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    Sometimes finding love at the wrong time and in the wrong place can be exactly what is needed.


    Sammy has dedicated her life to helping others. She doesn’t have an enemy in the world, so why is she suddenly on the Dark Walkers most-wanted list?


    Jonty, a soldier from the future, has been sent back to the twenty-first century to eliminate the Dark Walkers. He hates this time period and wants nothing more than to get in, perform his duties, avoid all distractions, and get out. But that changes when he meets Sammy. There is something about her, beyond her beauty and courage, which he can’t resist.


    When Sammy is saved by Jonty, it’s insta-boom-lust. There is nothing complicated about how this strong, sexy man makes her feel. And she knows Jonty feels the same way, so why does he resist her?


    With humanity under threat, and both their lives in danger, there are greater things at stake than a little romance. Or is there? Destiny may have other plans. And their deep sexual attraction may just be the key to saving them all.


     


    Content Warning: contains steamy sex, mature language, and some violence
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    Chapter 1


     


    Sammy crushed her body against Adam’s chest and kissed him as though Earth and all contained within it was about to explode into infinitesimal shards. Adam had said no more than two words to her tonight and she had only known the man a week. So why was she kissing him?


    His arms encircled her waist, drawing her closer. Each time he caressed her flesh, or his warm body pressed against hers, she trembled. These sensations were the most intense and yet the strangest she had ever experienced. Strange because Adam’s touch made her want to orgasm right there without any sense of self-restraint, and strange because before now, she was not in the slightest bit attracted to him.


    A short time ago, Sammy stood alone on the balcony of the bar gazing out over the multitude of boxy buildings soaring toward the night sky, each glittering with a myriad of lights, enjoying the crisp air stroking her cheeks.


    Adam had joined her, standing beside her with his hands resting on the ornate balustrade.


    “Hello, Sammy,” he said with a deep, throaty voice.


    She looked across at him, recognized his tall, broad body, cocoa colored hair and eyes to match. He was somewhat older than her twenty-six years, but she was drawn to his chiseled jaw and cheekbones, powerful arms and chest. There was something primal about him, an erotic energy that pulsed within and around him, reaching her and caressing her body with a tantalizing tingle. Weird, she didn’t recall him having this kind of effect on her at work.


    Sammy smiled. “Adam, right?”


    A breathtaking grin and a nod.


    No more words spoken, he brushed his long fingers across Sammy’s bare shoulders. The gentle flutter of fingertips across her flesh made Sammy’s legs grow heavy and her nipples tighten against her dress. Pleasure pulsed between her thighs, causing one resounding thought to permeate her mind: she wanted Adam right there on the balcony, right now, and who cared who saw?


    Sammy pressed her eager lips to his. His smug grin, just before her mouth found his, told Sammy that her response was exactly as he predicted. But why? Why would he ever expect me to react this way?


    As their lips crushed against each other’s, and her tongue tasted and probed his sweet mouth, he found the zipper on the back of her black, strapless dress and pulled on it. She didn’t care, silently urged him to, told him to with her kiss. As the zipper slid down her back, her dress drifted to her waist, exposing her bare, full breasts. Sammy’s nipples blossomed against the cool air and tingled with anticipation of Adam’s deft hands upon them.


    People inside the bar, any one of her work colleagues, could walk out and see exactly what was taking place and see her half-naked. But she didn’t care one bit. All she cared about was the pleasure this man could give her. She kissed him harder, and her heart thundered.


    A nebulous thought formed, despite the thick fog of arousal: I never act this way. I’m not the type of girl to have sex with a man in a public place, let alone with a man I barely know. But then the thought fluttered away.


    Adam’s kiss crept down her throat. His warm, wet lips found her right breast and distracted her from such thoughts. His teeth greedily tugged on her taut nipple; his tongue flickered over its sensitive surface. Each suck, each nibble, pierced her body and fanned bolts of pleasure lower. She would have screamed from the fantastic feeling if she hadn’t bitten on her own lip to stifle the sound. Why does this feel so utterly irresistible?


    Scorching heat spread, unfurled in the pit of her stomach, edged its way further down, deep inside. Her aching sex—yearning for relief of the most indulgent kind—clenched, throbbed, grew wetter until her entire body thrummed with such pleasurable intensity her legs could scarcely hold her.


    Gasping, Sammy fell against Adam’s strong arms until he bore her full weight. She could no longer bite back a long moan as this tremendous heat pulsed gratifyingly over and over. She was orgasming, sweat misting over her skin, on a balcony where hundreds of people stood behind a wall barely three meters away. And she didn’t care. It felt too incredible to care. But most of all, she wanted more. She wanted Adam’s rigid cock, which pressed against her belly, inside her. And she wanted it now.


    Sammy hastily grasped at Adam’s pants button, twisted it between her fingers. “What are we doing?” she breathed, looking into his deep brown eyes.


    That same smug grin tugged at his lips. “You’re the one in charge here.”


    His gaze darted behind her head. His entire body stiffened. He shoved her aside.


    “What?” she asked, gripping the balustrade so she didn’t lose her balance. But he didn’t answer.


    Sammy quickly spun and watched Adam run for the doors further up the balcony. He nearly made it, but as his hand brushed the handle, another man, from out of nowhere, lunged at him. The man was tall and powerful looking, his body rippling with lean muscle. He landed a crushing elbow to Adam’s face and smashed him to the ground. Sammy threw her hands over her mouth and screamed.


    Adam struggled with the stranger. The attacker thrust his fist at Adam’s face. Adam kneed him in the groin before the fist connected and the attacker groaned, overtaken with pain. Adam rolled out from under him, got to his feet, and raced toward the door opposite where Sammy stood. She stared, motionless, so much adrenaline soaring through her veins every muscle pinged.


    Take me with you. Don’t leave me out here alone.


    She silently beseeched Adam, but as he looked at her, a scream roared from her throat. His features were horrifying: sharp, jutting angles, snarling mouth, and those eyes, once soft and brown, looked black, evil. Adam sprinted at her, the attacker only a few steps behind him. Adam thrust his palm out and shoved Sammy in her chest. She gasped and was sent soaring backward over the balustrade. She gripped and flapped at thin air as she eyed the hard, dark street eight stories below.

  


  
     


    Chapter 2


     


    Damn it! I may not get another chance like this.


    But the girl...


    Jonty eyed the defective as he fled through the door. He was only half a step, one lunge behind him.


    But the girl...


    Jonty changed directions and rushed toward the balcony. He dived and hoisted half of his body over the edge. Gripping the balustrade hard with one hand, he thrust the other one down and snatched the girl by the wrist.


    The girl jolted as her plummet was cut short. The momentum she had already gained made her swing like a wrecking ball in toward the intricate cement fencing, and she smashed the side of her face and shoulder. She didn’t cry out in pain. Perhaps too shocked or maybe relieved it wasn’t the ground, eight stories below, she was crashing into. She looked up at Jonty, her blue eyes wide and fearful.


    “I’m going to pull you up,” he said over the rail.


    She nodded, small jerking movements.


    He tugged and pulled her one-handed up over the balustrade. When both of her feet were back on the solid balcony, Jonty held her waist to steady her.


    She looked up at him, eyes still as wide as spatial orbs.


    “Are you okay?” he asked.


    Again the quick, jerking nod.


    He reached for her cheek, which was already turning a deep shade of purple and showing signs of swelling. She flinched away.


    He withdrew the gesture. “How’s the pain?” he asked.


    She pushed fingers against her face. “It hurts badly.”


    He nodded. “Yeah, you hit that wall hard.”


    The girl bit down on her bottom lip and blinked rapidly. “It could have been so much worse, though. It could’ve been the g—ground. Thank you. Thank you so much. I—I don’t know what happened here. Why Adam would… Oh God, his face, it was grotesque…demonic.”


    Jonty stepped forward one quick pace, leant closer. “What? You saw his…”


    She squeezed her eyes shut, shook her head. “I must be crazy. It must be the shock.” She ruffled trembling hands through her long, black strands.


    “What exactly did you see?” Surely she couldn’t have witnessed the defective’s true form. That was an ability held by people only after this time period. An ability she had no chance of possessing. But what if she did see, what would that mean?


    He started to ask, but he was cut short by her frantic state. She had opened her eyes, hastily covered one arm over her bare breasts, and was trying to pull up her dress to a modest level with the other hand, but she was trembling so much she kept dropping the material.


    Jonty watched her for a brief moment and felt a pang of sympathy for this strange girl. He didn’t think it would be possible to feel like this; he detested all people from this time period. He hated the defects for choosing this era, filled with its unintelligent, immoral excuses for human beings, stinking, polluted air, and aesthetically displeasing attempts at architecture and design. It made him nauseous. If what the defects were doing now didn’t affect people in his own time, he wouldn’t have even stepped foot into it.


    But something about this woman was unlike the others he had encountered here. She had this ability to draw him in and alter his perceptions. The very essence of her—her spirit—vibrated on an inexplicably familiar frequency. Her spirit, from the moment he stepped onto that balcony, seemed to intangibly entangle with his own in a way that reminded him of home and filled him with recognizable warmth. He felt…protective of her, in a way he would never have conceived possible.


    He grimaced. What the hell am I thinking?


    “Here,” he said, quickly turning her around so her back was facing him. “Let me help.” He lifted her dress and allowed her to adjust it over her breasts and then zipped it up.


    She turned to face him, peering with those frightened, striking, blue eyes, and whispered, “Thank you.”


    “It’s perfectly fine.”


    She shook her head, swallowed hard. “Can you tell me what happened here? Why did he push me? Why were you fighting him?”


    This was Jonty’s moment to leave. He had no business sticking around, and she had no right to know the truth. The girl was safe now. Her wounds would heal. He should try and trail the defective. But this girl, this protective feeling, this curiosity to know more about her... Damn it!


    “Come on,” he said, taking her hand. “Where do you live?”


    She snatched her hand away. “Don’t.”


    He narrowed his eyes, took a step back.


    “I’m sorry,” she said, her eyes darting over his face. “I just don’t know who to trust. Adam...when he touched me it was as though he could control my body. He could make me feel more sharply.” A red hue colored her cheeks and she lowered her eyes to the ground. “Are you like him? Will you…”


    Jonty shook his head, his fists clenched. So that’s the trick he was playing—exerting his ability to seduce by touch alone. Aside from her obvious beauty, why her?


    “Definitely not. I detest him and those like him,” he said, his words clipped and loud. “It’s my job to destroy people like him!”


    Her bottom lip trembled and she took two paces back.


    He sighed. “I only want to get you to safety,” he said, forcing his voice to sound gentler. “I can’t guarantee he won’t come back for you.”


    “What? He’ll come back for me?” she shrieked, the trembling in her hands intensifying.


    “He won’t harm you as long as I’m here. I can promise you that. But I don’t know why he wanted you or why he tried to eliminate you.”


    She peered up at him as though she were trying to read his soul, find some deeper understanding of him. She was fascinating, the intensity of her stare. Jonty used the silent moment to take in the soft features of her face. Her full, pink lips were curved into a solemn frown. Her long, black hair fell in waves down her shoulders and back. She had fair skin and a cute spattering of freckles across her nose. But her eyes, they were what captured him—vividly blue, penetrating, and pure.


    His attention strayed to her body. He couldn’t help himself. She was tall, with long legs, yet still possessed a womanly fleshiness that spoke to him on a physical, primal level. He lingered, for a heartbeat too long, on her full breasts, his gaze straying further to take in her hips and belly, both of which were curved voluptuously.


    She’s beautiful. Bizarre. They’re not usually a beautiful people in this time. But she is absolutely breathtaking. And if she does see, like we see…


    She took his hand in hers. “I believe you can keep me safe. I can see you’re not like Adam. I need to believe that.”


    Jonty could only nod as a sensation he had barely felt before shot from his fingertips, up his arm and across his chest to his heart. Hot warmth, tingling pleasure, erotic sensations this girl conjured in him; this girl from the twenty-first century.


    “What’s your name?” she asked.


    He shook away his daze and rubbed his eyes with his free hand. “It’s Jonty.”


    “I’m Sammy.”


    A smile curled his lips. “Come on, Sammy. We’ll get you home, cleaned up, and then we’ve got some talking to do.”

  


  
     


    Chapter 3


     


    Sammy and Jonty made it to her apartment. She hadn’t expected guests and cringed when she opened her door and eyed the books, pens, mugs, and remote controls sitting untidily on her coffee table in the lounge, the colorful couch pillows left lazily on the carpet, and her running shoes and gym backpack slumped against the wall.


    Jonty led her to the kitchen and lifted her onto the bench-top so she was at eye level with him. She tried to ignore the breakfast dishes still in the sink, the coffee and sugar left on the counter, and the few red slops of last night’s spaghetti sauce she didn’t think to wipe off the kitchen floor tiles.


    He didn’t appear to take notice of any of the mess, his sole focus was her. Jonty’s eyes softened as he ran his finger gently over her cheek. Sammy held stiff and tried not to flinch. He was on her side. Unlike Adam with his demonic features, she was certain she saw something so intrinsically angelic in Jonty’s. Only fleeting, but behind his distracting, almost mesmerizing, good looks, she saw something else—an impression of someone who was kind, honest…saintly. She couldn’t explain it exactly, or even how she received the impression, because it transcended Earthly vocabulary and perception. All she could rely on was her intuition to trust what she sensed.


    She watched him, his intense focus. Jonty was tall with broad shoulders, muscled chest and arms, which his tight blue t-shirt molded snugly to. The disparity in stature between them excited and intimidated her all at once. His immense size implied a physical dominance and strength she craved.


    Jonty’s hair was sandy brown, sun-bleached, and hung in loose curls around his forehead, ears, and neck. His jaw was square, his cheekbones and nose defined. Oh, and his lips—full, delicious lips. But most enticing were his blue eyes. They burned into her, the color of ancient ice, and seemed to possess a breadth of wisdom.


    He caught her stare, her subtly parted lips, and his brow furrowed. “Are you okay?”


    She winced as he gently touched her cheek. “I think I’m seeing things.”


    He nodded. “So you said.” He took a small cylindrical object from his pants pocket. “What exactly do you think you’re seeing?” He clicked a button on the object and held it over her cheek. It began to draw all the heat, all the pain that had throbbed with every heartbeat.


    Sammy shook her head. “I don’t really know. Demons? Saints? I’m not sure I can explain it.”


    Jonty nodded, but a thick vein pulsed in his neck—he was restraining his natural reaction. “You said Adam looked demonic?”


    Sammy shuddered as the memory of Adam’s face, black and grotesque, reappeared in her mind’s eye. “Yes, it was horrifying.”


    “And the saint?”


    She lowered her eyes, feeling heat spreading across her cheeks. They would surely be glowing pink. “You.”


    Again he nodded. Again the pulse.


    “It must be the shock or...or a concussion,” she said.


    “Maybe. Maybe not.”


    “Maybe I should go to the hospital.”


    He removed the object from her face. “I don’t think that’ll be necessary. How does your face feel now?”


    She pressed her fingers to her cheek, then her head. The pain was gone—completely. Sammy’s eyes widened. “It doesn’t hurt.” She nodded to the cylinder Jonty was shoving back into his pocket. “Is that anesthetic?”


    He shook his head. “It’s a healing accelerator.”


    “Are you saying that thing has healed my face?”


    He nodded.


    “I…” She closed her eyes for a brief moment. “I think I’m going mad. First I find myself on a balcony, half-naked, with a man I barely know, who pushes me off an eight-story high building. And then I’m saved from plummeting to my death by you. And now...now you’re telling me you have placed that thing against my face for thirty seconds and it has healed me!”


    Jonty shrugged one shoulder. “Yeah. That just about sums it up.”


    Her forehead wrinkled. “Doesn’t that sound even the tiniest bit strange to you?”


    “Not to me.”


    Sammy’s jaw clenched. She could barely speak. “Who are you? What the hell happened to me tonight?”


    Jonty held her gaze, but didn’t say anything for a long moment. Eventually he sighed and said, “My name is Jonty Jager. I guess you could say that I’m a…soldier.”


    “For who? What country?”


    He drew a deep breath in. “For Earth.”


    Sammy shook her head and groaned. “I don’t even know what that means.”


    “I, and others like me, travel where we’re needed, when we’re needed, to ensure peace is maintained on a worldwide scale.”


    She glowered at him. For one, world peace didn’t exist—Sammy’s line of work reminded her of that every day—so how could he be required to maintain it? And secondly… “How am I possibly a threat to world peace?”


    Jonty frowned deeply. “That I’m still not sure about.”


    “And what about Adam?” Her voice grew louder, more high-pitched. “What is he? What did he want from me?”


    He rubbed at his forehead. “Maybe if you tell me about yourself, I might be able to determine what you have to do with all this.”


    Sammy shrugged. “I’m no one special. I’m just an ordinary girl from an ordinary family. My dad’s a school teacher, my mum’s a nurse. Hardly high risk occupations. I’ve never had trouble from anyone in my life. I don’t understand any of this.”


    “Who do you work for?” he asked.


    “A charity—Helping Hands. We fundraise and coordinate volunteers to help children in orphanages. Adam just started working with us this week. He seemed genuine and acted as though he cared about what we’re doing and the children we’re helping.”


    Jonty nodded. “For starters, Adam would find your line of work repulsive. For him to even be at a charity indicates he had an ulterior motive.”


    “A few colleagues and I just got back from Cambodia. We volunteered at an orphanage there for three months. Could that have anything to do with it?”


    Jonty shook his head. “Doesn’t seem likely. I think it’s you, Sammy. You’re the key in all this.”


    Sammy lowered her head in her hands and rubbed her face. This was too much to take in. Last night she was eating spaghetti with her parents and little sister, laughing and chatting about inconsequential things, and barely twenty-four hours later she was very nearly murdered and discovered that she could be the key to some situation that threatened world peace.


    It didn’t seem right. She had dedicated her life to helping others through her work and her volunteering efforts on weekends. She even fostered abandoned dogs and cats until they were placed in new homes. Sammy didn’t have enemies. She didn’t do anything that threatened anyone.


    Her ears rang with any eerie high-pitched squealing. She felt dizzy, as though she could fall head-first onto the floor.


    “Are you okay?” he asked.


    “I think I’m overwhelmed by everything. What has happened to me tonight is very surreal.”


    “I understand this situation would be difficult for you. And I’m sorry you’ve been caught up in all this.”


    She gripped Jonty’s wrist to steady herself. The mere contact of his skin on hers brought a sense of calm to her body. And then the calmness transformed into a heat that intensified the longer she held him. She gasped as the heat morphed again into a pleasurable throbbing that flowed to her breasts, to the deep muscles of her belly, to her sex. Jonty’s eyes widened. He felt it too, she was certain of it.


    “Are you doing that?” she asked, wanting to break contact with him, but enjoying the sensation so much she couldn’t bring herself to do it. His energy surged through her, reaching every sensitive region of her body from the inside.


    He shook his head and stepped closer. “No. It’s a natural exchange.”


    True. It wasn’t like what happened with Adam, where she had no control over the sensations and they somehow felt corrupted, forced. This feeling was light, wholesome, and right.


    “How?” she asked.


    He shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s never happened to me before.”


    She slid her hand from his wrist to his hand and entwined her fingers with his. The feelings intensified. “What does it mean?”


    Jonty peered at her, mouth slightly open, and shook his head. His gaze trailed downward from her eyes to her lips. Sammy could feel his intention through his gaze: he ached to press his lips against hers. She ran her tongue over her bottom lip, granting him permission.


    He leant in slowly and she breathed in the delicious, masculine scent of his skin. And when he pressed his lips to hers, so sensually, and she tasted his tongue as it slid into her mouth, every ounce of self-control departed her body. This man was intoxicating, breathtakingly, dizzyingly so.


    He snapped his head back. Sammy’s eyes shot open. Jonty was shaking his head, his lips twisted in revulsion.


    She pressed her hand to her chest, tried to stop the aching in her heart that his expression and rejection caused.


    He took a step back. “I’ve got to go.”


    “What? Where? What if Adam comes back for me?”


    Another step backward. “You’ll be fine. I— This was a big mistake.” He ruffled his hands through his hair. “A big mistake. Just pretend like tonight never happened—like you never met me.”

  


  
     


    Chapter 4


     


    Just like that, Jonty retreated from Sammy’s life.


    She remained atop the bench staring at the space in front of her. I wish this night would end already.


    Sammy scooted off the bench, marched to the front door, and locked it. Her apartment was well-protected, but without Jonty’s presence, a cloud of fear settled in her mind and she began to quake. The fear bit at her ankles, and she quickened her pace as she gathered her pajamas from her closet and went to the bathroom to shower. All her anxieties about what happened with Adam, what she felt and what she saw, only now began to surface. She wondered if she should ring the police. Perhaps they could provide her with protection.


    Peering at her reflection in the mirror, she touched her cheek. There was no pain, no swelling, absolutely no sign that anything untoward had even happened. The police would be no help, not without some level of evidence.


    She undressed quickly and kicked her dress into the corner, willing to never wear it again. It reeked of Adam. As Sammy stepped into the shower, she shuddered. A layer of goose bumps spread along the length of her arms. Her body remembered the danger she had encountered tonight, or perhaps sensed a new danger.


    Sammy hurried under the steaming stream of water and scrubbed her body with soap to remove all traces of Adam’s mouth, fingers, and intentions. She shuddered again as an image of his face and snarling mouth flashed in her mind’s eye. “What’s wrong with me?” she said to the silent room, her voice echoing off the shower walls. I must be in shock, or delirious.


    Bed seemed like the appropriate place to be; in bed and asleep, lost to unconsciousness, where reality couldn’t find her. Hopefully when she woke tomorrow it would have all been a dream.


    Sammy turned off the taps, wrapped a towel around her torso, and rushed to her bedroom. Once dressed in a pair of black silk shorts and a singlet, she lay back on her bed and closed her eyes. But nervous energy was buzzing through her body so much her muscles twitched, and sleep seemed impossible to achieve.


    If only she had been provided with more answers to the peculiar series of events tonight. To Adam. To why she was thrown off an eight-story high balcony. But despite all that, what she wanted the answer to the most was why Jonty stirred her in ways she had never been stirred before. And why did he seem so repulsed by her when they kissed?


    I am seriously delirious. I was thrown off a balcony and I’m worrying about him.


    She sighed heavily as a loud knock sounded at the front door. Sammy’s heart rattled against her ribcage. She rolled off the bed, grabbed her red silk gown from the closet and wrapped it around her shoulders, drawing the belt tightly around her middle. On tiptoes, she crept toward the door. Another knock came. She almost gasped, but threw her hands over her mouth to stifle the sound. She padded up to the door, to the peephole. Holding her breath, she peered through.


    “Are you going to let me in or will I have to break the door down?” It was Adam, staring, his face even more contorted through the distorted glass of the peephole.


    She jumped back from the door. Her stomach surged and gurgled toward her throat.


    Another knock came, so much more violent than the last. The sound ripped through her silent apartment and her body. She opened her mouth to scream, but was muted when someone grabbed her from behind. A rough hand held her around the waist. The other was forcefully cupping her mouth. She tried to scream again, but it couldn’t find an outlet beyond her throat.


    “Shhh, Sammy. It’s me Jonty,” came his hushed voice. A voice which, in that moment, sounded ethereal.


    “Promise you won’t scream if I uncover your mouth?” he said into her ear, so soft, so close, she could feel his warm breath.


    Sammy nodded.


    Slowly, he removed his hand and she spun to face him.


    “It’s Adam,” she said, eyes wide.


    Jonty grimaced. “I know. Go wait for me in your room. I’ll deal with it.”


    She shook her head, unable to move her muscles, as though she was firmly grounded in cement. “But I’m scared.”


    The locks on the door began to jiggle off their hinges. They snapped their heads in the direction of the sound.


    He pointed toward her room. “Go. Now!”


    There was an enormous thud—the door flung open and crashed onto the floor. Adam and two other men charged inside.


    “Run!” roared Jonty, poised to attack.


    Sammy sprinted toward her room. All she wanted was to get through the bedroom door and lock it behind her.


    Blows, grunts, and cracks sounded behind her, but she tried to push the sickening noises away, unable to confront what she could only imagine would be taking place.


    How will Jonty be able to defend himself against three men?


    Sammy changed direction, her body buzzing. I need to help him. She dashed to the kitchen, opened a utensil drawer, and rummaged through it until she gripped the cold handle of a butcher’s knife. Only then did she lift her eyes to the scene that was taking place in the lounge room.


    One man was slack on the ground, his head loosely hanging ninety degrees in the wrong direction. Another sat against the wall in a pool of his own blood, a long shard of glass protruding from his chest. All that remained was Adam and Jonty delivering gut-wrenching kicks and blows to one another at a rapid pace.


    Jonty jumped and landed a flying kick to Adam’s chest. Adam flew backward through the air. He smashed against the wall and fell prostrate on the ground, chunks of plaster and dust showering him. He lifted his head, shook the white powder from his hair, and saw Sammy. His black eyes narrowed, and a snarl ripped from his throat. He jumped to his feet and lurched toward her.

  


  
     


    Chapter 5


     


    Jonty charged at Adam. Sammy, with a trembling hand, held the knife out in front of her, standing her ground. There was fierce determination in her exquisite eyes. She is definitely courageous.


    Adam roared and lunged at her.


    This is my moment. Jonty threw his whole strength at Adam, smashed his shoulder against him and threw him off trajectory. Jonty ripped the knife from Sammy’s hand as he jumped and spun. Adam plummeted to the hard floor. Jonty landed with both feet on Adam’s chest, making his body jerk upward. Without any hesitation, every muscle engaged to its fullest capacity, he plunged the knife directly between Adam’s eyes, ducking his head to avoid the spray of warm, coppery blood. One final breath wheezed from Adam’s lungs as life hastily departed.


    Jonty stepped off of Adam’s limp body, sucking in rushed gasps of air. He wouldn’t look at Sammy, couldn’t look at her, until he had cleaned up the mess. One by one, he stuck travel devices onto each body and sent them back to the time period they should never have left. Their bodies would be dealt with there. Not here. Not in front of innocent human beings. Not in front of this woman who had disobeyed his order to hide and, instead, risked her life to help him fight.


    Only when the last body had vanished into the unseeable future did he raise his eyes to meet Sammy’s. Her beautiful blue eyes, wide, frightened. She hadn’t moved an inch. He stepped toward her, a strange aching permeating his limbs.


    “Are you okay, Sammy?”


    She nodded, then shook her head. A solitary tear ran down her cheek. He caught it with his thumb and tenderly wiped it from her face.


    “No. No, I’m not okay. I’m really, really not okay.”


    His chest was tight, his heavy heart weighing him down. He reached for Sammy and wrapped his arms around her. He pulled her close and stroked the loose strands of hair from her face. Trembling, she nuzzled into the curve of his neck. She smelt so good, and her warmth felt incredible. But he shouldn’t be thinking like this, not now, when she was upset by all she had witnessed tonight. And especially not with a girl from the past—from this time.


    Jonty breathed in the floral scent of her hair as he glided his hand down the curve of her spine. His breaths grew heavier. He couldn’t control it. This intimate contact made him want her in every way a man wants a woman.


    “You were incredibly brave tonight, Sammy.”


    “I didn’t feel that way. Deep down, I was petrified.” She looked up into his eyes, her own wide and glossy. “But I would’ve killed him if you hadn’t.”


    “I sensed that.”


    “Death is the best thing for a man like that. He was evil to the core. I could see it in his face when he ran at me.”


    She shivered, so he wrapped his arms tighter.


    “Thank you, again, Jonty. Twice now you’ve saved my life,” she whispered against his neck. Her warm breath on his skin melted him.


    He grimaced. I should not be feeling this way.


    He took a step back and unwrapped his arms from around her. All the air in his lungs rushed out of his mouth and his shoulders rounded forward—her absence having an immediate deflating effect on his emotions and body.


    He grimaced again, pawed his fingers through his hair. “We need to get out of here. There’ll be more coming for you, I’m sure of it now, and with that gaping hole in your wall where the door once stood, we’re not safe.”

  


  
     


    Chapter 6


     


    The hard part was getting to the safe destination. It involved thrashing Sammy’s four-cylinder car through the choked streets to evade any possibility of being followed. Thankfully, Jonty was as agile with a steering wheel between his hands as he was with a knife.


    They checked in at a discreet hotel, just on the fringe of the city, under a pseudo-name, Mr. and Mrs. Jenkins. Jonty pushed open the door to the room they would be sharing.


    “Here we are, Mrs. Jenkins. It’s not the Hilton,” he said, grinning.


    She stepped over the threshold. The room was large, filled with dated furniture in peach and cream tones, which complimented the worn grey carpet. A king-sized bed covered with an ugly, floral duvet sat in the middle of the room. But it was clean, smelling of bleach, and fresh flowers adorned the bedside tables, filling the air with their beautiful aroma. “No, but it’s good enough.”


    Jonty placed the few belongings Sammy had packed just inside the entryway and locked the door firmly behind him. Sammy laughed deliriously. Locks hadn’t proven to be much good when it came to Adam and people like him.


    “What’s so funny?” he asked.


    “The futility of doors.”


    He pursed his lips and looked into her eyes. “Sammy, you’re safe with me. I promise I will not let anyone hurt you. But doors do help, at least to slow down the defectives.”


    She rolled her eyes. “A locked door didn’t stop you from getting into my apartment without me even knowing.”


    He grinned. “No. I guess not.”


    “I do feel safe with you…”


    “But?”


    “I need answers.” She paced across the carpet, back and forth, using large hand gestures as she spoke. “I need you to tell me what’s happening. I just witnessed three men die in my living room, and then you made them vanish into thin air.” She stopped, planted her hands on her hips, and looked at him. “And I want to know why, all of a sudden, I’m on the most-wanted list.”


    Jonty released a long sigh. “I’ll tell you what I do know. But there are some things I can’t explain, I can only guess at. And you may not believe the truth of the situation anyway.”


    Sammy frowned. “After what I’ve seen tonight, I’m sure I’ll believe anything.”


    He reached for her hand, clasped it in his, and led her to the bed. They sat on the end, side by side. Her fingers tingled. Pulses of erotic sensation surged up her arm, across her chest to the sensitive peaks of her breasts, and downward between her thighs.


    He looked at her. “What do you want to know first?”


    She eyed her hand in his, the sensations electrifying. It distracted her from the angst she was feeling only moments before. “Why does it feel so good to be near you and to be touching you?”


    Jonty shrugged. “I don’t know.” He started to retract his hand, but she held fast to him.


    Her gaze darted over his face. “Please don’t. It’s comforting. It feels…”


    “Right,” he finished for her.


    She nodded. “So right.”


    She locked her eyes on his, searching for answers to this connection. And why this man, aside from his irresistible physical qualities, drew her to him on a level that was deeper.


    And then he snapped his hand away and stood, his body rigid. “I… I’ll be back soon. I need to get us some food and water supplies. Don’t leave this room!”


    Sammy released a long hiss of air from between her teeth as he marched out the door and slammed it behind him. She flopped back onto the bed and stared at the ceiling. He could feel these emotions and sensations too. She could see it in his eyes when they touched, the tenderness, the curiosity. But why does he resist me so much?


    With Jonty gone, his protective presence no longer sheltering her, fear found her again. It gnawed on her toes, crept up her body, a thick, black, suffocating mist that settled on her skin and slithered down her throat. Her chest ached, like it was being squeezed tight.


    She rolled off the bed and headed to the minibar. In the small cupboard were little bottles of bourbon and, in the fridge, cans of coke. She mixed a stiff drink in a glass and gulped at the fizzy, burning brew. She winced as heat slid down her throat and then gulped again until the glass was empty. It helped a little to steady the nerves. She made another mixer and devoured it.


    By the time Jonty returned she was so drunk she was swaying as she sat on the bed, scrolling through the TV channels with a remote.


    “What’s going on here?” Jonty said as he placed white shopping bags full of supplies onto the floor near the door.


    She lifted her eyes to his, her face streaked with tears. “I want to go home, Jonty. I can’t handle this. I can’t…”


    He sat beside her and cradled her in his arms. She was trembling.


    “Oh, Sammy.” Each syllable was saturated in sympathy. “I’m sorry you had to get caught up in all this.”


    “I just don’t understand. And I’m scared. I’m so damn scared. You shouldn’t just leave like that. You shouldn’t…”


    “I’m sorry,” he said.


    “What… What if more like Adam came for me and I was here on my own and…” She stopped as a sob broke through her sentence.


    “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have taken off like that.”


    She nestled against him. Her shoulders shook as she cried until no more tears could possibly be shed.


    Jonty slowly untangled himself from her arms and grabbed a bottle of water from one of the bags, as well as a sandwich. “Here,” he said, handing them to her. “Please, have something to eat and drink.”


    Sammy took the bottle of water and swallowed deeply. But she pushed the sandwich away. “I couldn’t possibly eat after… I just need to go to bed,” she said, words slurred, eyelids drooping.


    He nodded. “Fine.”


    Sammy eyed the king-sized bed. “Will you sleep next to me?”


    Again he nodded. “Whatever you need.”


    “Thank you.”


    * * * *


    Jonty lay down beside Sammy. She was sound asleep. Good, she needed the rest. What a mess she’d been when he’d arrived back at the room, trembling like a scared child. For Jonty, dealing with death and dangerous situations had become second-nature, as easy as breathing. He forgot that Sammy, who would never have had to deal with anything like the circumstances of tonight, would find it horrifying. He sighed.


    I shouldn’t have left her alone. But what would I have done with her if I didn’t walk away?


    He hopped under the covers and pulled them up high over the both of them. She was truly beautiful when she slept, an alluring vulnerability and peacefulness. His gaze wandered over her face, long fanned lashes, plump parted lips, and cascades of black hair falling over her shoulder. His cock twitched under his jeans. He pressed on it, but that only made it worse. Fuck.


    Jonty groaned and flicked off the bedside lamp. The light from the room dissolved under heavy shadows. He gruffly rolled onto his back, hands behind his head, and squeezed his eyes shut.


    Get a hold of yourself, soldier.


    But his stomach wrenched, as though he was being pushed and pulled in all directions—toward the gorgeous young woman only arm’s reach from him, this century, and, concurrently, toward his duties, his heritage, and his integrity. This had never happened to him before. He had been on countless missions and would never have even allowed himself to think, let alone feel this way about a woman from this time period.


    He had learned to hate the defectives for their blatant abuse of their abilities. He hated their love for twenty-first century life and twenty-first century women. He hated the twenty-first century in its entirety because what happened here echoed in and pervaded the future, his home. The stinging in his heart and the nebulous silhouette of his brother that followed him relentlessly reminded him of this every day.


    His throat grew tight and his chest was heavy, hollow. Just thinking of his brother stirred his emotions like sand in a windstorm. At just eighteen years old, his brother, Marcus, had traveled to this very city on his first mission. But Marcus succumbed to the temptations of this hedonistic time period—all the things Jonty despised—and fell in love with a young woman. Marcus and his lover paid for that decision with their lives. Jonty blamed the defectives as much as the time period for his brother’s death.


    He turned to Sammy, her porcelain skin blanketed in darkness, her slumbering breaths a steady rhythm in his ears. This woman was testing his whole belief system with her courage, beauty, and pure spirit. She wasn’t a temptress or immoral, nor was she any less human simply because she was born in this time period. In fact, she seemed more human. Her qualities shone even brighter against this harsh, yet endlessly seductive backdrop. Hell, she selflessly risked her own life to help him fight Adam. She spent her days caring for orphaned children.


    Jonty’s balls tightened, hardening his already semi-hard cock. He turned away and took a deep breath. He couldn’t allow himself to succumb to these feelings. He couldn’t make the same mistake his brother did. It would break his family’s heart and would spell the end to his career. Interfering with the past for one’s own gluttonous purposes was not tolerated, because its consequences could breach the very fabric the universe was made upon: time. But even if he did open his heart and body to Sammy, it could never be anything more than a brief fling anyway. His position guaranteed that. So was it even worth taking that risk for something that wouldn’t last?


    He unzipped his jeans, reached down under his underwear, and released his cock from its stranglehold. It sprung to life, engorged, bursting for relief. He rolled out of bed and headed for the bathroom. Hopefully he could relieve some of this tension. Eyeing Sammy one last time before he closed the door behind him, he whispered, “I’m a dead man.”

  


  
     


    Chapter 7


     


    Sunlight slithered through the cracks of the worn curtains and streamed into Sammy’s eyes. She stretched her body like a cat, arms high over her head, and peeled her eyes open. The hotel. Her stomach churned, out of fear and from the alcohol she drank last night.


    Sammy sat up. Her head was reeling. Two steady breaths in then out made her feel a little better. She rubbed at her eyes with her fists. “Jonty,” she croaked.


    The bathroom door opened, and plumes of steam followed Jonty as he strolled out. He was dressed in jeans and a black t-shirt that hugged his powerful chest and biceps. Long, damp curls hung around his face and neck. A coil of pleasure unfurled in her belly and stung her straight between her legs.


    “How are you feeling?” he asked.


    She shrugged. “I’ve felt better.”


    He grinned sympathetically. “How about you go have a shower and I’ll fix us some breakfast. You’ll be better with food in your belly.”


    A shower did sound appealing. Sammy went to the bathroom and undressed. She set the water to hot and stepped inside. The steaming spurts of water as they beat upon her shoulders and streamed down her back seemed to possess healing properties. Each tightly wound muscle loosened, relaxing her. Sammy stayed under the water for a long while, sucking in the soapy scented steam, cleaning her lungs.


    Images of last night swirled across the movie screen of her mind, vividly colorful. She shook her head. I can’t allow myself to be haunted by memories. She tried to focus on something else, anything else—the big brown eyes of the Cambodian orphans she spent three months with, their sweet smiles despite the horrible circumstances they faced. She thought of her mum, dad and little sister. And then Jonty’s face came to mind. That sexy mouth, so kissable. That hot, hard body. Sensation fanned across her flesh, reaching her in the hardened peaks of her breasts. She squeezed her thighs together. What is it with this guy? Sammy turned off the taps and reached for a towel. She haphazardly dried herself and dressed.


    Jonty was at the small table in the corner of the room with an assortment of food laid out—croissants, bananas, and orange juice.


    She sat on a chair next to him and took a bite of a croissant. “Thank you.”


    He nodded. “No worries. How’d you sleep?”


    “Really well actually. Considering.”


    “That’s good.” He squirmed in his chair and sighed. “I want to apologize again for walking out and leaving you alone. That was really stupid and insensitive.”


    She lifted her hand. “Don’t worry about it. I was wound up real tight last night. I kinda lost it emotionally. The alcohol didn’t help matters. But I do feel a little better today.”


    He swallowed a mouthful of orange juice and nodded. “Good to hear.”


    They ate their breakfast and chatted. Mindless chatter to distract them both from the tangible lust and erotic magnetism that was pulsing around the room and settling on their skin like a sultry summer breeze. Sammy couldn’t take it anymore. Being in such close proximity to him and not being able to lean over and take that sumptuous bottom lip of his between hers and suck his tongue until he moaned into her mouth was torture. She released a loud breath of air, stood, and straightened her skirt and t-shirt. She had to get away from him or she’d burst.


    Sammy sat on the bed and reached for the remote. Jonty slid his chair back from under him and followed. Her heart thumped, harder, faster, but she remained focused on the television. He sat beside her. She could feel his stare. Eventually, she turned to face him and looked into those incredible blue eyes.


    He took a deep breath and scrubbed his hands over his face. “So much is at stake, Sammy. I can’t pursue—” He pointed from his chest to hers. “—this, us.”


    Air escaped from her throat, leaving her breathless. “Why? Why can’t you?”


    His features twisted, almost with pain, and his mouth drooped into a deep frown. She pressed her hand to her heart, an attempt to stop the aching she felt for his struggle. She could see his turmoil. She resented it, because in her own mind nothing at all was complicated about how she felt about this man. Regardless of what she had been through, of anything else that could possibly exist in their lives, what she felt was simple. It was only his continual rejection that was stopping them from happening.


    She stroked the length of his cheek with her finger. His eyelids drifted shut. When he opened them again, she slowly leant closer and pressed her lips to his. All his angst, all his desire, was communicated in a single sigh of acceptance. He opened her lips with his, found her tongue. She loved his warmth, his taste, the rough prickle of his chin. She had ached for this ever since that first kiss. Her entire body buzzed with a delicious energy, a want, a need. His strong hands gripped her hips, then slid up her spine to her neck where he pulled gently on the hair at her nape.


    She looked into his eyes. “How can what is happening between us be wrong? It feels so pure.”


    “It’s complicated.”


    “Does it have to be complicated?”


    He shrugged. “I can’t see any other way.”


    Sammy ran her thumb along his full bottom lip. His eyes languidly closed. She couldn’t resist leaning in, taking that very lip between her own, and kissing him again, exactly as she imagined.


    “Tasting you is easy enough,” she said.


    He smiled. “Easy, and it feels so incredibly good.”


    Sammy stood before him and lowered onto his lap. She circled her arms loosely around his neck and kissed him again. “How about we do whatever feels incredibly good then?”


    He rested his forehead against hers. His lips lightly grazed her as he spoke. “But once I start with you, I—I won’t be able to stop. I will cross the line.”


    She ran her tongue over her bottom lip and whispered, “I won’t want you to stop.”


    She felt his cock tighten against his jeans and push into her thigh. She rocked against it, relishing the way it made him release a shuddering sigh and close his eyes. Slowly, she reached for her shirt and lifted it over her head. Her breasts bounced, her nipples instantly tightening as she released them from her bra.


    The cool air against her sensitive tips, and his lascivious gaze, sent shivers up her spine. Using her knees, she lifted her body so her breasts were at the perfect height for his lips. She edged closer and dipped her breast toward his mouth. He eagerly parted his lips, received her nipple in his warm mouth, and sucked. Gently at first. She gasped as he swirled his tongue over its surface, sending surges of pleasure down to her yearning sex. He grabbed her other breast in his hand and hungrily devoured it with his mouth.


    Sammy’s breaths grew deeper as her mind succumbed to the fog of intense arousal. All she wanted, needed, demanded, was his bulging cock inside her.


    “Denying this attraction between us won’t stop it,” she managed to say, breathless. “Whether you wanted to or not, you’ve already crossed the line. The line is far behind us, left it in the dust of this lust. You and me, meeting, being here now, is beyond our control. It’s bigger than you and I. Bigger than our physical shells. It’s deeper. It’s unstoppable. Tell me you feel it too.”


    Jonty nodded. “I feel it in my heart.” He pressed his hand to his chest. “This yearning for you makes me ache, right here.”


    Sammy found the button on his jeans, undid it, and slid the zipper slowly down. She pulled his underwear lower, reached in, and released his steely erection. Grasping its thick base, she slid her hand along the immense length of him, up then down. He blew a long hiss of air from between his lips as he watched her hand gripping him.


    She brushed her lips against his ear. “How about we simply try? No promises.” She slid her hand from root to tip again. His chest was heaving, his face slack with pleasure.


    Jonty growled, abruptly stood, and lifted Sammy into his arms. He kissed her with an urgency she was barely capable of matching. He kissed her mouth, nipped at her jaw, her throat. She rolled her head back as he slid his lips down to her breasts.


    “You are utterly irresistible,” he said as he lay her gently against the mattress.


    He ripped his shirt over his head, revealing his hard, tanned torso, strong shoulders and chest. In a flurry he had his jeans off and was standing before her, his generous cock so rigid it brushed his stomach as he moved. God, he was incredible.


    He smiled. “You’ll be the death of me, Sammy.”


    She grinned. “Only if you don’t hurry up and get over here.”


    Jonty lowered his body onto the bed and lay beside her. He peeled every remaining piece of clothing from her body as though she was a precious present requiring the greatest of attention and care. When each part of her body was revealed to him, her stomach, thighs, her fleshy mound, he touched, kissed, tasted, and explored her body like it was an unchartered frontier.


    “I love the taste of you,” he said as he ran his lips along the length of her inner thigh.


    It felt exquisite, the expectancy, knowing he was only centimeters from her sex, so close his warm breath was luscious against her ripening slit.


    “Let me taste all of you,” he said, spreading her legs wide. He gently pulled her silken folds apart with his fingers. His tongue found her opening.


    She sighed as he licked up the length of her, over her clitoris. So good.


    “Irresistible,” he whispered, lapping again, twirling his tongue around her tight clit.


    She tilted her pelvis to meet his next lick. He took advantage, grasped her ass and lifted her higher to his mouth. She dragged her teeth along her bottom lip, wanting so much to release all the pent-up pleasure via a long, sensual moan. Again he tasted her, over and over, long laps, short, sensual flickers. Each time his warm tongue found her, the heat intensified. She gripped his hair, not wanting him to stop as the throbbing between her thighs transformed into a gratifying ache.


    “Oh God, I’m going to come,” she breathed.


    “Whenever you need.”


    It took all her self-control to say, “Not yet.”


    He met her eyes, one eyebrow arched.


    “I want to come with you inside me,” she whispered.


    He grinned cheekily. “I thought you’d never ask.”

  


  
     


    Chapter 8


     


    Jonty crawled up Sammy’s body. The sweet taste of her tantalized his mouth. God, he was hard. He couldn’t recall ever wanting a woman so much it hurt. Straddling her, he rested the tip of his cock at her opening. That alone felt incredible. He could scarcely imagine what it would be like to plunge inside of her.


    She cantered against him, urging him to enter. For the time being he resisted. He needed some level of restraint or this was going to be over too quickly. He could burst right now just feeling her slick sex against the throbbing tip of his cock. But Jonty wanted to savor this moment, lengthen the intensity of sensation that was produced being in contact with this incredible woman. Frankly, he didn’t want it to end, ever. But God, how good would it feel to pump his seed into that tight crevice.


    He kissed her. Sammy’s breasts squeezed against his chest, and her beaded nipples stirred him all the more. Jonty wanted her all at once—he wanted to kiss her sweet mouth, taste her tongue, suck on those delicious, pink nipples, and have his dick planted deep inside her. He wanted it all.


    She bucked again and the head of his penis slid just an inch into her warm, gripping walls. It was too much to bear any longer. His muscles were straining so hard to keep his body from doing what it desperately wanted to do.


    With a long, tediously slow stroke he buried his length deep inside, filled her up with him. A moan tore from his throat. She was so warm, so wet, so…


    “So tight,” he breathed into her ear as he pulled out and plunged back into her depths.


    Her sex gripped him hard, seemed to milk him with every thrust. It was unbearable to not lose control. Not to thrust so deep, so hard, to fill her up, pull away, and instantly fill her up again.


    “You were made for me,” he whispered.


    She cantered against him, raised her pelvis so he penetrated her to the limits. Her breasts wobbled with each movement, her nipples brushing against his chest. Her sweet scent filled his nostrils, and he could still taste her on his lips. She was all over him and this drove him to the brink with fantastic speed.


    She sheathed him even tighter as her body writhed underneath him. He watched her beautiful face, the way her lips parted with each deep breath, the way her eyes rolled back, closed, as rapture overcame her. She was breathtakingly sexy.


    “Irresistible,” he said as she cried out his name to the silent room. It drove him wild. He plowed into her. Every muscle tightened. His cock couldn’t get any harder, couldn’t feel any more gluttonous pleasure.


    With the next long stroke he exploded with a pulsating ecstasy. He pumped his seed deep inside her with every jerking plunge until he was spent and collapsed onto her heaving chest.


    How primal he felt, ruled by urges he was forced to suppress with a woman like her. He couldn’t pull out, not yet. He yearned to feel her silky warmth for as long as he could, because he wasn’t sure he’d get another chance.


    “Curse the gods for hiding you in this century away from me. Chance doesn’t produce a moment like that—you were made for me,” he growled in her ear, still panting.


    Finally he relinquished his cock and rolled onto the bed beside her. Guilt, damn guilt, had rolled over with him, finding an entrance into his veins and upward to his thoughts. He’d well and truly crossed the line. But oh, how incredible it was. He may be sharing a bed with guilt, but he would never regret sharing the same bed with Sammy.


    What would his commander say, though? His family? His fists clenched at his side, jaw tightened.


    “What’s the matter?” she asked gently.


    He peered into her eyes. He couldn’t lie. “I betrayed my position as your protector. I betrayed my commander and my duties.” And I betrayed my brother’s memory. “But I’m not sorry. Not at all. Just worried about the consequences.”


    She framed his face with her hands. “This was consensual. What happened just now, I wanted to happen. You haven’t done anything wrong.”


    “Not on that level. But I’m entrusted with a very important position, to stop people like Adam. To stop exactly what I’ve just done. Sleeping with you was an act of treason.”


    Sammy pressed her lips to his and stroked her hand across the thin tuft of hair at his chest. The most innocent of touches managed to stir him as though she had wrapped her lips around his shaft. His cock, almost flaccid a moment ago, began to tighten, brushing against Sammy’s belly as it rose to vertical.


    Am I chasing my brother’s fate? Do I have no control over this at all?


    So much for guilt; he turned his back on it. Instantly his thoughts were commandeered by memories of that erotic expression on Sammy’s face as he made her orgasm. He wanted to feel that surge of wetness against his balls again as she moaned his name.

  


  
     


    Chapter 9


     


    “Tell me what you want, Sammy,” Jonty said, his voice low and husky.


    She nipped his bottom lip with her teeth and grinned. “I want you inside me again.”


    He pushed his erection against her belly, pleasure piercing her entire body as he did. “Now?” he asked.


    “Please.”


    He rolled off the bed, held his arms out for Sammy, and helped her up. Grounding her between himself and the bed, he spun her so his stomach pressed against her back and his hard cock rested against the cheeks of her ass.


    He was authoritative, not gentle. She liked that; it made her so wet. Desire ebbed between her thighs, swelled her, and readied her. She couldn’t have his cock inside her fast enough. He trailed his hand up her thigh and stepped her leg up onto the bed. It opened her up for him; she felt so sexy. He grabbed his cock and rubbed its head up and down the length of her slit, dispersing her wetness, lighting her nerve endings.


    Gripping one hand around her waist, he pulled her against him as he thrust upward, hard. He released a long, low groan as she hugged his cock.


    That animalistic urge, that primordial biology, which set him firmly in the category of man, was expressed in every movement. He pulled out and almost immediately entered her again, her body jerking upward.


    “Yes,” she hissed. God, she wanted him. She wanted it hard—gluttonous pleasure produced in the most intimate way.


    He buried himself in her again and again, long, hard strokes, purely for physical gratification. Jonty cupped at her breasts, bouncing with each deep plunge, and rolled her nipples between his thumb and forefingers. Ecstasy pierced her, reached her between her thighs.


    Sammy’s breaths were heavy, her chest rising and falling, expanding her breasts into his eager hands. Still he filled her up, her body lowering to meet each upward penetration. They built to a strong, steady rhythm; pressure, aching pleasure, making her throb. Still teasing her nipple, he slid one hand down her stomach, further down between her lips, and found her clitoris. Her knees buckled as he unceasingly rolled his finger over its surface.


    Her breathing intensified, body clenched, pulsing around his cock, her nipples hard as marble between his fingers. Her body shook, and she threw her head back against his shoulder and shouted his name, once, twice. Not one thrust more and a powerful groan rumbled from between Jonty’s lips as he pumped her full of his come.


    Sammy’s legs could no longer hold her weight. He released his dick from her stranglehold and caught her against his body, their chests heaving in unison.


    Sammy kneeled on the bed and rolled onto her side. Jonty joined her, wrapping his arm around her waist. Sleep didn’t wait to hug them both with its thick, comforting blanket of blackness.

  


  
     


    Chapter 10


     


    Jonty was in the shower washing the beautiful remnants, evidence if you will, of their indiscretion from his body. Perhaps washing away all traces of Sammy would reduce the severity of the consequences he would surely face once his commander found out what he had done.


    There was no taking back what happened between them. And there was no changing how wrong it was, and yet how incredibly right it felt. What Jonty needed now was to remove Sammy from his thoughts, create some mental distance, so he could think clearly about all that had happened and focus on devising a plan to move forward. A plan where Sammy remained safe and he didn’t continue breaking the rules by making love to her in hotel hideouts.


    But even now, with Sammy in the next room sound asleep, his mind betrayed him. He remembered the feel of her silky, wet crevice and his dick began to go rigid. God, he wanted her again, right now.


    Was it because he knew he shouldn’t? Did that fact add to his desire? He shook his head. No. This was more than a simple case of wanting what you can’t have. This was more than gratifying his physical urges.


    “Hi” came her sugary voice, interrupting his carnal reflection.


    He raised his eyes to her. She was completely naked. Her firm breasts, plush pink peaks as rigid as his cock, bounced with each step toward him.


    So beautiful.


    “May I join you?” she asked.


    He was nodding before he had even thought to voice a reply.


    She smiled, so sweet, and opened the shower screen.


    “Did you have a good nap?” he asked.


    Again that smile. “Wonderful. You must be good for me.”


    He grinned, that ever-tightening cock of his edging toward his stomach. “Yes, and...well, you can see the effect you have on me.”


    She laughed. “Yes. I can.”


    Jonty peered into her sultry, blue eyes. They were so strange for someone in this time to possess, very much like the eyes of his own people, one thousand years into the future. He leant to kiss her, to taste those delicious lips, but stopped and inhaled a deep rush of air. Argh hell, she’s one of us. She’s a Grey.


    How could he not have realized it earlier? This was something he should have known. Sammy’s eyes were the tell-tale clue, but he was too besotted to think straight. Her eyes, a crisp blue, with the greyest of flecks, so pure in color, were an inherent characteristic of his people: the Greys. His muscles tightened, his jaw clenched. Was that why Adam tried to eliminate her? To ensure the Greys as a human species never evolved, so evil in the future would reign, rather than the kind, generous, ethical race the Greys became?


    That Sammy was one of the earliest of his people answered so much. He had to be right. It explained why she could see Adam’s true form and his own: evil and good. It explained why she succumbed to Adam’s advances so easily; her perceptions would be more advanced than others of this time. It explained why Jonty found her breathtakingly beautiful and magnetic; he was drawn to her clean, compassionate spirit.


    “What is it?” she asked, eyes wide.


    He shook his head. “I—I just answered one of my own questions.”


    “Tell me,” she said.


    He nodded. “I’ll tell you all I know.”


    * * * *


    Jonty told her of the future from which he came. Life was so much different one thousand years into the future. The air was clean, energy was free, there was no poverty, and there had been no wars for over half a millennia. People were creative, intelligent, and peaceful, not needing rules or enforcement. He belonged to a race of humans, the Greys, renowned for their intuition, abilities, and unfaltering ethics. The Greys were respected and held the most sacred positions in the communities—especially his job as a Grey soldier, protecting humanity.


    Sammy shook her head. She couldn’t breathe, could barely see through the disbelief blurring her vision. “You…you’re from the future? I—”


    He placed his hands on her shoulders. “Breathe, Sammy.”


    She nodded quickly and attempted deep breaths in and out, until her heart stopped trying to drum its way through her ribcage. “I’ve seen so much in the last couple of days, but to hear this…that you’re not even from now—”


    “I know it’s difficult, Sammy.”


    Her ears were ringing and her legs were weak. She closed her eyes as she breathed the surrounding steam deep into her lungs. She opened her eyes and looked at his face, genuine and compassionate. “You promise me you’re not insane?”


    He smiled. “I promise.”


    “And you’re not on hallucinogenic drugs or anything, are you?”


    Again the smile. He shook his head. “Definitely not.”


    She nodded slowly.


    “Surely after everything we’ve been through, after all that you’ve seen, you must believe me.”


    On some level, she knew what he was saying was the truth, but it was still difficult to hear and even harder to accept. That he was from the future was a thing of fantasy, of books, and movies. Not reality. Especially not her reality.


    With a weak voice she eventually said, “I do believe you…I think. But I need more. Help me to understand this better.”


    Jonty told her how he belonged to an army—though army was too strong a word because armies, like those in the twenty-first century, hadn’t existed for hundreds of years. The army was more like a specialist trained group, dealing and reacting to problem people as they arose. Right now, his duties were specific: annihilate the Dark Walkers—those with evil running through their veins—who have embedded themselves in the twenty-first century.


    “But I thought you said that there was no need for enforcement in the future?” asked Sammy.


    “There isn’t for the majority of people. However, there is the small exception of the Dark Walkers. At the moment, there is a group of about fifty who have defected and planted themselves in this time. We don’t know what their purpose is exactly for being here yet. Only that they want to change the future in a way that is advantageous to them.”


    “So Adam was a Dark Walker?” she asked.


    Jonty nodded.


    Sammy cringed. “Do all Dark Walkers appear like demons?”


    “Yes, but only to Greys, the only ones perceptive enough to see so deeply.”


    Sammy blinked, once, twice. “But I saw.”


    “Yes. And that’s what I’ve just come to realize. I think you’re one of us, one of the original Greys.”


    Sammy threw her hand over her mouth. “What does this mean?”


    Jonty shrugged. “I wish I knew for certain.”


    “Do you think that’s why Adam tried to kill me? Perhaps he wanted to stop the Grey’s evolutionary line.”


    Jonty nodded. “Could very well be. It makes sense.”


    “But he only tried to kill me once you arrived. Before then, he seduced me.” She lowered her eyes and heat crept up her neck. “We would have had sex right there on the balcony.”


    Jonty audibly ground his teeth, his hands balling into fists at his side. “Maybe he wanted to taint the race. Maybe he wanted to change the evolutionary line from good to bad by implanting you with his sinister seed.”


    Sammy shuddered and wrapped her arms around her waist. “I can’t imagine what it would be like giving birth to evil, staring at my own flesh-and-blood and seeing the demon that it truly is.”


    His hands drifted from her shoulders down to her arms. “You don’t have to imagine. I won’t let it happen.”


    “I know you’ll try, but what if more come? What if there are more than three next time?” A tear rolled down her cheek, and her lips trembled. “What if you can’t hold them off single-handedly?”


    He lifted an eyebrow. “You doubt me.”


    She wiped the tears from her cheeks. “I don’t doubt that you’re supremely brave and skilled in combat, but you’re only one man.”


    He nodded. “I understand your concerns. And I would ordinarily, in this situation, have gone to my commander for extra resources, but they will banish me back to the future if I do. I’ll lose my position and my respect. And besides all that, Sammy, I don’t think I can bear to be away from you.”


    Terror widened her eyes. “They would do that? Send you away from me?”


    “Yes. I’ve seen it done, and I myself have ordered it. It’s not often—most Greys’ ethics override any inclination toward rule-breaking—but it is the course of justice for committing such an offense.”


    She scoffed. “Making love with the passion that we did couldn’t possibly be an offense.”


    His eyes hardened and he crossed his arms over his chest. “For a Grey soldier, it is an offense. I’m in a privileged position, granted to me for my skills, my strength, but mostly because of my morals and trustworthiness. I’m explicitly expected to not do anything in this time that changes the course of the future. Making love to you, whether you can understand it or not, will change the future.”


    She reached for his face and stroked her finger gently down his cheek. “But you changed the future by saving me.”


    “No, I stopped a Dark Walker from changing the future by eliminating you.”


    “Can’t you just keep it a secret from your commander? Does he have to know about us?”


    Jonty sighed. “He already knows. I can sense it.”


    Sammy gaped. “Is he angry?”


    Jonty wet his face under the flowing stream of water before he answered. “I’m trying to block his attempts to telepathically communicate with me. I’m not tuning into it. I can’t bear to know if I’ve disappointed him. And I can’t risk him knowing my location.”


    Sammy nodded. “I see.”


    “Since we’ve possessed the ability to travel through time, it’s been an unequivocal rule to not mess with the past. I’m not sure you understand the severity of the crime I’ve committed.”


    She shook her head and frowned solemnly. “I’m sorry. I mean, you said there were consequences, but I didn’t realize...”


    He framed her face with his hands. “Don’t be sorry, Sammy. I’m the one who ultimately made the decision to cross the line with you, and I don’t regret it.”

  


  
     


    Chapter 11


     


    “I don’t regret it either,” Sammy said, nuzzling her cheek against his hand. Her cheeks were tingling and so was her heart. It was strange to feel this way. To feel so strongly about a man she had only just met. Yes, he was divine in appearance and tantalized her beyond comprehension sexually, but it was as though she was attracted to something else, something intangible, yet so palpable she thought she had seen it earlier—his angelic spirit.


    She knew he was wholesome, despite the wicked way he had made love to her, and honorable, regardless of what he said about betraying his duties. Two qualities she held in high esteem, and two qualities she had never found in any other man she had dated.


    This soul connection between them was so strong it made her body hum just being near him, as though they were operating on the same frequency. A frequency only they possessed, could feel, and shared. She had been drawn to him the moment their hands touched in the kitchen of her apartment the other night, and despite only knowing him for a couple of days, she couldn’t imagine not having him in her life, nor looking into his striking eyes or hearing his mellifluous voice.


    He pressed his lips to hers and lingered there for a long moment. She breathed him in, her body drifting against his. Her nipples prickled, touching his hard chest.


    “What is that, Jonty?” She needn’t explain her question to him. He knew she was referring to the feelings they derive from one another.


    “I told you, Sammy. You were made for me, only for me.”


    “And you for me?”


    “Yes. And me for you.”


    He kissed her then with so much emotion she could feel it sliding down her throat, spreading its loving energy through her entire body. She swallowed his passion as their tongues caressed each other, and burned as he slid his hands over her body. She wanted this man so much, would do anything to see that he was safe, and that he stayed in her life. Her feelings were so true, so powerful, it overwhelmed her. A tear rolled down her cheek and onto her lips, where it was kissed away by Jonty.


    He drew back from her mouth and fixed his eyes on hers.


    “I would die for you, Sammy,” he whispered. “I would murder for you.”


    She ran her hand down his cheek, over his defined jaw, trailed her finger along his luscious lower lip. “And I would for you,” she said, and believed her words. “If there is no other choice, would you desert the Grey soldiers for me too?”


    Jonty flinched, but managed to keep his expression impartial, offering her a wry smile. He lifted her leg and rest her knee over his elbow.


    She watched his unfaltering gaze, and her breaths grew heavier as he glided his other hand between her thighs and pushed his finger into her crevice.


    “I made that decision right before I entered you here,” he said, his voice hoarse.


    She released a low, shuddering moan as he drove another finger inside, pressed his thumb against her clitoris and circled there slowly.


    “Hmmm… Jonty.”


    He hoisted her into his arms, and she straddled her legs around his taut waist.


    “But right now, Sammy,” he said, his voice deep, husky, his eyes still penetrating hers, “all I want is to make love to you.”


    “I can’t think of anything more I would want.”


    He gripped her ass and lifted her up a smidgen before letting her fall onto his swollen cock, where it impaled her to the brink. She felt so full.


    Oh, my, fucking…


    “You are…” she rasped, pleasure alighting every nerve-ending, “so hard, so…big.”


    Jonty pushed her back against the cool, tiled wall, pressed his body against hers, and devoured her lips. While sliding his deliciously solid cock in and out of her sex, his mouth trailed across her jaw, nipped at her neck, and sucked at her throat. “I fill your tight… I fill you up perfectly,” he breathed.


    Yes, you do. So perfect.


    The warm shower washed over them both, increasing the fire he generated in her body.


    “I’m going to come already,” she whispered.


    Jonty released a guttural groan, his pace quickening. “Come, baby,” he breathed into her ear. “Come.”


    She gripped at his shoulders, digging in her fingers, pulling him tighter to her chest.


    Oh God.


    Waves of bliss saturated her entire body, and her juices of rapture and his come slid down her thighs to join the stream of water as it gushed down the drain.


    She fell against his chest and nestled her head on his broad shoulder, his muscles hard from exertion.


    “You’re mine, Sammy,” he whispered, his lips grazing her hair.


    “You have me.” As long as you can keep me alive, you have me.

  


  
     


    Chapter 12


     


    With Sammy still slumped against his body, Jonty heard his commander’s voice. It was weak, yet there like a shadow on the outskirts of his thoughts. “Stay where you are, Grey soldier.”


    Jonty’s stomach wrenched. He hastily lowered Sammy to her feet.


    “He’s coming. We need to hurry,” he ordered.


    Sammy’s eyes widened. “Who? Who’s coming?”


    Jonty twisted the taps and reached for some towels, handing one to Sammy and using the other to haphazardly wipe his body down. “Commander Terse. He’s almost here.”


    Sammy began to frantically dry, following Jonty’s lead. He ran, gathered his clothes from the floor, and pulled them on. He scouted for Sammy’s and flung them at her.


    “Quick. Get dressed.”


    She did as she was told while he packed her bag.


    Within less than two minutes they were running down the hall, hand in hand, Sammy’s small bag flung over his shoulder. He quickened their pace, almost dragging Sammy toward the lifts. The commander was close; he could feel his presence so strong.


    Down in the basement they sprinted to Sammy’s car and jumped inside. He took the driver’s seat and roared the engine to life before reversing the car out with a screech. He sped up and along the twirling car-park ramps. One level from the top he squealed around the corner. The tires on one side lifted into the air. As all four wheels crashed back to the basement floor he spied movement in the rearview mirror.


    “That’s him,” he said.


    Sammy snapped her head around to look behind them. A shiny, black sports car was trailing them.


    “Oh no,” she whispered.


    Damn it.


    Jonty slammed his palm against the steering wheel. There was no way he’d outrun them in this four-cylinder car. But he was going to try. He pressed his foot even harder to the accelerator and hoped that no one else was using the car park, because he wouldn’t be able to avoid crashing into them should they reverse out in front of him.


    Sammy gripped Jonty’s forearm tightly. “What are we going to do?”


    Jonty swung the car around the final bend and sped toward the exit, out onto the rain-sodden streets, almost sideswiping another car that was coming in the opposite direction. “I can’t beat them with speed, but maybe I can with wit.”


    He raced down the road, turning left at the last possible moment into a side lane barely big enough to accommodate their small car. The sports car would be lucky to fit. Yet, still it came screaming around the same corner. Foot flat to the floor, he propelled the car up the lane toward the next street. He flung a right in front of another vehicle, which had to slam on its brakes. The strangling sound reverberated through their car’s tiny cab.


    “That was almost too close,” gasped Sammy, gripping tight to the door handle, her eyes wide circles.


    “It’ll slow down the pursuer,” he said, his words quick.


    The car flew straight along this new road before he took another sharp left into a street then right into a small lane way. The scent of burning rubber filled the car.


    “If I can lose them and get us onto a clear road, we can head out of the city, he won’t know which direction.”


    “How did he know where we were?” she asked.


    “I wasn’t careful enough with blocking him out.” He spun the car again around another corner, the tires finding flight. The car landed with a jolt onto the road. “All he needed was a second, two, with my guard down, to locate me.”


    She shook her head with bemusement. “What does he have, some internal GPS?”


    Despite everything, Jonty laughed. “Something like that.”


    He hadn’t seen the black sports car for two or three streets now. His plan may be working. Yet knowing his commander as he did, and his skill, he wasn’t going to call it this soon.


    The engine was screaming, at the very limits of use. As long as it got them to safety, that’s all he needed. After another four turns up side streets and back alleyways, he twisted the car back in the direction he had come, though via a different route. Jonty hammered along the streets, skirting in and out of any other car that slowed his progress. They kept on until the city was seen only in the shadowy distance from the rearview mirror.


    “Are we safe?” Sammy asked, peering behind her.


    “No. I wouldn’t say so just yet.”


    Sammy sighed. She was wiping tears from her cheeks. “Is this what it’s going to be like, being chased by not only the Dark Walkers but the Grey Army as well?”


    Jonty ran his fingers through his hair. He knew from the outset that all he could offer Sammy was a brief fling. That together they didn’t have a future, couldn’t have a future. But now that he was invested in her safety and this semblance of a relationship, he had to believe that there was hope for them. He had to do all he could to find that hope and make the possibility of a future together a reality.


    He took his eyes briefly off the road to look at her. “I don’t know. Maybe if we find somewhere remote, where no one can find us, they may eventually stop hunting us.”


    Sammy’s forehead creased deeply as she frowned. “But I have family, Jonty. A mum and a dad, and my little sister. When does this end?”


    “We’ll make it work.”


    “Can we?”


    “It’s either we try or I go back to the future and we never see each other again. If that’s what you want, Sammy, let me know now.” He maintained a steely expression as his eyes remained locked to the road ahead. “I don’t want to be apart from you, but if that’s what you want, I’ll give myself up. They won’t harm you, they’ll just take me.” He couldn’t look at her as he spoke, too afraid if he did, he wouldn’t have been able to say what he had said.


    She was silent for a long while, rubbing the bridge of her nose between her thumb and forefinger. With each passing second his heart knocked hard against his chest, waiting, hoping she wouldn’t tell him what he didn’t want to hear, what he couldn’t bear to do.

  


  
     


    Chapter 13


     


    Sammy’s throat was constricted, and her heart sat heavily in her chest as she watched Jonty. His shoulders were rolled forward, his lips had fallen into a sullen frown, and there was a gentle tremble in his voice as he spoke.


    Of course she didn’t want him to be taken away from her. And she certainly didn’t want him to die. God, she couldn’t bear it. But it wasn’t that simple. Even though these emotions she felt for him, this magnetism, was effortless and uncomplicated, the cost borne in maintaining this connection would be huge. Already they had faced death twice from the Dark Walkers and now justice from the Greys. It didn’t seem to matter, good or evil, they were not on anyone’s team but their own and this put them in harm’s way of all.


    Sammy peered at his face for a long moment. Underneath his solemn expression, she glimpsed that same sense of spirit she’d witnessed last night, so ethereal and honorable. In an intangible way, she could even feel him, tingling, invading her own soul with his goodness and beauty. She knew then that this was what she felt when they touched and an electrifying sensation permeated her body—a perfect paring of souls. Souls that when together made the other whole and infallible. They could operate apart from one another, sure. Sammy had done it for the last twenty-six years of her life. But together was how they were meant to be—how they were designed. She was meant to be with him and he with her. That was rightness and that was truth.


    She reached her hand to his as he gripped the steering wheel. That sparkle flickered from his fingers to hers and shot up the length of her arm. Sammy gasped. It’s even stronger.


    Jonty turned to her, his eyes wide.


    There was no denying that what they shared together, this syncing of spirit, was overwhelmingly robust and alone this gave the answer to his question, unequivocally.


    “We’re in this together. You and me,” she said.


    She heard a long sigh of breath release from his lungs, relief mixing with the air around them.


    He nodded, looking from the road to her. “I’m glad that’s your answer. I couldn’t have handled any other.”


    Sammy leant over and kissed him on the cheek. “It’s settled then.”


    They drove on for two or more hours without a stop, out of the city and onto a deserted highway. Where once the view was of boxy high-rises, motor traffic, and bridges of cement, it was now a flattened out landscape of beige grass, and craggy mountain ranges, stormy blue, in the distance.


    Jonty glanced at the fuel gauge. “We’re getting seriously low on fuel.”


    “I think I saw a sign that said there is a station just ahead.”


    He lifted his gaze to the rearview mirror. “I don’t think we’re going to be able to stop just yet, though.”


    Sammy’s heart jolted so hard she thought it bruised her ribcage. She twisted in her seat to look through the back window. A black car was following them. “What should we do?”


    Jonty’s knuckles were white as he gripped the steering wheel. “I—don’t know.”


    When Sammy looked back out the front window, she saw there were another three cars approaching them from the cross-intersection ahead. One car on each road. In moments they would be surrounded.


    Her stomach clenched and anxiety surged through her body.


    “Do you have any kind of weapon in the car?” he asked.


    It took some seconds to find her thoughts and her voice. “Um, no. No.”


    “Any tools, a spanner, a crossbar?”


    “Yes. I have a crossbar in case I get a flat tire.” She turned and hung her body over the seat to reach for a toolbox under the back of her seat. She retrieved the crossbar—thirty centimeters of hard steel, more than capable of cracking a skull.


    He took it from her fingers and laid it over his lap. With a screech he abruptly brought the car to a halt.


    “Stay in the car, no matter what happens,” he said, then opened the door and sprinted out.


    What occurred next happened in such a flurry it felt like she was watching it from the window of a fast moving train. All four cars stopped within only meters of her car and each male driver jumped out. Sammy gasped seeing them—bright white auras—so pure were these men.


    Jonty was running, crossbar in hand. They were running toward him. Four tall men moving like flashes across the landscape. But there was no malice emanating from the men and only desperation exuding from Jonty. The scene playing out was wrong, horribly wrong. Sammy’s body pulsed. Her stomach tightened so hard it cramped, and her heart reverberated in her chest. She couldn’t let Jonty hurt them. She couldn’t let them hurt Jonty.


    She unclipped her seat belt, flew out of the car, and bolted toward them all—screaming, gravel flicking against her calves, dust stirring in the air with each footfall.


    “No, stop, please stop! This isn’t right. You’re not meant to fight with each other. Take me! Do what you need to with me, but don’t hurt each other. Please!”


    Jonty reached the man closest to him and cracked him across the face with the crossbar. Bones crunched under the impact. Sammy’s stomach twisted. The man fell. The next man dodged the first swing to his head, but copped a wallop to his ribs. He doubled over, received another blow to his back, followed by a swift strike to the back of his knees. He dropped to the ground with a thud, dust stirring around him. It was all happening so fast. Sammy could barely keep up.


    Jonty charged at the third man on his right, weapon poised. Sammy’s eyes widened. The solid man on Jonty’s left was reaching toward his back pocket. Intuition told her what he was reaching for—a gun. He lifted the pistol in front of him. No, this can’t be happening. This is all so terribly wrong. The man squarely pointed the gun at Jonty and pulled the trigger.


    Sammy couldn’t recall hearing the sound of the bullet leaving its chamber, only recalled Jonty’s body slumping to the ground in a ragged, limp heap.


    “No!” she screamed. “No! How could you? How could you?”


    This wasn’t right. They were saints. Could her instincts have been so wrong?


    One of the men grabbed her, twisted, and gripped her wrists together at her back. Sammy didn’t fight him, for she didn’t care what happened to her now, or to her world. Seeing Jonty, his face smeared with dust, eyes closed, frozen on the ground, she didn’t care at all about anything but the heaving sorrow that consumed her soul.


    The tallest man, the one who had fired the gun, stepped toward her. His brilliance was blinding, but it didn’t diminish the clenching contempt and confusion that was soaring through her body.


    “Sammy,” he said in a gentle, low voice.


    A tear spilled onto her cheek; a thousand more choked her and constricted her throat. “How could you?” she whispered, her words strangled by grief.


    “Sammy,” he said again. “I’m on your side.”


    “You just shot him!” she managed to scream. “I told you to take me. Not him! Not Jonty. Don’t you realize?” Her knees collapsed beneath her, but the man holding her wrists caught her and held her tight against him. “Don’t you realize what he means to me?” She was sobbing now. Her words ended in the softest of whispers.


    She could see the sympathy in the tall man’s eyes. “I understand more than you think. Sammy, listen to me.”


    She peered up at this man, into his crystal blue eyes.


    “Jonty’s fine. We stunned him. That’s all. He’ll be fine in a couple of hours.”


    Sammy blinked once, twice. “You—you didn’t kill him then?”


    He shook his head. “No. We just took precautions. I know Jonty better than anyone. I knew how he was going to react to us. He would’ve killed us all for you.”


    Sammy nodded, exhaling a long, low hiss of air. Each breath out expelled all her grief, and each breath in brought blissful relief. She was light-headed.


    “It was just a stun gun?” she repeated, wanting to make certain she had understood correctly.


    The man nodded. “He’s our best man. Our most courageous soldier. He’s like a son to me. I would never hurt him. But like I said, I needed to take precautions.”


    Sammy’s legs melted beneath her. She would have fallen to her knees onto the dusty ground if it wasn’t for the man behind her holding her up. “Oh, thank God. Thank God.”


    “You need to come with us, Sammy. We have a lot to explain. And you need to be there for Jonty when he wakes.”


    Sammy nodded. Despite everything, when she looked into this man’s eyes she felt the same honor and trustworthiness she saw in Jonty’s. Her instincts told her she could trust him, but nevertheless, she needed to be sure. She inhaled deeply. “Can I just see for myself that he’s okay?”


    The man holding her stepped her toward Jonty’s body and let her go when she was standing over him. She fell onto her knees beside him. Gently, she touched her hand to his face and stroked the hair from his forehead. He was warm. She placed her hand on his chest. His heart was beating, his lungs slowly rising and falling with each peaceful breath. He was alive. She kissed his still lips. Thank God he was alive.

  


  
     


    Chapter 14


     


    When Jonty woke his pulse was racing. “Where is she?” he screamed into the void between the bedroom walls.


    He sat up and got his bearings—a hotel room. He looked left then right. She was there, sitting on a chair at the foot of the bed. He jumped up onto his knees, but fell back onto the bed, his head finding the soft pillows. His balance was distorted, as though he had been endlessly spinning around.


    “Sammy?” he rasped.


    Sammy was already on her feet. She crawled over the bed to find the space beside him. She lay down and wrapped her arm around him. He nestled closer, yearning for her warmth.


    Jonty kissed her—frantic, desperate kisses. “What’s going on? Where am I?”


    “Everything’s fine, Jonty. Please, just relax. We’re safe. You’re safe. I’m safe.”


    Jonty’s chest was heaving, his eyes wide with panic. “How? What happened?”


    Sammy laughed. “If you’ll stay quiet for just a second I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you everything.”


    He pressed his lips against her warm lips, just to make doubly sure she was real. “I thought it was the end, Sammy. I thought I’d lost you.” He quickly scanned her body. “Are you hurt?”


    She smiled. “I’m fine. I’m absolutely fine.”


    “But how? Where’s Commander?”


    “He’s waiting in the next room.”


    Jonty tried to sit again, but he fell forward, moaning. Sammy’s tender touch tugged him back against the pillows.


    “He thought it best that I be the one to tell you, so you don’t try and do anything rash again. The commander knows you’d do anything for me—even kill one of your own, which I now understand is monumental for you to even contemplate.”


    He pressed his hand to his head and closed his eyes. The spinning wouldn’t cease. “What did they shoot me with—a tranquilizer?”


    “An electric current that temporarily short-circuited your mind.”


    He nodded. Of course. And Sammy was right, he would have killed every one of the Greys if it meant he got to stay with her. “Are they sending me home?”


    Sammy kissed him, so softly, and stroked her finger down his cheek. “No. That choice is yours.”


    His thoughts were a thick soup of confusion. He couldn’t make sense of them, or the situation. He clenched his eyes closed. “The choice is mine?”


    “Once I tell you what I know, you’ll need to make a decision.”


    He opened his eyes again and looked at Sammy. She was glowing gold; so bright and pure she was. His heart thrummed in his chest. Despite the swirling mass of his thoughts, he could discern one at least—he loved her. That’s all I need to know.


    “You were right about me, Jonty. I’m a Grey.”


    He nodded.


    A smile curled her lips. “In fact, I am one of the very first Greys.”


    “And that’s why you’re being hunted by the Dark Walkers—they want to stop the race from ever coming into existence?”


    “Or alter the race by tainting my offspring with their evil.”


    He sighed heavily and looked up to the ceiling. “Just like we thought. And the commander knew all this?”


    When he looked at her again, she nodded. “They’ve known about me for a while.”


    His neck tightened. “And yet they didn’t intercept earlier?”


    “No. They needed the course of history to play out how it needed to.”


    He drew a noisy breath in through his nose. “They could have at least had someone monitoring you.”


    She placed a palm on his chest and smiled. “They had the best man on the job, when the time called for it.”


    “Me?” he asked, eyebrows arching high. “I was the one meant to protect you?”


    “Yes—and love me,” she whispered.


    He closed his eyes. “And you were meant to love me?”


    She nodded. “And you were meant to make love to me.”


    His breaths grew shallow. His eyes wandered over her face. “What are you saying?”


    “We start the Grey race, Jonty. You and me and our love for each other is how the Greys begin.”


    “We start the race—you mean we have a child together?”


    She placed her hand over her stomach. “It’s very, very early, but your seed is sprouting.”


    He followed her hand and rest his own upon hers. “You’re pregnant?”


    She smiled. “Yes. The commander could see that I am and I can feel that I am.”


    Jonty’s eyes misted as he trailed his fingers over Sammy’s stomach. The heat of this life, nestled in her womb, warmed his hand. He smiled. So new was this life, yet so strong he could perceive it—vibrant and wholesome. He had closed down his abilities the last few days to keep out the commander and he missed the tell-tale signs that a child was growing inside Sammy. A child they made together.


    He looked at Sammy. Her dazzling eyes were dancing and a lingering smile touched her lips. He felt breathless, weightless. Sammy burst into giggles, which were contagious. Jonty laughed out loud.


    “That’s incredible news,” he said, kissing her hard. “Such incredible news.”


    “I know. I’m so happy and relieved.”


    He finally allowed his thoughts to open up completely, letting the commander in. Jonty let out a long sigh when he felt his amiability regarding the situation—there was no disappointment or anger. The commander always knew that someone from the future would start the Grey race, but he didn’t know who until two days past.


    “You are so very special to me, Jonty. To us all.”


    Jonty released a long breath, filling the air with his relief. “My brother Marcus—I don’t think he was to blame for what happened to him.”


    “You’re right, Jonty. Marcus was never a traitor. We know that now. It was he who was destined to begin the Grey race. The Dark Walkers knew this, so they intercepted in the worst way. We lost a good soldier and one of our first Grey women on that fateful night. Thankfully, destiny found you. But like all alterations to the past, no matter how noble, with your decisions come consequences.”


    Jonty pressed his palms to his eyes. His throat was tight and painful. He swallowed hard, not wanting to lose what little composure he had despite the relief that washed through his body. The shadow of his brother, clouding his beliefs and his thoughts, finally receded. For the first time in five years, Jonty felt free.


    “The commander is okay with us,” he said, looking at Sammy.


    She grinned. “Yes. More than okay. He’s proud of you. It is your blood and your spirit that helps make a new civilization of people that will change this world for the better. The commander showed me the Greys’ history—it’s simply beautiful.”


    Jonty nodded. “It is. And remember, it’s your blood and spirit too.” He placed his hand on her belly again. “Did he explain the ins and outs of time travel? The restrictions?”


    Sammy’s smile fell from her face when she heard the seriousness of his tone. “No.”


    “People who’ve only ever existed in the past are unable to forward travel. Because in the future you don’t yet exist and, therefore, can never exist there.”


    Sammy fidgeted and kept her gaze on her hands. “So, if you want to go back to your home, I can’t go with you?”


    Jonty nodded. “That’s right. And...”


    “And?”


    “Time travel is only permitted if it becomes an issue of national security—it certainly isn’t allowed on a whim. For me to stay here with you and the baby, I would need to forfeit my entire life, my home, and my family in the future.”


    “So that’s the decision you have to make?”


    Jonty forced a smile. Yes, staying with Sammy meant staying permanently in the twenty-first century, but there was no decision to make. “I could never live without you, Sammy. You’re in my blood and in my brain and in my soul.”


    “I won’t let you give up everything for me. I can’t do that. I didn’t realize that was the choice you had to make.”


    “Too late.” He stroked her hair behind her ear and kissed her pouting lips. “I love you. You’re all I ever need. You and this baby are what’s important to me. We can make a life together here and now. I know we can.”


    “You love me?” she asked, voice as gentle as gossamer.


    “Yes. So much.”


    Sammy smiled. “I love you too, and I always want you to be a part of my life.” She touched her fingers to her belly. “Our life.”


    Jonty’s stomach clenched as he heard his commander’s voice. “She is even more vulnerable to the Dark Walkers now. Don’t be complacent. It isn’t over yet.”

  


  
     


    Chapter 15


     


    Jonty’s body tensed. It sent shock waves through Sammy. All was still not settled, despite the joy she felt for her pregnancy and Jonty’s reciprocated love.


    “What’s the matter?” she asked.


    He sat upright, pressed his hand to his head, and closed his eyes. “We need to move again. We need to get you to a safe haven.”


    Scalding tingles of dread rode her veins through her body. “Are they coming?” There was so much more at stake now that she was carrying the future of the Greys in her womb, and the safety of this child meant everything to her.


    “Not yet, but you can be assured they will. Once word gets out about our child, they won’t stop at anything now to get to you.”


    Sammy’s heart sprinted, muscles began to twitch. “Tell me what I need to do.”


    Slowly, Jonty made it to a standing position. He looked off-balance, pale. “I need to talk to Commander first.”


    Sammy nodded. “Sure. Do what you have to do to keep our baby safe.”


    Jonty gripped her shoulders, looking her intensely in the eyes. “I can promise you that much. I’ll do everything, and more.”


    She felt the conviction in his words and saw the determination in his eyes. She trusted him implicitly.


    * * * *


    Jonty had been gone for over an hour and nighttime had descended. Sammy rolled off the bed and paced back and forth across the room. It was the not knowing that she hated the most. Not knowing where they were going, what the Dark Walkers were planning, or when they were leaving for this so-called safe haven.


    She marched to the door and heaved it open, determined to find out all the information she didn’t have. But when she poked her head out to peer down the hall, Jonty was walking toward the room, along with Commander Terse.


    Before she had a chance to ask any questions, she was escorted from the hotel, and bundled into the back seat of a black high-performance car. Jonty jumped in the back seat with her while Commander Terse took the wheel. The car screeched away and they were speeding along the highway, accompanied by a convoy of three other vehicles.


    “Where are we going?” she asked.


    Jonty took her hand and kissed the back of it. “We have a compound in the desert, about five hours drive from here. It’s safer for you and we have more men there.”


    “More men? More men for what?”


    “I won’t lie to you, Sammy. The Dark Walkers are determined to stop the Greys from ever coming into existence. We need more men to fight them.”


    “They want our baby dead?” she said, cradling her free hand maternally over her stomach.


    Jonty drew a deep breath in and kissed the back of her hand again. “Don’t worry, I won’t let that happen.”


    Sammy nodded. “So you have a plan then?”


    He nodded. “We practice patience and draw them to us.”


    “What if they don’t come to us? What then?”


    “Don’t worry, they will. Wherever you and I are, they won’t be far behind. And when they do come for you…” He stopped, his neck straining, his grip on her hand squeezing tighter. “They’ll wish they hadn’t.”


    She saw the commander raise his eyes to the rearview mirror. “We’ve got this, Sammy. This is our job, our life.”


    Jonty nodded in agreement.


    “I know,” she said, a whisper. “And I thank you.” She kissed Jonty on the cheek, laid her head against his warm, muscled chest, and closed her eyes.


    “Sleep,” he said, stroking the hair from her forehead. So she did.


    * * * *


    The inky-night sky was still spangled with stars when they made it to the compound. Sammy watched the craggy landscape dim under the full moon’s light as they drove toward an underground entrance, down through a concrete tunnel, to a basement. The commander parked the car nose out, in case a fast getaway was needed.


    Jonty grabbed Sammy’s bag of few belongings. She held his hand as he led her through mazes of hallways, cement walls, and ceilings lit with florescent light, to a small room, much like a hotel room but without any luxuries. It was a cement box with a bed in the center dressed with a white blanket, and a small counter and sink.


    She stepped inside the room behind Jonty and sighed. He closed the door, the bang echoing throughout the stark room, and dropped their bags beside the door.


    “This is only temporary, Sammy. I promise. Once we deal with the Dark Walkers we can start our life together.”


    Sammy took a seat on the end of the bed. “So what, we wait here for days, weeks, months?”


    He shook his head. “We’ve had wind of the plan. They’ll be here at nightfall tomorrow.”


    Her breath got caught in her throat. “Tomorrow night? How many?”


    “We’re not sure.”


    Sammy frowned; her eyes were stinging. “You’ll stay with me, won’t you?”


    He was silent.


    “Jonty?”


    He sat down beside her and gripped her hand. “I have a very important role to play in our offense. But I swear to you, at all times you will be protected. The room you’ll be in is impenetrable, and you’ll be guarded by one of our best.”


    Sammy’s bottom lip trembled. “But what if something happens to you?”


    Jonty smiled. “I’ll be back for you, Sammy. You can count on that.” He stroked her cheek with the back of his finger. Her eyes closed and she sighed. “For now, let’s not even think about it.” He cupped her face with his hands, brushed his lips against hers and said, with a low, shallow-breathed whisper, “We’re finally alone again. Let me distract you.”


    Sammy’s lips curled up at the corners as heat swam to her belly, lower, tightening the deep muscles of her sex. Oh God, she’d give him permission to distract her forever. He was the most mouth-watering, sexy distraction.


    “Please,” she said, finding his mouth, allowing herself to sink against those warm, full lips. She had craved these lips and this tongue pressing, sliding against her own. The drive to the compound had been torturous, being so close to Jonty’s heat, his unrelenting body, breathing in his masculinity, and not being able to do a damned thing about it. But now they were alone again, and she planned to take full advantage of the situation…and his body.


    He pulled her onto his lap, her back to his chest, and wrapped her in his long, strong arms. She nestled against his broad muscled chest, letting his warmth and scent envelope her and take away all her angst. She loved how he smelled, so clean yet masculine, and there was always something unrecognizably sweet.


    Jonty’s lips found her neck, forcing tingles to spread like wildfire down her spine and across her arms. She spread her legs astride him, knees on the bed, and welcomed broad hands sliding over her breasts, roughly grazing her nipples, which instantly strained against the thin fabric of her bra and dress. Charges of pleasure pierced her, and her breasts swelled to meet his needy palms.


    “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his hot breath like heaven against her ear.


    Kneeling like this over him, she did feel sexy, legs wide, her sex throbbing, anticipating his hands, mouth, cock, whichever came first. His hands slid over her stomach, down her hips to her thighs, spreading a trail of lusty heat, teasing.


    God, she was so needy, yearned for his hands on her mound, to press against and probe her swollen, wet folds. Her body knew what it wanted. It hadn’t quite got the memo that Jonty’s seed was already implanted in her, growing new life. Her body was operating at its most primitive level, craving his hot pearly come to spurt hard inside.


    Jonty rubbed at her inner thighs, crept the hem of her dress up past her waist. She pushed her pelvis forward and back. Then his hand found her mound, and she released a long hiss of contentment. He ran his fingers over her panties, down along the slit of her cleft, up and down, focusing on her swollen clit with the very tip of his finger. She pushed into his hand, wanting him to breach her underwear and find that moist chamber screaming to be packed full with his hot, hard cock. With a swift motion, he hiked her dress up and lifted it over her head. She unclasped her bra, freeing her full breasts and throbbing nipples.


    One of Jonty’s hands cupped her breast while his other stroked between her thighs. He twisted gently at her beaded nipple, tweaking, pulling, the sensation so delicious she thought she could come right there without any penetration. Sammy writhed beneath his hands, breathless, and then he enclosed her in his strong arms and pulled her back against his chest, his hard length straining against her ass cheeks.


    He pushed his imprisoned cock against her. “I want to be inside you so bad,” he said, his voice low and husky.


    Yes. Fuck me now. She stood from the bed and turned to face him. She gestured for him to stand too. And when he did, she peeled off his shirt, unclasped his belt buckle, button, and slid his jeans and underwear down his long, toned legs where he kicked them off.


    Jonty stood before her, shoulders broad. She couldn’t help reaching for his chest and smoothing her hands over the deep inclines. Nor could she resist sliding a single finger down his torso, between the muscled slopes of his taut stomach, across the v-shaped muscles below his hips that pointed her toward that enormous hard-on, standing so rigid, the tip glistening with pre-come.


    She grabbed for it, held the long length, and lowered onto her knees. With his cock still in hand, she positioned the smooth, pink head between her lips and sucked. Jonty moaned with pleasure, and the carnal sound made her sex ache. She looked up to him. He was peering down at her with his gorgeous blue-grey eyes, face slack with the intensity of pleasure that was surging through his body. She took his cock deep inside her mouth now, to the back of her throat, all the while watching his intense stare and the sheer desire expressed in his eyes.


    Sammy sucked and lapped at the hard length of him then tightened her lips, hollowing her cheeks as she slid her mouth up and down his steely manhood. Moans of ecstasy streamed from his mouth. His stomach tightened, thighs tense as she brought him to the edge of sexual fulfillment. Seeing him this aroused, feeling his hands tighten as he gripped her hair, made her so wet and swollen she could explode.


    “Oh, fuck. Sammy, if you keep going I’m going to come,” he groaned.


    She ran her tongue in soft circles now, over his slick head, slowing the pace, backing him away from the edge of orgasm, and peered up at him.


    He nodded in the direction of the bed. She grinned.


    Sammy took her panties off and lay on the bed. Jonty stood beside the bed, watching her.


    “Spread your legs,” he said.


    She did as she was told, pulling her thighs wide apart so he could see all of her wet glory.


    “Touch yourself,” he whispered. “Show me how you do it.”


    Coyly, she brought her finger to her clitoris and began to twirl the swollen nub. Jonty took his cock in his hand and stroked it as he watched her. She worked at her clit, small circles that brought such intense pleasure. Her body thrummed, her deep walls clenching as tendrils of sensation spread. It was so erotic, his standing beside the bed, pumping at his cock, his jaw loose, eyes soft, that pink flush of arousal warming his cheeks.


    “Can you please?” she asked.


    “Can I what?” he said, a teasing grin forming on his lips.


    “Come here,” she said, still twirling that sensual bud, her entire body flushed with heat.


    He crawled toward her across the bed. “Tell me what you want me to do.”


    She watched this incredible man inching toward her, each of his muscles flexing, his delicious cock thick and hard, and the words flew from her mouth, “I want you to fuck me. Now.”


    “I thought you’d never ask,” he growled, kneeling between her thighs.


    He lifted her legs up and spread them, holding them as wide apart as possible, hands under her knees. He positioned his cock at her opening and didn’t hesitate to plunge it deep until he was buried. He began to thrust—long, hard strokes. There was no tenderness now, there was only room left for pure sexual gluttony by both of them. With each upward thrust he ground his pelvis against her clitoris, causing a carnal explosion with each movement.


    God, she felt dirty and sexy, her legs so wide, his cock plunging hard and deep. His eyes as they raked over the length of her, taking in her breasts that wobbled with each movement, his sultry eyes, the passion consuming his features, made her feel so desirable. And those long breaths and erotic moans coming from Jonty, the way he whispered… “Oh, Sammy. You feel so good. Oh, my fucking… So fucking tight… I won’t take long, you are too gorgeous…”


    It tipped her over the edge. Heat consumed her, and pleasure twisted and tightened every muscle in her body. The walls of her center clenched hard over his cock, and from her clitoris a magnificent thrum of sensation exploded outward and upward, washing over her, caressing her with gluttonous gratification. She cried out Jonty’s name from her breathless throat and went lax against the mattress, panting.


    Jonty’s body jerked, and a deep rumbling sounded from his chest as he pumped warm spurts of cream deep inside. He collapsed on the bed beside her, rasping.


    “Sammy… You… I’ve never known such pleasure until now.”


    She looked into his genuine eyes. “Neither have I.”


    Her pulled her against him and wrapped her in his arms. “I love you so much.”


    She closed her eyes and smiled. “I love you too.”

  


  
     


    Chapter 16


     


    Sammy was shuffled into a small room, fitted out with two chairs, one for her, and one for her temporary guardian, Corporal Marshal, a tall, muscled man with the same sensuous eyes as Jonty and dressed in army fatigues.


    Jonty lowered her onto the chair, kneeled between her legs, and kissed her hard on the lips. “You’ll be safe here,” he said.


    She looked at him with pleading eyes. “I wish you would be here with me.”


    He nodded. “I know. I won’t be here in body, but I’ll be able to sense everything and feel every emotion you’re experiencing. And I’ll never be too far away. I can lure them, Sammy. They’ll think that where I am, you’ll be. It’ll be safer for you without me here.”


    Her bottom lip trembled, despite all her efforts to not show him how scared she was.


    “Be brave, Sammy, for just a short while. And then it will all be over and you and I can begin our life together, safely.”


    She nodded quickly.


    He cradled her cheeks in his hands. “I won’t let anything happen to you. I promise.”


    Sammy crushed her lips against his and kissed him with the passion that only two people who may never get the chance to do so again, can do. Only when Corporal Marshal cleared his throat did she release Jonty from her stranglehold.


    Jonty kissed her stomach and then her lips one last time. “I love you.”


    “Oh God, I love you,” she breathed.


    He pressed his forehead against hers, parted his lips to speak, but said nothing. Instead he stood and walked out of the room, not looking back.


    * * * *


    Minutes passed like hours, hours like days. Anxiety nestled deep in her belly, never finding reprieve, no matter how long she sat there, thinking, worrying. Corporal Marshal, despite being in communication with the other Greys, remained stone-faced. She wanted to know if the Dark Walkers had attacked yet. Were they already fighting? Was everyone safe? Sammy turned to look at Marshal, opened her mouth to ask, and then the lights went out and the generator rattled to a stop. The room was drenched in a stifling blackness. The locks would be inactivated without electricity.


    Marshal scraped the legs on his chair against the cement floor as he hastened to his feet, snatched the torch holstered to his belt, and flicked it on, casting a dim block of light toward the door.


    “They know where you are,” he said, voice urgent, reaching for his gun.


    Sammy’s heart felt like it was being squeezed so tight it could burst. The lock on the door clicked. Marshal threw his arm around her and pushed her toward the left wall, forcing her behind his body.


    “Right ankle holster. Gun. Get it. Be prepared to use it,” he ordered.


    Fear dizzied her and made her ears ring. With shaking hands, through the thick darkness, she reached for the gun.


    The door swung open. A continual stream of yells and shots rang out, so loud Sammy thought her eardrums might explode. Blasts of light flashed in front of her eyes. Despite the fear, the lack of oxygen being drawn past her constricted throat, she didn’t stop until her fingers curled around the butt of the pistol and she pulled it from the holster.


    She straightened up quickly, but was struck by Marshal’s body as he flung back against her. Her head rebounded off the concrete wall, and her legs buckled under Marshal’s slumping weight. The pain from her head seemed to pierce her brain, sending pulses of bright light behind her eyes. Sammy fell to the floor. Marshal thudded on top of her, stealing the wind from her lungs. She wheezed, desperately tried to suck in air, and yet still managed to keep a white-knuckled grip on the pistol.


    Sammy blinked, straining to see, as a torch was shone directly into her eyes. She lifted her gun, pointed, and blindly pulled the trigger. She heard a gurgled death-cry, felt and smelled the spray of blood against her face. Sammy ducked further behind and under Marshal’s body, shielding herself as much as she could. As soon as a shadow, any movement whatsoever flickered or shifted, she fired again, and again, and again.


    Then there was silence. She heard nothing but her uneven, rasping breaths and her heartbeat pulsing in her ears. The generators clicked and began to hum, and the lights flickered on. Sammy’s eyes flittered around the room at the five lifeless bodies slumped on the floor, against the walls—blood, skull fragments, and body parts scattered. The coppery smell of blood and pungent cordite seeped into her nostrils. Her stomach boiled upward to her throat and she dry-retched loudly. She kicked and pushed at Marshal’s body. His enormous size and weight now seemed suffocating.


    Sammy rolled out from under the dead weight onto her knees and lifted to her feet. She ran to a gun left lying on the middle of the floor and bent to pick it up.


    “Touch it and you fucking die,” came the thunderous voice drawing her gaze to the doorway.


    Her eyes widened. She swallowed the scream that welled in the back of her throat when she took in the figure that stood before her. It was a man, nearly seven feet tall, with eyes of bloody-black coloring. His face was human, yet at the same time, she could see the demon that was his true form. A snarling mouth, long pointed nose, sharp hollow cheeks, and a jutting chin. His expression was tortured and pure evil.


    Sammy slowly stepped away from the gun, back toward the wall, quivering. Still in her left hand was the gun she had taken from Marshal’s ankle holster. Without hesitating a second longer, she pointed the gun at the demon’s head and pulled the trigger. The gun clicked, but didn’t fire. She pulled the trigger again and again. Nothing.


    “Now that didn’t work quite as you planned, did it?” he said, sarcasm embedded in every syllable.


    Sammy dropped the gun to the floor and stood motionless.


    The demon stalked closer, a malignant grin on his lips. “Oh, you do look mouth-watering.” He wet his lower lip with his forked tongue. “You know, we could have had a real good time together.” He sniffed at the air like a dog, still treading toward her. “I can smell you from here...you’re driving me wild. What a shame you let that Grey get to you before I could.” His eyes narrowed and a snarl ripped from his throat. “What we could have created could have been—”


    “An anomaly,” she whispered.


    He threw his head back and laughed. “A little feisty, aren’t we?” His next two steps were instantaneous; his hand was against her throat, his mouth on her ear. He smelled like death, like rotting flesh. Her stomach roiled.


    “We could have ruled the future, you and I. We could be gods. I could be God.”


    “You are the devil,” she choked.


    He pressed his hand harder against her windpipe, making her gasp for air. Misting his rotten breath against her cheek, he growled, “You’ll find that out more so than anyone. I’m going to gut you alive and hold up that abomination of yours in front of your eyes while you both die.”


    Her eyes shot wide open. She punched and clawed and kicked at him. But it was futile. Each strike bounced off of him like he was stone. He laughed and laughed, drowning the silent room with his deep wickedness until she was breathless from effort.


    “If you’re quite finished, I think it’s time I remove that impediment from your stomach.” He trailed his lips down her neck, the scent of death swirling into her nostrils with each deep breath. He ran his tongue along her collarbone, pinched her nipple between his fingers.


    Pain coursed through her breast, but she stifled the scream, not willing to give him the satisfaction. She closed her eyes, now flooding with tears, and tried to find Jonty. Was he still alive? She concentrated on him, seeking him out through the pain, fear, and turmoil. All she needed, before she died, was to know he was alive.


    She felt his spirit on the edges of her consciousness and could have fainted from relief. He was alive. Whatever happened to her now, at least she knew he was safe. “Don’t you give up,” came his voice in her mind. “Don’t you dare give up on me, on us.”


    Her eyes snapped open and she stared at the demon. He had lifted her t-shirt over her breasts and was crouched in front of her, staring at her stomach, at her baby, eyes wild with anger. Snarls rumbled from the back of his throat, as though the baby nestled in her womb was a grenade, set to destroy his life and his plans.


    She threw her palm as hard as she possibly could against the bridge of his nose, smashing the cartilage under the force. As he went to rise she kneed him hard in his balls. He stumbled back, so she kicked him with her steel-capped boot again between his legs. He fell forward, and she used the opportunity to kick him in the face—once, twice, thrice, four times. She ran for a loose gun as he fell back and smashed his head on the cement. She snatched the gun and pointed it at him.


    At that moment, Jonty stumbled through the door, his face a bloody mess. Gun poised, he fired it at the demon, blowing his brains across the cement, then collapsed onto his knees, gasping.


    Sammy screamed and ran for him. Jonty rolled onto his side, clutching at his shoulder and stomach. Blood seeped into his clothes. His eyes were nearly swollen shut, his cheek already a deep purple bruise.


    “You’ve been shot,” she gasped, kneeling beside him. She ripped her shirt over her head and pressed it against the stomach wound, trying to stifle the bleeding.


    Jonty laid back, a smile dancing on his lips.


    “What? What are you laughing about?” she screamed, fear pushing her to the edge of consciousness.


    “We did it, Sammy.” He stopped, winced. “He was the last one. He was the last one.”


    “You got all the Dark Walkers?”


    “Every last mother-fucking one of them.”


    “But what about you? You’re bleeding. We need help.”


    He laughed, but soon stopped and groaned. “It just hurts like fucking hell. But I’ll be fine.”


    She fell onto his chest, cuddled him as though there were no more tomorrows. “You’re fine?”


    “I’m fine. It’s over. We’re free.” He pulled her face to his and kissed her. “It’s going to be okay. It’s over.”


    Tears spilled from her eyes as a choking sob sounded from her throat.


    Commander Terse ran in, followed by three other Greys. Sammy stood, tears flooding her cheeks, and let them attend to Jonty. A Grey solider inspected her for wounds as Commander Terse applied the healing accelerator to Jonty. Before her eyes, the blood stopped, the gunshot wounds pushed out the bullets, and Jonty eventually sat up.


    Sammy felt relief lift from her body like steam from boiling water and ran for him. He pulled her down onto his lap and crushed his lips to hers. She kissed him so hard she forgot to breathe. “Oh, thank God you’re okay.”


    He took her face in his hands and looked deeply into her eyes. “You are so courageous and strong.”


    She nodded. “Your words kept the fire burning. There was too much at stake to just let him kill me.”


    “You did good, Sammy. So good.”


    “And you swear you got them all?”


    He nodded, looked up to the other Greys in the room. “It was hard fought, but the Dark Walkers have been exterminated.”


    “So what now?” she asked.


    He stroked the hair from her face and pressed his lips to hers. “Now we begin our life together, without fear. Just you and me and our beautiful baby.”


    Sammy sucked a deep breath in and out, a smile finally touching her lips. “Just you and me?”


    He nodded. “Forever.”
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