this place wouldn’t phase her. He got out the car when she stopped and walked around until he stood by her door. He held his hand out and waited.

This is where you leave Mira. You say goodnight and make plans to meet in the morning. It was the responsible thing to do. This is what she would teach her daughter if she had one. That hurt, thirty-five and no children. She’d never be teaching her child anything. Maybe it was not having someone at home to greet her, or maybe it was the fact that she felt safe with him. Whatever it was; she turned off the Jeep and opened the door.

Fate that bitch whispered that she hoped Mira lived to see tomorrow. She read somewhere that people with enhanced senses were more at risk of becoming mentally unstable. She kind of believed it. She took his hand and listened as the car door closed behind her with a sound that was final. One click and the door was locked. 

Tristan led her to a room that was situated in front of where she parked. The hotel had three levels. He was on the first level no big surprise there. The door opened; she wasn’t sure what she was expecting. It was a motel room, but it was neat. His bed was made, and his clothes weren’t thrown around. That meant something, right?

She sniffed testing for the scent of bleach while her eyes roamed the floor. Too many Criminal Minds episodes, but it paid to be diligent. He was standing in the room while she was still in the open doorway.

“Did I pass?”

She blushed; he knew what she was doing. “Sure suga.”

“Still suga and not Tristan,” he threw her a smile.

“Now you're asking for a lot.”

“Just a night.”

She walked into the room and closed the door behind her. “Then let’s not waste what’s left of it.”

“You’re nervous.” She walked over to him letting her hand rest on his chest.

“It’s been a while.”

“Hmm, a month or two or a whole year?” She gave him a flirty smile.

“More years than I want to count.” His voice was low the bass tripping over her nerves sending rumbling sensations down her spine as her mind scrambled to understand what he was saying.

“More than a year?” Her voice was high pitched. Most men she umm knew never denied themselves.

“Way more.” His arms encircled her pulling her closer. His hand went to her back allowing his long fingers to play with her spine.

“You may need more than me.”

“You’ll do just fine.” He stuck his nose in her throat and inhaled.

“You’re smelling me.” It’s not that she hadn’t ever had a man smell her before, but it had never been like this. He was inhaling her scent like she was a buffet, and he was a starving man. Fuck hadn’t she seen this on one of those cop shows she liked to watch?

“I like the way you smell maybe I want to eat you.”

Her body tried to stiffen and tremble at the same time. Great, she loved mixed messages.

“That could be hot depending on what you mean.”

His laugh was deep before he swatted her on her ass. Hitting her rear end was a no go so why was her pussy flooding? His hand smoothed over where he just swatted making her lean into him to rub her pussy against his leg.

“You smell so good.” He sniffed the air before looking at her. “I need to taste you.”

His mouth came down on hers with a smothered growl. He tasted her lips taking time to lick them until all she wanted was to open and invite him in. When he pressed his tongue against the seam of her mouth, she willingly took him in.

She wasn’t one to wax lyrical, but the man could kiss. His tongue stroked hers gently at first. One stroke then another, each ticking up her desire for him by another notch. Then he sucked on her tongue making her nipples throb with need and her pussy moist to the point that the panties she wore were now useless.

Her hands went around his neck drawing him closer to her, so she could rub herself against the thick bulge he was sporting. She pulled away from the kiss panting.

“Someone likes what he sees and feels.” Her remark sounded a bit cocky, but she wanted to make sure he liked what he was getting. She was thick, full figured, there were many more derogatory terms for her figure. Most days she didn’t pay them any mind she liked who she was. The one thing she always stopped for, was to make sure if she was getting naked for a man on a personal level that he liked what she had to offer.

“Don’t like it,” he whispered in her ear. “I love it.” His hands went to her ass clutching her cheeks before he squeezed. “I would love it more if I could see it.”

She knew he meant naked. He got a look while she was on stage, but there was nothing like seeing a woman up close and personal. The same way she felt about seeing a man, this man.

She started taking off her shirt. “Hey, this isn’t show and tell. Right now, you’re not doing anything but telling.”

He smiled showing his pearly whites that looked a little too sharp. She ignored that deciding this was not an episode of Criminal Minds. It was more like Sex and the City.

His shirt came off; she stopped thinking about television shows. The man was cut. His arms looked like he was a bodybuilder. Not in the heavyweight division thank God, she never liked her men so big they scared her. But she could see every cut on his body how his muscles came together. Why was she just noticing his height now? She wasn’t short. At five feet seven inches she always thought of herself as the perfect height for heels. 

Tristan, on the other hand, had her by a good six inches may be more. Her eyes roamed his chest loving the way his pecs stood out. She bit her lips as she realized he was a little on the gray side. She thought it was the lights earlier, but the color wasn’t going anywhere.

“I think you need some sunlight suga.” Her hands went to his chest unable to resist his eight pack.

“This is as good as it gets. Take it or leave it.”

“I’ll take it.” Her voice was sultry and dripping with need.

She ran the pad of her fingers over his chest. Her nails were long, but she kept them to herself. Her fingers throbbed as she touched him. She never felt anything like that before. It was like her whole body was a live wire where every nerve and muscle were not only connected but charged.

“Mira.” His hand went to cup one of her breasts.

“I love how that feels.”

He pulled on her nipple through her bra. Her pussy creamed as a hiss of pleasure left her lips. She never thought of her nipples as being that sensitive, seems Tristan knew something she didn’t.

“You keep doing that, and I’ll never get undressed.”

“That’s what I’m here for.” His deep voice sent shock waves through her.

Please don’t let this be a dream. She prayed as his fingers went to the button on her mom jeans. Of all the days not to dress like a horny sex kitten. Her button came undone then he was pulling her zipper down. Yes, please!

Tristan dropped to his knees.

“What are you doing down there?” She was struggling to breathe, to talk. His lips were pressed against her belly giving her kisses and licks, the kind that she only dreamed of.

“Just checking out the lay of the land.”

“There are several hills and valleys.”

“I like it like that.” His hand clutched her pants and her panties taking them down as one. He tapped her leg to step out and then the other one.

She was standing in front of him wearing nothing but a bra. He stuck his nose into her pussy and breathed deeply. She tensed, then relaxed when a growl of need hit her ears.

“I love the way you smell.”

She didn’t want to argue. Tonight was going to be one she would remember forever. 

He leaned back and looked up. “You good?”

“Excellent.” Her voice was husky with need. She was seconds away from begging him to touch her.

He pressed his finger against her clit making her legs shake. “I heard about this.”

He placed his mouth on her and sucked.

Oh, dear heaven. She grasped his shoulders to keep from falling on her behind. Her hips thrust trying to get her pussy closer to his face.

“You like that.” It came out as a growl. He stood, picked her up and laid her on the bed with her legs spread wide. He climbed between them, his face going back to her pussy like he was a man starving.

“Damn!” she screamed. He was sucking on her clit driving her crazy with need. Every lick of his tongue or scrape of his teeth took her higher. Her fingers gripped his hair as she held him close.

His fingers found the slit of her pussy and began to stroke her. Then the first one pushed through her slick folds to find its way inside. Tristan began to feed her his emotions while he finger-fucked her.

He told her how slick she was and tight. How beautiful her pussy was. It tasted divine. He was floored that she let someone like him touch her. His heart melted with the joy she was giving him. Then he added a second finger.

“I need more,” she called out. She was riding his fingers while he still played with her clit. Her hands went to her neglected nipples. They were hard and pouting. She pulled on one and felt a fresh wave of cream come from her. 

His mouth moved to her pussy licking it up. Then he placed three fingers in her and fucked her hard making her ride the edge of her release.

“Tristan please, please.”

“There it is, my name.” He took his tongue sticking it deep within her. “What do you want Mira, tell me?”

“I want to come on your face.”

“Your wish…” He stuck his finger back in her working her hard. Going as deep as possible making sure he hit every nerve along the smooth walls of her pussy.

“Please Tristan.” It started at the base of her spine. That familiar feeling, but it didn’t stop it increased until she was screaming with the need for release. Only then did it explode up her back and through her body. Her pussy gave up the fight squirting its release in thick gushes.

Tristan's face was there sucking up every bit of cream she had to offer until her body was left limp like a rag doll. She was unable to move.

When he finally crawled up the bed to pull her into his arms, his green eyes were bright.

“No one ever let me do that before, thank you.” He kissed her allowing her to taste herself on his lips.

Damn, that was hot. He pulled her closer tucking her against his side. His arms wrapped around her keeping her safe, or giving her shelter.

 She wanted round two. She needed to taste him to feel his length inside of her. He was still hard and throbbing. Her eyes closed. Sleep first, then fuck Tristan until his eyes rolled back into his head.

 

 


Chapter Four

 

 

It was the knock, then the opening of the door that woke Tristan. His eyes popped open as he wondered if Enzo and Deja would forgive him for killing Ven?

“They won’t forgive you and why are you still in bed?”

“Suga, why do we have company?” Mira lifted her hand to her eyes blocking the sunshine coming from the door.

“Get out Ven, or they will have to swear vengeance on me because you will be dead.”

“Nope, not leaving.” He turned to face the door, then closed it. “Hurry up, looking at the door is boring, and we have to go.”

“I think that’s my cue suga, maybe we can hook up another time?” She didn’t really want to leave. They hadn’t gotten to round two.

“You stay. Ven is leaving.”

“Tristan, we have a house to look at, or do you want to keep sleeping with your mate in a hotel room?”

“Mate?”

“Wait… what?” She would have protested more, but Tristan was totally gray. She guessed she was good enough for a night of fun, but not forever after. Not that it mattered, she wasn’t looking for more than a good hard fuck.

“I’m out of here.”

“No, you’re not.” He grabbed her by the waist and pulled her back onto the bed.

“Can’t the two of you talk about this later?”

“Ven,” Tristan growled. “This is why your parents let you leave!”

Mira laughed. Ven was allowing her to feel his emotions. He was enjoying himself at Tristan’s expense.

“Why don’t you ask her to come along?”

“Ven not another word out of you or I’m going to put you in a state of stasis that will take you a hundred years to work your way out of.”

Ven got quiet, and Mira worked on not laughing.

“I understand if you have to leave.”

“That’s not what I’m picking up from you.” His emotions were crawling over her skin. Part of him wanted to tuck her close keeping her away from the world. The other part was telling him to act correctly. The two parts of him felt alien. There was something about him that felt different. What she felt last night was intensified today. What intrigued her was the honest desire that overshadowed every emotion he was projecting. That was something she never encountered before. 

“I want you to stay longer. Maybe I know why maybe I don’t.”

She looked at him. He became an emotionally clean slate; she wasn’t going to get anymore. His ability to masque his emotions intrigued her drawing her in. Common sense told her to back away. The sex was good. It was damn good. She had a life to get back to helping damaged kittens and strutting her stuff on stage. 

Why can’t we have more? The small voice that lived in the back of her head asked.

She ignored it, but she couldn’t ignore Tristan or the fact that she didn’t want to leave his side. 

“Sure, why not? I’m all for looking at houses.”

“I knew you would come.” She eyed Ven, who was still studying the door. She had a feeling he did know she was going to come along.

“Well hurry up, I sent Enigma One ahead of us. Who knows how they are terrifying our realtor?”

That seemed to get Tristan moving. 

“Get dressed, those five in the city by themselves bothers me.” He started dressing.

Mira grabbed her clothes then decided if you can’t beat them, join them. She dressed while Ven watched the door and sighed loudly for effect.

“I have a feeling you’re a handful,” she told Ven as they walked out the door. His laughter followed her.

“Guess I’m driving.” Both Tristan and Ven went to her Jeep. She unlocked it; Ven gave her directions to a place that was on the edge of the city but looked like it was forgotten in time.

“I’ve never seen this place before.”

“It’s protected. Unless you know it’s here, you won’t see it. A lot like our home.”

She nodded since she didn’t know where their home was, she had nothing to compare it to. She pulled up a long driveway to find a house that seemed to spread out over a huge area.

“Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous?” Two sets of eyes looked at her blinking slowly. “You’ve never seen that television show where they take you through some of the most lavish houses on the planet?”

They both shook their heads.

“Alright, this place is so big that I can’t see where the house ends. It reminded me of the show.”

They climbed out of the Jeep to find the realtor sitting on the top step of the porch.

“Tina, why are you outside?” Ven asked her.

“Your friends came to look around. They’re here somewhere. They moved a little too fast for me. Then they were giving commands, are they ex-military? The next thing I know they told me to wait for you and they were gone.” She gave Ven a look of worry while she tried to project being in charge.

He sat by her taking her hand.

“They have that effect on people. They are ex-military. Their unit was one that went undercover, so they’re not used to polite society anymore.”

“They are one unit?”

“One unit, five males. Enigma One. They’ll want to check out the land to make sure it can be secured. Living so long having to watch their backs makes them paranoid.”

“I understand my brother-in-law came home from overseas. Some of the things he does now can be scary, but he loves my sister.”

“War changes people. Don’t worry about Enigma One they would never hurt you. Let me introduce you to Tristan and Mira.”

She shook both of their hands before leading them inside.

Mira took the time to wonder who Tristan and Ven were. Tina was terrified when they pulled up to the house. Ven had not only brought her back from the edge, but he made her feel compassion for the males that scared her earlier.

Tristan channeled  power to Ven. It would have gone unnoticed if she wasn’t tuning into everything Tristan.

“The house is huge. I don’t want to scare you, but what it would take to heat or light this place is why no one lives here. I honestly don’t know what they were thinking when they built it,” Tina told them with a wry smile.

“What do you like about the house?” Mira asked her.

“I love the kitchen; it's a work of art. This living room is massive, but at times I see it filled with people. Then it becomes warm and inviting. Of course, there are great bedrooms here, and each one has its own en-suite. Can you ask for more?”

“No, it's just the cost that’s the problem,” Mira smiled at her.

“Exactly. Follow me to the kitchen.” It was large enough for several people to cook at the same time.

“There are two stoves!” Mira took off looking at the appliances and opening the cabinets. “I love this kitchen.”

“Do you cook?”

Mira turned around to find one of the males that she saw last night looking at her.

“Mira this is Cade. He’s the leader of Enigma One.” Tristan walked up behind her.

“I cook. Do you?”

“No, all of us have been in the ground for way too long.”

Thoughts of Tristan in the cemetery brought up images she wasn’t comfortable with.

“It’s a good thing you and your team are here now.” Three males smiled at her.

“I can’t wait for you to meet my mom,” Ven told her.

“We can secure the land. It will be a little tricky, but doable.”

Tristan and Ven nodded before they followed Tina on the rest of the house tour that took over two hours.

They ended the tour in the kitchen.

“It’s a great house,” Tina told them as they took a seat around the kitchen island.

“It needs some work,” Tristan told her.

“If you need the space you’ve been talking about, you won’t find a better house.”

“How much,” Ven asked.

Mira choked on the gum she wasn’t chewing when she heard the price.

Ven never batted an eye when he gave her a counter offer.

“The owner will never go for that.”

Tristan gave her a counteroffer lower than Ven’s.

Tina moved to stand between the two of them refusing to budge on the offer. Ven gave his counteroffer again. Tristan lowered his counteroffer. After ten minutes of haggling, Mira had enough.

“Stop! Tina doesn’t want to sell this place. I say we get a new agent find a different piece of land and buy that one.” Mira stood up and moved to the doorway.

“Wait, I need to make a call.” Tina stepped out of the kitchen.

“Did you hear how much the owner wants for this place?”

“It’s worth it,” Tristan said. Ven nodded his approval.

“Neither one of you looks like your rolling in money. I drove you here.”

They shrugged their shoulders and waited for Tina to come back in the room.

“The owner is willing to take Ven’s counteroffer. They will not go one cent less.” She glared at Tristan.

“We have a deal,” Ven told her before he stepped out of the room.

“Where did he go?” Tina asked.

“To free up the funds,” Tristan told her.

“Tristan talk to Declyn,” Ven said walking back into the room. He handed him his phone.

“Yes, no, of course. Let me handle them before we celebrate. No, doesn’t look like I’ll be going to ground after all. Don’t celebrate yet, nothing’s set in stone. Yes, he’s being Ven. Does he know how to be anything else? He knows how everyone feels about him. Yes, I’m keeping him safe.”

“I hate when you all talk about me like I’m eight.”

“I still remember when you were eight.” Tristan handed him the phone. “The money’s free, pay up, so we can get the keys.”

“You can’t get the keys today. There has to be a closing agreement, papers to sign,” Tina told them.

“Come with me, Tina.” She followed Ven out of the room.

“She’s right you know,” Mira told him.

“Maybe, but the first thing we learned on your planet is that money talks.”

Ven walked in with the keys. “I’ll sign the papers tomorrow, but we own the house.”

“Just how rich are you?” Mira looked between the two of them. They shrugged.

“We’ve never thought about it,” Tristan told her.

“When are you moving in?”

“Today, we need to go back to the hotel and check out. Will you take us back?”

“Of course. Maybe I can come see you here sometime.”

“Maybe or maybe you can spend the night and then tomorrow night and then…” Tristan walked up to her taking her into his arms.

“That’s a lot of maybe’s.”

“Then let’s just start with tonight.” He lowered his head.

“Ven,” she choked out.

“Is out on the porch waiting. I saw the perfect room for us.” He took her mouth in a kiss. She opened her lips to protest but ended up sucking on the tongue he sent searching. His taste hit her, and once again she was gone. The feel of his body and the taste of his mouth should be considered illegal.

“I could die happy kissing you.” She sighed into the kiss.

“I like how you taste too.” Her cheeks pinked. “Let’s go. If we’re gone too long Enigma One will start hunting us down.”

“Don’t they have names?”

“The leader is Cade. I’ll introduce you to the rest when they surface.”

“You know what I’m thinking?”

“What?” They walked through the house and onto the porch.

“You owe me breakfast and lunch.” They walked over to her Jeep.

“We can stop on the way to the hotel,” Ven said.

Mira slid into the driver’s seat and then stopped to gulp air.

“What’s wrong?” Tristan asked, he was sitting next to her.

“I felt pain, but it’s gone now. Buckle up.” She started the engine trying to ignore how Tristan and Ven were studying her.

“It sometimes happens when you tap into every emotion around you. Both of you are like a breath of fresh air. I get nothing from Ven unless he wants me to. Tristan your low-key and hard to read.”

The car swerved the minute they hit the main road. She gasped for breath unable to breathe. Mira’s foot hit the brake before they ran into a tree.

“Tina,” she said between gasps. “She’s petrified.”

Ven hopped out and pulled open Mira’s door. Tristan was there they put her in the back with him by her side. Ven took over driving.

“Which way?”

“Make a U-turn.”

He turned the car and was flying down the street in the opposite direction.

“Who taught him to drive?” Mira screamed her nails latching onto Tristan’s arm.

“His parents, do you see what I put up with.”

“How fast is he going? Wait, don’t tell me. Please, I just want to arrive alive.”

“It's not that bad,” Ven said over his shoulder.

“Eyes on the road.”

“Humans,” he said. “Where to Mira?”

“Right, make a right… now!”

Her Jeep went off-road. That’s why she bought it. All those commercials about going up and down hills and through large puddles of water appealed to her. But this was the first time her baby was going off-road. Why? Because she was a freaking city girl and proud of it.

The smooth concrete became bumpy as the shocks took on the bumps from dirt that was never supposed to be packed tight enough to make a road. She hung on tighter as pain lanced through her head, heart, and stomach.

“Someone’s hurting her.” Bile rose trying to gush out of her mouth. She lowered her head aware that Tristan had her in a hold that was unshakeable. Her eyes were closed, but her body was being pulled towards the highest concentration of pain.

“Make a left, she’s straight ahead.”

Ven made a left, then brought the Jeep to a sudden stop. Mira would have flown out the window without Tristan holding on to her.

“Stay here Mira, do not move.” Tristan laid her down in the seat before he left the Jeep.

She leaned up to get a look at the scene before her. A naked Tina was hanging from a tree by her wrists. In front of her were three men. Their shadows moved like they weren’t attached at all. Every time one of them touched her, she screamed.

They were killing her, but how? Mira could feel death coming for Tina.

“Mira.” One of the men pulled away to look at the Jeep. How did he know she was in there?

There was a roar then Tristan’s shape changed. He grew tall and hairy. His nose and mouth elongated into a snout. 

Shit, this was a dream. She was still taking the damn happy drugs she tried to escape. Her life was nothing but a druggie dream. She opened her eyes again when had she shut them? 

Tristan was still a monster, now so was Ven. It was the brightness of their eyes that said she knew who they were. One of the men… monsters came for Tristan. He turned and shredded him with impossibly long, sharp claws. There was a cry like a moan of pain and the men she thought she saw were gone.

She blinked trying to bring her eyes and the men back into focus. When she opened her eyes, how long had they been closed, Tristan and Ven were cutting Tina down. There was no sign of them being big hairy monsters. Had she imagined it? Was this area filled with swamp gas that made her hallucinate? She opened herself up to be able to feel their emotions. She sent out a probe something she would not normally do. All she encountered was the same feelings of last night. Ven felt secure, and Tristan offered her a safety she knew from her grandmother. These were not the emotions of monsters.

“She’s going to need a doctor,” Tristan said as he placed Tina in the back seat with them.

“She’s going to need more than that.” She would freak out later. Now Tina’s life lay in the balance. She placed her hand over Tina’s heart and forehead replacing what the monsters had stolen. If anyone ever found out what she could do she’d spend the rest of her life in a cage.

Something hurt  Tina almost killing her. That part hadn’t been imagined.


Chapter Five

 

 

“That was Cade on the phone. We have two hours to get our belongings, check out and get back to the house,” Ven told them quietly.

“Go get the other’s belongings I’ll take care of Mira,” Tristan told him.

“Mira?”

“Hey, suga you still with me?”

“Still here. How are you feeling?”

“Better.”

“You don’t look well.” He got out the Jeep and walked over to her door. “I’m going to carry you. You’re not going to protest.”

“You keep this up suga, and I’m going to think you're carrying me across the threshold on our wedding day.” Her voice was soft. It was hard to keep her eyes open as her emotions came and went. “I’m tired, Tristan.”

“You gave a lot of yourself. I can’t be sure, but I think your blood sugar is low. I also think you're anemic.  I want you to drink more orange juice.”

“I drank some.”

“Not enough. We also need to get some food in you.”

“I want to sleep.”

“I know, hold on Mira.”

She nodded as he placed her on the bed. Tristan sat her up and began to encourage her to take small drinks of the orange juice. After he laid her down, he packed everything he brought with him, it wasn’t much. There was a knock at the door.

“Come in.”

“I packed for everyone and checked out. We can leave.” Ven told him looking at Mira on the bed.

“What about our vehicles?”

“Cade sent Locke and Key for them.”

“Alright I’m going to let you drive. Take your time Ven.”

“I will.”

Tristan picked up Mira and carried her to the back of the Jeep.

“She put her life at risk helping Tina.”

“She’s an angel Tristan. She does this every time she helps someone.”

Tristan nodded his head and pulled her closer. He knew about the angel network. They all did. To find out that Mira was a part of it didn’t surprise him.

She was fine, and that’s what he needed to focus on. 

“Ven what do we know about the males we encountered. The one from the bar was there.”

“I called my dad and Declyn. They don’t know anything about them. I talked to mom and Fire, they haven’t felt anything. I think the dome is protecting them from this new menace.”

“They deserve the peace.”

“Well don’t tell them that. They are going to try to find out what’s going on. Mom said if we need her; she'll be here before we can blink.”

Tristan laughed. “I think we’ll figure this out on our own. Deja and Enzo and of course, then Declyn and Safire will come and then… yeah we’ll do this on our own.”

“Scared we’ll have a dragon sighting in the city?”

“Hell yeah.”

“I wanna see a dragon.” Mira struggled to raise her head.

“No dragon’s baby.”

“I like that, but you shouldn’t call me baby.”

“Why?”

“Because sweet names should only be used if you mean it.” She laid her head back on his thigh enjoying the thickness and hardness of it.

They finished the rest of the drive in silence.

“We’re here.” Tristan placed his hand on Mira’s shoulder to wake her.

“I need to work tonight.”

“Do you think you can walk a straight line or wrap that beautiful body around a pole?”

“I hate males like you.”

He lifted a brow and looked at her.

“Reasonable.” She picked up her phone and called off. “Have you seen Anna and Eve? Are they well? Thanks, if anything happens call me.”

“Anna and Eve?”

“Two young females I work with. I’m concerned about them.”

Tristan helped her out of the Jeep and up the steps. When they walked in, there were three males she hadn’t met sitting in the living room.

Damn, they were panty melting handsome. In fact, if she hadn’t of met Tristan first, she would willingly throw her panties at any of them.

“Mira this is Cade; you met him earlier. This is Locke and his brother Key.” 

“Hi, you guys remind me a lot of each other. Tall, thick with green eyes. Why does everyone except Ven have green eyes?”

“It was easier for our people to recognize us,” Cade told her.

“Why don’t I like the way you said that?”

“Because you were blessed with sensitivity,” Cade responded.

“No one has ever called this curse a blessing.”

“You’re not cursed. Without you, Tina would be dead or worse,” Tristan whispered in her ear.

“Sometimes people don’t appreciate the blessing they’ve been given. I’ll start dinner,” Ven told them.

“Ven cooks?”

“You’d be surprised what we can do Mira,” Locke told her.

“Nope, I saw what you can do.” She shivered but refused to move away from Tristan. He was different; her mind was still refusing to think about it. She was different too. If her government knew what she could do, they would call her an animal and place her in a cage. It wouldn’t matter that she couldn’t change form.

Tristan took her to a love seat to sit down.

“Did you buy the house furnished?”

“We did, but we’ll eventually change out what we don’t like. Anything you don’t like in our suite, we’ll get rid of immediately.”

“Slow down. One night does not mean you get to keep me.”

“Right, I know that.”

“But you have me for tonight. It’s probably not good for me to be on my own right now.”

“One day at a time.”

“I wish I had a change of clothes.”

“There’s a whole wardrobe upstairs for you to pick from,” Cade told her.

Tristan turned to look at him.

“What? Did you think Deja was going to let her son move into a house she hadn’t seen? I think she was in the car as soon as Ven got off the phone. Between her and Safire, they brought a store full of clothes and thing's females like, bath soaps, etc.… It’s all upstairs because what do any of us know about females?”

Tristan leaned back and laughed. “I thought I was escaping the madness when I left. They never planned to let me go to ground.”

What did going to ground mean? He was going to have to explain it. She didn’t like it. It sounded ominous.

“Should we check out this cache of clothes and possible goodness?” She needed something to take her mind off what happened today.

“Did they find the room I picked out for myself?” Tristan asked.

“Do you really have to ask?” Ven was standing in the doorway to the living room. “The food will be ready when you come down.”

“Can you stand?”

“Yeah, the orange juice seems to have helped. You’re really a doctor.”

“I am. I must admit that I really didn’t know much about human physiology. I learned from Cait; she is the first one of us to attend medical school. I thought I would never need it.”

She filed that away for later. He didn’t seem to be hiding that he was different from her. “You spent years denying what you were or needed to know.”

“I did.”

“Me too. I let people who I thought knew better than me, tell me that I was crazy. It wasn’t until I took my future into my own hands that my life started to turn around. Human’s aren't supposed to be able to feel other peoples emotions. You only get to do that on television.”

“I know, do you like it?” They were walking down the hall to the room Tristan wanted her to see.

They stopped in front of her favorite suite of rooms. You walked into a little foyer that led to a large sitting room. It was just big enough for a family, from there you could walk into the large master bedroom. There was an en-suite off the bedroom. There was also a bathroom off the sitting room as well as two other bedrooms.

“I love it. You did a good job of picking your rooms.”

“There are three rooms on the other side of this suite. I can always expand if needed. I’ll make one of them into an office. The other two will become an examine room and an overnight observation room for patients who need on-site treatment.”

“Why are you single Tristan?”

“Where I come from no self-respecting female would touch me. I was created to be used as fodder in a war that lost its meaning long ago. They found a way to use a mass of enzymes that is the basis of our evolution to mass create warriors. We are just as real as anyone else, but we have no parents, so we are expendable. We’re not real.”

“You don’t look like those in command.”

“That’s why we have green eyes. So that we can be spotted immediately as inferior.”

“I know people like that.”

“Inferior?”

“No, people who are so filled with prejudice that they can’t see beyond their own reflections.”

The smile he gave her made her heart thud. She walked over to him wrapping her arms around him.

Tristan picked her up. She wrapped her legs around his hips as his hard dick rubbed against her wet pussy. Mira rubbed herself against him before she lowered her head to kiss him.

“We haven’t had our second round yet,” her voice was husky.

Tristan kissed her driving all thought out of her head.

“You need a shower.”

“Later.” She kissed him again grinding slowly against him.

He walked over to the bed and set her down. “I want you Mira, but I can feel your emotions rubbing against mine. You’re raw. Your body is trembling even as you struggle to hide it. I feel you gathering your emotional resources while you doggedly try to rebuild your walls. What I want, and what you need are two different things.”

He placed his hands on either side of her head to hold her still and look into her eyes. “Who takes care of you when you get like this?”

“No one.” The shudder she’d been trying to hide was in her voice.

“Now you have me. Go shower, I’ll be waiting for you in the other room.”

She nodded and stood on shaky legs. There was no way she was going to let Tristan take care of her. She had been alone long enough to know not to depend on anyone except herself. The moment you leaned on them, trusted them, they left you high and dry. Taking care of yourself after you’ve been rejected was hard. 

She stripped and stood under the warm water. For a minute, she allowed herself to believe that Tristan was different. He wanted more than a hard fuck or to play with the freak before he left to find a normal girl. One he would flaunt in front of her as they bent their heads to laugh at her.

She’d done that before, she wasn’t going there again. Grabbing a towel, she dried off and went to look at the clothes that were lying out. The first thing she noticed was the multiple sizes. The second thing she noticed was how sexy everything was and the fact that everything had tags on them. They were all brand new.

All though the day was warm, she was still cold despite her hot shower. She pulled on a pair of silver leggings with a cami and a hoodie with 'play hard' written on the back in pink.

“Cold?” Tristan asked when she walked into the sitting room.

“Yeah. It’s hard for me to warm up after I help someone like that.”

Tristan took her hand and led her to the couch. “What happened to her?”

“Do you know what it feels like to be so tired that your body is drained?”

“After an intense battle, we’ve been known to get like that. Our bodies give out and refuse to move.”

“That’s a good way to describe it. Those males were fighting for her emotional and mental energy. They were draining her, another hour or maybe ten minutes, she would have been dead. A husk of her former self. Her wounds were too severe to allow to heal on their own.”

“You healed her like a surgeon stopping the internal bleeding.”

“That’s an apt analogy.”

“My opinion of you continues to rise.”

Mira cuddled up closer to his side lying her head on his chest. A sigh of contentment left her lips. She couldn’t depend on this, but she could bask in his caring for a day.

“Come on you need to eat.”

She stood up and stumbled a little.

“I’d pick you up, but I have a feeling your independence will get in the way.”

“Don’t say it like it’s a bad thing.”

“It’s not. I want to take care of you.” He leaned down and pressed a kiss against her lips before wrapping his arm around her and leading her out the door.

“What’s for dinner? It smells good.”

“I made spaghetti. The males groaned when I suggested sandwiches, and I didn’t have time to make my mom’s lasagna.”

“Ven’s our budding chef. Deja lets him work his magic in the kitchen whenever he’s in the mood to cook.”

“I can’t wait to taste it.” She took a chair.

“Nothing else?” Tristan asked looking around the kitchen.

“Cade has steaks on the grill.”

“Steaks?” She looked from Tristan to Ven.

“It should be a food group by itself on your pyramid,” Tristan said.

“I admit there are a few food groups I want to add to that darn pyramid. Of course, I was thinking more of the cake food group,” Mira told him.

“Can cookies be a food group?” Cade asked when he walked in with a platter loaded down with steak.

“Mira you’re going to have to wait to meet the other two males living here they are out on patrol,” Cade told her as he sat down at the table.

“We’re also still adjusting,” Locke told her. “Being around human females is still new.”

It was now or never. She dived in. “How long have you been on the planet?” From what Tristan told her he was much older than she was ready to deal with.

“Several hundred years.”

Yep, she wasn’t ready for that level of truth.


Chapter Six

 

 

“You look happy and relaxed tonight,” Troy told her.

“I am.” She was; Tristan had spent last night holding her. Today he made her relax in his enormous tub. She’d give good money to have one of those in her apartment. Jets had worked overtime on her muscles combined with bath salts and skin creams. 

Then the male was a doctor with the most talented hands. When he gave her a massage, she thought she’d melted into a Mira puddle. It was a once in a lifetime stay. The kind of thing that only happened in her dreams. The fact that she lived it sort of scared her.

“Have you ever had the most delicious thing happen to you?” She waited a beat before going on. “I have; it feels like I reached the pinnacle of my life, and now I’m waiting for it all to come crashing down.” She still expected to wake and realize Tristan was a dream.

“I’ve been there. I figured if I was still alive after it happened it meant there was more out there for me to experience.”

“Troy you’re a freaking philosopher, who knew.”

He wagged his brows at her. “If only you let  me show you what else I can do.”

“Be still my heart.” She clutched her chest and walked off smiling.

Troy walked over to Tristan, who was sitting in the corner of the bar watching the door that Mira disappeared through.

“If you hurt her, you will regret it,” Troy’s eyes flashed red.

“Why would I do that?” Tristan’s eyes blazed bright green.

“That’s the wild male in his natural habitat. You can tell from the glaring eyes and the flexing of the nose. Soon he will take his foot and began to kick up imaginary dirt on the floor.” They turned to stare at Mira. She had come back out without them noticing her.

“That look is a warning to the female to stop interfering with a man’s business.” Mira turned and gave Anna a smile. “Since Troy is busy grab us a few bottles of water. I wouldn’t want them to stop threatening each other with bodily harm.”

“Did you think this through?” Troy turned to look at Tristan.

“No, I was overwhelmed with her beauty and brains. Do you think I’ll survive?”

Mira rolled her eyes and walked away. They laughed as the door closed behind her.

“She’s special,” Troy told him.

“I know. I’m already wondering where I would be if I hadn’t met her.”

“In the ground.” Troy turned and walked away.

He had a point. That was the reason he left his compound. It was time to give it up and let the younger Kur’iks live the life he never found for himself. It was amazing that in the minute he was about to give it all up, change was seeking him.

If he had left sooner or moved faster, he would have missed what was in store for him. Mira wasn’t going to be easy. His little mate was fighting the attraction. A smile played around his lips. This was the dream he never thought he could have. He found it in a small extra curvy human female. If only his creators could see him now.

“Tristan where is your mate?”

“Backroom with the other dancers. What are you doing here Cade?”

Cade took a seat playing with the glass of whiskey in his hand. “Everyone else is back at the house, including Ven. I told him if he didn’t get two good nights of sleep I was calling Deja to come take him home.”

Tristan chuckled. “You’re going to pay for that one.”

“Maybe, but I don’t like the way he looks. I came out tonight so you would have some backup in case you needed it.”

Tristan wanted to protest, but the look of Tina and what Mira had to do to stabilize her stilled plagued him.

“What do you think we’re dealing with?”

“I don’t know. Why bother Tina? She reads as a low-level psychic. There are fifteen of them in here tonight. Were they following us, and Tina got caught in the crossfire?”

“When I fought the first one he said something about us being holed up in our compound. That’s why we didn’t know what was going on.”

“He made a good point. Enigma One was in the ground, and Declyn and Enzo were just trying to hold the rest of the pack together. Then Deja showed up. We would still be there if you hadn’t of decided to walk away.”

“I didn’t just decide.” Tristan shook his head. Nothing he said was going to change what happened.

The female who had been with Mira, and another came out from the back of the stage.

“You have good taste,” Troy told Tristan. “The females here are gorgeous.”

“I think Mira’s protective of those two.”

“Of course, she is. They look like the kittens she wrangles.”

Tristan nodded and watched as the women owned the stage.

“Trouble,” Cade said with a low voice.

“I see her.”

A female walked in; she was thick and muscular for a female. She looked like she threw around weights for a living. Her hair was cut close, but her makeup was superb. She gave off a distinct feminine smell.

“She has eyes for the kitten on stage,” Cade commented.

They watched as the porcelain doll strutted her stuff. The minute she caught the female watching her, she tripped. When the set was over, she spoke to the female she was sharing the stage with before leaving it to talk to the one watching. 

Tristan and Cade leaned closer to hear what was being said.

“What are you doing here?”

“I missed you, Anna.”

“I’m not coming back, Julie.” She fidgeted unable to keep still.

“We had a fight; all couples fight.”

“You scared me.”

“I’m sorry baby. It was a rough night. Nothing like that will ever happen again.”

“You say that all the time,” Anna told her backing up.

“I’m getting help.”

“You are?”

“I am, let’s go outside, so we can talk about it. Please? If you ever loved me.”

“Troy tell Eve I’ll be back in time for the next set. I’m going to be out front if she needs me.”

“Anna are you sure?”

“Of course, she’s sure. My baby knows I would never hurt her.” Julie took her arm in a firm grip and led her outside.

“I don’t understand the relationships between humans,” Cade told Tristan.

“We were made to fight not understand or indulge in complicated relationships. Still, my wolf is pacing within my skin.”

“So is mine. Tearing her throat out wouldn’t be the right thing to do?”

Tristan looked at him with a smirk. “Are you telling me or asking me?”

“Can you believe Declyn trusted the two of us to be together in the unsuspecting world?”

“He was banking on Ven keeping us in line.”

They laughed and watched as Mira came out. She strutted to the bartender. Tristan couldn’t keep his eyes off her. She was wearing what he now thought of as her trademark oversized raincoat.

She cased the joint giving him a tight smile before she walked over to the other female who was on the stage earlier. She pointed to the door.

Tristan was up following her outside as Cade followed him.

“Anna?” Mira called out. She walked to the parking lot to find it empty. “I knew she wasn’t out here. I can’t feel anything but a residue of her fear.”

She turned around and headed inside. “Troy I’m going after Anna. Have Tonya work a double shift, she can use the money.”

She went back to the room changed her clothes grabbed her keys and purse before she slipped out the back door. Tristan and Cade were waiting by the Jeep for her. Her mouth opened. Tristan pressed his finger under her chin closing it. They got in the Jeep without a word.

“I’m not leaving her there,” Mira told them as she pulled up in front of the industrial warehouse apartments.

“What if she wants to stay?” Tristan asked her.

Mira left the car in silence. Julie’s apartment was on the third floor. She took the steps instead of the elevator to work off some of her fury.

“Who is it?” Came the response to the knock on the door.

“I came for Anna.”

“Go away, she’s not here.”

“I’m coming in, one way or the other.”

“Good luck with that. There’s no way you’re getting through that door.”

“I can’t, but the two males with me will get through. You might want to look out your peephole.”

There was silence then the door opened. “You can’t just come in here. It’s against the law. I’ll call the cops.”

“Do that. I want them to see everything I find.”

“I told you she’s not here.”

“Then you won’t have a problem with me looking around.”

Julie smiled. “Nope, look all you want. When you're done, I’ll be pressing charges. Guess we’ll see how well your act will go over behind bars.”

“I’ll do the searching; I don’t want to get you involved any more than you are.” She told Tristan and Cade. Mira searched closets, cabinets, and looked for secret doors. She ended up in the bedroom without finding Anna.

“What part of that fat bitch isn’t here didn’t you understand?” Julie asked her. Her mouth was curled up in a smile of victory.

“Tristan, do you trust me?” Mira asked him.

“I do.”

“I need you to break the lock on this chest.” A long, thick, wide black chest was sitting at the end of the bed. It would make a great place to sit or even store extra covers. The only thing out of place on it was the thick lock.

Tristan came over taking Mira’s place. He bent over and took the lock in his hand.

“That’s destruction of private property. I’m getting this on my phone,” Julie screamed at her.

“Brilliant idea.” Mira took out her phone and started recording.

Tristan pulled at the key lock. The bottom half came off in his hand. The other part was still holding the trunk closed. He took it off and opened it. Inside was Anna. She had a ball gag in her mouth, and a handkerchief wrapped around her nose.

Mira was there helping to pull her out. She took the ball gag out and ripped the handkerchief off. Anna doubled over gasping for breath. 

“You could have killed her,” Mira screamed as she worked on getting Anna’s hands-free.

“Nope, that one would have been your fault. If you hadn’t come, I would have cooled down and let her out in enough time to live.”

“Tell me you don’t want to stay here?” Mira asked Anna.

“I never wanted to come. She forced me. I was a fool, she said she was getting help, and I thought I owed it to her to listen.”

“Get whatever you want we’re out of here.”

Anna lifted her hand to her black eye, and then her busted lip. Mira flinched. 

“You’ll live and heal.”

“Thanks to you and your friends. I’ll take this.” Anna marched up to Julie and snatched a ring on a chain off her neck. “This is my mother's ring. She stole it from me. Then she walked over and picked up a photo album. She took the phone that was lying at the bottom of the trunk and tossed it on the bed.

“I’m ready. I’m walking out with what I brought in.”

“You think this is over?” Julie shouted. “It’s not. I don’t need you, you fat bitch I could have anyone. I took pity on you, and this is how you repay me. I’ll make you regret ever having met me.”

“I already do.” Anna turned, with her head held high she walked out.

“Is Eve alright?”

“I doubt it.” Mira met Anna’s eyes in her rearview mirror. “Either she’s blowing up my phone, or my ass has learned to jump on its own.”

“You are rather talented.” They passed a strained smile between them.

“Hush you.” Mira pulled in front of the bar. Eve was pacing back and forth. When she saw the Jeep, she ran over breaking down when she saw Anna.

“I’m so sorry.” Anna started to cry. The two of them clung to each other.

“I need you both to go home and lie low for a couple of days. Can you do that?” Mira asked them.

They nodded. “I’ll make sure they get home,” Cade said directing them back to the club.

“I want to go home.”

“Then that’s what we will do,” Tristan told her.

 

 


Chapter Seven

 

 

Mira took Tristan to her apartment. It was in a more affluent neighborhood and screamed she didn’t need the job dancing. Tristan didn’t say a word until they were close to her door. That’s when he placed his hand on her arm and pulled her back.

“The door’s been breached.”

She had to stop and look. It was so subtle that she wouldn’t have noticed it if she had been alone. Now that she was looking, she could tell that the frame was a little off, and the door wasn’t shutting properly.

Tristan moved her further back before he opened the door (sans key) and walked in. She peeped into the living room nothing looked out of place. He walked in and began going through her apartment.

“I checked the apartment no one is here. Nothing looks disturbed.”

“I agree. The living room looks just like I left it. Why? Why would you go through the trouble to break into someone’s apartment and then not take anything?”

“Are you picking up any type of emotional disturbance?”

Mira went still opening herself up to the surrounding emotions. “Nothing out of the ordinary.”

She followed Tristan into her apartment. It was calm and peaceful until she crossed the threshold. There was a sensor, or a tag buried in the space. It erupted when she crossed it. Mira fell to the floor holding her head as her heart pounded. A silent scream left her mouth before her eyes rolled back in her head.

The pounding in her head forced her to acknowledge she was still alive. “What happened?” She groaned wishing for water and pain meds.

“You’re awake,” Tristan whispered.

“For the love of God, stop screaming.” Tears poured down her face as her hands covered her ears.

“Your body is sensitive,” Tristan told her lowering his voice even further.

“What’s crawling on me?” She was scratching at her skin.

“Mira I’m going to give you one cc of a shot that I would usually give to a Kur’ik. It's used to calm nerve endings as well as slow the connections in the brain to allow you to reason out what is happening. Your body won’t be able to handle much, but I believe it will help you.” He stopped to look at her.

She nodded when she realized she was trying to tear her skin off. Tristan stepped out of the room to prepare the shot. When he came back Mira’s arms were bloody. He gathered her wrists and held them still with one hand as he used the other to administer the shot.

Her body started to convulse. She screamed at him, but he held her until she collapsed on his lap.

“What the hell?” She finally managed as she licked her lips hoping to do away with the dryness.

He got up and brought her a cup of water. “Drink slow.”

“How did we get back to your place? Isn’t this your medical facility?”

“It is. You’ve been here two days.”

She locked her eyes with his and waited.

“What do you remember?”

“Anna, we saved Anna. Then we went to my apartment.” She ran a shaky hand through her hair. “The door, you said it wasn’t shut properly. Then we went in because no one was in the place then…” Her body started shaking.

“That’s enough don’t try to remember anything else.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t know all I have is working theories, two of them.”

“Alright.”

“Theory one is that your empathic abilities got away from you. They attacked you knocking you out.”

She frowned chewing on her lower lip. “Two?”

“Theory two is even more farfetched. I walked through your apartment nothing happened to me. You barely made it through the doorway before you were on the floor with your eyes rolled backward. The second theory says that someone targeted you. They left a bomb for lack of a better word that would go off when you walked into your apartment.”

She nodded her head and then stopped as pain exploded in her skull.

“I like theory one. It gives me the ability not to take responsibility for my actions in the future. I believe the fact that I am lucid now blows a hole in that theory.”

“Theory one makes the most sense but none of your actions before or since give it much credence.”

“Which leaves us with theory two. When the probable doesn’t work…” She smiled up at him. “How is it possible that I could be targeted with something that didn’t affect you and what was in that shot you gave me?”

“Your reaction triggered a long-buried memory of a passage I read in our computer. Our creators suggest we don’t keep records. The healers ignore them understanding that our lifespans are short. We keep records for those that come after us. Declyn wasn’t happy, but he let me dig through our archives.”

Mira reached out and held his hand.

He gave her a smile his green eyes cloudy. “It can’t be verified, but there was a case of a battalion of Kur’iks coming into contact with a form they couldn’t spot with their physical eyes. It attacked them until they passed out.”

“Is that what happened to me?”

“No, what happened to you was much worse. You almost died Mira. Most of the battalion had no after effects. There were a few who experienced sensitivity to sounds, they felt like they were burning up on the inside. The way you flinched with any noise while you were still unconscious led me to believe you may have those after effects.”

“Is that why you gave me the shot?”

“Yes. It needed to be administered within seventy-two hours of contact. Cait, she’s the first Kur’ik to go to your medical schools helped me synthesize a cure we could use on humans. I wouldn’t give it to you without your permission.”

She nodded they weren’t going to learn anything else, not with her memory being a black hole.

“You saved my life.”

“You can’t die before the second part of what you owe me,” Tristan laughed.

Her heart sank until she met his eyes. They were twinkling with merriment until she looked deeper. There was fear there, now that she was looking it clung to him in waves. He was trying to protect her by projecting confidence. Tristan had been scared she was going to die.

She raised her arms. Her strong, stable male did what he would never have done. He climbed in the bed with her allowing her to hold him tightly as she assured him not only was she alive, but she wasn’t going anywhere.

“Thank you,” she whispered in his ear.

“Let’s agree that you won’t do that anymore.”

If only she could give him that promise.

“You live an exciting life suga.”

“I’m pretty sure you brought the excitement with you.” He pressed a kiss to her lips. “I’m going to do an exam. If everything checks out, you can get out of bed.”

Tristan stood; he grabbed a handheld tool and began running it over her body.

“I can’t go back home. Where will I go?”

“You probably forgot there’s a big bed right next to this room. You can always go to a hotel if you feel safer there.”

“It depends on what I can find in the bed next door.”

“Soft pillows and softer sheets with thick covers. The leg room is limited though.”

“Why is that?”

“The bed comes with an occupant.”

“I think the beds in the hotel offer all the leg room I could want.”

“Probably, but that’s boring.”

“It is?” She opened when Tristan leaned over her pressing a kiss to her lips.

“It is.”

“I’m sold,” she murmured. “Legroom is overvalued.”

He thrust his tongue in, and she sucked on it. His flavor took over swamping her senses with him.

“Maybe we should try that bed.” Her stomach decided to reveal itself then. A loud noise came from her signaling the fact that she hadn’t eaten in the past two days.

“I hate my stomach,” she groused.

“I like it. You need to eat and get more liquids in you.”

“I should have enough fluids, isn’t that what this IV is for?”

“I have you on a maintenance level. Since I didn’t know what you were dealing with, I didn’t want to overdo the fluids. As you found out when you woke you're still dehydrated. I want to get water into you, but also orange juice and maybe a bottle of electrolytes.”

She grinned but kept from laughing. He must have been talking about a sports drink. So, this is what being with an alien doctor would be like. Her smile fled she wasn’t with him. It wasn’t like she could keep him. She didn’t want to give him up. What kind of life could they have together? That wasn’t happening so why think about it?

“Let’s get you fed.”

She took Tristan’s hand before she realized she hadn’t been to the bathroom or even brushed her teeth for two days.

“Did you Cath me?” She was blushing. It didn’t make any sense he had seen it all before, still…

“Cait did. I thought it would make it less awkward.”

“What happened to it?”

“She was here an hour ago. When you started coming around, we decided you didn’t need to wake up to it.”

“Thanks.”

“Your welcome. We can stop, and you can take a shower before we go to dinner.”

“Yes, that would work for me.”

He took her back to his rooms and told her he would be in the kitchen to take her time.

She was back in the place she was trying to get away from. Not because she didn’t want to be here, rather because this was where she wanted to be. Since she was a realist, it made sense that when you wanted something the further away it got.

The warm water played over her muscles helping to release the tension that built up the minute she opened her eyes. How many enemies did she have that would go out of their way to end her life? The only one that came to mind was Julie. No matter how fast she was, she didn’t have enough time to set that up. Add in the fact that Julie was more the shut you up with her fist type, then it didn’t make sense.

No one could ever be eliminated, but she didn’t think this had anything to do with Julie.

“When she got out of the shower. she found her phone sitting on the nightstand charging.

She called Eve.

“Eve, it’s Mira. How are you and Anna?” She smiled when she heard the excited squeals from them on the other end of the line.

“We’re good, but scared. Tristan called and said you were sick, but he wouldn’t let us come over. Troy told us to wait you were being taken care of.”

“Tristan’s a doctor; he took good care of me. I feel better. I don’t know when I’ll be released to come back. Don’t worry, I will see both of you soon. Has there been any contact from Julie?”

She listened as the phone changed hands.

“Mira, it’s Anna.”

“I know who you are kitten.” Her mouth curved into a smile.

“She hasn’t tried to contact me, but if she does, I’m going to get a protection from abuse order.”

“The kittens growing into her claws. I love it. Stay away from her Anna. She would have killed you and cried at your funeral.”

“I know, why…?” Her voice dropped off.

“Anna it’s not your fault. I don’t know what happened to Julie, but it was long before you met her. She has to want to change. It takes more than another person’s love.”

“I know it’s just now and then I’d see this great person, then she would disappear.”

“Listen to me. She has to want to change. It’s up to her if that great person comes out.”

“Mira, I hope she gets help, but I’m never going back.”

“I’m proud of you kitten. Hold on to that conviction when the road gets rough.”

“I will, besides, I have Eve to keep me steady.”

“I know. I have to go, a certain doctor promised me food.”

She hung up and read through her texts until she came across the first update on Diane. She walked into the kitchen smiling.


Chapter Eight

 

 

Five pairs of eyes turned to look at her as she entered the kitchen. It was strange since they all seemed to glow. Four pairs were an intense green, and then there were Ven’s blue eyes.

“How is it that all of you are still single? Except for Tristan.” She knew better than to stake her claim, but it didn’t seem to matter. She was going to call him hers and claw any hussy who thought she could take him away.

Tristan’s smile got a little brighter, but he didn’t say anything as she came to sit next to him. She slid her hand in his.

“I tried a beef soup; I thought the broth might help you feel better. It should also go down easier. I paired it with steaks.”

Mira looked around the room every pair of eyes brightened when Ven said steaks. A shiver walked her spine when she realized she was in the room with carnivores. Sure, she saw them eat vegetables, but they inhaled meat like they would never get another piece.

“We spent our lives living on vessels in space. Years on end until we could have shore leave. We fought in space or on planets no one cared about. We were created for those circumstances. Since we were expendable, we were fed rations. They gave us just enough to keep us functioning,” Tristan told her.

“There was never enough food for us to feel the power of our bodies or to master the abilities we inherited,” Cade said.

“There was never any meat,” Ven whispered. There was an emptiness to his words and his face that reminded her of the children she saw on commercials from third-world countries.

“Ven’s different from the rest of us. We were created whole… grown. Ven wasn’t. His father didn’t know he could have a child. When he finally found out Ven was about to die. He brought him on board, but a growing child needs meat,” Tristan finished.

“They starved you.” Mira stood up. Her own childhood trying to make itself known behind her eyes. “Let me help you Ven.”

“You’re sick.”

“Pish pha, I’m fine, and you know it.” She flashed him a grin, and they worked together until the table was set, and the food was out.

She watched until everyone cut into their steaks. Then she took a bite of soup, a hum of goodness escaping from her lips. She lowered her lashes and looked at every male in the room. They may be the worst threat on the planet. You could only starve a being for so long before it turned on you. They may look human, but they weren’t. She was sure it wouldn’t take much for them to go on a killing spree that would devastate mankind. Instead, they made sure they had meat.

“Where are the other two males in your unit?” Did they think of themselves as a unit?

“They are not used to females,” Cade told her.

“How will they get used to them if they avoid me?” She got up to help Ven clear the table. After it was done, she walked over to Locke.

“Hi, I’m Mira. What's your name??” She watched as he almost swallowed his tongue. His gray skin became an interesting color of blotchy copper.

“That’s why all of you need to come to dinner. I’ll help you prepare for meeting females. Tristan stop growling.” She stomped her foot before turning around.

Hell, her body wasn’t sure if it should be scared or wet. So, it was doing some interesting combination of the two. Her feet wanted to run, but her knees were threatening to buckle. Her panties gave up the good fight and apologized if her wetness rolled down her legs.

“Damn suga, keep that up, and I won’t know if I should stab you in self-defense or stab myself on you.” Her eyes went to his thick dick, which was trying to raise behind his zipper.

“You were too close to Locke.” It was a growl that came between elongated teeth.

“No, I wasn’t. He’s your brother which means he’s mine. If I’m going to stay here, I’m either part of the family, or I’m not.” Damn, Mira, you talk a good game. You’re not staying here, why would you?

True, there is a possibility that Tristan was a sex god. There has to be more than one of them, right? It didn’t matter how old she was; that wasn’t a good enough reason to throw herself at the one male who made her forget about age and simply feel.

“You’re thinking too hard baby.” Tristan walked over, picked her up throwing her over his shoulder like he was a caveman. She told the independent woman in her to shut up and enjoyed the feel of his hand on her ass.

“We’re going to have to talk about this later.” She told him as he tossed her on the bed just hard enough to make her bounce. Much later she adjusted the thought.

Tristan was standing over her with his green eyes flashing. The bulge pressing against his pants was noticeable. She shivered in anticipation. Every vibe she picked up from him said he wanted to devour her in the sexiest way possible.

“If you stay away from single unmated males, we wouldn’t have to talk.”

“I’ll think about it, but I am a single unmated female.” She laid back on the bed letting her curves do whatever they want. She didn’t even panic at the thought of her breasts moving to the side to try to hide under her arms.

He growled when she stretched out. Wetness gushed from between her legs. He sniffed the air before pulling his shirt over those insanely tight muscles.

“I could find a female for every male in your group. All I need is shirtless pics and Facebook, Twitter, and Instagram…” She ran out of ideas when his hand went to the buckle of his pants.

“Maybe you can find a female for me?” He undid the zipper.

It took her a minute to process what he said. The zipper coming undone almost robbed her of the ability to think.

“Aww hell no suga, you’re already taken.”

He smiled and dropped his pants. His toned, muscular legs made her lick her lips. She never wanted to worship a pair of calves as much as she wanted to worship his. Her eyes traveled up to his thighs. They were thick and tight. She wanted to see them clinch and release as he thrust inside of her.

Forget that, she planned to be too busy screaming in pleasure to notice his thighs.

He walked over to the bed without taking his boxers off.

“I think you’re overdressed.” She eyed his boxers as her tongue wet her lips.

“I’m wearing less than you.”

She sat up and stripped off both her shirt and her bra. This wasn’t the time to act shy and demure. She wanted what was hiding behind those boxers, and she planned to get every available inch.

Her hand went to the button on her pants, but his hand beat her.

“Not too fast.” He flicked the button open, and she moaned. 

Darn, a button should never be an erotic thing. The sound of her zipper coming down made wetness flow from her again. He took care of her just the other day. She was not desperate damn it. Try telling that to her breasts that were throbbing and her pussy that felt empty.

“Lift those beautiful hips.”

“Yes, daddy.” Did she say that aloud? By the crinkle of his eyes and the tilt of his lips, she was going to have to go with yes.

“You are so sexy.” He growled, his hand skimming down her throat.

A moment of doubt rocked her until she looked into his eyes. They were all the proof she needed that he liked what he was seeing.

His hands pulled her panties down until he could see the narrow band of hair gracing her pussy.

“I love your curves and the softness of your body.” It took willpower to look away from her sweet pot of gold and back to her face.

Tristan crawled up the bed until he was pressed against her body.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting to know you.” He pressed a kiss against her mouth. It was easy and gentle as his lips slid across hers.

She opened with a sigh. His tongue entered invading the space capturing her attention as well as her taste. He sucked on her tongue before finding the small spaces she kept hidden from the world. He moved to her neck licking her and placing soft bites there.

“I want to bite you here. It would combine our life forces make us one.”

Tristan was saying something she needed to think about, but her mind wasn’t having it. She pressed one of her breasts into the warm palm of his hand. He ran his fingers over her nipple making the sensitive bud even harder.

“Beautiful,” he groaned before taking the nipple into his mouth. He sucked on it making her hips buck in need. His teeth caught the growing bud pulling on it with the slightest of pressure.

Mira’s arms wrapped around his body holding him tighter as he sucked her nipple back into the warmth of his mouth.

A loud cry escaped as he took her other nipple into his mouth. His fingers pinched the first nipple keeping it hard and wanting.

She slid her hands over his back feeling the dips in his spine as she caressed him. His thick muscles jumped in her hands as sounds of desire came from his lips.

“You enchant me, Tristan. It’s the way your eyes spark and blaze. I love the way my body feels when you touch me. It’s your warm breath blowing in my ear.”

He turned his body lying on her as his thick bulge pushed between her legs.

“Hell yeah, it’s this too.” All of his moves enchanted her, but the one she said nothing about was the way he treated her like she mattered. How he came with her and was willing to back her up when she went to look for Anna. Then there was the fact that when she could have died, he saved her. He never acted like being with her was a hardship, or she was his dirty plus-size fantasy. No one around them could misinterpret the fact that he wanted her.

She pressed her lips against his shoulder as he tried to kiss down her body.

“My turn,” she groaned out. Laying both hands against his chest, she pushed until he rolled over.

He was worth keeping. She grinned at him feeling powerful because he made her feel that way. She sat up and climbed on top of him.

Damn, she liked it up here. Her wet pussy settled over his thick dick. It was still being hidden behind his boxers. She smiled as she felt the fabric become wet.

“That’s nice,” she managed as she slid her pussy up and then down his thick shaft. The sound that came from Tristan almost made her explode without any other help. “You’re a dangerous male.”

She leaned over and took one of his nipples into her mouth. Her teeth nipped the bud before her tongue lathed it in heat. It swelled into a hard peak turning her on even more.

“Your body is so sensitive.” Her fingers glided over the nipple she just sucked on. Sounds of desire and need left Tristan’s mouth. His eyes were a darker green. She wanted to forget every worry she had and fall into them.

She went to his other nipple sucking it deep within the warm cavern of her mouth. His hands went to her waist stroking her with his fingertips. They felt like they knew where every erogenous zone was.

She allowed her hands to travel down his chest while her mouth followed behind with kisses, licks, and little nips. His uneven breathing and breathy sounds kept her pussy clenching as she tried to drive him closer to ecstasy.

“Mira, I need to be in you. Please say yes.”

The raw, hungry need in his voice caught her attention. His eyes were shielded as if he expected her to say no or demand her own satisfaction. Anger coursed through her when she thought of the bitch that hurt him. Never again, she vowed. He was hers.

“Please baby,” she said softly. “I need you deep inside of me.”

He looked at her before lifting his hips with her still sitting on him. She placed her hands flat on his chest to steady herself. His hands went to the waistband of his boxers pulling them down.

No wonder he kept those boxers on, he was a lot of male. It was a good thing she was a lot of female.

“Does this ride come with a seatbelt?” She might need one when she climbed up on him.

“I’ll keep you safe.” His voice was ragged. He took one finger and slid it through her wet curls until he was pressing one thick finger into her pussy.

“Not today lover,” she groaned as she pushed down on that finger. “I want the whole package.” She called it a sausage or eggplant, but in reality, he put all food references to shame.

He placed his hands around her waist while she guided his thick dick closer to her pussy. When she slid the head against her slit, they both groaned in need.

Tristan lifted her higher before lowering her slowly. He lodged the round head of his dick inside of her pussy. She fought to urge to give a tribal chant of victory as she tried to take his thick length in a long slide.

“I need this.” He was holding her still, teasing her with what was to come.

“Don’t want to hurt you, love.”

Hurt me, she wanted to scream. She would have but her pussy was too busy taking him inside trying to accommodate the girth of his dick. She worked his dick while he lowered her down. Her pussy clinched and pulsed around him. The loud burst of air that came from his clinched teeth along with the sounds she was pulling out of him told her he loved what she was doing.

When she finally had every inch buried deep within her, she stayed still allowing her body to adjust to the new normal in her life named Tristan. 

Was this it? That feeling she spent a lifetime chasing. The emotion that was always on the edge of her consciousness calling to her.

She lifted and dropped down. They both moaned from the pleasure. All thoughts disappeared except the one driving her; she needed to get closer to him.

Tristan surged up under her impaling her on this thick shaft as she cried out. His name left her lips punctuated with loud noises and soft moans of need.

“I need…” She needed something. She wanted to fly. He moved her faster up and down on his dick as her pussy gripped him tightly, holding on, never wanting him to be free again.

“Tristan, I need.” He flipped her over. His hips coming down hard and fast against hers. The thickness of his dick pressing tighter within her.

She wrapped her legs around him as pleasure curled along her spine clawing to break free. He pounded into her. Her head went back as she screamed. Her body broke free as the pleasure eluding her, swamped her. Emotions she never could touch hit her like colors in a fireworks display just for her.

She clung to his arms even as his head went backward, and a sound of pure joy left his lips.

This, this is what she was looking for she thought as his body collapsed on hers. He rolled to the side pulling her with him. She wanted to tell him how good she felt. She would tell him later. For now, she let him wrap her in the goodness of his arms.


Chapter Nine

 

 

“Hi.”

She blinked her eyes and looked into Tristan’s face. “Hi, yourself.” She blushed. No, she refused to believe that he could reduce her to feeling like a teenager after her first time.

“Hungry?”

Now that he mentioned food she was starving. The flush in her cheeks went to her neck.

He leaned over to kiss her. “You look good in red.”

“Aww, men! Males! You never learn.” She rolled out the bed hiding the deeper crimson flooding her face. She marched to the bathroom keeping her back straight until the door closed. Then she went to the mirror to look at herself. Who was this woman? She laughed, whoever she was; she liked her.

A quick shower, then she was in the bedroom picking out an outfit from the clothes that had been given to her earlier. Was it possible for her to go back to her apartment? All she wanted was clothes, but the thought of stepping in there again made the hair on the back of her neck rise.

She shook her head. The one thing she listened to and trusted were emotions, not just other peoples but hers as well. There was a black pit in her emotional well-being that said death was waiting for her there.

She looked up when Tristan came out of the shower with a towel wrapped around his waist.

“I think; I could be wrong that it’s against to the law to wrap a towel around hips that are as gorgeous as yours.”

“I never heard of that law.” He took the towel off revealing what she thought had to be a fantasy from last night. Nope, his thighs were still hard and thick, and his dick belonged on some planet that offered pleasure for the weary traveler. She’d have to get rid of all the travelers, but that was a minor detail.

“You're licking your lips.”

“I am?” She walked up to him putting a little extra thrust in her hips and holding her body a little tighter making the girls perk up.

“You are.” He drew her close until his dick was pressed against her stomach. With slow, deliberate moves, he took her mouth in a sensuous kiss.

“Who needs to eat?” She asked him.

“You do, you’re not out of the woods yet.” He stood back sadness reflected in his eyes before he covered it. “Let’s get you fed.”

He dressed, and they walked out of his rooms toward the kitchen.

“We were beginning to think that maybe you were going to skip breakfast,” Locke told them with a wink.

Mira started laughing. “I’m sorry, please I’m really sorry.”

“What did I do?”

“Your wink, it was wayyyy to slow. Next time do it like this.” She demonstrated.

He followed her demonstration several times until he got it right. Then everyone else had to try it. Before she knew it, they were laughing and winking. She looked around and realized not only had Tristan accepted her, but his friends had too.

“I like you guys.”

“We like you too,” Ven told her.

“What no steak for breakfast?”

“Deja and Safire put their dainty feet down about having steak three meals a day,” Ven told her.

“We stick to the rule because, well, you don’t want to make them mad.”

What kind of women could make several Kur’ik males concerned? She shivered, maybe they weren’t as nice as she thought.

“I can’t say I’m upset about the french toast; it looks good.”

“It is,” Cade told her. “I helped Ven this morning he’s teaching us how to cook.”

“What did you eat before you learned to cook?”

“We’ve been in the ground for a long time. Before that, we ate the rations that were on the ship.”

She turned to look at Tristan. This wasn’t the first time she heard the term. Did this have anything to do with him being at the graveyard?

“We were made with the ability to slow every system down to almost the point of death and lie under the earth. This was considered a failsafe. A way not to waste a fighter’s life. Healers can find those who have burrowed under the ground.”

“For how long? A day, a week?”

“Forever if need be.”

She opened her mouth, then closed it. This was a different world, a different species. They had the right to be different, but cruelty was cruelty no matter how you justified it.

“I’m sorry.”

All five pairs of eyes focused on her.

“I’m sorry that they treated you like you didn’t matter, like you weren’t worthy of love. I’m happy that those sadistic fucks lost you. Their loss is my gain. I hope each one of you finds someone special to spend your life with.”

“Is that what humans want?” Key asked her.

“Not all of us. It’s what I want. A special person to laugh and love with. I believe life is hard no matter who you are. What makes it worth living is who you surround yourself with.”

“I agree,” Ven told her.

They sat in comfortable silence as they ate. Mira watched Ven. There was something different about him besides the color of his eyes. He looked up and gave her the perfect wink before lowering his head. He was going to be a heartbreaker.

The ringing of her phone made her jump. The tone told her it was trouble.

“Hello? Jax?” She listened frowning before she said goodbye.

“I need to go down to my warehouse.” She turned to tell Tristan. He was already standing.

“I’ll go with you.”

A denial tried to come, but she bit it back. Maybe now was a good time for him to see what kind of trouble followed her around.

“Road trip,” Ven said. “I thought today was going to be boring.”

“Is there ever a boring day when you're around?” She asked him.

“I hope not.”

Mira nodded her head and left the room coming back with her purse in hand and flats on her feet. “The world awaits.”

They followed her to her car. 

“Why don’t you guys have a vehicle?”

Ven laughed at her. Tristan just shook his head.

“Go around the back of the house.” She drove around; five cars were sitting outside the garage.

“Those are the ones we can’t fit into the garage,” Tristan told her. “We don’t advertise unless we have to. Everyone knows your car, so we take it.”

She drove off wondering what else they were doing that she never thought of. 

The distance between the warehouse and Tristan's home was closer than she realized. It took roughly thirty minutes to get there.

“Ven did you fight?”

“I did.”

She parked the car and turned to look at him. In his eyes were shadows he kept buried. Her mind flicked back to Jax on the rare occasion she had been able to surprise him. The shadows that flashed across his face, the way he held himself. How he caught himself before he struck out at her. Was the look she saw echoed in Ven’s eyes.

The pit of her stomach tightened. The Kur'iks were just as damaged as the friends she hung out with. That may be the glue that was bringing them together. Her heart was going to keep them together. The more time she spent with them, the more she liked them.

“Looks like I have company.” She got out of the car looking at the two cop cars, and the one she was sure was a plain clothes vehicle. “I wonder what they want with me?”

They walked in to find Jax and Lea standing in the middle of the large open space with cops surrounding them. 

“Mira welcome to the party,” Lea gave her a bright smile. Her words letting Mira know she didn’t appreciate the cops questioning her.

“Mira Owen?” The plain clothes cop said.

“That’s me, who’s asking?”

“I’m Detective Oliver. Sorry to have to bring you out here. I stopped by your apartment first, but you weren’t at home.”

“You found me, how can I help you?”

He gave her a smile as he looked at Tristan and Ven before holding up a picture.

“We are following up on a report that this young lady is missing. We gathered some information that said you might know where she is.”

“That’s Meghan, the last time I saw her was a week ago. She was going back to her so-called boyfriend.”

“So-called?”

“Do me the favor of not acting detective. If you’re looking for Meghan, then you know she fell in with the Centre St. gang. She’s supposed to be the girlfriend of Mercurio AKA Dawg. He pimps her out and then beats her when she doesn’t want to have sex with his clients. That’s where I suggest you start.”

“We’ve already investigated them, and they all swear she’s with you.” One of the cops in blue told her.

“You’re free to look around; you won’t find her here.”

“You heard Ms. Owen look around,” Detective Oliver told the cops he brought with him.

“Ms. Owen I’ve heard your name more than once through the years.”

“I work for a strip club. We are legit.”

“Yes, I pulled the paperwork on it myself. A couple of years back a young lady disappeared. The prevalent rumor was that she was dead.”

“Too many young people disappear every day in this city,” Mira told him.

“I agree. Your name kept coming up in connection to the victim. It was said that you got away with the perfect murder. No one believed that you didn’t have a hand in her disappearance.”

“Are you here to arrest me, Detective Oliver?”

“Wouldn’t dream of it. I want to share an interesting story.” He gave her a large smile his brown eyes twinkling. “Not that long ago, a month, maybe two I was watching television. There was a story about a young lawyer who brought her first case to trial and won. She took a major drug dealer off the streets. The news, as well as the law company she works for, were impressed.”

“You didn’t find her skills impressive?” Ven asked him.

“I might have if I weren’t busy going through the cold caseload. Standing on the television screen was the woman everyone thought dead. She was alive and well.”

“Then the police no longer think of me as a potential murderer. That thought brings me peace.”

“We found no evidence of Meghan being here.” The two cops in blue said when they walked back into the large open space. They cleared up the tension in the air between Mira and the detective.

“Thank you for your time. If something comes up or maybe a bit of information you forgot, you can call me here.” Detective Oliver held out a card.

Mira tripped when she went to take it falling into the male officer. He helped her stand. The female officer next to him reached out on instinct to steady her.

“Sorry, sometimes I can be such a klutz.” Tristan helped her move back. She reached out and took the card. “I’ll call if I remember anything. Detective may I ask why you are looking for her?”

“Her brother came to town.” He turned to walk away.

“Does that mean she has family that’s important somewhere in the world?”

“You know this game as well as I do Ms. Owen.” He walked out, the two cops following behind them. They stayed silent until all three cars left.

“Oops, I can sometimes be a klutz?” Jax was staring at her.

“Honey if I walked in heels as well as you do I swear I’d be a runway model,” Lea told her with a grunt saying she wasn’t buying it. 

“What did you find out?” Ven asked.

“Evil. The kind that makes me want to wash my mind out with soap.”

“The man?” Lea asked.

“The woman. Try to find out her name. She’s so dirty that a bath wouldn’t help her. She doesn’t have Meghan, but she wants her. We need to find out who she is and why she’s after Meghan.”

“We need information, until then I’m going to take my girlfriend to get her nails done. I’ll wait at the bar across the street.” Jax left with a wave.

“I haven’t seen any of my daughter’s old friends in a while. I bet they’d like some homemade cookies. You guys have fun.” Lea walked out humming to herself.

Mira closed the warehouse up then met Tristan and Ven at the car.

“They are going to look for Meghan?” Tristan asked her.

“Yeah, I can’t show my face on the street, especially if I’m hunting for a lost kitten. It brings to much attention to us. They can look a little, but we have a network of people who help us. They can stay under the radar while getting us information.”

“Why do they help?” Ven asked her.

“They lost someone. It feels like you have forever to bring them back into the fold then time speeds up and takes them away from you before you ever had a chance. They’re never coming back. When you get a chance to keep someone else from the same fate, it doesn’t make it better, but it helps a little.”

“I understand.”

She looked at Ven in the rear-view mirror. “Do you?”

“I do, Enzo; that's my dad. He almost lost me. He worked with Declyn in one brave, crazy move. They saved my life.”

“That’s what my life is about brave, crazy moves. I try to save all the kittens I can.”

“What about the males?” Tristan asked her.

“The beautiful thing about kittens is that they are born male and female.”


Chapter Ten

 

 

“Where to?”

“Back to your place,” Tristan told her.

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea.”

“I agree; I don’t want you going in. Give us a list of what you want or need, and we’ll get it for you. The rest can go to charity if you’re alright with that.”

“This is not how I envisioned moving but yeah the rest can go to charity.”

Why had she been targeted? Until now, she had put it behind her, pretending that it happened to someone else. Going to her apartment and not being able to walk in magnified everything she went through. She didn’t dare think that she was the only one who saw the world through her rose-colored glasses. She was convinced there were others like her out there, but none of them lived in her building.

Whoever targeted her did it in such a way that she was the only one who would have been affected. She couldn’t even go to the police. That would be a strange conversation before they committed her for her safety and the safety of the public. She was on her own in this.

“How were they able to do this?”

“We still don’t know what they did,” Tristan laid his hand on her thigh.

“How will I ever know that I’ll be safe again?”

“You won’t, but you didn’t know you would be safe before you entered your apartment,” Ven told her.

“I know, but Ven, we humans walk around with the belief that we are safe. Unless we are walking down an alley at night or going someplace we know is compromised, we expect to get there and leave there safely.” Even as she said that she thought of Anna and Eve. They were always a bit on edge when they went somewhere new. Walking, dancing, talking, kissing or a thousand other things while being a lesbian put you on the hit list of those who didn’t support your lifestyle choices.

She had never been attacked physically, but verbal abuse still hurt. How many times had she been put down or called derogatory names because of her weight? How dare she be a larger female while still being able to work five-inch heels and a stripper pole.

Ven was right safety wasn’t a given. People in America assumed they were safe, to believe anything else would show the underbelly of a nation that might not be as shiny as they thought.

“I’m supposed to sit in the hallway telling you what I want while you walk through my apartment, and I feel like a convict forbidden to walk inside?” She asked as they came out of the stairwell.

“That’s one way to do it.”

There were two plus size black females standing by her door. The first thing she noticed was they were impeccably dressed. The second was that the female talking was pregnant.

“Mom!” Ven broke off and hugged the pregnant female refusing to let her go.

She hugged him back content to stay in his arms until he was able to take a step back.

“No hug for me?”

“God mom!” He hugged her tight.

Ven was a momma’s boy; she wasn’t a bit surprised. What did surprise her was that there was no way this human female could be his mother.

“Mom, god mom I want you to meet Mira, I told you about her. She’s Tristan’s mate.”

She was going to ignore that mate part. “Hi, I’m Mira.”

“Mira this is my mom, Deja, and this is my god mom, Safire.”

“Nice to meet you both.”

“Nice to meet you, Mira,” Deja told her.

“Nice to meet you, Mira,” Safire told her.

“Ven told us about what happened at your apartment. Not just him, Cait and Tristan informed us first. When we realized that you needed to have it cleaned out and that taking your clothes wasn’t wise we came to help you shop,” Deja told her.

Mira stood staring at them. 

“It feels kind of strange that people I don’t know would care enough to come help me. When I ended up mated to Declyn, I already knew Deja, we are best friends. She mated Enzo, Ven’s father. From the time she got to the compound, she made sure to include every mate who came along. You might not live at the compound, but you're one of us. We take care of our own.” Fire told her.

How would they feel if they found out she was a freak?

“Road trip… well, mall trip?” Deja asked her with a hopeful smile.

“This one rarely gets to go out since she’s pregnant. Overprotective mate,” Fire said with a laugh.

“Did someone call my name?”

Two huge men were coming down the hallway. They were roughly the same height as Tristan and Ven, but they carried some serious muscle. Mira casually backed up until she was pressed against Tristan.

“Don’t worry about these two they are as sweet as kittens,” Deja hugged the one male. “This is Enzo, my mate and Ven’s father. The other one is Declyn. He’s the Alpha and Fire’s mate. This is Mira, Tristan’s mate.”

“I’ve waited a long time to meet you, Mira.” Declyn drew her in for a quick hug.

“You saved him, by saving him; you saved us,” Enzo told her giving her a quick hug. “Do we have that list?”

Mira pulled out her phone and began sending additional items to Tristan.

“Don’t do too much walking. Remember to sit when you get tired. Should I come along?”

“Enzo I’m pregnant not dying. I’ll be fine,” Deja rolled her eyes before kissing him.

“Deja forgets that this is the third child ever born to the Kur’iks and the first hybrid. The first child being Ven,” Safire said while she placed her hand on her hip and gave Deja a, ‘you better behave’ look.

Mira smiled. That was a look only a friend could give you. Suddenly, she wanted to be part of this group. Not because she ran the Angel’s network, or because she was ten to twenty years older than them, and they looked at her as a big sister or a mother figure. She wanted to belong on her own merit to this group that wasn’t about putting on airs.

“I would love to go to the mall.”

“Yes, we’re out of here.”  Deja did a fist pump in the air before she pulled Enzo in for one last kiss before she went and hugged her son.

Safire was untangling from Declyn when Tristan walked up behind Mira and wrapped her in his arms.

“I’ll miss you.” She believed him. She turned around and kissed him. Her cheeks flushed before she moved back.

She followed Deja and Safire down the staircase.

“Just say it Deja,” Fire said as she held the door open for them.

“The two of you are so cute!”

“I have to go with Deja on this one, you guys are tres adorable.”

Mira blushed and then felt her pockets. “Tristan has my keys.”

“Don’t worry Enzo would have a fit if he thought I was placing myself and our child in a vehicle without adequate protection.” She stopped to make air quotes. “His words not mine. We’ll be taking the Land Rover today.” Deja hit the key fob.

“I swear I thought he was going to make you take the Yukon.” Safire climbed into the driver’s seat.

“Fire I can drive! I’m pregnant, not dying.” Deja stamped her foot on the ground.

“Girl, how do you think I got Enzo to let us hit the mall without him? I promised I was driving.”

“You might as well get in Mira; I'm not winning this one.” She waited until Fire was on the road before talking. “It’s the one drawback with these guys; they're overprotective and don’t care.”

“Why?”

“You ever want something that you were told you could never have? Then you got it. How do you treat it?”

“Like it’s as precious as the air I breathe.”

“That’s why. Ask Tristan about the life he led, he’ll tell you. You’ll understand and then get so pissed you’ll want to go destroy the planet he came from. Maybe that was only me!” Deja laughed as they found out a little about each other.

“You’re a true empath?” Fire asked as they sat down in the food court.

“I am.”

“That doesn’t sound like an easy childhood,” Deja told her. 

“It wasn’t. I look back now and think how much worse it could have been. When I was going through it, I didn’t think I’d have the strength to survive.”

“I can’t imagine what you went through. But I do understand not feeling like I belonged as I grew up.”

“The path of childhood is long and winding. There is no guarantee where you will end up.” Mira and Deja were staring at Fire. “Ugh! Did I sound like some poet slash new-age  guru?”

They both nodded their heads. “We must shop!” Fire declared standing up.

“And they say I’m the drama queen,” Deja whispered to Mira.

“I heard that.” They laughed and went to the first store.

“You have some important decisions to make. Do you want to shop from the inside out, top to bottom, or bottom to top?” Deja asked her. 

“What?”

“Do we start with lingerie, shirts, or shoes?” Fire asked. 

“That is a big decision. Let’s start with lingerie.” 

They changed direction and went to another store.

“We’re going to encourage you to buy everything you need and most of what you want. You may want to resist. Eventually, Tristan will take you out shopping if he is anything like the other males. He won’t understand why the stores close, and that shopping sprees aren’t really meant to take a week or more. All I’m saying is save room for that in your drawers,” Deja said with a wink.

“The two of you are happy.”   

“How can you tell?” Fire asked her.

“I can feel it coming from you, but it’s also in your words. You have this look on your faces when you talk about your males. I sometimes see the same look on the face of women who are watching their husbands and think no one sees them. Its pure happiness. He doesn’t have to be a total looker or have the best body around. It all comes down to how he treats her. I’ve always wanted to be able to look at someone that way.” 

“I wish we all got to have that look. Yes, to your answer we’re happy. I’m happy. Enzo and Ven gave me the family I never had. My best friend being part of my new family is like ice cream on top of my cake. Mmm ice cream.”   

“No junk food for you,” Fire laughed.  

“It’s not for me; it's for the baby. You wouldn’t deny the poor little thing, would you?”

“Is she manipulating me or am I imagining it?” Fire looked to Mira for help.

“It’s your imagination,” Mira told her as she went to try on bras.

“You’re my new best friend Mira,” Deja called after her.

“No ice cream until we finish shopping,” Fire told them as they walked into another store.

“She’s a workaholic. Since she became the Alpha female, she thinks she’s in charge of getting things done.” Deja said as she hid her smile.

“Less talking more shopping!” Fire commanded, then ruined it by laughing.

Mira bought everything she needed and a few things she didn’t. When they finally sat down for ice cream, she was sure her feet would refuse to stand again.


Chapter Eleven

 

 

Tristan carried the rest of the bags into their suite. There was no way one person needed all of this. She was replacing years of clothes that were lost. She looked around and shook her head, there was no excuse for this. She also used Tristan’s money even though she could pay for it herself.

“I need to reimburse you.” That should help to make her feel better.

“No.”

“What?”

“You don’t have to reimburse me. I wanted to spend money on you. I want to spend more on you. My only regret is that I couldn’t be there with you.”

“Tristan you don’t have to butter me up. I’m a sure thing.”

“I’m sorry you think I was trying to do that.” He left the room, and her behind hit the bed.

What just happened? She was trying to make a joke. It was at her expense, but still, it was just a joke. She thought about what Deja said over ice cream.

‘To us, the woman of earth it’s tough to imagine a male like Enzo, Declyn, Tristan or the others being shot down. On the planet they come from its hard for them to imagine a female giving them the time of day.’

She managed to hurt him by offering to pay him back. Just because she slept with him didn’t mean she knew him. She took her time putting her clothes up. Everyone called her his mate, everyone except Tristan. He was smart enough to know that they needed to get to know each other.

How did she feel about him? She liked him. That went without saying. Was there more to it than that? They had been on a roller coaster of problems since they met. Would one evening of just him and her blow up in their faces? She didn’t know the answer to that and so much more.

She showered and changed her clothes. She was happy to have clothes that were all hers. When he didn’t come back to the room, she left in search of him. He was sitting on the back porch on a swing.

“Can I join you?”

“Please do.”

She looked him over. Tristan was a proud male, from his flashing green eyes to the dark hair that spilled down his back. There was a bit of his tat on display as he moved his arm.

“I think to myself; I should feel our differences in the big things. You’re an alien; I'm from earth. Your teeth get sharp, and you become something else; I'm an empath. That’s not where the differences show up. It’s in the little things. For instance, I don’t understand what I did wrong by offering to reimburse you.”

“Stop. Not once have I said anything about your being an empath. Not once have I ever asked you to apologize for being you.”

 He was right, but if they didn’t talk, how would they get to know each other? “Tristan I want to get to know you. If you have to hide from me or refuse to tell me what’s wrong, then what’s the point of me being here?”

“The first memory I have is waking up on a battlefield.” He sat back in the swing using his arms to comfort himself. “I’m an old model or maybe just an old soul. They needed a healer, they, being the people in command. They put me together in the middle of a battle. Normally, we are assembled or made in a controlled environment. My first memory is death and learning how to fight it.”

He was an experiment, a Frankenstein. One that had great results, but still someone’s science experiment. She edged closer to him until she could wrap her arms around him.

“Normally, we stay with the same battalion we were created with until we are eradicated. I was constantly moved. There was no place for me. When I was finally assigned to Declyn’s battalion, I was ancient compared to them. I knew it wouldn’t last long it never did. A year came and went with no reassignments. I asked him one day why I was still there. Do you know what he said to me?”

“Tell me.”

“He said that the creators wanted me moved, he told them no. I was part of their battalion, and he wouldn’t let me go. I don’t know how he did it. I know they asked for me over the years. It was the first place I was ever accepted. He knew I was ancient, and he didn’t care.”

“Did my saying I want to reimburse you feel like I was rejecting you?”

“It did.”

She climbed to her knees throwing her body across his. He wrapped his arms around her. They swung back and forth taking comfort in each other.

“We should order food and eat in the room,” she said against his chest.

“I like that idea. I wonder if we have any menu’s?”

She opened her mouth to say that she would find out but closed it and relaxed in his arms.

“Let’s go ask Ven. You know he’s the one that would know.”

She stood, “Ven seems to know a lot to be so young.”

“He’s the only one of us with blue eyes.”

“You make a pair, you’re ancient, and he is a baby. When I see the two of you together, I feel like I’m standing on the edge of an important revelation.”

“I’m not sure I believe that there is a plan to any of this.”

She heard him, but it all felt too strange not to mean something. They found Ven in the living room.

“Have a seat, I’m watching television.”

She looked at the show. Ancient Aliens was on. There was no way she was touching that one.

“We were wondering if you had any menus of places that deliver,” Mira told him.

“I do; they're in the kitchen.”

He handed them to Tristan. “I’m going to go for a walk.”

“Ven,” Tristan growled at him.

“Just a walk Tris nothing else.” He crossed his heart like he was eleven.

Mira smiled there was no way you couldn’t fall a little in love with Ven.

“Be careful.”

“Always, have fun.” He turned and left the kitchen.

“You treat him like he’s a child.”

“To me, he will always be a child. I worry about him; we all do. Being a hybrid isn’t easy.”

“Hybrid?”

“Yeah, Ven’s mother was a natural born. Enzo was created through the enzymes and the hive mind or consciousness that surrounds part of our planet.”

They walked back to their rooms giving her time to think. “So, the people who created you aren’t using their own technology?”

“Correct. They stumbled upon it.”

There had to be more to that story. She could tell that Tristan didn’t want to talk about it. Instead, they focused on the menu ordering from two different places.

“I can’t wait for the food, I’m hungry.”

They went into the sitting room where she pushed the coffee table out of the way and got comfortable on the floor.

“You want to sit on the floor?”

“I do,” she lifted a hand for him to take. Then she pulled him down. “When I would have girl’s night at my house. We’d all get on the floor leaning against the couch or the chairs. Down here you don’t have to worry about saving face. You can be yourself and talk about anything.”

His phone rang.

“The drivers are out front, I’ll be right back.”

She got up and changed into an outfit for lounging.

He set the bags down. “You need to change into something comfortable. I love what those jeans do for your ass, but it’s time to get comfy.”

He left and came back wearing a tee and a pair of joggers. Yes, Lord. Give me a hot male with a sinful tat on his arm. Could she eat him now or did she have to wait until after dinner?

“Tell me what happens when you go to ground. It sounds an awful lot like what happens to a vampire.”

“I’ve read about them, but I never met one.”

She wasn’t going to tell him they didn’t exist. As far as she knew neither of them existed, but they were having dinner together.

“There are a few differences from what I have read. We can’t stop our heart. Our body slows down so much that we can pull the few nutrients we need from the ground to stay alive. Our minds, our thoughts never turn off. We are conscious the whole time we are buried.”

“How many times have you been buried?”

“Enough.”

She pushed her plate away. Any hunger she felt disappearing at the thought of him lying underground knowing the world was going on without him.

“That’s why you were in the crypt.”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“The world is changing around me. My Alpha and the others are receiving mates. They deserve this. I’m not upset or jealous; I want what’s best for my people. My people, I wouldn’t have that without Declyn. I won’t stand in the way of their happiness. If they are worried about me how can they continue to find their mates?”

He went silent pushing his food away. He stood and walked over to one of the windows. “I want to see Enigma One with mates, Ven with a mate. I can’t tell you how many times I patched them up, or I fought for their lives. They’re young; they're fresh. They don’t need someone my age holding them back.”

“What if you’re the reason they are here?”

“What do you mean?” He frowned rolling her words around.

“I don’t really know. You and Ven together in the same battalion, it boggles my mind. It’s as strange as the thought that you walk into my club the day I was working. I was off for a week straight before that night.”

“I couldn’t walk past it.”

“Sit, eat.” He sat back down taking the forkful of food she lifted to his lips. He leaned over and kissed her.

“Eventually, you’re going to have to tell me about this mate thing.”

“I’m giving you time to run.”

“Because I look like the running type?”

“If we mate it’s forever.”

“I’ve never had forever before, it sounds intriguing.”

“If you’re as old as I am, you know that it can become your worst nightmare.”

“How do we get out of forever?”

“Death.”

“Life and death with the person you love. People have lived worse lives.”

“Mira you’re so young.

“Young is what you need. Someone to bring spice back into your life.”

“You think?”

“You can now pick me up and ravish me.”

 


Chapter Twelve

 

 

Common sense told him to stop. That she was way too young for him. That didn’t stop him from picking her up and taking her to the bedroom.

“Did your girlfriends ever do kinky stuff to you?” Not that what she planned was kinky.

“I never had a girlfriend.”

This was where she reminded herself that those bitches were light-years away. That meant she couldn’t kill the lot of them.

She pulled her shirt off followed by her bra. Her hungry gaze found the bulge hidden behind his joggers. Who the hell was she fooling? There was no way he could hide that sizeable cock behind anything.

Her fingers walked his leg until she was pressing the palm of her hand over his erection.

“I want to see.” She started undoing the string on his pants.

“You’ve already seen it.” He helped to pull his pants down.

“I want to taste.” She gave him a big smile before licking her lips.

He went pale. What little color he had drained away while his eyes grew big.

“If that’s what you want.”

Huh? No man that she had ever been with balked at putting his dick anywhere near her mouth.

She stood up and took her clothes off before she walked over to him. Taking his hand in hers, she raised it to her breasts and then her lips for a kiss.

“When I say I want to taste, what are you thinking?”

“Teeth.” His voice came out deep as he tried to repress a shiver.

“Are the female's teeth sharp like yours?”

“Yes, that’s one trait we all share.”

“Tell me they didn’t bite you.” Please tell me I’m wrong; she wanted to beg.

It’s funny, no it’s not she was just used to people saying that before they said something heartbreaking. She heard about atrocities from every part of life. She was almost numb to it. Now that Tristan was standing in front of her, his pain raw and on display, it felt like she was being flayed with a whip.

The impotent fury that lived deep within her soul was making itself known, and once again all she could do was try to touch one life at a time. It was the only way she knew how to make a change in this world.

“She was cruel.”

Of course, she was. We think that only men are evil. Sometimes the females are the worst, and they are also the smartest.

“I don’t have the right to ask you to trust me, Tristan. I swear I will not hurt you willingly.”

“I know. You’re my mate, the other half of my soul. You don’t understand what that means, and I won’t be forcing you, but I trust you.” His eyes were sincere when he looked at her. The green flashing while the color came back to his face.

He was placing his trust and his well-being in her hand. Never had she held anything more precious. She led him to bed. They laid down together wrapped in each other’s arms.

“Let me give you pleasure.” She whispered it as her hand caressed the thick vein on the side of his neck.

He opened and closed his mouth. “It is my responsibility to make you happy.”

“That doesn’t work for me. I need to be in a relationship where we are both responsible for each other’s pleasure and our own.”

“Our own?”

“If I do something you don’t like, for instance, if I use my teeth on you in a way that’s not pleasurable, you would stop and tell me. That’s taking responsibility for your pleasure.”

He leaned up using an arm to keep him in place. “You would tell me if I hurt you or did something you didn’t like?”

“Yes.”

He laid back to think about it. That was different from the few times he had been with a female. They were about their own pleasure as well as humiliating males like him.

“I think I will like this.”

“Have I ever hurt you?” She tensed wondering if the things she did may have made him uncomfortable.

“No, you treat me as if I am worthy.”

“Newsflash suga, you are worthy. Now lay back. Your body is a smorgasbord, and I plan to indulge.” There was more than one type of hunger.

She leaned over and licked his lips. She loved them; they were just the right thickness to make them soft when he pressed them against hers. When he opened his mouth, his tongue snaked out. It was a little longer than a normal human tongue. She could be wrong it wasn’t like she ever measured a tongue. It could be that he kissed like a god, so he put the others she knew to shame.

“I love how you kiss. Every bit of your attention is on me when you do it.” She licked the corner of his mouth before dragging the pads of her fingers down his throat. The smoothness of his skin combined with the feel of his veins underneath captivated her.

“You’re beautiful, and I’m just at your neck.”

“Females are beautiful.”

She laughed; it was low and sultry. “A male came up with that rule. Look at the perfect symmetry of your body. Your all fluid lines and grace in motion. Beautiful.”

She leaned over and kissed the path her fingers were taking down his neck. She sucked on him bringing a moan of appreciation to his lips.

“I like this spot right here.”

“That’s the spot if you choose to mate with me that you will one-day  bite.”

She couldn’t mate with an alien as old as time. Could she? With a shake of her head, she set the thought aside as her fingers began to explore the wide expanse of his chest. His flat nipples fascinated her. They took work to make them rise even a little. She sucked on them harder loving the way he ran his fingers through her hair scratching at her scalp.

“Keep that up you’ll never get rid of me.” Her voice was smooth. There was no need to go faster, she could still take her time and savor the different tastes of his body.

She licked down the center of his chest watching as his eyes flashed from light green to a darker green.

She wanted to believe that there were races like her out there in the universe, but she wondered if more of the universe was like him than her. What did he look like in his natural form? She had seen his strength, then there was the fact that his teeth could get very sharp. Then add the fact that his fingernails seemed to become claws at times. Yeah, she’d give up her credit card if it was proven that this was his natural form.

He was never going to show her the real him until he knew he could trust her. She had caught a glimpse of him before, but it was a hazy memory, not to be trusted.

You can trust me, healer; I'd break my own rules to keep you safe. He was now elevated to a select group of people that include Jax, Lea, Troy, Anna, and Eve.

Slowly, she worked her way down his body not wanting to miss one growl of passion or one wayward shiver. She loved when he shivered, his whole body got into it. It reminded her of a dog deciding to shake all the wetness off himself at one time. She laughed even as she licked.

“What’s so funny?”

“I’ll tell you later.” Which meant right before they died or something like that. “You taste wild and dangerous.”

“I’m not. I’m just the healer. I only fought when I was ambushed. My job was to find and treat the others.”

“You say that as if what you did wasn’t important.” She ran her hands over his abs. She loved how sensitive he was here. The fact that he was missing a belly button said all she needed on how he was created. Made not born. Not equal in the eyes of the inhabitants of the planet.

She stopped to nibble; she wanted him to understand that all teeth weren’t bad. He thrust his hips up getting closer to her. That brought a smile to her lips. Her male was almost ready to feel her hot mouth sucking on his thick dick.

She waited until his thick bottom lip disappeared between his teeth before she found the band of deeper colored gray skin that led down to his happy place. She didn’t know about all his people, but most of his hair was contained on his head. Did that mean he wasn’t hairy when he changed?

She squeezed her thighs together, sucking and licking on him had her so hot it wouldn’t take much to make her explode. This was about Tristan her hungry pussy would just have to accept that.

Her needy mouth followed the path of her hands down his body until her nose was pressed against the base of his dick. She breathed in deeply the heady smell of him taking her over. If she could bottle his sex appeal, she’d be rich, and women everywhere would be having orgasms.

The feel of his hands caressing her shoulders and neck while he pushed her head down further made a sound of need escaped from her. Her tongue came out to lick the underside of his cock. The hiss that came from behind his lips was her reward. She wanted to hear it again. Her hand caressed his balls while her other hand laid flat on him trying to keep him still.  

She smiled at the strength he was showing by not moving. She ran her tongue over the head of his dick while her hand tried to grasp his shaft.

“I want to take you in my mouth.” She stopped and looked at him waiting for his approval. It came with a jerk of his head and a look in his eyes that told her he was turning his pleasure over to her. He was trusting her.

The thought was heady like the most potent wine. She blew her breath on him watching his dick seek the warmth before she opened her mouth and took him in. She swallowed the head with a moan that she was sure echoed through the whole house.

His gasp speared her in her pussy. It wasn’t the sound of a male in charge. It was the realization that he was discovering a pleasure he didn’t know existed. She sucked harder making sure her teeth never touched him. All lips and tongue the way she liked it.

Her hand wrapped around his shaft taking care of the part she couldn’t reach. She moaned around him allowing the vibrations to sink deep into his dick as she sucked taking him as far back as she could.

He tasted so good; she could do this forever and be happy. He thrust upward, his legs starting to shake.

“I want you to come in my mouth, Tristan. Let yourself go; I want to taste you.”

He was holding back, but that didn’t stop her. She redoubled her efforts bobbing up and down on his dick playing with his balls until he was so close.

Her name ripped out of his mouth.

She groaned around his thick shaft.

“Mira, I’m gonna…” The first blast of cum hit the back of her throat. She felt his body go taut and then the cry of pleasure that came from his lips. It was wild, unhinged, a male understanding that he was a male.

She drank the taste of him; he was salty but slightly sweet at the same time. He was alien, different. He was giving himself over to her. What more could she ask for?

As his body finally stopped moving, she realized something. She found pleasure in him without needing to find her own release. It would come but taking care of her male touched her in a way she never expected.

“Mira?”

“Later,” she said climbing up his body. “Right now, just hold me.”


Chapter Thirteen

 

 

“You do realize that hiking and roughing it in the woods isn’t my favorite pastime?” Tristan woke her up this morning by bringing her to a glorious orgasm.

That should have been the perfect start to a perfect day. He ruined it by telling her to dress for a long walk through the property. She could have refused, but like the stupid cat, curiosity got the better of her. They spent  the last hour walking (slowly) towards some mysterious destination. When she heard the water, she walked a little faster.

They came through the trees to find a wide-open spot with a waterfall cascading into a pond that turned into a lake.

“It’s beautiful.”

He smiled at her. He had been all smiles since he opened his eyes. Her heart stuttered again. She was sure she was the cause of his happiness; it was contagious.

“I thought you would like it up here.”

She did and not just because it was beautiful. There were no stray emotions, no mind fields for her to walk into unaware. Her body relaxed, the shields that she maintained dropped allowing her to experience the beauty not just visually, but emotionally. This was something she could never do in the city.

He gave  her this gift. It meant more than rings, cars or fancy food.

“Thank you.” She crossed the space separating them wrapping her arms around him while laying her head on his chest.

“Your welcome. We have a picnic lunch when you get hungry.”

“Do we have towels, in case we decide to skinny dip?”

“That may have been taken care of,” he told her while he pointed over her shoulder.

There was a large picnic basket sitting on some rocks. They walked over to find towels and even a couple of swimsuits in it. He sat their lunch next to the basket.

Mira leaned over and rolled up the legs to her pants. “Let’s start by getting our feet wet.”

Tristan led her to a large flat rock that was warm from the sun. They sat and dangled their feet in the water.

“How did you know this place was here?”

“Ven and I scouted out the property for close to a month before we decided we wanted to see the house.”

They balanced each other out perfectly. It was a mystery to her why the two of them couldn’t see that. Even in age the youngest and the oldest. Although soon Ven wouldn’t be the youngest anymore, he would always be the youngest to come to this planet and Tristan the oldest.

“This is already one of my favorite places.” She angled her body, so her feet were still in the water, but her head was lying against his thigh.

“Peace is a blessing,” she told him as she closed her eyes. “We get so used to always going and listening to the background clutter of our world that it never seems to dawn on anyone that it’s never silent. I remember the first time I experienced silence with my ears. The power went out. There was no hum of the clock, the fans stopped turning. That faint electrical sound that means the lights worked was gone. The refrigerator was silent. There was no hum from the streetlights, there wasn’t even a car moving. It was marvelous. I never knew there could be that kind of quiet in my head.”

“What was growing up like?” His hands drifted through her brown hair caressing her scalp.

“It was a fight only I didn’t know it. I thought this was how it was supposed to be.

“I can still remember kindergarten. There was a girl, Mary Sue, she was my best friend. I don’t know why, maybe because I knew she needed help. I kept saying that Mary Sue was being hurt, but no one believed me until she came to school with a black eye and a broken arm. They helped her, but they whispered. My mom came and told everyone that Mary Sue told me what was going on at home. She didn’t, but that stopped the whispers. My friend moved away with her grandma.”

“Your mother was trying to protect you.”

“I often wonder, but I think she was protecting herself. No one wants a child that’s strange, or different from the other children.”

She relaxed as Tristan continued stroking his fingers through her hair. The curls tangled around his fingers before he worked them out.

“By the time I was ten everyone made fun of me. They called me spook and made sounds from scary movies as I walked past. I left my notebook on the bus one day. I used it for writing down the things I felt. One of the kids found it and read it. I was sure that one of the teachers in my school was being abused. I didn’t know who to tell. It got out. The sad thing is I was right, but from that moment on the other kids wouldn’t let up. I tried to kill myself when I was twelve.”

Her shoulders tensed as she waited for the judgment to fall harshly on her shoulders.

“I am sorry; I am also grateful that you failed.” 

She held up her wrist. “The cuts weren’t deep enough. I planned to do it again. My mom said I’d get over it. The only thing I regretted was not saying goodbye to my grandma. I decided to wait until after I saw her one more time.”

A pang of longing for her grandmother went through her chest. She missed her smile and the way she would hold her with a tightness that most people couldn’t match.

“I told her goodbye. Then she asked me what I meant by that. I told her, I figured my mom had already told her. I’ve never seen her move as fast in her life. It didn’t take five days before I was getting help. It wasn’t real help, but it kept me alive for the next thirteen years. During that time, my grandma would tell me about books and articles she read about being an empath in a world of non-believers. The medicine they gave me kept me in a constant stupor, and still, the emotions attacked me.”

She stood up and started pulling off her clothes. Skinny dipping was something she never had the nerve to do. Only the pretty people did that.

“Last one in the water.” She called out as she carefully walked her way into the shallow hoping there was no steep drop off. The brave thing to do would have been to dive it. It also may have been the foolish thing to do.

“What are you doing?” She turned around to see him holding his shirt in his hands.

“Watching the water caress your beautiful curves. I do believe I am jealous of it.”

A huge smile split her lips before she ducked down until she was hidden under the water. A few minutes later, there was a splash to her right. Tristan was in the water his naked glory on display.

They played chase, with her just managing to avoid him. The fact that he let her win made her heart beat faster. She turned and splashed water at him. Soon they were in a water fight laughing and screaming about who was winning. When she grew tired, he suggested they sun themselves on the rocks.

“I can’t believe I am here.” Tristan was spreading SPF 50 sunscreen all over her. He didn’t want to take a chance that she might burn since she wasn't blessed with the darker skin of some of the others.

“How did you come to embrace your uniqueness?”

“My grandma dying was a wakeup call. I didn’t have any more time to walk around in a medically induced coma. I found a doctor, who would help me wean myself from the medicine. While I was doing that I started reading all the books, my grandmother bought me over the years.”

“It worked.”

“Yes, but the tale is cautionary. My issue isn’t normal. So many people deal with this every day in a way that is much more debilitating than what I went through. I don’t encourage anyone to act without trained personnel to help.”

“Is this why you help your kittens?”

“I can feel their despair. There is no denying what can happen if someone doesn’t care enough to step in. The world is filled with more empaths than anyone realizes. All you have to do is sit in a coffee shop and observe. The door opens, and no one turns around. The door opens again, and heads pop up eyes roam the store even as the owner of those eyes is trying to desperately focus back on the friend at the table or the book they are reading. Without seeing who was at the door, they responded naturally to a cry for help or even such happiness that it reaches out and wraps you in its embrace. We deny the truth about ourselves every day in an effort to fit in.”

“This is not an unknown behavior to Kur’iks. We too would deny the truth to fit in, but our truth follows us. It is in our green eyes, and the symbol carved into our skin. It proclaims us to be shapeshifters. That’s not unheard of, most of the galaxy can shift from one form to another. Our creators may have wanted more than a shifter.”

He stood up and moved away from her. “Would you like to see?”

This is where the rubber met the road. Her grandma liked to say that when things got hard. She reminded herself that she had seen this before. Part of her still thought it was a dream.

“I’d love to see.” Later, she’d tell herself that it was for scientific purposes. Right now, she wasn’t in the mood to lie to herself. She was beginning to want to find out what being his mate was all about, but first, he needed to know she wasn’t completely stable. She needed to know what and who she was sleeping with.

The popping of bone wasn’t expected. Why should those who created him, make it easy for him to shift? She wanted to press her hands against her ears, but if he could live through it, she could listen to it. The transformation wasn’t long. Seconds, not minutes. Still, the sound of his bones cracking would stay with her for a long time.

One look and she had to order herself not to run. He was tall like over twelve feet tall, and that’s where the human comparisons ended. There was a thicker gray skin all over his body, not hair, but if she didn’t look closely it appeared as hair. He was standing on his back legs. His toes and fingers became  deadly claws. His snout had elongated, and his teeth were sharp enough to rend with one bite.

He was a wolf, no, he was a werewolf. Those scary movies that kept you on edge because you know that whatever was in the shadow was going to tear you apart. That was Tristan. What the hell had she been thinking? Her toes curled; she was going to run or piss on herself. Right now, they both had merit. Who wanted a meal marinated in piss?

Tristan sat down far enough away from her that she could take a deep breath. Oh, the black spots were a warning she was about to pass out. She’d have to remember that in the future. He wasn’t fooling her. There was no way he was docile. He was waiting for her to get close enough to touch, and then he was going to eat her up and spit her bones out!

Her eyes went wide with fear, then she laughed. It must be true that theory that said you could only be scared for so long when nothing was threatening you. If Tristan wanted her dead, he didn’t have to bring her out here. As far as eating the only thing he ate was her pussy, and well she was down for that, as long as he looked human.

Since running away or pissing on herself were no longer viable choices, she stood and moved with slow, cautious steps toward him. 

“Who’s a good boy?” She rolled her eyes at her dumb words. If he wasn’t going to kill her, the way she was talking would change his mind. “Sorry, that came out wrong. I mean please don’t kill me. You like me. I like you. We're a…” She was going crazy.

“So, I might not be all there mentally. You should know that. I’m going to touch you now.” She placed her hand on his exposed arm. It was tough, but it reminded her of the butter softness of leather. 

 

He never moved he wanted his mate to touch him, to get to know both sides of who he was. He dreamed of this moment. His mate was fearless. Her smooth fingers touched his arm before moving to his face and neck. He uttered her funny words. They wouldn’t be able to communicate until they became one. Still the humanoid understood what she was saying, and he was proud of her.

He had a mate. What deity believed he was worth blessing with such a treasure? She wasn’t any mate. She was thick and round. When the male pushed into her body, she made the sweetest sounds. There was no fear of tearing her in half. He had seen the other mates but never had he thought there would be one for him.

Careful of his claws he pulled her to him. He wrapped his body around her and hoped she would let him hold her for a while.


Chapter Fourteen

 

 

“Suga, I’m home,” Mira called as she made her way through the door.

“Which suga are you talking to?” Ven called back.

She laughed and moved in a smooth circle that caught her feet up as she headed for the floor. Tristan’s arms were the only thing holding her stable.

“Hi suga.” She swayed in his arms.

“You’re drunk.”

“Nuh huh. I’m tipsy, there’s a difference.”

“Did your tipsy self, drive home?”

“No,” she tried to stomp her foot it was an epic fail. Did Tristan realize the room was spinning? She placed her head on his chest and decided not to tell him. If the world was ending, she wanted to go out like this.

“Wanna hear a secret?” She giggled while she waited for his answer.

“Tell me.”

“Troy drove me home. He said tipsy was too far gone to drive.” She pursed her lips and managed to look up at him.

He waited, pulling her closer to him until she was ready to tell him her secret.

“You have too much patience,” she muttered. “I think Troy is an alien-like you. Not like you, but like an alien from a different planet.”

Now that her secret was out, she closed her eyes and allowed Tristan to support her whole body.

Troy was an alien, but he didn’t think this was the time to confirm her suspicions. He wrapped his arms around her picking her up bridal style.

“Did you have fun? How are Anna and Eve?”

“You should have come; we had excellent drinks and tasty food. Anna and Eve are doing good. I get positive feels from them, but I know it’s too soon. You mark my words those two are going to be the cutest couple.”

She put her hand in front of her mouth and yawned. “Where are you taking me?”

“To the bedroom. I also have a couple of bottles of water in there for you to drink.” The water wouldn’t sober her up, but it should help with dehydration when she woke.

He placed her in the bed before taking off her clothes and tucking the covers around her.

“I’m not sleepy,” she murmured before she was lost in the sound of snores.

It still amazed him that his little mate was a snorer.

He shut the door softly behind him and made his way to the living room.

“Is she alright?” Locke asked.

“Too much to drink, she’ll be fine.”

He took a seat in a comfortable armchair and looked around the room. All of Enigma One was there as well as Ven. Each one of them was invested in Mira’s life. Not because she was his mate because she had touched each one of them with her thoughtfulness.

It felt a little like the calm before the storm. Maybe it was more like when they hadn’t fought for a while, and tension was riding the air. If they were on the ship, dread would be pulling at them. Whatever the creators had in store for them wouldn’t be something they were going to walk away from unaffected. 

“Can you feel it?” Ven asked.

Tristan nodded.

“Is it coming for Mira or for us?” Cade asked.

Ven shrugged his shoulders.

Mira had been with him and by default his brothers for the last three weeks. She hadn’t mentioned leaving, and he hadn’t brought it up. He also hadn’t brought up the topic of mating. His werewolf was growing impatient it wanted his mate. It thought the male was taking it to slow. Which meant he was keeping his teeth and his mouth to himself. He didn’t trust the primitive part of himself not to bite first and get scolded later.

“How have you managed not to bite her?” Key asked.

“With difficulty.” 

“Do you think we will find females?” Key pondered out loud. 

That was the question they were all asking. He didn’t have an answer for them.

 

*~*~*~*

 

Kill me now! She knew better than to drink. She was a lightweight. Alcohol attached to her bloodstream like it was blood and whisked its way merrily through her body singing drunken songs of exuberance. Then she woke up to find death watching her out of one bloodshot eye.

“You’re awake.”

She grabbed the pillow and buried her head under it. The male was a menace to society. No, he was her own personal demon sent from hell to torture her continuously.

“Shh, too loud,” she whispered. Was he laughing? That sounded like a laugh.

She took the pillow partially off her head and opened one eye cautiously to take in his laughing face. Fucker! She slammed the pillow back down on her head and groaned in remorse as bells and harps attacked her? That stuff sounded like harps playing inside her head.

She didn’t know how he was doing it, but she knew it was Tristan’s fault. If she thought over her life, she’d see that everything was his fault. Damn!  Do all hangovers make you feel this way or was she special?

The pillow was pulled away from her head, then she felt a sweet kiss on her cheek.

“I have water and aspirin. According to the Internet, it will help.”

Aww, he’s so sweet. She let go of the demon thought as she took her time to sit up. It would be embarrassing if her equilibrium was still off. She took the meds and then leaned against him.

“This sucks.”

“What happened?”

She closed her eyes and then blinked a couple of times as she tried to remember what happened yesterday. God, she prayed it was yesterday.

“We went to this place it was a nice restaurant with a full-service bar. I got a coke until we were seated.” Anna and Eve were teasing her amid the hugs they were giving her. She’d been away too long, and they missed her.

“When the waiter came to take our orders the girls and Troy ordered a drink. I don’t drink often, but I thought why not? It’s a celebration. I was going to order a daiquiri, then they started to tease about the bartender watering it down for me.” She knew they were teasing, but it brought back memories of being in school where she was the one on the outside looking in.

“That song was on the radio, you know the catchy one about coke and patron. So, I ordered one of those.” Her friend’s faces were shocked. She whipped her phone out and took a pic of their faces.

“Mira we were just teasing,” Anna said. “You don’t want to drink that.”

“I really wanted to taste the drink. I hadn’t realized how little I actually drank. When the waiter brought it over, I decided better to just tip it and gulp. That’s what I did. It went down smooth, and there was little taste. The coke kind of overpowered it, so I ordered another, make it a double.”

Troy almost came out of his seat with that order. Those unnatural eyes of his were on display for about thirty seconds before he got his shit together. She had sat there and gloated. She was a bad mother…

“I gulped that one down too. There should be a class that says not to gulp alcohol. Treat it like a wayward child who will kick your ass when you’re not paying attention. After that we ordered food, but I needed something to drink with it.”

She turned to look at Tristan hoping he would understand. It made sense.

“So, I ordered another coke and patron. Troy ordered me a regular coke too. At the time, I thought I had to drink my last drink. Idiot. Anyway, I drank it and sipped at the regular coke. When I tried to get up, I fell. Troy wouldn’t let me drive. He drove around the city for a long time. I was in and out of it. I asked him why he wasn’t taking me home. Did you know that patron is tequila?”

“I knew love, did you?”

“It was just a catchy song.”

He gave a growl. She squeezed his hand.

“Why didn’t Troy bring you home immediately?”

“He said something about not wanting to fight the wolves. I didn’t tell him I swear.”

“I always suspected he knew. Are you ready for a shower?”

She nodded her head realizing she felt better. She felt like crap warmed over, but it was better than the dead crap feeling she had earlier.

“A shower sounds good.” Her head still hurt, but the shower was helping. Brushing her teeth helped more. She no longer tasted what she was going to call the aftermath of her destruction. Nor was she going to answer the burning question in her mind, did she throw up and then go to sleep with a nasty mouth. Some things shouldn’t have answers. She let the water run through her hair wishing she could clean her memories the same way.

“How are you?”

She was gingerly drying her hair as she stood in the bathroom with a towel wrapped around her breasts.

“Better, thank you.”

“For what?”

“For not laughing at me, well you know what I mean. Also, for not telling me what a fool I was or how low my tolerance is.” Or a hundred other things she could think of.

“Is it okay to tell you that you’re a cute drunk?”

“No.” Unfortunately, she couldn’t make the sudden smile on her face go away. “Go, I’ll meet you in the kitchen.”

She was so happy she would hum, but her head.

Only Tristan was there when she walked in.

“I think the others got tired of waiting for us.”

“I don’t blame them. What are we having for breakfast?”

“Eggs or french toast?”

The thought of eggs running on her plate made her gag reflex engage. “French toast.”

“I’m on it. Did you learn anything last night?”

She went out to be with her friends, but part of her was listening to hear if there was word about Meghan. She was still missing.

“Mum’s the word on Meghan, but I did hear something strange.” She reviewed the emotions she picked up to analyze if what she remembered was true or some tequila induced daydream.

“There was a woman, she was the aunt of one of the girls. She says six of them went out and never were heard from again. She’s gone to the police as well as the news. The girls aren’t exactly model citizens, so the news didn’t pick it up. Her friends think her niece ran off with a new boyfriend or a pimp who would give her a bigger share of the pie. The aunt was scared, not just for her niece, but for herself.”

“Mira?” She was staring off into space. “What’s wrong?”

“You know the world is made up of more freaks than norms.”

“You’re not a freak.”

“Aww, thanks love. You have no idea how many times I’ve been called one or how many times I’ve been harassed for being different.” The aunt had met her eyes, in that moment, she detected something about her that was different.

“What if the missing girls are different, like me?” She paced the kitchen trying to make her alcohol-soaked memories make sense.

Tristan kept cooking giving her time to think.

“Meghan’s missing. We know she’s the daughter of someone prominent, but we don’t know who. Doesn’t that strike you as weird? No one is on television pleading. The cops haven’t come back, just nada. Like she fell off the face of the earth. Now we have six girls missing, and the cops are refusing to look for them. The news won’t pick the story up. Something smells bad, and it isn’t me; I showered.” She gave him a smile and sat when he placed a plate of french toast on the table.

“Do you think I’m crazy?”

“No, I’ve been troubled ever since we found Tina.”

She knew the feeling. The fact that Tina almost died said that there was a new player in town, and he wasn’t playing with a full deck.

Tristan picked her up and placed her on his lap. He began to feed her. Never in her life, had she ever met a male strong enough to pick her up and thick enough not to complain about her sitting on his lap.

The world was destroying itself while she enjoyed the eye of the storm.

 


Chapter Fifteen

 

 

“Tell me about mating?” She was curled up on Tristan’s lap while they sat in the living room watching a movie with everyone.

She ducked her head to miss the popcorn that was thrown at him.

“I’ve been waiting a long time to find out about mating,” Ven said. “I can’t wait to hear this.”

“I was underground when it all went down at the compound, please enlighten me,” Taris said with a smile. He was another member of Enigma One.

“We all want to know,” Cade told him. “Who better to tell us than you with your advanced age?”

“Umm, I’m sure it’s just the birds and the bees,” Mira told them.

“Did you know I looked up the birds and the bees? None of the different species copulate together,” Ven told her.

She waited for his grin or laughter. Then suspected there was a gotcha coming. The longer she stared at him, the more she realized he was serious. Her jaw unhinged allowing her mouth to open on the perfect ‘O.' She saw the youth and the innocence that was Ven.

No wonder Deja would kill a fool over her son. He had just gained another mother. It didn’t matter what he could do, he was a kitten and she would protect him with her life. If she wasn’t laughing at him.                                                                                                                                                           

“I think I should probably call it a night.” Tristan’s fingers tightened on her waist keeping her still.

“You,” Tristan said to Ven, “are only old enough to look. The rest of you ask me after you have attracted your female.”

He stood, still holding Mira and carried her to their room.

“I liked how you said that.”

“What?”

“The way you told them to come to you after they attracted their female. It sounded like they were special, and the women for them are special.”

“You’re right on both counts. The woman each of us will attract is special because she is perfect for us, our mate. You, Mira, are my mate. That makes you perfect for me.”

“But still human.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way.” He stopped in the sitting room and set her on her feet. “We could finish watching the movie.”

“Or we could talk.” She sat down and then stretched out her hand inviting him to sit with her.

“We were never allowed to mate.” He changed their positions, so that she was on his lap. “Our job, our life, was to fight and die. It wasn’t until Deja walked into our compound that we understood that our lives could be more.”

“Sounds like she turned thing's upside down for you guys.”

“She did. All the mates did. The same way you are.”

She gave him a small smile.

“We mate for life. Our lives are long since we were created to fight. I would bite you here.” His hand smoothed over one delicate shoulder making her shudder. “We would exchange what you call DNA and what we call enzymes.”

“Enzymes?”

“Our bodies are designed differently than yours.  We both have one set of genetic characteristics that are the same. They allow us to bond and interbreed.”

She nodded, biology was never her passion in school. “What happens after that?”

“Our body's sync. We have exchanged part of our life. It will bind us together. Then certain characteristics may change or be enhanced.”

“Will I still be me?”

“Yes, but a different version of you.”

“That sounds a lot like marriage.”

“It is, except, there is no divorce.”

“What if you cheat on me?”

“I won’t, not only because you're beautiful and I care deeply for you. My bond with you will stop me if I suddenly experience brain death.” She raised a brow at him. “It’s the only way I would cheat on you.”

She shook her head, but the smile on her lips wouldn’t leave.

“Do you want this?” Talking about mating was nice and all, but there had to be a reason besides I think you’re the perfect fit for my life.

He hesitated unsure of what to say. “I wasn’t built for the thing you call love. No one ever cradled me or held my hand. There was no parent to wipe my tears or watch me grow. I never grew, when I opened my eyes, I was as I am now. You, Mira, are a foreign concept that some days I can’t wrap my mind around. 

“I want you not because I’m scared there will not be another female for me. I wanted you the minute you called me suga. It was the way your lips wrapped around the word, and your brown eyes glowed with an inner fire that consumes you. I didn’t know that your body would be this lovely, voluptuous, curvaceous. I wanted you before I saw you physically.”

His hands skimmed down her body appreciating the curves that were on display for him.

“I didn’t know about you and your kittens. I did know that you pulled me to you. Now that we’ve spent weeks together I can tell you about your kindness, your generosity. I love your laugh. I want to hear it for a lifetime or an eternity, whichever comes first. I’ve held your hand when you were hurt and wiped your tears. I want the privilege of doing that for the rest of our lives. If we were blessed with a child, I want to speculate if it is a boy or a girl. Who will they look like? I want to see that fiercely protective look on your face. The one you get when you look at Ven.

“I don’t know what love is, but I know I feel these things and so much more for you.”

She blinked her eyes, the tears falling made it hard for her to see him. She sat up and straddled his lap.

“Suga, you had me at the word suga. I’ve been hurt more than I want to talk about. I thought I’d never find anyone like you. I love the way you look at me. I see the desire and love in your eyes. You never complain if I need help with something. When I went out, you were willing to laugh at my antics when I got back. I love all that.

“I love the way my heart speeds up when I’m around you. Then there’s this need deep inside of me to take care of you while you’re taking care of me. The only person I can say that I loved was my grandmother. If she were still here she’d say, 'Mira, you hold on to that boy, he’s one of the good ones.' She’d be right. I want to be your mate. I love you, Tristan. You are worthy of love.”

She kissed him getting lost in the taste of his mouth. “This is the part,” she whispered into his ear, “where you pick me up and take me to the bed. Then you have your wicked way with me.”

He stood holding her close to his chest, then walked into the bedroom. He placed her carefully on the bed; his eyes stroking her with lust and a look that said he couldn’t believe this moment was happening.

“I wasn’t supposed to have this,” his voice was filled with awe.

 “Every now and then life comes together. It’s a mystery, but when it happens correctly, it’s a marvel.” She sat up and pulled off her top before reaching around back and taking off her bra. His hand went to the snap on her pants and then the zipper. She lifted her hips allowing him to take her pants and panties off. 

She peeked up at him; she was still wearing hipsters, but he seemed to like them. No thong needed. Once she was naked, she tried to drape herself over the bed to look like a femme fatale. She felt silly, but the look of lust in Tristan’s eyes was enough for her to push those feelings aside.

Then he began to undress. There was no time for anything as her pussy heated and her nipples tingled with need.

“I want to touch you,” a hoarse whisper came from her. She was held down with need. It kept her from slipping her talented fingers between her legs. She needed her hands on him. 

He kicked off his pants and crawled onto the bed. His arms caged her making her feel small compared to his body that was full of muscles. She loved the way he moved. How each muscle flexed with just enough warning to let her know the male pursuing her was deadly.

“I’m going to make you mine Mira. You get one more chance to say no or go slow.” He stopped, waiting for her decision.

“Please Tristan.”

He lowered himself until he was lying on her. She tilted her hips, but he ignored them. He leaned down and took one nipple into his mouth. Her head went back a moan of pleasure escaping as her fingers worked through his hair.

His fingers went to her other nipple squeezing hard until she gasped.

“I love how responsive you are.” The moan that came from her lips was the only response as her fingers found his neck and his clavicles.

She pushed against his shoulders when her hands finally worked their way down. He lifted letting her push until he was lying on his back. She crawled over him until she could lean down and feed him one needy nipple. He sucked hard making her pussy pulse with need. Cream rolled down her thighs making her hands itch to plunge between them.

“Harder Tristan, please.”

He sucked on her nipple pulling it while he rolled her other nipple between his fingers. Her hips rocked on his hard abs making him nice and slick with her wetness.

“I want you,” she cried out as she pulled her nipple from his mouth. The pop was enough to drive her over the edge. His fingers walked down her body caressing and teasing. She tried to regain her mental stability, but his mouth on the underside of her breast stopped her.

“Tristan,” It came out as a plea. She wasn’t sure what she was asking for. 

He flipped her making sure her legs were braced on his shoulders as he walked down her body with his mouth. He tasted her and when she tried to move to taste him back his hand went to her luscious ass smacking it. The sound of it was followed by a moan, and more cream was enough to make her come.

“Who’s a naughty girl?”

She laughed; she couldn’t help herself. They were never going to watch porn together again. He sure did learn quickly. She had to give it to him.

“Me,” she moaned. She’d make a career out of being naughty if that was what he liked.

His hand smoothed the ache that made her want to spread herself open and offer herself up to him.

“Whips and chains suga,” she managed to say before his finger stroked her slit. She was gone, lost in a feeling so good that it should be bottled. It was his half laugh half groan that brought her back.

He had been appalled when he found out some people liked to be beaten or tied up. She had quickly assured him she wasn’t one of those people, but whips and chains became her catchphrase to rile him up.

His lips went to her clit pulling it into his mouth as he devoured her.

“Yes, please, just like that.” Her head moved from side to side as he sucked on her clit. Her body was a bowl of Jell-O shaking. She couldn’t get away from the pleasure rolling through her. 

She thrust her hips needing to be closer to the mouth that was taking her to nirvana. “I need you in me.”

“Mira, I want to take my time, feast on you.”

“Umm sounds good, let’s do that next year.” Her hands were back in his hair pushing his head closer into her pussy as if she could get him deeper.

“I need your big, thick cock pounding into me now, Tristan.” His name came out sounding whiney with an extra side of begging, but she didn’t care. Her body was on edge, trying to go over the edge of the falls, but she needed a large paddle to help. His cock would do nicely. She grinned at the thought as he sat up between her legs.

“Mira?” His words stopped, but she knew what he was asking. She could see it in his eyes. He wanted to bite. Already she could see his sharp teeth descending enough to latch onto her vulnerable shoulder. She should be running; pain did not turn her on.

“Yes.” Pain or not she needed to be connected to him, and this was the only way.

He ran his fingers down her slit again before he pushed two of them in.

Damn him, he wasn’t trying to give her relief. He was keeping her right on the edge of insanity. It would be a nice way to go.

She growled, and he gave a low chuckle before he moved his hips so that the head of his cock was lined up with her needy pussy.

“You want this baby?”

Could she hit her lover and still convince him to fuck her brains out? She was about to try. He moved pressing the large head of his dick into the tight hole she loved to call her vagina.

“Yes,” she hissed as he opened her up and stuffed her full. “So thick, and long. Give me every inch, I need you. I have to be full of you.” Her words became nothing but sounds as she took every inch he had to give. When he bottomed out in her, she cried her pleasure before wrapping her legs around his hips and working her pussy on him like it was her job.

Deep groans came from him as he swung his hips meeting hers in a rhythm that was as old as time. Her heart felt like it was going to burst out of her chest any minute as her moans sped up. The need growing at the base of her spine was rolling around her body like a cat scarfing up catnip.

She needed. Every time he made love to her, she needed more, more closeness, more of a connection. She wanted to find a way to burrow deep into his skin and live there.

“Tristan,” she cried his name out looking for something she couldn’t understand.

“I got you, love.” He swung his hips pounding into her until her eyes closed, and a scream of need mixed with strands of satisfaction came from her. 

Her body shook that’s when his teeth sunk deep into her shoulder. The sound that left her lips was primal. She could feel something wet, maybe slick being forced into her body through his teeth. It burned as it went through her, on its heels was a calmness she never felt. Then he sucked, and she felt part of who she was being pulled into his teeth. Her hands went around his shoulders clutching him tightly; she wanted, needed this connection.

When his teeth withdrew, she realized he was still pounding into her body. He stiffened then cried out as she felt his seed pump deep inside of her. The warmth of it combined with whatever his teeth pumped into her sent her over the edge one more time. She clutched at him as pleasure spiked through her.

This was magnificent. Her eyes closed.

“Mira?”

“I’m fine, just going to close my eyes for five minutes. Then I’m going to let you do it all over again.” She snuggled deep into his arms.

His chuckle followed her into her mini nap time.


Chapter Sixteen

 

 

What the hell was that noise? She snuggled closer into the warmth that was thumping under her ear and closed her eyes when that strident sound, was it bells, went off again.

“I need a mallet,” she mumbled trying to ignore the sound.

“A mallet?” Tristan’s deep voice asked.

“So, I can beat the shit out of that phone. Who is calling this early in the morning?” She opened one eye and lifted her head to look at the clock. It said eleven, but she decided that was too early to call. When the phone went to voice mail for the fourth time, she finally relaxed.

Then it rang again.

“Darn it! Mary, Margaret, and Joseph!” She jumped out of the bed and found the phone in the other room. “This better be good,” she growled into it.

“Good morning sunshine,” Jax’s deep voice came through.

“Why Jax, why?”

“We have a lead on Meghan as well as the six other kittens you texted about. Northside, we’ll be there in forty-five, thought you might like to know. He told her the address and hung up before she could give him a snappy reply.

“We have to go.”

“Five-minute shower,” he told her. She was already disappearing into the bathroom where the water was running. He seemed to know what she needed. The warm water woke her up and gave her the extra motivation to get going. When they walked into the kitchen, there were several travel mugs with coffee in them.

“Are we going on an outing?” She looked at Ven, Cade, and Taris.

“Yes,” they responded at the same time.

She picked up her coffee dumped sugar and milk in it and followed them out to Tristan’s Jeep. It was bigger. He gave her the keys and got in the passenger seat. 

She smiled; it was a small thing. No one would really think much about it, but it meant something to her. He had no problem with her driving. “You can drive every car we have,” he told her. “I reserve the right to pilot the spaceships.”

She was pretty sure if they went into space, she’d be too busy looking for the grab handle or assist handle or whatever they called that handle on the spaceship to hold on to just in case of a sudden turn, and the hatch came open. A laugh came out. It happened every time she thought of Tristan swerving to miss a planet.

The drive wasn’t long since all she could think of was space. She pulled into the driveway which thankfully curved around back. They got out to find Jax and Lea waiting for them.

“I wanted to go in, but muscles over here wouldn’t let me,” Lea said pointing at Jax.

He smiled and flexed his biceps. Normally, she would have drooled and turned to wipe it away. Now all she could see was Tristan and his biceps. It was more than that. Now that they were here she could focus on herself. There was a low-level hum in her body that felt like Tristan. It was how she felt when she was curled up against him.

He winked when she looked over at him.

“Is anyone here?” She looked at Jax.

“I don’t think so. The building looks deserted, maybe they left in a hurry.” He pointed out some clothes that were strewn on the ground. They did look like something a teen would wear.

Tristan turned and walked to the door stopping when he got to the bottom step that led to the porch. He frowned and looked back at Mira.

“Are you in my head?” She asked him.

“A little, we’re connected. It can mean different things for different mates.”

“Do you feel that?” She walked over to stand by him at the bottom of the steps.

“I do.”

“I can see it!” Her voice rose with excitement.

“See what?” Cade asked coming to stand by them.

She stared hard at the doorway then looked back at Cade.

“Tristan, can you see it?”

He shook his head. “I can feel it. It must be because we synched last night.”

She nodded, then carefully walked up the steps stopping inches away from the door. “I see what looks like a black box intertwined with red threads. Let’s call it an emote-mine. Think of a land mine that was planted underground and goes off when the pressure is lifted. This mine is planted in the air, and the strong ability to sense emotions that an empath has will set it off.”

“Like the one planted at your apartment. Were they expecting you?” Ven asked her.

She stopped in her tracks. That was a good question one she hadn’t gotten around to thinking about. Were they expecting her? She carefully lifted a hand to get it closer to the emote-mine.

“No. I can’t feel anything personal from this one. The one I encountered previously was tuned to my frequency. This one is set to a wide range catching anyone who has medium talent to a full-blown empath.”

“Mira what are you doing?” Tristan asked her.

Her eyes were closed, and she was making small sounds while her fingers twitched in the air.

“I can see it better with my eyes closed. I am unraveling it. Neither of us can enter the building while it is here. If we leave it an unsuspecting person could be taken down by it.”

She didn’t think it was sophisticated, of course, until today she didn’t realize they existed. This one seemed to be fashioned in a hurried method which made taking it apart easier.

It took her ten minutes before she was confident that it wouldn’t hurt anyone.

“With this one, I deconstructed it. I took it apart backward. We can go in now.”

“Wait.” Cade walked in front of her opening the door wide so that Mira would have a chance to look in before they entered. 

“What I can see of the first floor looks safe.”

He nodded before entering. Taris and Ven walked in next followed by Mira with Tristan bringing up the rear.

She looked back at him her eyes shining. “Why do I feel like we made a Mira sandwich?”

“Sounds tasty, but we only need one piece of bread.” Her cheeks flooded with heat, and she made sure not to make eye contact with anyone. The hushed laughter was enough for her.

She stopped when she got to the middle of the floor. “They were here.”

“They were held hostage and beaten. Looks like it was done with a whip,” Jax said coming out of one of the rooms off the living room.

“Can you tell how many?” Cade asked.

“I can pick up at least four different patterns of fear. There are more, but they are blending making it impossible for me to unravel them.”

“Meghan was here,” Lea said walking out of the room Jax was in earlier.

“How do you know?” Lea held up a pink cell phone case with Meghan’s name on it.

“Shit, the other girls were probably here with her. Who wants my kittens?”

“What if they’re different?” Lea raised her hand to cut Mira off. “Whenever Meghan came around, you were always staring at her as if something wasn’t quite right. What if she is like you, but different?”

Meghan was cagey. She knew not to stand still too long in her presence, preventing her from getting a read on her. The emotions were there, but there was also a wall. It wasn’t something she tried to hide her feelings behind. Still there was always a disconnect that she couldn’t pinpoint when dealing with Meghan. That was one of the reasons she was still on the street.

“Let’s say you're right. She is different from what we consider the norm. I say that, then I remind everyone that few people fit what we consider the norm in the states.” They nodded encouraging her to keep talking. “Then who would want to hurt her, or others like her?”

“Who hurt Tina?” Ven asked.

Flashes of what she had seen came back to her. None of it made sense, even now when she knew she wasn’t hallucinating she still came up empty-handed.

“Maybe the police have found the suspects.” They had talked to the police when they took Tina to the hospital. They hadn’t seemed to think that finding the offenders would be easy. Which was interesting since Mira and Tristan neglected to tell them that the suspects disappeared. That meant they couldn’t be human, but she had a niggling at the base of her skull that said everything wasn’t as pat as it looked.

“I think if they had any suspects they would have called us in,” Tristan said. He turned back to examine the evidence. The rags were soaked with blood most of it days old, but some of it was fresher.

“It looks like they left roughly three hours ago if the fresh blood by the door is any indication.” Tristan turned to look at Cade to see if he agreed.

“I agree. This blood was spilled on the way out. You can follow the spatter here.” He pointed it out. It disappeared where they assumed a car was waiting.

“How did they know we were on to them?” Mira asked.

“We could have asked the wrong person or been too persistent in our inquiries. We may have an informant who is working both sides.” Jax told everyone.

“Maybe they move them every couple of days,” Mira muttered to herself as she walked through the bottom level. “I’m going upstairs.”

Her hand went to her mouth to keep from throwing up. There were chains up here where the girls had been held. From what she could pick up it had been all girls.

“Mira.” Tristan came up behind her taking her into his arms.

“They were tortured, like Tina. Why?”

“I wish I knew love.”

“I can still feel their emotional distress. I don’t feel any masculine emotions, but I know their captors were male.”

“How?”

“There is a specific emotional feel or smell when a woman fears she’s about to be violated. It’s all over the building.”

“Is that what happened?” His voice was low and steady when he asked giving her the safe harbor she needed when dealing with the thought of such abuse.

“I don’t know.” She looked up at him, her brown eyes flashing in pain.

“We’ll find them and help them.”

She nodded; this is what she dedicated her life to. Together they would find a way to help them.

“I don’t think they were here more than four days. I can backtrack the emotions, find the oldest one. It was about four days ago before that this place was abandoned. There isn’t even stale or dead emotions haunting this place.”

Emotions like thoughts took up a bandwidth. If you knew how to tune into it, you had access to information. The fact that there are no older emotions around indicated that this building had been abandoned over three years ago. She knew it was possible to be this detailed when dealing with emotions, but she never had this level of sophistication before… she turned and eyed Tristan. Mating with him last night changed her to some degree.

“I don’t know if I should freak out right now. I’m different; I can feel it.”

“Two became one.” He leaned over and kissed her with enough passion to make her flame on.

“You and your incredibly talented tongue are going to be the death of me.” Oh, what a way to die.

There was a discreet clearing of the throat. She jumped back like a teen caught doing something naughty.

“Did you find anything?” Locke asked.

“Besides each other,” Key added.

She took a minute to glare at them before laughing. Neither of them looked apologetic.

“Not much more to be had in here. The house was abandoned; that's why they chose it. I can feel the pain that the girls were subjected to.” She turned to walk away stopping when the room felt fuzzy.

“Mira, what’s wrong?”

She turned big brown eyes on him. They were filled with pain. “All the girls were here.” She spread her arms to give them an idea of the spot. “I can feel them clinging to each other thinking one thing.”

“What?” Ven asked coming into the room.

“Mira, help us.”

“How did they know?” Tristan asked.

“Meghan, she would know I would come looking for her.”


Chapter Seventeen

 

 

“What now?” Mira was listless thinking about the pain the girls were suffering. They might die before she could find them. How would she live with herself if that happened?

She looked at Tristan and tried to smile. They tied the knot last night, became mates. She should be saying I’s married now. All she could think of was Meghan and the other girls who were missing. Were they suffering like Tina suffered? If so, why? What kind of monsters had tied Tina up and were literally draining her life force from her body? Human, alien, animal, or a combination of all the above?

“All we can do is our best,” Troy told her.

Troy was an alien. She didn’t know what kind, and it didn’t matter. He had always treated her with kindness and respect. That was more important to her than where he was born.

“They could die.” That was her worst fear spoken aloud.

“They could,” Tristan took the chair next to hers. They were out in the back with the grills going.

“They could also live. If we focus on the worst-case scenario, we’ll miss what’s in front of us.”

She knew he was right. If she was looking for the dead, she’d miss the living.

“I just don’t understand.”

“There’s not always an answer,” Ven told her. “Where we come from we fight a war every day. There is no reason why. The ones in command like to fight, and when they were killing their people, they still wanted to fight. That’s how we came about. Soldiers they didn’t have to feel guilty about.”

“Do you really believe that Ven?”

“Yes, the ones who created us were like little boys playing war. They didn’t want to give up their games.”

“I’m happy all of you got away.”

“We are too,” Cade told her. He flipped the steaks while Ven was teaching Locke to make side dishes.

“Now we just wait?” She asked Cade.

“The hardest part of war, Is the hurry up and wait. You’re ready to fight; the adrenaline is pumping, but the enemy hasn’t revealed themselves yet.”

“Knock, knock, we’re here the party can start now,” Anna announced with a grin.

“I hope that steak has my name on it, medium well with every side I see,” Eve said handing the bowl she was carrying to Ven. “This is the best potato salad in the whole wide world. You’ll slap your mom after you taste it.”

“My mom slaps back, and it isn’t pretty,” Ven told her. He sat the salad down and took a taste. “It is good, but my moms is better.”

Eve opened her mouth then shut it. “I respect that.”

“Ven.”

“Eve, nice to meet you.” They shook hands grinning at each other.

“Introduce yourselves and try to ignore the loudmouth.” Mira winked at Eve.

Tristan gave his chair up to Anna. 

“How are you feeling my porcelain doll?”

“Fine. Julie has left me alone; Eve is okay with me staying with her.”

“Then why are your eyes scrunched up?”

“They are not scrunched up.” She whipped a mirror out of her purse.

“Scrunched up,” Mira said in a sing-song voice.

Anna made a disgusted noise and put the mirror away. “How do you always know when something is wrong?”

“Blessed I guess. Spill it.”

“I don’t want to be a burden to Eve. She’s so sweet. I think I always knew she treated me like I was royalty, but lately, I see it. I feel strange. Yesterday I said something, and I flinched waiting for her to hit me. Instead, she was like maybe we should talk about that.”

“She beautiful and intelligent too.”

“Mira, she’s my friend.”

“They say it’s better with a friend.”

Anna’s face flushed as she looked at Eve. “I’m not ready,” she whispered.

“Is she forcing you?”

“No, she’s perfect. Not perfect her feet stink.” She giggled. “I can live with that though. I make her soak her feet at least three times a week.”

“Did I hear something about feet?” Eve called out.

“No one’s talking to you,” Anna replied with a laugh.

“Take your time she’s not going anywhere.”

Anna stopped to stare at Eve. The smile she wore showed she was halfway there.

“You saved my life. I can never say thank you enough.”

“Yes, you can. Stay away from Julie that’s all the thanks I need.”

“You got it. If I can ever do anything for you, let me know.”

“Be happy Anna.”

Anna hugged her tight. “I never had a mom. Thank you for coming into my life.” She went to see what Eve was up to.

“That’s why I keep opening night after night.” Troy took the chair Anna vacated.

“Here I thought you were just a pervert who liked to watch half-naked  girls dancing.”

“I didn’t say I was stupid. I appreciate the humanoid form in all its various states.”

“Good answer I have a sudden and complete appreciation for it too.”

“So, you and the Kur’ik.”

“Yeah.” She looked over with a smile on her face.

“I’m happy for you. There was a time I wasn’t sure you would find anyone.”

“Me too. Have you heard anything about the girls?”

“Everything’s been quiet.” He leaned back in the chair, then popped his back. “I didn’t expect to hear anything. That doesn’t worry me.”

“What has you worried?”

“I can’t find anything on the males that took them.”

That had her worried too. She contacted the detective who asked her about Meghan hoping he might have some information. He knew less than she did. They were looking into several sex trafficking rings. She knew better than that, but her word wasn’t going to convince the police.

“What bothers me is that we don’t know if they are alien or human,” Troy mused aloud.

The answer to the seemed easy to her. They emotionally opened Tina like she was a coconut to be cracked to get to the soft center. They disappeared in a blink of an eye. Yep, that said alien to her.

“They’re aliens, what else could they be?”

“You make a good point. Only an alien could walk by an eleven-year-old and know she was planning to commit suicide. Then without a care in the world inform both the child and the parent and refuse to leave until the child got help.  Then there is the alien who made a fortune on the stock market because they could tell where to invest based on people's emotions.”

She really hated when Troy reminded her of her past. He had a point. Everything she had done was considered alien simply because everyone refused to believe that a human could have developed deeper senses and the ability to use them.

“So, what are you saying?” She brought her hand up to her hip and tried to cut off her smile.

“I’m saying your healer, and Ven fought them and neither of them could classify them.”

That was making her life hard.

“Let’s recap,” Cade said placing a large platter of steaks on the table. They were all drawn to the food and found themselves filling plates and sitting down.

“We have an undetermined number of males, three that we have seen, with the ability to disappear. We don’t know if they are actually transporting from one place to another or becoming invisible,” Cade told them.

“That’s not helping,” Mira told him.

“We know they are attracted to females who are more in touch with their senses, emotions, or feelings,” Ven told them.

“They were feeding off Tina; I expect they are doing that with the other females. We also know that Mira is on their radar. Which means the one I first fought is heavily involved,” Tristan said.

“I’m supposed to look on the bright side?” Mira asked looking around the table.

“Yes, as long as they are still alive you can save them like you saved me,” Anna said.

That’s why she couldn’t give up, the faith that was placed in her meant something to a woman who thought her life would be lived in the bottom of a pill bottle.

“I’ll hit older contacts tomorrow,” Lea told her.

“I don’t want you…”

“Stop it. I’ll go through the pain to see those children well. Knowing they are cared for will help ease the burden. Why do you think I do it, Mira? I save others because I couldn’t save mine. It’s how I sleep at night.” Lea blinked her eyes and stuffed food into her mouth.

Sometimes life was about the mistake you couldn’t ever undo. Mira wiped her eyes discreetly and took a bite of food.


Chapter Eighteen

 

 

“What’s happening?” Tristan was up and putting on clothes. His teeth were lengthening. She was scared, but not of him. Something was triggering him.

“Someone is on the property.” It took her a minute to decipher the words around his long canine teeth. “Don’t leave.”

She was blinking at his ass as he left the room. Did he just tell her to stay like a dog? “Nobody puts Baby in a corner!” she screamed and would have laughed if this wasn’t a serious situation. She made a note to re-watch that movie as she got dressed.

This was when she wished for a gun. Since the intruders would probably snatch it and use it on her, she was safer without one.

She sent her senses out. Being a fully functional empath had its perks. She knew the hallway was clear before she went out. The only one able to hide from her was Ven, and she wasn’t worried about him.

She widened her search. It left her thin with not as much protection, but she needed to know who was in the house. It was empty. She crept to the back. The land here was expansive. They owned enough to start their own national park.

The first thing that hit her when she opened the door was the distinct smell of fear. She didn’t know how to put it, but every emotion had a smell. Fear was dark and sour. It was coming in waves. Someone was afraid for their life.

The next thing she felt was predators. She could feel the Kur’iks and Tristan’s voice was in her head telling her to be careful. Those were emotions and smells she was used to. The other smells were from the predator's hunting whoever was scared as well as the Kur’iks.

Their mistake was coming on their land. There was a movement to her left. It was barely visible; she might have missed it if not for the fear that was suffocating.

“I won’t hurt you.” Please, don’t be one of those creatures who wants to crack me open and eat my gooey center. “Come out.”

“How do I know I can trust you?” The voice belonged to a male. She caught a glimpse of one hand with lean, tapered fingers.

“Because Meghan told you about me. She trusted me, and you can too.” It was a shot in the dark, but she bet he was Meghan’s brother. “I’ve been looking for you. Isn’t that why you came here?”

She had been looking for him. If Meghan disappeared, she was sure he would be next on the hit list.

“Yeah.”

“What’s your name?”

“Andre, but they call me Dre.”

“Come out Dre. We should go in the house while my male and our friends defeat whoever chased you here.”

He stepped out, and she wanted to cry. He was young maybe sixteen. His clothes were dirty, ripped and torn. His dark skin was darker from the dirt he was covered in. He took a step towards the porch. She waited not wanting to scare him.

“I was looking for my sister.” The resignation in his voice was awful.

“I’m looking for her too. We’ll get to her in time.”

“You don’t think…” He was standing at the bottom of the steps. His brown eyes swept up to meet hers wanting to believe.

“I believe she’s still alive. When we get her, she’s going to need her brother to hold her tight.”

“I can do that. I miss her.” He walked up the steps. Mira placed an arm around him holding him tight as he shuddered.

“How about a shower, a change of clothes, and a hot meal? Then you can tell me what happened.”

He looked over his shoulder still shaking.

“You have nothing to worry about now; you're safe.” They would have to kill the Kur’iks more than once if they thought they were getting into the house.

She took him to one of the rooms that wasn’t being used.

“This place is bigger than my parent's house. They’d be so jealous if they could see it. They don’t take in strangers though.”

“Most people don’t. Just call me different. The bathroom is through the door. There are clothes on the bed that I think will fit you. I’ll be in the sitting room waiting for you.”

“Thank you, Ms.?”

“Call me Mira sweetie all the kittens do.”

He frowned, then nodded before he walked into the bathroom.

Mira curled up on the couch before she sent her senses out. She wanted to know what was happening outside. There was silence. It felt dead to a person who relied on her emotions. Then she felt Tristan reach for her.

“What’s happening?”

“I’m in the house with Meghan’s brother Dre. He’s taking a shower. Who was after him?”

“Our friendly neighborhood spooks. I wonder how he got away from them?”

“He’s different like Meghan.”

“Ven mentioned that.”

“Did you catch any of them?”

“They disappeared just like the other two times. This time there was a strong smell before they were gone. I don’t know if it was associated with them leaving or not.”

“So, we’re no closer to an answer?”

“Not true, we know for a fact that they are targeting certain individuals. What ties their victims together is the ability to tap into their inner mentality in some form. You can tap into and use the emotions you were born with. I suspect that everyone they took can do the same. We’ll be home soon.”

“I’ll be waiting.” She sent a picture of a kiss through their link before he broke it.

She suspected that everyone they took could tap into their emotions, psych, or something else deeper than most people bothered with. The question was why? Where did they come from? Were they like the Kur’iks stranded on earth for hundreds of years, or were they some new breed of human?

She could think about it forever, but until they got new Intel, she wasn’t going to figure it out.

“Thank you.” Dre walked into the sitting room looking scared and alone. He was also clean and dressed nicely. “Everything fit, including the shoes.” He lifted one large foot to show her.

“You have Ven to thank for that. They believe in making sure newcomers have clothes where he comes from.” Ven had walked in two days ago saying loudly, but addressing no one, that the new clothes for their male visitor would be in this room.

      They stared at him, but not one of them dared to ask what he was talking about. Not that he would have answered them. They didn’t ask because if they were ignorant, they didn’t have to speculate on who Ven was.

“I’ll remember to thank him.”

“Come get some food. Anything you can’t eat?”

“String beans.”

She laughed. “That sounds more like personal preference to me.”

“Maybe, I don’t do liver either.”

Mira shuddered. “Smart young man.”

He grinned at her, then followed her to the kitchen.

“Wow, this is a great kitchen. I love your house it feels safe.” He took a seat at the table and watched her putter around.

It did feel safe here. It was probably one of the reasons she didn’t want to leave in the beginning, combine that with the fact that Tristan was sexy as hell. Well was it any wonder she was mated to her male?

“Dre, we have breakfast food and lasagna that Ven made. Ven can cook.”

“Lasagna?”

“I see you’re a teen after my own heart.” She pulled out a pan and cut a large slice. “I think we’ll settle for the microwave tonight.”

When his food was in front of him along with a glass of cold soda, she sat and watched him devour it. He hadn’t eaten in a while.

“Can you tell me what happened?” She asked after he ate seconds.

“Yeah. My sister Meghan was missing. Usually, she would call me once a week to tell me that when I was eighteen, she was coming for me. She missed one week, then another. I got scared and went to our parents, but they didn’t care. They said she was acting like a spoiled brat and eventually she’d come back. I knew better. So, I got a bus ticket and came to look for her.”

Mira stayed quiet as Dre worked through his thoughts.

“I thought she was living a good life, but she wasn’t. I realized I didn’t care. I’d rather be with her struggling than lying in a rich bed with people that didn’t want me. I was walking the streets asking people if they had seen her when finally, one person told me that he knew the last person she had seen. They were willing to talk to me all I had to do was meet with them. If it seems too good to be true, it probably is. I stole a car, hot-wired it.”

He stopped talking, probably waiting for her to ask him how a rich kid had the skills to hot-wire a car. She didn’t ask. In her life, she had been involved with too many teens to ask a question like that.

“They wanted to meet away from the city proper. Last night, I got your address. I already knew your name, and that you were looking for me. When I googled the address, I found it was close to where the person wanted to meet. When I got there one man was waiting. He was all teeth and black shadows. He offered to take me to my sister, said I was just like her, and he wanted me to join the frenzy.”

He stood up knocking his chair over as his hands rubbed against his jeans.

“Dre?”

“I need a minute.” He twisted his body scratching at it like bugs were crawling over him.

“You’re safe.” Mira wrapped him in her arms. “No one can touch you here Dre.”

“I ran,” he whispered. “I wanted to go with him to find Meghan, but I couldn’t. All I could do was leave, and I didn’t know where to go. So, I came here.”

“You did the right thing.” They looked up to find Ven standing in the doorway.

Dre moved back toughening up.

“Only cowards run.”

“I’ve run before,” Tristan said walking through the door.

“So, have I,” Cade echoed. “Because you ran we know that their victims can be both male and female. We also know your sister is alive. Because you ran, we had another shot at them. They pulled their disappearing trick again, but now we have a better idea of who they are not and what they can do in a fight. All of that is valuable information that you provided us with.”

“If you had, you would be trapped and no help to us.”

Mira watched as a small smile played on his lips before it disappeared.

“How old are you Dre?”

“Seventeen.”

“Won’t your parents be looking for you?”

He shook his head. “I graduated a year early. They promoted me in the fifth grade said I was ahead of the other students. Although I’m only seventeen, my parents consider me an adult since I graduated high school.”

“Are you going to college?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”

“Where ever Meghan is.”

She could see the strong bond he had with his sister. That would help in her rehabilitation. She wanted to ask about his parents, but he didn’t want to talk about it. That made sense to her.

“When we find Meghan, we’re going to help her, and you.”

He nodded his head trying to hide his tired eyes.

“That room where the clothes are is going to be your bedroom until we find your sister. Why don’t you go get some sleep?”

He looked up alarmed.

“No one will bother you here. Do you need me to lead the way back?”

“No, I remember.”

“Sleep well, we’ll see you in the morning.”

 


Chapter Nineteen

 

 

Mira was sitting with her back against the headboard unable to stop thinking about the missing girls and Tina.

“We’ll find them,” Tristan told her.

“Maybe. When I joined the Angel movement, I had big dreams of all the kids I was going to help. There’s a chance I thought I might even be a hero. I never said it out loud because it was never about me, but I knew that I still wanted my life to mean something. There was this vague hope that one-day someone would say here lies Mira Owens, she saved lives.

“Now I’m sitting here facing a problem that I can’t begin to understand. How am I going to save those children? Not because I want someone to know my name. I want them to live.”

“You have to realize that you’re not in this alone. You’ve never been alone. You have great support, and now you have more. We’re going to do everything we can do to help you find them.”

He was right, and she knew it. The reason she had helped so many youths was that the members of her team were as dedicated as she was. Lea was the ultimate mother and Jax, well she still didn’t understand him, but she loved him like a brother. More importantly, every kitten she brought through her network loved the two of them.

Now Tristan, Ven, and Enigma One were willing to move the heavens to help humans they didn’t know existed a couple of weeks ago.

Mira moved over so she could rub her cheek against Tristan’s chest.

“Baby?”

“I love when you call me that. Does that sound trite? When I was growing up, my parents never had cute nicknames for me. When I look back, I think my mother was too busy being scared for me to love me. It sounds weird, but I think it’s true. Parents can get caught up in everything that can or will go wrong that they forget to take the time to just hold you or love you.” She shrugged. That was then what did it have to do with now?

Tristan’s arms went around her. He lifted her up and made her comfy on his lap.

“I never cared about parents or having any until Ven came on the ship. No one knew that Enzo was his father. It would have been a death sentence for them. I’m the healer it’s hard to keep that kind of thing away from me. It always amazed me that the others didn’t know. Enzo protected Ven with his life. He almost died for him several times. That’s when I wondered about having parents. Would they protect me like that? Would they love me like Enzo loves Ven?

“I’ll never know. You sweet Mira should have known. Your parents should have seen how special you are and treated you accordingly. We can’t change the past, but we can make sure to always treat our children like they are loved, no matter what they do.”

Her hand flew to her belly. Children? Little people with bright green eyes and brown hair the same shade as hers. No, not little people. Children the perfect blend of her and Tristan. Tears slipped free of her eyes. Tristan caught each one holding them like they were precious.

She loved him. Why had it taken so long for her to understand? This wasn’t a maybe kind of love or an I can mate with you because I love you to kind of love. Not even close, this was the kind of love that snuck up on you after you already thought you were happy and contented. It slammed into your heart when you weren’t looking and spread to every part of your body. It kept you on your toes when your love was in the other room because you needed to see him or hear his voice.

It made you want to throw-up because you were so nervous when he didn’t make it home on time. It was the kind of love that wasn’t dependent, but interdependent. You wouldn’t be fine if he disappeared. You’d be that distraught woman on the news that couldn’t stop crying because your love claimed a part of your heart that never belonged to anyone else, but him. She was in love.

“Tristan.” She waited until he turned his incredible green eyes on her. It felt like he could see her very soul. 

“I love you.” The words came out breathy and fast as if it were a secret that she needed out before it curled up and died inside of her. “I just wanted you to know. You’re not convenient or an experiment. You’re the male I want to spend my life or my forever after with. We can do it on this planet or in space. If we die, we can do it in the afterlife, as long as we do it.”

He leaned down and took her lips in the sweetest kiss she had ever known.

“I waited for you, Mira. Even when I believed you would never show up, I waited. I knew when I made you mine that you loved me. I love you too.” She went to open her mouth; he placed a finger on it stopping her.

“I think love sometimes comes in parts. There’s that initial rush. The feeling that you have to be around that person. The smile they make you feel is incredible. Then it settles and your happy. If you are blessed, a word I learned on your planet, then the next part comes. It’s all-consuming. That’s how I feel about you. I love my Alpha and my brothers, but you mean everything to me Mira and one day so will our children.”

This! This is what she dreamed of when she was drugged up on pills from the doctors. When she was told there was no hope for her. This was what her grandmother told her about in lowered voices so only she would hear. This was the dream that was becoming the reality of her life. This, just like her kittens, was worth fighting for.

“I feel so sorry for the rest of the women on earth.” She was tugging at him until he laid flat on the bed.

“Why?”

“Because they only made one of you, and I got the best.”

His low chuckle became a growl as she took one of his nipples into her mouth. She sucked hard before giving him a love bite. It was hard enough to get him to react but soft enough for him never to feel pain.

“I’m going to take care of you, Tristan. I’ll never hurt you,” she said it with a growl that went back to the primitive days of her ancestors. She saw herself with a bone sticking in her hair holding it up. She was carrying a torch and wearing the skin from an animal to keep warm, and it was okay. There was no need to be some modern woman who could bring home the bacon and cook it. She was fine sharing power with her warrior who was also a healer.

“I love that look on your face. You’re fierce.” His hands tugged on her hair bringing her up for a mind-numbing kiss. She loved his strength, but what she loved more was when she resisted he let her go. Tristan would never force her, but she did know he wasn’t playing when it came to her safety.  How had she become… what was the word he used, blessed? That described them perfectly.

“I’m going to crawl up on your amazing dick, and I’m going to ride you until you fill my womb with your child.” Damn, he made a sound that caused the wetness to slick her like a river.

“I need to touch you first, caress you, taste those ripe rose berries that are swinging over me.”

“Nope mate you need to fill me. Then if you’re nimble enough, maybe you can make a grab for the forbidden fruit.”

She laughed at her own joke while she placed her body over his. She had to go up on her feet to make sure his dick was at the perfect place to penetrate her when she lowered herself. His hands wrapped around her waist helping her. A hiss of pleasure came from both as she took him inside.

“I thought I’d be used to this by now, but I think a hundred years in the future this will still feel as wonderful as the first time.” The words were spoken more for herself than for him.

“Yes please,” she cried out. Tristan knew where to touch her. His dick acted as a divining rod finding the places she was most sensitive. She rode him, but he was in charge. His hands stayed on her waist lifting her and dropping her.

Oh, hell yeah, he dropped her, and his dick pushed deep within her tight folds.

“More, I need more.” His hips lifted from the bed pushing his fullness deep within her. Hitting her like he was lying on top. 

That feeling, that doorway to nirvana was opening. It was all she could do to clamp her teeth tight to keep from shouting out and letting the whole house know what Tristan could do for her. Ah, hell, who cared? She screamed loud and proud when he flipped her on her back and plunged in so deep she might not live through it.

Her body shuddered as she careened into a pool of pleasure. The drop, it was always the drop that messed her up. It was when her body gave up being its own entity and became one with the male she loved. The pleasure she felt came from her and him.

She was never giving him up. Let those emotion sucking things come after them. She’d take them down by the power of her love.

Tristan pulled her into his arms. First, she needed to rest her eyes.

 


Chapter Twenty

 

 

The knock at the door made her eyes open. It was unusual; no one knocked, mostly because they respected each other’s time of rest. Tristan was already up with his pants on. He approached the door cautiously which made no sense to her. They were in the house.

“Who is it?”

“Ven. I’m sorry to wake you up, but you need to come see this.”

“We’re coming,” Tristan said.

Mira got up and pulled on shorts and a tank top with panties and a bra. Tristan didn’t like her to let the girls free among his friends, and she respected him for it.

Everyone, including Dre was in the living room bunched around the television. It was on CNN of all channels.

“Viewer discretion is recommended for anyone under the age of 17.” The host of the news show said. It didn’t make any sense until it did.

The journalists were allowed to go into a room filled with dead bodies. Yep, dead and enough to give her nightmares. The first thing she looked for were her kittens. No, not hers, but somebody should have been protecting them. They all seemed to be under the age of twenty. That’s not true. The ones that she could see were under the age of twenty. Some of the bodies were destroyed; dental records might not be enough to identify them.

Reporters were gagging and running out. She couldn’t blame them. The smell wouldn’t come through the television, thank God for small favors. The scene was enough to convey how it smelled.

One cameraman or woman zoomed in on one of the bodies. Mira didn’t want to get closer to the screen, but her feet weren’t listening. She walked up and knelt as she looked at the body of a poor teen no longer with them.

Tears unbidden and unwanted came from her. She didn’t know the teen, but she knew the look, the lacerations, the paleness of skin that had been sucked dry. She hoped, even prayed that she was wrong. She wasn’t, the body of this young lady was the same way Tina’s body had been when she was dying. Whoever did this to her was related in some way to the ones who had held Tina.

Mira rubbed furiously at her eyes as she felt the comforting presence of Tristan in her mind and at her back. She waited for the words to flow from him that would try to make her feel better. None came. His hand cupped the side of her face before soothing her neck and settling on her shoulder. She moved closer so she could wedge herself while she was still kneeling against his leg.

She took the comfort he offered in silence. One deep breath then she stood, her hands patting down her pockets. She looked at Tristan. He pulled a phone from his pocket. She thought it was his but managed to grin when she realized it was hers. He was so perfect for her.

“Jax,” she said when the ringing was picked up. “Are you watching the news? Turn on CNN.” She hummed softly while she waited. It was Amazing Grace her grandmother’s favorite song. When she died, Mira had softly hummed it for her at her funeral. It was the least she could do for the dead in…

“Where is this happening?”

“Texas.” Dre looked up at her with big brown eyes full of fear.

She didn’t blame him. He may be the only one in the room who properly understood how much danger they were all in.

“Yeah, I’m still here,” she told Jax. “We need a clue, a something. The longer we wait, the more chance of…” Her words died away, and her eyes flicked to the screen. The reporter was giving them the newest bit of information they learned.

They were wrong. She knew they were wrong. No humans drained a body like that. It wasn’t some vampire fetish as one news reporter speculated. The blood was still in each victim. How did you explain that some people were more sensitive than others to a world that refused to believe beyond their five senses?

If you got them to believe, how did you convince them that a person robbed of this sense would die? That wasn’t a battle that she planned on fighting. 

“Wait, why didn’t you lead with that?” She looked around the room. The Kur’iks looked like they could hear both sides of the conversation. Dre looked confused.

“Jax says he has a lead, but it hasn’t been screened yet.”

“Kayden will screen it for him.” Cade pointed to the corner where there was a lone chair.

This must be the last member of Enigma One that she hadn’t met. She couldn’t focus on him; he was shrouded by a haze covering him that didn’t make sense to her. He waved his hand, and whatever was protecting him disappeared allowing her to see him clearly.

His bright green eyes met hers. Yep, he was a Kur’ik. In his hand, he was holding an iPad, but it didn’t look right. 

“Hi, I’m Kayden.”

“I’m Mira. Is that an iPad?”

“No, but I designed it to look like one unless you look closely. It interfaces with our ship and the thin Neuro-net you have over the planet.”

“You mean the cloud where we back all of our social media as well as work up to?”

“No, I mean the Neuro-net that watches and learns.”

Deep breath, she knew big brother existed, but she didn’t want proof. More than once she touched something decidedly not human and not alive. One problem at a time, missing teens was all she could concentrate on.

“Jax, I’m giving the phone to Kayden together you can verify the lead.” She turned the phone over and left the living room. Staring at the dead bodies of teens wasn’t going to give her an answer.

“Can I sit next to you?” She was on the back porch. Tristan sat on the swing next to her.

“Yes.” She placed her feet on his lap and tried to relax when she started the swing going back and forth. “I know nothing I could have done would save them. It doesn’t make it easier to accept.”

“We fought with the Thalians, for whatever reason we seem to be natural enemies. They have one motto over everything else, ‘Never let a Kur’ik take them alive.’ It makes no sense. I came across one once, he was dying. I was tired of fighting and death. I asked; I almost begged that he let me heal him.”

He shook his head, the weariness he didn’t often show was sitting on his shoulders like a shroud.

“He blew himself up. In his gray eyes, I saw the regret, the desire to reach out. Whatever secret they keep was too great for him to overcome. I live with the fact that nothing I could have done or said would have made a difference.

She understood some people were beyond saving because you didn’t get to them early enough. Other’s wouldn’t give you the time you needed to save them.

There was nothing she could have done for those teens, she needed to focus on the ones she had a shot at helping.

“Thanks, I needed the reminder.”

He slid her sandals off and massaged her feet. They sat there until the weight of the world rolled off their shoulders giving them enough room to just breathe.

“Are you ready to go back in?”

“I am.” She gave him a small smile. This was when she needed to remember her purpose in life and well as remember who she was.

They walked back in to find Dre in the kitchen. He was banging cans on the counter.

“Dre?”

He turned at the sound of Mira calling his name.

“I’m looking for a can opener.” He held up the can of ravioli for her inspection.

“Why do we have ravioli in the kitchen?”

Tristan shrugged. “Locke likes them.”

“Are you hungry?” She asked Dre.

“I want ravioli.” Which was a far cry from saying he was hungry. 

“How are you feeling?”

“Do you want to know the truth?” He walked over to the table to stand in front of Mira.

“I feel like I’m crazy. There are times I swear that if I could close my eyes and bypass the invisible membrane that surrounds me, I would find Meghan. She’s right there on the edge of my consciousness. I feel her, and she’s in pain.”

He spun around on his heels and went back to the cabinets. “Where did you hide the damn can opener?”

“I got you.” Locke took the can from him popped a claw and opened it.

“Eww, dude is that sanitary?”

“If you're asking me if my claws are clean, yes they are.” He washed them with soap and water before retracting them.

Dre shrugged and stuck a fork in a ravioli shoving it into his mouth. Mira’s hand went over his.

“If you’re hungry, we can heat this up or make you a better meal. I don’t want you to get sick, Meghan will need you.”

“That’s a low blow,” he said putting the can down. “I like you.” He gave her a smile. “Now if only we could find her.”

“I think I can help with that,” Kayden said coming into the kitchen. “The source checked out, and I have three possible holding places.”

“We can start with the closest one and fan out from there,” Tristan said mulling over the locations that Kayden pulled up for them to look at.

Ven was shaking his head no.

“I agree with Ven,” Cade told them. If they get wind that we are looking for them, they may change locations.

“We could break into three groups and hit them all at once,” Key said.

“That means we need backup. There’s no telling what we will find if we did that,” Cade said. He looked at the locations again. “I need a better solution.”

Taking the other Kur’iks away from their family wasn’t the plan he wanted to go with.

“Dre do your feelings of Meghan act as hot and cold?” 

He stood blinking at Mira until a smile gradually brightened his eyes and took over his face.

“It does. That’s how I was initially trying to find her.”

Who needed a divining rod when you were surrounded with people blessed with extra senses?


Chapter Twenty-one

 

 

“We start close, then make our way out,” Cade told them as they piled into the Jeep.

Mira and Tristan were in the front. It was bigger than hers, off-roading seemed to be what it was made for. Ven, Dre, and Cade were in the back. Ven refused to be in the second wave.

They were going first with everyone else including Jax and Lea in the two Jeeps following them. They would keep a safe distance away until they located the spot her kittens were being held in.

The first location was close to their house. No one was surprised when it was empty.

“I don’t like this,” Mira told them as she got closer to the abandoned house. It was large reminding her of a farmhouse as opposed to something she would associate with the city.

“I don’t like it either, but I’m just human and don’t sprout fur or claws,” Dre muttered even though he knew they could hear him.

“Can we keep him?” Ven asked.

“Ven, we can’t just keep people. He’s a man, not a toy!” Tristan hissed.

“He’s young like me. We can be best friends.” Ven and Dre fist bumped like it was all the rage.

Mira rolled her eyes. “I had to get involved with teens.”

“I’m twenty or twenty-one,” Ven said with pride.

She turned her head before her eyes fell out, or she burst out in laughter. Being young was a miracle, no wonder she loved being around them.

“This is it.” They were standing about one hundred yards away from the abandoned house. She could see it, but this was where any emotions ended.

“They never went into the house. I don’t think they brought all the teens out here, maybe one or two. They wanted to make an emotional imprint to draw our attention. I think they wanted us to go into the house.”

“Why would they think that would work?” Dre asked. He was swamped with Ven on one side and Cade on the other. They were making sure he was safe, and he didn’t run off on his own.

“Although I’ve been dealing with being an empath my whole life, I now realize my control was marginal at best. It wasn’t until I mated Tristan that I understood how much power I have.”

Dre frowned. “Do we have to talk about your mating?” His eyes glittered. Mira refrained from picking up a handful of small rocks and tossing them at him.

Tristan turned around trying to control his laughter.

“Let’s go; we have to check out the next location.” Ven got them turned around and walking back to the Jeep.

“Why do you think they tried to lure us to that abandoned property?” Dre asked.

“It was a trap,” Ven told him after he climbed into the back seat.

No one questioned Ven’s statement as they headed for the second location. Cade called Locke to tell them that the first one was a bust and have them follow to the second one.

“Why three different locations?” Dre asked as he left the car walking through dense trees to get to the second house.

“I wish I knew,” Mira told him. “You ever have this feeling that revelation was on the other side of your fingertips, but you couldn’t reach far enough to touch it?”

They grinned at each other. 

“Maybe it’s a human condition,” Dre said with a little snark. Cade and Ven laughed. 

Once again, they stopped about a hundred yards from the house when Mira shook her head no.

Dre had already told them Meghan wasn’t there. They wanted to follow the connection to see where it stopped.

They weren’t as cheerful when they piled into the Jeep this time.

“Locke we’re going to the last location. This one was a bust.” Cade stopped to listen. “I know, but I don’t know what their final move will be. Stay alert.”

“Cade?” Mira turned around in her seat to look at him.

“They’re pulling us around like… like one of your bulls with a ring through its nose. They are planning something. We can’t even guess because we have no idea who they are or what they want.”

“Then what do we know about them?”

“We know that they are in more than one state,” Tristan told her. The others nodded. Seeing the dead teens in Texas had brought home the fact that this was more serious than any of them thought.

“We know that they are feeding off them,” Ven said.

“What? Why would you say that?” Mira asked him.

“Why do you kill animals?” he asked.

“For sport.”

“Or?”

“Or food.” All the blood rushed out of her face as she gripped her stomach bending over.

“They live on our emotions?” Dre asked looking around the Jeep.

“It’s just a theory, but what I think Ven is saying is that they find nourishment from high levels of extrasensory perception,” Mira said quietly.

“Now we’re being treated like animals?” Dre said his voice going high with signs that he hadn’t completed his transition from teen to man.

“Why does this surprise you?” Cade asked. “Your society is filled with tales of cannibals. The most famous happening not too long ago. Jeffrey Dahmer had no problem eating others like himself.”

“He was a sick son of a bitch,” Dre shouted before he slumped back into his seat. “How do we escape a group of people who now see us as food?” He closed his eyes; it was just one more trial for a black man in America.

“We’re here.” Tristan pulled into the warehouse district. They weren’t that far from Mira’s warehouse.

“This is too close for comfort,” she told them.

Dre opened the door and almost fell out. “Meghan’s here, I can feel her; she's crying.”

Ven wrapped an arm around him preventing him from sprinting off on his own.

Cade answered his phone. “We have it surrounded?” There was a response. “Stay out of sight we’re going in. Catch anyone who comes out.”

“Locke and Jax have the place surrounded, they’re waiting on us,” Cade told them.

“How do you want to do this?” Ven asked Tristan and Mira.

“They know we are here. The longer we delay, the more the captives will suffer.” She told Tristan waiting for his decision.

“Mira’s right, we don’t have surprise on our side. It’s a full-frontal attack. Make sure the back is looking for runners.”

She loved the way they bulked up. They were still in humanoid shape, but traps and pecs were bigger, thicker. If she didn’t need to rescue people, she would be thinking of ways to get Tristan back in bed. Shoot her, she could always multi-task and right now part of her mind was undressing her sexy mate.

They walked up to the door and kicked it open. Hell yeah, she was going to be wet for at least a week thinking about that. Her eyes flicked to Cade and Ven. They were nice looking too. If she had the time, she would have laughed at how she thought they were just nice looking, but Tristan was seriously hot.

There was no time. The sound of wailing hit her when the door flew off its hinges. The emotions that she had been keeping at bay swamped her. The pain she felt almost floored her. It was Dre whispering in her ear telling her she could do it that kept her on her feet.

Ven wouldn’t let them in until the warehouse was cleared.

“Come in, no one is here except the captives,” Cade called out.

Dre moved lightning fast as he entered the building looking for his sister.

They were all strung up in the middle of the room. Alive, but worse for wear.

“Meghan,” Dre screamed running towards her. Tristan caught him and handed him off to Ven as he and Cade cut them down.

“Dre, we need to get them out of here. Then you can hold her close.” Mira shouted at him as they began moving them to the Jeeps.

“Take them to the warehouse and start getting them processed to leave the city. Do we need a doctor? Call Jinx anyway, I want them looked at to make sure they can travel.”

She watched as they loaded everyone up. None of the girls could stand much less walk, but they all seemed to be cognizant enough to know what was happening.

“We’ll walk,” she told Lea when she asked what was taking them so long. “Go make them welcome.”

When everyone except Tristan and Ven were gone, she folded into Tristan’s arms. She was shaking, but she couldn’t stop.

“Mira?” Tristan held her tight running his hand up and down her back.

“This makes no sense. They just leave them here for us to find. If they were truly using them as a food source why didn’t they finish them off?”

“I have an idea, but you won’t like it,” Ven told them.

Tristan shook his head. He looked at Ven certain they had both reached the same conclusion.

“If you’re starving, and someone offered you a hotdog you would take it, but what if you were offered a steak or an all you could eat buffet?”

“I’d take it,” Mira said. “In fact, I wouldn’t stop until I got it.”

Her phone rang interrupting her thought about buffets and what that had to so with the situation.

“Eve?” It was her ring tone. “Calm down I can’t understand you.”

The hysterical voice came from the other side of the phone loud enough for everyone to hear. 

“Anna’s gone!” There was a sob, then sniffles as if she was trying not to cry. “She was feeling sick. I told her I would go get the ingredients for homemade chicken noodle soup. When I came back, the door was open. There are signs of a struggle. She’s gone.” Whatever restraint she had left. She sobbed on the phone begging Mira to help her.

“Eve listen, Eve!” The sound of Mira’s loud voice interrupted her tears. “I need you to stay in the apartment, in case she comes back. I’m going to find her.” She hung up the phone before she took a deep breath and squared her shoulders.

“I’m the all you can eat buffet?”

“I think so,” Tristan told her.

All of this was a trap, a sophisticated lure to get the one person they wanted, her.

 


Chapter Twenty-two

 

 

Every round of arguments kept her from locating Anna.

“We don’t have days. I don’t think we have hours. They want me, and there is nothing to stop them from killing Anna. Her abilities are low level because she never used them.” Anna's abilities were latent. Whoever took her wasn’t interested in coaxing them to life.

“We don’t know where to start,” Cade pointed out.

“We start with Julie; she was Anna’s abusive girlfriend,” Tristan told them.

“You think she took her?” Mira asked.

Cade shook his head. “He thinks she sold her out.” Tristan nodded while Mira looked sick.

“Let’s go. I should have killed that bitch.” Jinx stopped her before she could leave.

“I want your kittens ready to roll in the next two hours. They still have a low-level connection with whoever took them. We need to break it.”

She nodded; they were the hotdogs, and she was the buffet. It made sense, now all she had to do was talk to Ven about his food metaphors.

“Thanks, Jinx.” Later, she would ask herself the crucial questions like how Jinx could know they were still connected to their captors.

They piled into the Jeep. Tristan was driving while Ven and Cade sat in the back.

There was a part of her that wanted to protest Julie being involved. She was a bitch, but a bitch that would put the person she was supposed to love in danger? If I can’t have you, no one can. Was that really a thing?

They pulled to a stop in front of Julie’s place to find Troy leaning against the wall.

“Took you long enough to get here.” He stood up waiting for them to join him at the entrance.

“Troy, what are you doing here?”

He studied her before answering. “They are my girls Mira, as well as my friends. No one touches who I protect.”

The blazing of his eyes reminded her he wasn’t human. Instead of arguing they walked in together. They walked the stairs making sure no one was around to get hurt or to hurt them.

She pounded on the door. “Open the door Julie, I can feel you in there.”

“You’re a freak, Mira. I always knew that you were going to take Anna away from me.” The door flew opened. An intoxicated Julie greeted them.

“Where is she?”

“Somewhere you will never find her. If I can’t have her, neither can you.”

“For God sakes tell me you weren’t stupid enough to put her life in jeopardy because she left you.”

“She wouldn’t have left me if you hadn’t encouraged her.”

“Wrong! Once again, you’re fucking wrong. You hurt her, beat her, and then tried to sell it as love. That’s why she left you. Anna was the best thing that ever happened to you. She loves freely, and you messed it up. You don’t deserve her. Where the hell is she?” She was screaming. It was tiring always holding it together. Knowing her friend’s life was in danger because this woman couldn’t keep her hands to herself was the last straw.

“I don’t know.” Julie tripped over her own feet as she backed up trying to get away from Mira. “They didn’t tell me where they were taking her.”

“Damn, you really sold her out. I should beat the shit out of you.”

Julie fell to the couch raising her hands to protect her face.

“It’s no fun being on the other side is it?” Mira bottled up her rage; Julie wasn’t worth it. “How do we find her?”

“You follow me,” Troy told her before he left the apartment.

They went back to the Jeep. Troy gave Tristan directions from the back seat.

Mira closed her eyes and allowed her body to sink into the passenger-side seat. Cade and Ven were quiet, not that they talked a lot, but she could use the distraction. She reached out blindly and placed her hand on Tristan’s thigh. He was keeping her grounded for the challenge to come.

“If something happens, if everything goes to hell, remember I love you. Every minute I have spent with you has been better than the last.” Mira reached out wanting him to know how she felt.

“Nothing will go wrong love.”

She gave a wry smile. “You can’t know that. Just remember. You are worth loving. In you, I found more than my heart could have asked for.”

“This sounds too much like goodbye to me. Mira, I never thought I would find you. In the words of your people, you’re my miracle. I’ve lived a long life and, in many ways, a good life. The life I live now only has one meaning that’s you love. Make no mistake wherever you go, I will follow. If it’s time for you to leave this plane, I will be next to you. If bondage is your future, I will be there holding your hand. Together love, whatever happens, we will be together.”

She nodded and sniffed trying to reign in the tears that were trying to fall. To love someone in the good times was a miracle. To be willing to walk through hell with the person you love was beyond what she had words for.

“We’re almost here,” Troy told them. She nodded; she could feel the darkness getting closer.

“We are back at the first location.” Her eyes were still closed; her sense of sight wouldn’t help her now.

“How do you know?” Cade asked her.

“It was a trap. It’s been a trap from the beginning. It’s just starting to make sense. Whoever is waiting has always wanted me.”

“The male in the club from the first night,” Tristan growled.

Troy nodded. “I knew he was going to be a problem.”

“If I had killed him.”

“You would have gone to ground. I would have been alone, and still; I would be making this trip or one like it.” She nodded her head, seconding her statement. This was how it had to be. The only thing that mattered now was Anna.

“Stop here.” She opened her eyes to see the same abandoned house one hundred yards away. They climbed out of the Jeep.

“Troy.” She turned to face him.

“No goodbye’s Mira. Fight your ass off and come back.”

She nodded. Ven walked up to her hugging her tight. He whispered in her ear before moving back.

“I have loved being part of your family.” She took a few steps away. “You know you can’t come with me.”

“Us,” Tristan said.

“Us.” She smiled up at him with her heart in her eyes. “Hold down the fort and get Anna to freedom. Promise?”

“I’ll make sure she gets free while your family holds down the fort,” Troy told her giving her a hug.

She felt a tingle run through her body before she turned around and took Tristan’s hand. “Ready?”

“Yes.” 

They walked towards the house. The door opened when they were about ten feet away. The same person who would come and watch her dance was standing there. Tristan growled.

“He’s the one I fought the day I met you.”

“He was always watching me. I don’t remember when it started. One day, he was there.”

“Mira so good of you to join me.”

“You have someone I want back.”

“Ahh, the female. I thought she might bring you out.”

“Is that why you took her?”

“Partially, her female wants her dead. I decided she would make an excellent bargaining chip.”

“Julie wanted her dead? What made her think you would kill Anna?”

“The money she paid me.”

She closed her hands. The cute, sharp nails she inherited when she mated Tristan bit into her the palms of her hands reminding her to hold on to her composure. She could kill Julie later.

“Where is she?”

“The one who paid me to kill this one?”

“Where is Anna?”

“Aww her, she’s inside. Come in.”

“No, send her out and break the connection.”

He gave her an innocent look. “Connection?”

She stared at him refusing to say another word.

“You would think I wouldn’t underestimate humans.” He walked away and came back with Anna. “The connection has been broken. There is no way she could satisfy my appetite. Go. You’re free.”

Anna walked into Mira’s arms crying. “We have to leave now. He’s a monster,” she whispered between choking sobs.

“Troy is waiting for you.” Mira hugged her tight refusing to allow the relief she felt to materialize in wet eyes. “Call Eve when you're away from here she’s crazy with fear.”

“Aren’t you coming?”

“Not yet. Go find Troy. I’ll be along.” She gave Anna her best smile and sent her off before she could ask any more questions.

“Why are you still here?” He asked Tristan.

“Were a package deal,” Mira told him. “What’s your name?”

He looked at her with a big shit-eating grin.

“It only seems fair you know my name.”

“I used to have a name. It was boring, ordinary. I need a new name.” He frowned as he thought before a subtle shake of his head said he was satisfied. “You can call me Aalam.”

She stared at him before answering. “King.”

“You are powerful. I am the first, so it is fitting that I be the king.” He stepped back through the doorway gesturing for them to enter.

They walked in before stopping several steps inside the house.

“It’s an elaborate trap.”

“You will be a worthy opponent.” He lashed out battering at the wall she built around her gift.

Mira reached for Tristan securing her hand in his. She closed her eyes constructing an elaborate chess set in her mind. Aalam destroyed the pieces leaving one queen and two kings.

“Two to one that isn’t fair.” He placed a cage around Tristan severing the hold they had on each other. “Now there is you and me, the white king and the black queen.”

“How did you become the white king?”

“Didn’t you know; you're the villain of this story.”

“Wouldn’t be the first time.” In front of her was a playing field ripe with mines and holes. Aalam sent out a feeler it was made of dark emotions. When it touched her, it exploded against the shield she kept around herself. She rocked from the blast of the explosion.

Unease and fear slipped through her shield; he feasted on it as if it were the finest wine.

“You live on emotions, not food?” She asked to distract him as she repaired her shield.

“Don’t be ridiculous. My body is as human as yours. I’m a land and sea kind of guy. Give me a steak and lobster, and I’m happy. Then add a succulent emotional chaser to the meal, and I’m great.”

She took a step closer advancing on him before she threw out an emotional blast of her own. It was filled with memories of happier times. He rocked on his feet but stayed upright.

“Is that all you have?” He laughed throwing another dark bomb her way.

Before she could recover, he sent out emotional tentacles that wrapped around her dragging her off her feet. He hung her in the air with them.

“Let me in Mira. I’m going to crack you open like an egg and eat out the center.” He battered against her shield, against her mind and emotions until he found a way in.

“You’re so strong. I take, and you rejuvenate. You will be enough to sustain me for years to come.” He hummed as he pulled strength from her body. “I have not been this well-fed since I came to be.”

Mira hung in the air unable to move. Aalam’s forced entry into her mind and emotions felt like being emotionally raped. It took the last of her strength to open her eyes. In front of her was Tristan. He was frozen, his hand reaching for her.

She remembered the first time she saw him sitting at the bar holding a beer he didn’t like. The frown on his face said it all. She went to say hi and somehow ended up calling him suga. The pet name she always used in her fantasies for the male she would love forever. She never thought she’d find him, but a fantasy couldn’t hurt, right?

Memories of their first car ride ran through her head. How he looked sleeping next to her. How hard his body was, but the skin covering his strength was so soft. She thought about how she kissed down his chest and how he was ticklish in one area.

Every thought she had reminded her of how much she loved him. It reminded her of how much he loved her. She could feel him in her mind giving her the one thing she needed, strength. He would die to make her strong. That thought spurred her on, she took every bit of love she felt and blasted it at Aalam. It was like she was carrying a laser cannon with continuous charge.

He screamed breaking away from her. She fell hitting the floor. Tristan broke free and roared as he changed shapes.

“You can’t do this.” Aalam’s shape changed. He became more shadow than man.

He and Tristan met in the center of the room. Claws were out, they tore at each other's skin as blood and gore painted the room. She wanted to jump into the fray to tear the skin off Aalam with her own claws. She stayed back knowing that if Tristan needed to protect her that would make him weak.

She flinched when Aalam's claws made of shadow's tore down Tristan’s back. He jumped on Tristan growling as he tried to invade his mind. They rolled back and forth on the floor as Tristan protected himself while trying to sink his claws and teeth deep into Aalam to get the upper hand.

While they fought, she worked her way to her hands and knees crawling behind Aalam. He was covered in a black shadow. It only seemed to be able to go so far away from him until it was pulled back. They were one being, but how was that? She was sure he used to be human. 

He pulled away from Tristan whose claws were embedded in his side. The scream on his lips was one of pure pain. He ran at Mira. She lifted a shield one she learned to create from him. He bounced back.

“You will pay; all of you will regret the day you defied me,” Aalam screamed before he disappeared.

Tristan walked to her on legs that barely held him. He dropped at her side. His hands were bloody with red blood that was coated in another substance. He pulled her to him.

She went to her male, her Kur’ik who was a werewolf. The very thing she should be afraid of. When he ran his claws over her skin, she closed her eyes and thanked whoever was looking out for her. She was in love with a male who wasn’t a man. She was fine with that.


Chapter Twenty-three

 

 

“Lay your large ass down!”

That frustrated voice came from Jinx. It made her open her eyes.

“Finally, your back with us,” Jinx greeted her with a smile. “Now can you tell your super-sized hulk to stay still.” He gestured at Tristan.

It didn’t take a genius to figure out what was happening. Two doctors, two different opinions.

“I am well,” Tristan growled. “You can leave; I can take care of my mate.”

“Over my dead body.”

“Was that a challenge?” Tristan sat up in bed. Mira put her hand on his chest.

“Lay with me.”

“My female has saved you.” Tristan laid back down.

Jinx made a rude noise and walked around the bed to examine Mira.

“You both need a couple of hours sleep that is not drug induced. I’ll be in the other room if you need me.”

“The teens?”

“They are safe no lingering effects of being sucked dry. The mental effects will be something they have to work through. They were all sent away. Anna is back with Eve. They have decided when the semester is over, they will relocate. They will not do it until they see you.”

“Thanks Jinx, for everything.”

“You’re welcome.” He left closing the door softly behind him.

“We won… this time.” She flexed her hand on his chest to verify he was real and not her imagination.

“Battles are won or lost one at a time.”

“I know.”

“What did you learn?”

“You mean while I was letting him suck me dry?”

“Not the choice I would have made.” Tristan’s voice was tight with anger.

“It was the only one available. He was born human. I don’t know his name, he’s protected it behind multiple shields. I do know he was part of an experiment. There’s no telling if he volunteered or was pressed into service. I couldn’t figure out what the experiment was about. I do know he’s no longer fully human. Whatever they did changed him at a cellular level; that's why he can poof.”

“He was alone. I was expecting more resistance.” Tristan said.

“He didn’t want to share. I found out that there were three testing sites. One here, one in Texas and another one that he was keeping close to his chest.”

She rolled until she was lying on Tristan. “They could destroy the world.”

“We won’t let that happen.”

Famous last words.

“I love you Mira, and I’m proud of you. When you were hanging, I thought you had given up.” His heart almost failed at the thought of his spirited mate no longer able or willing to fight.

“I was working a new plan.” She kissed him sucking on his bottom lip.

“I love your plans.”

“You do?” She whispered in his ear what she was thinking. Tomorrow was going to come, there was no way to stop the dawn. Together they would meet and deal with any new threat, but today she was going to remind her lover, her mate, her male, and maybe someday her baby's daddy how much she loved him.

“I said rest!” Jinx shouted.

She laughed while she kissed her way down his body.
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Chapter One

 

 

“You would think someone that thick wouldn’t be that hot. I’d do her as long as my boys didn’t find out.”

“How the hell are her heels higher than mine? Fat bitch.”

“They’re all the same at night with the lights off, just a wet hole.”

“I wonder if she’s desperate enough to go home with me?”

“Another strawberry martini, please.” Ivy groaned on the last word. There wasn’t enough alcohol or a high that was high enough to stop the pouring of random thoughts into her head.

Wouldn’t it be cool to be psychic? You could know what everyone was thinking! Hell no, she hated this.

“Bartender make me two, thanks!” She gave him, her patented fake smile and a jaunty wave. He rolled his eyes but set about making her two.

She came for one thing, and one thing only. She wanted to get laid. To have an hour, that may be pushing it, more like fifteen minutes where she was so busy getting pounded into the mattress that her mind couldn’t concentrate on the silly, stupid thoughts of mankind. Was that too much to ask? Apparently, it was.

The bartender set her drinks in front of her. She picked up the first one and slammed it like it was soda.

“Hey, did you skimp on the alcohol?” She glared at the barkeep. If she couldn’t get laid, she at least wanted to get wasted.

“You’re drinking those things like water. I skimped. I’m the one who will have his ass chewed out of something happens to a drunk you.”

“Fucking, crazy bitch. Why can’t she have a death wish in a different bar??”

Like she said she could hear every thought spoken in another’s mind.

“I don’t have a death wish, but if I develop one, I will make sure it’s on your shift. I want two more of these.” The barkeep walked away staring at her over his shoulders. He didn’t know if he spoke aloud. How else would she know what he was thinking? 

She laughed, she didn’t need to hear his thoughts to know what was going on in his mind. Nope, she had seen that look on different faces her whole life.

“Strawberry margaritas, I swear I think you're addicted to those things.” 

That fast she had peace. Her body slumped over while the flight or fight reflex drained out of her.

“How do you do that Troy? Can I pay you to stay by my side 24/7?”

“I’d say yeah, but I’m sure your mate would kick my ass.”

She wasn’t going to touch the whole mate thing. There was no one for her. Why drive another person mad, she was crazy enough?

“What brings you out?”

“I came searching for you Ivy.”

“Aww, you love me.”

“I do, but I’m concerned about you.”

“Yeah, yeah, I need this mythical, magical mate. You ever see that old sitcom, Nanny and The Professor?”

“Nope,” Troy shook his head.

“Weird it just came to me out of nowhere. I think I’m really losing it, Troy.”

The bartender placed two more margarita’s in front of her.

“I’ll take a bourbon neat,” Troy ordered.

“How do you drink it like that?” She wrinkled her nose when the bartender placed the glass in front of Troy.

“The same way you corrupt your alcohol with fruit flavoring.”

“Bet.” She lifted her glass and tapped it against his before taking a drink. “What’s happening to me, Troy.”

“You need an anchor.”

He told  her that more than once. She usually let it go in one ear and out the other. This time she perked up a little and paid attention. Tomorrow wasn’t a guarantee anymore. The older she got, the harder it was to deal with knowing what the whole world was thinking. This is why people went on killing sprees and robbed banks and casinos. She knew better than that. It felt like the reason though when every thought around her bombarded her leaving her no space in her own head to think.

“Explain.”

He cut his eyes to look at her. When he saw that she was paying attention, he took another long pull of his drink. Then he launched into his explanation.

“You’re a psychic. That means you need an anchor.”

“You know what an anchor does right? It keeps a boat from drifting away.” 

“It anchors it so that no matter what is beating against the hull it stays in the same spot.” He told her.

That sounded better than the drifting away thing.

“An anchor will give you what you need to keep out the thoughts of the people around you.”

“Is that what you’re doing right now?”

“Yes, and no. Your anchor will allow it to happen even if you are apart.”

“That sounds too good to be true. I can’t believe this mysterious person exists.”

“You exist.”

She did, but she hated herself at times for taking up space on the planet. How could she be so different from the rest of the world? She sucked up oxygen that someone more deserving could be enjoying. She knew all about self-loathing, but it didn’t change her life or who she was. 

“How do I find this paragon of virtue?”

Troy laughed. She raised an eyebrow.

“Sorry, somehow I don’t see him that way.”

She shrugged; she wasn’t sure she deserved anyone that good.

“How do females meet males?”

There were times when Troy said things that didn’t make sense. This was one of them. He couldn’t be much older than her. He knew how women met men.

“Bars.” She spread her arms wide to indicate the one they were in. “Online dating sites.”

“That sounds about right, you should do that.”

He stared at her. This stare had a different meaning, this one said must I repeat myself.

“Sure, when I get home I’ll just pull up a site and make a profile.”

“Good, it’s all settled. Are you ready to call it a night?”

Uh huh, there was not going to be a one-night stand tonight. If she was honest with herself, some man she didn’t know fucking her made her slightly nauseous.

“I’m going to hit the lady's room first.” She slid down off the bar stool and swayed a little. She was more wasted than she thought. An off-tune hum came from her as she tried to follow along with a popular song blaring over the speakers. She entered the bathroom and wrinkled her nose. This was bad but not as bad as the ones at the amusement parks. She hadn’t visited one of those in years. She’d never make it out alive.

“Aren’t you a tasty morsel?”

What the hell? She looked around checking every stall to confirm she was alone. She went into the biggest one and slammed the door behind her hoping it would keep the voice out of her head.

“Imagine my surprise when I stumbled across you. A psychic, the real deal. One with impossibly tight shields.”

She felt the attack on her shield as something akin to a bomb went off next to them. They didn’t even shake.

“Beating you down will be fun. When I’m through, I’m going to open you up and suck out the soft center. I will feed on you, then I think I’ll fuck you too. My new body wants to play.”

She was already taking a vow of celibacy when she felt cruel hand's stroke over her mental shield.

“Soon I’ll be able to touch your body.”

She quickly used the restroom washed her hands and almost ran into Troy’s arms. As soon as she was around him, the sensation of being mentally raped disappeared.

“Ivy are you alright?”

“I think I was hallucinating. I just want to go home. Can you take me? I didn’t drive.”

“I can.” He led her to his car and drove her home in silence. “Will you be alright here?” They were idling in front of her building. The doorman was waiting for her to get out.

“I’ll be fine now. Thanks, Troy.” She opened the car door. He placed a hand on her shoulder stopping her before she could get out.

“Do it tonight, Ivy.”

“I will, thanks.” She got out waiting until he drove away before she entered the building.

“Hello Ms. Moore,” the doorman greeted her.

“Hi Ben, how are the wife and kid?”

“They’re good thanks for asking. Do you need anything?”

“Nothing but some sleep. Have a good evening.” She walked over to the private elevator. It went directly to the penthouse apartment. Her apartment.

The higher she climbed, the better her head felt. This is why she fought and clawed her way to becoming rich. Not for the money, for the peace. She couldn’t find it in a house with neighbors, but in the penthouse apartment high in the air, there was peace. It helped that she refused to rent the five floors below her apartment out.

The elevator opened into her place. She kicked off her shoes before walking into the bathroom. A shower would help with the buzz she was still feeling as well as the ick from the mental attack she endured.

She stood under the hot water for a long time before washing, then getting out and drying herself off. She grabbed a nightgown and went to sit on the couch. Her laptop, as well as a piece of paper, were there tempting her to pick them up.

The paper had been thrust into her hand the other day.

 

 Looking for love? Looking for relief?

Or do you just want a pity fuck?

Looking for something you can’t find on earth?

Look no further.

Log onto Heaven and Hell matchmakers.

Our matches are out of this world!

 

She was sure this isn’t what Troy had in mind. She, on the other hand, wanted to have some fun with it. She logged on and immediately needed a username.

Username, she tapped her finger against her chin before smiling. CrazyPhyscoB. That should do it. Favorite color red. Sex, yes, please. Long-term relationship, nope, just one night.

What was she looking for a man? Hot as hell with a long, thick dick and the ability to use it. She laughed; she couldn’t help it. It wouldn’t get her laid, but she was having fun.

Tell your male what you’re looking for. Well, that was worded funny. She ran all the comedic ways she could say she wanted to get laid through her head and then decided to take a different approach.

I’m looking for a male whose kiss and touch will make me see the stars with stops at the sun and the moon. I want to sigh as well as scream in pleasure. When we’re back on earth, I want him to kiss me tenderly before wrapping me in his arms and keeping me safe all night long. I want him to be male enough to wake up with me in the morning and tell me it was worth every minute we spent together.

If you can’t deliver that experience, you need not apply.

She closed her laptop. That was fun and who knows maybe she’ll have lots of stupid replies to make her laugh in the morning.
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