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Dedication

For Bethany, my amazing editor.


Prologue

The city was full of life. From high above he could see it, smell it. He wanted that life, ached with the desire for it. From this elevated height the wind tasted of salt, of the sea. He narrowed his eyes, peering through the haze of light that blanketed the city to see the dark sea beyond.

He fanned his wings, letting the salt-flavored breeze ruffle the jagged edges.

Beside him two other pairs of wings spread, great arches of dark and light against the indigo sky.

“Will they help us?” his companion asked.

He did not have answers, only hopes, ones he was tired of voicing. Without aid their people would be forced to war or will themselves into death. This city, the possibilities it held, the humans who thrived here, were one of their last hopes.

“Let’s fly,” was his reply.

One by one they leapt from the rooftop, wings snapping like sails of the finest ship as they soared above the sprawling city of light and dreams.


Chapter One

“Good morning,” the dapper young man at the reception desk chirped.

“Good morning, Kurt.” Lena held out her arm, Kurt snapped a stack of mail into her hand, took her nearly empty paper coffee cup and replaced it with a full mug of piping hot mocha. Lena never even slowed down.

Bumping open her office door with a hip, Lena skirted her glass desk and settled into her chair. Within an hour she’d gone through her mail, checked the industry blogs and compiled a media book for their last project, an indie film that had done well at Tribeca.

It was barely eight a.m.

Sipping the dregs of her mocha, Lena cleared off her desk and picked up a notebook. She had an eight thirty a.m. meeting with the whole office. Swiveling in her chair, Lena examined the blown up and framed cover of The Hollywood Reporter that hung on the wall.

In the photo, Lena and her four best friends, each wearing a bright jewel-toned color, stared out at the camera. Lena stood in the center wearing royal blue and holding a sign that said “Calypso Productions”. The title beneath the picture read, “Hollywood’s New Elite”. In smaller script it said, “Five friends, each with a talent of their own, open a production house reminiscent of old Hollywood’s powerhouse studios”.

Smiling, Lena rose to her feet, brushing her fingers against the frame of the poster before heading out of the office into the conference room.

 

“What’s next?”

“New client.” Jane said, checking her agenda.

“I thought we agreed we weren’t taking on new clients,” Akta griped. Feet on the table, she leaned back, testing the bounds of her ergonomic, executive chair.

“Some of us don’t have cushy savings to fall back on and need the extra work,” Margo snarked. Akta stuck her tongue out at Margo.

Lena, their default leader, though some of the other A-types in the room might have disputed that leadership, reined the group in.

Their weekly meetings were both enjoyable and frustrating. Going into business with her four best friends from college had been a risky decision, but it paid off. They were following their dream, making and producing original and innovative movies and TV shows. However, the years of familiarity meant that behind closed doors their maturity level with one another had a tendency to deteriorate. Lena tapped her pen against the high gloss conference table and tried to remind her friends they were professionals.

“We’re always open to new projects, and these gentlemen got through Kurt, so they must be good.”

Kurt, their receptionist, stuck his head around the door and frowned at them. “I’m not bringing these guys in until you look professional. Cali, adjust your boobs, Akta, fluff your hair. Trust me, these guys are worth it.”

He pulled the conference room door closed. Lena, eyebrows arched, looked at Jane, who sat across the table from her. With a shrug Jane pulled out a tube of lip gloss and applied it blind. Akta reached over and snatched a thick script from Mercedes, aka Cali. Flipping the script shut, Akta tossed it onto the table where it landed with a meaty thud.

“What is that? War and Peace?”

“It’s The Octopus,” when the others stared blankly at her, Cali added, “Frank Norris?”

“Sorry, Cali, no idea,” Akta said cheerfully.

“Illiterate plebeians.”

“You’re such a charmer.”

Cali leaned forward in her chair, reached into her fitted, corset-style pinstriped top and repositioned her boobs. Akta leaned forward in the same manner and scrubbed her fingers through her hair, before flipping up. Once Cali had cleavage enough to kill a man and Akta’s soft cloud of dark hair floated around her head and shoulders, Lena hit the intercom button in the console on the conference table.

“Kurt, show them in please.”

Around the table the women straightened, the easy mannerisms of years of friendship melting away to reveal glass-sharp businesswomen.

The conference room door opened. Kurt stepped inside, holding the door wide for their prospective clients. One by one the three divinely gorgeous men walked in.

Lena kept a cool professional smile, even as her blood hummed.

The men took seats across the table from the women, and Kurt poured them each a glass of water, giving Lena a chance to inspect them.

The first was your classic California surfer god. His tan was pure Mother Nature, not fake and bake, and his highlights appeared to be from the same source. Gold with pure white streaks, his hair curled and waved around his face. It was surfer length—just below his ears, but not long enough for sci-fi geek. His tight green T-shirt showed strong shoulders and delectable biceps.

The second was archetypal indie British rock guy. Chestnut hair was styled to frame his face in a close-cut cap. Next to the surfer his physique was slender, but by no means skinny. He was sporting layers: T-shirt, button-down and jacket, all stylish.

The last one to enter took a seat in the center, between the other two. While Lena admired the first two for their distinct beauty and style, it was an academic admiration, but this one—he spoke to her.

Caramel skin, a gift of birth, fitted over high cheekbones and a square jaw. His deep-set eyes were dark brown, with straight black brows above. His hair was black and high gloss, draping over one eye. His white on white embroidered button-down was shabby chic, with a purposefully wrinkled look. The color set off his skin.

Lena forced a breath in and out, pulling her attention away from him as Kurt poured the last of the water and skirted out the way. As he pulled the door closed, Kurt sent them all a significant glance. There was a brief pause, then Lena saw the intercom light blink on. She flipped it off, imagined Kurt’s cursing at having been denied eavesdropping rights and smiled at their prospective clients. She had to force herself to include all three in the smile, rather than just the exotic eye candy.

“Gentlemen, welcome to Calypso Productions. I’m Lena, creative director and one of the producers.”

Lena glanced at Jane, who picked up the cue. “I’m Jane, our writer.”

“Hello, gentlemen, my name is Margo, and I’m the other producer and manager of Calypso.”

“Mercedes, I direct.”

“And last but never least, I’m Akta, art director, and actor.”

Lena waited for a reaction to Akta’s introduction. Of the five of them, Akta was the only one with immediate recognition. Her staring role in an award winning indie production had landed her on the acting map, her ethnicity making the accomplishment all the more outstanding. Her decision to shun blockbuster roles in favor of continuing to work on more artistic pieces had raised a few eyebrows in Hollywood, but gained her, and Calypso, a lot of respect.

Usually clients were the most excited to meet her. They enjoyed the idea of having a built in actress at the production company.

These three paid Akta no more attention than they had any of the others. Akta blinked twice in surprise, though her smile never faltered. There was an awkward moment of silence before the gentlemen introduced themselves.

“I’m Michael,” said the surfer.

“Henry,” added the indie rocker.

Dark and dangerous looked right at Lena as he introduced himself. “My name is Luke.”

The room fell into a second awkward silence, but Lena hardly noticed. Gaze locked with Luke’s, it was like tunnel vision, the rest of the world blurry and out of focus. There was no arrogant L.A. smirk, or hard-ass barracuda New York grin on his face. His beautifully full lips were unsmiling, but not unhappy. The intensity of his gaze didn’t feel threatening, but he still seemed dangerous in the way only a truly beautiful man can be.

“So, what can we help you with?” Margo demanded. Lena had let the silence stretch too long, and Margo jumped into the void with her less than gentle question.

Luke broke the eye contact with Lena, turning his focus to Margo. “We are looking for a company to help us tell a story.” His voice was low and rich, with the slightest touch of an accent.

“How would you like to tell this story?” Jane asked.

“That’s what we need you to tell us. We have a story, but we don’t know which…”

“Medium?” Akta offered.

“Yes, what medium,” he smiled at Akta, “would be best.”

“Then can you tell us something about your story?” Margo asked, a hint of annoyance working its way into her voice.

“Certainly,” Henry added. Because of her first impression, Lena expected him to speak with an accent, but, besides precise pronunciation, his voice was unremarkable. “We want you to tell our story.”

Jane barely repressed a moan, Cali reached for the abandoned script and Margo slumped in her chair.

Lena sighed but kept her smile. She was already chalking this up as a lost cause. Almost everyone in the world thought their story was interesting enough to be a movie and 99% of them were wrong. There were places, companies, who would make any script that came across the table if the client were paying them to do it. Calypso was not that kind of company. They created and produced stories beyond the ordinary.

These boys probably had some heartwarming story of lifelong friendship they thought would make a great movie or TV series. Maybe it would, but Calypso wouldn’t produce it.

“Well, gentlemen, as much as we would like to help you, we don’t produce stories for payment.”

“That’s not what we want. We don’t have any money.” Henry replied.

“Fantastic, just what we needed,” Jane murmured.

Lena let her smile slip to a serious expression. They all had work to do, and this was just wasting time. How had these guys managed to get past Kurt? Usually he turned people like this away. She looked them over again and answered her own question, making a mental note to remind Kurt he needed to pre-screen everyone, even the hot ones.

Placing her elbows on the table, Lena leaned in, “I’m sorry to say that, while your story is undoubtedly very interesting, we have stringent standards regarding what we produce. If you are looking for a company who will make a movie to your specifications, we can suggest several other production houses.”

The gentlemen looked at each other. Luke leaned forward, mirroring Lena’s posture. He smiled tentatively, and the hint of vulnerability was incredibly appealing.

“I think we’ve done a poor job of explaining everything. Is there a…uh…less intimidating forum in which I might be able to talk to you?” Luke waved his hand to indicate the setting.

Lena looked around. Five powerful, gorgeous women, a boardroom with a view of the L.A. County Museum of Art through the window at their backs and white floral arrangements worth over two hundred dollars a pop, might be a bit intimidating. She looked at Luke, their eyes met and the tunnel vision returned.

“How about dinner tonight?” she heard herself say.

Luke smiled, and Lena sighed in pleasure.

 

“What are you thinking?” Jane’s voice came at her in surround sound from the speakers in Lena’s luxury SUV.

“I’m thinking that my going to dinner with Luke got us out of that meeting. I asked Margo to talk to Kurt about being more discriminating.”

“It was almost worth it just to look at them, the blond was gorgeous.”

Jane was, of course, cracked in the head, as the blond was nothing compared to Luke’s dark, exotic beauty.

“But,” Jane continued, “I don’t think you offered dinner out of the goodness of your heart.”

“Will you feel any better if I tell you I have every intention of seducing Luke?”

“Why?”

“Why not? He’s gorgeous, articulate and interesting.”

“That’s what I thought. As long as you’re being honest with yourself.”

“It’s been too long, I think I might be a virgin again.”

“Three months does not make you a born-again virgin.” Jane’s voice dripped with sarcasm.

“Don’t be bitter, Jane darling. The only one keeping you from having wall-banging sex is yourself.”

“I have standards.”

“You have issues.”

“You’re a tramp,” Jane snarked, more affection than disdain in her voice.

Smiling, Lena turned into her building’s driveway, tapping the door opener. “I’m going into the garage. I’m going to lose you.”

“Alright, be careful, have fun and call me with details.”

“Have your own sex and you won’t need to live vicariously.”

“Bye.”

“Bye.”

Lena pulled in and parked in her assigned space. Slinging her slightly battered Chanel handbag over one shoulder, Lena climbed out and raced for the elevators. She was running a bit later than she’d wanted.

It was six now, and they were dining at eight. She had two hours to clean both her apartment and herself. Letting herself in, Lena cast a critical eye over her apartment. She paid a small fortune every month for her two bedroom, two bath apartment in Miracle Mile. Luckily she spent very little time here, so there wasn’t much mess to clean up. A few moments in the kitchen shoving boxes of cereal and granola bars into cabinets, and wine glasses into the dishwasher, had that room presentable. Next was the living room, which was liberally scattered with shoes.

Still wearing her purse, Lena gathered up armfuls of shoes and headed for the bedroom. As she returned heels to their shoeboxes, Lena thought about Luke.

Despite her teasing with Jane, Lena didn’t really plan to seduce him. She was pragmatic enough to know that sleeping with a man she’d met for less than an hour was dangerous. There was no denying her physical attraction to him, but that really wasn’t enough to risk sex with him. That didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy his company for the evening. A night out with a gorgeous man was a reward in and of itself. Besides that, though she’d never admit it, the brief moment of vulnerability she’d glimpsed had touched Lena. Though Luke and his friends looked like Hollywood players, Lena suspected they were novices, and probably woefully out of their depths. The least she could do was impart some advice, maybe steer him towards writing a book rather than trying to make a movie.

She kept out a pair of strappy black heels and pulled down an empire waist cocktail gown in midnight blue. Lena grinned ruefully at her choice of attire. The outfit screamed seduction. While she didn’t plan on seducing him, she wasn’t ruling out the possibility.

They were having dinner at Lawry’s in Beverly Hills, a safe choice for wining and dining. As it was a Wednesday night, it had only required minimal pull to get the reservation.

Laying out the dress and shoes she jumped into the shower.


Chapter Two

Luke checked his reflection in a broken mirror propped against the wall of the warehouse. He smoothed his shirt until it lay flat against his stomach and then fastened the single button of the dark navy suit jacket. Luke compared himself to a picture he’d torn out of a magazine. In the photo a slender man wore a lavender shirt under a navy suit with black boots. Luke had opted to leave only the top button of the shirt undone, rather then the top three as the picture did. He hadn’t been able to find black ankle boots like in the photo, so had settled for a pair of black dress shoes.

“Looks good,” Henry added, standing behind him, gaze moving between the picture and Luke.

“Were you able to find any information on the restaurant?” Luke asked as he fussed with his collar.

“It’s a steak house.”

“That’s cow meat, right?”

“Yes.”

“Well,” Luke tugged the jacket down into place, “that should be all right. What time is it?”

“Six thirty.”

“I should go.”

“Do you have money for the cab?”

Luke pulled out the worn, white envelope he used as a wallet. He carefully counted out the unfamiliar money. “Three hundred dollars, do you think that’s enough?”

“I looked up the address of the restaurant, it will be at least fifty dollars for the cab.”

“What were the prices for the cow meat?”

“Not listed.”

Bitter experience had taught Luke that this was a bad sign. Giving up on his reflection, Luke turned to Michael, who was seated on the floor of the abandoned warehouse they called home, flipping through a variety of magazines and newspapers.

“Do you have any money?”

Without looking, Michael pulled an envelope, similar to the one Luke held, from his pocket and held it out. Luke pulled two hundred dollars from the envelope and passed it back to Michael.

Henry came up beside them as Michael folded his newspaper and looked up.

“Are you ready?” Henry asked.

“I am,” Luke assured the other two. They all realized that the meeting this morning had been a disaster. They needed Calypso Productions if their plan was going to work. Luke tried not to think how much was riding on this meal. The three of them were in this together, but he felt responsible for the success of the whole venture, as he was the one who’d dragged the other two out into the world with nothing more than a vague understanding of the humans, and a dream.

“What are you going to do if she wants to have sex?” Michael posed the question on all of their minds.

“Do you think she does?” Luke asked.

Henry shrugged and Michael fished around for a copy of Maxim. “She asked you on a date, that usually means sex.”

Luke’s stomach knotted with anxiety. “I’ve never had sex with a human woman before. What do I do?”

“Don’t look at me, I’ve never had sex with a human either, though she shouldn’t be that different from a succubus, they’re all cut from the same cloth,” Henry added.

“Yeah, but there’s thousands of years of evolution in between.” Luke looked anxiously to Michael, who was ripping sex-tip articles out of magazines.

“Here,” Michael shoved a handful of articles at Luke, “read these on the way.”

The top article was titled: “Make Friends with the Little Man in the Boat”.

“Thanks, Michael.” Folding the papers, Luke stuffed them into his pocket, nodded to Henry, and headed out the door. He had a half-hour walk before he reached a road with a payphone where a cab could pick him up. One of the problems with squatting in an abandoned warehouse in the Port of L.A. was the lack of easy transportation. He kept the pace light, having discovered that human bodies sweat, and it was not considered attractive. After all of his careful work obtaining this outfit, the last thing he wanted to do was ruin it.

The crunch of papers in his pocket as he walked brought Luke’s mind around to the possibility of what could happen tonight. Lena. He tested the name out, liking the way it rolled over his tongue.

Thinking back on the meeting, Luke admitted he liked everything about Lena. Her hair was a pretty, soft brown. It had been pushed back behind her shoulders, so the sides framed her face. Soft lips, tinted pink, a straight nose and sky blue eyes completed her face. There was something about the set of her mouth, as if she were constantly flirting with a smile.

He’d had only a brief glimpse of her body when she rose at the end of the meeting. She was slender, a long cool line from shoulder to hip. The dark-colored skirt and fitted off-the-shoulder sweater set off her creamy, pale skin and exposed delicate collarbones. He mentally stripped away the clothes, imagining her soft white flesh exposed and vulnerable, waiting for him. Luke closed his eyes for a moment as desire danced through his bloodstream. It had been too long since he touched a female, and touching Lena would be more than touching just any female. She would be his first human.

Ducking through a hole in the fence, Luke started down the access road to the pay-phone.

 

An hour later Luke slipped into a booth across from Lena. It was eight fifteen, and he was late.

“Lena, I’m sorry, there was traffic.”

“That’s no problem, I’m glad you were able to make it.” Lena raised a glass of pale gold liquid to her lips. She’d smiled when he sat down, but the smile did not reach her eyes. If he had to guess, Luke would say she was mad.

The waiter popped up next to his elbow, and Luke ordered tequila on the rocks. The waiter moved away, and Luke turned to see Lena’s raised eyebrows.

“Tequila?” she asked.

Luke had no idea what was wrong with ordering tequila. The other places he’d eaten had been fine with that.

“Is tequila a…poor choice?” Flustered and anxious, Luke nervously smoothed the front of his shirt. His bangs had fallen into his eye, so Luke scooped them to the side, hoping his hair still looked like the picture he’d modeled it after.

His anxious fussing seemed to amuse Lena, and she smiled, though it was a soft thing, without malice. “Tequila is a fine choice. So where were you coming from that you got stuck in traffic?”

“Uh, near the port.”

“The Port of L.A.? That is quite a drive, I’m sorry, if you’d told me I could have picked someplace closer to you.”

“Oh no, this is fine. I’ve never been here, and I like trying new restaurants.”

“Me too. I’m such a foodie. Where have you tried lately?”

Luke looked around the maroon and brown interior of Lawry’s, each table set with linen and silver. No place he’d tried was anything like this. Most restaurant ventures started and ended with recommendations from cabbies.

“Well, uh, nothing quite this fancy, but there was this taco place, in the valley…”

“Hugo’s?”

“Oh, uh, yeah.”

“I love Hugo’s. What combination did you try?”

Luke stared at Lena, wondering if she were laughing at him, but her interest and excitement seemed genuine. It was hard to imagine the brunette beauty, who looked edible in dark blue, hair loose in soft waves over her shoulders, standing outside the small taco hut, munching on a burrito as juice dripped down her chin.

Luke tentatively relayed his menu choices, and Lena offered him a few suggestions. The conversation continued, and quickly focused on hole-in-the-wall cheap food. Luke’s puzzlement was soon replaced by delight as Lena revealed that she was just as willing to eat at the cheap places as the expensive ones. The few other people he’d met who worked in movies, or “the industry” as they all called it, had only talked about whom they’d seen at the latest posh restaurants.

They covered Mexican and pizza, Chinese and Korean BBQ. Without thinking, Luke admitted that he’d never had three a.m. delivery of Thai food, as no Thai place would deliver to them. Lena blinked and sat back in her chair, apparently baffled by the idea of a locale outside Thai delivery. Luke held his breath, wondering if she would press him for details about where he lived, but Lena finally muttered, “Well, I guess you are in South Bay,” and the moment passed.

Their salads arrived, and Luke carefully stabbed a forkful and brought it to his mouth. There was some shredded red thing amid the candied nuts and tangy cheese that tasted foul, but he kept chewing. Lena was carefully pushing the red stuff off to the side. When she noticed he was watching, she smiled ruefully.

“I know, I know, I’m a complete philistine, but I hate beets.”

Luke looked down at his own bowl and started pushing his off to the side. Beets. He made a mental note to avoid those in the future. “I don’t like them either, but I didn’t know if it would be appropriate to remove them.”

“I promise not to tell on you, if you don’t tell on me. It’ll be our secret.” Lena smiled again, and this time there was something else in the smile, something a bit naughty, as if the word “secret” implied things he couldn’t even guess at.

They made it through salads and the start of entrees before the conversation turned to business matters.

“So, Luke, can you tell me a little bit about what you’re looking for?”

Laying his knife on the side of his plate Luke looked up, taking several deep-bracing breaths. This was it, his chance to make right what he’d done wrong this morning.

“We have a story to tell, and we think the best way to do it is through movies or a TV show.”

“Why do you think that?”

“We want to change public opinion about…something, and movies and media seem to have the most influence over how hum…um, people think about things.”

“What does this have to do with you and your friends?” Lena asked.

“We want to change the public’s opinion about us, about the three of us.”

“Ah, the three of you are…together.”

“Yes we’re together.” They’d left everything they knew behind to enter the human world.

Lena sat back in her chair and laughed a little. Luke was struck by the feeling that he’d just done something wrong.

“Lena?”

“Sorry, I guess my radar must be off. So tell me more about Michael and Henry, how did you get together?”

“We were raised together, like brothers.”

“Ah, that certainly makes the relationship more complicated, how did your families handle it?”

How did she know their fathers were angry with them? Luke narrowed his eyes, looking at her with his second sight—vision that could reveal what was beneath the surface. There was a band of gold intelligence around her forehead, pulsing blue strength of spirit over her heart, but she was undeniably human.

If she was human, where was she getting these odd questions? Luke reviewed his conversation with her, and in a snap, realized what he’d said. He may not have a good understanding of humans, but there were some things you picked up after living in L.A.

“Wait, wait, I’m not gay.”

Lena slumped in her seat, looking relieved. “Oh thank God, I thought my gaydar was on the fritz, thought I should know better. The good looking ones are never batting for my team.”

He didn’t really know what she was talking about, but Luke hurried on. “I’m not gay, and neither are Michael or Henry, we’re just friends.”

Lena cocked her head to the side. “If the story you want to tell isn’t about your three-way relationship, what is it about?”

Luke certainly wasn’t going to tell her here, in fact, the plan was to avoid telling her the full truth for as long as possible. “It’s about us, about what we are.”

“And what are you?”

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

Lena reached across the table and grabbed his wrist, two fingers settling on the soft inside. “You have a pulse, so you aren’t A.I. Enhanced military super solider?” she guessed.

“No.” Luke was distracted by her fingers on his wrist. They were soft, with white and pink nails, her skin delectably pale against the dark tint of his human flesh. She started to pull her hand away, but Luke wrapped his fingers around hers, holding her in place. They both looked at their tangled hands, and in an instant, the atmosphere at the table changed.

Luke imagined how they would look pressed against one another. The dichotomy of skin tones on the grand scale of their full naked bodies. Lena’s fingers curled into his, stroking the hollow of his palm, and Luke swallowed. Please let that be the opening strains of human mating rituals.

“I think I know a way to solve our problem.” Lena’s voice was butter smooth and velvet soft. He raised his gaze from their locked hands to her face. Blue eyes peeked at him under dark lashes.

“We have a problem?”

“I think we do. You want me to agree to make a movie about what you are, but won’t tell me precisely what that might be.” Lena slid her fingers from his, then reached up and ran her index finger from the tip of his eyebrow, down over his cheekbone, to the corner of his mouth. “So it looks like I’ll have to find out all on my own.”

She sat back and signaled the waiter for the check.


Chapter Three

“Undress me.”

The only light was mixed with pale whites and blues that filtered in from the street, silhouetting Lena. Luke stood just inside the doorway, jacket dangling from his fingertips.

Arousal, like the sweetest champagne, bubbled through Lena. After leaving the restaurant she’d driven them back to her place, the short drive made in rich silence. Dinner had confirmed Lena’s impression that Luke was a Hollywood novice. The hints of vulnerability and sweet confusion were incredibly attractive after years of dealing with super alpha-man attitudes. He moved into the living room, steps slow and deliberate and Lena hoped his hands would be the same way on her body. Knowing this was likely nothing more than a one night stand, Lena intended to enjoy it.

“You want me to undress you?” His voice held a low note, like the growl of a wolf, that both tantalized and frightened.

“Yesss.” The “s” dragged out into a long hiss as he cupped her neck and jaw in one large hand.

“I’ve been thinking about you, naked,” he whispered, lips brushing her cheekbone.

“Did you like what you saw?” she asked, voice thin and reedy as she tipped her head back, extending the line of her throat.

“Oh yes.”

“Then undress me.”

“In time. I want to…” Luke skirted his lips along her cheek, grazing the corner of her mouth, but not kissing her, “savor this.”

Lena shuddered and melted into him, leaning forward into his body. One arm came around her back, his other hand trailing up and down her side, petting the fabric of her dress.

“Yes, yes, me too. But it’s been so long, I don’t know if I can hold out.” Lena admitted. She needed to have him hot and hard inside her, pulsing through her.

“How long?” he asked.

“Months,” she confessed.

“Longer for me, and,” he held her away from his body, “I’ve never been with someone like you.”

“Like me?”

“Yes, so you must tell me what you want.”

Lena didn’t know what he meant by “someone like you” but she had no problem telling him what she thought and wanted. She’d long ago stopped depending on guys to care if she had a good time, and learned to be the aggressor in bed, that way she had at least some hope of getting an orgasm.

“I can do that, but you have to do the same, tell me what you want, what you like.”

“What I want,” he pressed an open lip kiss to her cheek, then dragged his lips across her cheek to kiss the corner of her mouth, his tongue coming out to lick at the seam of her lips, “is to please you.”

Mystery solved. Luke had to be a figment of her imagination, because no man she’d ever met had put her pleasure above their own. His tender, thoughtful words, combined with the delicate, erotic attention of his lips and tongue, did more to spike her arousal than a box full of sex toys.

“Please,” she whispered, and his fingers moved to her back.

He traced the skin along the top of her dress—played up and down the dip of her spine from the nape of her neck to the clasp of her dress. He tugged at the clasp, thumbs sliding between the dress and her skin. After half a minute of fumbling, Lena nearly turned around to let him see what he was doing. There was a brief flare of heat at her back, as if a small patch of her back had been exposed to an open oven, then the dress came undone. Her puzzlement at the sensation of heat disappeared under the feel of his fingers rubbing up and down her spine as he lowered the zipper.

Lena raised her hands to his shirt, indulging herself by rubbing his chest through the silk-cotton blend. He was rock hard and hot to the touch, and this was just his chest. One by one Lena undid his buttons, her own dress defying gravity to stay up, as his roaming hands pushed it apart in their quest to stroke every inch of her back.

She tugged the shirt loose from his pants and pushed it open. She was pressed too tightly to him for her to see anything, so she explored his chest with her fingers, nearly whimpering when she felt the hard ridges of his stomach.

Luke’s lips played up and down the column of her throat, then flicked her earring with his tongue. Lena slid her hands up his chest, over his shoulders and up his throat, to cup his cheeks. She pulled him away from her neck, held him still and kissed him.

Luke stiffened against her, then kissed her back, tongue moving over hers, their mouths opening and closing against one another as the kiss continued. He breathed in her breath, and each of Lena’s inhalations was flavored with the smell of Luke: spice, earth and man.

Sliding her hands from his cheeks to shoulders, Lena urged Luke back, until his legs hit the seat of one of her overlarge armchairs. Luke let go of her to feel the air behind him, and Lena took advantage of his movement to push him down onto the chair. Luke let out a small puff of air as he landed, head tilted up to look at Lena, who, holding the front of her dress in place with one hand, took a step back.

She watched him watch her, and when she lowered the dress, sliding it inch by inch down her body, Luke’s white-fisted reaction made her feel like a goddess. She stepped out of her dress, now wearing nothing more than strappy black heels and black hip-hugging underwear.

Luke leaned forward, cupping the back of her left calf and lifting her leg. Lena maintained her balance as Luke set her heel down on the arm of the chair and kissed his way from ankle to knee. He freed her foot from its shoe with one hand, as the other braced her at the knee, his lips lingering up and down her shin.

Lena nearly collapsed when he pressed kisses to the top of her foot, but his hand tightened at her knee, steadying her before setting down one foot, and lifting the other to take its place. This leg received not only kisses, but a long warm swipe from his tongue.

“Luke,” she whispered, thoroughly seduced by his careful attention. Sex had never made her feel so powerful, so beautiful, as these brief moments of foreplay with him.

He lowered her leg and rose, settling his hands on her hips, fingers toying with her underwear. Lena pushed his shirt completely off his shoulders, letting it pool around his elbows, imprisoning his arms. Now that she was barefoot, he was half a head taller than her, and Lena leaned into his bare chest, exploring the feel of her breasts against his hard, hot flesh. His lips tenderly brushed her forehead, but Lena didn’t want tender, she wanted passion.

Fluttering her fingers down the luscious ripples of his abdomen, Lena unbuckled his belt and undid the button of his pants. She left the zipper up and stroked the soft skin of his belly behind his waistband. Luke shivered, pecs twitching, and Lena couldn’t wait to touch that same spot with her tongue.

She explored his cock through the front of his pants before lowering the zipper and pushing both pants and boxers down his hips. Resting her hands on his bare hips, thumbs flirting with the diagonal dent of muscle just above his hipbones, Lena lowered herself to her knees, dropping hot, open-mouthed kisses along his chest as she went. Kneeling before him, she examined his cock, which was more than adequate. Thick and uncircumcised, already fully erect, Luke’s handsome cock lived up to the promise of his beautiful face. Tugging his pants below his knees, Lena planted a hand on his belly and pushed, toppling him back onto the chair and pressing herself against his knees, her nipples abraded by the coarse hair on his legs.

“Lena,” he moaned, as she pulled back his foreskin to lick the head of his cock.

“Don’t forget to tell me what you like,” she whispered, before sliding her lips around him. His hips popped off the chair, fingers digging into the arms, elbows still trapped by his shirt, and though she was the one on her knees, Lena felt powerful.

Usually she sucked a guy as a bargaining tool. If she gave him oral sex she could expect the same in return, and that was one of the only reliable ways she had an orgasm. But, as she worked his thickness between her teeth, lapping at his cock, which was salty with pre-cum, Lena wasn’t thinking about power plays or bargaining. All she thought about were his legs against her breasts, his chest beneath her questing fingers and his cock in her mouth.

“Lena, Lena,” he moaned, voice deepening to a hoarse rumble. With his cock still in her mouth, she looked up, meeting his eyes. As she’d expected, the sight of his cock in her mouth drove Luke higher. She could feel his reaction in the twitching in his cock, but he surprised her when he said, “I can’t contain myself too much longer, is this what you want?”

Lena slipped him out of her mouth, sliding one hand around him and fisted him up and down, keeping him near the edge. “No, I don’t want you to come like this, I want you inside me, hard and hot.”

He jerked in her fist, and for a moment his eyes flashed in the dark, like those of a cat. A great riiiiip rent the silence, and then Luke grabbed her, his torn shirt dangling from his forearms. He drove her down into the carpet, pushing her down with his body, letting her feel every pound of muscle and bone.

He shoved her legs open, his cock brushing over her panty-covered sex. The tip of his cock pushed at her, forcing the fabric into the drenching wetness between the lips of her sex.

He bumped her clit and Lena almost came. “God, Luke, please. No wait, condom.” Cursing herself for almost forgetting protection, Lena used her hands to maneuver him away from her pussy.

“What?” He growled. Fear shot through Lena, dumping adrenaline into her system. There was something almost unworldly about the bass rumble of his voice. She could feel it low in her belly. Luke leaned in, and Lena, without knowing why, whimpered and turned her face away.

Luke, his incredible cheekbones highlighted by the pale light that filtered through the windows, stopped. He held still above her and Lena’s moment of fear passed. She turned her face to his—his expression was one of puzzlement.

“Condom?”

Lena stretched for a drawer in the side table, pulling it completely out. Under the folder of Variety clippings she kept to reference while watching TV, Lena found a handful of condoms, left from a brief dating stint with a guy who only liked fucking on the floor.

She held up one of the black foil packets. “Condom. Sorry, but we’re not doing this bareback.” She held it out to Luke, who stared at her hand, making no move to take it.

Lena’s arousal was deflating rapidly, so she ripped it open and pushed Luke onto his back with a hand on his shoulder. He had toed off his shoes at some point, so Lena used the opportunity to strip him of his boxers.

Luke watched her from under hooded lids as Lena straddled his thighs and slipped the condom on. His refusal to do it himself, and the pause in foreplay, had dimmed her ardor. Handling his hot cock, rolling the slippery latex over him, watching his back arch and fists clench, brought her arousal back, full force.

Lena stroked his balls, using a firm touch so it wouldn’t tickle. “I thought you were supposed to be undressing me?” The words were a challenge, a tease, and he took the bait. In the next breath Lena was once more on her back, with Luke looming over her, his fingers slipping down into the front of her panties. Lena planted her heels and arched her hips, pushing herself onto his hand. His finger grazed her clit, her world exploded. The orgasm rocked her, had her hips helplessly rubbing against his hand, the continued stimulation keeping her suspended at the pinnacle of the orgasm.

“Naughty girl.” Luke pulled his hand from her panties and pushed her hips down. Lena sucked in a deep breath, and looked at her lover. He was smiling, in a smug, predatory way. “You just found fulfillment, didn’t you?”

“You couldn’t tell?” she asked, raising a brow.

Luke leaned down and kissed her, pushing his tongue firmly between her teeth, fucking her mouth. When he pulled away her lips felt swollen, abused.

“I could tell. Can you reach peak again?” Lena smiled slightly at his odd word choice, loving how exotic it made him seem. In the dark, with the moonlight highlighting his face, creating shadows under his brows and cheekbones, his low accented voice oozing around her, Lena felt as exotic as he seemed, like a lush flower in a tropical jungle.

“Yes,” she whispered her reply, stroking his chest.

He smiled in the dark, and slid his hand back into her panties, “Good.”

It was almost too soon, her body too sensitive, but his fingertips played over her clit, and soon she was gasping and moaning beneath him—her nails raking lines over his chest and arms. He kissed her, tasting her moans as she twisted beneath him, his fingers stroking and swirling her engorged clit.

He circled around her clit, the broad tip of his finger avoiding the sensitive peak, so that tightness built low in her belly, when this reached its zenith, when Lena felt like a wind up toy wound as tight as she could go, he changed the movement, touching her clit with a single long, hard stroke.

She bit his lip when she came, not meaning to, but unable to stop herself, as her body went rigid with pleasure. Luke growled menacingly, and Lena whimpered, mind swirling in a spiral of pleasure and fear and want. She was afraid of how deeply this orgasm affected her, though the minute it started to fade, she craved it again, like a junkie looking for her next fix.

“Luke, Luke, Luke.” His name was a mantra on her lips, a sweet invocation. He slid down her body, pausing at her breasts to suck and bite each nipple. He settled between her legs, his muscle-roped shoulders forcing them wide. He licked her soaked panties, pushing them between the lips of her sex.

“Watch me,” he growled, and Lena looked down the length of her torso to see him bite the fabric over her clit, which was clearly visible as a small bump. His jaw closed, teeth coming together, sliding over her, now pinching her clit before he came away from her with a thin fold of panty between his teeth.

It was too much for Lena, who was almost brought to a third shattering orgasm by the sight of her dark panties between his strong white teeth.

“Now, now, now. Please. I need you in me, now.”

He moved back, pulling the fabric from between the folds of her body. When it wouldn’t stretch any further, Luke took the crotch of her panties between his hands, and ripped them. Wearing the tattered remains of her underwear like a belt, Lena grabbed at Luke’s shoulders, impressed by his control, his thoroughness but wanting him in her now, now, now!

“Damn it, Luke, now!”

He came down on top of her, pushing her arms up over her head so he could brace himself on his elbows.

“Bend your legs, spread them wider.”

Lena obeyed, spreading herself until her body was wide and vulnerable under his.

“Look at me, look at me.”

Lena looked up into his eyes, and for the second time they seemed to flash in the dark. She ran her hands up and down his arms, feeling the dips and hollows of the muscles that corded beneath the skin on his arms and back. She felt the weight of his gaze with the same reality that she felt the weight of his lower body pressing down on her.

His hips flexed, cock sliding against her slick flesh. He bent to kiss her, his hips going still, and when he broke the kiss, he slammed into her. She was wet and ready, his cock digging deep into her welcoming body. Lena could barely breathe for the perfect pleasure of it, the deep beauty of being so truly connected to another being.

He pulled out and thrust again, filling her. The thrusts were deliberate and slow, testing, but on the third he started a rhythm. Lena wrapped her legs up and over his ass so she could feel the muscles flex.

She rose to meet him as he surged into her, filling her completely each time before retreating. They fucked until sweat slicked both their bodies, until Lena wondered how she’d lived without knowing what it was to have him fill her.

He sped up, breaking their shared gaze to bury his face in her neck, licking the salty skin there. He was close, and so was she.

Her belly was tight, constricted as if held by a band, and when he thrust a final time, throwing his head back, that band split, her body catapulted into the orgasm. Luke cried out as his long drawn-out orgasm claimed him, the sound dim and far away as Lena withered in the throes of her own physical bliss.

When the pleasure finally started to fade, Luke slipped out of her and rolled on his side, one hand splayed over her belly, head resting on his other arm. Lena blinked and the ceiling came back into focus. She could feel her heartbeat in her sex and the ghostly impression of his cock deep within her.

With what little energy she could muster, Lena turned her head to look at Luke. His face was serious, eyes hidden by shadows, deep brackets of concern around his mouth.

“Did you enjoy that?”

Lena blinked in confusion, how could he even ask?

She looked him over, from his awesome shoulders, chiseled chest and belly, to his softening cock still imprisoned within the condom. All she could think was—mine.

“Lena? Did you enjoy it?”

Returning her gaze to his face, she let a grin spread across her mouth, and when he answered her with a tentative smile, she pounced on him.


Chapter Four

Luke rolled onto his back as Lena pounced on him. She straddled his waist, hands on his shoulders, and grinned down at him. Luke returned her smile. Relief that she’d enjoyed their lovemaking combined with pleasure at seeing her smile. He would have brought her to several more peaks before taking her, most succubae demanded at least six, but her insistence on having him stalled that plan. He’d buried himself in her, her body tighter and hotter than anything he’d ever known. Luke had wanted nothing more than to touch her like that forever.

The immediate and strong longing for her as something more than a warm body below him, surrounding him, was frightening. Luke had never known that kind of attachment, and he wondered if it was a symptom of his humanity.

Lena ran her hands from his shoulders, over his chest, to toy with his nipples, and Luke’s disturbing ruminations melted under the heat of her touch. He cupped her hips, loving the way she looked on top of him. Normally he demanded the dominant position when having sex, but he might make an exception if it meant he could watch her pretty breasts sway, nipples tinted silver by the pale light.

“That was possibly the best sex I’ve ever had.” Lena’s voice hummed with residual pleasure, low and smooth like something rich in his mouth.

“It was for me too,” which was saying something, as he’d had sex with some of Hell’s best sexual carnivores.

Lena leaned down and kissed him, her breasts pressed between them. Luke slid his hands over her back, holding her in the kiss. She tasted like honey and noon sunlight. Her tongue pushed its way between his teeth, flicking over his. Luke gently bit her, holding her tongue in place, before letting her go and taking control of the kiss, pressing his tongue into her mouth.

She stirred against him, body moving restlessly, hips rolling and jerking across his lower belly. Luke recognized those signals. Now that he knew she was basically the same as other females, if sweeter and more arousing, he wouldn’t hesitate during sex. He moved his hands to her hips again and prepared to slide her down into place, when he realized his cock was soft. What was wrong with it? He wanted her, craved her and couldn’t understand why that desire wasn’t hardening his cock.

His distraction must have communicated itself to Lena. She broke the kiss and peered down at him, asking, “Is there something wrong?”

“My cock.”

She raised one brow. “You’re cock is quite nice, I enjoyed it, so why is it a problem?”

“It’s soft.”

“Of course it is, we just finished having sex. You can’t get hard again right away.”

“I can’t? How long does it take to get hard again?”

“Uh, half an hour I think.” Lena pushed herself up, looking down at him with her thin, delicate brows drawn towards her nose. “Luke, were you a virgin?”

In a way, he was, as she was his first human woman, and this was the first time he’d had sex in this human body, but still he answered, “No.”

“Okay, I didn’t think so, you’re too good.”

Luke smiled at the compliment and fondled her hips and belly, marveling at the softness of her skin.

“Have you never had…marathon sex before?” she asked.

“Marathon sex?”

“Sex a bunch of times in a row.”

He’d once gone for several days straight in an orgy with three succubae, but he’d been in his other body, which didn’t have enforced cock downtime. Since her tone indicated that this was a logical explanation for his behavior, Luke nodded.

“Okay then,” Lena dismounted and curled herself to sit on the floor beside him. She propped her elbow on one knee and sighed.

“What are you doing?” Luke asked her.

“Well, I thought I’d give you a few minutes, and then if you want we could go to sleep.”

“You no longer want to have sex?”

“Well you…” Lena motioned vaguely at his naked body. Luke finally understood that she thought he did not want to participate if his cock was not hard.

“I must wait a, uh, half hour, but all that means is that I cannot put myself inside you. There are many, many other things we can do.”

Lena straightened and peered at him. Whatever she saw in his face made her happy, and a smile, a gorgeous smile, spread across her lips.

“Luke, do you realize how completely remarkable you are?”

He took a moment to worry about what he was doing that was so un-human, or extra-human, that she thought he was extraordinary, but let the concern fade away. Sitting up, Luke nudged Lena until her back rested against the front of the couch. Now that he knew he had half an hour before he could fuck her again, Luke intended to make the best use of his time. He pulled her legs out straight on the floor in front of her, and straddled her thighs, doing his best to keep his weight off her, not sure how much her delicate bones could handle.

Lena leaned forward licked the skin over his collarbone. “I want you, Luke.”

“And I’m yours, but until I’m ready to have you again, I’m going to,” Luke slid his hand into her hair and fisted it, tipping her head back until she looked up at him, “play with you.”

Lena’s widening eyes were the last things he saw before he leaned down and kissed her. With her head bent back for his ease, her body trapped between his hips and the couch, she had no choice but to accept the passion he poured into the kiss. He kept their mouths together until she undulated against him, ready for more.

Once he broke the kiss, Luke took Lena’s wrists and pinned them to the cushions of the couch.

“Your hands may not move.” Still dazed from the kiss she nodded, rolling her wrists so she could grip the edges of the cushion.

Luke started at her shoulders, stroking her with hands and lips. He paid special attention to the delicate collarbones he’d admired that morning. When her chest had known sufficient attention, Luke moved to her breasts, which he’d sorely neglected the first time.

He lifted them, testing the weight in his palms. She arched her back, moaning when his roving thumb grazed her areola. Luke pinched the base of each nipple, constricting the flesh. Her nipples were flushed dark pink and hard, startling when compared to the translucent white over the rest of her breasts, where pale blue veins meandered.

She watched him, lips parted, nearly panting with anticipation. With the weight of her gaze on him, Luke lowered his head towards her nipple. She started whimpering in pleasure before he even touched her. He kissed her nipple first, a soft closed mouth kiss.

“Luke, please, touch me.”

He smiled against her, then parted his lips and sucked her nipple into his mouth. He licked and bit her, pinched and nibbled. Her cries of pleasure drove him to work her nipple more and more, until her legs twisted and twitched between his, forcing him to tighten his thighs on either side of her.

Luke released the first nipple, and turned to the as-yet unloved one. He teased the peak with the tip of his tongue before sucking her deep into his mouth. As he sucked one nipple, he toyed with the other, rolling it against his flat palm. He released her breast and blew on the wet nipple. It was so tight and pink that it just begged for his teeth to close gently around it.

Though he knew his human teeth did not have the razor sharp edges of teeth in his other form, Luke bit carefully, then flicked the captured tip with his tongue. Lena’s nails scratched down his back, not enough to hurt, but enough to get his attention.

Luke released her nipple and sat up, cupping her breasts once more, one in each hand, but this time gripping each nipple between forefinger and thumb.

“Where are your hands supposed to be?” he asked her, aware of how low his voice had gotten.

Lena blinked up at him, her sky-blue eyes glazed with passion. He gave each nipple a punishing pinch and her fingers contracted on his shoulders, reacting like a cat digging in its claws, before she let him go and returned her hands to the couch cushions beside her head.

Luke took her arms and bent them up, her elbows pointed towards the ceiling. The position lifted her rosy-tipped breasts even further.

“Keep them there,” he ordered, sliding his knees back so he could lean low and delicately sample each nipple. He continued teasing her breasts with lips and teeth, then slipped his hand between her thighs, rubbing his index finger up and down the seam of her sex.

Luke changed position to kneel beside her, freeing her legs so he could spread them wide, opening her to let his fingers tunnel into her body. He pressed two fingers in, marveling at how sweet she smelled, how hot and tight she was.

With his fingers in her sex and his lips and teeth on her nipples, he brought her to fulfillment. He leaned back as she neared her peak, using his free hand to toy with her nipples, the earlier soft brushes and strokes turning into hard pinches and twists. While the sensation might have been too hard for her to handle at the beginning, she was so aroused, her body so full of the sweet chemicals that drove human reaction, that she could only feel, without giving those feelings the labels of pleasure or pain.

He was able to fit a third finger inside her, pressing deep into her as his thumb toyed with her clit.

“I still haven’t had my tongue here,” he told her, rubbing her clit. His voice was low, a rumble, and Luke could smell her fear spike. The spell that made him human didn’t always modulate his voice, allowing his true sound to slip through. Thousands of years of evolution had conditioned her to respond to the deep inhuman sound of his voice—his growl—with fear. But she was so aroused the fear was just another sensation, another touch.

She was beautiful like this—legs spread, one knee drawn up, breasts lifted by the position of her arms, her pale flesh silver and shadow in the dim light. Against the white of her breasts his hands were dark, menacing. He squeezed her left tit, digging his fingers in to watch the pliant flesh give.

“Please, Luke, please,” she begged, voice low and breathy at the same time, her head turning side-to-side. Luke pulled his fingers out, spreading the wetness his fingers had kept bottled inside her over the nude lips of her sex and up to the thin little strip of hair above. He coated her with her own thick fluid, making the place between her legs glisten. He pushed one leg further to the side, wanting to see her, wishing there was more light, wanting her to see herself like this.

He rubbed her sex, denying her the penetration or stimulation to her clit that would have trigged another peak.

She cursed him, ending in a soft little growl of frustration, the pleasure of the first orgasm only whetting her appetite for more. That’s what he’d been waiting for. Luke leaned into her, pressing his face into her neck and growled right back. Lena’s body arched up as fear spiked through her again. As her hips lifted from the floor, Luke slammed his fingers into her, flicking her clit with his thumb.

She screamed, a primal sound, raw and nearly agonizing. It was like the scream of a mountain lion. His instincts told him that this sound was more real, less studied, than her pretty moans.

Wanting to taste her raw passions, Luke sealed his mouth over hers as his thumb continued to rub her clit, her sex pulsing around his fingers. He pinned her at sex, breast and mouth, holding her as he brought her to a second orgasm. Muscles knotted beneath her skin, her entire body tense as a drawn-back bowstring.

His fingers kept moving, rubbing her clit, twisting her nipples, pinching and fondling her breasts. He kept at her until she let go of the cushions and scratched at him, her fingers raking over the marks of the spell that kept him in this form. She ripped her mouth from his, and screamed his name.

She pushed away from the couch, toppling him back onto the floor, greedy fingers skittered down his chest and abdomen to wrap around his hard cock, He remembered the thing she put on him, and scrambled for another one, fumbling with it until he slid the old one off and a new one on, her fingers tangling with his to help smooth it down.

Then she was on top of him, sinking down onto his cock, her hands curled into claws on his chest. A wave of pleasure washed over him, the first sensation of her on his cock so strong that Luke bucked up into her. Lena rode him, her head thrown back, one hand on his chest, the other fondling her nipple, pinching and pulling with more force and pressure than he would ever dare.

She was panting, little puffs of breath escaping as she bounced up and down on him. When she grew tired, thighs shaking from the strain, she sat fully upon him and rocked back and forth. Luke took advantage of her position to reach down and spread open the lips of her sex. He could see the place where the hard column of his cock disappeared into the flushed folds of her body, her skin stretched taut and shiny around him. The sight of that accelerated Luke towards orgasm, driving him higher, faster, than he’d ever experienced before.

His control was slipping. Decorative candles, scattered around the room, flicked to life, flames crackling with sparks that glittered green and indigo amid the orange flame. An orchid in a burnished stone pot sprouted three inches, blossoms of delicate lavender popping open all along the stem.

The muscles in his belly and back knotted with the need to have her, to fuck her, to drive into her harder and stronger than her gentle rocking. With a growl, he rolled her onto her back, taking the dominant position once more. He propped her legs on his shoulders and slammed into her, again and again until there was nothing but the feel of her around him and the drag of her flesh along his cock.

When she reached peak once again, face wet with tears, Luke also found fulfillment. The press of her soft hands on his shoulders, her body twisting against his, the way her dark hair spilled behind her head, all brought him up and over, causing him to spill his seed as he took those final thrusts.

His heart was beating hard in his chest, as was hers. Luke slid down her body until he could rest his head on her left breast, listening to her heart as she dragged in great gulps of air. Sweat slicked both their bodies, and her shiver passed to him as the cold air cooled wet flesh no longer fired by passion.

“Luke, that was, that was…”

“Beautiful,” he replied, thinking of her expression, lids fluttering, lips parted, cheeks flushed, as she reached peak.

“I was going to say ‘fucking hot’ but you’re right, it was beautiful. That orgasm put every other orgasm I’ve ever had to shame.”

Reaching peak must be called orgasm. Luke filed that away for future reference.

Realizing he was still lying atop her, Luke pushed himself onto his hands and knees. Lena grabbed his shoulder and used that to pull herself up to a sitting position. Luke curled an arm around her back, another under her knees and carefully rose to his feet with her, a move he’d admired in the movies.

Lena rested her head against his shoulder. Luke turned and kissed the top of her head, her trusting acceptance of his control of her body moving him to tenderness, not an emotion he’d ever felt before.


Chapter Five

“I don’t know about you, but I’m starving.” Lena pushed aside a box of veggie chick’n strips and continued digging through the freezer.

“I am so glad you said that. I’ve been hungry for the past hour.” Luke’s voice dripped relief, and, with a laugh, Lena turned to look at him. They’d each showered, separately, and now he sat on the kitchen counter, wearing a towel around his waist, water dripping from his hair onto his shoulders.

Aware of the cold air that trickled over her shoulders and neck from the open freezer, Lena turned back to her search. Hidden behind the healthy stuff, in a place of shame, was a frozen pizza. Stomach grumbling at the thought of hot dough and melting cheese, Lena pulled it out and flipped it over to read the instructions.

She’d left the lights off in the kitchen, liking the dark, but that made reading instructions difficult.

“Will you flip on the lights?”

Luke leaned to the side, and a moment later the lights came on. Lena hissed at the sudden brightness, and turned back to her pizza. After settling the toppings laden pizza on a cookie sheet and popping it into the oven, Lena turned back to Luke.

Her comment died on her lips as she caught sight of his back, thoughts scrambled by the unbridled sexuality and beauty of his tattoo. How she hadn’t seen it, Lena would never understand. The dark and her orgasm-based distraction seemed pitiful excuses for ignoring such intricate skin art.

The tribal style tattoo covered his left shoulder blade and the back of his left arm. The portion over his shoulder was a wing, the straight-lined feathers flowing over skin and underlying muscle, the pattern displayed in the presence and absence of ink. The tattoo continued where arm met torso, swirling in a dancing design of sharp, interwoven lines and bold patterns.

Lena put a hand on his shoulder and urged him off the counter. With a puzzled look, Luke obeyed, his face shutting down when he saw what she was looking at. Lena traced a single line of ink from its inception on his arm to one of the feathers on his back.

“Luke, this is beautiful.”

“You think so?”

“My God, of course. I can’t believe I didn’t notice it.” Lena spread her fingers over the wing and smoothed her hand up and down his back.

“I’m glad you like it.”

“This is tattoo art, no doubt there. Where did you get it done?”

“It was a, um, family thing.” Lena looked at the patterns in his skin, then to his heavy profile, and a little thrill went through her belly. He was Native American. She’d long ago given up trying to guess people’s ethnic background based on how they looked. L.A. was such a mish-mash of people and cultures that she was rarely right, but his looks combined with the distinctive tattoo sealed the deal.

She had a quick sepia-toned fantasy featuring herself in a torn-bodice western settler’s dress, draped over the arm of a loincloth clad Luke. Giving herself two mental slaps, one to calm down her libido, the other to punish herself for being culturally insensitive and historically inaccurate, Lena leaned forward and kissed his tattoo.

“Whoever did it, it’s gorgeous. And guys with tats are hot.”

Luke turned and slid his arms around her, backing her against the fridge. He placed his lips at her temple and repeated, “I’m glad you like it.”

Lena’s sex flooded with cream, her nipples drawing up hard and sharp against her robe. All it took for him to arouse her was the touch of his warm, strong arms, his voice in her ear. His breath against her temple pulled something deep in the pit of her belly. It astonished her that he made her feel deeper, truer arousal, the kind that was of the heart and mind and as well as the body. He did, with only a few words, what others could not do with sex.

She slid her hands around his waist, loosening the towel until it fell around their feet. She felt him smile against her temple as she danced her fingers over the sweet little dimples just above the cheeks of his ass. They were both worn out from earlier. Lena felt tender, almost abused, but in a good way. Luke cupped her neck and jaw, tilting her head up for some soft, easy kisses, while she dug her fingers into his ass, pulling his hips into hers.

His cock was soft, still worn out from earlier and Lena reveled in the rare experience of a man’s soft cock pressing against her. His hands stayed away from her breasts and sex, cradling her face as he pressed a parted lip kiss to her brow, cheek, eyelid and the corner of her mouth.

The ding of the oven timer startled them both.

Luke started to pull back, but Lena grabbed him, reeling him in for a last long, wet, kiss, before she released him and slipped away to pull the pizza from the oven. They munched on pizza while sitting on bar stools, Lena plucking off her pepperoni and dropping them on Luke’s slices. They finished the entire pizza, and Lena, who, like most women in L.A., was a chronic dieter, reveled in being totally stuffed.

With the food came exhaustion, not surprising as it was moving towards three a.m. and Lena had started her day with a six a.m. yoga class. She yawned and tipped her head onto Luke’s shoulder.

He reached for her, slipping his arms under her and pulling her into his lap. She wasn’t a small girl. Five foot eight, even if you were skinny, was not light. The fact that he could, and did, lift her, was unexpectedly touching. As she curled herself into his lap, one arm across his bare back, cheek on his shoulder, Lena took a moment to analyze the night.

The sex was incredible, no arguments there. She had never been so overwhelmed by sensation or felt so completely focused upon as she did with Luke. He touched her as if he really cared about her pleasure, rather than because he knew he should. And he wasn’t always gentle.

Lena’s breasts were tender, and when she’d come out of the shower she’d seen faint marks—bruises and teeth imprints. He was such a genuinely sweet guy she expected the sex to be good but unremarkable. Instead, he turned out to be an aggressive and inventive lover.

Her most vivid memory of the evening was being trapped between his hard body and the couch, her fingers dug into the cushions behind her head as he assaulted her. She’d had nowhere to go as he kissed her deeply, pinched and twisted a nipple and fucked her with three hard fingers.

And now he was back to being tender. The dichotomy of it, first being roughly, passionately fucked, and then tenderly cradled, did dangerous things to Lena’s heart.

Luke’s arms tightened around her. He stood and walked with her to the couch, where he sat and situated Lena on his lap. She stretched her legs out along the cushions, and Luke stroked her from ankle to knee and back again. In this position she could faintly see the tattoo, black against brown, barely visible in the light from the window and the faint illumination that spilled out from the kitchen. She swirled her fingers along the lines that wrapped to the front of his arm.

She yawned and let her eyes drop, fingers still curled over his biceps.

 

Luke tilted his head to look at Lena, but the movement was hindered by her head, which she’d tucked against his neck. He continued to stroke her leg, just wanting to touch her. He turned his attention to the night sky, visible through the large glass balcony doors. There were no stars. In this endless city of no sleep, the lights crowded the night sky, hiding the stars. The denuded sky brought him a brief pang of homesickness. In his homeland the stars were so plentiful and bright they almost overwhelmed the dark of space. But the stars were still there, even if he could not see them, and this city contained things, people, particularly one precious woman, more brilliant than that diamond sweep of stars.

His night with her had been like nothing he’d ever known. Even the wildest tricks of the cynical and world-weary succubae he’d mated with before had not given him the same deep reaction. He couldn’t pinpoint what it was about her that touched him so. She was beautiful, that was certain, and kind. Her confidence was also attractive. He needed someone who could take the lead, as so many things in the human world were still unknown to him.

He hadn’t thought to ask the spell-caster if human emotions came with a human body, or if the acceptance he was experiencing in her arms was causing an emotional chain reaction.

Lena’s fingers flexed against his arm, and she mumbled, “We should go to the bed.”

Luke curled his arms under her, bracing his calves against the couch and used his thighs to lift them out of the soft cushions. He carried her to the bedroom, which he’d peeked into while she showered. A large window, facing the same direction as the glass doors in the living room, let in enough light to allow him to see the bed. He laid her down, Lena smiled sleepily up at him and Luke’s heart stuttered in his chest.

He maneuvered one of the covers out from under her, stared in puzzlement at the two other blankets of varying thickness and then crawled in next to her, pulling the thickest and fluffiest of the blankets over both of them. Lena was curled on her side, facing him, so Luke settled on his back. His hand searched the bed until it found hers. He laced their fingers together.

With his head down on the pillow Luke realized how exhausted he was after the long day and longer night. It had been years since he’d had sex, and the “marathon” sex they’d had tonight wiped him out. He blinked several times, trying to stay awake.

There was something in the back of his brain, a nagging thought that he’d forgotten to do something. But the warmth of her body next to his, the pleasure of her fingers tight in his and the cocoon of covers, seduced him into sleep.

Hands laced together they both slipped into the deep-soul and mind-repairing sleep of exhaustion, neither aware of the magic that crackled around them.


Chapter Six

Lena rolled from her back onto her side. She might have been able to continue her rest of the wicked had the new position not allowed a shaft of late morning sunlight to strike her closed lids. She cursed and threw an arm across her eyes, but it was too late, she was starting to wake up. With one hand cupping her eyes, Lena yawned and stretched her toes down towards the bottom of the bed.

Muscles deep in her belly and down the insides of her legs twitched as she stretched, and Lena smiled. She was sex-sore, delightfully so. She entertained herself for a few moments by recalling her favorite parts from last night. The memory of his fingers, mouth and cock drew her from sleep.

With a good morning smile on her face, she opened her eyes.

And screamed.

A heartbeat later she was off the bed, back against the wall by the door.

The thing on her bed moved, its massive body twitching just a little, and Lena screamed again.

It sat up, the shaggy head turning towards her.

Feeling another scream might be repetitive, Lena scrambled for the doorknob, throwing the door open and then raced down the hall. Pure unadulterated terror thrummed through her bloodstream like a live electrical wire. She couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe.

Get away, get out.

Yes, that was it, she needed to get away. With her “flight” response firmly engaged, Lena turned to the front door, just as the thing emerged from the hall. It didn’t matter that the thing was now between Lena and the door, because the sight of it froze her with a renewed rush of terror.

Monster.

It was a monster. Great black wings, glossy as obsidian, towered from its back. The center points, which came to hard inverse V’s, brushed the ceiling. The bottoms were ragged as torn paper. The greatest human bodybuilders were still not as large and muscle-bound as the monster, whose body looked rock solid and heavy, like a stone gargoyle with burnished maroon skin. His chest and belly were studies of muscle definition, his stomach sporting eight, not six, distinct muscles. Vein-roped arms ended in three fingers and a thumb, each with long curved claws.

His legs were the most confusing, in her terror Lena had trouble making any associations that would help her understand what she was looking at. Finally she realized the reason they looked so odd was that the joints faced backward, hinged like a horse’s rear legs.

The legs ended in great paw-like feet, claw bedecked as the hands were.

She looked him over again, from the feet upwards, this time taking in the face, a great dark head crowned by a long tangle of brown and black hair. It had almost human features—eyes, nose, mouth, but they were molded in a way no human’s was. His nose was broad and flat. Brows, cheekbones and jaw were chiseled and heavy. Beneath those brows his slanted eyes were black, entirely black.

It was definitely male. If his chest muscles hadn’t tipped her off, the monster cock dangling between the legs, would have.

His mouth opened exposing long fangs—one clawed hand reached for her.

Lena screamed. Again.

Since “flight” was no longer an option, she settled for “fight”.

Reaching down she picked up one strappy black shoe and hurled it at the monster. It hit his chest and fell to the floor. The monster looked down at the shoe, so missed seeing her throw the second one, which smacked him square on the forehead.

“Ow!” The monster staggered back a step.

Lena let out a little “Ha!”

She took kickboxing on Thursday nights—she could take this thing. Too much adrenaline had given her false confidence in her physical prowess.

She started forward. The monster, still clutching its head, looked up, fathomless black eyes narrowed on her face. Lena detoured for a weapon. She’d wait before trying to take it on with her bare hands.

She darted to a storage closet tucked into the wall near the patio doors and threw the door open. Her hibachi, a keg tub and three tiki torches went flying. She emerged triumphant with her Louisville slugger in hand.

Turning to the monster, she planted her feet and put the bat into position on her shoulder.

“Alright, freaky monster thing, this is your last warning. Get out.”

“Last warning?” Its voice was a rumble, like a low G from a bass guitar pumped through an amp.

There was something about that voice…

“What was my first warning?”

“The shoes.”

The monster started forward, the great legs lifting and flexing to bring its body towards her.

Lena screamed. She couldn’t help it. Every time it moved a bolt of fear, strong as if she’d stuck a fork in an outlet, raced through her. Driven by this newest surge of fear and adrenaline, Lena raced forward, closed her eyes and swung as hard as she could.

“Ow!”

She opened one eye to see the tip of the bat against the creature’s ribs. She looked up into its eyes. The monster turned his gaze from the bat to her face. Lena hit him again.

“Ouch, damn it, Lena!”

It knew her name.

She raised the bat over her head, but this time the monster caught it as she swung, ripping the bat from her hands.

She aimed a few aerobics-class punches at his belly, but hit only air, as she wasn’t actually close enough to strike, and wasn’t about to get any closer.

Giving up that attack, she ran back to the pile of debris that had spilled out of the closet. She grabbed the keg tub and flung it at him. The heavy, plastic bucket went wildly off the trajectory, heading for her brand-new plasma TV.

“My TV!”

The monster reached out and caught the bucket, preventing the destruction and set the tub down.

“Lena, please—”

She grabbed a tiki torch and threw it like a lance. The first one scraped the ceiling before the monster caught it and set it down, but the second, thrown while he was dealing with the first, found its mark.

The sharp end found a home in the mass of muscles on top of the monster’s shoulder. They both looked at the torch.

The creature reached up and jerked it out, black blood pouring from the hole. Lena pressed her fingers over her mouth, horrified and elated by what she’d done. The monster turned and set the bloody torch on the kitchen counter.

Run, run now while he’s distracted. But she didn’t.

The monster turned to face her once more.

They faced off, the shaking fear-driven woman versus the seven-foot monster.

The monster started forward, moving fast for something of its size. Lena turned in a circle, scanning the items on the floor for her next weapon, but before she could select one, the monster grabbed her. His claw tipped hands came around her, and together they were big enough to completely circle her waist. He lifted her from her feet, and the reality of his presence, the heat that radiated from his dark skin, the sight of his claws against her flimsy robe, froze everything inside her with terror.

She had a moment to fear for her life, to mourn her own short time on the Earth, before the monster shoved her into the closet.

She waited for him to follow her in, though how he would have fit she didn’t know, but when the door closed Lena was alone inside. She pressed her back against the wall, one hand over her still pounding heart and waited.

And waited.

Adrenaline and fear alike faded, absorbing into a body that was shaky with the letdown. Lena slid down the wall and put her head on her knees.

What had just happened?

She’d woken up to find a monster in her bed where Luke should have been.

Luke.

The monster had eaten Luke.

Lena leaped to her feet and grabbed the doorknob. After a few tugs convinced her it wasn’t opening, she started banging on the inside of the door.

“You let me out, you monster-bastard! I’m not done with you. I’m going to kick your ass. How dare you eat Luke, he was the best sex I’ve ever had!”

Her hands started to hurt, so Lena kicked the door, forgetting she was shoeless.

Leaning against the wall with her leg bent so she could massage her damaged toes, Lena continued shouting at the monster. Now that she didn’t have to look at him it was easy to be mad rather than scared.

“I’m going to chop off your balls, and kickbox you in the head, and—”

“I didn’t kill Luke.”

The voice rumbled through the door, lighter than it had been before. In fact it sounded almost like…Lena pressed her ear to the crack between door and jamb to listen.

“Do you really think I ate your lover?”

That voice… No, it wasn’t possible.

“What am I supposed to think? I went to bed last night with one of the most incredible men I’ve ever met, and I woke up with you.”

“Incredible men?”

“You heard me, monster-breath.” Ugh. What a pathetic insult. Lena thunked her head against the door in self-disgust, but its laugh had her refocusing on the sound of its voice.

“I’m glad you enjoyed Luke.”

“I’d planned to enjoy him a whole lot more. I mean, he was incredible with just his hands and cock. The oral sex would have probably put me in a coma.”

It laughed again, and said, “And he wanted to enjoy you too.”

Lena pressed one hand over her mouth, struggling to make sense of what she heard. The voice was Luke’s, she had no doubt.

“Luke?” she asked, voice wavering with uncertainty.

The light that seeped through the crack between door and jamb disappeared as a body moved in front of it. “Yes, I’m here.”

Relief and confusion, and the vague fear that she was either having a mental breakdown and hallucinating or had accidentally ingested some funny mushrooms, had Lena sinking to the floor. She leaned against the wall and let hot tears slip from behind her closed lids.

“Luke,” she whispered, not sure if he could hear her, but her throat was too tight to speak louder, “I don’t understand.”

The door opened. “I know. I’m sorry, I didn’t want to show you like this.”

Strong arms slipped around her, and Lena kept her eyes closed. The one who lifted her felt and smelled like Luke. If there was anything else out there she didn’t want to see it.

He carried her away, into the bedroom, where he set her gently down on the bed. A moment later the drape hoops clinked and the light dimmed, before his weight dipped the other side of the bed.

Luke lay beside her and curled Lena into his body, stroking her back, kissing her hair and temple.

Lena started to cry in earnest, the sobs coming from the part of her that realized nothing would ever be quite the same again.

After all, she’d just learned that monsters were real.


Chapter Seven

It was over an hour later before Lena spoke again. They’d changed positions, and Lena lay on her side, with Luke cuddled against her back. Her eyes were open and dry, the tears giving way to intense thought.

“You’re the monster, aren’t you?”

Luke jerked against her back, though she didn’t know if his startlement was from hearing her voice after the prolonged silence, or from her question.

“Yes,” he finally answered. “I’m the monster.”

Lena took a few deep breaths, though that was the answer she’d expected. You couldn’t live in L.A., couldn’t be a storyteller, without believing in the unexplained and magical. Now that she’d been confronted with the reality of it, Lena was ready to accept the truth.

She brought up a mental image of the winged beast, and shook her head slightly. That the creature could be the tender man whose arms encircled her waist still seemed impossible.

Thinking of him as the monster made her remember the damage she’d done to him. Lena pushed to a sitting position and turned to face him for the first time. Luke, wearing only his pants from last night, smiled tentatively up at her. A kitchen towel was pressed to the front of his shoulder, held in place with duct tape.

“Luke, I’m so sorry.” Lena changed position to kneel beside him on the bed, fingers fluttering to rest on the makeshift bandage. “Look what I did to you.”

“It’s fine.”

“No it isn’t, come in the bathroom and let me look at it.” She scrambled off the bed, and grabbed a pair of sweats and a simple black hoodie out of a drawer. She stripped and dressed before turning back to Luke. He was sitting on the side of the bed, watching her.

“Come on,” she held out her hand, and Luke placed his in it, allowing her to lead him into the bathroom. She sat him on the toilet and examined the bandage. “It’s going to hurt when I take off the tape. Where did you find duct tape?”

“In a drawer in the kitchen.”

Lena wet a washcloth and used it to help peel the tape away. Once the bandage was off, Lena had a good look at the crescent-shaped cut in his shoulder. Pulling the towel away had started the bleeding again, and Lena, who, despite her violent tendencies of a few hours ago, didn’t like seeing people hurt, started crying again.

“Lena, are you all right?” He cupped her cheek, worry etching lines around his mouth.

“Y-yes, you’re the one who’s hurt. I’m so sorry.” As she sniffled, Lena cleaned out the cut. Normally she would have suggested stitches, but considering what he was, maybe the emergency room wasn’t the best idea. “I didn’t mean to hurt you, I was scared.”

“Of course you were scared, I’m a monster.” Luke’s lips twisted on the last word, and he looked away.

A thousand excuses, pleas and reassurances sprang to her lips, but in truth, Lena didn’t know what to say. She finished cleaning out the cut, slathered it in ointment and covered the whole thing with several large square bandages, held firmly in place with paper tape.

Now that the wound was taken care of Lena had nothing else to do. The silence between them was uncomfortable. Strangely, after all that had happened, the thing that preyed upon Lena’s mind was the fact that Luke seemed hurt by her reaction.

She knelt on the cool tile, gazing at the floor, as he sat on the toilet and stared at the wall. The rumble of his stomach finally broke the silence.

Lena breathed a sigh of relief. At least hunger was something she could fix.

“We need food.” Now that she thought about it, she was starving. The steak and pizza from last night seemed ages ago. Lena pushed to her feet and offered her hand. Luke turned and looked at her, maintaining his silence. He waited so long to slip his fingers into hers, that Lena had almost withdrawn her offered hand.

Hand in hers, he rose, and Lena led them from the bathroom.

The living room was a disaster, which she ignored in favor of coaxing him onto the couch before rummaging through her drawers for the take out menus. She ordered Chinese food, and lots of it, promising a big tip if they could deliver in twenty minutes.

She grabbed some aspirin out of a bottle and brought them to Luke with a cold bottle of water. She held out the pills, and when he stared at them uncomprehendingly, Lena sat on the coffee table so she could look him in the eye.

“Luke, can you have aspirin? They aren’t like, um, creature kryptonite, are they?”

“I don’t know what aspirin is.”

“It’s a drug that helps your body block pain.”

“Ahh, like Tylenol.”

“How do you know what Tylenol is but not aspirin?”

“TV commercial.”

“So you know what Tylenol is, but not aspirin?”

“Most of what I know about humans comes from TV and movies.”

“Oh goodie. There’s a well-rounded and balanced view of humanity. But back to aspirin, which is another pain reliever, have you ever had any before?”

“No.”

“Then maybe you shouldn’t take them. Does your shoulder hurt?”

He hesitated before nodding. “It does, a small amount. This body is fully human, if humans can take it I should be able to.”

Lena peered into his face, seeing the pain he was trying to hide and handed him the aspirin. She’d watch him, and if it looked like he was having a reaction to the drug she’d take him to the hospital, monster or no.

She carefully explained how to take the pills, having him swallow them one at a time. She asked him if anything else hurt, and when he tentatively mentioned his ribs, Lena cursed herself and went to get him a bag of frozen peas.

Once she had him taken care of, Lena started setting the living room to rights, stuffing everything back into the closet and taking her shoes into the bedroom. She left the bloody tiki torch for last. Fortifying herself with a few deep breaths, Lena examined the tip, using a spoon to poke at the black blood that had dripped from it. The blood she’d mopped from his shoulder was red, while this was undeniably black.

Carefully setting down the spoon, Lena bent to peer at the countertop, checking to see if the blood were eating through the granite like acid. It didn’t appear so.

“Luke?” she called.

“Yes?”

“Why did you put this on the counter?”

“What?”

“The thing I stabbed you with, why’d you put it on the counter? Is your blood poisonous? Or maybe if it touches the ground a bunch of spiders will swarm out?”

Silence.

Lena stood and looked over the counter into the living room. Luke stared back at her, mouth open slightly.

“I, uh, didn’t want it to get on the carpet.”

A blush rushed up Lena’s cheeks. “Oh, okay then.” She grabbed some paper towels and started cleaning the counter.

“Spiders?”

“I saw it in a…movie…” All the pieces fell into place. Lena was many things, but slow wasn’t one of them. “That’s why you need us isn’t it?”

He nodded.

Lena abandoned her cleaning, brain whirling with what she’d just figured out, fingers twitching to jot down her list of questions before they flitted away. Her purposeful advance was halted by the bong of the doorbell. With a little growl of frustration Lena grabbed her purse and pulled out some cash.

She traded money for two bags of aromatic Chinese food, which she hauled to the coffee table and put down in front of Luke. She handed him a fork and started popping open boxes.

“We’re going to eat, then you and I need to talk.”

“You’ve figured it out, you know what we want.”

“Yeah, I think I do.”

“Then you will help us?”

Lena paused with chopsticks loaded with chow mein half way to her mouth. “Are you kidding? Of course we will.” Monsters were real and she was going to be one of the people who got to help tell the world.

“Yesterday morning…”

“This is a whole different ball game than yesterday.”

Luke hung his head for a moment, and Lena set down her food to reach out and touch his uninjured shoulder. “Hey, are you okay?”

His chest heaved with a sigh before he looked up. The passive, serene expression he normally wore cracking to show lines of strain around his eyes and mouth. Lena would have guessed he was in his late twenties, but with this hunted expression on his face he looked much older.

“I’m relieved you’ve agreed to help. I…don’t know what we would have done if you hadn’t. You were our last and best hope.”

“There’s a lot more to this than I’ve guessed, isn’t there?”

“Yes.”

Lena picked up a box of shrimp fried rice and poked at it. Once she’d realized what a challenge, and opportunity, Luke and his friends were, she’d made a snap decision to volunteer not only herself, but her partners, in helping him. His words made her rethink that decision.

“Luke,” she looked up, and met his anxious gaze with her own determined one. “I’m in. No matter what else happens, or who else decides to help, I’m in.”

“Thank you.”

He leaned across the table and kissed her. He tasted like spicy tofu, relief and Luke. It was the first kiss since she’d seen him as the monster, and it was all the sweeter for everything that had preceded it. When they broke the kiss, each was smiling. Leaning back, Lena plucked a shrimp out of the rice and held it to Luke’s lips.

“First we eat, then you talk and then we tell the others.”


Chapter Eight

“Okay, Lena, enough’s enough, time to tell us what’s going on.” Jane demanded. Margo and Cali sat on either side of Jane on the couch, while Akta reclined in the armchair. Lena stood in front of them, her back to the TV, looking just as professional and delectable in jeans and a tank top, with her hair in a ponytail, as she had in a skirt and sweater.

Luke leaned against the sidewall and prepared to watch the meeting. The sight of him, shirtless and bandaged, had ratcheted up the tension in the room.

That morning, Luke and Lena had talked for hours, Luke answering each of her questions with as much information as he thought it was safe to divulge. It had been a relief to talk about his worries and fears with someone he’d come to respect as much as he did Lena. She’d listened, her bright eyes flashing with intelligence as she made the connections and asked the right questions, all without any exclamations of disbelief.

It seemed that she’d accepted the truth about him, and what it meant and implied. That acceptance did much to ease the hurt caused by her terrible and violent reaction to his monster form.

He hadn’t meant to show her that way, in fact he’d rather hoped never to show her his true form. The sex and emotional windstorm of the previous night had worn him out to the point that he’d forgotten to enact the wards that would keep him in human form even when he slept. His body had reverted to that of the monster and terrified someone he’d never wanted to see look at him the way she had.

Lena’s sweet voice pulled him from his dark ruminations.

“Ladies, what Luke, Henry and Michael have brought us is a unique opportunity to create something that will change the world.”

It was dramatic thing to say, almost comically so, but no one laughed. A few glances darted Luke’s way before returning to Lena.

“Yesterday they were just a bunch of pretty guys looking to get famous,” Margo reminded the group. “What’s changed since then?” she asked Lena.

Lena opened her mouth, but Cali held up her hand and stalled Lena’s response. “First answer this question,” Cali demanded. “Did you sleep with him?”

“Yes,” Lena replied without hesitation.

Cali slumped back onto the couch and folded her arms. “I really hope you didn’t make us all troop to your place so you could try and con us into working on your latest fuck buddy’s project.”

“I would never do that. I’m not the one who lets personal matters influence business decisions.”

Cali sat forward, poised to rise to her feet, and said, “That was a long time ago and I am tired of having you throw it in my face.”

“Then don’t assume I’d act the way you have in the past.”

Both women were flushed with anger. Luke opened his second sight and marveled at the jagged slices of red through each woman’s aura. Was it normal that he found this arousing? He took a few steps backwards, retreating into the shadows of the hall.

“Stop it, both of you.” Margo demanded. “Lena, you need to hurry this up. You called us all here with your cryptic message. We find Luke in your house, long past when a one-night stand should have left, and if that weren’t weird enough, he’s got a monster bandage on his shoulder. So, like Jane said, enough already, spit it out.”

“Interesting word choice, Margie.” Lena said, using an old college nickname.

“Which word?”

“Monster.”

“And why is that interesting?” Jane demanded

“Because monsters are real.”

The other four women look at one another, then back to Lena.

“That’s the great truth we have to tell. Monsters, and I do mean monsters, exist.”

“Of course they do. The world is full of child abusers and rapists—”

“No, Jane. I don’t mean people who act in monstrous ways. I mean beings that aren’t human, the kind children fear finding in the closets or under the bed.”

“You’re talking about some sort of undiscovered animal species?” Margo asked.

Her brow was wrinkled in confusion. It was clear they were trying to understand what Lena was saying, but were having trouble. Humans were conditioned not to believe. As children they knew monsters were real, but growing up made them blind and stupid. Luke thought it a mark of how highly Lena’s friends regarded her that they did not call her crazy and dismiss her words.

“No, not animals, not in the way you are thinking. They have human level intelligence.”

Hmm. Personally Luke would have considered monsters more intelligent. After all, they didn’t go around pretending half of the world wasn’t there, but now was not the time to voice that particular opinion.

“Is it vampires?” this was the first thing Akta said, and the others all turned to stare at her. “Human level intelligence plus monster equals vampire in my book.”

“I’m putting you on a Joss twelve-step program, you need to back away from the Buffy DVDs,” Margo said with an eye roll. Then she looked at Lena. “Er, we’re not talking about vampires, are we?”

“Uh, no, not vampires. Monsters.”

“Werewolves?” Akta asked, voice hopeful.

“Akta, for the love of—” Margo started.

The others all burst out talking. Everyone was voicing opinions, and though they seemed to be having a messy five-way conversation, Luke had no idea how they could possibly understand one another.

Lena left them chattering and made her way down the hall to Luke.

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” she asked.

“Yes, but you have to prepare them, explain.” Luke cupped Lena’s upper arms and gave them a small squeeze, as if that could impress the importance of his words into her. “If you don’t, they will react the way you did.”

Lena cupped his cheek and stood on her toes to kiss him. Luke closed his eyes and savored the taste of her lips under his. He sighed when she broke the kiss and turned away. As she headed back to her friends, shouting for them to be quiet, Luke moved to stand at the mouth of the hall.

“Monologue time. I’m going to talk, you listen.” The others quieted.

“We are talking about monsters. Not vampires or werewolves, but scary looking beasts. They exist. They have language and culture and ethnic identity. For years, for all of human history really, they’ve been hiding, living in places that humans won’t, or can’t go.

“But the world is expanding. We’ve all heard about globalization and the decreasing wilderness. That human encroachment is affecting the monsters. They won’t be able to stay hidden from humans for much longer. Since the invention of photography they’ve been trying to avoid humans altogether, but now they know that won’t work anymore. Sooner or later someone is going to catch them on film, and then hunters or explorers will come, and their existence will be exposed.

“So they’ve decided to be pro-active. The monsters are going to go public, come out of the closet, before they are forced out.”

Lena stopped talking, and one by one the faces of the other women turned to Luke.

“He is…?”

“Yes, Luke is a monster.”

“If they all look like that I don’t think they’re going to have a problem,” was Akta’s wry observation. The women all laughed softly and some of the tension seemed to dispel.

Lena smiled, and the skin around her eyes loosened. Luke realized she’d been as nervous and worried as he was about this revelation, though her confidence and conviction hid it.

“If the monsters looked like that…” she turned to smile directly at Luke, and he straightened, answering her smile with a tentative one of his own. Though he didn’t want to admit it, it was a bit unnerving to have all of them looking at him and discussing the physical merits of a body he wasn’t yet fully used to. “I agree. They wouldn’t have a problem. But that is only a recent development.”

“In what way?”

“Luke, do you want to explain this part?”

“Uh, sure.” They’d arranged this change in lecturer, at Lena’s suggestion. Luke would have been more than happy to let her explain the whole thing. He took a tentative step, but stopped, not sure where to stand.

Lena rescued him, looping her arm through his and bringing him to stand where she had, in front of the TV. She released his arm and perched on the edge of the couch.

Luke looked at them, five gorgeous, confident females from a species he didn’t really understand. Their gaze bore into him. Their silent demand for him to explain, perform, coated him like tar.

He couldn’t breathe.

Luke sucked in a great gulp of air, but it didn’t help, he couldn’t get it far enough into his lungs. He bent and braced his hands on his knees, staring at the carpet. He could vaguely hear the women’s alarmed conversations, and sense the shadows of their movement.

“Luke? Luke?”

“He looks like he’s going to pass out.”

“Is this some ‘monster’ thing?”

“Looks to me like he has public speaking anxiety.”

Soft hands touched his bare shoulders and back. Though he couldn’t see who touched him, Luke knew which hands were Lena’s. There were murmured exclamations as they got their first good look at his tattoo.

They eased him down into the armchair and pressed a cold cloth to the back of his neck. Hands stayed on his back, keeping him bent forward, as a whisper soft voice urged him to relax and breathe.

When he no longer felt that he was being smothered by a heavy coating of tar, he sat up. All but Lena moved away from him.

“Luke, are you okay? How do you feel?”

“I feel…” embarrassed “…fine now.”

“Has anything like this ever happened before? Is this something going on with your spell?” She rested her fingertips against his tattoo.

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Then I think Margo is right, you don’t like speaking in public.” She smiled and kissed him.

Pride and desire for her swelled as she kissed him in front of her friends. Among his people, displaying sexual awareness of, and desire for, another being, was a way of staking a claim over them. Though there was no male there to see him reciprocate the possessive body language, Luke cupped her head and deepened the kiss. When he released her, Lena sat back, eyes closed, parted lips wet and red.

“Is he that intense during sex?” Luke looked up to see Lena’s friends watching them, Jane having voiced the question.

“Oh yes,” Lena replied, before blinking her eyes open. “More intense even.” Bracing her hands on his knees Lena pushed to her feet and moved away from him to sit on the floor. “As a matter of fact, I’m dethroning Akta as reining Queen of most orgasms in a night.”

“You had more than four?” Cali asked.

Lena held up eight fingers.

The women’s attention turned to him again, and this time there was a distinctly covetous nature to it. “I am so hot for you right now,” Akta admitted, tossing her mane of black hair, which smelled of roses.

“Uh, thank you.” Luke said.

“Ladies,” Margo, who seemed to be the most practical after Lena, said, “Let’s please refocus. Now, Luke, can you explain to us what Lena meant by ‘recent development’?”

Luke focused on Margo, finding it easier to talk when he didn’t have to stand in front of all of them.

“Monsters have only had one form, though those forms are many and varied. No two monsters are the same, and humanity has never imagined that all the things they classify as monsters are actually related. Our monster forms, sometimes glimpsed by humans, gave rise to the tales of beasts that kidnap and eat children or live in caves and under bridges.”

“Quick question. Do you eat children?”

“No.”

“Good to know. Please continue.”

“About fifty years ago, there was a female of exceptional power born to us. She could work magic with skills that many believed were lost to our people. She had the sight, and warned us that we could not continue to hide forever. She said that when the humans discovered us there would be a great slaughter. Those among my people who were not warriors, were not fighters, would die. All that would be left were those fierce enough to survive, and soon all that would remain of our people would be the mindless destroyers the humans expect to find.”

Luke looked towards the sliding doors, where the last rays of sundown painted the chemically tainted sky orange and pink.

“Her prediction created a panic. Some chose to retreat further into the wilds we hide in, others who had grown to fear humans for their extremely violent ways and terrifying weapons, chose to end their own lives. I saw many whom I loved die rather than face the terrifying guns of humanity.”

“You poor thing.” Akta said. She reached over and rested her hand on his forearm. He looked up to see her dark eyes swimming with tears. One by one he looked to the other women, each wore an expression of sympathy and grief.

Lena had wept when he told her of the mass suicides and terrified retreats into the wild. She’d wrapped her arms around him, offering sympathy and understanding, sharing in his sorrow, which lightened the burden. Lena’s reaction hadn’t surprised him. After the physical closeness they shared the night before, he’d expected her to have some reaction, through nothing near the genuine and beautiful sorrow she’d exhibited.

He did not expect these women to be affected by his words. Their depth of compassion amazed him.

Luke placed his hand over Akta’s. “Thank you.”

There was a quiet moment during which a few blotted their eyes, before Luke resumed his story.

“There were a few of us who were not as afraid of humans. I’d grown up not far from a small human owned farm, and when they left, my friends and I would sneak in and play with their things. We learned about some truly remarkable food and not to play with electricity, but our most interesting discovery was TV. Then movies.

“We became addicted, to the point that many others teased us about our love for all things human. But we didn’t care, we wanted more.

“When our seer told us what the future held, everyone realized that we had to change the way humanity saw us, before they found us. There were many ideas about how to do this, but only myself and my friends realized there was already a way to influence human thought, we just had to become part of it. We told the seer of this, and to help us in her mission, the seer performed a spell that gave us a human form. Never in our history had we been able to take human form. Only the seer’s great knowledge and power allowed it, but it is hard to do, and not all the monsters wanted the spell. We forced them to take it, hoping the ability to become human would provide a last defense. My friends and I took the spell,” he motioned to the tattoo on his back, “and set out to find a way to save our people.

“We came to Hollywood hoping to find people who would make a movie, or a TV show, about us. We need to show the world that though we are monsters, we are neither killers nor evil, before humanity finds us, and destroys us.”

Luke finished his plea, the walls echoing with the conviction of his words. He’d given everything he had to this final pitch, placed his passion in his words, let his voice deepen with a hint of its true tone.

The women looked from him to each other.

Cali was the first to move. She rummaged in the bag at her feet and pulled out a book of blank white pages. She flipped it open and started sketching a series of boxes.

Margo leaned forward and braced her hands on the coffee table. “It’s gotta be an action adventure.”

Jane mimicked Cali, digging through her bag until she came up with a lined notebook. “I think we should work along the basic storyline he just outlined. There’s enough here for three movies. This is also good TV.”

“Girls, this isn’t without risk,” Lena warned them.

“Shut up, Lena,” Akta demanded, looking over Cali’s shoulder as she sketched out a storyboard.

“I’m serious. This is a huge risk for all of us.”

“This is also what we’re all about. This is a story that needs to be told, and told well. Luke and Michael and Henry deserve a chance at changing the way the world sees them, before the monsters are destroyed.” Jane’s passionate speech had them all nodding in agreement.

Lena smiled and unfolded herself from the floor to kneel beside the coffee table. “That’s what I thought you all would say, so here’s what I propose. Not a movie or a TV series, but a movie and a TV series.”

“Damn, that would be amazing. You’re talking about developing them simultaneously.” Margo said.

“Yep.”

“That would be huge, revolutionary, if we could make it work.”

“Absolutely.”

Margo cupped her head in her hands, “I have so many fucking ideas whirling around in my head right now I think my brain is going to overheat. If we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it big. We need a big, online presence, we can start the hype there, we’re going to want to pull all the online sci-fi and fantasy fans into this from the start.”

“Modeling,” Akta said suddenly. “We need to make them models too. Can’t you just see one of them on a billboard in Times Square modeling Calvin Klein? I still have some contacts in high fashion.”

“Akta, that’s perfect,” Lena said, eyes feverishly bright. “We’ll make them a brand.”

“Wait. Wait!” shouted Cali, who now had four pages full of story-boards. “We’re missing some critical information.”

“What?”

“We don’t know what the monsters look like.”

The women all looked to Luke again.

He’d been so preoccupied trying to figure out what they were talking about it took him a moment to realize they were all waiting for him.

“You want to see me change into a monster?”

“Can you change at will? Are there any triggers? How about extreme emotional distress, will that trigger a change?” Jane asked, looking down at her story notes. “It would be really helpful if you had a fatal weakness.”

“Oh. Well, mostly I can control it, sorry. Though if I get really tired, or forget to put up wards that hold the spell in place, I will change in my sleep.”

“Really tired, like after having eight-orgasm sex,” Lena added, smirking smugly at her friends.

“So you’ve seen him in his monster body,” Cali demanded.

Lena’s smiled died. “I have. It’s scary, he’s scary. I’m the reason he has a bandage on his shoulder. When I woke up and saw him that way I was so terrified I almost passed out, then I tried to fight him.”

“So you stabbed him?” Jane asked incredulously.

“And she threw her shoes at me,” Luke added. There was a beat of silence before Lena’s friends dissolved into gales of laughter. Happy to have amused them, smiling at Lena to apologize for having revealed that embarrassing reaction, Luke got to his feet. Akta reclaimed her chair, and Lena moved to the arm of the couch.

Luke retreated to change from his slacks to a pair of chopped up sweatpants Lena had given him. She’d found what she called her “fat pants” and cut off the legs. He’d worn them as he changed forms for her, as they were loose enough to adapt to his larger body, but offered him some privacy.

He re-emerged into the living room to hear Lena say

“—you’re going to be completely freaked out. He’s got wings, and fangs, and legs like a horse. He looks scary, and his voice is really deep, so go ahead and freak out. I’ve asked him to stay as a monster for about thirty seconds, then change back.”

The women all looked to him again, and Luke had a brief flash of anxiety that they might ask him to talk, but Lena turned to him and said, “Whenever you’re ready.”

He pulled the bandage from his shoulder, knowing it would come off during the transformation, and set it on the table.

Bowing his head, Luke reached into himself, to the place where the spell lay. He could feel its connection to the markings on his back, as if small wires, fine as spider silk, connected the marks in his skin to the seat of the spell, a place just beside his heart.

Luke tugged on those fine threads, using them to pull the marks into his body, withdrawing them to the nucleus of the spell. Experimentation in the mirror had taught him that the marks disappeared from his skin in truth as he started his change, and Luke obligingly twisted his shoulders so they could see the tattoo recede from his arm.

Once he bundled all of the fine wires and marks into the place where the spell lay, it was a simple matter of relaxing. His human body took concentration to hold, his monster form was his natural casing.

He closed his eyes and relaxed.

Bones snapped, his kneecaps breaking and crumbling to nothingness inside him to allow his elongating legs to bend backwards. He felt himself shoot up, growing taller as his chest broadened and rounded, extra muscles sliding into place along his chest and back to power the wings that flared from his shoulders. His hair grew long and tangled, eyes changing. He now saw the world with second sight, colors dimming in favor of the pantone array of auras.

The women now appeared as bright starbursts of color. Gold of intelligence banded each of them, while their base colors differed from blue to green and elegant indigo.

There was another uniting feature among their auras, and that was the jagged slash of red and black fear that graced each of them. Even Lena was afraid, and that hurt him in a way that Luke didn’t want to examine.

But then the fear started to fade.

Luke dimmed the aura sight, looking at their sepia toned faces. Akta had her fingers pressed to her lips, Jane had both fists balled over her heart. Beside her Margo’s face was grim.

Cali cocked her head to the side, then leaned to her right to examine him from a different angle. Finally she raised her hands, forming a box with forefingers and thumbs and framed him with it.

“Oh yeah, this is going to look amazing on camera.”


Chapter Nine

Lena rinsed her bowl and stuck it into the dishwasher. Next she rolled the cereal bag down inside the box and closed the lid. Normally not the neatest housekeeper, Lena was using the mundane chores as a distraction.

She hadn’t seen Luke in fourteen hours. Usually she despised women who moped if they weren’t with their significant other every second of every day, believing that people needed to have their own lives and interests if they were going to make it as a couple. While she still believed that, Lena couldn’t help but miss him. It was insane considering they’d only met a few days ago, but reminding herself of that didn’t make her miss him any less.

Last night, after he’d shown them his monster form, Luke left, catching a ride with Cali, who was going to visit her sister in South Bay. After learning that they were squatting in a warehouse at the port, Cali, whose father worked in real estate, promised to find them a place.

Jane had stayed for about a half hour after the others left. They’d talked about the ramifications of the project and made a list of questions to ask Luke, including what, besides monsters, were real.

She’d slept fitfully, plagued by dreams of monsters that morphed uncomfortably into sex dreams, leaving her unrested and restless.

The chime of her doorbell was unexpected, and Lena wiped her hands on a dishtowel before going to the door. A glace through the peephole got her nothing but an eyeful of flowers. Vaguely wondering if she had any cash to tip the delivery guy, Lena opened the door.

Luke peered at her from around the flowers, and a delighted smile of surprise lit her face.

“Luke! I wasn’t expecting you, come in.” She held open the door as he trooped in, carrying not only flowers, but a box of chocolates and a bottle of champagne.

“For you,” he said, holding everything out.

Flushed with pleasure, Lena sniffed the flowers before setting them on the counter along with the chocolates and sticking the champagne in the fridge. Then, ignoring his gifts, she threw her arms around him and kissed him.

Luke lifted her by the ass and set her on the counter, teeth nipping her lower lip. Desire to have him slammed down on her, as bright and sudden as a fallen star.

“I want you, I want you,” she chanted.

Luke tugged at her tank-top, pulling it up to settle his hands against the bare skin of her back. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you,” he muttered into her neck.

Lena grabbed the back of his T-shirt and started pulling, moaning in pleasure as she exposed the golden dark skin on his back.

“I couldn’t sleep,” she admitted, ripping his shirt off.

“Me either.” He pulled off her tank top and growled in frustration at her sports bra. His fingers zipped over the fabric, front and back, searching for the catch. Even that light touch through the heavy spandex fabric was enough to have Lena’s nipples pebbling. Luke raked his thumbnail over one of the distended peaks, and Lena sobbed out a breath of pleasure.

“Luke, do it again.” He raked her nipple again before resuming his frantic search for the method to free her breasts.

“How does it come off?”

“Stretchy, just pull…”

With her assistance Luke got her out of the sports bra. Cupping her ribcage he bent and sampled each nipple. That first brush of lips and tongue was enough to have cream flooding Lena’s sex.

“Luke, please, now, now.” She fumbled open his button and zipper, the stiff denim and awkward angle not allowing her more. Luke pulled her off the counter, ripped her yoga pants down and off, and set her back on the counter. Lena cried out as her bare ass made contact with the cold granite.

Lena spread her legs, watching as Luke’s jaw twitched as he stared at her dripping sex. Lena swiped her fingers through the wetness, giving her clit a quick rub, before holding her fingers out to Luke. He grabbed her hand and sucked her fingers into his mouth.

Lena used her heels to shove Luke’s jeans down his legs, his cock springing up from behind the waistband of his tight-legged boxers. Before she shoved them too far down, Luke reached into the back pocket and pulled out a slim little condom box. He ripped it open and threw the second foil packet onto the counter. Lena took the one he still held and ripped it open. She played with him first, running her fingers along the sensitive underside, pulling his foreskin back to caress the head and massaging his balls, before sliding the condom down.

Once it was on, Luke grabbed her hips, dragging her ass to the edge of the counter.

“Look at me,” he demanded, and when Lena looked up into his beautiful brown eyes, Luke slammed into her.

Lena threw her head back, the pleasure of that first hard penetration almost enough to bring her to orgasm. Luke held his position inside her, and Lena reached down to explore the place where their bodies connected. She traced the tight flesh where his body held hers open, and spread her wetness up along what little of his cock was not buried inside her.

He started to pull out, but Lena had him wait. “No, stay inside me, feel me.” She clenched her muscles around him, and Luke’s eyes widened.

“You can do that at will?”

“Yes,” she replied with both voice and a second squeeze.

“Do it again.”

She worked him as he held still inside her. The rhythmic clenching made Lena hyperaware of her clit, and since her hand was already down there, she started rubbing it.

Holding herself up with one hand on his shoulder, Lena spread her sex open with her index and ring fingers, using her middle finger to draw tight hard circles around her clit. She relaxed her muscles, letting the slowly mounting orgasm tighten them for her.

The enforced stillness was a form of bondage, his body her master, his cock inside her the focus of her attention. Lena rubbed her clit, looking into his eyes as she did so.

Higher and higher she built herself, until she was there, the orgasm came, drawing her body painfully taut. She continued to rub her now ultra sensitive clit, her body clamping down hard around his thick cock, his presence inside her increasing the pleasure.

With a last high cry she let her hand fall away. Luke, whose jaw was clenched, every muscle tensed from holding still, fisted a hand in her hair and drew her in for a kiss. His tongue fucked her mouth, lips moving wetly over one another, before he pulled out and slammed into her.

His thrust caused an aftershock to ripple through Lena, and her nails dug into him.

Luke started fucking her in earnest now. Slamming home in her orgasm-tight body. After that first high, hard, orgasm, this second one built slowly, from deep in her belly, curling her toes and tightening her stomach muscles.

Luke pressed his sweaty cheek to hers and whispered, “I’m close.”

She smile and kissed his cheek, “Good, come. I want to feel you come inside me.”

“Not without you.”

“I already—”

He reached between them and pinched her nipple, giving it a hard twist. Lena yelped in pleasure and surprise.

Luke tightened his grip on her hip, the other hand still on her breast, kneading her pale flesh and jack-hammered into her, thrusting with wild passion.

Lena came a second time, her legs tightening around his back to slam him home into her. Luke buried his face in her neck as he came, his own cry of completion muffled against her neck. They stayed that way, locked together, sweaty bodies wrapped around one another, Lena perched on the kitchen counter, until her back started to hurt from the odd position, and she nudged him away.

Luke nearly toppled over, pants caught around his ankles, but caught himself just in time. Lena laughed and slowly lowered her legs, hopping off the counter. She was stiff, from toes to arms.

While Luke was occupied removing his shoes and extracting himself from his pants, Lena wiped the pooled wetness from the counter. The kitchen smelled like sex and sweat, the countertop now body temperature. Luke was hopping around trying to get off his sock, so Lena took pity on him. Picking up his jeans she snapped them and held them up.

What the…

“Where did you get these? The Eighties called, they want their acid wash back.”

“Uh, I got them at a vintage store.”

“Vintage store? By any chance do you mean Goodwill?”

Luke took the jeans from her and self-consciously folded them, a tint of maroon riding high on his cheeks. “I know they don’t look like jeans should, I couldn’t find even one magazine picture that looked like them, but they were the only ones that fit.”

“I bet, you’re tall and trim and gorgeous.” Lena snatched the jeans from him and threw them over the counter into the living room. She looked him over, but this time it wasn’t with an eye for lust, but rather as a blank canvas.

“New plan.”

“What was the old plan?”

“The old plan was sex, the champagne, then more sex.”

“I like that plan, why are we abandoning that plan?” Luke asked piteously.

“Because you need clothes.”

“I have clothes.”

“Better clothes. Come on, let’s shower, then we’re going shopping.”

 

“Blue, you need to keep him in blue.”

“I rather like the green,” Lena said, tilting her head to the side to consider the color combination.

“All sea tones, only cool colors.”

“What about grey?”

“Ohhh, you’re right, and I have the perfect thing.”

Her companion darted away, flicking through the sparse clothing racks, expensive wood hangers clicking importantly as he searched. Luke was positioned on a small platform in front of a tri-fold mirror. He turned to face Lena.

She smiled and stepped onto the platform, fingers going to the buttons of the cobalt shirt she’d put him in. She brushed her fingers over the bare skin of his belly as she parted the shirt.

“Do you have any idea how gorgeous you are?” She asked as she slipped the shirt off his shoulders and threw it over the vintage armchair that waited by the platform. There was already a pile of clothes gracing the tufted chair.

“Thank you,” he replied, a faint blush heating his cheeks.

He was just delicious. Lena nipped his jaw before stepping off the platform. Marco, an up-and-coming stylist and the owner of this posh boutique in West Hollywood, or WeHo as the locals called it, ambled up carrying a creamy grey sweater with a V-neck.

“I just can’t get over the tattoo,” Marco purred as he handed Luke the sweater. The other man’s fingers flirted briefly with the skin on Luke’s shoulder and Lena snapped, “Hands off.”

“You ruin my fun,” he pouted.

“Find your own.” Lena advised, watching Luke’s abs flex as he pulled the sweater on.

“There are more of them, aren’t there?”

For a moment Lena had this horrible fear that she’d let something slip, that the “them” Marco referred to were the monsters.

“Akta said that he had two friends. Either of them play for my team?” Marco prompted when she didn’t reply.

“Ahhh, nope, sorry, they’re all on my team.”

“They probably just haven’t met the right boy.”

“If anyone could convert them it would be you,” Lena assured.

“My, my, look at that.” They left the teasing banter alone in order to study Luke in the grey sweater. The color set off his skin and eyes. There was just enough cling to highlight his pecs, and the skin revealed by the V-neck was delectable. Lena could imagine him with a black jacket shrugged over the top or a white button up underneath. Luke turned to look at himself in the mirror. Lena and Marco both sighed as Luke’s ass, perfectly cupped by artistically faded and worn jeans, came into view.

“You like this?” Luke asked Lena, brushing his hand over his stomach.

“Your abs or the sweater?”

“Both.”

“The sweater looks great on you, we’re taking that too. As for your abs… I can’t wait to get home and examine them in further detail.” They smiled at one another in the mirror.

“Gloating bitch,” Marco muttered as he turned away.

Lena stepped onto the platform once more. She peeked over Luke’s shoulder so they could see one another in the mirror and slipped her fingers under the front of his sweater.

“You ready to go?” she asked as she toyed with his belly beneath the sweater.

“Yessss.” He shivered as she pushed the tip of her index finger into his belly button.

“Good, because as much as I like dressing you, I like undressing you even more.”

Luke frowned. “I do not need you to dress me.”

“I know you don’t.” Luke had told her about using magazine pictures as guides to create outfits from things they found at thrift stores. She’d gotten Marco to open the boutique for them, telling him that Luke was an up-and-coming Hollywood star, and that Marco could hitch his wagon to that star. In exchange for Luke wearing Marco’s designs they would receive a deep discount on the clothes.

Lena slipped around to Luke’s front to share a long, deep kiss, then hopped off the platform again. Luke exchanged the sweater for a vintage T-shirt she handed him, but left the jeans on. She took the rest of the clothes to the cash register, where, with a slight wince, she paid for them.

Laden with bags they left the store, heading for the pay lot down the street. Luke wore the new sunglasses she’d purchased for him, and heads turned as they walked past. His build, his hair, the way he carried himself, all spoke of him being someone other than ordinary. In this town that air was usually associated with film-celebrity. No one save Lena would know the truth behind his air of mystery.

Three hours later, they trouped back into Lena’s apartment. Luke was laden with bags from various Beverly Center stores. Dropping two “Large Brown Bags” along with a rainbow of boutique bags near the door, Lena, wearing the sunglasses she’d treated herself to, flopped down on the couch and propped her feet on the coffee table.

Luke was shedding bags. He looked like sin in denim wearing one of the new pairs of jeans Lena’d bought him. They hugged his ass without being too tight, and the dark stonewash, pre-faded and frayed, set off his skin color.

Luke was looking at the bags, frown lines bracketing his mouth.

“What’s wrong?” she asked him.

“These were expensive, very expensive.”

“Don’t do that. The clothes were a gift.”

“I have money, I can pay you back,” Luke reached into his back pocket pulling out the brown leather wallet she’d gotten him to replace the envelope. When he transferred the cash she’d seen exactly how much money he had.

“I told you, they were a gift, not something I expect to be paid back for.”

“Does this make me your mistress?”

Lena burst out laughing. “What movies have you been watching?”

Luke shrugged, a blush heating his face. Utterly charmed, Lena jumped off the couch and slid her arms around Luke’s waist. “I think it would be great fun to make you my mistress, but this in no way implies anything like that. Consider these a welcome to L.A. present. I bought them for you because I…wanted to give you something, that’s all.”

“You’ve already given me more than you know.”

“And what is that?”

Luke kissed her, answering her question with passion rather than words. They broke the kiss, easing from it with small pecks. Lena leaned against Luke’s chest. Her blood was starting to hum, when a yawn broke through the swelling passion. Luke stroked her back.

“Tired?”

“I really didn’t sleep well,” she admitted. “Plus shopping is hard work.”

“Then let’s sleep now. If that’s allowed,” he added, looking at the white sunlight that poured through the glass.

“It’s Friday after five, anything’s allowed, especially naps.”

She led him to the bathroom for a quick clean up, then into the bedroom where they slipped under the blankets and sheets together. With Luke curled around her back, their fingers laced together, his arm her pillow, Lena closed her eyes. She had a feeling nothing would dare disturb her dreams when she had such a fierce monster protecting her. Smiling at the silly though, Lena fell asleep.


Chapter Ten

The first orgasm woke her. She’d dreamed of sex, of dark warm places and hands like smoke against her skin. She woke to the dark of her bedroom and the warmth of his hands on her, in her.

Lena’s lashes fluttered open as he eased a third finger into her, his thumb on her clit. Luke reclined next to her, eyes on her face as he manipulated her with a hand in her sex.

“You respond even in sleep. I was kissing your neck, and I could smell your arousal, and when I put my hand here,” he pulled his fingers out then thrust them back in, “you were wet.”

Lena slid her fingers up his arm, which bulged with muscle as he used it to prop himself up. The heavy weight of sleep had morphed into deep arousal, and Lena felt swollen with it, stunned that he could pleasure her so perfectly. “No one’s ever done that before, made me wet while I was still asleep. You’re an amazing lover.”

Luke smiled, a wide-cheeked grin of pleasure that quickly darkened to a tight-lipped, serious smile as his fingers continued their manipulation.

There was something wicked and erotic about the way he played with her. The covers came up to both their shoulders, hiding the fact that he was finger fucking her, hiding her lewdly splayed legs and the hard cock she could feel pressing against her hip.

“You said something last night, something I didn’t understand, but I think I do now.”

“What, ah,” Lena’s head tipped back as he scraped her clit with his nail, and she momentarily lost her train of thought, “did I…say?”

“You said something about oral sex, and how you wanted it.”

“Every woman wants oral sex.”

“And by oral sex, you mean you want to me to touch you with my lips,” he kissed the line of her jaw, “and tongue,” he traced the corner of her lips with the tip of his tongue, “and teeth,” he gently bit her chin, “here.” His fingers flared inside her, stretching her, and Lena’s back arched up off the mattress. “Is that what you want?”

“Yes, yes, yes.”

“Then first, push down the blanket so I can play with your breasts.”

Lena curled her fingers over the edge of the covers and slowly inched them down. Considering where his fingers were, it was insane to feel like she was doing something naughty by exposing her breasts. But she did.

Lena peeked at him from under her lashes as her nipples came into view. His eyes were on her breasts.

She felt like a schoolgirl exposing herself for the first time, the rush of illicit pleasure for innocence lost filling her. She breathed deeply, lifting her breasts, and Luke accepted the invitation, bending to lick each nipple.

He played with her using only his tongue, first licking, then blowing over the wet flesh. When her nipples were pebble hard he tapped them with the tip of his tongue. Through it all his hand was still inside her, but his attention to her breasts had her lifting her hips, fucking herself on his hand.

“Can you reach…orgasm, like this? From my tongue on your breasts as you work yourself against my hand?”

“What about…the oral sex?” she gasped.

“We’ll get to it. Don’t worry.”

Luke bent to her breasts, now gripping one nipple delicately between his lips and pulled. Lena continued to work herself against his fingers, finding the perfect spot, the one that brought her clit into contact with his thumb each time she lifted her hips.

She was close, teetering on the edge of something beautiful, something colored by the eroticism of their hidden fucking, by his tale of playing with her while she slept, and her own reaction to innocently exposing her breasts for his play. But as much as she wanted it, craved the sweet pleasure he brought her, Lena couldn’t complete the orgasm.

“Luke,” she whispered, “I need… I need…”

“What?”

You, always.

Pushing away that disturbing throught for later over-analysis, Lena answered him with a tumble of thought and wants. “I want you inside me, I want you touching me, I want more, more of everything.”

Her arousal clawed at her, begging for release, begging for the last bit of attention that would send her over. It was like a hunger that grew and grew, needing that last unknown touch to bring her to orgasm.

“I am inside you.”

“It’s not enough,” she said on a frustrated growl.

“Then you want me inside you somewhere else?”

His fingers slipped out of her and down between the cheeks of her ass, circling her anus. That alone was almost enough to send Lena over the edge.

“Oh, yes, no, I don’t know, it hurts sometimes.”

“I won’t hurt you,” he whispered, pressing one slick fingertip against her. “All I want is to pleasure you.”

He pushed, and the tip of his finger sank into her. Lena’s back arched, her body clenching around his finger. He pushed harder, fighting for the entry, and his second knuckle slipped into her.

“Yes, yes,” she whispered, head thrashing side-to-side.

Luke bent to her breasts, drawing her hardened nipple into his mouth. His thumb stretched up to rub her clit, and Lena shattered. The orgasm crashed over her, a relief after the long moments of frustration.

Lena’s body arched off the bed, balanced on her shoulders and heels. Luke bit her nipple, pulled his finger out, then shoved it back into her ass and spiked her pleasure a second time.

Lena dropped to the bed, panting and sweaty, pushing at the covers, which were smothering her. Luke pulled his fingers from her body, which made her shudder, and then helped her take off the covers.

Too hot to lie on the heated sheets, Lena rolled off the side of the bed. Luke did the same on the other side. They met at the foot of the bed. Luke slipped his hands around her sweaty waist, and she curled her arms around his neck. Their lips met in a long kiss.

“That was amazing,” she said as the kiss ended.

“It was acceptable, what I did, touching you here?” He skipped a hand down over her ass.

“Yes, normally it makes me nervous because it hurts, but no one’s ever done it with their finger, that actually felt amazing.”

“Human men would use their cock there without first preparing you with fingers or imitation cocks?”

“Yep.”

“Are human men stupid?”

“That’s a question for the ages, and yes, they are.” She pulled Luke into the bathroom, where they repeated the process of taking turns in the shower. Lena definitely wanted to get him in there at some point, but after the amazing sex they’d been having, Lena needed the alone time to scrub off and let the water massage sore muscles. She snagged the blow dryer and took it into her bedroom to take care of her hair as he showered.

Looking at the rumpled bed, Lena remembered the feel of him—finger in her, mouth on her breast, hard cock brushing against her…

He hadn’t come.

Cursing herself, Lena darted into the bathroom. He was such a considerate lover it was unpardonable that she’d forgotten about him. She jerked open the shower door. Luke paused mid-stroke, his hand fisted around his cock.

He looked from her to his cock, seeming unsure as to how he should react. Reluctantly, he dropped his hand.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t know if this was appropriate, but I am uncomfortable, and wanted to relieve myself.”

“Of course you’re uncomfortable. I’m so sorry. I wish you’d said something. I’m an utter fool for having been so absorbed in my own pleasure that I didn’t think of you.”

“I’m glad I was able to pleasure you until you couldn’t think.”

Lena, ignoring the fact that she was freshly showed with half blow-dried hair, stepped into the tub and closed the glass door. “It’s true that you fuck me into near oblivion, but I think the least I can do is return the favor.”

Lena traced her fingers up his wet cock, rubbing a water droplet that hung off the head. She maneuvered them so that his back was to the showerhead, blocking the majority of the spray.

Remembering how his words had excited her, and many a Glamour article on talking dirty, Lena decided to try a little verbal foreplay. “Luke, I’m going to take you in my mouth.” He shivered, eyes helplessly focused on her hand as it danced through the hair that surrounded his cock, “and swallow it when you come,” his hot gaze skimmed up her body to her breasts, and he grabbed them, kneading the meat of her tits. “Would you like that?”

“Yes,” his voice had dropped, with just a hint of the growl.

“But before I do that, we need to clear a few things up. You don’t have any STD’s, do you?”

“Any what?” his gaze was still on her tits, watching the way her flesh plumped as he squeezed.

She briefly explained, and Luke shook his head, “No, I don’t have any. You are the first human I’ve been with.” That’s what she’d thought, considering some of his odd questions and behaviors. Lena remembered asking him if he was a virgin, and though his response of “no” was most likely technically correct, Lena felt as protective towards him as if he had been a virgin.

“And I can’t catch anything from you being a monster, can I?”

“No, we’re immune to human diseases, as you are immune to ours, and in this form you couldn’t catch it anyway.”

“Do you understand why we used the condoms?”

“I read the box, and it makes much more sense now that you have explained STDs, but as I understand it, they are used to hold the seed and keep it from finding your womb and making you pregnant.”

“Exactly,” Lena thought this was a rather advanced conversation considering her fingers were still playing over and around his cock, and admired him for having enough blood to run both heads. “Is it possible for me to become pregnant with you?”

Luke hesitated and finally answered, “I don’t know. There have been matings between monsters and humans before, a few have borne children, but I do not know if my seed is viable in this human body.”

Despite her teasing fingers, the profusion of talk had wilted Luke’s cock a little. Not wanting to make him suffer any longer, Lena slid to her knees in the tight confines of the bottom of the tub.

Knowing she was safe with him, Lena decided to give him the full treatment.

She took the tip of his cock into the warm confines of her mouth and then looked up at him, knowing what the sight of her on her knees before him would do.

Luke reached out and braced his hands against the walls.

Lena wrapped a hand around the base of his cock and started sucking him in earnest. She brought her head down to meet her fist, swallowing to suppress the gag reflex as he bumped against the back of her throat, filling her mouth from top-to-bottom and side-to-side.

Water poured around them, as Lena bobbed her head up and down, pausing when her jaw got tired to lick the head. Her bottle of body wash caught the corner of her eye, and Lena had a very wicked thought. It was something she’d always wanted to try, but never trusted a man enough to do so, worried what he might think of her if she suggested it. Considering what he’d just done to her, and his proven inventiveness in bed, Lena thought Luke might be willing.

With Luke’s cock still in her mouth, Lena poured herself a dollop of body wash and lathered her hands. She started with Luke’s balls, massaging them in her soapy palms as she continued to suck the tip of his cock.

She worked her hand back between his legs, between the tight muscles of his ass. She rubbed her fingers along the crease and looked up. Luke’s eyes were closed, his head tipped back, flushed skin drawn tight over his cheekbones. Lena kept her eyes on his face as she pressed one fingertip against his anus. The skin was unexpectedly soft, and it took relatively little pressure to push the tip of her finger inside. There, Lena found a second ring of muscle, and had to apply more pressure to ease her finger in.

She rubbed all along the edge of his anus with the fingers of her other hand, hoping the stimulation would open him up. She soon had her finger all the way in, her knuckles pressing up between the halves of his ass.

“Lena,” he growled, the scary deep tones of the first night returning to his voice. Now that she knew where that noise came from, she was better able to control her fear, and focus only on the way that low pitch vibrated deep in her belly, reaching through skin and muscle to touch the same places he reached with fingers and cock.

Taking it as a warning that he was close, Lena used her free hand to hold his hip.

She pulled her finger almost all the way out, then thrust it back in at the same time she sucked down the whole length of his cock. Luke grunted in reaction, his body jerking. Lena transferred her grip from his hip to the base of his cock to keep him still, and repeated the movement.

She fucked him like that, her finger thrusting in and out of his ass as she sucked his cock, until Luke’s panting breaths reached a crescendo. He was caught between her mouth and finger. The movement of hips thrust his cock into her mouth and then his ass back onto her finger, Lena held still and let him do the work, only retaking control when he seemed to stall or the rhythm to falter. His passion was as genuine and bright as sunlit honey, and she knew he was about to come moments before he did.

He cried out and warm liquid coated her tongue. She sank her head down on him and swallowed, shoving her finger in hard, fucking him with it to prolong the orgasm.

There was a second burst of semen on her tongue and then he folded forward, shoulders bowing. Lena eased her finger out of him, then slid his cock out of her mouth and rose.

Luke hugged her to his chest, his wet head resting against hers. Lena wrapped her arms over his back, the pounding spray pressing down on her forearms.

“Thank you,” he murmured.

“It was my pleasure.”


Chapter Eleven

They finally slept, a solid eight hours wrapped in one another’s arms, waking late Saturday morning. Lena made muffins from a box and they fed each other pieces of the hot, crumbly baked goods as they shared the paper.

Luke handed her the comics, and tentatively asked her to explain the humor. From there they went through the events section. The listing of concerts led to a discussion of music. An hour later they lay on the floor of the living room, Lena working the controls on the stereo with the remote as Luke tapped his foot in the air and read liner notes. Lena closed her eyes and sank into the moment. She felt calm and content. It was decadent to spend the morning doing nothing but lazing around with Luke, but she didn’t care. The morning sun lay across their bodies, the music thrummed through the air, and each breath she took smelled like Luke. His presence calmed her just as easily as it excited her. Lena slid into a trance, lulled by his presence, the warm sunlight and the pulse of music in the air.

Luke had to touch her twice before Lena heard his question.

“Sorry, what was that?” she murmured.

“I just wanted to know if this song is about what I think it’s about.”

“What do you think it’s about?”

“Sex.”

“Yep, that’s it.”

Lena sank back into her introspective study. They went through three more songs before Luke’s fingers danced up her arm.

Lena blinked and turned to Luke. His brows were lowered in a puzzled frown. “Where are you?” he asked.

“Sorry,” Lena stroked his cheek, “I was just…thinking.”

“About what?”

“About you.”

“Were you thinking good things?”

“Yes, but mostly I was thinking I wanted to apologize to you.”

“For what?”

“For the way I acted, when I first saw you as a monster.”

“Oh,” Luke’s hand left her arm, and that telling retreat, more than anything, made Lena regret how she’d acted.

“Luke,” Lena pushed up onto her knees, “I want to be okay with what you are, in both your bodies.”

He tilted his head to look at her. “What do you mean?”

“I want you to change into your monster form.”

“Now?”

“Yes, right now.”

“Are you sure?” Luke looked to the sliding glass doors, which allowed light to pour in. “It’s daylight, nothing will be hidden.”

“I know.”

Luke stared at her, his gaze moving over her face, judging her request. After a long inspection he nodded and said, “I’ll go change.”

“No, just strip, I want to see all of you.”

Luke rose to his feet and stripped, taking special care with the new clothes she’d bought him. When they were folded on the arm of the couch Luke turned to the wall, presenting her with a view of his delightfully muscled back and ass. The tattoo stood out in stark relief against the beautiful gold of his shoulder. As she watched, the ink sank into his skin, merging into bronze flesh that began to roll and bubble as he changed.

The sound was the worst part, the crack of breaking bone and meaty rip of flesh as his human body was stretched and broken to allow the larger form to emerge. Jagged tears emerged in parallel lines along his back.

Lena pressed her fingers against her lips to stifle the sounds of fear as his wings sprouted from his back. Bit by bit they unfurled in jerky fits and starts, finally spreading across the living room. Luke flexed them a few times, then folded them tightly to his body so he could turn. The floor vibrated slightly as he shifted his weight from foot to foot.

You can do this. Focus on who’s inside.

Hating herself for the pathetic pep talk, Lena pushed to her feet. Fear thrummed through her, a reaction she couldn’t seem to suppress. She stared at the carpet between her feet. Silence stretched between them, tense and awful.

“Lena…”

She nearly jumped out of her skin when his deep voice rumbled through the room, menacing as thunder.

“I’ll change back,” Luke said, and beneath the alien growl of his voice she heard sadness.

“No, wait,” Lena said. She wasn’t going to wimp out now. “I just need to go slow.”

Eyes still on the carpet, Lena held out her trembling hand. Long, thick fingers, covered in maroon skin, and tipped in black claws, curled around her outstretched hand. Lena closed her eyes and concentrated on the feeling of his hand in hers. The skin was different than that of a human, thick, but not rough. The talons were hard, cold and triangular in shape.

Curling her fingers in his palm, Lena kept her eyes closed and stepped closer to him. She kept going until she felt the heat of his chest through her clothes. His body overwhelmed her personal space, filling every inch of breathing room she had. Each inhalation brought with it the spice of his scent, but ten times as potent as it had been when he was in human form.

Slipping her hand from his, Lena began to undress. Toeing off her kitten heels she slipped out of her jeans and shirt, leaving on her bra and panties. Her bravery stopped just short of going completely naked.

He moved, she felt it in the change of heat around her body, heard it in the whisper of flesh against flesh. Lena reached out her hands, inching them through the unseen space that separated them, until her palms hit the warm skin of his chest. She traced her hands over his belly and ribs, stretching up to find his collarbones and shoulders. With her eyes closed he felt like any man she’d ever touched, if much larger.

Though she trembled with continued trepidation, Lena stretched to her toes and ran her palms up his thick neck, leaning into his chest. Against her bra covered breasts and bare belly, his chest was hot. That difference in body temperature was an undeniable indication that he was not human.

Doing her best to ignore the panicky feelings that were growing within her, Lena brushed her fingers over Luke’s face. Here was where the source of her fear lay. The black, slanted eyes and fangs scared her the most. She sought the familiar with her fingers, tracing his cheekbones, nose and mouth. She stroked his hair, which was thick and coarse, like a horse’s mane.

When she’d steeled her confidence, Lena ran her index finger over his lips. Again and again she traced the contours, until she was comfortable with them. As if sensing this, Luke turned his head and pressed his lips into her palm.

A kiss was a kiss in any language.

Lena relaxed, dropping on her heels to rest her aching calves. With great care, she turned her head and rested her cheek on his chest, slipping her arms around him.

“Open your eyes,” he whispered, and she could hear the words vibrating through the wall of his chest.

Lena obeyed, blinking to accustom herself to the light before she lifted her head from his chest. She was surrounded by him.

Luke’s arm’s loosely draped her waist while his wings curved around her in a curtain of black. She brushed her fingers along one wing, and watched as he shivered in reaction to her touch.

Pushing fully away from his chest, Lena looked up, and up, into Luke’s face. The black eyes were as disquieting and alien as she remembered, but there was something in his face, perhaps the set of his brow or lips, that was achingly familiar. He seemed worried and a bit unsure, the same expressions he often wore as a human stamped upon this face.

“There you are,” Lena whispered, stroking his cheek.

“I’m the same inside.”

“I know, in my heart I know. I’m just having problems getting my brain to cooperate and agree.”

“It’s sensible for you to be afraid; thousands of years of evolution have taught you to fear my people.”

“If you know this why were you so upset that I was scared?”

The monster, her monster, blinked and looked away. His wings shifted as he changed his stance, redistributing his weight. Lena suppressed a yelp and froze, petrified until Luke stopped moving.

“It was wrong of me to expect something different, but I… I could not help myself. I guess I thought that if you’d touched me, known me, as a man, which would change everything.”

“I don’t know if it changed everything, but I do know that once I realized it was my Luke inside the monster, I was much less frightened. Remember, I thought the monster had eaten my lover.”

That pulled a laugh from Luke. In his monster form the laugh was a delectable thing, low and rich, like boulders cracking.

“You are beautiful,” Luke told her, rubbing his palm up and down her back. “And I am the luckiest monster on earth.”

This time it was Lena’s turn to laugh at his pun on the common phrase. Still standing within the circle of his wings Lena struck a pose. One hand on her cocked hip, Lena raised a brow and said, “Damn right you are.”


Chapter Twelve

“Food,” Luke said between cracks of the wooden spoon against Lena’s bare ass.

“What?” she gasped, barely able to focus as delicious pleasure/pain zinged through her. Luke brought the wooden spoon down on her ass with a firm swat. The resulting crack nearly drowned out his response.

“We need more food after this.”

“Yes,” crack, “ouch,” yum, “good idea.”

After a shower they’d curled up on the bed with diet TV dinners, the only quickly edible things Lena could find. Though he’d eaten his dinner and half of Lena’s, she’d known he was still hungry. She would have ordered them food right then if they hadn’t gotten distracted.

Luke had accidentally knocked his fork to the floor when placing their empty trays on the nightstand. He’d leapt off the bed to retrieve it, and while fumbling around under her bed, had found one of her toy boxes.

He pulled it up on the bed, and when Lena saw he’d found the box dedicated to her spanking fetish, she’d flushed with embarrassment. Luke had pulled the top off and carefully examined the contents, fending off Lena’s attempts to steal it away. He’d flipped through magazines and a few printed photos of red-bottomed girls, some wrapped by dark rope, some bound only by the presence of the men who spanked them.

The heart-shaped paddle, tucked inside a tasteful velvet bag, was the last thing he pulled out.

“You like this?” he’d asked, voice giving away nothing.

“It’s just a fetish that interests me, nothing serious, I’ve only tried it once and it wasn’t great.” Lena kept her voice studied and cool, trying to pretend she wasn’t desperately afraid that he would start treating her differently now that he’d seen one of her most hidden desires. The first guy she’d ever discussed it with had started treating her like an intellectually challenged doormat.

“I did not know humans knew about combining pleasure and pain,” he’d said a minute before he grabbed her, pulled her across his lap, and gave her five hard swats. Lena’s body had creamed with painful alacrity.

“Oh god, Luke, please don’t start this if you won’t follow through,” she’d begged from her position face down over his lap.

In response he’d pulled her off the bed, swung her over his shoulder, and carried her out to the kitchen.

Propping a photo of a naked girl bent over a bar stool, a disembodied hand holding a wooden spoon headed for her ass, against the counter, Luke had stripped off Lena’s robe and bent her forward over the counter.

When she protested that the counter was cold he’d forced her to slowly lower her chest, until only her nipples brushed the tile, the soft peaks hard from the cold.

That was how she come to be bent over the counter, so aroused that cream leaked from between her legs to coat the inside of her thighs, Luke standing behind her administering a firm spanking with a long-handled wooden spoon he’d plucked from a jar on the counter.

“After we eat,” crack, “we are going to come back in here, I can see several other interesting things we could play with.”

Lena whimpered in arousal, her hips lifting helplessly to meet the spoon, her sex pulsing with need.

“Luke, please, I need you in me. Please fuck me, please.”

“I think you need a few more,” crack, “don’t you?”

“Yesss,” she hissed. He tapped her inner thigh, until she spread her legs wide enough to please him. Luke murmured in approval. Imagined him looking between her spread legs at her wet, needy sex, examining her sex and ass as he considered how many more spankings he would give her.

Crack.

She wanted, no, needed him. “Please, please fuck me now.

“I will, but we forgot a condom. I’ll be right back,” crack crack, “don’t let this fall.” Luke pressed the handle of the glossy wooden spoon up into her, sinking the long, skinny shaft in deeper than any cock would go. Lena’s muscles spasmed around it, even that slender invasion enough to have her moaning in pleasure. Time stood still as she bent submissively over the counter, body aching with need, her breasts and sex swollen with arousal, ass aching dully.

Then Luke was there, ripping the spoon out of her and sinking his cock in, hands on her hips as he fucked her from behind. She whimpered as his hips pressed against her beaten ass. He pushed his foot between her ankles and kicked her legs wide apart, one hand on her back, pushing her down so that her breasts were smashed against the cold granite.

He fucked her like that, one hand on her hip, one on her back, holding her still as he pumped his cock in and out of her. Lena’s eyes squeezed shut, her body quaking as she came, the fire in her beaten ass feeding directly to her sex.

Luke’s pumps became jackhammer thrusts, one hand digging into her reddened ass as he came, a terrifying, rippling growl echoing through the kitchen.

They stayed that way for a moment, Luke bent forward to brace his hands on either side of her torso. They were both panting.

“Food,” he whispered.

“Food,” she agreed.

 

Worried she was becoming a nymphomaniac and scared of breaking her vagina, Lena urged Luke out of the house for food. They headed for Luna Park on La Brea, managing to beat the mad Saturday dinner rush. They settled in with killer mojitos, plates of gourmet home-cooking and light conversation.

Luke was back to his sweet, slightly unsure self, always watching and waiting before making a move. When the hostess led them to a table, he’d scooted around to hold out her chair, smiling when Lena gracefully sank into it with a politely murmured thank you. She hid a smile as he took a seat. She couldn’t remember the last time a man had held out a chair for her, but it was a stock move in romantic comedy movies.

Well lubricated by a mojito, Lena couldn’t help but touch him, stroking his hand on the tabletop, tangling her legs with his, as she stared at him.

Lena knew exactly what they must look like to outsiders, a couple in the first stages of love, stuck in that sickeningly sweet phase where they couldn’t bear not to touch one another, couldn’t stand to be away from their lover for more than an instant.

She assured herself this wasn’t love, this was infatuation. How could she help but be fascinated by a man, a beast, who was such a study in contradictions. Shy and quiet, but ferocious in bed, dedicated to saving his people, yet calm and easy going. Luke was like the first breath of outdoor air after years of recycled oxygen.

“So what other…fetishes, do you have,” he asked, dipping a slice of crisp green apple into the fondue.

There was a pleasant din of conversation, enough to mask her reply, keeping it for his ears only, so she answered. “A few, I have, uh, other boxes under the bed.”

Luke grinned, “Can I look through them?”

Lena thought about the contents, imagined Luke, with his ridiculously chiseled body and fantastic stamina, becoming her partner in the racier pursuits, and replied, “Oh yeah.”

He picked up her hand and toyed with her fingers, “I had no idea human women were so inventive, so depraved in bed.”

“Are female monsters really creative lovers?” Lena asked, the words bitter in her mouth.

“I don’t know, there are very few female monsters. They are born weaker than the males and many do not survive. I’ve never had sex with another monster.”

“Then who are you sleeping with?”

“Sleeping with? No one, you are the only being I’ve ever held while I slept.”

Lena melted like a schoolgirl gifted with flowers. To think that she was the only woman who’d ever known what it was like to be held by those arms, protected by them in sleep…

“I’ve had sex with the succubae.”

Lena snapped out of her pink fuzzy daydream. “The what?”

“Succubae? They’re female demons that feed on sex with human men, but when they want to just have sex for fun, instead of food, they come to us.”

Lena let out a slow breath, setting down her undipped apple slice. “Demons exist? Succubae and incubi and everything?”

“Of course.”

Lena shivered a little as her perception of the world rocked on its moorings. “And Hell? Does it exist? That’s where the demons come from, isn’t it?”

“Actually they have a home base in South America, but there is another place, not exactly on this earth, that spawned the human legends of Hell.” Luke, who’d been struggling with a trail of cheese, finally picked up on the tense vibe she was giving off and looked up. Something in her face must have warned him that his words had scared her. “Lena, are you okay?”

“Yeah, well no, it’s just a lot to take in.”

“I’m sorry.”

“No, don’t be, I’d rather know than not. I guess it’s better to know there is a Hell, as I’m probably going there.”

“Why would you go to Hell? Not that humans can get there…”

Huh? “I’m a bad person, so I’m going to Hell.”

Luke blinked at her for a moment then said, “Ohhh, I forgot that human religion uses the empty threat of Hell to scare compliance from its followers.”

There was a lot going on in that sentence, and Lena decided this was a conversation for another time. The obliging waiter set down a fresh mojito, and Lena sucked down the mint infused alcohol. Time to bring the conversation back to a more interesting topic—sex.

“So these succubae, they’re into fetish and kink?”

“I think they may have invented most of what you call fetish and kink.” Luke had finally mastered the fondue fork, and held a perfectly dipped chunk of bread out to her.

Lena pulled the bread from his fork with her teeth and Luke swiped his thumb over her lower lip to catch the melted cheese. She chewed and swallowed before licking his finger.

“So…are you going to tell me what kind of kink you like?” she asked, nipping his finger.

“You want to know?”

“Of course, if you’re going to know all of my secrets, I want to know some of yours.”

“I will tell you, but you don’t have to do any of them,” he assured her in a rush. “I don’t want you to think badly of me for what I like.”

His words so closely echoed her own feelings that Lena lifted their linked hands to her lips and kissed his fingers. Then, eyes on his, she nipped him.

“I won’t think badly of you. Honestly, I’d love to have way more kinky sex than I do.”

He looked her up and down, seeming to consider. Finally he smiled. “We’ll take turns, playing with each other’s kinks.”

Lena crossed her legs under the table, her sex slippery and wet from just his words and the promise of decadent and—what had he said? Oh yes—depraved, games.

They talked through her dinner salad and his stuffed pork chop, then on through dessert. When the waiter started to make distressed noises about how long they were lingering, Lena paid the tab. They strolled, hand in hand, down the street. They were on the cusp of the bustling Fairfax district, which was alive with life on a Saturday night. They strolled to the Museum of Contemporary Art and perused the window displays, and then back up towards the restaurant where she’d valeted the car.

Lena caught other women looking at Luke, their glances covetous as they ran over him, assessing as they looked her over, wondering how it was she’d landed the beautiful, exotic Adonis.

Mine. He’s all mine, and better than you can even imagine, so back off, bitches, before I yank out your extensions.

Once they were back in the car Luke turned to her, looking sheepish.

“Lena?”

“Hmm?”

“I want to stay with you, but…”

“Oh my god, you’re married.”

“Uh, what?”

“Sorry, instinct. What’s wrong, Luke?”

“I told Henry and Michael that I would return tonight.”

“Oh.” Lena’s chest felt a little hollow. Why would he have told them that, did he not want to spend time with her?

“I’m sorry, it’s just hard for them. I don’t have a way to talk to them when I am here, and they don’t know what’s happening unless I come back.” The genuine regret in his voice soothed her ego at the same time it made her feel like the clingiest, neediest woman on earth. Poor man, his friends needed to know what was happening, needed his help and she was pouting because she wanted his undivided attention.

Lena whipped out her cell phone and, with one eye on the road, composed and sent a mass text message. She then handed her phone to Luke with a smile.

“Tomorrow I’m going shopping for you, I can’t believe I didn’t think of this today. All three of you need phones. Until then, take mine.”

“But you need it.”

“Not as much as you do right now. Do you know how to work one of these things?”

“No.”

“That’s okay, I’ll show you.” She zipped onto the freeway and headed southwest towards the port.

They got stuck in traffic, giving Lena time to explain how to place a call, making Luke memorize the speed dial contacts and then her apartment number. By the time she pulled up next to a long stretch of chain link fence, he was cell phone literate enough to survive.

Luke hesitated, one hand on the door. “When will I see you again?”

“Well, it will be a few days, maybe a week before we have any definite plans that we can present to you all.”

“Oh, so, you do not want to see me again until we plan the movie?” His hurt and disappointment was painfully obvious. Lena, who was trying to play it cool, felt like a bitch.

“Luke, if it were up to me I would have kept you tonight and all day tomorrow, I don’t want you to leave, but I didn’t want to assume…”

“You know I do not know the rules of human companionship. I’ve read in the magazine there are ‘rules’ and ‘games’ but I do not know how to play them yet. If you don’t mind, would you just tell me what you want? I do not want to guess wrong.”

Lena grabbed him for a kiss, pushing all her passion into the meeting of lips.

“I can do that,” she promised him, dazzled by the prospect of not having to guard her heart with half-truths and flirtatious lying. “I want to see you, to be with you”—always—“tomorrow.”

He smiled in relief. “That would be nice.”

“Hopefully Cali will have a place for you to stay in the next few days.”

“Then I will go to live there?” There was the slightest of hesitations in his voice, which turned the statement into a question.

“Or you could come stay with me.” The words popped out of her mouth, surprising them both. “Just you, I mean. I don’t have room for the other two, but you can totally go see them every day.” Stop rambling, stop rambling! “You don’t have to, I mean, no pressure, but if you want—”

“Yes, I want to stay with you.”

They stared at each other, his perfect face lit by a smile. Lena smiled in reply, though it was rather sickly, considering inside she was screaming: You just invited a virtual stranger to come live with you! What are you thinking?

“I will see you tomorrow then?” he asked again, opening the door.

“Yup, tomorrow,” she replied, absently, already planning the CT-scan she was going to get to check for the brain aneurism that was making her behave this way.

Luke leaned close to her, then hesitated. Lena shook herself and met him half-way for another kiss. His tongue touched hers, lips firm and warm against her mouth, and she thought: Oh yeah, this is why you want him living with you.

They broke the kiss, easing away from one another. With her phone clenched in one hand Luke got out of the car and closed the door. He pressed his hand to the glass, and in the early evening dark he looked like a ghost, shadow and smoke, nothing more. Then he tilted his head slightly, eyes flashing like those of a cat, hinting at what hid within him, and it was nothing so pale as a ghost that stood outside her car, but the stuff of nightmares made flesh and stripped of terror by his beauty of spirit.

Luke stepped back, ducking through a hole in the fence. He stayed there, watching as Lena flipped a U-turn and drove away. She watched him in her mirror until his body dissolved into the shadow.

Shaking herself, Lena reached for her cell phone to call Jane. Cursing when she remembered she didn’t have it, she raced for home.

 

“The sex shook your brain loose,” Jane concluded, after listening to Lena’s long, convoluted tale of sex, feelings and brief out-of-body experience during which she invited Luke to come live with her.

“I think you might be right, it’s the spanking that did it.”

“I can’t believe you let him do that.”

“Let him? I literally begged for it. Quit being such a prude.”

“I’m not a prude, but some things should just remain fantasy.”

“With most guys, I’d say you’re right, but not with Luke. I trust him.”

“I can’t believe he would spank you, he seems so…quiet, shy. I’d even say wimpy, if it weren’t for those killer muscles.”

“I thought so, too, but it’s just because he doesn’t know how to act and he doesn’t want to do anything wrong. He’s really sweet and funny and good in bed, and kind, and good in bed—”

“You said that.”

“It needed to be said twice. But my point is—”

“You’re falling for him.”

“No, I think he’s a really great guy, but I know there’s nothing more there than that. The move is just temporary.”

“How is it just temporary? We’re talking about taking them on as our exclusive project, making a movie with them and a TV show if you have your way. That’s years worth of work.”

“OhmyGodyou’reright. I think I’m going to pass out.”

“Don’t pass out, just sit down.”

Lena plopped down onto the couch. She was wearing her robe, which now carried the mingled scent of her perfume and Luke’s body. She imagined him here with her, imagined him touching her, both sensually, lips and tongue pressing against sensitive places, and platonically, letting her rest her body against his, lying together, just breathing.

“Oh crap, Jane. I might be falling for him.”

“Told you so.”

“How is that helping?”

“Sorry, but I did tell you so.”

Too restless to stay still, Lena moved out onto the balcony. “This is completely insane, I mean, he’s literally a monster. How could—”

A dark shape darted between Lena and the moon’s light. She looked up as a great winged shape circled around, headed for her balcony.

“Lena?” Jane’s voice was a mechanical chirp in her ear as Lena stared at the shape. As it grew closer she made out a pair of great dark wings, arms and two legs.

“Luke?” she asked tentatively, thinking the fission of fear that iced down her spine was a reaction to his monster form. She wanted to run, but held her ground. If it was Luke she didn’t want to further injure his feelings by running.

She should have trusted her instincts.

As the creature passed by it raised one hand. Cold wrapped over Lena’s thigh. She looked down, puzzled by the sensation, to see a cluster of long spiked barbs protruding from her thigh.

Just as she identified what they were, the pain hit. Lena screamed, falling to the balcony as pain darted up her side and down to her toes. Distantly she head Jane shouting her name.

Lena pressed her hands along the side of the barbs. There were five of them, clustered in a six-inch circle of skin, which was already swelling. Tears streamed from the corners of her eyes as agony beyond anything she’d ever experienced rushed through her. The pain was so severe that she couldn’t think, couldn’t breathe.

As the poison on the barbs zipped through her veins Lena’s airway began to swell shut. The last thing she saw before she passed out was a pair of wings silhouetted against the sky.


Chapter Thirteen

Luke ducked into the warehouse, careful not to snag his clothes on the jagged metal of the walls. Michael and Henry both pushed to their feet, meeting him halfway across the cavernous space.

“What happened?”

“Did you sleep with her again? Was it good?”

“Nothing happened, I spent the day with her. Yes, and it was amazing. Guess what? Human women know, and like, some of the same sex adventures as the succubae.”

“Really? Which ones?”

Luke smiled at his friends and started stripping out of his clothes. “I’m not going to tell you. One of those articles you gave me said gentlemen never kiss and tell.”

“So just don’t tell us about the kissing,” Michael said in exasperation.

Luke finished pulling off his pants. Now fully naked, Luke bent his head and drew the tattoo down into his skin. A few moments later he shook himself, stretching up to his full height of seven-feet. He spread his wings and beat them in the air. He’d grown to love his human form, from the softness of the skin overlaying hard bones to the compact design, but this was his true form. Changing back into a monster felt like coming home.

Henry and Michael, both in their human bodies, were still looking at him expectantly. They were trying to spend as much time as possible being human, to get used to the physical reality of those bodies, but could not maintain them at all times. Because he’d been spending so much time with Lena, Luke had been holding his human form longer than was strictly comfortable.

“Well?” Michael prompted.

“Spanking,” Luke told them as he began pacing around the warehouse to stretch out his legs. “Light physical punishment, with manual bondage.”

“What do you do?”

“Hold them down and slap their butt until it turns red.”

“And the human women like that?”

“Mine does.”

“Oh, so she’s yours now?” Henry asked archly.

Luke paused. Lena wasn’t his. He knew that, knew he could not claim her and take her as he would if she were a female monster, but that’s what he wanted to do.

“She is mine,” he said under his breath.

Michael, less interested in Lena’s position in Luke’s life, wanted to know more about the sex. “So, they know something of bondage and pain games. Anything else?”

“Fulfillment is called orgasm,” Luke said, proud to impart that bit of human vernacular. “Lena seemed impressed that I gave her more than one. From the way she reacted, I think human men are bad at sex.”

“I don’t know why they would be, these bodies are much easier to maneuver for sex.” Michael shook his head at the stupidity of the human men, who didn’t know how good they had it.

“So why did you leave?” Henry asked.

“I wanted to come back to be sure you two were fine.”

Henry nodded his thanks. The first time Luke was gone, for two full days, Henry had nearly gone mad with frustration. The inactivity was hard on him. Michael, however, had a different opinion regarding Luke’s decision.

“You dumb fuck,” he told Luke. “You wanted to come back here rather than stay there and play with her? What’s wrong with you? I’m going to make you a list of sexual variations to try next time. I want to know exactly what the human women are capable of handling.”

“What’s a ‘dumb fuck’?” Luke asked Henry. “Have you been watching Spike Lee movies again?” Henry shrugged and rolled his eyes as Michael grabbed a pad of paper and started making a list. He was mumbling things like: “tight bondage”, “sensory depravation” and “ice”.

Luke bent forward, stretching his wings, and Henry grabbed them at the apex, stretching them forward.

“Luke,” Henry said under his breath, “you cannot keep her.”

“I know that,” Luke assured his friend.

“Do you? I know how you long for a human woman.”

“I said I know.” Luke pulled his wings from his friend’s grip and with a few powerful flaps pushed himself into the air. He circled the ceiling of the warehouse, darting side-to-side, going as fast as possible in the limited space, but no matter what he did he could not out-fly Henry’s words.

Out of the three of them, Luke was the one who most loved humanity. He’d seen the loneliness of the male monsters, the fear and pain of the children too often left to raise themselves. In humanity he saw people who ached to form lifelong partnerships, who formed family units and friend units that stuck together for lifetimes.

An odd chirping sound distracted him, and Luke dove down and landed with a concrete rattling thud.

“What’s that noise?” he asked the others.

Henry was looking around, shoulders tense. The noise stopped, then started again. This time Luke recognized it.

“The phone.” He snatched the cell phone from the floor where he’d left it. His claws were too long to allow him to open it. Michael snatched it out of this hand and flipped it open with the one handed action Luke hadn’t been able to manage in the car. He held the microphone to his ear, the speaker to his mouth, and said “Hello?”

Luke frantically motioned for his to flip it around, and when he did, Michael repeated the greeting.

The person on the other end of the phone was speaking so loud Luke could hear, though he was standing two feet from Michael.

“Luke, something happened to Lena. She’s hurt, there are these things sticking out of her leg. Right before she passed out she said your name—”

There was a brief tussle and a second voice came on.

“Hey, el zorrero! If you did this to her, I will stick your cojones in a fucking blender—”

There was a second scuffle and the calmer voice came back. “We don’t know what’s wrong with her, what are these barb things? Can we take her to the hospital?”

Michael broke into the litany of questions. “We know what they are, we’re coming. No human medicine can help her. Keep her breathing.”

He flipped the phone shut and started ripping off his clothes. Henry was doing the same.

Luke stood, hands curled into fists, body shaking.

Lena was hurt, wounded by one of their own.

Poisonous barbs were weapons used by many of their kind. Another monster was in L.A., and had hurt Lena.

He threw his head back and roared. Three great beats of his wings lifted him into the air. He pumped harder and faster, headed for the steel roof. He turned his head away and hit the metal with this shoulder, tearing through it. The peeled back edges scraped his wings and he pushed through into the night sky. A moment later Michael and Henry rose through the hole he’d made, their wings beating the night as they chased after him.

Luke didn’t know exactly how to get to her, but as he rose into the sky, going just high enough to find the cover of low-lying clouds and the light pollution, he realized he didn’t have to know. He could smell her, feel her, as if she were a part of him.

He raced inland, the great black Pacific stretched out behind him.

He would find whoever had hurt her, and he would kill him.


Chapter Fourteen

They dropped out of the sky and landed on the balcony, three massive, winged bodies crowded into the tiny space. Atmosphere rippled around them as all three changed.

Michael drew three pairs of pants out of the bag he’d carried, and tossed a pair to each of them. Luke ignored them and shoved open the balcony door. He took one step in and halted when Margo jumped to her feet and pointed a gun at his head.

“You, pinche cabrón. She can’t breathe, she’s barely alive and we can’t take her to the hospital because you did something to her. I want you dead. I want you suffering.” Margo was shaking, the gun wavering as tears of terror slipped down her cheeks.

All Luke heard was that Lena was suffering, maybe dying. He pushed Margo aside, ignoring her gun and dropped to one knee beside the body on the floor.

Jane knelt on the other side of Lena, her cheeks streaked with tears.

“I knew the wound wasn’t something human, that’s why I didn’t take her to the hospital right away. Was that wrong? Should I have taken her? She couldn’t breathe, I used my Eppie pen, that seemed to help, but I didn’t know what else to do…”

Luke ignored everything around him, from Henry coaxing Margo to lay down the gun to Jane’s tumbling, frantic words.

He stroked Lena’s pale face with one hand, placing the other on her massively swollen thigh. Her robe was pulled back to expose the entire length of her leg. The barbs were confined to a small circle of skin on her thigh near the hip.

There was no doubt she’d been attacked by a monster. Luke held his hand over the swollen flesh, which was mottled a sickly green and black. There was a very specific kind of poison that would do that to human flesh.

“Michael,” he murmured, and Michael dropped down beside him. His friend’s lips pressed together as he examined the swollen, discolored thigh.

“First remove them, then extract the poison, then we will need to heat-seal the wounds.” Michael said, and Luke nodded.

Michael eased Jane out of the way, and took her place on the opposite side of Lena’s body. He braced a hand on either side of the barbs and held her leg down. Luke pressed two fingers flat on either side of one of the entry points, grabbing the barb with his other hand.

He ripped it out in one smooth motion.

Lena twitched and moaned, her eyelids fluttering, though she did not wake. The dart had ripped some flesh coming out, as the pointed tip was surrounded by backwards facing barbs. Blood welled from the torn flesh.

Luke worked quickly, ripping free the rest of the barbs in under a minute. He piled the flesh-speckled barbs on Lena’s stomach as Michael used the edge of her robe to sop up the blood.

Once the final barb was out, he nodded at his friend and they both bent their heads to her thigh. Luke sealed his lips over two of the puncture wounds and sucked. Michael’s head was pressed next to his and he felt his friend do the same to another of the wounds.

Luke’s mouth filled with blood and poison. He swallowed, wincing as the poison burned down his throat. Like Lena, his human form was susceptible to the poison. But unlike Lena he had the option to take another form, one that could digest the poison. When he drew untainted blood from the wounds he was working on he moved to another. Henry pressed a towel into his hands and Luke held it down over the cleaned punctures.

He and Michael worked in tandem until each puncture was clean. When they pulled back, lips and teeth stained by blood, the green and black tint of her skin was gone, leaving only angry red flesh. Luke shifted to kneel at her shoulder, cupping her head in his hands.

“Lena,” he whispered, voice low and rough. “Lena, can you hear me?”

His stomach gave an uncomfortable rumble and Luke pressed a hand to it. Michael was doubled up, his golden skin grey, bright spots of color flagging his cheeks. “Luke,” he whispered, voice reedy thin. “We need to change.”

“What’s going on?” Jane asked in a low voice, gaze darting between Lena’s thigh and Michael.

“They sucked out the poison,” Henry told her, “but as they are human right now, they are being poisoned. Luke, Michael,” he said, voice hardening from reassuring to commanding, “change. Now.”

Michael stumbled to his feet and down the hall, into the first doorway he found. Luke, unwilling to be separated from Lena, rose and moved to the open floor space in front of the TV. The minute he changed forms the poison lost its deadly hold on him. The particles broke down, absorbed by his body. He licked teeth that had turned to fangs, and found he could still taste Lena’s blood.

In this body her blood tasted different, sweet, like a fruit’s nectar, with none of the coppery bitterness he’d tasted as a human. Henry, who still held his human form, was pressing the cloth to her leg. Margo and Jane had crowded around Lena, stroking her face and hair, holding her limp hands.

Henry told Margo to hold the cloth in place and then stepped close to Luke so he could speak privately. “The wounds still need to be sealed. You need to remove the women, he is not as confident as he pretends and he doesn’t want them to see him yet.”

Luke nodded and then stretched out one wing to tap each of the women on the shoulder. “Come with me, Michael must seal the wounds, you cannot watch.”

Margo, who was poking at the membrane of his wing, asked, “Why not? I don’t trust you. I’m not letting her out of my sight.”

“Then Lena will die, and I will not allow that to happen.” Luke voice deepened with conviction, the fear and pain of almost losing Lena loosening his control. “She means much to me, and you mean nothing, so if I must blind you so that Michael can come out here and help her, so be it.”

Margo and Jane moved.

Luke herded them down the hall and into the office. He had to maneuver to get himself through the door, but once he did Luke stood with his back to the closed portal and spread his wings, making it clear they were not leaving the room. The floor vibrated as Michael exited his hiding place and trooped down the hall into the living room. The women were both slightly open-mouthed as they felt him go by.

“Why can’t we see Michael?” Jane asked.

“He and those who look like him have a great presence in human mythology, he is not ready to expose himself.”

“What is he?” Margo demanded, and Luke responded with a hard stare. She returned the insult by looking him up and down, and Luke remembered he was fully naked. Rather than flinch or feel embarrassed he raised his chin.

Easy footsteps and a knock at the door alerted them it was safe to come out. Luke changed forms, ignoring the once-over both Margo and Jane gave him now that he was a naked human man and opened the door.

He brushed by Henry without a word and moved into the living room. Michael sat by Lena’s thigh, which no longer ran with blood. Black dots marked each of the entry points.

Luke lifted her into his arms and sat on the couch, curling her against his chest, carefully arranging her injured thigh. Ignoring his audience, Luke stroked her hair and forehead, whispering to her.

“I’m sorry someone hurt you. I’ll find them. I’ll kill them for hurting you. I will never leave you unprotected again. I’m so sorry.”

Lena seemed to be peacefully asleep, the lines of pain which had marked her brow when they arrived were now gone and Luke could only hope she remained so.

“Alright, monster-boy,” Margo said, dropping into a chair, “time to talk. After watching this I believe you didn’t do this, but someone did.”

“You’re right,” Michael said as he dropped to sit on the floor, Henry and Jane following suit. “Things among our people are more complicated than we told you.” He looked to Luke for confirmation that Luke hadn’t told them of this. Luke nodded. “You see,” Michael went on, “not all of us want to expose ourselves to the humans. There are some who want to keep hiding, retreating into the last unexplored places on Earth. There are others who think it is time to stand and fight, to eradicate humanity.”

Jane made a small noise at this and Michael tentatively placed a hand on her knee. After a moment Jane’s small hand fluttered down on top of his. His hand linked with Jane’s, Michael continued the story, “And then there’s us. We want to find a way to live with humanity, protecting both races and that’s why we’ve come to you. But there are those who want to stop us. We did not think we were followed, and only a few others know where we are, but it seems someone found us, and is trying to scare us.”

Silence spread as Michael finished his tale.

Margo, mouth turned down in grim lines, broke that silence, “You should have told us this when you first admitted what you were.” She turned to Luke as she said it, placing all the blame squarely on him.

“You’re right,” Luke said, tilting his head from where it rested against Lena’s, “but I did not think it would matter, no one was ever supposed to get hurt.”

“You should have told us,” Margo insisted.

“Yes,” Luke agreed. “As soon as Lena is well we will leave.”

Both Michael and Henry shifted unhappily, Henry rubbing one hand over his eyes, Michael’s head dropping to his chest.

“Wait,” it was Jane, whose hand was still linked with Michael’s, who stopped them. “Do you mean that there is an army of monsters headed for us?”

“No, it would be only one, maybe two, who would have bothered to track us all the way here to try and stop us. The majority of our people are desperate for a solution and support us.”

“Then why should you leave?”

“We will not risk you.” Michael said, turning to look at Jane, a lock of blond hair falling down over his eye. “We never wanted to hurt any of you.”

“But if we can’t help you, can’t make this work, potentially the people, er, monsters, who want to fight with the humans would take control.”

Luke opened his mouth to answer, but Margo jumped in, “That means we could potentially be damning the human race by allowing you to retreat now. No way, you’re staying, we’re doing this thing.”

Luke stared at her as Henry opened and closed his mouth. Hadn’t she just berated them for not telling her about their enemies, implying she wanted them gone?

“It doesn’t matter,” Luke said, recovering his composure. “I will not risk any of you.”

“You don’t have any say in what we risk, so why don’t you concentrate on finding the fucker who hurt Lena and stopping him? If you’re not going to help you can ve a chuparle el peson ha un chango.”

“Why would I go suck a monkey’s nipple?” Michael, who’d learned more human languages than Luke or Henry, asked.

“Uhh.” Margo’s face pinkened in a blush, and somehow that broke the tension. Jane giggled at her friend’s discomfort as Michael pressed Margo to explain the insult.

Luke hugged Lena to him, relief flooding him that their mission would continue. He almost hated himself for wanting to continue the project when he knew they were potentially in danger, but more than that he didn’t want his time with her to end. There was no question that from now on he would keep her safe.

Margo twisted her wrist to look at her watch. “If you’re going to look after Lena I’m going to go. I need to call the others. I think we need to speed up the timetable on this project.”

“I’m coming with you,” Henry said, pushing to his feet.

“No you’re not.”

“Yes,” Henry’s voice changed, velvet soft, like well-polished steel, rather than Luke’s deep rumble. “I am coming with you, to protect you. It is possible our enemy saw you, that makes you a potential target.”

Margo looked over her shoulder at Jane. Michael nodded, saying, “I will go with her.”

Now in pairs, the four of them filed out, Jane using her key to Lena’s apartment to lock the door behind them.

Luke lifted his precious burden and carried her to the bedroom. He propped her on her side using pillows at her back and wrapped a wet washcloth over the angry red skin on her thigh. He draped her with the thinnest of the covers, pushing the others to the floor. Not wanting to disturb her, he pulled a chair up next to the bed and settled in to watch over her as she slept through what was left of the night.


Chapter Fifteen

Everything hurt. Lena woke to the sound of her own whimpers, as the pain dragged her from her healing sleep. She was lying on her side. Something was wrong with her leg. Lena touched her thigh, which was covered by a hot wet cloth. Whimpering, she pushed the washcloth away, even that small movement taxing her limited strength.

Smooth fingers eased her hands from her thigh, murmuring words she didn’t understand. Her lack of comprehension scared Lena, until she realized the words were not in English. Turning to look at her foreign-tongued caretaker, Lena was greeted by the site of a bare, rippled stomach and a forearm that flexed with muscles as he stroked her side. Lena blearily raised her gaze to the man’s face.

Luke.

The minute she recognized him Lena came completely, and painfully, alert. Adrenaline raced through her system as she remembered the winged form sweeping over her, followed by the glaring pain in her leg. Lifting her head she looked at her leg. Her thigh was swollen and red with black spots. She brushed her fingers over the skin and found it scorching hot to the touch.

Lena turned her head away from Luke, closing her eyes, though her racing heartbeat betrayed the false sleep. She heard Luke sigh and move away, his footsteps fading as he left the bedroom. Lena’s eyes popped open.

She had to get away. Luke was dangerous. She didn’t want to believe that he would hurt her, but it might be some sort of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde thing, maybe he didn’t even know what he’d done.

Either way, she needed to get away from him.

Easing herself into a sitting position, bracing her injured leg with her hands, Lena snatched up her cell phone, which was helpfully resting on the bedside table.

With shaking hands she speed-dialed Jane.

“Hey, Luke,” her best friend answered.

Lena held the phone away from her ear and stared at it, puzzled until she remembered that she’d given Luke her phone.

She put the phone back to her ear in time to hear Jane say, “Helllllooo?”

“Jane,” she whispered, rough voice barely discernable. Lena tried to swallow but her mouth was dry.

“Lena?”

“Yes.”

“Lena, how are you? Why are you calling? You should be sleeping.”

“Something’s happened, something bad, I need you to come get me.”

There was a beat of silence, then, “Okay, honey, I’m on my way, but can you tell me what happened?”

“Luke attacked me, he threw darts at me or something, I remember seeing him, and I just woke up, and he’s here, and my leg hurts, and—”

“Lena. I know all that. I was on the phone with you when it happened. I came over and found you.”

Lena pressed her free hand to her head, trying to put Jane’s word together with what she remembered. Her head started to pound and her tongue was sticking to the inside of her mouth.

“Honey, are you still there?”

Lena let out a pathetic little sob, the pain and confusion overwhelming her. “I’m scared, I saw him. I don’t know what to do.”

“I’m on my way, I’ll come stay with you. But, Lena, you need to believe me when I say that Luke didn’t do this, I watched him save you, he wouldn’t hurt you.”

“But I saw him,” she cried in frustration, “he did this, he hurt me.”

Lena’s renewed sobs didn’t quite muffle the wet plop as Luke dropped the washcloth he held. Standing in the doorway, he’d heard much of what she said.

Lena panicked.

Dropping the phone she tried to get away from him, pushing backwards across the bed. In her fright she forgot to protect her leg, and planted her heel on the bed, thigh muscles flexing as she pushed. The pain was instantaneous and swift. She screamed, curling into a fetal position, one hand on her leg.

The wet cloth was draped over her leg, the cold immediately providing relief. Lena breathed deeply, though each inhalation shuddered with a choking sob. There was a fleeting touch to her brow, and then Luke was gone. Lena opened her eyes just as he turned to look back at her. His look of grief and pain followed her into unconsciousness.

 

Luke leaned against the wall and tried to breathe. There was a tight band around his chest, restricting his air and squeezing his heart. The horror on her face, worthy of any heroine in a monster movie, as she tried to get away from him, had ripped apart something inside him he didn’t know could be ripped.

She thought he’d done this. How could she have let him touch her, pleasure her, if she thought him capable of such a thing? Did she take lovers so easily that it did not matter if she trusted them?

Luke focused on that, and the more he thought about it, the easier it was to pretend to hate her.

She was a whore, a slut, both dirty human insults he’d never thought to use. Even as he thought these dark things, Luke’s battered heart cried out. She was neither of those. She was effervescent and kind, sexy and passionate.

Injured and in pain, Lena had every right to hate him, and though he thought he’d given her no reason to suspect him capable of such an act, the simple fact remained—he was a monster.

There was no changing that. He’d known that showing her his real form was a risk, because it would change her opinion of him. That change of opinion was irreversible. She was conditioned by thousands of years of human myth and legend to distrust and hate him.

But it hurt.

Rubbing his hand over his chest, Luke looked at the phone he’d picked up from the floor. He held down the number two until a picture of Jane, with the word “ringing…” appeared on the screen.

“Lena? Are you alright, what happened?” Jane answered, voice laced with panic.

“It’s Luke.”

“Luke, what happened? What’s going on?”

“She saw me and she was terrified. She tried to get away from me and hurt herself worse.” Luke’s throat tightened up as he spoke. He hated having to tell this human woman that her friend no longer trusted him. He felt the fool for having believed, if only in the secret places of his mind, that his essence, his soul as they called it, had touched her, transcending the physical limitations of their bodies.

Jane and Margo had seen him vulnerable, seen his regard for her, a clear statement of his interest. And now he had to tell Jane that Lena was so disgusted by—and fearful of—him that she’d injured herself trying to get away.

“Oh, Luke, I’m so sorry.”

Luke blinked in surprise. She was sympathizing with him?

“Don’t listen to her. She’s sick and hurting right now. I know she cares for you.”

“I am a monster.”

“No, you’re not. Okay you are, but not a ‘monster’ in the way you mean. I want you to listen to me,” there was a rattling at the front door of Lena’s apartment, and Luke leaped for it, snatching up the knife he’d left on the counter, “she would never have invited you to stay with her—” a key rattled in the lock and Luke could hear Jane’s voice through the phone and through the door. He set the knife down. “—if she didn’t care for you.”

Jane stepped into the apartment, flipping her phone closed. She dropped the bags she carried, took a few steps to Luke and threw her arms around him. She was hugging him. It took Luke a moment to come up with the word for what she was doing, and once he realized, he slid his arms around her waist.

Holding Jane was different from holding Lena, there was no spark, no fire, but there was something warm, a calm that seemed at odds with the tense situation. As he relaxed into the hug, he started to understand why humans revered touch.

Michael stood in the door behind Jane, his jaw set as he watched Luke hug her. Luke met his friend’s gaze, and when Michael’s blue eyes flashed, lightning appearing in the depths of the irises. Luke released Jane, easing her away from him, watching as his friend calmed, shaking himself and then shooting Luke a rueful smile.

“Thank you,” Luke told Jane, one eye still on Michael.

“You poor thing, this must be so hard for you, but she’s got to be hurting.”

“I’m sure we got out most of the poison, but the cauterizing would have hurt.”

Jane looked slightly ill. “Let’s not talk about cauterizing, okay?” Both men nodded their agreement.

Jane picked up her bags and started down the hall to the bedroom. Luke stared at her, unsure if he should follow. He didn’t want to upset Lena again. When Michael trailed down the hall after Jane, Luke decided to follow.

Jane was sitting on the side of the bed next to the uneasily sleeping Lena. She held a short, oddly shaped stick in one hand. Jane grabbed Lena’s chin and stuck half of the stick into her mouth, then closed it. Next she pulled out a small amber bottle. The minute she did Luke remembered a similar white bottle full of pills Lena had given him to help with the pain of his shoulder.

“I forgot,” he immediately confessed. “I forgot to give her some of those little pills.”

“It’s okay,” Jane assured him, pulling the stick out of Lena’s mouth when it beeped. “I brought over the good stuff. I’ve been saving these bad boys since I had my wisdom teeth out.”

She frowned at the stick, then popped it back into her bag. “Michael, can you get me a glass of water? Luke, I don’t want you to worry about anything Lena said, her fever is so high she’s probably delusional.”

“Fever?” Luke asked, kneeling beside the bed to watch Jane work. He laid his hand on Lena’s ankle, needing that small contact.

“A fever is the human way of fighting sickness, the body heats up, trying to kill whatever is attacking it, but sometimes the heat will start hurting the body, and it needs help turning it off.”

She lifted away the wet washcloth and smoothed a clear paste over the top of the wounds. Jane then taped down several large bandages, much as Lena had with his shoulder. Luke’s stomach knotted with guilt as he watched.

“I forgot,” he reiterated, “I forgot what to do for her. Among our people sleep will heal most things, so when someone is ill, you do everything you can to help them sleep comfortably.”

“Don’t blame yourself, I shouldn’t have walked out of here and left you to take care of her.” Jane smiled at him, “It’s just that you seem so competent, I forget you might need a bit of help with some of this.”

Luke smiled in gratitude. Michael shoved the glass of water in between them, breaking the shared gaze, his own lightning-laced stare focused on Luke.

“Thank you,” Jane said, smiling up at Michael, whose fierce expression melted into an answering smile.

“Luke, help me sit her up.” Following Jane’s directions Luke climbed onto the bed, kneeling to prop Lena against his chest. He growled at Michael when he caught the other monster looking at the pink panties that peeped out from under the simple shirt Luke had dressed her in after discarding her bloodstained robe. Jane climbed onto the bed beside him and began gently tapping Lena’s cheek.

“Honey, you have to wake up and take this. Wake up now, you’ll feel better if you take this.”

Lena’s eyes opened, though they did not focus.

“Thirsty,” she rasped.

Jane held the cup to her lips, letting her take little sips, as Luke supported her back.

“Luke,” Lena whispered, eyes drooping shut for a moment before popping open as she again whispered, “Luke.”

At her back, Luke tensed, prepared to get off the bed, lest he frighten her into hurting himself again. The tight band squeezed around his chest once more as her normally melodious voice rasped his name.

“Luke?” This time it was clearly a question, follow by a pitiful little hiccupping sob.

“It’s okay, honey, Luke’s right here, he’s right behind you.”

Lena tried to turn to see him, and when her head only flopped side-to-side, she let out a frustrated little whimper. At a loss, Luke looked to Jane, who flapped her arms and opened and closed her mouth, pantomiming talking.

With great care, Luke shifted Lena in his arms, Jane and Michael both putting hands on her leg to be sure it didn’t shift. Leaning her back into one arm, Luke looked down at Lena, whose head now rested on his shoulder.

“Lena,” he whispered, keeping his voice low, trying to match Jane’s soothing tone. “I’m here.”

He had no idea what he was meant to say, but that seemed to please her, as Lena smiled. The smile immediately crumpled into a sob, and Luke almost dropped her and sprinted away, rather than make her cry again.

“Luke, it hurts, it hurts. I don’t want it to hurt.” She turned her face into his shoulder so that her tears wet his skin. She was seeking comfort, from him.

The need to protect—and desire to possess—her, welled up with such strength that Luke shook from it.

She is mine, and no one will hurt her again. She is mine.

“We know it hurts,” Jane soothed. “And we have some meds that will make you feel better.” She pressed two white pills into his hand. Luke widened his eyes, trying to tell her that he didn’t really know what to do with them. Jane grabbed Michael, and used him as a dummy.

Pinching Michael’s chin, Jane opened his mouth and poked her finger at the back of his tongue, then held the water to his lips. Luke, heartily amused by the expression in his friend’s eyes, turned to Lena to attempt what Jane had shown him.

Luckily, Lena knew what to do, and swallowed two prescription painkillers with no trouble. When he tried to ease her down onto the bed, Lena whimpered softly, so Luke lay down with her, using one of his own legs to elevate her injured one. Jane placed the bottle, more water and the bandages on the nightstand, along with a scribbled note.

Nodding to his friends, for Luke hoped it was not premature for him to number Jane among those ranks, he settled in with Lena.


Chapter Sixteen

“I want pancakes.”

“Jane’s note said you should have oatmeal or yo—um…yahg—how do you say this word again?”

“Yogurt, and I don’t care what Jane’s list says. Jane is an evil whore.”

“That is a terrible thing to call someone who cares about you. Friendship is precious, especially if those friends are willing to be by your side at all times.”

While this might have been a moving sentiment, Lena was over it. It wasn’t the first time she’d heard this reprimand, as it wasn’t the first time she’d been moved to curse her best friend. It was Wednesday morning and Lena felt worlds better.

Luke’s tending had speeded her to recovery, her vague memories of the past few days colored by his scent and gentle touch. Now that she was feeling better she hated that he’d taken care of her. Being sick was being vulnerable, not something she liked to be with the men she dated. Depending on someone else for your care was the ultimate act of trust in that person. Luke had done a stellar job, keeping her on meds so that the pain never overwhelmed her, feeding her, bathing her…

Just thinking about it had Lena twitching, so, like any grateful patient, she took out her discomfort and embarrassment on her nurse.

“I don’t want any more of your crappy oatmeal.”

Luke looked down at the box of instant oatmeal he held in one hand, Jane’s much-referenced list in the other. “I’m sorry it isn’t good. I’ve followed the instructions.”

Lena’s guilt tripled, which only made her more frustrated. With a sigh she collapsed onto the couch, snatching the remote. She turned on HGTV and settled in to punish him with hours of crafting and home improvement. Sadly, it didn’t work. While he’d seen plenty of movies, he hadn’t watched cable TV, and found everything interesting.

“What’s a glue gun? What’s equity? What is the point of wallpaper?”

Lena turned off the TV and chucked the remote under the coffee table. This wasn’t working.

“I’m hungry,” she moaned petulantly.

“Then I will make you oatmeal,” Luke replied, his wistful gaze on the now black TV.

“I don’t want oatmeal, I want pancakes.”

“But Jane said—”

Lena sat up, snatched Jane’s note out of his hand, and stuffed it in her mouth. Her leg protested the movement, but it was worth it for the look of shock on his face. She chewed a few times, smiling all the while.

Luke snatched up her cell phone and speed dialed Jane, his equivalent of consulting Dr. Spock for a colicky baby.

“She ate the list.”

Jane’s peals of laughter piped out of the phone as Lena spat the pulpy mess into a tissue.

“She says she wants pancakes. I don’t think she likes my oatmeal.” He listened in silence for a moment, carefully writing down a number Jane gave him. He hung up with Jane, gave Lena a petrified look, then dialed.

A moment later Lena listened to him ordering breakfast from Dough Boys and wriggled with happiness. He ordered her banana pecan caramel pancakes. Jane must have tipped him off about her favorite breakfast.

When they asked what he wanted, Luke sheepishly muttered, “Anything with meat, and lots of it.” As he completed the order, Lena realized he must have been eating the same thing as her. In short—nothing. All those well-defined rippling muscles probably ate up calories faster than he could bring them in.

When he hung up, Lena held out her arms. Luke shoved the coffee table aside, and knelt beside the couch. He could have hesitated, rolled his eyes, made her wait, as punishment for her bad behavior, but he didn’t.

Lena leaned up and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, “Thank you,” she whispered, drawing in a deep Luke-scented breath.

“You’re welcome. I’m sorry I didn’t get you pancakes sooner.”

“No, no.” She lay back down and cupped his face, stroking his cheekbones with her fingertips. “I mean thank you for taking care of me. I know I’ve been awful to deal with.”

“You’re ill, that’s different.”

“It’s okay, you can admit that I’m being a pain in the ass.”

“It’s been…challenging,” he said with a grin. Lena laughed, and he cupped her cheek, eyes turned serious. “It is good to hear you laugh.”

They stayed that way a moment, eyes locked.

“Thank you,” she repeated.

“It is my fault you were hurt, the least I can do is care for you in the aftermath.”

Lena sucked in a breath and turned her head away. Somehow, it had never occurred to her that the reason Luke was there was because he felt guilty. Her vanity had allowed her to believe that he’d come to care for her, projecting her own unvoiced feelings, those same traitorous feelings that had led her to ask him to move in, onto him.

If she were being completely honest with herself, Lena would admit that she’d been trying to push him away with her bad behavior. His continued care of her, even as she pushed him away, had given her hope. Most men fled, or gave halfhearted care, when the women they dated were sick. Those experiences had led her to adopt the friends-only policy for caretakers. Luke’s patient care let Lena believe that he was different, that this was different.

Instead it was guilt, not feelings for her, which kept him there.

“Lena?”

He tentatively touched her cheek, and Lena turned her head further away, hating the way his touch made her want things, want him.

“I’ve said something to upset you, I can tell, I can feel it.”

“I’m fine, just tired. When will the food be here?”

“Forty minutes. Lena, tell me why you are upset.”

“I think repaying your debt only requires you to make sure I don’t die, I don’t think you have to pretend to care about my feelings.”

“Pretend to…” Luke shoved to his feet. Lena watched as he paced to the wall, his strides long and hard. Luke pulled back his fist and punched the drywall.

The loud crack of bone and flesh against plaster startled Lena. She sat up, eyes wide as she watched Luke.

“I asked you to speak plainly with me and yet you talk in riddles.” His voice was the low growl that had once frightened her. Now, both fear and arousal came, as he’d conditioned her, with his exquisite touch, to find pleasure in that deep rumble. “I’m taking care of you because knowing that you were hurt because of me tears at me. I care for you because when I saw you hurt and suffering the breath stopped in my chest. If I hadn’t been able to heal you I would have torn the stars from the sky in my grief.”

Lena’s breath caught as his voice vibrated with the truth of his words.

“I will find the ones who did this to you, and I will kill them, because they deserve death for forcing you to suffer for even a moment. That is why I am here, that is why I care for you.”

Lena pushed off the couch, balancing on her good leg. Beyond words, she opened her arms. Luke was at her side in three strides, lifting her into his arms. After days of careful touching, this was rough, his hands digging into her back as he held her in place for his kiss.

She let herself go, expressing the fear, the need, the passion she’d kept bottled for days. As teeth nipped and tongues dueled, Lena admitted that some of this frustration had been bottled up for a lifetime, and only now, only with him, was she able to let go.

He carried her to the bedroom, easing them both down onto the bed. His hand snaked under the waistband of her panties, and he shoved a finger into her. After so many days without sex her body was tight, and even that small invasion sent rippling shockwaves through her. She was wet, her body creaming after the first touch of his lips.

“I need you,” he growled, “now.”

“Yes, yes, now.”

She whimpered as he started to spread her legs, the movement sending twinges through her injury. Luke leapt off the bed, and even as Lena readied her protest, he was flipping her over. He was not stopping, merely positioning her to protect her leg. With her legs dangling off the bed, toes brushing the floor just enough to give her some leverage, Luke pulled aside the crotch of her panties and shoved into her.

Lena bit a fold of cover, the pleasure so great that her fingers tingled with it. He was huge and hot inside her, no condom between them. She thought about protesting, but loved the feel of flesh on flesh too much to stop him. He surged into her, stopping just short of banging his hips against hers, which might have jarred her leg. He fucked her like that, bent face down over the bed, their only contact his cock inside her, hands on her hips.

And with him, it was enough. The emotions he’d raised in her with his impassioned speech thrust her to orgasm, the desperate press of his fingers into her hips and the fact that she knew he needed her as much as she needed him, had Lena screaming into the covers as her body quaked with orgasm.


Chapter Seventeen

“Again, slower this time.”

Luke, hands braced on either side of Lena, panting from the force of his pleasure, smiled at her words. Her passion rivaled that of any monster he knew.

He pulled out of her, their bodies sliding wetly against each other. “I don’t want to hurt your leg.”

“I trust you to find a way.” Lena turned her head to look over her shoulder at Luke, smiling as she did so. Her fulfillment, orgasm, he corrected himself, had brought a bright flush to her cheeks and lips. Her mouth was outlined, standing out in bright pink relief against the pale skin of her face.

He had to kiss those lips.

Luke helped her roll onto her back, then lifted her and set her in the center of the bed. He wanted this to be slow, romantic. She reached up to pull him down, greedy fingers tracing his tattoo, but he gripped her wrists, bending her arms above her head and planting her wrists there.

Lena licked her lower lip, eyes bright at this light restraint, and Luke remembered the bound girl getting spankings. They would work on that later, when she was better.

For now he settled with leaning down and whispering, “Don’t move.”

Lena complied, watching him with hungry eyes. Her minute movements, the biting of lips, the restless tilting of her hips, indicated that the single orgasm was not going to be enough to satisfy her.

Luke bent as if to kiss her, but at the last second, when her chin tilted up to raise her lips to his, he veered away, placing a single kiss on her cheek. Pulling back he repeated the motion, turning from the kiss at the last moment. He teased her this way, placing kisses on her cheeks, chin, forehead and closed eyelids, but denying her his touch against her swollen lips.

Soft sounds rose from her, but they were not of frustration. This teasing touch of his lips was imbued with something deep, something important. Luke let his feelings for her well up, guiding his touch over her face.

She was precious to him, irreplaceable and he showered her with kisses. If actions could speak, his touch spoke of love, for love her he did. There had never been any hope for him really. Her passion, beauty, spirit and acceptance were things he’d longed for. Her attention something that had been lacking in his life. She’d agreed to help him save his people, touched him the way no other woman had…

…or ever would.

She was it for Luke. There would never be another.

It was time to acknowledge the painful truth that he’d mated himself to her, pledging the rest of his life to her alone.

Chest aching with sadness and love, Luke brought his lips to Lena’s. The long delayed meeting of mouths was slow, starting with closed lips, tongues slowly venturing out to touch and tease before their lips opened against one another and their tongues mingled. She tasted of him, how this was true he did not know, but she did. The taste of himself on her tongue spiked Luke’s desire.

They were both panting when he broke the kiss.

“I wanted to go slow,” he growled, “but I need you again, now.”

Lena nodded her agreement, chest arching up, nipples pebbled beneath the T-shirt. He bent and nipped one hard bud, and Lena yelped in pleasure. He repeated the caress, and when she started moving, body undulating to an old rhythm, trying to seduce him, Luke viced her breasts between his fingers to hold them still as he continued to nip.

Her body rocked, calling him to her. There was no need, for she had seduced and bewitched him, he was hers, even if he did not have the courage to tell her.

Above her head, her hands clenched and relaxed, as if working in bonds that existed only in her mind.

Luke released her breasts and moved down her body, his painfully erect cock, which had a much better response time tonight than it had on that first night, brushing the covers. Even that small sensation was enough to have him flexing his own hips, needing to be inside her welcoming warmth. He eased her panties down and off, taking care to work the band over her bandage. He brushed her shirt up to kiss her belly button, then licked a path down to the thin strip of curls. He teased them both by retreating to her belly button several times. He could smell her. To retreat from that divine scent was a form of torture, and Lena’s escalating moans told him that the anticipation, the want for completion, was just as strong in her.

Shifting, Luke lay down between her legs, his own falling off the end of the bed. He lifted her good leg, folding it to her chest and ordering her to hold it there. He then carefully lifted and re-settled her injured leg, spreading it to the side. In this position he had access to her sweet sex, and took immediate advantage.

With his cock pressed between his belly and the edge of the bed, Luke eased his fingertips between the lips of her sex and spread them. Her body opened to him, revealing the dark pink interior. She was slick with arousal and his seed. He could smell them both, and the primal possession of smelling his ejaculation seeping out of a woman—his woman—escalated Luke’s arousal.

He tasted her, one long lick from the dripping entrance to her body to her hooded clit. He paused there, as she shivered in pleasure, a shudder racking him. The mingled flavor was like nothing he’d ever tasted, dangerously powerful in the affect it had on him.

With her clit and its protective hood captured in the clamp of his teeth, Luke licked her. Lena nearly came up off the bed and he braced one hand on her thigh to keep it still.

“Luke. Luke, LukeLukeLukeLuke.”

His name was a litany, a prayer, as he mashed her flesh against the back of his teeth with his tongue. Soon she could not even form words, falling to inarticulate sobs as he forced her to orgasm through the use of his mouth on her clit.

He felt her orgasm—in the quaking of her belly and trembling in her legs, in the way the flesh in his mouth spasmed. He considered trying for another, but his cock would no longer be denied. He released her with a last lick and surged up. He knelt between her thighs, careful of her injured leg, and then lowered himself to her. Lena’s chest was heaving, the T-shirt glued to her skin by sweat.

“Luke, Luke, now, please.”

“Lena,” he reached down and fingered her before taking his cock and guiding it in. The awkward position meant he was touching places inside her he never had before, and they both panted as he sank in. The head of his cock pushed against her inner walls, joining them.

When he was as far in as he could go, Luke bent his head to her chest and once more nipped her nipple through the fabric. She smelled like warm cotton, sweat, sex and woman.

Lena’s hands perched on his shoulders where her nails dug in like small talons as he started to move. His thrusts were slow, his shoulder pushing her leg toward her chest, her knee over his shoulder. Once he knew the limits of this position, how far out he could pull before slipping from her body, how hard he could thrust without jarring her too badly, Luke started to move in earnest.

Lungs filled with her scent, her hands roaming his back, sex clenched around him, Luke gave himself over to the hunger that moved through him. He fucked her, hard tight thrusts opening her, the residual flutters of her body squeezing him each time he entered.

He wanted to protect her and hurt her, touch her softly in the moonlight and roughly fuck her against the wall in sunlight. The seemingly incongruous emotions and needs welled up. He loved her, wanted her, needed her.

Again and again he thrust, clenching his teeth so that no words escaped as he came. He feared what he might say in that unguarded moment. Luke slammed his hips into hers for the last time, eliciting sexy little whimpers from her. Buried inside her, his cock emptied in short hard spurts. Lena’s body twitched around him as she came a third time.

As their panting breaths slowed, Luke heard a faint voice saying, “Dough Boys. Anybody home?” followed by a knock.

Lena started to laugh, which had a very interesting effect on his softening cock which was still inside her. “The food’s here,” she gasped between giggles. Pulling out of her, Luke helped her sit up on the side of the bed, then snatched up his shorts, attempting to put them on while running for the door, yelling “Don’t leave!”

Ten minutes later they were both sitting on the floor with their backs to the couch, legs stretched out under the coffee table. Plastic to-go boxes stuffed with food covered the table.

“We may have ordered too much,” Lena admitted ruefully, removing the lid of the caramel syrup.

Luke scanned the table. He could have eaten everything there by himself. “Is this more food than a human should eat?”

“Each of these is probably three thousand calories and you should only have two thousand in a whole day.”

“Oh,” Luke looked down at his plate. His SOS appeared to be grey mush, but it tasted great. Potatoes and meat of all sorts chopped up and combined with a thick sauce. This was the kind of food he was used to.

Lena’s hand smoothed over his left shoulder, over his tattoo. “You’ve been starving, haven’t you?”

“It hasn’t been pleasant.”

“My poor Luke,” she kissed his shoulder and then turned to her food, pouring a steady stream of caramel over pancakes stuffed with bananas and nuts. Luke forked up some of his own breakfast and looked at her out of the corner of his eye. What did she mean when she used the possessive? Was she laying a claim on him?

They ate in companionable silence, Lena occasionally moaning in pleasure and offering Luke bites. He tried to do the same to her, holding a heaping spoonful of potatoes and meat covered in the sauce, which she’d called gravy, out to her, but Lena looked at him as if he’d offered to re-insert the poisoned barbs. Her food was good, though too sweet for him.

With half of her pancakes left, Lena pushed the box away, tilting to the side to rest her head against his shoulder. Luke lifted his arm and laid it along the cushions of the couch, encircling her shoulders. He’d seen the move in countless movies. Lena snuggled closer to his side.

She felt small. Her personality was so big, her physical movements so confident, that Luke was constantly surprised to find she was tinier than he. He finished chewing and then kissed her hair. They still smelled like sex, now overlaid with food and Luke doubted there was a better smell in the world.

He looked longingly at the remainder of his meal, but set his fork down. Lena giggled. “Luke, it’s okay, keep eating. My belly is happy and I need a little post-food nap. That doesn’t mean you have to stop eating.”

He dipped his head to plant a hard kiss on her mouth, which startled a laugh from her, before lifting his fork and digging in.

“Luke, there’s something I want to tell you.”

Mouth full he squeezed her to indicate he was listening.

“I trust you. I know you think I don’t, but I do.”

Luke set his fork down and swallowed. “It is natural to mistrust me and my kind after what happened.”

“I’m certainly going to be more cautious if I ever see another monster, but I do trust you.”

“When you were sick you could not even stand to look at me. You thought I had done this.”

“When I was sick? Luke, that’s not fair, I don’t even remember that, I had a fever.”

“That’s what Jane said.”

“You trust everything else she says, why not this?”

“Because you thought I had done this.”

“You know why, Luke? Because all I saw were some wings and arms and legs. The only other being in the whole world I’ve ever seen that looks like that is you. But the minute it hurt me, I knew it couldn’t be you. I trust you.”

He nodded, wanting to believe her logic, but these words were not enough to overcome his memory of her scrambling away from him, tears streaming from eyes full of horror at the sight of him.

“Luke,” Lena sat up and half turned to face him. Her fingers brushed along his jaw, coaxing him to turn his head and look at her. “Don’t you believe me? What about the sex we just had, wasn’t there something missing?”

The condom.

“I forgot,” he admitted, “I’m sorry.”

“I didn’t forget, but you know what? I didn’t want it. I trust you enough to have sex without them.”

“You want…a baby with me?” Luke’s stomach clenched with longing at the idea of Lena’s belly and breasts swollen with pregnancy.

“Whoa. You need to watch the b-word.”

“B-word?”

“Baby. I am not having a kid before thirty and you will tempt the birth control statistic gods with talk like that.”

Huh? “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I take a pill every day that stops me from getting pregnant, but I still needed the condom to protect me from other things.”

“Oh, so no baby?”

Lena slapped her hand over his mouth. “What did I say about the b-word?” she hissed. Her eyes were open too wide and crazed, so Luke nodded. She removed her hand. “I wish you knew more about human culture, or more particularly, L.A. twenty-something culture, then you would realize what a big deal this is.”

“I want to understand. Explain it to me.” Make me believe that there is a hope you think of me as something more than the monster I am.

“Okay, so, remember how I explained about STDs? Diseases you can spread through sex?”

“Yes.”

“No condom means I trust that you told me the truth when you said you didn’t have anything, that I want to pleasure you by letting you feel me, skin to skin,” she rubbed her fingers over his lower lip and Luke’s cock twitched. “And most importantly, no condom means I believe that you won’t go out and sleep with someone else, who could potentially give you a disease you would bring back to me.”

“Human men would do that?”

“Which part?”

“Go to another woman when they had one who had made a commitment like this?”

“Happens all the time.”

“And women, they would do this too?”

“Yep, that’s why guys should also be super careful about using condoms, but they have a tendency to want the bareback sex more.”

Luke ignored everything she’d said but the affirmative answer. He knew humans weren’t always monogamous, he’d seen plenty of movies about it. Cheating, they called it, but he hadn’t understood the emotional impact of it.

He imagined another man touching Lena, his hands spreading open her sex and teasing her nipples, another man’s cock in her sex and mouth.

Luke pushed the coffee table away. It skidded across the living room and banged into the TV stand.

“What the hell are you doing? Be careful, you almost knocked over the—”

Luke grabbed Lena’s hips and lifted her onto the couch. He pushed her legs open and moved between them.

“Luke?” Lena’s eyes were wide, like those of prey faced with a predator.

Luke reached between her legs and pushed two fingers into her sex. The movement was hard and rough, only her residual wetness allowing him to do it. Lena yelped and pressed her palms down into the couch, bracing herself.

“What are you—?”

“No one but me touches you.” He curled his fingers inside her. Her pupils dilated wider as his voice rumbled out of his chest. The vision of her in another man’s arms had snapped his control. It was the voice of the monster that crackled out of him.

“Take off your shirt.”

“Luke…”

“Strip.”

Lena’s hands fluttered to the hem of her T-shirt, inching it up, then ripping it off when he growled. Luke cupped her breast with his free hand, flicking the nipple. “No one touches you.”

Sliding his hand from her breast to the back of her neck, Luke jerked her head down for a kiss. He controlled, possessed her mouth and sex, but there was still one-way he hadn’t had her. Luke nipped her lower lip and then pulled his fingers from her.

Lena blinked and looked away, her deep breaths lifting and lowering her hard-capped breasts.

“Listen, buddy,” she panted, “this he-man routine may be sexy but I’m not some—”

Luke could barely hear her through the red haze of rage that coated the interior of his skull. He nipped the inside of her thigh and slid her off the couch. She made a distressed noise and grabbed at her leg. Luke shuddered and tried to bring himself under control. She was hurt, wounded, he had to treat her with care.

He was gentle, but firm as he turned her around and pressed her chest down to the couch cushions.

It was the same concept as what he’d done in the bedroom. This position allowed her to keep her legs closed and therefore not strain her thigh. He stroked her ass, then down the back of her legs. Luke knelt astride her calves and leaned into her, his cock bumping her sex then settling along the crack of her ass as he smoothed his hands up her back.

He spread his fingers to caress her sides as he stroked her back, touching each inch of her. Lena’s protest had fallen away to panting. She’d curled her arms up under her chest, but Luke pulled them away, folding her arms back and pressing her wrists against the small of her back, holding them in place with one of his large hands.

He growled in satisfaction at the sight of her pale wrists manacled by his dark hand, her soft, vulnerable palms turned up to the ceiling.

He leaned his hips away and ran his other hand down her ass. Palm on her upper thigh he pushed his thumb into her sex. She was freshly wet, and hot, her body betraying her pleasure at his touch, his demands.

And for Luke, the cream he found between the lips of her sex was proof that her body acknowledged him, knew of his ownership of her. He rubbed her clit a few times, then slicked his thumb up through her sex and between the cheeks of her ass. She clenched, the flexing muscles enticing him to demand her submission. He used his other fingers to roughly separate the cheeks of her ass.

“I’m going to take you here,” he growled, rubbing his thumb over her tightly closed ass.

He wet her with the moisture from her sex, thumb venturing back and forth between ass and pussy. Once she glistened with moisture and her body twitched with each caress over the soft skin of her anus, Luke started to work his thumb in. She resisted, trying to keep him out. Luke growled and nipped her shoulder, punishing her for denying him what he considered his right. She was his, he would take her.

She relaxed and he pushed his thumb in. She needed more lubrication. He thrust a few times, gentling her to the coming invasion of his cock, and then pulled his finger free. He once more dipped into her sex, scooting her body’s lubrication from one place to another. She was still beneath him, and for a moment Luke wondered if she were no longer aroused, but when he brushed her anus she moaned in pleasure.

He pushed his thumb into her once more, and then added his index finger, widening her opening as he pushed harder and harder. She was slick and aroused, allowing him to sink both fingers in to the knuckle.

He pulled them out and replaced his fingers with his cock, using his hand to push her ass apart, allowing him to watch as the head of his cock expanded her tight ring of muscle.

Inch by inch he pushed in, pressing down on the small of her back to deepen the arch. When his hips were snug against her body Luke reached beneath her, wedging his hand between her legs and the couch to find access to her clit. Demanding fingers pressed her clit, rubbing in tight circles.

He didn’t move, just worked her clit, with his cock buried deep in her ass. Only after she’d come, panting and moaning in pleasure, did he begin to move. It was a display, his primal way of showing his mate that he had the self-control to please her.

Her tight muscles had opened to accept him, her body yielding and welcoming him in whichever way he chose to possess her. He fucked her with short, hard thrusts. His fingers on her clit kept her arousal simmering, not allowing it to quiet.

He gave her two more orgasms before he came, hips pressed to hers. She sobbed her pleasure into the couch as he leaned forward and growled.


Chapter Eighteen

What had just happened?

Lena took a few deep breaths, though the process was hindered by Luke’s weight on her back and the painful press of his hands into her spine. She shifted from knee to knee, looking for a position that allowed her to take a better breath, but all that did was to make her aware of his huge cock, still planted in her ass.

He pulled out and the scrape of his skin over that of her stretched and sensitive anus had Lena biting her lip.

They were both panting, and Lena was dewed with sweat. Her breath ricocheted off the couch cushions and blew back in her face, hot and wet. Luke moved, freeing her legs from the prison of his own.

Lena leapt to her feet and raced for the bathroom. She slammed the door and leaned back against it, pressing her head into the wood as her panting breath turned to shaky sobs. She locked the door and turned on the water in the sink, covering the sounds of weeping.

Pressing her hands to her face, Lena tried to sort out the feelings that writhed like multi-colored snakes in her belly. Pleasure, shame, fear, embarrassment and anger all vied for supremacy.

He’d touched her as if he owned her, had rights over her. In the moment, covered by a haze of arousal, it was perfect, feeding her fantasies, but this wasn’t like the spanking, wasn’t something they’d talked about. It was frightening that she’d liked it. She was a strong independent woman, she was supposed to want a partner, both in life and in sex, not a man who would claim to own or possess her. She owned herself.

But he wasn’t a man.

That thought actually calmed her, slowing her sobs to the point that she was able to push away from the door and turn off the faucet before getting in the shower. She stood under the water until it ran cold and her thoughts were sorted out.

They had to talk about this. Lena didn’t think Luke would turn into some possessive abusive boyfriend, but she needed to set him straight on a few things, including the fact that she would fuck whomever she pleased unless she made a commitment to him, and that wasn’t something they’d talked about.

With a clear, logical outline of what she wanted to say, Lena belted her robe and left the bathroom.

Luke was seated on the couch, wearing his cut-off sweats. He looked up at her entrance, and his beautiful brown eyes were haunted. He examined her, head to toe, then tentatively got to his feet.

“Lena, I—”

“No. I’m going to talk.” She moved to sit beside him on the couch, and Luke looked relieved that she was willing to get that close to him. “There are a few things we need to make clear. First, you do not own me.”

He looked away from her, the muscles along his jaw flexing.

“I mean it, you do not own me. I could walk out the door right now and go have a gang bang with fifteen bikers if I wanted.”

His hands clenched and unclenched, the muscles in his forearms flexing as he did so.

“I could do that, and you would have no right to stop me.”

He nodded, short and hard, but she could feel his frustration vibrating off him in waves. It was proof of how screwed up she was that Lena found this incredibly arousing. It was clear how much he wanted her, how much he hated the idea of anyone else touching her, but when confronted by her assertion of independence, he acknowledged it.

She laid her hand on his forearm, hello muscle definition, and squeezed. Luke turned to her, his eyes glittering in the shadow of his face, like those of a jaguar in the murk of the forest.

“But I won’t do that. Not because you said I can’t, not because you own me, but because I’ve made a commitment to you.” Lena’s voice hitched a bit as she said commitment, expecting him to bolt from her room, but Luke continued to look at her. “You’re living with me, and we’re having sex. To me, that’s a commitment.”

Luke’s arm turned under her hand, sliding until their fingers tangled together. “I would never touch another after having touched you.” Lena’s heart trembled as his accent deepened, his word patterns falling to archaic forms that lent credence to his words. “I desire none save you, crave no one’s touch but yours.”

“Luke…” Lena swayed into him, divinely seduced. He hesitated before meeting her in the kiss, a soft pairing of lips that contained the promise of fidelity they’d just voiced. It lasted for long perfect moments, Luke’s hands carefully cradling her back, just holding her. Lena felt as treasured as Sleeping Beauty, awakened with a kiss.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered when the kiss broke. “I didn’t mean to hurt you or scare you. After what you said, all I could imagine was some human man touching you, and I couldn’t stand it.”

“I understand, but you can’t do that, can’t treat me like you own me.”

“I’m sorry. I will never do it again.”

“Let’s not be hasty,” she grinned at him and walked her fingers up the side of his neck. “I was super hot, I mean like unbelievably hot. I definitely want to do it again, but we both need to understand it would just be in play, you don’t really own me. As soon as my leg is better I have this slave-girl fantasy I want to try.”

Luke signed heavily and then leaned back, helping her to curl up against him. He rested his cheek on her head and then said, “Human females are complicated.”

Lena laughed. “I think human males have a club you can join.”

“I heard you crying.”

The laughter died from Lena’s lips at the heartbreak in his words. “Luke…”

“I never want to make you cry or hurt you, yet that seems to be all I do.”

“No, don’t think that. You make me feel beautiful, more so than I’ve ever felt before. You let me be myself, listen to me and respect me. You cared for me when I was sick and don’t think I’m a slut for wanting some kinky sex. I don’t think you will ever understand how rare that is to find.”

It was pure truth. As she realized what she was saying, Lena cuddled closer to Luke, as if he would slip away. It was insane that she had such strong feelings for him after such a short time, that she’d invited him to live with her after a matter of days, but when she thought about all the reasons he was unique and different, it made perfect sense. Her cynical outlook on relationships was making her doubt, but her heart knew exactly what he was worth.

“Are you sure?”

“More than sure. I cried because I got a little stressed out. That sex was crazy, sexy and scary, all at the same time. I liked it, but didn’t know if I should. I wanted to do it again, but didn’t want you to think you owned me and would start beating me up or something.”

“I promise I will never hit you.”

“You take that back. I expect further spankings.”

“Ah, right. I promise to never hit you…”

“…in anger.”

“In anger,” he repeated, kissing her temple.

“I have a question.”

“Then I will answer you.”

“If I were a monster, would you own me?”

“I…don’t understand.”

“I mean, if I was a female monster and we were dating, would you own me or something like that?”

“My people are completely loyal once they have committed.” He tilted her chin up for a kiss, stalling any further questions.

Lena, let it go.

He probably didn’t want to talk too much about his people, considering they were on the brink of annihilation. But his short answer allowed her to make several inferences.

She’d reacted as if a human man had done that, but as soon as she calmed down Lena had been able to remind herself that he was playing with a different set of rules, and what he’d done might be completely acceptable, even desirable, among his people. Feeling quite worldly for having examined the situation for a culturally relative position, Lena stroked his bare shoulder, trailing her fingers over the skin marked by his tattoo, which seemed to vibrate under her touch.

They were both too tired for more sex, so when the kiss ended they settled back onto the couch.

“You know I’m going to have to retaliate,” Lena told him, fingers bumping over the ridges of his muscled stomach.

“Retaliate?” he asked warily.

“Yup. I think I may need to get a strap-on. A big one.” She peeked up at him, lips twitching as she tried to repress her smile, but Luke was looking at her expectantly. “You don’t know what a strap-on is?”

“No.”

“Well.” Lena sat up and straddled his lap, carefully positioning her leg to avoid strain. Settling her hands on Luke’s shoulders she leaned in and bit his earlobe. “It’s a way to, say, even the playing field.”

“Maybe you’d better describe it.” He’d gone from curious and wary to hostile and wary. He was learning.

Lips pressed against his ear she whispered to him. Luke went ridged as she described what it was, how she would wear it and what she would do to him with it. She nipped his ear once again and leaned back.

Luke’s face was frozen, lips pressed together, jaw and cheekbones in sharp relief as his eyes glittered with panic.

“Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

Luke’s mouth opened and closed a few times before he managed to stutter, “If that’s what you…what you really want.” His voice held the high-pitched squeaky note of a prepubescent boy.

Lena couldn’t hold it any longer. She collapsed into gales of laughter. Loving him all the more because, however strange or unnerving he might find it, he would have done it, for her.

Wait…love?

Her distraction allowed Luke to tumble her onto her back in the couch, and she forgot about the wayward thoughts of love when he started tickling her, growling playfully.

“You are a very mean woman to tease me so,” he whispered against her neck, his fingers inside her robe trailing over her ribs.

“I’m sorry,” she giggled. She had a brief moment of insecurity, wondering what he would think of her for giggling, if he thought she was immature or less intelligent because of her behavior, but he smiled down at her, and there was nothing but pleasure and joy in his eyes.

Lena took a deep breath, and relaxed.

 

“You don’t have to do this.”

“I know I don’t, I want to, let me in.”

“I’ll come out.”

Lena, who’d been leaning against her closed bedroom door, ear to the wood, backed up. The knob turned, stopped, then slowly turned the rest of the way. Lena resisted the urge to push the door open and rubbed her palms against her robe. The door eked open, allowing light to slide into the dark bedroom.

A claw tipped hand, large and rough, curled over the edge of the door, in the best horror movie tradition. Lena clenched her teeth together to stifle the instinctive cry. She could not stop herself from backing away, but did her best to appear to lean against the wall rather than be plastered against it in fear.

Luke opened the door fully, the half light and shadow from the hall painting the bones and mounds of muscle that roped his monster form. The half-light made him more frightening, and clenched teeth could not stop her small whimper of fear.

Luke started to close the door.

“No, no, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean that,” Lena said, voice strengthening with each word as she pushed the fear back.

“You are meant to fear me, it is best if we don’t do this.”

Lena pushed away from the wall and slid into the doorway, preventing him from closing the door and placing her hand over Luke’s. His talons were cold against her palm, with a ridge along the back. Hoping she would be less overwhelmed if she took it one thing at a time, Lena traced his talons with her fingers, examining them. They were dark, black as his wings and nicked.

“What happened?” she asked as she traced a deep gouge.

“Fight,” he whispered in the monster’s low threatening grumble.

Lena shivered, but it was not from fear. Sliding her fingers under his curved talons she lifted his hand from the door. The monster, her monster, let her do it, docile under her touch. That gave her a sense of power, and Lena curled her fingers around his talons, his hand too large for her to hold properly.

She backed down the hall, drawing him from the darkened bedroom where he’d retreated to change forms. He ducked under the doorway, twisting his torso to let his massive shoulders pass through. Lena pulled him down the hall to the living room.

“Maybe we should move the coffee table…”

At her words Luke bent slightly, lifted the table in one hand, and moved it into the small foyer. The door was now blocked, and Lena shivered at the realization that she was locked in here with him. There could be no escape.

She looked at her monster, his massive shoulder stooped slightly, head bowed, wings pulled in tight, wrapped over his back and shoulders like a cloak. Nothing in his manner was threatening—he looked unhappy, nervous.

Seeing him hurting cured Lena of her fear. He was such a sweet and gentle man…er…monster, it was not fair that he should hurt.

“Luke,” Lena stepped up and pressed her hand to his shoulder, his face was a bit too high to reach. “I want this, I want you like this.”

“You don’t need to prove anything to me.”

“Maybe I need to prove something to myself.”

“And I am the means?”

“No, you are reason.”

Lena pushed onto tiptoe, hand braced on his shoulder, his flesh cool to the touch, the red-brown flesh thicker than that of human skin, almost rubbery. As high as she stretched on her toes she still could not reach his face.

“I’m trying to kiss you, but you’re not helping.”

“Are you sure you want a kiss?” Luke opened his lips, peeling them back in a teeth-baring grin. His long fang-like canines were shiny with saliva. The rest of his teeth were equally sharp. All the hair on the back of her neck stood on end in reaction.

“Ah, maybe not,” Lena dropped back onto her toes and frowned at Luke. She was going to have to get creative. “Can you sit down?”

Luke nodded his lips sliding back into place over his dangerous teeth, and sank on his haunches. It was like watching a horse or dog sit back, his legs pressing down until the joint hit the ground. He reached forward with one long muscled arm and braced his fist against the floor for balance. His wings unfolded to help him balance, spanning her living room, different and magical among the knickknacks from Anthropologie.

Crouched there in his monster form he looked like a gargoyle, protecting and watching the city below. The enormity of what he was, what his very existence meant, settled on her, but then he said something—maybe her name—and the rumble of his voice brought her body to life. Beneath the robe her nipples beaded into hard peaks and when she shifted from foot to foot the wet folds of her sex slid against one another.

“Luke,” she murmured her voice husky and rough, a match to his, “look at me.”

He raised his head, those disquieting eyes settling on her, and Lena untied her robe, sliding it from her shoulders so she stood naked before him.

Luke shuddered, the movement magnified in his wings, which shivered with a sound like ship sails ruffled in a breeze. She had power over him, power enough to tame a monster.

Lena stalked him, placing one foot in front of the other, making him watch as she came closer, her hips rolling on each step. “Do you want me?”

“Yes,” he growled.

“How much?”

“More than you could ever know.”

Lena was right in front of him, his hot breath fanning her breasts, those dangerous teeth mere inches away. She slid her hands into his hair, which was rough, like twisted thread, and coarse as if those threads were raw silk, at the same time. “Then pleasure me.”

At her command Luke licked her breast. His tongue was long and rough, like that of a tiger, and she moaned as it abraded her nipple.

“Too rough?”

“No, more, again.”

Again his tongue slid between his teeth, stroking her breast, scraping her nipple. She moaned once more and he went wild.

His hand came around her waist, large enough to nearly circle it. The tips of his talons pressed into the flesh of her belly, making small dents but not breaking skin. The duller tip of his thumb talon pushed into her belly button, causing her to suck in a breath.

He switched to her as yet untouched breast and gave it three hard swipes, using his grip on her waist to pull her torso against his mouth. Lena’s fingers tightened into fists in his hair and Luke growled against her. The resulting flutter of fear dumped adrenaline into a body already sensitive with arousal.

The drag of air across her lips was incredibly sensual, the cold air of the room contrasting with the heat of his breath. His dangerous claws pressed so closely to her—forbidden and arousing.

“Your touch, oh please, I need you.”

He lifted her, simply picked Lena from the floor, her toes off the floor.

“Spread your legs,” he demanded, words barely discernable in the rough growl. She spread them as the peaks of his wings swooped forward, functioning as additional appendages. He hooked the pointed tips of his wings under her knees, lifting and spreading her legs as he tipped her back.

He didn’t stop until Lena’s legs were well spread, her wet and ready sex easy access for his tongue…and teeth. He still supported her with one hand around her waist, and Lena tipped her head back, hair sliding across her shoulders to fall behind her head.

The tips of two talons teased open the seam of her sex, even scratching lightly along the outer lips as he coaxed her body open. Cold air flooded her sex and Lena’s hands curled into fists, needing something to hold onto.

“Play with your breasts,” he instructed before pulling her body to his mouth. Not yet touching, merely breathing.

Lena’s hands found her breasts, fingers squeezing nipples that were still wet from his tongue. She pinched them, fingers sliding and slipping off the bright pink tips.

“When you play with yourself,” he growled, “I can see the reaction in your sex.”

“Please, please touch me.”

“Do you want my tongue?”

“Yes.”

“My…fingers?”

“Yes.”

“My cock?”

“Yes, yes, yes.”

“Good,” he growled. His talons opened her sex, pressing the lips wide. Then his tongue, rough against sensitive flesh, scraped over her. Lena screamed, but the intensity of his touch robbed her of thought and speech, so that her utterance was nothing more than a puff of breath.

His tongue swept over her again, whipping away her body’s lubricating warmth so that his tongue swept over her with rough demand. Her clit throbbed under the rough touch, which went on and on, his tongue long and insistent. Her fingers tightened around her nipples as he licked her again.

She came, body rocketed to orgasm by his insistent touch, the danger of and pleasure of him controlling and manipulating his body, all the while knowing he would never harm her.

Lena opened her eyes as the world swung around her, her legs slipping from his wings so that she dangled in his grip. He set her on the raised portion of the counter, spreading her legs wide. Lena’s breath shuddered through her, body still twitching from the orgasm. She blinked open her eyes to see Luke towering over her, his fangs glinting wetly in the light, his wings spread, blocking her view of the room behind them.

The tip of one talon traced her open sex, scraping over her clit. She was still so sensitive that the small touch raked a scream from her and her hands dug into his upper arms, nails pressing into his thick skin.

The talon left her clit, stroking south to toy with the inner lips of her sex and the entrance to her body.

“You are to remain still,” he growled, then slid his talon inside her. Lena’s mouth opened in shock. He was cold and unbearably hard inside her. She felt the faint press of the tip of his talon, explaining why he’d ordered her to remain still, so that he wouldn’t hurt her.

She looked down, between her spread legs, to see his talon embedded in her. The white of her thighs and red flush of her sex appeared soft and vulnerable when penetrated by the black claw. His finger moved the pointed tip of his talon pressing into her g-spot and Lena’s body was wracked by a second orgasm.

Luke wrapped his free hand around her hips, holding her still as she trembled from the force of her orgasm. Lena was shaken. She’d never come from g-spot stimulation, and she felt as though she’d been handed a live wire.

“Luke,” she whimpered as he withdrew from her body, “that was…that was…”

“I think you are ready now.”

“For what?” Even as she said it Lena’s attention was drawn down Luke’s body. “Oh,” she whispered faintly.

There could be no doubt that he wanted her. His cock, deep brown and vein roped, was fully erect—and approximately the size of a baseball bat. Lena licked her lower lip and nervously contemplated his massive dick. Conflicting urges to find a chair and a whip, like lion tamers at the circus used, or to lie back and beg him to fuck her with that massive thing, wiggled through her.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” he growled, turning from the dominant to sweetly worried in a heartbeat.

“Just give me a minute.” Lena reached out and stroked him, running her palm up and down him. His cock was hot, and incredibly hard under her palm. The skin here was more like that of human skin, thin and soft as it stretched over his throbbing member.

She circled her palm over the head of his cock and he shuddered, wings twitching. His eyes were closed, and when she gave him a firm squeeze his chest rose with his sharply indrawn breath. Growing bolder with each touch, Lena toyed with him, fingers and then nails running over his cock. He liked it rough in this form, and Lena did things that would have hurt a human man. Watching him react as she played with his hot flesh melted away Lena’s reservations.

Holding his cock with one hand she ran the other between her legs, scooping up her body’s moisture. She painted the head of his cock and the beginning of the shaft with the lubrication, preparing him to fuck her.

“I don’t want to hurt you,” he growled again, a bit desperately, as Lena used her hold on his cock to draw him towards her.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said with a growl of her own. His cock head brushed her sex, and Lena ran it between the folds, teasing her clit with it before pressing it down and positioning it at her entrance. She took her hand away.

They remained still, his cock, long as her forearm and nearly as thick, poised to take her. They might have remained that way forever if she hadn’t cupped his face, stroking the skin over his thick cheekbone.

The gentle touch prompted him to grip her hips, sliding her almost completely off the counter, and pushing the first inch of his cock into her. He was big, nearly painfully so, but she was loose and ready from the orgasms, and his overwhelming size was exactly what she wanted.

He slid in another inch and his thick cock head pushed against her inner walls, caressing and stimulating places inside her that rarely received such a definitive touch. Lena tipped her head back again, wrapping her fingers over his biceps as he continued to fill her. Inch after thick inch pushed inside, until Lena whimpered and begged him to stop.

Four inches of his cock still remained outside her body. Lena traced those inches up to the place where their bodies joined, stroking her stretched flesh. She gave her inner muscles a testing squeeze, and they both shuddered.

He inched out, slow as he’d entered, until just the head remained. He ordered her to look at him, and when she focused on those black eyes, he slammed back into her. Lena screamed, her body shook with pleasure, or maybe pain, for the line was unbearably blurred. He’s stopped with four inches out, being sure not to go deeper than she could safely take, but he wasn’t gentle about it.

He pulled out again and started fucking her in earnest, hips rocking forward to drive himself home into her. Lena began to thrash, nails raking his chest and arms, hair whipping around her head as she shook it. She was overwhelmed, consumed, by the feel of his cock in her, continuous low-grade orgasms rocked her body, forcing her into a never-ending loop of pleasure which allowed her no rest, granted her no quarter.

Luke slid his wide hand up her back, cupping her thrashing head. He pulled her upper body towards his as he continued to brutally fuck her. His pressed their cheeks together, using his hand and head to still her mad thrashing. Talons caressed her scalp as his hot cheek pressed into her flushed one.

Retreat and surge, withdraw and fill, again and again he filled her. With her cheek pressed to his Lena could feel the shudders that wracked him, hear his panting breath. He turned his head and carefully brushed his mouth over her cheek. The form was not equipped for kissing, but he tried, that tender kiss expressing softness to contrast with the rough fuck. It was that dichotomy that sent her over the edge.

In his arms she was both the wanton sexpot who wanted nothing more than a rough fuck and the beautiful woman who deserved princess treatment. He touched her, body and mind, and knew her, heart and soul.

Lena turned her head, to brush her lips against his, kissing mouth and fang, kissing her monster, as her body succumbed to an intense orgasm. She’d been riding a high wave of pleasure from the moment he’d pushed into her, and now, with this orgasm, that pleasure was spiked to a level she’d never known. Lights burst before her eyes, her body clamped down on his cock, and her arms went over his shoulders, hands gripping the base of his wings where they connected to his back.

Luke came, too, she felt the flood of heat inside her and his body shook in her grip. The pleasure lasted for long precious moments. Lena slipped in and out of awareness, shuddering as he slipped his cock from her. She went into his arms with complete trust when he lifted her from the counter. The world swung dizzily before he lay her down on the couch, the fabric cold against sweat-dewed flesh. He abandoned her for a moment, and Lena welcomed the brief respite, needing the time to reattach with her well-used body. When Luke returned to her his human arms slid around her, hands tipped by nothing more dangerous than short nails caressing her back and shoulders.

“Did I hurt you?”

“No.”

“I was afraid I would hurt you.”

“Luke,” Lena opened one eye and cupped his cheek. “That was incredible. That was seriously amazing sex. I might be a bit sore tomorrow, but it was worth it. You are wonderful, amazing, no matter what body you’re in.”

He traced her face with his fingers, stroking her forehead, following the line of her temple down to her cheek and finally cupping her jaw. “I don’t think you will ever understand how much it means to me that you did that, that you are willing to touch me that way.”

He swallowed and averted his eyes. Protectiveness welled in Lena. She cupped his cheek in return, pulling him to her for a long, slow, kiss.


Chapter Nineteen

“We’ve seen what he looks like as a monster, now we want to see you.”

“Luke is a fuzzy bunny compared to what I look like.”

“Ohhh, I see how it is. Do you have a small penis in monster form?”

Henry sprayed margarita across the patio. Margo, who’d been teasing him, trying to coax or bully him into changing forms, smiled.

“Are you a dwarf? Gremlin? Troll?” Margo prodded.

Henry, jaw clenched, started unbuttoning his shirt, stripping so he could change. Lena stuck her fingers in her mouth and whistled as the others let out catcalls. Akta, their hostess for the evening, emerged from the house onto the back patio. She glanced at Henry, who was now shirtless, and shook her head.

“Ignore them,” Akta called out, “don’t give these girls a cheap thrill. Margo’s practically a born-again virgin it’s been such a long time since she’s seen cock.”

Lena, seated next to Luke, laughed as Margo threw a roll at Akta, who darted inside the French doors. Henry, looking sheepish, pulled his shirt on. Michael, who’d managed to ignore Margo’s teasing and refrain from being provoked into a strip show, clapped his friend on the back.

Luke squeezed her fingers, and Lena turned to him, smiling still. He traced her cheek with his finger.

“You’re beautiful when you smile.”

Lena turned her head and kissed his palm, the world around her fading as she brushed her lips over the secret hollow of his palm.

“No need to flaunt it,” Margo muttered as she sat down on Lena’s other side, effectively killing the mood. Lena gave Luke’s palm a last teasing brush with the tip of her tongue and sat back.

It was the perfect Southern California night. The moon hung heavily in the sky, the air was warm and fresh, carried in from the ocean by a steady western breeze. Akta’s house in the Hollywood Hills boasted a view, a tiny pool and a huge flagstone terrace complete with a twelve-seat outdoor table, made of heavy dark wood to match the house’s Spanish architecture. Tea candles threw their light against the insides of jewel-tone glass cylinders, painting the tabletop and those who sat around it jade, cobalt, crimson and emerald.

Margo bumped Lena’s knee under the table when she didn’t respond, “Earth to Lena.”

Shaking herself from the languid stupor the warm night, soft light and man beside her had lulled her into, Lena smirked. “Can’t help myself, it’s the best sex ever, in the history of mankind.”

Margo rolled her eyes and then reached for the basket of rolls, pulling her hand away at the last minute.

“One roll won’t kill you,” Lena told her friend. Under the table Luke laced his fingers with hers, and warmth spread up Lena’s arm.

“Kill me, no. Adhere to my fat ass? Yes.”

“Okay everyone, burgers are ready.” Jane, the grill master for the night, heaped the last of the turkey and veggie burger patties onto a platter held by Michael, who’d been her shadow at the BBQ. The kebabs of chicken and pineapple were already on the table

Akta brought out a tray of condiments to add to the already full table and everyone sat. As they passed dishes, loading up thick ceramic plates with salads, burgers and veggies, conversation rose and fell in a natural rhythm. The guys had integrated into their circle of friendship faster than anyone else ever had.

Lena tipped red wine into Luke’s glass and then passed the bottle to Margo. Luke was busy constructing a double-decker burger. It was a sign of how far gone she was that it made Lena feel good to feed him.

A brief lull fell as everyone started munching. Cali wiped her mouth and looked up.

“I have a question for the monsters.”

“Cali,” Jane hissed.

“What? That’s what they are.”

“Yes, but there is no need to call them that.”

“Why not? If we’re going to change the way America sees monsters we’re going to have to make it a good word. Starting now.”

“Hmm,” Jane said, “she has a point.”

“Anyway,” Cali carried on, with the singular focus of an artist, “here’s my question. What are your real names?”

Luke, Michael and Henry all went still. Luke’s munching slowed to long chews as he looked at his friends. A knot of dread solidified in Lena’s stomach. This was it, this was the proverbial other shoe, the thing that was going to make her perfect guy a nightmare.

“What makes you think that we have other names?” Henry asked.

“Oh please,” Cali said, popping a grape in her mouth and munching, forcing everyone to wait.

Lena curled her hands into fists and contemplated extreme bodily harm to Cali unless she started talking.

Cali swallowed and picked up a breadstick, jabbing it in the air to emphasize her words. “You said that you watched a lot of movies, right? That’s how you learned about human, well, realistically, western culture?”

“Yes,” Henry admitted. He was seated across from Cali and so bore the brunt of her questions.

“You’ll never convince me that monsters, mythical creatures with a hidden society, have boring names like Michael.”

“Hey,” Michael protested.

Cali jabbed the breadstick in his direction. “If I were to guess, and I think I’ll have to since you three want to pretend these are your names, I’m guessing you chose human names from your favorites movies.”

Luke picked up his wine and gulped it down.

“If I were to further my hypothesis,” Cali continued, “I would guess that you had the most exposure to blockbuster classics. I doubt you picked names from Citizen Kane or Hedwig and the Angry Inch.”

Luke squirmed in his seat and the knot of dread in Lena’s stomach loosened. She saw where Cali was going with this, and it wasn’t something bad. If she was right, it was the cutest thing ever.

Cali jabbed at Michael with the breadstick. “Michael isn’t all that distinctive. But you don’t go by Mike, always Michael. So, who is the most famous Michael in modern-classic blockbusters?” Cali opened the question up to the table.

There was a beat of silence before Jane cleared her throat. When she spoke her voice had dropped and her eyebrows lowered. “‘My father is no different than any powerful man, any man with power, like a president or senator.’”

Lena burst out laughing at Jane’s mangled impression of Michael Corleone from The Godfather. Michael shifted in his seat, but did not smile until Jane laid a hand on his forearm and said, “I love that movie.”

Chaos descended as everyone at the table quoted The Godfather trilogy in terrible Italian accents and Akta hummed the theme song. Michael relaxed, but Henry and Luke were still tense.

Lena settled her palm on his leg under the table and rubbed. Luke turned to her, eyes veiled by his lashes. Lena smiled slightly and patted him.

Luke. Was it from…?

“You’re next.” Cali pointed her breadstick at Henry, who leaned away, as if she’d tried to stab him. “This one is a bit harder. It could be something obvious, like Henry VIII, but I don’t think so. Something esoteric like Henry Van Cleve from Heaven Can Wait? No, not enough exposure. So where is there a Henry in modern-classic blockbusters?”

“Henry Thompson from Seven Angry Men.”

“The little boy from E.T. His name was Henry.”

“No, I know it!” Akta jumped out of her chair she was so excited. Henry, seated next to her, leaned away, pushed into the corner of his chair by Cali’s breadstick and Akta’s enthusiasm.

“Indy!”

“Huh?” Margo asked, as Cali sat back in her chair and grinned.

“Indiana Jones,” Akta explained. “Remember, his real name was Henry.” She dropped her voice and added a lilt for her best Sean Connery impression, which was worse than Jane’s Michael Corleone. “Henry Jones, Jr. We named the dog Indiana.”

Henry relaxed when the girls all smiled and laughed. He and Akta managed to do ten minutes of dialogue from the movie, much to the amusement of everyone else. When the laughter quieted all eyes turned to Luke.

He slid his hands from the tabletop to the arms of the chair, and Lena could see his fingers trembling. Remembering the way he’d almost passed out last time he was faced with their collective attention, Lena took pity on him.

“If we’re talking modern classics, there’s only one Luke,” she touched Luke’s arm, drawing his attention to her, and smiled. He calmed, shoulders lowering as he looked at her. “Star Wars?”

Luke nodded, and Lena could see the faintest tint of red coloring his cheekbones. Margo groaned while Cali laughed and Akta and Jane put their hands over their mouths for the Vader-helmet breath noise and droned out, “Luuuuuuuke, I am your father.”

Luke leaned in and breathed a gentle kiss across Lena’s cheek. “You’re not angry with me?”

“No, but will you tell me your real name?”

“It’s Chevo.”

“Hmm, Luke is slightly easier to pronounce.”

“And I like the way you say my name when I have my mouth on your sex.”

It was delicious and naughty that he would speak of such things while their friends sat so close, laughing and joking. She loved it.

“How would you feel about an Indian-brave-kidnapped-settler fantasy?”

“Indian brave?”

“Oh yeah. You, in a loin cloth—hot.”

“And I would kidnap you?” His tone was non-committal, so Lena backpedaled, a touch hurt that he hadn’t immediately agreed.

“I know it’s not P.C. but it would just be for fun…”

“I would kidnap you and do whatever I want with you? Touch you wherever I want?” His voice dripped with promise and Lena shivered in anticipation.

“Oh yeah.”

Luke’s hand slid along the top of her thigh and Lena’s sex flooded with arousal.

“And what does that have to do with my name?” He asked as his breath against the fine hairs of her neck distracted her.

“You, ah, look sort-of Native American, and the name…”

“I understand.”

“Remind me to ask why that is. I mean, why you look like this and Michael and Henry are white bread.”

“Later, ask later,” he whispered as his mouth covered hers.

There, in front of all her friends, the family she’d chosen for herself, Luke kissed her, and she kissed him back. It wasn’t until Margo bounced a roll off the back of Luke’s head that they broke apart, lips clinging until the last moment. Sound returned in a rush, her friend’s catcalls and cries of “get a room” barely penetrating the sweet haze of pleasure his kiss instilled in her.

Luke leaned back in his chair, tangling their fingers and lifting their joined hands to kiss hers.

Lena felt like a medieval princess receiving the pledge of a noble knight. She, the consummate young, urban professional woman, reveled in the devotion and protection Luke offered her. Though years of breaking glass ceilings and dating men threatened by her success had convinced Lena she should not want what he offered, her heart would not be denied.

With Luke she could be herself.

Stunned by this revelation Lena sank into a brown study as dinner wound down and the diners ferried everything inside, relocating the party to Akta’s plush living room to watch the Indiana Jones trilogy.

When the only people on the terrace were Luke and Lena, he touched a hand to her face.

“Are you all right?”

Blinking, Lena turned to him, “I’m more than all right.”

Coming out of her seat, Lena climbed onto his lap, legs on either side of his. She slid her hand down his chest and stomach to the fastening of his jeans. Beneath the denim and zipper he was already hard.

“You’re hard. Have you been sitting here with that thing in your pants?” Lena reached both arms up and freed the clip that held her hair. The position lifted her breasts, the thin tank top and bra she wore emphasizing their soft, full weight rather than masking it.

“Yesss,” with his eyes on her tits, Luke hissed out the word. “Since you licked my palm.”

“Really? It can’t have been comfortable to sit here this whole time with your cock ready to rip your pants.”

“It wasn’t.”

“Take it out,” her words floated on the night air, as rich and soft as the jeweled light the candles cast. Luke lowered his hands to his fly and Lena lifted her peasant skirt, bunching it high on her thighs so she could watch him struggle to free his cock. With careful precision he lowered the zipper, his eyes darting between the movement of his hands and her own pale fingers spread across her naked thighs, holding her skirt up.

When his cock was free, Lena took it in hand and played with the foreskin, coaxing him to that final peak of arousal. Luke’s hands went white around the arms of the chair and Lena wished she had some rope on hand to bind him with. That fantasy would have to wait.

Not so lost in arousal that she didn’t realize their friends were only a glass door away, Lena scooted forward and dropped her skirts over him. She slid one hand into the dark cave she’d created and grasped his cock, sliding it through the naked folds of her sex, wetting the tip before positioning him at the entrance to her body.

Luke moaned as she sank onto him, thighs straining to keep the movement torturously slow. Lena pressed one finger over his lips and nodded toward the house. Luke jerked his head in acknowledgement and then sucked her finger into his mouth.

Her finger penetrated the warm, wet cavern of his mouth as his cock penetrated her in the hidden space between her legs. Once she was fully seated on him, Luke scooted his hips forward a bit, giving her more room to brace her legs.

With her finger still in his mouth, Lena tipped her head back and rode him. As he’d claimed her with a kiss, she claimed him with sex. He was hers, and she was showing the world, letting the stars and moon bear witness to this carnal act.

She let the rhythm grow naturally. This was basic, almost simple, sex, but between two people who’d reveled in pushing sexual boundaries, this touch carried a weight far different than anything that had come before it.

His hands cupped her hips to help her as the rhythm increased, her finger sliding from his mouth so she could brace her hands on his shoulders.

“Lena, Lena,” he whispered, “I love you.”

On that she came, body tight around his, hips grinding down onto him as she threw her head back and bit her lip to stifle her cry of pleasure.

Luke pressed his face to her chest, panting and shuddering as he too found release.

She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and held him to her chest, resting her cheek atop his head.

They stayed that way for long moments. Wrapped in one another, the heat generated by the sex steamed away into the cool night air.

“You don’t have to love me back.”

Lena released Luke and moved away a little, blinking in astonishment at his words.

“I don’t want you to think I don’t know what it means. I do. I understand. Just because I’ve never loved someone before doesn’t mean this isn’t love.”

His cheeks were flushed, but with passionate emotion, not embarrassment. His voice rumbled with the conviction of each word. This honorable, kind, gorgeous and brilliant man…monster, was offering her everything.

“I understand, and I know this is love. I love you. But you don’t have to love me back. I want you to. I want it so bad I feel sick when I think about it, but I understand if you can’t.”

His words poured out, expressing the painful vulnerability that Lena had always considered a deeply human experience. He’d just proved that the desire to love a beloved transcended humanity. Perhaps each being with a beating heart knew this pain.

Cupping his face, Lena forced him to look at her. His jaw was clenched, shoulders tight as if expecting a blow. She smiled, loving him all the more for the courage of this moment. His expression faltered at her smile, the vulnerability seeping through the walls he’d tried to construct.

“I love you,” she told him, grinning in joy as a smile broke across his face. “I love you. Being with you has erased years of self-doubt and worry. For the first time I feel like I can be myself, be Lena. I don’t have to always be sweet, or always be a hard-ass. You want only the truth from me, and that is terrifying and liberating in a way I can’t even explain. And you, my gorgeous lover, are kind, patient and gentle one moment, hard, dominant and dangerous the next, and that is…is…”

Lena ran out of words, ran out of breath as he grinned at her, the expression making him a hundred times more handsome. Luke’s arms came around her, crushing her to his chest. Lena laughed and kissed him, pecking kisses over his face as Luke slid one arm under her hips and stood.

She wrapped arms and legs around him, gasping and moaning as his now-soft cock slipped from her. Luke took a few steps into an open area, and spun around. Lena shrieked and giggled as her hair and skirt flew out behind her. Darkness and light whirled around them, immaterial when compared to the reality they found in one another’s arms. In that swirling vortex of black and cobalt the only thing she had, the only thing she needed, was the man who held her close.

“I love you,” he told her.

Lena trusted her weight to his arms and let go of his shoulders. “I love you, don’t let me fall,” and with that she flung her arms back and up, whirling and whirling under the night sky.


Chapter Twenty

“You want to go in?”

“Not yet.”

Luke lay on a deflated air mat beside the pool. Lena sat on the side, feet dangling in the water as she reclined against Luke’s belly. Her left hand was clasped with his, as his right hand toyed with her hair.

They’d been out here for almost an hour, occasionally talking, but mostly just being. A gust of wind rippled the surface of the pool and Lena shivered. It was late, and her bare arms were cold. The water of the pool was actually warmer than the air.

“You’re cold, are you sure you don’t want to go in?”

“Yes, but my sweater and some wine would be nice.”

Luke kissed the back of her hand and then helped her to sit up before rising and heading into the house. She watched him walk away, lust, an emotion that never seemed too far away with him, toyed with tender love, creating a thick ball of feeling in her chest.

When he disappeared into the house Lena tipped her head back to look at the stars, her legs swirling through the warm water of the pool.

She was in love. Finally she had the kind of love she’d dreamed about but never admitted to wanting. As scary as it was to imagine, Lena did not doubt that Luke would die for her, and she knew she would do the same for him.

Lost in her pleasant musings, it took Lena a moment to register the oddity in the night sky. A shape, too distant to be defined, seemed to float between the stars. Here in the hills there was not as much light pollution, and the sky was true black in its upper reaches.

For a moment she lost sight of it. Then a star winked out only to reappear.

A trickle of unease skittered through Lena and she stilled, legs falling motionless in the water. Though she waited and watched, nothing happened. Chastising herself for being ridiculous, as surely whatever had attacked her before would not attempt anything with Luke, Henry and Michael in the living room, no more than ten yards away, Lena forced herself to relax.

Just as she was about to lower her gaze from heaven to earth a massive shape blocked out the moon. Wings of cobalt blue, stretching at least twenty feet from tip to tip, blotted out the moon’s light. It was barely ten feet above her, having dropped from the highest reaches of the sky in a matter of moments.

Lena went cold inside. Adrenaline flooded her, every inch of skin tingling with the need to run, run, run. She opened her mouth, the scream of terror escaping her only a moment before talon tipped fingers wrapped around her neck, dragging her into the water.

 

“So, what happened?”

“I told her I love her.”

“And?”

“She loves me too.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah,” Luke looked up from the bottle of white wine he was trying to uncork and grinned at Henry. “She said she loved me too.”

“That’s awesome.”

Luke let go of the wine to accept a one-armed hug and back thumping from his friend.

“So what happens now?”

“I don’t really know. I’m already living with her, I guess we just…enjoy.”

A faint noise caught Luke’s attention and his head snapped up. From Akta’s kitchen he could see the back wall of the living room. Everyone else seemed relaxed. There was a loud crash as Indiana Jones destroyed something, and Luke decided the noise must have been the movie. The crashing sounds faded into a splash.

Luke’s hands stilled on the corkscrew.

“Henry, did you just hear a splash?”

He popped a cracker into his mouth and munched it down before answering. “Yeah.”

“There isn’t a splash in this part of Indiana Jones, is there?”

Henry, who’d watched the movie so many times he’d lost count, straightened away from the counter. “No, there isn’t.”

“Something’s wrong,” Luke said with a sudden soul deep conviction. In human form he sacrificed some of his instinct, but not all. Dread slithered in his stomach like a ball of snakes. “Lena.”

As the last syllable of her name faded Luke raced from the room, leaping over the legs of the movie viewers.

“Hey, what’s going on?”

“Luke?”

“Watch it! Where are you going?”

Luke threw the door open and exploded onto the patio. Like metal shavings to a magnet his gaze was forced to the pool, where a blue-winged monster held something under the water.

Luke let out a roar of rage, his sudden panic and bloodlust spurring his change in forms. His clothes ripped from his body as wings sprouted from his back, his legs reversed their bend and his muscles quadrupled in size. He leapt from the ground, two heavy beats of his wings propelling him to the pool.

Grabbing his enemy by the neck and one wing he threw him out of the water, raking his talons through the thin membrane of the wing to disable his opponent.

Lena floated face down in the water, her jewel-toned skirt floating around her legs like wings of a creature far more delicate than he would ever be. He scooped her out of the water. He didn’t know what to do, didn’t know how to fix this.

“Luke, Luke! Bring her here.”

It was Jane who cried out, her words broken by tears. Michael stood at her back, gaze focused on where their enemy worked to recover from Luke’s toss.

He lowered his lover onto the cement. Jane flipped her over onto her back and pressed her mouth to Lena’s. She sat up, braced the heels of her hands one atop the other and pressed them to Lena’s chest, pumping her heart.

“Luke, behind you,” Michael shouted.

Luke spun to see his enemy rising to his feet. Long strings of membrane hung in tattered strips from his wing. Luke launched himself from the pool. He would rend the creature limb from limb for killing his beloved.

They met ten feet from the ground, the other monster’s broken wing struggling to lift him into the sky. Talons flashed in the moonlight as they battled, opening flesh to let black blood drip to the earth.

His enemy reached gold talons towards Luke’s wing, but he spun away in time, using the motion to grab the other monster by the leg and fling him against a tree. His enemy rose, climbing onto a branch, which groaned with his weight, and used the height to launch himself at Luke. They fell twenty feet into the pool, sending up geysers of water.

Luke went in first, his back striking the concrete floor. Using it to his advantage as pain zinged through his shoulders and wings, Luke pushed up, grabbing his enemy by the neck. Their heads broke the surface, each snarling, the golden talons opening long furrows in his arms and chest as Luke marched them to the edge of the pool.

There, with ruthless precision, Luke started to slam the other monster’s head against the concrete rim. Cobalt wings fluttered and flashed, throwing water as his enemy struggled to free himself from the skull crushing blows.

Luke would offer no mercy, for he was dead inside. He knew Lena was dead. When he’d lifted her there had been no movement in her—

“Luke, Luke!”

—neither breath nor heartbeat—

“Luke, stop, you’re going to kill him.”

—Lena?

Releasing the other monster, who slipped, unconscious, into the depths of the pool, Luke turned. There, supported by her friend and protected by his, was his beloved. Her hair hung in wet ropes around her face, and she was shivering, but alive.

“Lena?”

She nodded, smiling even as she wept.

Luke trudged through the water, trailing blood as he went. He stopped when he reached her, feasting on her with his eyes.

“I want to touch you,” he growled, deep voice laced with the danger of battle.

“Then touch me.”

“I don’t want to scare you.”

“I am not afraid.”

Luke cupped her face with talon tipped fingers, broad palms dwarfing her skull. Jane drew away as Luke touched her, allowing them a moment of privacy.

“I thought I’d lost you,” he whispered, the growl so pronounced the words were barely discernable, but she understood. Had there been no words, she would have understood.

“It’s okay, I’m okay. I love you.”

Luke closed his eyes and lowered his hands. Standing in the water he changed forms again, changing to human, the tattoo that held him in form blossoming across his shoulder. Though he’d been waist deep as a monster, he was now up to his shoulders.

Planting his hands on the edge he propelled himself out. Jane was there, holding a stack of towels. Luke carefully wrapped three of them around Lena before taking one for himself.

He lifted her and moved to a lounge chair, the closest thing. He sat, settling her in his lap. He needed to hold her, just…hold her, for a few moments.

Lena used a corner of her towel to blot at the lacerations that covered his chest and arms. A few were deep, most would heal with a good night of sleep in his monster form, but Luke let her fuss, the pain of terrycloth over exposed skin minor when compared to the relief and pleasure of holding her.

Henry and Michael, both still in human form, fished the other monster from the bottom of the pool. They strained to pull the massive body out of the water. As Luke examined the creature, rage surged once more. Lena was as slight and fragile as a bird when compared to that, it was unconscionable that the creature had attacked her.

From now on, she wasn’t leaving his side.

Henry, panting, looked up. “It’s Runako.”

Luke cursed under his breath.

“Who’s Runako?” Lena asked.

“He’s one of our people who most strongly opposed our plan.”

“Oh, I guess that explains why he tried to kill me.”

Luke growled at the reminder, and Lena stroked his arm. “I’m okay, I’m okay.”

“He’s waking up!” Henry and Michael both jumped back.

Lena went rigid in Luke’s arms. “What do they mean, ‘waking up’? I thought he was dead.”

“No, you stopped me from killing him.”

“Killing is bad, so I’m glad you didn’t, but shouldn’t we, um, restrain him or something?” Lena’s voice rose, ending on a squeak as Runako flapped tattered wings, and pushed to his feet.

Luke slid out from under Lena, settling her back on the chair.

“Luke…”

“Yes, my love?”

“Be careful.”

“I will be.”

Wrapping the towel more securely around his waist, Luke moved towards Runako. Though he could have killed each of them with a single blow as they were in their weaker human forms, Runako did not attack Luke, Henry or Michael.

“Runako, I claim dominance in a fair fight.” Luke let his words ring out, a hint of anger giving them a threatening edge. He used English, rather then the old language. They’d once been friends, and he knew Runako could speak English.

There was a moment of silence before he said, “I admit defeat.” Runako’s voice was melodious and smooth, meant to lure rather than warn.

“You’ve attempted to kill my woman, my mate. That is a death offense. Your position regarding humans is well known, but it is still against our laws to kill them.”

“Kill? I did not try to kill the human.”

Runako’s voice rang with shock and outrage. Luke paused, forcing his rage down in order to listen for the truth or lie in the other monster’s words.

“You shot her with your darts.”

“The smallest ones, meant only to scare her.”

“And here you tried to drown her.”

“What is drown? I wanted only to scare her.”

Luke looked at Henry and Michael, and saw dawning comprehension on each of their faces. While they had studied and loved humanity, many, like Runako, had not.

“Runako, I would have you know why I level the accusation of mate-murder on you. The poison of your darts is enough to kill a human.”

Runako jerked, wings flashing in the moonlight. “Those darts are nuisances only, nothing more.”

“And you held her under the water. Humans cannot survive more than sixty seconds under the water.”

“Sixty seconds?” Runako’s eyes darted to Lena then back to Luke. “You lie, were they so easy to kill they would not be such a plague upon this earth.”

“I speak the truth.”

Runako looked from Luke to Henry and then Michael, each of whom confirmed with a nod. Runako’s head dropped between his shoulders.

“You know my story, you know why I hate what you do. But know this, I did not wish death for that human, and would not have touched her had I known she was your mate.”

Luke’s rage drained away. He believed Runako.

“I acknowledge your words as true, but in partial payment for what you have done, you will change into your human form and join us.”

Runako jerked, hating that order more than anything else, but, in the ways of their people, he was forced to obey both because of his defeat and to acknowledge the insult done.

Multicolored lights flashed as Runako shrank from the massive monster to a muscle-bound human man with skin the color of mahogany.

Luke saw movement out of the corner of his eye. Lena’s friends had slowly crept out into the backyard, watching this small drama unfold. Now all four of them stared at Runako’s human form with lowered jaws.

“He’s the bad guy, so it’s wrong that I find him totally hot, isn’t it?” Jane asked her friends, the night wind carrying her voice just enough so that Luke could hear.

“Love the villains,” Cali replied. “Akta, you need some light back here, there are too many shadows.”

“I’ll get them first thing tomorrow. Look at those arms.”

“Ladies, you all need to step back, this one’s mine,” Margo said, moaning a little in pleasure as Runako turned to talk to Henry, giving the women a view of his back side.

Luke turned his head to stare at the women. Perhaps feeling his stare they looked at him.

He raised his eyebrows. “He just tried to kill Lena.”

“He didn’t mean to,” Jane muttered, though she had the grace to blush.

Margo bumped Jane with her hip, then glared at Luke. “We didn’t say we wanted to bear his children, just fuck him into oblivion.”

“Well if that’s all…” Shaking his head at the amorous nature of human women, which was clearly under-represented in movies, Luke made his way over to Henry and Runako, who were speaking in the old language.

“Runako,” Luke said, drawing the other monster’s attention. When Runako turned Luke drew back his fist and punched Runako full in the face.

“Nicely done,” Michael said, coming over to toe Runako’s unconscious body. Henry was shaking his head. Lena came up beside Luke, resting a hand on the small of his back.

“Feel better?” she asked, a lips twitching.

“Yes.”

“I’m glad.”

Margo and the others popped up on Luke’s other side. Margo dropped to her knees and pried open Runako’s eyelids. “He’s out cold.”

“So ripping each other to shreds wasn’t enough? You had to land him like a trout?”

“He tried to kill Lena.”

Margo got Henry and Michael to haul Runako inside, where they set him up on the couch. Margo sat next to him and held a bag of frozen peas to his jaw. Luke dropped into a plush armchair. Lena had gone with Akta to find dry clothes. When she emerged wearing a white tank top and pink pants that let her hipbones peek out, Luke pulled her down onto his lap.

It would be a long time before Luke stopped wanting to hold her every moment of every day. He could have lost her, and that would have ripped out his heart, no matter what form he took.

Runako woke to find Margo peering down at him and froze.

“The human is touching me,” he said in the old language.

“She’s tending to you,” Henry told him.

“Make her stop.” Runako’s voice had risen, ending in a sharp yelp.

Luke, Michael and Henry looked at one another. Michael grinned and draped his arm around Jane, drawing Runako’s attention. The new addition’s eyes were wide as he saw Michael touch Jane.

“Are you afraid of the human, warrior Runako?” Michael taunted.

A snarl twisted Runako’s lips, but just as he was about to make what would have undoubtedly been a blistering retort, Margo pinched his nose.

“No fair talking in a different language.”

Luke, Michael and Henry all howled with laughter at the look on Runako’s face as he laid there, Margo’s fingers pinching his nose.

“Now that I have your attention,” Margo said, releasing him. “I want to know why exactly you tried to kill my friend.”

“I did not want to hurt her, I would not kill her.” Runako twisted to look back over the arm of the couch at Lena. There was a moment of silence before Lena nodded.

“I did not mean to kill her, I truly did not know a little water could do such damage to frail human bodies.” He looked down at himself in disgust. “I only wanted to discourage Chevo from this awful plan.”

“The council gave us leave to attempt this,” Michael reminded him.

“You are fools to believe the humans will ever accept us. They will hunt and kill us, mount us on their walls, dissect us in their white rooms, torture us to madness before allowing us death.”

“Humans are reasonable, we would not do that,” Jane protested.

Runako turned his face away, the muscles in his jaw clenching and unclenching.

Any residual anger Luke felt towards the other monster melted away as Luke remembered what Runako’s family had suffered.

“Humans would, and Runako knows that better than any other. He had a twin, a female, who was taken by the humans. They had a psychic bond, and he had to live through her torture and death as the humans who captured her ripped off her wings before turning her over to scientists.”

Luke remembered that day. They’d been called together to restrain Runako who’d been mad with his twin’s pain and his own need to save her. They’d known there was nothing to be done, and so Runako had been forced to endure his sibling’s pain as she was dissected while still alive.

“My God,” Margo whispered, her hard exterior melting away to reveal the woman of deep caring who hid beneath the iron defenses. “I’m so sorry,” she said, resting her hand on Runako’s cheek and turning his face to her.

“T—thank you,” Runako whispered, clearly stunned by her words.

“You say that the humans would never accept us, but these five have.” Luke told him, gesturing around the room.

“You asked me to agree to expose myself and what is left of my family to these people who hate and fear us.”

“That is what we want to change,” Lena said, drawing Runako’s attention. “Luke, um, Chevo, brought us an idea, and we’re going to expand on it. We know it may take a long time, but we will change the way everyone thinks about monsters.”

“What could be powerful enough to change thousands of years of human opinion?”

“You’ve never seen a movie?” Cali asked in the same tone you would use to accuse someone of killing cats in their basement.

“A movie?”

The room erupted in noise, everyone voicing their opinion on what Runako’s first movie should be. Luke looked over at the other monster, who appeared distinctly overwhelmed.

“Runako,” Luke said in the old language, “We could use your help, your opinion. At the very least see what we have planned, then if you still believe our plan is hopeless, and cannot support us, leave. But you must promise not to harm any of us again.”

Runako looked around, taking in Henry’s laughter as Akta sang the music from a 2001: A Space Odyssey, Michael’s arm draped over Jane’s shoulders, Cali’s waxing poetic about what it would be like to be a virgin movie watcher. Finally he turned his attention to Margo, whose hand rested casually on his arm.

“I will stay,” Runako said in English, “I will help.”


Chapter Twenty-One

“How do you feel?”

“My throat and chest are a bit sore, but nothing major. You’re the one who needs some TLC.”

“TLC?”

“Tender,” Lena kissed his cheek, “love” his lips, “and care,” and the skin just below a long gash over his collarbone.

“If you plan on taking your lips any further down, I won’t stop you.”

“As much as I would love to do that, we need to look after your injuries.”

Lena rose from the couch where she’d been reclining next to Luke. They’d returned to her apartment half an hour ago, leaving the others to sort out sleeping arrangements and deal with Runako. The blessed quiet of Lena’s dimly lit home had lulled them into half waking stupor. Lena would have been content to lie there all night, dozing as she lay curled up on the couch beside them, but Luke’s wounds worried her. Though they were healing fast, most already partially knitted together, there were spots of blood on the T-shirt he’d borrowed.

“I will heal on my own.”

“I know you will,” Lena bent and stroked his cheek, “but I don’t want you to hurt for even one second beyond what you must.”

Luke nodded, but the movement was stiff, he was trying to hide the extent of his exhaustion and pain.

“Luke, stop it, don’t pretend that you aren’t hurt. You said I shouldn’t play games with you, well I don’t want you to play games with me either.”

He nodded and his shoulders slumped, chin tilting down as he stopped hiding his hurt from her. Lena’s stomach clenched to see it. She’d been unconscious for much of the battle, but Jane had described it, the fierce battle that vacillated between earth and sky.

“I would heal faster if…” Luke paused and turned his head from her.

“Don’t hide from me, what is it, my love?”

He looked up at the endearment, a smile blossoming across his face. “I like it when you call me that.”

“It’s true, you’re my love.”

Luke pulled her down for a kiss, but Lena pressed her fingers over his lips and eyed him. “No fair distracting me, what do you need?”

“I would heal faster if I slept…in my monster form,” he mumbled from behind her fingers.

“Why would you be afraid to tell me that?” she asked as she moved her fingers to cup his cheek.

“I know you are still not entirely comfortable with it.”

“I’m trying,” Lena’s stroked his cheek, “I hope you know that.”

“I do and that’s why I don’t want to upset you any more than is necessary.”

“What will upset me is you not doing everything you can to heal yourself.”

Lena pushed herself into standing mode, grabbed Luke’s hand, and pulled him up. She moved him into the kitchen and started pushed the furniture up against the walls. Once she was done she kissed Luke.

“You’re a bit too big for the bed, so I’ll make you one on the floor out here. How does that sound?”

“It will be much easier to sleep that way, thank you.” He stroked her back and pressed his cheek to hers. “But I will miss holding you as you sleep.”

Lena kissed his chin and moved into the hall to get blankets. When she came back into the living room Luke was in his monster form. His red-brown skin was striped with long wounds, some of which were seeping black blood. After creating a bed on the floor out of old blankets and pillows, Lena wet a washcloth and cleaned his chest and arms. She had to stand on the coffee table to reach those on his shoulders. As she worked his wings shifted, a slight up and down movement that at first unnerved Lena. Soon she realized it was a reflex action, like a person humming or jiggling their foot.

Wanting to show Luke that she cared, that even if she was still scared, it was only fear of this body, not of the soul that resided within it, Lena jumped off the table and pulled on the edge of Luke’s wing.

“Jeez, this thing is big,” Lena whispered as she examined his wing for tears. Backlit by the light in the hall Lena could see the ribs that supported the thin membrane. There were a few minor tears in each wing, but nothing approaching the damage he’d done to Runako.

Once she was satisfied that she’d done everything she could to help, Lena stepped back. Luke folded his wings tight to his body, the pointed apexes curling forward over his shoulders so he appeared to be wearing a black cloak. From there he lay down on his back, pulling a baby blue blanket over himself.

Lena went to the bedroom to change and grab her pillow. She flipped off all the lights as she made her way back. The drapes to the balcony were still open, allowing moonlight and the light of the approaching dawn to spill over Luke.

“What are you doing?” Luke asked as Lena dropped her pillow next to him. Stepping over his legs, Lena pulled the drapes.

“I’m sleeping with the guy I love.”

“But I’m…”

“You’re the guy I love, in whatever body, and I want to sleep next to you, every night.”

His claws scraped her as he helped Lena under the covers. His torso was too thick for Lena to use his shoulders as a pillow so she turned her back to him and pressed herself against his side.

“I love you,” he whispered in the dark, the bass rumble of his voice stirring many things inside her. There was fear, arousal and love, all combined together, in a syrup of emotion that made Lena feel more alive than she ever had before.

“I love you too.”

“I never thought I could feel this way about any creature, as if my spirit had found a mate.”

“I know, I never thought I would find someone I would be so comfortable with that I could simply be myself.”

“Goodnight, my love.”

“Goodnight,” Lena said, voice breaking on a yawn, “my monster.”

Luke’s rumbling chuckle lulled her to sleep.
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Signing up for a one-week adventure vacation, Helena expects to be kayaking in the Pacific, not having every sexual fantasy fulfilled in her guide’s bed.

Ocean is more than he seems, his kayaking business a cover for his deepest secret.

When Helena accidentally enacts old magic, enslaving Ocean, he doesn’t know if she is the luckiest girl on earth, or an enemy of his kind, bent on imprisoning him forever. Ocean’s strange behavior worries Helena but she’s distracted by the mind-blowing sex.

After the truth is revealed, will their budding love be Sealed with a Kiss?

Warning, this title contains the following: explicit sex, graphic language, voyeurism, and fantasy fulfillment.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Sealed with a Kiss:

On deck, Ocean spread out a beach towel for her. The strange sexual confidence of a few hours ago returned and Helena shot Ocean a seductive smile as she made her way to the blanket. There she stretched out on her back, arms above her head, one knee bent, coyly hiding her sex.

Ocean lay face down beside her, and for several moments they simply basked in the sun like the sated beasts they were.

“Oh no, I forgot sunscreen.” Helena sat up, peering at Ocean through the dark glasses he provided. “Do you have any?”

He opened one eye and gave her a slow once-over. “I’ll get some.”

Helena lay back and waited. When Ocean returned, there was a thickness to the air around him, and the tense set to his shoulders told her their play was about to begin again.

Ocean straddled her hips, forcing her bent knee flat. “Give me your right arm.”

Helena lifted and extended her arm as Ocean poured sunscreen into his palm. Helena shivered as he placed hands coated in cool sunscreen on her wrist. From wrist to shoulder, he worked the lotion into her skin, the scent of coconut strong in the heated air.

When he finished, Ocean carefully replaced her arm in its position above her head and started in on the other, giving it the same treatment.

He left no part of her body unattended, swiping fingers over her cheeks, nose and forehead, kneading her upper chest, causing her to squirm as he massaged her ticklish belly.

When every inch of skin above her waist was covered, save her breasts, Ocean leaned down and blew on her nipples. His breath, like the air around them, was hot and so had no effect. With a disapproving noise, Ocean grabbed the bottle of sunscreen. Holding it upside down, he squeezed and a large dollop of the still-cold cream landed right on her nipple.

Helena yelped. The sound cut off as he gave the other peak the same treatment.

One large palm covered each breast, pressing the cold into her skin. Her nipples beaded up hard and Ocean rumbled with pleasure. His fingers slid through the creamy pools melting down her breasts and plucked on the hard buds.

“Oh yes, yes, yes. Do that again.”

Ocean obeyed, pinching the flesh between his fingers and lifting. Coated as they were, the pebbled tips slid through his fingers, forced between the viselike pressure of his fingertips. When first the right and then the left peak finally slid from his grip with a pinch, Helena moaned in pleasure, her fingers wrapped around his forearms, nails digging into him.

Slowly he worked the sunscreen into her breasts, kneading the soft mounds, molding and shaping them with hands rough from his work. When the lotion was gone, he repeated the nipple pinch, the hold now lasting longer as her body had absorbed much of the sunscreen. As he squeezed hard and lifted her breasts away from her body by their tender peaks, Helena’s hips moved helplessly beneath Ocean.

“Ah, ah, ah, gorgeous, stay still, I’ll be down there soon.”

Beyond words, Helena nodded, her hips stilling as her nipples slipped free of his pinching grip.

Ocean flipped around, still straddling her belly, presenting her with a view of his wide golden back. Hands once more filled with sunscreen lifted each leg, working the lotion into her skin, not missing one inch, from the soles of her feet to the outside of her hips. As he lowered her legs he bent them at the knee, so when he was done they fell open, mercilessly exposing her sex.

Please, touch me, she thought, touch me and please me and make me whole. Make it dirty and sweet and lovely.

Ocean finished smoothing lotion up the inside of her thighs. His hands inched closer and closer to her sex.

Finally he placed four fingertips along each lip of her sex and carefully separated them, exposing her soft pink core.
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A Cascadia Wolves story

Werewolf Enforcer Tegan Warden has been alone since the death of her mate four years ago. Until she meets Ben Stoner at a local club and she feels something she thought died inside her. Things move very quickly and she finds herself mated to a human man who’s not altogether sure he wants a forever kind of love with a woman he’s just met.

Ben realizes in short order Tegan is not only worth forever love, but a woman who’ll stand at his side without tolerating anything other than a full partnership.

In the bedroom it’s another story, as Ben has finally found a sexual submissive with a spark, and Tegan a man worthy of her submission. Together they work toward building a permanent relationship even as the specter of danger from the Pellini Group grows in the world of wolves.

All around them, the rising violence threatens the Packs and the only thing they know for certain is one another.
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Enjoy the following excerpt for Wolf Unbound:

Ben had never seen a more beautiful sight as Tegan made walking toward him in that robe. Her breasts moved enticingly, her nipples pressed against the silk, daring his hands and mouth. As if he could ever get enough. Her legs were long and supple as she moved in those sexy heels.

And on her knees before him, her hair spread about her shoulders, her lips wrapped around his cock—amazing. The mere sight of his woman caught his breath, made his heart stutter in his chest. The way she set aside how dominant she was in the rest of her life and yet truly submitted to him was such a gift.

Breathing heavily after coming, he hauled her up to stand, wrapping his arms around her and bringing her body close to his.

He kissed her slowly. Tasting himself layered over her sweetness. Loved that.

“Thank you, Tegan. Dinner is ready. Shall we eat? Afterward, I have some gelato, I thought I might eat it off your nipples while you used the vibrator on your pussy.”

Smiling, he watched the way her pupils widened, her breath sped, knowing she liked the suggestion as much as he did.

He pulled out her chair and she sat, thanking him.

“I thought some salmon would be nice. A guy from work just got back from Alaska and this is fresh.” He put some on her plate and the rest on his. “Nothing fancy on it, just some butter and garlic. Rice to go with and some spinach and cucumber and dill.”

He realized, as he watched her eat, as they spoke and laughed, he’d finally found just exactly what he’d dreamed of. Tegan was his equal. She pushed back when he pushed too far. Sexy, intelligent, funny, tough and sweet, she was the woman he’d been afraid to hope existed and there she was, laughing at his jokes and stealing food off his plate.

He kissed her knuckles and she leaned in, resting her head on his shoulder just a moment.

“I love that soap. I feel like a gingerbread wolf.” Her smile was shy. He brushed his thumb down her jaw.

“I like taking care of you. I have others for different days. You do smell good enough to eat. But you always do.”

She blushed. “I…it feels good to be cherished like this.”

“I love you, Tegan.” He said it and meant it. No fear, no hesitation.

“I love you too. I’m sorry the bond was sprung on you, but I’m not sorry I found you. This feels meant to be.”

“Well, after the initial shock, I agree with you. You were meant to be with me. I’m meant to be yours. You need me to keep you from getting yourself shot.” He winked and she rolled her eyes.

They cleared up the dishes and he turned back to her. “I’ll bring the gelato. Go and wait for me in the bedroom. Take the robe off and lay on the bed.”

She swallowed hard and nodded. He watched her sway out of the room on those fuck-me-heels with a smile.

“Oh and leave the shoes on.”

He heard her laugh as she walked down the hall.

 

She heard him coming, the clink of spoons on the glass of the bowl, the brush of denim from his jeans. Scented the pistachio gelato and his elemental being as he approached.

It was hard to lay still as he stood in the doorway and looked at her with a small smile. His eyes took in every detail from the pointed toe of the heels to the top of her head. She felt his gaze like a physical caress.

She waited while he put the bowls of gelato down and rustled around the room. She knew how he worked so she wasn’t surprised when all the things he’d need where waiting in the drawer next to the bed.

Patience, hard won, settled in as she began to fall away from herself.

“Arms above your head. Let’s see how sturdy this bed is. I’d planned on making you fuck yourself with the vibe but I’ve changed my mind. Good thing I’m the Dom and I get to make the decisions.”

She couldn’t help but laugh. “Good thing.”

He cuffed her wrists to the bed, making sure the leather wasn’t too tight but had a nice hold. Confining with wide straps that pressed into her skin but not in a painful way. As a reminder.

Each movement he made eased her deeper into subspace. She’d never gone into it as deeply and quickly as she had with him. He connected with everything she needed on a subconscious level as well as a physical one. Like a key in a lock.

Her breathing slowed and deepened as he put the blindfold on. Suddenly, with the loss of her vision, her skin surged to life, feeling everything tenfold.

“Open your mouth.”

She did, trusting him totally.

Cold and sweet, the pistachio gelato played against her tongue as he gave her a small taste. She licked the spoon, loving the way he hummed appreciatively at the gesture.

He straddled her, his jeans still on, feeding her small bites of chocolate and pistachio. When he scooted down her body and closed his lips over one of her nipples she squealed at the cold touch of his tongue.

Not nearly as cold as the back of the spoon and then the drizzle of melting gelato. She writhed against the erotic delight of the sensation of his tongue contrasted by the liquid and the metal of the spoon.

Need built up in her muscles as they trembled. She arched into his mouth, against his teeth as she squeezed her thighs together to get some relief from that want but it wasn’t enough.

Only he would be enough and she knew he’d give her what she needed when he decided she needed it.

A cold, wet trail dripped down her stomach and she only barely held back a sigh of relief. Yes, down, keep going!

He left her panties on, snapping the thong against her hip bone with his teeth. Warmth a brief moment as he breathed over her pussy through the material and then dribble and lick, dribble and lick as he moved down her leg and then back up the other one.

“What should I do next?” he murmured.

“Make me come?” she asked hopefully.

“Well that could be an idea, yes.”
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