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Dedication

To my Farm Boy,

Despite the fact all the stuff you suggested we try for “research” is the stuff Bethany cut in edits because it was completely unbelievable and borderline dangerous.

“No one would actually do that!”

Er…no, yeah, no one would…


Chapter One

EXT. LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA — DUSK

 

The fading sunlight FLASHES on the windows of the LA SKYLINE.

 

A BLACK SPORTS CAR races along the FREEWAY. A BLOND MAN drives the car.

 

HE is late twenties, with blond hair, blue eyes and a trim, muscular physique. His eyes are hidden behind SUNGLASSES as he drives. His is heartbreakingly handsome, and controls the powerful car with confidence. His mouth is twisted in a grimace.

 

 

“If you aren’t out here in two minutes I’m coming in after you.” Cali’s voice was muffled through the closed bathroom door.

“I’m not wearing this,” Jane said, more to herself than her friend who waited in the hall.

“Yes, you are.”

“I look stupid.”

“You look hot,” Cali assured her.

“You haven’t even seen me.”

“Doesn’t matter, don’t need to, you always look hot, you skinny blonde bitch.”

Jane opened the door just enough to flutter her lashes at her friend. “It’s not my fault I have a good metabolism.”

Cali, decked head to toe in black, stuck out her tongue and handed Jane a shot glass. “Here, take this, and hurry the fuck up.”

Jane downed the shot, suppressed a cough and shivered. “Whoa, what the hell was that?”

“Pepper vodka. I’m in love with the owner of one of those Russian restaurants on Santa Monica. Too bad he’s married with kids. Kinda reminds me of the guy from Eastern Promises.”

“Viggo?”

“No, the old guy.”

“The homicidal rapist. Lovely. You have such good taste.”

“At least I’m looking, Virgin Mary. Now, one more time, hurry the fuck up.”

Jane pulled the door shut in Cali’s face. With a resigned sigh she picked up liquid black eyeliner and went to work. She outlined her eyes, except the inside corners, and then used a blunt brush to smudge it out. She smeared burgundy powder into the creases of her eyes and then tapped green sparkle eye shadow along her lash line. Pink blush, heavy on the apples of her cheeks, and high-gloss cherry red lipstick finished her face.

Jane stepped back to examine the effect. They were headed out to Sinister in Hollywood, an alternative and Goth club complete with an S&M lounge. By all rights Jane was the last person in the world who should be in a Goth club. Blonde and blue-eyed with a pretty face, she looked, and acted, like the girl next door.

But on this Saturday night, she had put up very little fight when her friends had handed her an outfit. As much as she might look like the girl next door, she was anything but. Screenwriting was a job many dreamed of and few ever realized, but at the ripe old age of twenty-seven Jane had already seen two of her movies go to the screen. Years in Hollywood had turned the girl next door into the girl next door who would do anything, try anything, at least once.

She tucked her lipstick into the rockabilly cherry-studded clutch and exited the bathroom. The girls were clustered in the kitchen, spots of cheap black amid the elegant Spanish revival décor.

“Well, don’t we look ridiculous?” Jane said as she passed Cali her empty shot glass.

“We look hot. Goth hot,” Akta said, reaching up to fluff her ear-length black bob. Akta would no more have chopped off her long hair than she would amputate her feet. The hair was a wig, and when she turned her head Jane saw chunky pink stripes built into the left side. The others, Margo and Lena, were equally decked out in various Goth and alternative wear.

Margo was rocking punk in a ripped White Stripes tee, skinny jeans, fishnet gloves and thick-framed black glasses that she didn’t need, while Cali wore more “traditional” head-to-toe black with plenty of boob. Akta’s wig crowned a Gothic schoolgirl look, complete with pink and black plaid skirt. Lena and Jane both wore short-skirted dresses, puffed out with black netting, and fishnets. Lena had a short red cape draped over her front-lace dress and her hair was pulled into pigtails. Jane wore her hair in loose curls with a black headband. Her dress was tailored with a square neckline and blue edging. Fitted sleeves came all the way down over her hands, ending in loops over her fingers.

“Okay, Jane, you and Lena get together for a picture.”

Jane slid her arm around her best friend’s waist and subtly rolled her eyes. Lena smiled and then pressed her cheek to Jane’s for the picture.

“Why are they dressed up like slutty Goth fairy tale characters?” Margo asked Akta. Lena’s and Jane’s outfits had been Akta’s idea.

“Aren’t they darling?” Akta said, examining the picture she just took.

“Darling isn’t the word I’d use. They look like employees from some alternative Disneyland where the ‘rides’ are Whorey Red Riding Hood and Slutty Sleeping Beauty.”

“I think they’re cute. I have a friend working on a line of mainstream alternative clothing. She’s all about subversive-princess culture,” Akta defended.

“If it’s mainstream, it is, by definition, no longer alterative.”

“Whatever.” Akta dismissed that with a wave of her hand and tucked her camera into a pouch attached to her skirt. “They’re hot. I offered to get you a costume. Both of you.”

“No thanks,” Margo said.

“Rather be eaten by a shark,” Cali added.

“Enough you three,” Lena said, reigning in the mock bitch-slapping session. “Are we going to drink or are we going to be pussies and just stand here talking?”

“Fuck that. Let’s drink.”

Jane leaned on the counter and smiled. She loved her friends—they were her family of choice. There was something special, magical, about leaving home and building relationships with people that were strong enough to support you, creating a family of your own. When it was just the five of them they reveled in the language and mannerism of sailors, which allowed them to become the thick-skinned professional women they were to the outside world.

The five of them had been friends since college. They pushed each other, supported each other and most of all were always there for one another. None of them had had a relationship with a man that had lasted as long as this five-way friendship. But she had a feeling that was going to change.

Lena laughed and tossed her head, pigtails swishing. Jane felt a little pang as she looked at her friend. She was happy that Lena had found love, but it was hard not to be a bit jealous, and impractical to be unafraid of the changes that would bring.

Lena’d done the impossible and found love in the heathen hell of LA’s dating scene. But there was one, rather daunting, flaw in Lena’s man.

“Party time. Let’s go,” Lena commanded, and away they went in a cloud of perfume and a sea of Goth wear.

They took a taxi down from the Hills, where Akta’s house was, to Hollywood Boulevard. The cabbie was not happy with four in the back and one up front, but Cali got in his face, and off they went. The cab dropped them off in front of Sinister where they bypassed the long line of black-clad club goers and made their way up the little alley to the bouncer station. They probably could have just walked up, and then walked in, based on Akta’s celebrity status, but someone, probably Lena, had called ahead. There wasn’t a club in the city that didn’t want the five of them in it. They were far from being Hollywood royalty, but they were up-and-comers and had been called “ones to watch”.

The bouncer didn’t bat a lash at their outfits, held their IDs under the light and snapped their wristbands in place. A low thump of music sounded from the club, while a murmur of voices echoed from the back patio. Akta was already dancing in place as she waited for the rest of them to finish being checked.

Jane was last, and, on instinct, flashed a friendly smile at the bouncer, who returned the smile with a cold stare. She swallowed the smile, snatched her ID back and joined her friends. The instinct to be friendly, to smile at everyone and take time to ask about their day, was her Midwestern upbringing rising to the surface.

“Ladies.” Lena raised her voice to be heard above the noise poring out of the club’s doors. “Are you ready to drink, dance and watch kinky performances?”

“All we’re going to do is watch?” Margo asked, her highly glossed lower lip poking out in a mock pout. With Margo and Akta in the lead they pushed their way inside.

As the music hit her, Jane’s fingertips began to tingle. A smile pulled up her lips, and this one was oh-so different than the friendly Midwest smile she’d thrown at the bartender. This was the smile of a woman who knew things, could do things, that haunted men’s dreams. It was the smile of a woman who could slip between worlds and create realities.

“Fair Snow White, you’ve enchanted me. Let’s dance.”

The somewhat-original pickup line grabbed Jane’s attention. Her admirer was dressed in a floor-length leather coat, pants and boots. His bare chest was hairless, smooth and muscled.

“She’s Sleeping Beauty, moron, and she’s mine,” Lena sneered at the man and cupped Jane’s boob in one hand. He looked Lena up and down, then stared at the pair of them, his fantasy of being in bed with both of them clear in his eyes.

“Buh-bye now,” Lena said pointedly, turning Jane away from the man.

Slightly put out by Lena’s interference, Jane reached over and pinched Lena’s boob.

“Ow,” Lena gripped. “What was that for?”

“First of all, you grabbed mine. Second, what’s up with the cock-block? A dance wouldn’t have hurt me.”

“With you, dancing is dangerous. Besides, you don’t want that guy.”

They moved to the main bar, which was flanked by red drapes that dangled from the two-story ceiling. Aerial dancers, each in skintight suits, dangled and danced in the drapes.

“You see something you like?” Margo asked as Jane slid up beside her.

“Maybe, but Lena pulled a lesbian act and scared him away.”

“Hmmm.” Margo fished the cherry out of her drink and popped it into her mouth.

“Margo…what’s going on? You hate cock-blocking. You almost decked Cali last time she tried it with you.”

Margo looked at Jane, raised her eyebrows and then turned away.

All the hairs on Jane’s neck stood on end.

“What’s going on? Cali? Akta?” They ignored her.

Turning on her best friend, Jane grabbed Lena’s pigtails. Lena’s attention was on the entrance door so she yelped and jumped when Jane used the pigtails like handles.

“What’d you do?” Jane demanded.

“What are you talking about?”

“You’re up to something. The three musketeers over there are acting fishy and you cock-blocked me after saying for months that I need to get laid.”

“You’re very suspicious. I read somewhere that all writers are paranoid. Maybe you should see that doctor in Beverly Hills about a medical marijuana prescription, to help your stress level.”

“First of all I can get my own drugs without some lame doctor, if I wanted them, which I don’t. Second of all, I see through your pale attempt at deflection. I’m asking you again.” Jane tightened her hold on the pigtails. “What did you do?”

“Nothing!”

“Oh my God you set me up on a blind date. Was there a roofie in that shot?”

“No, but that’s a good idea for next time.”

“Lena!”

“Oh calm down! I’m joking, besides, who needs GHB when there’s a good DJ?”

“Quit distracting me. What’d you do?”

“Nothing.”

“Fine, then I’m going to go dance with that guy.”

Lena hesitated long enough for Jane’s friends-with-stupid-plan detector to shoot into red, before Lena said, “Dance with him if you want. I just think you could do better.”

Jane pulled her friend’s face close until they were nose-to-nose. “I know where you sleep.”

With that ominously vague threat, Jane left the bar, heading for the dance floor. She stopped on the edge, intending to search for coat guy, but a new song started up. It was rich, with a pulsing back beat. The dancers stopped their wild solo gyrations and came together, the music demanding skin-to-skin contact.

The tingling was back in her fingers, the music pressing into her skin, demanding her recognition, her service. Jane stepped onto the dance floor, and started to move.

Lifting her arms above her head, Jane slide one hand along the fabric casing her limb, wishing it were bare so she could feel the contact. She whirled, planting her feet on the downbeat and throwing her head back.

Something brushed against her back, breaking the rhythm of her dance, but when Jane opened her eyes there was no one close enough to touch her. Like her, the others on the dance floor were lost in the song, touched by music as well crafted as a symphony.

Jane halfheartedly glanced around for coat guy, but gave up when the next hard beat sounded. She bumped her hip to the side and slid her hands over her own breasts, down her belly, to the bare skin of her thighs. She bent, waiting, poised, for the beat to give her a signal. When the music spoke to her Jane snapped up.

Her back slapped into something. Someone.

Hands covered hers, urging her to retrace the path over her breasts to her belly, then hips. He pulled, forcing her ass back against him.

Then they moved as one. Rather than a crude thrusting back and forth—a pale imitation of missionary sex—their duel dancing was rhythmic and subtle, hips moving to the beat. Jane freed her hands from beneath his, needing more. Her fingertips brushed a face, and then his hands captured hers, fingers tight around her wrists, pulling her arms up and back, until they were trapped behind his neck. He held both her wrists in one large hand.

Jane gasped as the position stretched her up, until she danced on her toes. Her breasts lifted, and her partner took full advantage, cupping one breast through her dress. He touched her, fondled her, controlled her.

Jane shuddered and moaned. She turned to look at him, but her arms acted like blinders. She tired to speak but her mouth was dry.

“Just dance.”

She barely heard the words over the music and the rush of blood in her ears. Had she even heard it? Or was the baritone command a figment of her imagination?

His hand left her breast, which both relieved and disappointed her, until it dropped to her bare thigh and headed north, slipping beneath her short skirt to curl around her hip, fingertips brushing the fabric of her thong.

His touch made her aware of her own wetness, and in that moment she wanted nothing more than for him, whoever he was, to touch her, right now. She wanted his finger inside her, long and hard and thick, in one powerful thrust.

The music stopped.

Sound had not stopped pumping from the speakers, no DJ was that stupid, but the song had changed. This new offering was frenzied, with a screaming singer, and too much techno overlay.

Jane snapped from her dance-induced lust-haze. She jerked her arms free of his hold and the man’s hot, rough hand slid away from her thong.

“I knew you loved to…dance.” The voice was low, rich and…familiar.

Jane whirled, but there was no one behind her. She scanned the dance floor, but the black-clad, eyeliner-laden throng was thrashing about in the pulsing lights like fish out of water and she couldn’t pinpoint any possible suspects.

She ran to her friends.

“Did you see him?”

“Who?”

“Don’t play dumb! I know you were all watching. Did you see him?”

“Whoa girl,” Margo admonished, holding up her hand to hold a panicking Jane off. “We saw you dancing. It looked like you were having fun.”

“I was, well sort of. I shouldn’t have done that. I hate dancing.”

“You love dancing.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Correction. You don’t like being vulnerable, and when you dance you drop all your walls. You like dancing.”

“Could we please not psychoanalyze me in a club when we’re all half-way to shit-faced?”

Akta turned from the longhaired cyberpunk she was chatting with and said, “We do some of our best analysis when we drink.”

Jane waved her hand in the air, narrowly missing Margo’s face. “Not the point! I want to know if you saw the guy. Which way did he go?”

Margo, staring in alarm at Jane’s hand said, “He headed upstairs.”

“What did he look like?”

“I couldn’t tell,” Margo said, not meeting her eyes.

“Useless! I hope you’re never a witness to a murder. You’d be crap at identifying the killer.”

“This guy really has you spooked, doesn’t he?” Margo leaned in and grabbed Jane’s face, Jane’s lips pooching up like those a fish between Margo’s fingers. “I guess she was right.”

“She who?” Jane mumbled.

“Never mind. Here, take this.” She handed Jane a shot glass. “Knock that back, then go find your true love.”

“Fuck that.” Jane downed the shot.

“So you’re just going to fuck him?”

“No, yes, maybe. I don’t know. I just need to find him. He said something, like he knew me.”

“He did?” Margo’s eyebrows went up. “Hmmm, interesting.”

“Interesting? I hate that word. That’s a bullshit critiquing word. What do you mean? What are you talking about?”

“Jane! You are killing my game and freaking me out. Take this—” Margo handed her a glass filled with clear liquid, “—and go.”

Vodka-something in hand, Jane once more abandoned the bar, heading for the iron staircase that led to the loft-style second floor. Half-way up she heard a sharp crack and remembered what took place up there.

She stopped, both feet firmly planted on the step. The upstairs was an S&M lounge, with professional BDSM players performing. She turned back, prepared to leave. Her gaze skimmed the dance floor and she remembered the feel of his body at her back, his words in her ear. No, she had to find him.

Taking a healthy gulp of her drink, which turned out to be vodka on the rocks, Jane started up again.

A tiny brunette, wearing black panties and Xs of electrical tape across her nipples, was strapped to a cross. The man wielding the whip wore gray slacks with a matching vest, the jacket to his suit slung across a gymnastic’s horse. He flicked the whip, almost casually, and the brunette whimpered, writhing in her bindings.

I can’t watch this.

Jane turned to leave, her fear of what she saw cooling the fire alcohol and dance had lit in her veins.

Strong arms came around her, pulled her away from the stairs, into an alcove. He pressed her to the wall, holding her there with his body.

“Are you ready to wake up, Sleeping Beauty?”

“Who are you?” It was dark in the alcove, so though they pressed together knee to chest she couldn’t see him.

“I’m not the prince,” he whispered, his mysterious words flowing over her face in a puff of hot breath.

Warm lips sealed over hers, and everything went still.

Jane could feel the pulse of music through the wall at her back, but it was soundless, music felt rather than heard. His hand stroked her shoulder, sliding down to cup her elbow, lifting her arm and settling it across his shoulders.

She remained passive in his arms only a moment longer, because when she felt the breadth and heat of his shoulders under her arm, Jane snapped. She grabbed a hank of hair with her free hand and pulled his head down, hard, savaging him with a kiss. She sucked his lower lip into her mouth and bit it.

Her nails pressed into a shoulder protected by leather and she growled her frustration. He cupped her breast, thumb rubbing back and forth over her nipple, over the dress. Jane released his lower lip. She opened her eyes, but there were only maroon shadows as the alcove was guarded by drapes that blocked what little light existed.

His lips dropped to her neck, kissing the place behind her ear and Jane whispered, “Who are you?”

“I’m not the prince,” he murmured again, dragging his lips across her cheek.

“Please tell me. Who are you?” Jane pleaded.

“I can’t tell you, you might run away.”

“Why would I run away? Do I know you?”

“Answer my question first.” Their lips sealed together in a kiss that ignited fire in Jane’s blood even as she shivered from the power of it. “Are you ready to wake up, Sleeping Beauty?”

Then he was gone. Cold air brushed over Jane, cooling skin that had known the heat of her mysterious partner’s body. She opened her eyes to see the alcove’s drapes swishing softly, but he was gone.

 

He could feel her heart beating in her chest where it pressed to his. He could hear the thumping, even with human ears. If he’d been in his true form he would have been able to see the pulsing vein in her neck, even in the twilight dark.

Michael pressed Jane more firmly into the wall, groaning in delight as her breath washed over his neck, even that touch enough to have his heart skipping a beat.

He wanted this woman, wanted her so bad he felt he was haunted by her, both waking and sleeping. In his dreams she was beneath him, on top of him, laid out on a bed awaiting his pleasure. Her humanity was not an issue. His clan, among all those who called themselves monster, respected and cared for humans. That’s why he’d come with Luke on what had seemed to be a desperate mission.

Humanity’s opinion of monsters was marked in the history of both species. For a hundred generations monsters had been in hiding, no longer able to protect themselves from man’s developing weapons and exploding numbers. And now the world was shrinking, humanity encroaching ever closer on their race.

A confrontation was imminent. What few battles had already taken place between monsters and humans ended in tragedy and horror. Some monsters suggested mass suicide, others wanted to fight. Both possibilities would end with heavy casualties.

Luke had a different idea. He was convinced humans could be reasoned with—that they could overcome their own myths and learn to see the monsters in a different way. Michael was skeptical, but willing to give it a try. He considered himself something of an expert on humans, having grown up with tales of human encounters.

He hadn’t expected Jane.

This sweet, beautiful human fascinated him. She was quiet and strong, beautiful in a comfortable way. Though she was open and caring, he was, after careful study, convinced that there was a sex goddess hiding within that sweet shell.

Luke said it was wishful thinking on Michael’s part. Henry, the third monster who’d come to LA on the mission, said Michael imagined her to be a closet sex maniac because that’s what he liked in females.

“Who are you?” Her breathy question broke the stasis that held them and snapped Michael back from the sensual haze he’d sunk into.

“I’m not the prince,” he said in reply, kissing her cheek.

“Please tell me. Who are you?” Jane pleaded. He almost broke, almost told her, but this plan of attack had been carefully orchestrated. She was too complicated for the straightforward approach, that tactic had already failed.

“I can’t tell you, you might run away,” he murmured against the corner of her mouth.

“Why would I run away? Do I know you?”

“Answer my question first.” He sealed their lips together in a kiss that ignited fire in his blood. “Are you ready to wake up, Sleeping Beauty?”

With a final glance at her upturned face—eyes closed, lips swollen and red from his kiss—he slipped away.


Chapter Two

Jane stretched out on the lawn chair occupying her postage-stamp-size balcony. Her view was less than inspiring, as her apartment building faced another nearly identical building, but there was a nice tree that drooped towards her balcony. In the spring and summer, leaves filtered the sunlight so that her whole balcony turned soft gold green.

Jane had her laptop with her, but it was closed. She’d told herself she was going to do work, told herself she needed to work on the backstory for their as-yet untitled “Monster Movie”. Ignoring the pending work, Jane tilted her head back against the chaise—gently, as there was the faintest hint of a hangover headache buzzing around her temples. Chugging aspirin with a gallon of water the moment she woke up had prevented the worst of it.

It wasn’t quiet, few places in LA were, but she’d grown immune to the distant drone of traffic. Comfy in her sweatpants and tank top, Jane settled in for a good Sunday afternoon nap.

Who was he? Jane could still feel his hands on her, still taste his kiss. She’d probably imagined the sense of familiarity, inferring he knew her from his words, when, really, they hadn’t revealed any salient details. Whoever he was, she wouldn’t have minded getting to know him better. She didn’t regret not having a one-night stand. She didn’t have the temperament for them. The next morning she always wanted to cuddle, maybe go out for a long lazy breakfast, and get to know the person better. As soon as the guy sensed this, he was out the door, leaving a comic-book-style puff of dust in his wake.

As she slipped towards sleep, breath deepening, Jane trailed her fingertips up and down her breast. The reality of a one-night stand with her mysterious partner would have been disastrous, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t think about it, fantasize about his hands running over her bare breasts, his mouth on her nipples, then kissing down her stomach to her sex.

Jane sucked her lower lip into her mouth as she slipped her hand inside her tank top to rub her palm over her pebbled nipple.

Was his hair fair or dark? Fair, gold and slightly curled.

His body? Powerful, with lovely, big muscles, especially across his shoulders. She loved shoulders. His skin would be gold, paired to his hair, so that he seemed god-kissed.

His eyes would be piercing blue, and he would look at her, stare into her eyes, when he first thrust his cock into her. Sitting on her balcony, half-asleep, half aroused, Jane sank into a daydream fantasy about her mysterious partner.

“Are you ready to wake up, Sleeping Beauty?” It was him, the man from last night, whispering in her mind.

“I’m scared.”

“Of what?”

“I don’t know, life I guess.”

A warm hand covered her other breast, thumb rolling the nipple. Jane gasped, squeezing her eyes closed. This was a vivid dream. If she opened her eyes it would end. But in her mind’s eyes she could see him, tall and gold, leaning over her, trapping her in place.

“This has been a long time coming, Sleeping Beauty.”

“Stop calling me that.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m not.”

“Sleeping, or beautiful?” There was a hint of amusement in his voice, and she could picture his lips, thin, but not overly so, twisted in a smile.

“Both, either.” She moved restlessly on the chaise and her legs brushed his torso. She arched her back so her breast pushed harder against his hand. “Who are you?” She asked again, but he ignored her question. Instead a painfully soft kiss, so tender that her breath stilled, brushed the corner of her mouth.

“You are beautiful. Oh-so beautiful. And you are sleeping. Or maybe you’re hiding.”

“Hiding what?”

“Passion.”

“I know passion,” Jane protested softly.

“Do you? Or do you know the pale human imitation of true pass—”

“Human?” Jane breathed the word. Suddenly the man she saw in her mind snapped into focus, each eyelash in place, and he was no figment of her imagination. “Michael.”

“Who else?”

Jane opened her eyes and it was no dream. Michael was seated on the chaise, one elbow braced beside her shoulder, the other hand on her breast. He smiled down at her, and angels started to sing as pink puffy clouds enveloped them. He was the most beautiful man in the—

But he wasn’t a man.

The pink puffy clouds evaporated.

“I should…um…get up,” Jane said.

“Who did you think it was?” Michael demanded, his fingers kneading her breast.

“I didn’t know who it was. That’s why I kept asking.”

“Jane.” Michael pressed his hips to hers, refocusing her wandering attention, using her name now that his identity was revealed. “Are you truly surprised? Don’t you know how much I want you?”

He shifted to lie beside her on the chaise, his big body crowding hers. Michael’s erection pressed into her hip and Jane swallowed a whimper. Was she surprised? No, not really. She’d known, on some level, that it was Michael. Since Luke, Michel and Henry had entered their lives, Michael hadn’t kept his interest in her a secret. A month ago, after Lena was attacked, Michael had appointed himself her guardian. His interest in her was no secret, though Jane did everything in her power to avoid discussing it with her friends.

“Jane.” His voice slid over her, raising the fine hairs on her neck. “I want you. Do you understand that?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know what I want to do with you, to you?”

Tell me, tell me please. And use details. “Michael, we shouldn’t do this.”

“Why? Why do you push me away? There is no human man in your life.”

“Michael, I can’t have this conversation with you right now.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m…” horny “…tired.”

“You’ve been avoiding me.”

“Of course I have.” Woops, hadn’t meant to say that out loud.

“Why?”

“Michael…let me go.”

To her surprise he sat up, then stood. Jane crossed her arms over her chest, unbearably cold without his warm body pressed to hers. She looked up at him.

He was dressed head to toe in black, his clothing a foil for his tan skin and blond hair. Muscles roped his shoulders and arms, his flat belly hugged by the plain T-shirt he wore.

He was perfection, physically beautiful to the point that looking at him caused her body to heat. Jane hadn’t believed that she could, or would, react to physically beautiful men, but that was before Michael. She wanted him naked, wanted the weight of his muscles on her, his gold skin rubbing hers.

She looked up, and his blue eyes caught hers. They were like sapphires, bright and stunning. She was caught by those eyes, caught by her own desire, and though she told herself to go, she could not turn away.

“Michael,” she breathed.

His lids lowered from a moment, breaking the spell. What was she doing? She needed to leave.

She stood and turned to go, but Michael touched her hand. It was just the brush of his fingers over hers, with no grabbing or pulling. She turned back and there was something in his eyes she couldn’t understand.

“Michael, I—”

“I don’t understand you.”

“I’m sorry. I don’t mean to send mixed signals.”

“Your power is in words, mine is not. Let me show you. Let me touch you.”

He promised dark and delicious things with his gaze, but the darkness, the intensity, scared her.

Remembering she was braless Jane crossed her arms. “I’m just not comfortable talking about this.”

“Another time.”

“That would be—”

“Have breakfast with me tomorrow.”

“I can’t, I have plans.”

“Then it will have to be dinner tonight. You’ll meet me at my place at eight p.m.”

“I—you… Where did you learn to do that?”

“Read it in a magazine,” he said with a grin.

Jane returned the smile, enchanted despite her misgivings.

“Dinner tonight?” he confirmed.

“Yes, dinner tonight at your place.” Dinner at his place sounded safe, after all, Henry was living there too. Henry and Michael were living in a condo in one of Cali’s father’s buildings. She could use the opportunity to talk with both of them about their culture—monster culture. It was a research trip, not a date.

“Then I’ll see you tonight.” Michael smiled, placed one hand on the balcony rail, and vaulted over.

Jane yelped, leapt over the chaise and leaned over the railing, looking for his broken body. He wasn’t there. No body, no squished flowers in the planter below. Nothing.

Where did he go? Jane pressed her hand against her chest and took several deep breaths. Her heart was racing, body shaking with adrenaline. What had just happened?

Why had he jumped over? Just to impress her? Would it have been easier for him to leave the way he arrived?

Wait a minute…

How had he arrived?

Jane sat on the chaise and put her head in her hands. It hadn’t, until that moment, occurred to her to question how he’d appeared at her side. Had that voice she’d heard in her head been part of her dream? Had she even been dreaming?

Letting out a frustrated sigh Jane grabbed her laptop and opened the document with her running list of “Monster Questions”. At the bottom of page three she added “Telepathy?” and “Invisibility?”.

She would definitely be at dinner, if only to ask Michael how he’d done that while claiming to have a “human” body. Filled with determination, she turned and marched into the apartment, heading for her closet to find the perfect non-date outfit.


Chapter Three

EXT. LOS ANGELES — DOWNTOWN

 

The BLACK SPORTS CAR weaves through the streets of downtown. It passes HIGH-END RESTAURANTS and CAFÉS.

 

As it passes a CAFÉ a MAN sitting outside at a CAFÉ TABLE looks up from his BOOK. He watches the car until it turns a corner.

 

 

“Did it work?”

“I think so.” Michael dropped onto the couch beside Henry and propped one foot on the coffee table.

“You went for mysterious, right?” Henry asked, gaze on the baseball game being played out on the plasma-screen TV on the wall opposite the couch.

“Yea. Direct sure as hell didn’t work.”

“What about that ‘absence makes the heart grown fonder’ one?”

Michael picked up the article titled “How To Get The Girl” he’d ripped from a men’s magazine. He was a great believer in strategy with regard to seducing females. Though mating rituals for humans were turning out to be far more complicated, and intriguing, than he’d expected.

“It says you have to distance yourself from that person. We see her at least once a week to work on the movie. How the hell would I do that?”

Henry grunted.

A pop fly caught Michael’s attention and they watched the next few moments of the game in silence. When a beer commercial came on, Michael turned back to Henry.

“Why are you being so quiet about this?” Michael said.

“What do you mean?” Henry asked, watching the commercial with more attention than it deserved.

“You were against Luke having sex with Lena, and now you’re sending out bad juju about me and Jane.”

“Bad juju? What have you be watching?”

“Network TV.”

“I’m not sending out bad juju. I’ve already voiced my concerns and you and Luke ignored me.”

“We didn’t ignore you. Look at Luke. He’s happy with Lena.”

“But Luke is far less demanding, especially in sex, than you are.”

Michael pushed himself off the couch and went to stand at the window, arms crossed over his chest. “You think I’ll frighten Jane.”

“I think she’s already frightened.”

“Who told you that?”

“Is it true?”

“Maybe, but I know there’s passion in her. You should have seen her on the dance floor. She moved as if her body were not a prison, but a beautiful instrument being played by her soul.”

“Where the hell are you getting this?”

“Oxygen Network.”

“Watch less TV, please. But you need to remember that humans do not think of their bodies as prisons.”

“They should. They’re dreadful, cumbersome things. I hate not having my wings.” Michael rolled his shoulders, which felt uncomfortably naked.

“Even if Jane is this great creature of passion, that doesn’t mean you need to tutor her.”

“What?” Michael turned to look at his friend. The idea that someone would not want to feel, experience, the extreme highs and lows of great sexual passion was beyond him. They, the monsters, had grown to become a fatalistic race, and as far as Michael was concerned this time upon the Earth was meant to be lived to its fullest.

“What if Jane doesn’t want to know passion?”

“Why wouldn’t she?”

“She’s human.”

“I think that I understand humans better than you.”

“A lifetime of listening to old family stories does not make you an expert on humans, An—”

“Stop. I hate that word.”

“Fine. Corrupt Jane. Have your wicked way with her. Then what? Will you mate her as Luke’s done to Lena?”

“Maybe,” Michael said. In reality he was not thinking in those terms. True he wanted sex with Jane. Again true he found himself thinking about her at odd times, all the time really. And of course he would kill any other man who touched her and the death would be slow, lingering and as painful as possible. And occasionally he would hear a beautiful love song, think of her and tears would come to his eyes… But that didn’t mean he wanted to mate her, or love her, as the humans were so fond of saying.

“You’ll hurt her.”

“I won’t.” Sudden jealousy whipped through Michael and in one leap he was across the room, pinning Henry’s head to the back of the couch by a death grip on his throat. “What’s your interest in my woman?”

Henry’s face was turning red, then slightly purple. The air around him wavered and Henry’s skin began to ripple. His neck thickened, his body growing even as he sat on the couch. Henry was changing from human to his true form as a monster.

Michael drew on the spell that bound him in human form, rooted in the elaborate tattoo along his spine. Henry’s fingers, now scaled and tipped in claws, wrapped around his arm, the tips digging in, just short of drawing blood.

“Whoa, what the hell?”

Lena stood in the door, shopping bags in her hands. Luke, busy closing the door, looked up at her exclamation, saw what was happening and shoved Lena into the kitchen, ordering her to stay there, out of harm’s way.

Luke, still in full human form, moved between them, shoving the half-monster half-human creatures apart. “Complete your change or return to human,” he commanded. “It’s dangerous to take a half-form.”

Luke’s words hit them like a slap, and Michael released his friend’s throat, backing away. Henry pushed up from the couch, bowed his head and returned to his human form. Michael did the same.

Michael’s T-shirt was shredded, and his jeans had split at the side seam. Luckily his shoes were okay as his change hadn’t reached his feet.

“What happened?” Luke demanded in a low voice.

“Michael’s losing control.”

Michael snarled and Henry’s words. “My control is fine. Henry has designs on my woman.”

“See?” Henry demanded.

“Ah…Jane.”

“He’s seeing her tonight,” Henry advised.

“Henry, are you interested in her?” Luke looked at Michael as he asked the question.

“No, but I am concerned—”

“Not now. You are not interested in her, that’s what’s important.”

“She’s human. She’s fragile. Michael’s going to hurt her, break her,” Henry protested.

“I know more about humans that you do,” Michael retorted.

“Doesn’t seem like it,” Henry replied.

“Stupid fucker,” Michael growled.

“Asshole,” Henry replied.

“Morons,” Luke broke in, “you’re both being fucking morons. I know more about humans, especially human women, then both of you. Jane is very sweet, but she can take care of herself. If there is one thing I’ve learned, it’s that human women are not fragile.”

“Damn right!” Lena shouted from the kitchen.


Chapter Four

Casual dinner. This was just a casual dinner. Jane tugged at her thin white cardigan. She’d pair the sweater with a robin’s-egg blue tank top and dangly silver earrings. She’d gone back and forth between jeans and a tailored white skirt for a few minutes, okay, two hours, and settled on the skirt.

It was the perfect, casual summer outfit. It was a bit more daytime than she might have liked for a seven p.m. meeting, but the sun was still out, so it would have to do. She brushed her fingers through her bangs, making sure they were in place, before ringing the doorbell.

Michael opened the door, and Jane swallowed, hard. He was sin in black slacks.

“Hello, come in.” He stepped back, all cool confidence, and Jane had to remind herself to breathe.

“Hello,” Jane managed, taking a small step. That step brought her in range of his long arm and Michael took her hand, guiding her into the foyer. Michael pushed the door closed and raised her hand to his lips. He kissed the back of her hand, her knuckles and fingertips. Then he raised her other hand and repeated the process. By the time he was done any pretense of this being a casual, research-oriented get-together was gone.

“I’ll take this for you.” Michael took her purse, then slipped her cardigan off her shoulders. Her outfit went from summer casual to date-appropriate in one easy step. Jane swallowed. Her mouth was dry, her palms and lower back sweaty, and she was very, very nervous.

“Would you like a glass of wine?”

Jane jerked her head in a nod.

He laid her sweater and purse on a table in the foyer, then slid his arm around her waist, leading her into the living room. Jane stopped in her tracks as they came around the corner. Small halogen spotlights accented the art on the walls lighting the living room. The only other light came from a plethora of navy candles that dotted every table and lamp stand. They pearl gray carpet looked plush and soft while the red suede couch and chairs were muted to burgundy by the lighting.

“Wher-where’s Henry?” Jane stammered.

Michael tightened his hold on her waist, turning her towards him. “Why do you care where Henry is?” There was something menacing, dangerous, in his voice.

“I thought…thought we were having dinner.”

“You wanted to have dinner with Henry?” Michael pulled her to him until Jane’s hips were pressed to his. She arched her back to keep her breasts from touching his chest.

“No, but I thought we were having a friendly dinner. The three of us.”

“Why would you think that?”

Good question. It was only Jane’s amazing powers of self-delusion that allowed her to imagine tonight to be anything other that what it was—a night of seduction.

“I…I don’t know.”

“Are you disappointed that it’s just us?”

“Disappointed? No. I’m not disappointed. I’m terrified.”

“I’m not trying to scare you. I never have been, Sleeping Beauty.”

“I know, but I can’t help being scared.”

Michael cupped her cheek in his hand, tilting her face up. He looked at her for a moment, and Jane wondered what he could see in her face, in her eyes. He was not human, did not have a lifetime’s worth of experience reading someone else’s emotions in their face to fall back on.

Whatever skills he did have, whatever he read in her face, made him smile softly as he led Jane to the couch. Set out on the coffee table were two plates of food, wineglasses and silverware.

Jane knew the condo had a dining room, she’d seen it when she’d helped Michael and Henry move in. Clearly they never used it. Otherwise it would have occurred to him to set up dinner there. The flaw in the otherwise-stately pageant he was conducting relaxed Jane, and she smiled at Michael, who was fussing with a bottle of wine.

He poured them each of glass of red, which was far too dry to be paired with the chicken and salad on their plates. Jane hid a second smile when she saw the take-out bag tucked under the coffee table.

“A toast,” Michael said, holding up his glass.

Jane raised hers, a small, amused smile playing around her mouth. Michael looked at her, and seemed to freeze. They stayed like that, looking at one another, glasses raised, for over a minute.

“Um…Michael?” she prompted, fighting the urge to widen her smile.

“Hmm?”

“The toast?”

“Oh, right.” He cupped her cheek with his free hand. “Your smile is so beautiful. It distracted me.”

Jane felt a blush heat her cheeks and dipped her chin. Michael’s hand on her cheek raised her face, until she was once more looking into his eyes.

“To you, to your beauty and kindness and grace.”

“Oh, Michael,” she whispered, charmed, not by the words, but by the unstudied sincerity in his voice.

He raised his glass to his lips and drank, his gaze never leaving hers. She sipped the wine and when he took her glass, setting it on the table, beside his, she did not protest.

He cupped her face once more, this time with two hands. “I dream about you,” he confided in a whisper, and then he kissed her.

Jane melted beneath his touch. Unlike last night at the club, he was not all over her. The only place he touched was her face with his hands and her lips with his. It was sweet and gentle, the movements small and precious, with no hint of tongue. It felt like a first kiss, though he tasted of red wine and a man far older than any first kiss partner should be.

Jane could only blame herself for what happened next, as she was the one who took it to the next step. She stroked his forearm, tracing up his arm to his shoulder. She laid her hand there, light as a butterfly’s wing. He shivered. This powerful man, all muscle and heat, shivered at her touch. Jane sighed against his lips and then grabbed him, digging her nails into his shoulder.

Michael jerked in surprise, and in the next moment Jane was on her back on the couch, her shirt riding up to the bottom of her bra as his hand roamed over the hot flesh of her belly.

The kiss turned savage. His lips opened against hers, his tongue thrust deep into her mouth, dueling with hers. Jane freed her other hand from where it had become trapped between her body and the couch and reached up, wrapping it around Michael to pull him closer. Teeth scraped lips, the slight stubble on his chin rasped her cheeks and Michael’s fingers found their way under her skirt.

Jane turned her head and gasped, “Michael, wait.”

“What?”

“This is…this is going too fast.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean move your hand.” He shifted the hand that cupped her shoulder. “Your other hand.”

“Oh.” Michael slid his hand out from under her skirt, petting her inner thigh as he did so.

“I’m sorry,” Jane said, sitting up. “I’m not ready for this.”

Michael turned away for a moment and Jane could see the muscles in his jaw working. “When? When will you be ready?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know if I will ever be ready, Michael.”

“I don’t understand you. You want this, I can tell, I can feel it when I touch you.”

“I am physically attracted to you. I’m not denying that. I’m just not sure I’m ready to start anything with you. I’m not sure I’m ready for a relationship.”

Michael blinked, once, and a ball of acid formed in Jane’s stomach.

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she stammered. “I’d assumed you wanted something more than a quick fuck.” She spat out the last word as her mood swung from embarrassed to angry.

“I don’t want just a fuck,” Michael said calmly, which made her angrier.

“Good, because that would be really insulting if you did.”

“I want you.”

“In what way, Michael? I assumed, from what Luke and Lena have, that anything between us would be serious. I wasn’t sure I was ready for a physical relationship with you knowing it would lead to a more serious relationship. And now that I know all you wanted was sex, I’m really fucking glad that I said stop.”

Jane jumped from the couch and paced across the floor. Michael slowly rose from the couch.

“I don’t want just a fuck. I want more.”

“But you don’t want a relationship, do you? I can see it on your face.”

“I don’t want just a fuck.”

“Stop saying that! Talk to me!” Jane hated fighting with people who wouldn’t fight back. She rarely got angry or lost her temper, but when she did she expected everyone to fight.

One minute Jane was glaring at the seemingly passive Michael, the next she was in his arms, her feet dangling from the floor.

“Talk to you? From the moment we’ve met I’ve listened to every word you’ve said. I’ve had to stop myself from kissing you a thousand times over. I think about you all the time, day and night, and my cock gets hard every time you walk into the room. Do you know what that’s like? Being so out of control that I can’t stop this disgusting human body from reacting to you.”

His eyes were still blue, but now there was lightning in them. Jane’s breath caught in terror as she watched strikes of lightning dance in the irises of his eyes.

“What are you?” she whispered.

“A monster,” he growled. He kissed her. This time there was more than passion in it. There was anger and frustration. He held her pressed to him with arms like steel bands, and her neck was bent back at a terrible angle.

Jane whimpered into his mouth, and Michael released her.

Jane ran for the door, snatching up her purse as she went. She opened the door, and without looking back, fled.


Chapter Five

Jane stopped in the hall.

What was she doing?

Pressing her back to the wall, Jane rubbed her mouth with her hand. She needed to calm down. She’d clearly written too many dramatic scenes in screenplays if she thought running out of the condo was an appropriate response to the situation. Real people didn’t do that, real people sat and talked about their feelings and needs, even if one of those people happened to be a monster.

Jane fixed her bangs, then retraced her steps to the door. Just as she put her hand on the knob there was a heavy thunk from inside. She recoiled, fingers wiggling indecisively. There were no further noises from inside. Jane knocked.

There was a long pause before she heard steps approach the door.

Michael, his right hand wrapped in a dishtowel, opened the door. The moment he saw her, his whole body went stiff, as if braced for battle. Jane smiled slowly and hoped this, undoubtedly bad, plan worked.

“Hello, Michael.”

“Hello,” he said, voice as stiff as his posture.

“I’m here for our meeting. I hope you don’t mind that I’m late.”

Michael’s brows drew together, but he stepped back, letting her in. He didn’t touch her.

Jane placed her purse on top of the sweater she’d left on the table in the foyer. Above the table was a fist-shaped indent in the wall.

She turned to Michael, smiled and then headed into the living room. The main overhead lights were on, though the candles were still lit. She picked up the plates of food and carried them into the kitchen, skirting Michael, who was still standing in the foyer.

She combined the salad on one plate, the chicken on the other, and stuck the chicken into the microwave to warm up.

“I thought we could maybe talk a bit about you all, the monsters I mean.”

Michael stood in the kitchen door, and didn’t respond, though he accepted the plates Jane handed him. She snagged their wineglasses off the coffee table and took them to the dinning room, with Michael trailing in her wake. She dashed back for the silverware, and when she returned to the dining room Michael had set down the plates and situated the wineglasses next to them. Jane handed him silverware and then sat. Michael took a seat and they dug into the food, eating in silence for several moments.

Jane watched him as he ate, waiting for the frown line that marred his brow to smooth before speaking.

“The food is lovely, did you cook?”

Michael looked up and Jane winked, showing she was teasing. Michael smiled in relief, then said, “Lucky for you I didn’t cook. I have no idea how to work anything in the kitchen. I like human food, but don’t know how to cook any of it.”

“Where did you learn to like human food?”

“Did Luke tell you how we used to sneak into a farmer’s house when we were young?”

“He did, but I’d like to hear the story from you.”

Michael finished his chicken, wiped his mouth and leaned back in his seat. Jane smiled encouragingly and picked up her wine. Michael tilted his head and looked at her, finally saying, in a whisper, “Thank you.”

Jane leaned over and whispered, “You’re welcome.”

She hoped he was apologizing for the kiss, the one that had nearly broken her neck, and not for anything else. She didn’t believe that people had to apologize for their feelings. All you had to do was respect that other people could have different feelings.

“Luke, Henry and I all come from the same clan.”

“What’s a clan?”

“Clans used to be distinct…races of monsters. Each clan elected a member to a Council. But as the monsters died, as lack of space drove some races to give up, there were no longer enough of each species to call a clan. Clans became groups who lived together in one place, like a human city.”

“Luke said that all monsters are unique, but it sounds like there are races of the same.”

“Yes and no. There were clans who were similar, with the same…” He frowned at her, needing a word.

“Characteristics?”

“Yes. All would have wings, similar height, body shape. But beyond that they would be different. The color of skin and wings, amount of fur or hair, all different.”

“How many monsters are there, all together?”

“I don’t know. But the numbers are not great, nothing close to the billions of humanity. There may be more than even the Council knows about. Some clans broke away from the Council. They decided the best defense would be to hide, even from the rest of us.”

“But not your clan?”

“No, we are the largest clan, like Los Angeles, or New York.”

“And where do you live?”

Michael hesitated, turning to look at the dark window. Jane realized she’d crossed a line, asking a question he couldn’t answer. Rather than make a big deal out of it, Jane leaned forward and touched his hand. The minute she did she realized it was the first time they’d touched since she’d returned.

“How about we take the dishes into the kitchen?”

“I have dessert,” he said with a smile.

They took the dishes to the kitchen and Jane helped him put slices of chocolate cake on plates, then drizzle them with chocolate syrup she heated. They took the cake to the couch along with the rest of the bottle of wine.

Jane slipped off her shoes and curled up on the couch. This was the most relaxed she’d ever been with Michael. Each time they met before the sexual tension had been like a big pink elephant sitting on Jane’s chest.

Now, comfy and curled up with chocolate cake, Jane felt closer to Michael than she had before.

“Back to food,” Jane said, scraping up some chocolate sauce with her spoon. “Tell me how you learned you liked human food.”

“There was a farm not far from where our clan lived. When we were young we would sneak into the farmhouse when the family was away. They would leave for the whole winter, but usually leave some food in the house. Peanut butter was my favorite. I love peanut butter. Chips are good too. And popcorn.” Michael comically smacked his lips and Jane laughed. Michael scooped up a forkful of his cake and held it out. Jane leaned forward and accepted the bite. She pulled back slowly, licking the last bit of chocolate from the fork, looking up at Michael as she did so.

Michael put his fork down and leaned towards her. “Jane, you know how much I want you.”

“Yes,” she whispered in reply.

“I don’t want to scare you, I don’t mean to.”

“I know that.”

“But there are things I want to do to you, for you, with you.”

“You mean sex.”

“What I’m talking about is far more than sex, I’m talking about passion, the kind of passion I know is in you.”

“What if you’re wrong about me? I’m the quiet one, the sweet one.”

“Does that mean you are not allowed to know passion?”

“I’ve had sex before.”

“I already told you, I’m not talking about sex. What I’m talking about is much more.”

“Why me?”

“I don’t know, but you draw me to you. I feel that if I don’t get to touch you I might die.”

“I still think you’re wrong. I’m the sweet one, the quiet one. I’m not meant to be wild and passionate.”

“I think you are, and I want to prove it to you. Will you let me do that, Sleeping Beauty?”

“I’m still scared.” And she was, but if she could put aside the hurt and think of this as nothing more than sex, not the start of a very, very complicated relationship, she might be able to handle it. She was ready to have wall-banging sex with a hot guy. She was not ready to date a monster.

“Then we’ll start with a kiss. May I kiss you?”

“You’ve kissed me before.”

“This will be different. May I kiss you?”

“Yes, oh yes.”

This time Michael didn’t touch her, except with his lips. He tilted his head, pressed his lips to hers in a sweet kiss that lasted only a few breaths. When Michael pulled away Jane was left leaning towards him with her lips pursed. It took her a minute to figure out that the kiss had ended, and when she opened her eyes, Michael was waiting with another bite of cake.

“It’s getting late,” he said, as she chewed her cake.

Jane blinked in surprise. The last thing she expected was for him to encourage her to leave.

“It is late. Should I go?”

Michael sighed and got to his feet. “I don’t want you to go, but I don’t know how much longer I can behave like this. I want you too much. Soon I won’t be able to help but put my hands on you.”

“I had a good time tonight. I want you to know that.”

“Even with what happened earlier?”

“Yes, it was as much my fault as yours.”

Michael tilted his head, looking her over. “I don’t know how to behave with you. I’ve tried everything, yet you are too different, too complicated.”

Jane laughed. “That’s the most human thing you’ve ever said. Complaining that a human woman is complicated is human men’s favorite gripe.”

“I’m not flattered by the comparison, but it’s good to know.”

Jane held out her hand and Michael took it, helping her rise to her feet. Hand in hand they walked to the door, where Michael helped her pull on her sweater.

“Thank you for talking to me tonight.”

“Being with you is my pleasure.”

“I would like to talk to you more, not as a date, but as research. I need to finish my screenplay outline. Are you available tomorrow?”

Michael frowned. “Didn’t Luke give you details?”

“Not nearly enough.”

“Maybe Henry can help you.”

Alarms went off in Jane’s head. “You want me to spend time with Henry to get my information?”

“No!”

“Why are you reluctant to talk to me?”

“I’m not.”

“Then I’ll see you tomorrow? For a business meeting.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” Michael confirmed, opening the door and leading her out to walk her to the car. “And we’ll see if it’s business.” The devilish grin was the same one she was used to, and Jane smiled. But the smile did not dim her curiosity over that brief hesitation. What was he hiding?


Chapter Six

 

EXT. LOS ANGELES — DOWNTOWN

 

The BLACK SPORTS CAR passes through the upscale areas and enters the seedy streets. The GUTTERS are filled with TRASH. It passes an EMPTY PARKING LOT and LIQUOR STORE.

 

A homeless MAN on the corner looks up from his SHOPPING CART. The car slows as it goes by him. The man peers at the car, jerks when he sees the driver and hurries away.

 

 

“How’s the screenplay coming?”

Jane winced. Luckily Lena couldn’t see her face as Lena was miles away in her own apartment.

“Jane?”

“Um…yeah.” Jane wedged the phone between her shoulder and ear, holding it in place as she added granola to her cup of yogurt.

“Jane, we need that screenplay. And it has to be brilliant.”

“I know, I know. It’s just this thing with Michael.”

“Ohhh.” Lena’s voice lost its business-partner edge and reverted to high school gossip mode. “Tell me what’s going on, then I’ll tell you what I overheard—slash—saw yesterday.”

“Wait, what’d you see, and why didn’t you call me immediately?”

“I went over to their place with Luke yesterday afternoon and walked in on Michael trying to strangle Henry because Henry had been talking about you and Michael was jealous.”

“Oh, that’s probably why he freaked out when I kept asking if Henry was going to join us for dinner.”

“You did that?”

“Yep.”

“Yikes.”

“Seriously.”

“So what else happened last night?”

“Where do I even start?” Jane stuck a spoon in her bowl and headed for the couch. “First, when I walked in there were candles everywhere, really seductive. Then he started kissing me, and it got all hot and out of control, so I told him to stop.”

“Did he?”

“Yes.”

“Then I won’t kill him. Go on.”

“Well then I tell him that I’m not ready for a relationship, and he gets this look on his face. The classic “oh-crap-she-said-the-R-word” look. And I realize I’ve made a complete cake of it. I mean, he’s been so persistent, at first just talking to me, then after you were hurt he came to guard me, and then the thing at the club, and the date last night… I thought it meant he wanted sex and other stuff.”

“Did he say he didn’t want a relationship?”

“Yeah. But then he tried to tell me it’s not just sex. He thinks there’s lots of passion in me that I haven’t experienced.”

“That’s a bit annoyingly arrogant.”

“Exactly. Who is he to think that him and his magic dick are going to make me feel passion?”

“True.”

“I don’t need a man to awaken me sexually. That’s why God gave us the Rabbit.”

“So true.”

“I don’t need him.”

“You still gotta sleep with him.”

“I—wait, what?”

“Jane, if you miss this opportunity I’ll throttle you myself.”

“After everything I’ve told you, you’re on his side?”

“I’m not on his side, I’m on yours. Listen, I don’t want you to get hurt, and I think Margo may still have contracts out on some of those commitment-phobic sociopaths you’ve dated in the past. I’m saying that Michael is a very passionate, very sexual man, uh—”

“—monster—”

“—monster. I think you would enjoy being with him, and as long as you go into it knowing it’s going to be nothing but sex, your heart will be protected. And it’s a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.”

“But he’s supposed to be my contact for getting to know about the monsters. That will get complicated if I’m also having sex with him.”

“Life is complicated.”

“Don’t use bumper-sticker psychology on me.”

“It’s true.”

“It is, but I’m not sure I can deal with the fact that—”

Jane stopped herself just in time. What she was about to say was that she wasn’t sure she could deal with the fact that he was a monster. Lena was the last person on earth she could say that to. Like Lena and the rest of their friends, Jane was fascinated to know that there was much more out there than humanity realized. The day they’d gone to Lena’s house and watched Luke change into a monster was one of the most thrilling, and terrifying, days of her life.

But she wasn’t sure she was ready to sleep with one of them.

Lena had taken the truth of Luke’s monstrosity in stride, sinking into a relationship with him the same way she would have with a human man. The others felt free to tease them and talk to them as if they were any other group of guys. But there were times Jane felt like standing on a table and screaming, “They’re monsters! Don’t you know what that means?”

Her fear had gotten markedly worse after Lena had nearly been drowned by another monster who had come to stop Michael and his friends from getting the movie made. His presence had turned out to be a boon—at least from the screenwriting side of it—because he was full of emotional turmoil that made for great characterization. But saying she was scared of the monsters and that she didn’t think it was a good idea to be in a relationship with one would be equal to calling Lena stupid.

“Deal with what? Hello? Jane?”

“I…uh…think he might be into kinky stuff. I don’t think I can deal with it if he likes kinky stuff.”

“Just set boundaries. You’ll be fine. Now, that was your friend Lena talking. Here’s Lena your partner in Calypso Productions talking. We need that screenplay. You need to get your research done. If Michael isn’t going to help you then we need to get Henry or Luke involved.”

“I could just meet with Luke.”

“Yes, you could. But, Jane, and I don’t want to freak you out or anything, but, I think there is something different about Michael. Luke is very closedmouthed about what Michael looks like in his monster form, and yesterday I thought I heard him say something about how he knew more about humans because of what his family was.”

“Really?” Jane’s interesting stuff-o-meter was well into red. “Last night when I asked if I could come over to talk about stuff, he was really hesitant, and also agreed that I should meet with someone else. I don’t get it. He talked about some of the same things Luke told us about.”

“General things, nothing personal?”

“Exactly.”

“That boy, guy, monster, whatever, has a secret.”

“I like secrets,” Jane said with a smile. “Especially other people’s.”

“Go get him, tiger.”


Chapter Seven

“Do you mind if I take notes?” Without waiting for a reply Jane pulled a laptop out of her bag and opened it. Michael swallowed a whimper and inched away from her. He was seeing a whole new side of Jane, and it was a bit scary. And sexy.

She’d arrived at the condo all brisk efficiency. She’d brought subs, soda and determination. He’d kissed her hand when she arrived but she’d barely seemed to notice, instead tossing a sub at him and instructing him to eat because they had work to do.

“Michael? Do you mind?”

“Uh, no.”

“Good. Now, I’ve composed a list of questions I need answers to. Would you prefer to go through them one by one or should I ask leading questions and let you talk?”

“I…uh…whichever you prefer.”

“Good. Then let’s start at the beginning, with your name.”

Michael sighed. This wasn’t going to be that bad. He could answer most of these without revealing more than he wanted to.

“Michael. I though you knew that by now,” he said with a teasing smile.

Jane blinked. Michael’s smile died.

“Not the human name you chose, though we’ll come back to that in a moment. I want to know what your real name is.”

Maybe it wouldn’t be that easy. “Why do you need to know that?”

“Why don’t you want to tell me?”

“I’m helping you learn about monsters, not about me.”

“I’m going to need more than just general knowledge. I want to know more about the monsters, true, but I want to know more about one monster in particular.”

She looked up at him, her soft blonde hair pulled back in a bouncy ponytail, her face so lovely and earnest. He wanted nothing more than to give her what she wanted, both because it might get him what he wanted, namely her, but also because he genuinely wanted to help her. But he couldn’t give her what she wanted.

“Jane, I can’t tell you.”

“Why not?”

“I just can’t, leave it alone.”

“The others told us their real names, why can’t you tell me yours?”

“I can’t.”

“Can’t, or don’t want to?”

Michael pushed up from the couch and went to stand before the sliding glass doors. “Leave it alone.”

“Fine, then I’ll ask another question. Will you change into a monster for me?”

Michael jerked and spun around, his shoulder hitting the door as he did so. “Why would you ask that?”

“Doesn’t it seem natural to ask? I’ve seen Luke as a monster. But when you had to change into your monster body after rescuing Lena, you hid from us. Why?”

“Damn it, Jane.”

“Tell me.” Her eyes were bright with a sort of manic curiosity.

“I’m not changing.”

“Then what do you look like? Are you tall, short, fat, skinny? Do you have wings? Are you furry?”

“Furry? No. I actually look much more human than Luke.”

“Really? Why?”

He hadn’t meant to say that. Michael gritted his teeth. She had him rattled. The questions were stabbing through to the vulnerable place he was trying to protect. How did she know exactly what questions to ask to unnerve him? He’d have to kick the crap out of Henry later. He’d probably tipped her off. “Forget I said that.”

“Nice try. Not going to happen.”

“Please?” he said piteously.

“Nope. All right, so you’re slightly human looking. Wings?”

“Yes. Actually, almost all the monsters left have wings.”

“Really? Why?”

Relieved to have this tangent to follow Michael sat on the couch again, keeping a good two feet between them. It was the first time he could remember not wanting to be close to her.

“High places, mountains mostly, are some of the most protected locations left on earth. The thin air makes it hard for humans to live there. Most winged groups formed clans in the mountains. They survived better than those that were bound to land. Though those that can live in the ocean have fared even better than the winged ones.”

“Aquatic-based monsters! Why didn’t you say that?”

Jane leapt from the couch and began pacing. Michael plastered himself back against the couch and kept his eye on the crazy woman pacing the room.

“This opens up a whole new arena… It was going to take place in LA, so it wouldn’t be hard to include that, but maybe it should be hinted at in the movie and fully developed in the TV series. But production values for that might be too high. Do you know any of these aquatic monsters?”

“Uh, not personally.”

“Make friends with one. Now.”

“I’ll get right on that,” he assured her. He had no idea how he’d go about doing that, but that was a minor point.

“I can’t believe you didn’t tell me this before.”

“I didn’t realize you’d react this way.”

“I need a minute.” Jane threw herself down on the couch, snapped up her laptop and started typing furiously. Michael picked up his sandwich and started carefully unwrapping, trying to make as little noise as possible. He’d gone through six inches of sandwich before she was done.

“Okay, I think I’ve got it all. Now, back to the list.”

Damn.

“Jane, I don’t want to talk about myself.”

“You’re supposed to be helping me.”

“I do want to help you, just not with that, not in that way.”

“Okay, let’s get back to my list then. We’ve covered clans, and how you learned you liked human food. Now, let’s talk about Runako.”

“Why? He’s a prick.”

“Well he almost killed Lena in an effort to stop us from making the movie I’m currently trying to write. I think there’s something worth talking about there.”

“It is unpleasant.”

“I know, we heard a bit of it on the night he came to LA. Can you tell me more?”

“What do you want to know? I would rather spare you the details of the torture.”

“Can you tell me what happened, without the details?”

“Runako’s sister was one of the few female monsters who lived long enough to become an adult. She was his other half, part of him. They were more than siblings, they were twins, and had a psychic bond between them.

“She’d gone hunting for food. She ventured too far down the mountain. There were humans.”

“Hunters?”

“Maybe, we don’t know. We never saw them, and what Runako could see through her eyes was not enough to allow him to identify them. Whoever they were, they were far from ordinary humans. They captured her, took her in a truck far away, to a white room. When she was in the truck they severed her wings so she couldn’t get away.

“Once she was under their power they tortured her, keeping her alive even as they cut her open.”

“And Runako?”

“Because of their psychic bond he felt it all, lived her pain and fear as if it were happening to him.”

“Was there any chance of rescue?”

“If she had not been so scared, suffering so much, it might have been possible for her to give Runako more clues. Had she been mated, her mate would have been able to find her.”

“Really?”

“Yes, a mate can always find his or her partner.”

“Can they read one another’s thoughts?”

“No, not the way twins can.”

“But mates have some sort of power that allows them to always find their partner? Wait, does Luke have that with Lena?”

“Yes.”

Jane’s eyes widened and Michael had a terrible feeling he shouldn’t have admitted that. Jane typed furiously for a few minutes and then looked up.

“What was her name?”

“We do not speak it, as a sign of respect.”

“What happened after she died?”

“There was panic. Many monsters, especially from the less powerful clans, chose to take their own lives, rather than face being captured. Others began forming an army, studying human weaponry.”

Michael looked at his hands. Runako’s sister had been beautiful and fierce, strong and fearless, the best the females of their kind could be. Her loss had been hard, compounded by the suicides that had followed.

“Thank you for telling me that. I know it must have been hard.”

Michael shrugged. He preferred not to dwell on it. If he did, an anger nearly beyond his control rose within him. The silence stretched between them, so Michael opened Jane’s sandwich and handed it to her. They ate in silence, Michael quickly polishing off his sandwich then leaning back on the couch to watch her.

She licked a bit of mustard from the corner of her mouth and Michael groaned. He was impressed with his own restraint, but as he watched her eat, her pretty jaw flexing, her slim fingers reaching up to brush aside the hair that angled over her forehead, the desire that was always just below the surface boiled up.

It was partly a defense mechanism. He’d learned to use passion, sex, as a way to let out some of the fire in his blood that might otherwise turn to anger. After the horror of Runako’s sister’s death had passed, Michael had left the clan and spent two weeks straight having sex with a succubus to relieve some of the madness in his blood.

He’d had enough of Jane’s questions. Now it was time to talk about far more interesting things. Things best discussed naked.


Chapter Eight

Michael reached over and closed the lid of her laptop. “Time to talk about more interesting things.”

Jane lifted her gaze slowly, meeting his. The power shifted, from her to him, with that single look, and Michael took full advantage, reaching up to brush her hair back the way he’d seen her do so many times.

“I need—I need to research. I still have questions.” She looked, somewhat frantically, at the closed laptop.

“I’ll help you research.”

“Not naked sex research, monster research.”

“I’m a monster, therefore anything you do with me will be research.”

“Are you suggesting I sleep with you for the sake of the screenplay?”

“Would that work?”

“No.”

“Then I’m not suggesting it.”

Jane snatched up a notebook she’d left on the table and flipped through it. “I-I still have questions, lots of them.”

“What if I tell you a story?” he asked, smiling wickedly and cocking one eyebrow.

“What kind of story?” she said suspiciously.

“That depends on what you like, on what will make you…feel.”

“I’m looking for research material, just that.”

“There is nothing else I could give you, nothing you want from me?”

“No…no.”

“You’re lying.”

“How can you be so sure, about everything?”

“I’m not.”

“Yes you are. I don’t understand how you can keep pushing without feeling rejected.”

“Are you rejecting me?”

“In a way. I don’t mean to, because you are a great…guy, but I’m just not comfortable with this.”

“I won’t stop, not unless you tell me no.”

Jane tossed the notebook onto the table and leapt to her feet. She’d been sitting quietly, head bent, but now her chin was up and bright blooms of color flagged her cheeks.

“Haven’t you been listening? I said no.”

Michael rose, grabbed her hips and pulled her forward, until their bodies touched from navel to knee. Her eyes were like diamonds, lit from within.

“You haven’t said no. You’ve said you’re scared. You’ve said you’re not ready. You’ve never said no, because you don’t want to. For now I’m offering to tell you a story, nothing more.”

She turned away and he let her go. She was trembling slightly, enough for him to detect it, though a human man could not have. Why was she torturing them both this way?

His ire rose, pushing through the lust and need to protect. She was both the object of his desire and the thing that stood between him and that goal.

“You want a story?” His voice was deep, menacingly so, and he watched her straighten, felt the change in the air as she came awake to the danger. “I’ll tell you a story.”

“I don’t think I want to hear it anymore.”

“Well I want to tell it, and you will listen.” He stalked around her, using his knuckles to tilt her chin up until she looked at him. “You will listen.”

“Michael…”

“You are not to speak.”

She nodded agreement, eyes wide. Her submission stroked his ego and fanned the fires of his lust.

“We are monsters, meant to frighten you. Meant to rule this planet, not to be driven into hiding by the humans.” His gaze locked on her, he began walking, circling her. When she started to turn, to follow his movement, he prevented her, holding her shoulder so she remained facing forward. He stepped up to her back, setting his lips against her ear as he began his story.

“Have you heard of dragons? Fierce beasts that dwell in the rocky caves of Europe, or the red and purple serpents of the East. Have you, little human?”

She shivered from his breath on her neck and he watched her sweet round breasts heave with each small panting breath.

“Humans used to know the dragons, fear them. They would offer gifts to appease the monsters. Food, jewels and sometimes…women.”

Jane’s breath caught in her chest, a small hitch.

“Have you heard this story before?”

Jane nodded.

Michael circled to her front, cupping her face in one palm. “How does the story go?”

“I…I don’t know.”

“Why must you always lie to yourself? Why do you hide what is in you?”

“I’m scared.”

“Of what?”

“Of saying too much.” But she already had, whether she knew it or not.

Michael slipped around to her back, curling his arms around her waist. “The monster has destroyed much of a little human village. The humans are afraid. They watch the mountains in fear, knowing the dragon lurks there. They will not survive unless he is stopped.”

“They fight him,” Jane said, voice whisper soft.

“No, he is too strong, too powerful. They fear him, fear the monster.”

“They offer him something, a gift, like an appeasement to the gods.”

“He is a god to them,” Michael whispered.

“But they fear him.”

“A god should be feared.” He pressed an open-lipped kiss to her neck. “What do they offer the dragon?”

“A gift.”

“They’ve offered many gifts already.”

“A different gift.”

“What do they offer, little human?”

“A girl,” Jane breathed, eyes fluttering closed.

“Yesss,” Michael hissed, like the dragon in the story. “A girl. But not just any girl.”

“The most beautiful girl, with long dark hair—”

“—no, it is pale as moonbeams, like yours—”

“—a virgin.”

“Oh yes, she is untouched. Pure.”

Jane turned her face to his. “I’m not a virgin.”

“Human men don’t count. You’re a virgin to me.” Michael dropped his gaze from her eyes to her lips. They were flushed gentle pink, yet what he wanted to do to those lips was not gentle at all.

“What happened to the girl, Jane? Tell me the story.”

Caught now in the tale, her storyteller’s heart would not allow her to leave it unfinished. She’d fallen into his trap, for what better way to seduce a storyteller than with words?

“She is afraid, but willing, because her sacrifice will save her people. She bathes, slowly, washing each inch of skin. Wiping away tears as they fall. They dress her, her friends, the women of her family, in the finest garments they have. She does not cry in front of them, but does not smile.” Jane whispered the words, her eyes closed. Michael used her preoccupation to begin touching her, gentling her with his hands on her body. He started with her arms, running his palms up and down them.

“She is strong and brave, a warrior,” he whispers, sliding one hand under the front of her shirt to lay his palm on her belly.

“She’s afraid.”

“But she does what is asked of her, that makes her brave.”

Jane shook her head, a crease forming between her brows, and Michael pressed his lips to her cheek, abandoning that line of reasoning.

“They take her to the mountains. What happens next?” he whispered against her cheek.

“The whole village goes. It’s a procession, a parade, with her in the center. As they climb higher the others leave, falling back, until there’s just her. She’s alone now.”

“Not alone, the monster is there, waiting for her.”

“She climbs higher, tearing her clothes on the rocks and then—” Jane turned her face and pressed her lips to the corner of his mouth in a virginal kiss.

“What happens?” she asked against his lips.

Unable to help himself Michael rubbed his cock against her soft hip, needing some contact, some relief. She spooked, twitching in his arms. He loosened his hold on her waist but did not release her.

He pressed a kiss to her shoulder and then continued the story.

“The dragon comes down from the mountain. He’s been watching the girl. He wants her.”

“Why?” Jane asked.

“She is strong and brave, beautiful.”

“But he’s a monster, what could he want with a human?”

“Maybe he’s lonely.”

“Lonely? Michael, are you—”

“The dragon lands beside her and curls his tail around her. Tighter, tighter.” Michael pulled Jane back against his chest, one arm sliding down to press her hips against him. His other arm moved up, forearm positioned between her breasts to hold her upper body in place, his hand curling over her shoulder.

“What did the dragon do then?” Jane asked.

Her voice was husky and he could smell her arousal. His need for her was as fierce as the monster he spoke of, the monster he was.

“He took her away with him, to his cave. And he kept her there. His forever.”

“What did the dragon do with the girl?”

“Whatever he pleased.”

Jane shuddered in his arms, her shivers passing through her body to him.

“Michael,” she moaned, and he could take no more.

He spun her in his arms and slammed their bodies together. He wrapped one arm over her shoulders, holding her in place for a kiss that was savage and wild, all the things he was, all the things that hid beneath the thin human skin he now wore.

Her mouth opened under his demand, her parted lips allowing his tongue entry. She responded, her tongue dueling with his, her body flexing against him. He had her. He could feel her passion rising, and this time she would not escape him, this time he would have her, and when it was over…

When it was over she would regret it. She would see it as a trick.

Michael stilled against her. Until that moment it had not occurred to him to think beyond that first coupling.

Hating himself for being ten kinds of fool he broke the kiss. Jane pressed her lips to his jaw, kissing down his neck. “No, Jane, stop.”

Her quick pecking kisses slowed then stopped. She leaned away, and there was a storm in her eyes.

“Why are we stopping?”

“Because I want you.”

“That doesn’t make any sense. I’m ready, you’ve won.”

“I want that to be true, but I’m afraid that the moment I let go of you, you’ll run away and I’ll never get to touch you again.”

Jane stepped away, putting distance between them. Michael curled his hands into fists to prevent himself from grabbing her.

“Jane, I hope you know how much I want you.”

“I know you want me, but, frankly, I don’t understand what you want from me. You want sex, and not a relationship, but want a commitment so you know the sex will happen again.”

“Yes.”

“That’s… Michael that’s not fair, you can’t ask that of me.”

“That’s what I want.”

“And what about what I want?”

“Tell me what you want and I’ll give it to you.”

“I want to be more than a fuck-buddy.”

“You want a relationship?”

“No!” she shouted, starling both of them. “I’m sorry, but I’m not ready for a relationship.”

“Then why were you angry that I said I didn’t want one either?”

“I still want you to want to be in a relationship with me.”

“Huh?”

“Never mind.” She waved her hand through the air, brushing that aside. “You expect me to trust you, to have sex with you, to let you teach me about this ‘passion’ you see in me, and yet you don’t trust me.”

“I trust you,” he said cautiously. He had a very bad feeling about where this was going.

“No you don’t. You won’t talk about yourself except in periphery ways.”

“Jane, if the thought of sex with me disgusts you, I’ll leave you alone.” He hated saying it, but he realized it was true. He wanted her, but he also wanted her happy, protected, even if it meant from himself. Damned honor.

“That’s not what this is about. I’ve realized this is about trust. You’re asking me to make myself vulnerable so you can teach me ‘passion’. That takes a lot of trust, and for this to work I need you to show me that same level of trust.”

His desire for her was a knotted ball in his belly, crippling him to all but her. She looked so earnest, standing there in her jeans and T-shirt, hair up in a bouncy ponytail. Late-afternoon light flooded the windows and highlighted her hair, creating a pale gold halo around her head, almost like an angel. Scratch that, he hated that word.

“What can I do to make you trust me?”

Jane smiled and Michael swallowed a whimper. Sweet and earnest had morphed to cold-blooded and calculated with terrifying rapidity.

“Tell me your secrets. Turn into a monster for me.”

“No.” Michael slashed his hand through the air.

“That’s what I want.”

“So you are willing to fuck me for the sake of the screenplay,” he said with a snarl, hoping to hurt her.

“Don’t be an ass. I already told you I wouldn’t do that. This is about…us, about trust.”

Michael turned his back to her and sighed. He felt rather than heard her come up behind him. She curled her hand over his shoulder and laid her cheek on his back.

“I can’t promise you I won’t be scared of you as a monster. I wish I could, but I can’t. But I can promise not to put any details about you into the screenplay. If your privacy means that much to you, then I’ll keep you out of it. I still need you to talk to me, to tell me things, but I won’t put the details of your life and what you are in there.”

He turned and cupped her face. “You don’t know what you promise.”

“I’ll make it work without including details relevant to you. I’ll make it work.”

He cupped her chin and stoked her cheek with his thumb. “You’re very special. I don’t know what it is about you, but there is something…pure in you.”

“Thank you,” she whispered, pressing her lips to the pad of his thumb. “Now, let’s work out the details of this little…arrangement.”


Chapter Nine

“You agreed to what?”

“You heard me the first time,” Jane said irritably, holding the phone between her shoulder and ear as she cleaned the kitchen.

“Hold on, I’m conferencing in Margo.”

“Lena! Wait, don’t.” Jane was talking to hold music. “Damn it.” She should have known telling her friend was a bad idea. Repeating the “deal” she’d brokered with Michael out loud had made is seem even more asinine, but not telling her friends was practically against her religion.

“Hello?” Margo chirped in her ear.

“Okay, now it’s all three of us,” Lena said unnecessarily. “Jane, tell Margo what you just told me.”

Jane picked up her bucket of cleaning implements and headed for the bathroom. “Okay, here’s what happened. I realized that part of my trepidation about sleeping with Michael was the trust issue, so we made a deal…”

 

Meanwhile across town

“I have to show her my monster form,” Michael said, popping the cap off his third bottle of Corona and squeezing a lime into it.

“You agreed to that?” Luke asked, stuffing a loaded nacho chip in his mouth.

“Are you okay with that?” Henry asked, picking the jalapeños off the top of his enchilada.

“No, I’m not okay with it, but listen to the rest of the deal. In exchange, Jane’s agreed to let me teach her about passion.”

“So you finally get to have sex with her.”

“No, there’s no sex.”

“I’m confused.”

Michael grinned, and it was not friendly. He still couldn’t believe the sweet deal he’d worked out. “I can touch her, I can ask her to do anything, can do anything to her but have sex with her. The only rule is I have to stop if she doesn’t like something.”

“You mean if she doesn’t want to do something.”

“No,” Michael said, stealing one of Luke’s nachos, “only if she doesn’t like it.”

Henry shook his head. “She’s fucked.”

“Not literally,” Michael said, leaning back and smiling. This was going to be fun.

 

Back at the bat cave

“So, you see it’s the perfect deal. He gets a week to do whatever sexy things he wants with me, as long as it’s not actual sex, and if I don’t like it he has to stop.”

Jane blew her bangs off her forehead and sat up. She’d been bent over the tub cleaning it as she told her friends about her plan.

“Oh shit,” Margo whispered.

“Jane…this is bad,” Lena added, voice grim.

“What? What are you two talking about? What’s wrong?”

“Go over it again, the part about what happens if you don’t like something.”

“Michael said that if something he did wasn’t bringing me pleasure he would stop.”

“You’re so screwed,” Margo moaned.

“Shut up! I am not. Am I? Lena?”

“Jane, honey, I need to explain some things about sex…”

“You know what? I’m tired of everyone talking about me as if I were some dumb virgin. I’ve had sex before, I’ve had lots of sex before. So what if I don’t own three sizes of strap-ons, that doesn’t make me some kind of prude. I know about kinky sex, I wrote that screenplay with a BDSM theme. So you two can just knock it off.”

“Honey, we didn’t mean it like that,” Lena soothed. “I just think he may have…”

“Taken advantage of you,” Margo said. Unlike Lena her voice held no soothing tones. “Wake up, Jane. Can’t you see what you agreed to? I think it’s pretty clear that Michael’s had more sex that you, possibly a lot more.”

“And he’s had sex with succubi,” Lena added, almost apologetically.

“What?” Jane and Margo both screeched.

“Did I forget to mention that? Luke told me that since there aren’t very many female monsters they hook up with succubi.”

“Damn…”

“Exactly.”

Jane put down her scrubbing gloves and knee-walked out of the bathroom. She flopped down on the living room floor and practiced her yoga breathing.

“Jane, are you still there?”

“I’m yoga breathing.”

“Yoga breathing isn’t going to help the fact that you just agreed to let a man who could probably make a chair leg have multiple orgasms do whatever he wants with you.”

“It seemed like a fair deal. I figured if it got to be too much I would just stop liking it.”

“You can’t just stop liking something that feels so good you forget your own name as you orgasm over and over and over…”

“What you’re doing right now is the opposite of help.”

“Sorry, but it’s true,” Margo said, sounding less than sincerely sorry. “You’re doomed, kid. You get turned on when a good song comes on the radio, never mind having a skilled dude touching you in all the right places. He’s going to play you like a violin.”

“It’s never been like that before,” she protested. “Before all I had to do was stop thinking sexy things for a minute and the arousal would go away.”

“You shouldn’t have to think about sexy stuff, you shouldn’t have to think at all. You’re problem is you date the nice guys. The nice guys are only worth it if they’re freaks in the sack. Closeted freaky nice guys are some good shit, but probably not as good as Michael’s going to be.”

“Oh God. Lena?” Jane said piteously, hoping for a few words of encouragement.

“Huh? Sorry. Luke and I experimented with ice last night. All the sex talk made me remember it. God that was good.”

“I’m doomed,” Jane moaned.

“Yep, you are. Take notes will you? I want a full report, with details, when he’s done with you.”


Chapter Ten

EXT. LOS ANGELES — SKID ROW

The BLACK SPORTS CAR cruises down a street whose sidewalks are lined in tents. The tent’s owners are busy setting up their sleeping arrangements.

The car turns left into an ALLEY.

A homeless WOMAN walks to the alley and peers down it. There is no sign of the car.

 

 

The doorbell rang. Jane screamed.

Pressing her hand against her chest, Jane took a few deep breaths. This was going to be okay. She knew Michael, sure he was sexy, and maybe a bit pushy, but he wasn’t some sort of sex god. She could handle what was about to happen. He’d finger her a few times, she’d have a couple orgasms, and at the end of the week she’d face his monster form.

It really didn’t help that she was terrified of seeing him as a monster. It would have been much better if the week ended in something she was really looking forward to.

Jane smoothed her hooded sweatshirt, realized it was wrinkled and ugly beyond all hope, and gave up. She was wearing a battered USC football sweatshirt, pink and gray Eeyore pajama pants and footie socks, the kind with grip tape on the bottom.

Childish? Yes. Semi-pathetic? Absolutely. But this hideous ensemble was the closest thing to a chastity belt Jane could come up with. Besides, it was comfortable.

Brushing aside her bangs, Jane opened the door.

Michael, tan, blond and gorgeous in gray slacks and a white linen shirt, stood outside her door, a duffle slung over his shoulder.

He looked her up and down, and then burst out laughing.

“Knock it off,” Jane said lightly, the corner of her mouth twitching as his booming laugh filled the hallway. Michael looked at her again, leaned against the wall and kept laughing.

Jane stuck her hands in the kangaroo pocket on the front of her sweatshirt and humphed. “Laugh it up, buddy.”

“You are,” he gasped, sputtered a laugh and choked out, “adorable.”

He walked in, cupped her face and kissed her. It was a soft hello kiss, and Jane licked her lips when it ended, wanting another but afraid to say so. The last thing she wanted was to push them into having not-sex before she was ready.

“You can put your bag in…uh…my bedroom.”

She led Michael through the living room to the bedroom. He set his bag down by the door and looked around.

“This is not what I expected,” he said after a minute.

“What did you expect?”

“Something more…girlie.”

Jane looked at her room with a critical eye. It was girlie, but not in a pink ruffles way. The walls were a deep taupe that set off everything else in the room. Her mahogany sleigh bed was covered in a pale gold comforter and accented with cobalt, emerald and ruby pillows, purchased on a trip to India. She had a gold-tone rug laid out beside the bed, and a dark wood buffet acting as a display space and dresser, with her books hidden in the drawers.

“I got the pillows on a trip to India, they were the inspiration for the room. It can be a bit overpowering, that’s why I don’t have too much furniture in here. Then again that makes the living room a bit cluttered, but what can you do? It’s not the world’s biggest apartment, but I got it right when we’d started Calypso Productions and none of us had any money. I could move to a nicer place, but I hate moving. So I decided—”

Jane could hear herself babbling, and would have given considerable amounts of money to stop, but she couldn’t help it. She was nervous, and Michael’s presence in her bedroom was making her more nervous. He’d been in her apartment before, when he’d come to protect her, but her bedroom had been strictly off-limits.

Michael ended her wandering monologue by picking her up and throwing her, actually throwing her, onto the bed. Jane made a sound best approximated as eep as she landed, pillows bouncing around her.

Michael leaned against the footboard.

“Can I ask what that was for?” Jane said, blowing her bangs out of her eyes.

“I just wanted to get an idea of how you’d look on that bed.”

Jane leapt off the bed and tugged at her sweatshirt, a blush heating her face. “Let’s go in the other room.”

She led Michael into the living room, where she curled up on the couch and wrapped her arms around her knees. The open bedroom door taunted her, reminding her of what was going to happen.

“You’re nervous, why?” Michael asked, sitting and stretching his arms along the back of the couch so he could toy with her hair.

“Sex is something to be nervous about.”

“But we’re not having sex, remember?”

“Yes, well, I uh, hadn’t really through this all the way through when I agreed. Is there any chance you want to renegotiate the deal?”

She looked at him hopefully, but Michael’s smile was not encouraging. “Sounds like Lena talked to you.”

“How did you know?”

“I was with Luke when she called to talk to him about it. Sounds like Lena may have gotten you a little wound up about this.”

“I just… I mean, I didn’t think it was really going to be a big deal.”

“Didn’t you just say sex was something to be nervous about?”

“It is, but sex isn’t…earth-shattering, it doesn’t change you.”

“If you believe that, you’ve never had really good sex before.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of.”

“Maybe I could promise to go easy on you. Promise not to push you, or play games with you.”

“Will you?”

“Absolutely not. I’m going to push you, pleasure you in ways you couldn’t even imagine, ways no human woman has been pleasured before. Lena may have told you stories about what Luke’s done with her, to her. He’s an amateur compared to me.”

Jane felt the blood drain from her face even as her fingertips started to tingle.

“Michael, I-I…”

“Don’t be scared.” He curled a lock of her hair around his finger, pulling it taut. “Remember, if you don’t like it, if you aren’t finding something pleasurable, I’ll stop.”

“Why don’t you tell me what you’re going to do first, and then I’ll tell you if I’ll like it.”

“No, my sweet Jane, my Sleeping Beauty. That won’t work, because you don’t know what you’ll like.”

“Arrogant jerk.”

“Name-calling will only get you in trouble.”

Jane swallowed a shiver at his words. She wanted to find his arrogance disgusting. She really didn’t like cocky, arrogant men. They were normally just talk, no action and more interested in themselves than in her.

But Michael was different. With him she felt that the interest was genuine, even if it wasn’t the sort of romantic relationship-oriented interest she’d like to have in her life. He seemed…fascinated by her. The same way she was fascinated, and frightened, by him. Even if there wasn’t a clear attraction between them, Jane might have taken him up on his offer of no-strings, wall-thumping, good sex. She’d had her share of sex, and her share of partners, but nothing really toe-curling spectacular. She would have dismissed stories of sex so good it caused you to forget your own name, but her friends all swore it existed, and wasn’t some urban myth.

But for now she was sitting next to the most attractive man she’d ever been intimate with, even if that intimacy had yet to occur.

“Do you want to get some dinner?” she asked. “We could go out.”

“And have you change out of that delightful ensemble? No, let’s order in.”

Jane retrieved her menus from a drawer in the kitchen and passed them over to Michael, who started separating them into stacks.

“What are you doing?”

“Sorting out the ones I’ve never eaten at before.”

When he was done, the “already eaten there” stack was far bigger than the other.

“How often do you and Henry order in?”

“Every night.”

“Michael! Don’t you know how to cook?”

“No, not human food, not in a human kitchen. Before we moved to the condo we were eating nasty packaged food, always cold. Hot food that actually tastes good is much better.”

“Of course it is, but you need to learn to cook.”

“You’ll teach me?”

“Of course.” Jane smiled in relief. Cooking was a homey, non-sexy activity.

“Then I’ll add cooking to the list.” He selected a menu, a nice Thai place, and passed it to her. “I don’t know what’s good, so you order.”

Having been warned about Michael’s monstrous—ha!—appetite by Lena, Jane ordered three entrees and starters along with some Thai iced teas.

Hanging up the phone, Jane sternly lectured herself to calm down, they were just friends, friends who were having a casual night in, friends who would soon see each other naked. Jane gulped and stuttered out, “That’ll be about forty minutes, do you want to…uh…watch some TV until it comes?”

Michael just stared at her. Jane realized she’d pulled her hands into her sweatshirt sleeves and was nervously playing with the cuffs. She cleared her throat and stopped fidgeting.

“That’s a good idea,” Michael said slowly, “let’s watch some TV.”

Jane smiled in relief, knowing she was safe at least until after they’d eaten, and opened the cupboard the TV sat on, revealing rows of DVDs. “I have a bunch of box sets of TV shows, is there anything you’d like to see?”

Michael dropped to one knee beside her, setting his hand casually on the back of her neck, kneading it, as he looked over the selection.

“What about this one?” He said, pointing to the first season of a ridiculously complex drama that was now into its fourth season. It was complicated, entertaining and very engaging. More than likely they would get so wrapped up in it they’d watch the whole season, pass out at four in the morning, and be too tired to do anything but sleep. Perfect.

“I love this show, good choice.”

Jane put the first disk into the DVD player and they settled in to watch. Halfway through the first episode, the food came, and Jane barely remembered signing the check.

“What the hell is that human’s problem?” Michael demanded, pointing at the screen.

“You’ll have to wait and see, there’s an explanation for it.”

“Explanation or not, I don’t like this guy. He’s up to something. And there is something wrong with that forest. It’s like the forests that monsters used to live in.”

Michael’s offhand comment ripped Jane’s attention away from the screen. Her storyteller spidey-senses were tingling.

“Really? In what way? What forests, where were they?”

Michael ignored her for a moment as the characters talked, then distractedly said, “Europe. That’s where my Breed is from. There were normal forests, what you would think of as forests, but then there were other forests, full of creatures that are now gone, dead like we will be.”

He spoke matter-of-fact, distracted by the TV, and his seeming acceptance of the fact that his race was doomed broke Jane’s heart.

“What creatures are extinct?”

“Fairies, centaurs, tree wolves. There are more, but I try not to think about it. Those races could only live in those forests, and once the forests were gone the creatures that depended on them died. At least we, the monsters, could move and adapt to new places.”

“What made these forests special?”

“They grew in the places where magic came up from the Earth’s core. They were like magical volcanoes. Wherever there was a direct path of power from the center of the Earth to the surface one of these forests would grow.”

Jane’s fingers twitched with the need to make notes, but she was afraid to move and break the spell of confession. Michael wasn’t guarding his words as he normally did. His attention still on the TV.

“What happened to the forests, why did they disappear? Is the magic gone?”

“Gone? No. It’s trapped, deep inside the Earth. The forests were cut down, again and again, and finally paved over, or turned to crops. The humans knew these places were special because everything grew well there, and people who lived there were healthy. But through their selfish, stupid actions, humans killed the forests, and the magic stopped flowing. Now it’s all bottled up in the center of the Earth. That’s probably why humans can’t use magic anymore either.”

“Humans could use magic? What kind, how—”

“Look at that! I knew that was a bad idea!” Michael shouted at the screen. He stabbed his fork into a basil noodle and ate it, chewing rapidly. “I bet the guns stop working.”

Jane bit her lips to hold in a frustrated growl. What a terrible place to lose the thread of that conversation. The mood was gone, and as the story lulled, Michael turned to her and smiled, offering up a basil noodle. She took the offering and smiled, acting casual so he wouldn’t close up. She’d bide her time for now, and besides, with only a few sentences he’d given her plenty to consider.

When the story heated up again, Jane slipped into her room to grab a notebook

Michael leaned back, stretching out one long arm and pulling Jane to rest against him. She settled herself in place, loving his body heat soaking into her side and back, and made notes about what he’d just said and what the story potential was.

Distracted by her writing, Jane didn’t notice when the episode ended, or that, rather than move on to the second episode, thereby falling into her trap of wasting a night watching a whole season, Michael had turned off the TV.

One bronzed hand reached over Jane’s shoulder, stealing the pen and slowly closing her notebook. Jane was about to snatch her pen back when she noticed the tension that flowed off him. She could feel the pressure of his attention on her, as palpable as the heat his body emitted. Desire radiated off Michael.

“It’s time, Jane.” His voice was a low rumble in her ear, his lips only inches from her.

“Time for what?” she whispered, though she knew the answer.

“Time to play.”

He stroked her cheek, and then turned her head so he could kiss the corner of her mouth.

“Michael, I’m scared.”

“I know.”

Then he was gone, rising from the couch and clearing the remnants of dinner off the low coffee table. When he came back he held his hands out to Jane.

Mouth gone dry, Jane placed her hands in his, and let him raise her off the couch. His face was a stone mask, offering no quarter, but his eyes were hot with his desire.

“Take off you clothes,” he rumbled.

“Here? Now? Just like that?” she squeaked.

“Yes. Take off your clothes, Jane, and do it now.”

Jane grabbed the hem of her sweatshirt and pulled it off before she had time to freak out. Next she stripped off her socks. And that’s as far as her bravado got her. She needed to remember this was just for fun, just play. But then why did it feel so important?

Jane considered refusing, considered making him undress her. Then, later, she could tell herself it had been all his fault, she was merely a well-pleasured victim. But Jane wasn’t that girl, and even knowing that there was no future with him, she would not lie to herself about her participation, even if that would make the eventual heartbreak easier.

Jane closed her eyes, and took off her shirt. She was wearing a bra, a simple cotton thing, but it was thin, and her erect nipples pressed out.

Michael made a small noise, and Jane’s confidence ratcheted up a notch. She reached for the waist of her sweatpants, but he stopped her.

“No, your breasts first. I want to see them.”

Jane, eyes still closed, reached back and un-did her bra, pulling it off.

“Hmmm, beautiful,” Michael said. “They are lovely, very pale. I can see the blood moving through them. Your nipples are a lovely pink, and very large.”

“Michael…”

“Yes?”

“Why are you doing that, talking about me like that?”

“Everything I’m saying is true.”

“But why do you need to say it out loud?”

“Because talking during sex, talking about what you see, taste, smell and feel, heightens the experience. Soon I’m going to make you do it too, Jane, but for now I’ll let you hide and keep your eyes closed. Remove the rest of your clothes.” His voice hardened on the last sentence, becoming a command.

Jane’s breath caught, and she felt moisture flood her sex at his command. She didn’t like bossy, arrogant men, she shouldn’t be aroused by that. She should want to kneecap him. What was wrong with her?

Hooking her thumbs in the waistband, she slid her sweats off. Her pink bikini panties were all that stood between her and Michael.

“Your legs are beautiful. I noticed them before. Long and curvy, very pretty. Remove that pink thing.”

Jane grabbed her panties, and bent to take them off, stepping out of them. She paused like that, hiding herself with her posture, and then slowly, her nerves trembling, stood straight.

“Oh yessss,” Michael said. “Very pretty, and with nice blonde hair. I like that. No more hiding, Jane, open your eyes.”

Jane opened her eyes. The moment she did, her nakedness became real. Michael stood before her fully clothed, elegant and powerful, while she was naked and vulnerable. She started to cross her arms over her chest, but he stopped her, grabbing her hands.

“You will not hide from me, Jane. You’re mine.”

Jane’s breath quickened, her nipples drawn tight, her legs trembling from the potent mixture of fear and arousal.

“I haven’t seen all of you, yet. Stand on the table.”

“On…on the coffee table? You want me to stand on it?”

“Yes.” He tugged on her hands, pulling her to the coffee table. Without really thinking about it, Jane stepped up.

“Much better,” Michael murmured, circling her. “You have a delightful ass, very soft-looking, with two cute little dimples near the top. Your hair is very pretty, I like the way it lays on your shoulders.”

He circled around to the front, and looked her over. He was eye-level with her breasts.

“You are beautiful, Jane, and very naughty for having hidden this beauty from me.”

She shivered at his words and Michael raised a brow. “What made you tremble, Sleeping Beauty? Was it the word ‘naughty’?” She bit her lip. “It was. That makes me think that my Sleeping Beauty would enjoy being called a naughty girl and maybe…punished.”

Jane moaned, but shook her head. Of course she didn’t want that.

“I think you are a very naughty girl, Jane, and that you will be punished for it. I know about making pleasure pain, and pain pleasure, and about playing games, but I must say the things I’ve discovered about human sexuality since Luke told me Lena enjoyed her spankings have really opened my eyes. I actually like humanity better after doing some…research into its favorite vices. You have all the delightful dominance and pain games we have, but some other very creative items. Role-play is one we’re going to try…”

Jane was startled by the reference to her friend, but Michael’s words were coming to her as if she were underwater. She felt like she was in a trance, each delicious, dark thing he said feeding the trance. Her entire body was flushed with arousal. She was scared her sex was so wet that if she were to stop pressing her knees together he’d be able to see it.

“Yes, my Sleeping Beauty, we will do all those things. But for now it is time for you to stop hiding from me. Spread you legs.”

“Michael, I can’t.”

“Why?”

“I’m…embarrassed.”

“Embarrassed to let me see your sex? You shouldn’t be, for she and I are going to become very intimately acquainted. Or are you embarrassed by how wet you are? I’ve been able to smell your arousal since before you finished undressing. I know you want this. I know you are enjoying this. Spread your legs and let me see the proof.”

Her gaze on him, Jane slowly stepped wide. Cool air hit her sex. Michael continued to look into her eyes for a moment, before he dropped his gaze to her sex. Jane almost died of embarrassment when he crouched to examine her better.

“Beautiful. Your sex is beautiful. I can see how wet you are, and it’s incredibly erotic.”

Jane looked down at her own naked body, wondering if she could see the beauty he claimed was there, but no, it was still just her body, same as always. Breasts, too small, thighs and hips in dire need of muscle toning.

Michael sat on the couch, relaxing as he continued to watch her.

“Are you just going to sit there, looking at me?”

“Yes.”

Jane closed her eyes, her imagination going wild.

“I’m going to sit here and look at you, admire you, memorize you.”

Michael’s voice was low, his words gentle. Jane imagined that same voice whispering words not so gentle and she shivered.

“What are you thinking, Jane, what are you imagining?”

“You’re a sultan, looking to buy a new concubine at an auction, or, or…a pirate, examining the woman he’s just kidnapped.”

Jane could practically taste salt in the air as her traitorous imagination sunk her into a fantasy staring Captain Michael.

“Oh, my beautiful Jane, you are perfect.”

She opened her eyes as he rose from the couch.

“Arms up,” he ordered, and Jane lifted her arms in the air, resting her wrists on top of her head. “Watch my hand,” he commanded, laying his much darker hand against her belly.

Jane dropped her head and watched, her breaths coming quick in anticipation as he rubbed her belly. His hand moved in ever-widening circles, until he brushed the bottom of her breasts. He cupped one breast, palm covering the painfully erect nipple. Jane jerked into his touch. She was sensitive from the prolonged arousal.

He kneaded her breast in his hand, watching her bite her lip. “We’re going to have a lot of fun this week.” He plucked her nipple a few times before cupping her other breast, this time rubbing her nipple back and forth with his thumb.

“Michael, please…”

“Please what? Do you want me to stop?”

“No, more, please!” Jane begged, sure that if he didn’t touch her more, alleviate the desperate need that clouded her mind, she would die from it.

“Jane, tell me what you want.”

“You, just you. Touch me more.”

“Where?”

“My pussy.”

“What kind of touch do you want? Do you want pinches or strokes? Light or soft?”

“I…I don’t know. I didn’t know there were so many options. Please, Michael.”

“My poor girl has not known the pleasure she should have. I’ll just have to teach you.”

One hand remained on her breast, the other settling on her belly and sliding down until he cupped her sex.

“Your body is hot, and you are very wet, beautiful Jane.”

“Please…”

One finger dipped inside her, finding the pool of wet heat. Michael pressed a second finger between the lips of her sex, and then slid those two fingers back and forth, stroking her from the entrance to her body to her clit. His fingers pressed around her clit, rubbing both sides at once, lightly pinching it before sliding back to stroke the inner lips of her sex.

“I… Oh…that, that feels so good,” Jane panted. Her hands were clenched into fists. When one particularly perfect touch to her clit caused Jane’s whole body to jerk, she put her hands on Michael’s shoulders, using him for balance.

“Michael, please, more…”

“I will, but I want you to stop clenching you belly so tight. You’re trying to force the orgasm. You’re scared it won’t happen, but I promise you it will. Relax your belly.” He slid his hand from her breast to her lower abdomen, his hand spanning the space between her belly button and curls. “Relax and the pleasure will be much greater.”

Jane barely understood what he was saying, so great was her arousal, but she relaxed the muscles in her belly. The next time his fingers brushed her clit her toes curled.

“Ohh, that’s nice.”

“And this?” He used a single finger to circle her clit, maintaining a steady pace.

“I like that too. Ohhhh, I like that better.”

Michael continued to play with her, Jane now talking non-stop about what he was doing and how it made her feel. He was right, talking made it much, much better.

“I like it when you touch my clit like that. But I want your fingers inside me too, and pinch my nipple, ohh like that. Harder. Ow! No, do it again.”

Michael leaned in, capturing her bare nipple in the hot vise of his mouth. He sucked hard, raking her nipple over his teeth, and Jane let out a little yelp of pleasure.

Both nipples and her sex were subject to a non-stop stream of sensation. Again and again he circled and brushed her clit, pinched and sucked her nipples.

He was still fully dressed, master of the situation even as she begged and demanded that he pleasure her more and more. She stood on the table, naked and vulnerable before him, presented like an object for his pleasure. She stood on the table before him, a goddess secure in her beauty, elevated above him, demanding his service.

“Michael, I-I can’t, I need…”

“Tell me.” He murmured around her nipple

“I feel like you’ve been winding me up, all my muscles are tight again, but it was slow. The tension is…is…”

“Do you like this? Feeling like this, hovering near orgasm?”

“Oh yes.”

“Then you’ll like this even better.”

He slid his other hand from her breast to her sex. Using one finger he began circling her clit at a rapid pace. He slid his other hand between her legs, and slammed two fingers up inside her.

Her orgasm ripped through her, wave after wave of pleasure, taking her to a place where she forgot everything, everything except the man who held her. Jane’s body sighed in pleasure, knowing it was finally in the hands of a skilled connoisseur.

Jane choked out a sob as the pleasure dissipated, her trembling legs giving out.

Michael caught her, lifting her in his arms. Jane pressed her face into his neck as after-gasms shook her.

“Beautiful Jane,” he murmured, carrying her into the bedroom.

Jane was shaking with the force of what had just happened. She felt soft and vulnerable in a way that scared her, even as she craved a repeat performance. His tender care, the way he cradled her in his arms and kissed her forehead, was somehow just as powerful and intimate as the orgasm. When Michael set her down on the bed, murmuring meaningless things as he tucked a blanket around her, all Jane could think was that her friends were right—it was going to be a very long, dangerous week.


Chapter Eleven

“String Theory?”

“No idea.”

“Parallel Dimensions?”

“Huh?”

“Space-time portals?”

“I know that one!” Michael’s exclamation startled Jane into typing “alksjebr”.

“Finally,” she said, erasing the nonsense. “So, tell me about portals. Are they real? Do monsters use them? Can humans use them?”

Michael sat up and frowned in thought. He’d been slumped on the couch, arm across his eyes, radiating dislike of Jane’s Q&A session. She sat at her desk, fingers poised over the laptop keys.

“Portals, portals… Oh, actually I’m just thinking of Stargate.”

“Michael!”

“What?”

“You are so aggravating.”

“You’re annoyingly persistent.”

“Persistence is a good quality.”

“Persistence is good in relation to sex and food. The rest is just annoying.”

“Calling me names isn’t going to get you anywhere.”

“You said we can’t have sex, or lunch, until you get through this hellish list, I’m already not getting anywhere.”

“I wouldn’t have to go through this ‘hellish list’ if you would volunteer information.”

“You know everything you need to know. We’re monsters. Humans are taking over the planet, our people are panicking and we need to tell the humans the truth about us. There’s your story.”

“Right, I’ll just write that down, print it out, and voila, we’ll have a screenplay. Everyone knows screenplays are that easy to write.”

Jane slammed her laptop closed and stacked notebooks and pens on top of it. She yanked the plug out of the wall.

“Whoa,” Michael said, alarm coloring his voice, “what just happened?”

“Nothing.”

“Oh man… Luke told me about ‘nothing’. Nothing means I fucked up. What’d I fuck up?”

“Nothing.”

“Shit.”

“If you give me a minute to put away these silly things, we can go to lunch and then have mindless, no-strings-attached, no-hope-for-the-future, not-sex.” Jane stomped into the bedroom.

Damn. Michael grabbed Jane’s cell phone off the table and called Lena. Luke had told him that when Lena was freaking out Jane had been able to talk some sense into her. Maybe Lena could tell him what had just happened.

He figured out the contacts section, located Lena’s name and hit the green button.

“Heya, hot stuff, how was your first night with Michael?” the voice on the other end answered.

“Lena, this is Michael.”

“Oh, hello. Wait, what’s wrong, what happened, where’s Jane? If you hurt her I will cut off your balls with a rusty spoon.”

“And monsters have a reputation for violence… I don’t know what’s wrong with Jane. Everything was fine, and then she got this funny look on her face and started slamming stuff around. Then when I asked her what was wrong she said ‘nothing’.”

“That’s bad. Start from the beginning and tell me everything you said.”

Gaze warily on Jane’s bedroom door, Michael related the conversation. When he finished Lena summed it up with “you dumbass”.

“Thanks for your help.”

“Listen. Jane takes her craft very seriously. There are a lot of people out there who talk about writing a screenplay as if it were nothing. People seem to think it’s easy, when in reality it is incredibly hard. It bugs Jane that people don’t value how hard it is. Michael, I need you to listen to me. Everything rides on the screenplay. Without an awesome script we won’t be able to shop the project, this will never get off the ground and everything you’ve done will be a waste. I was all for Jane working exclusively with you, mostly because I knew you were into her, and I thought you’d be good for her. But this is strike number two as far as I’m concerned. Either man up, stop hiding and cooperate with Jane, or you’re off the project.”

Michael pulled the phone away from his ear and stared at it in astonishment.

“Did you hear me? If you don’t start participating and treating her better I’m taking you off the script aspect. Henry can take your place.”

Michael saw red.

“Don’t threaten to separate me from Jane. She is mine.”

Michael clenched his fist, the phone shattering between his fingers. Rage bubbled in his veins, his shoulders itched with the need to sprout wings and lightning flashed in his eyes.

“I’m ready to go.” Jane came out of the bedroom, wearing a casual skirt and shirt with sandals, her tone clipped.

Michael leapt across the room and grabbed her, lifting her off the ground.

“You are mine,” he growled, tone so deep the words were garbled.

“M-Michael?”

“Mine. No one else must touch you. No one else will have you. You are mine.”

“What happen—”

He cupped the back of her head, his other arm around her waist, and kissed her. He forced her mouth open with his tongue, tasting her. She was his. His.

He spun and pushed her back to the wall, hiking her up a bit then pinning her with his hips. He broke the kiss and she let out a small sob.

You’re too rough. You’re scaring her.

“Please don’t fear me,” he begged, his voice broken and guttural. He cupped her cheek. “Please.”

“Your-your eyes.” Jane’s eyes were wide, the white visible all the way around, as she looked into his. Michael lowered his lids, knowing that his eyes were no longer human.

He did not want her to see this, yet he could not let go of her, not yet. He needed to touch her.

Stroking her cheek with his thumb he kissed her again, hard, but not with the brute force of the first one. He felt her shudder in response, and deep inside his monster sighed in satisfaction. His skin began to tingle, and magic swelled to the surface. The spell that bound him to human form was weakening due to his emotional state.

He broke the kiss, easing Jane down the wall with hands that trembled from the strain of being gentle.

“I’m losing control,” he growled, gaze down and to the side so Jane couldn’t look into his inhuman eyes.

“What does that mean? What should I do?”

“Run.”

She took a single step, as if to obey, but stopped.

“I’m not going to run, Michael, something must have happened, something that upset you, and I want to help.”

His back crawled, as if the bones of his wings were running under the surface, waiting for him to weaken just a bit more. He shook his head at her, too caught up in his internal fight to verbalize anything more.

“Should I go get Henry or Luke?”

She seeks other males above you. She is yours. You must fight for her. This human body is too weak. Show her what you are. Make her fall to her knees in awe.

Michael roared, throwing his head back. Pain consumed him as his monster form broke free, beyond his control. Wings ripped through the skin of his back, dripping blood and scattering flecks of flesh.

Jane ran. Michael leapt, scooping her up in arms that were still human. She screamed and screamed. Michael pressed his lips to her ear and whispered in the old language.

She slumped in his arms, unconscious.

Michael’s monster grumbled in satisfaction. Wings flexing behind him, he turned and laid her on the couch. He ripped her clothes from her body, laying her bare before him. He stroked her, shoulder to knee, and when he touched her cheek, she turned her face into his palm. That small action was enough to quiet Michael’s beast. Shaking his head to clear it, Michael pulled his monster form down into his core, the tattoo that represented his monster reforming, his wings folding in and disappearing.

He paused, hunched over Jane’s naked body as pain swept him. Normally it didn’t hurt to change forms, but he hadn’t allowed himself to become fully monster, and was suffering for it.

Through his body’s painful metamorphosis he concentrated on Jane, keeping the hand on her cheek gentle even as his other hand clenched in a fist and he gritted his teeth.

His muscles relaxed and he shivered slightly. He stripped off his torn and blood-flecked clothes and kissed Jane’s forehead.

“Jane,” he whispered, leaning low. “My Sleeping Beauty. Wake up, please.”

She whimpered, shifting slightly. He picked her up, cradling her against his chest, and then stood so he could sit on the couch with her on his lap.

Speaking those words to her had been a rash act of desperation. He hadn’t even known it would work, it had been more instinct than anything else. He’d been told that humans stopped responding to the old language. There had been a time when the power of that language had been the ultimate control over humanity, but as their numbers grew and sensitivity to magic diminished that power was lost.

But Jane responded to it.

The ramifications of that was something to worry about at another time, for now he had to wake her up, and then start apologizing.

Michael stroked and kissed her face and shoulder, then jiggled and shook her. She did not wake. He pinched her hip, hard. Still nothing.

Michael was starting to panic. He didn’t remember how to wake humans from the induced sleep. He couldn’t call Luke, as Luke might tell Lena, and he didn’t trust himself to call Henry. Despite the fact that Henry hadn’t done anything, he felt that Henry was a threat to his relationship with Jane.

Maybe because deep inside he worried that Henry was a better match for Jane than he was.

He wouldn’t think about that now, the current issue was waking Jane up.

She shifted in his arms, rubbing her cheek on his shoulder, her breath hot and wet against him. His cock sprang to attention.

“Damn it, bad timing. Come on, Jane, beautiful Jane. Wake up.”

Cuddling her, and manfully resisting the temptation to fondle her unconscious body, Michael started to hum. The low throbbing notes were nothing like the formulaic five-minute songs of modern human music. It was more of a thrumming chant, a legacy of his clan’s magic and powers. There was even a human title for it, though he didn’t like to acknowledge it.

Remembering the way she’d responded to the music at the club, Michael pulled Jane closer against his chest and continued his guttural song. There was a time when music had power, no matter who played it. Both humans and monsters has known its power, and utilized it to its fullest. The monsters humans called sirens had used their songs to bring in humans, while the far mountains of what was now Russia had once been inhabited by humans who could use their song to lull a monster to sleep.

For all her pretty refinement and friendly manners, there was something in Jane that responded to this base power. It used to be said that those who could empathize, those who could see the plight of others, were old souls, and their insight was residual memory of similar sufferings. If that was true then Jane was an old soul, and something in her, something in her past, remembered what it was to stand naked in the forest and dance to the beat of drums, chase game across the plains to the call of the horn, and heal through prayer and song.

Michael focused on her, letting instinct guide him to change his chant to match her, to call to her. He sang to her, and the emotion that song brought out in him was an ache in his chest, a pressure in his mind. It was intimate and moving.

Jane opened her eyes.

“Jane, how are you—”

Jane sat up, quick as a snake strike. She spun, repositioning herself so that rather than sitting across his lap she was astride him. She pressed forward, squeezing his erect cock between his belly and her hips. Michael hissed out a breath.

Jane fisted a hand in Michael’s hair, holding his head still as she traced her lips over his face. Her touch was delicate, barely there, her breath hot against his cheeks, nose, eyelids and lips. Finally she settled on the corner of his mouth, licking and kissing it.

Michael slid his hands up her splayed thighs, digging his fingers into her ass and grinding her forward so their bodies massaged his cock. He then stroked one hand up her back, fisted it in her hair to parallel her posture, bowing her body backwards and exposing her breasts.

She leaned her weight into his arms, completely trusting, and panted, her tightly beaded nipples dancing with her jagged breaths. He took advantage of her breasts’ vulnerability, swooping down to bite and fondle them with teeth and lips. She moaned and yelped and he tugged the soft points with his teeth, sucked on them, and soothed them with the lap of his tongue.

“Yes, yes, I want you,” she panted, voice breathy. She was restless in his arms, selfish, greedily tugging his mouth to her nipples when he abandoned his play.

Michael suckled at her left nipple as he toyed with her right, tilting his head up just enough so he could look at her. Her head tossed restlessly side to side as her hands slid over his shoulders and back, tangling in his hair and pulling at his ears.

Here was the Jane he’d imagined, the passionate female in desperate need of a good fuck.

Lucky for her he knew just how to handle this…

Michael lifted his head from her breast, giving each nipple a parting nip.

“No, don’t stop,” she demanded.

Michael ignored her comment and tilted her up so he could look her in the eye.

“Why did you stop?” she asked.

“I want to be certain you’re ready for what’s about to happen.”

“Why are you hesitating now? Isn’t this what you wanted? Me all riled up? Well here I am.”

“I’d prefer it if I hadn’t had to knock you unconscious to get you to this point.”

“What are you talking about?”

She didn’t remember what had happened.

Michael dropped his head onto Jane’s shoulder and gritted his teeth in frustration. If he took her now, like this, she wouldn’t trust him. Later she might think that the words he’d used did this to her, like some sort of spell when, in all likelihood it was the chanting that did it. That wasn’t exactly a whole lot better. Either way, her current state was a result of his loss of control and the old magic he’s used to prevent her from fleeing.

“Damn it,” he whispered against her shoulder. Why did she have to smell so good on top of everything else? It was torture to have her naked body pressing against his but not be able to do anything about it.

Jane’s hands slid through his hair, her touch gentle.

“I’m sorry, Sleeping Beauty, we have to stop, this isn’t right, you don’t know what you’re—”

Jane’s fingers fisted in his hair. She jerked his head up and savaged his mouth with a kiss. Her free hand slid down his chest and wrapped around his cock in a touch that was just short of painful.

Arousal spiked in Michael’s body, potent as adrenaline. Michael’s reservation went out the window as he grabbed Jane’s wrist, prying her hand from his cock.

He grabbed her and flipped her facedown over his lap, where she landed with an oomph.

“So you want to play, do you?”

Jane bucked across his knees and Michael pushed her down with a hand on the small of her back. He spread her legs, pushing one of them off the couch to expose her sex to his free hand. He stroked the lips of her sex and then pinched them together. Jane yelped.

“I’ve had enough of the back and forth, now it’s time to play. You will do as I say. First, you are to tell me what you like and don’t like, what feels good. Second, you will do everything I say, when I say it. Third, you will not wear anything. Do you understand me, Sleeping Beauty?”

“Yessss,” she hissed, spitting mad as a cat that he was holding her down.

“Repeat the rules.”

“I won’t.”

Michael swatted her ass. “You will do as you are told. Repeat the rules.”

“Talk. Obey. Naked.”

“Good.”

Michael dipped his fingers into her sex, which was dripping wet, and stroked her clit. Jane relaxed against him, moaning as she spread her legs farther.

He pulled his hand away.

“Bastard.”

“Stand up, spread your legs and play with your nipples.” When she obeyed, Michael reached between her spread legs and opened her sex, admiring her. Jane pinched and twisted her nipples, eyes closed, breath coming in short pants.

“Your sex is dripping wet,” he told her, running a finger through the slippery moisture, “and very hot. The lips of your pussy are fuller than yesterday, and redder. Your clit is nice and round. Stop playing with your nipples and reach down and spread your sex open for me.”

Jane’s hands slid down her belly, nails lightly scrapping her own skin, and spread open her sex.

“Wider, Jane. I want to see all of you. Wider. Good, yes, good girl.”

Michael leaned back, gaze on her swollen, red, wet pussy, and stroked his cock. Jane watched him stoke, sucking her lower lip into her mouth.

“What do you want?”

“I want your cock. I want your cock in me right now.”

“You can’t have it.”

“Why not?”

“We made a deal. No sex.”

“I’ve changed my mind.”

“That’s not how it works. We have to stick to the deal, and by the end of the week I’ll have you begging for my cock.”

“Please, I need you in me.”

“My poor Sleeping Beauty.” He leaned forward and tapped her clit with two fingers.

“More, please, more.”

“Sit on the table, legs spread, and keep your pussy spread too.”

Jane obeyed, sitting on the table. Michael grabbed her legs, pulling them up on the couch on either side of him, then had her lie back. Her pretty white nails contrasted sharply with the bright pink inner lips of her sex.

He knew what it was doing to her to be denied any real stimulus as he felt the same, his cock aching with the need to bury itself inside her. But they couldn’t have that, not yet, and if he gave into her demands, if he didn’t teach her how complex and powerful sex could be, it would all be for nothing.

“Play with your clit. You have one minute to make yourself come. Go.”

Jane’s fingers dipped into her sex, and began rubbing her clit in hard circles. Within a few seconds she was panting, her heels digging into the couch on either side of him, her hips coming up off the table.

“Tell me how you feel, what does your pussy feel like against your fingers?”

“Hot, I’m hot, all over. I want…I want this, I want to come, I need to…”

Her voice trailed away as her hips bucked up in a hard arch, her body bent back, pressure on her heels and shoulders, only her fingers moving, circling, circling.

She screamed when she came, screamed through clenched teeth. Michael grabbed her hands, pulling them away from her body. He grabbed her hips, holding them in place, leaned in and sucked hard on her orgasm-sensitive clit.

Jane screamed again, a high breathy sound of shock. “Michael! I can’t… I can’t!”

But she could, and would. Her fingers fisted in his hair, her hips twitching as she tried to get away, but he held her in place, forcing her to accept the second orgasm, built on the peak of the first. Her clit contracted against his tongue with each swipe. He closed his teeth over her and licked. When his mouth needed a break, he pulled back just enough to slip his finger over her clit, rubbing side to side. He pressed his tongue to the roof of his mouth, savoring the taste of her, and then went back to work, his lips taking the place of his finger, kissing her clit reverently, before he parted his lips and sucked the sweet bud between his teeth.

“Yes, yes, more, please.” Jane’s high pleadings were breathy, unbearably arousing, and Michael let go of one of her hips to reach down and fist his cock.

He closed his lips and pressed them against her clit in a kiss, then started rubbing them back and forth, turning his head slightly as he did so. The point of her clit slipped between his lips, bumping along his teeth, as his lips caressed the hood and sensitive bottom. He kept going, letting the rhythm and repetition drive her. Again and again he played with her clit, face buried in her sex, her legs tight around his head. Her fingers were fisted in his hair, her nails pressed into his scalp. Her thigh muscles trembled against him.

Again and again he rubbed his lips over and around her clit, patient, willing to do this for however long it took, and then it happened. Her whole sex contracted, her clit jumping against his lips, her thighs vising his head.

Michael wiggled his hand up between her legs, and slammed three fingers into her just as the first hard pull of her orgasm broke. His fingers gave her body something to tighten around and the pleasure ratcheted up.

He held her clit as the orgasm shook her, her body straining, wet with sweat, high inarticulate noises escaping her.

When the pulsing subsided he eased himself away with a final lick to her clit that caused her legs to twitch.

Jane lay across the low table, panting and sweaty, legs splayed, her fragrant sex flowered open.

He could do what he’d done the night before, tuck her in bed and then come sleep on the couch, but tonight he wouldn’t be so easy on her.

“Sit up, Sleeping Beauty.”

Jane blinked owlishly at him, then sat up, using her arms to help herself. “That was, that was… Is that what they call multiple orgasms?”

“Oh yes, though I know you can do more than two.”

“In a row? You mean more than two back-to-back like that? I don’t think so.”

“Oh yes you can.” Michael reached for her sex, but Jane yelped and closed her legs. The orgasms seemed to have returned her to her normal self. When she looked at him it was with the same mixture of sweet innocence and worry in her eyes he’d come to know. Gone was the passion-driven wild woman who’d demanded he pleasure her.

She may be satisfied, but Michael was not. He stood, pulling Jane up with him, and walked them away from the couch to the open space of the living room.

“On your knees, Jane.”


Chapter Twelve

“On your knees, Jane.”

Jane blinked up at Michael. Surely he couldn’t mean he wanted her to… No. They were done, time to get dressed and get some lunch.

“Do you remember the rules?”

Frankly, the past half hour, besides the orgasms themselves, was a bit blurry.

“Uh…first was I had to tell you what you like and don’t like. Third was not to wear anything.”

“And the second rule?”

“To do what you say, when you say?”

“That’s right, the second rule is that you obey.”

Jane shivered, and not from cold. She would have sworn that her body was so exhausted it would be days before anything could affect her sexually, but Michael’s stern voice, the look on his face, the way he focused on her, his gaze never leaving her as he demanded obedience, caused her to shiver in arousal.

“But what if I don’t find it pleasurable?” Jane asked, testing the boundaries of his dominance.

“Then we’ll stop. You already know that, Jane, you’re just stalling to be naughty. You will be punished for that later. Now, on your knees.”

Resting her hands on his hips, Jane dropped to her knees. Michael’s long, hard cock jutted before her. It looked awfully big from this angle. She swallowed and then looked up, up, up to his face. Michael’s eyes were hot with passion, a startling bright blue. Jane frowned as a thought struggled to the surface. Something about his eyes…

He cupped her cheek and stroked his thumb across her lower lip. “I will not force you to do this, but I want my cock in your mouth, I want to feel your lips around me. Have you done this before?”

“Yes, but, oh, Michael, I’m terrible at it.”

“No one as sweetly passionate as you could ever be bad at this.”

“You say that now, but you’ll hate it.”

“I won’t. Do it, take me in your mouth.”

Jane opened her mouth as wide as it would go and leaned forward until the tip of his cock was inside her mouth. Once the head bumped the roof of her mouth she stopped moving and closed her lips. Breathing through her nose Jane tilted her head up. Michael’s eyes were heavy-lidded, his hand stroking her bangs away from her forehead.

“If you knew how beautiful you looked, sweet Jane… But you’re right, you are bad at this.”

Jane sat back, a blush heating her cheeks. “Thanks a lot! Way to make me feel stupid.”

“Jane, if a male never taught you to do this why do you expect to know how?”

“I am so embarrassed. Can we stop talking about this?” She crossed her arms over her chest.

“No. Give me your hands and let me teach you.”

She looked up at him, evaluating him. Michael looked down at her, no cocky smile or snide remark. Sure, it was self-serving of him to want to teach her to suck cock well, but she had the feeling that wasn’t the reason he was doing it. He was doing it because she was embarrassed and unhappy that she didn’t know what to do.

Jane held out her hands and took the first small baby step towards trusting him.

Michael turned her palms up, bent and kissed each one. “Thank you, Sleeping Beauty.”

“You’re welcome. So…um…what do I do?”

“First use your hands.” He guided her hands to his groin. “Just get to know me before you have to take me in your mouth.”

Jane ran her hands all around his groin and belly, combing her fingers through his blond curls, stroking the point of his hip bones, then, tentatively cupping and stroking his balls.

“Mmm. That’s very nice. Now my cock, do the same with my cock.”

Jane ran her palms up and down the sides of his shaft, then carefully explored the veins and ridges with her fingertips. It always surprised her how soft cocks were, the skin velvety smooth compared to the hardness.

“Now wrap your hand around the base, firm, but not too tight.”

Jane tentatively wrapped her hand around him, keeping her fingers loose.

“Tighter. You want to control the cock. When you choose to take a cock in your mouth, it is yours to control. Grip me, just don’t press too hard with your thumb on the bottom as it will restrict the blood.”

Jane followed his instructions, strangely fascinated by the intricacy and psychology of doing this. Clearly she’d seen one too many bad porn movies, as her idea of what made a good blowjob was being able to take it really deep in your mouth really fast.

“Now lick my cock, lick it all over so that when you start sliding up and down it is wet.”

Firmly holding his cock, Lena started to lick, careful to cover every inch of flesh. As she lapped at the head of his cock she tasted the salt of his pre-come, and, on a naughty whim, pressed her lips just around the tip of his cock and sucked, hard.

Michael moaned, one of his hands fisting in her hair, rubbing the strands between his fingers. “I thought you said you didn’t know what to do.”

“I’ve never done that before. It was just…”

“Instinct.”

“Sex instinct.”

“I told you there was great passion in you.”

Startled, Jane looked up, but Michael pressed his hips forward, in a not-too-subtle hint, and she returned to her task of lubricating his cock.

When he was well coated, and Jane felt that her tongue knew every ridge and bump of his cock, she looked up, licking her lips.

“Now, keep your lips closed and your jaw soft, push your head down on my cock. Let my cock open your mouth. Use your teeth to create pressure, but keep your lips wrapped over them.”

Jane huffed out a breath, disconcerted by how complicated this seemed to be.

“Jane, beautiful Jane, this isn’t meant to be a chore. You should enjoy it.”

“I just…don’t want to mess this up.”

“You won’t. Trust yourself.”

Jane licked the tip of his cock, her hand firm around the base. She eased herself into it, licking and kissing the head for a while, then, careful to keep her lips over her teeth, slid her mouth down far enough to take just the head of his cock in. His fingers kneaded her scalp, and the sound of his breathing, coming hard and fast, made her feel powerful.

She pulled back, removing him from her mouth, and lapped at the tip, before taking him into her mouth, sliding down a bit farther, taking more in, her lips sliding along him, her tongue cradling the tip as it slid in.

It wasn’t until she stopping thinking about it, stopped worrying about keeping her lips around her teeth or applying exactly the right amount of pressure that she started to enjoy it. For the first time she understood the desire to suck cock because it was satisfying.

There on her knees she felt owned and powerful, submissive and controlling. As when she’d stood on the table to be inspected, the duality of what she was doing gave the greatest pleasure.

Soon Jane’s head was bobbing up and down, both her hands were wrapped around him, and spit coated her chin. She slurped and sucked as she massaged his cock with her lips and tongue, moaned and whimpered with excitement each time he took control. He held her head in place for a long moment before allowing her to pull back. She nibbled the slit at the tip of his cock to hear him grunt and moan.

“Jane, Jane, Jane. I’m close. I’m going to come. I’m going to come in your mouth.”

Jane looked up, his cock buried deep in her mouth. Michael looked down, and the sight of her on her knees before him seemed to catapult him closer. His cock twitched in her mouth and Jane moved her hands to his hips, holding them still. She took a deep breath, and then, with a long smooth motion, took the full length of his cock into her mouth and down her throat.

“Jane!”

She swallowed, gagging slightly, but didn’t let go. She found that she could breathe in this position. Jane dug her fingers into his ass, swallowed hard, rubbing him with her tongue, and then, dragged her teeth along his shaft as she pulled back.

Michael shuddered and moaned, his fingers twitching in her hair. When Jane reached the tip she sucked hard, and then took his full length again, faster this time. She repeated the process over and over, sucking him down, holding him there, and raking him with her teeth as she pulled out. Soon that was too slow, and Michael commanded her to go faster, bobbing her head on his cock.

“Jane, Jane, Jane…” he chanted.

He stiffened, the muscles of his ass turning hard as steel under her fingers, as his come filled her mouth. Jane swallowed, reflex more than anything else.

Michael’s cock slid from her mouth.

He dropped to his knees, facing her. “Jane. Perfect, beautiful, wonderful, Jane.”

He kissed her, long and slow, then smiled. “Your turn.”

“Again?”

“Again.”


Chapter Thirteen

 

INT. LOS ANGELES — WAREHOUSE

The BLACK SPORTS CAR rumbles to a stop inside a large WAREHOUSE. The warehouse is empty except for the sports car and a MOTORCYCLE.

 

 

“Michael, what happened?”

Michael set down the slice of pizza in his hand, wiped his fingers on a napkin and finally leaned forward, elbows on the table.

“It took you a long time to ask.”

Jane forked up some linguini, twirling it against a spoon before answering. “I know.”

“Normally you have a million questions, right away. Why the wait?”

She looked him in the eye. “I’m not sure I want to know the answer to this question.”

“What do you think happened?”

“I’m not really sure, all I know is that it was like being high and drunk at the same time. I felt…free, and even as it started to wear off, I still felt free, like my inhibitions were stripped away.”

“Did you enjoy what happened?”

“The feeling? Or what we…did?”

“I meant the feeling, because I know you enjoyed what we did together.”

“You really are arrogant.”

“I’m wrong? You hate the way I touch you, what I do to you?”

“No, but what if I only liked it in the moment? What if, looking back, I had hated it?”

“What? That doesn’t make any sense. You humans. It doesn’t matter if you don’t like it ‘looking back on it’. That’s your mind telling you that you shouldn’t like it, when clearly you did. What’s true, what’s real, is what you enjoy in the moment. The rest is a lie you tell yourself to pretend you’re something you’re not.”

“I’m not lying to myself.”

“You lie to yourself all the time. I only wish I knew why, because you are the most beautiful creature I’ve ever met.”

Jane sat back, running her fingers along the edge of the table. His eyes, his glorious, beautiful eyes, were on her, his sincerity clear. That sort of statement was hyperbole, common enough, and never meant to be taken literally, but the way he said it made her think it was pure truth.

“I wish I could see what you see.”

Michael picked up her hand and kissed her fingers. “I wish I had the words to tell you, a way to show you.”

They laced their fingers together, setting their joined hands on the table. His thumb stroked the side of her hand. The sounds of the other diners and the clinking dishes of the restaurant faded away. There was nothing but him, nothing but this moment, pregnant with things unsaid, mysteries unsolved and possibilities untouched.

Michael jerked his hand away from hers, sitting back and gulping some wine. “I don’t know.”

“Don’t know… Don’t know what?”

What had just happened? Jane set her hand on her lap under the table, clenching her fingers so she wouldn’t feel the loss of his touch as keenly. His eyes, which had been watching her so earnestly and softly, were now hard, the eyes of a stranger. His eyes…

“You asked what happened,” he replied, picking up his pizza. “I don’t know.”

“You must have some idea.”

“Maybe, but it’s not going to be enough to satisfy your million questions.”

Jane gritted her teeth. He was being a jerk, deliberately so. “It’s not out of line for me to want some explanation of what happened. Perhaps you could tell me what you do know.”

Michael stuffed the rest of the pizza in his mouth and chewed leisurely.

Jane bared her teeth in an unfriendly smile. “Perhaps I should call someone else. If I describe what happened, they might be able to—”

Michael’s head jerked up, his expression stark, and lightning flashed in his eyes.

Streaks of white lightning in blue. Power and heat and electricity crackling around her. His eyes…

“Your eyes. I remember,” Jane whispered.

Jane bent her head as a multitude of images flashed behind her closed eyes, filling the gaps in her memory and filtering the blurry images to crystal clarity.

“You-you…were angry. No, not angry…scared?”

“I was,” he said, voice stark. “I was scared.”

“Of what?”

“Of losing you.”

“Michael, that’s not fair.”

“Let’s get out of here.” Michael stood, pulled out his wallet and threw twenties down. He grabbed Jane’s hand and pulled her to her feet, grabbing her coat and purse off the chair beside her.

“Michael, wait.” Jane snatched up the money, quickly guesstimated the bill and left the correct amount with a good tip, folding two of the twenties and handing them back to Michael. He impatiently stuffed them in his pocket.

“Leave the money. It doesn’t matter. We need to get out of here.”

“Okay, okay, we’re going.”

They weaved through the restaurant, moving fast. Out in the parking lot they jumped into Jane’s car and she stuck the key in the ignition, turning it on before her door was fully closed. Michael’s sense of urgency had infected her, combining with her own itchy impatience for an explanation, now that she remembered exactly what had happened.

They drove home in tense silence, the lights and noise of Los Angeles unable to penetrate the barrier they’d erected around themselves. It wasn’t until they walked into Jane’s apartment, the scene of the crime, that they spoke.

“Explain it to me, please, as much as you can,” Jane said.

“I spoke in an old language. I don’t even know what it’s called—”

“No.” Jane put her hand on Michael’s chest. “Not what you did, but why you did it.”

Michael looked at her in astonishment, his eyebrows high on his forehead. “That’s what you want to know?”

“Yes.”

He looked to the side, mouth twisted. “They wanted to take you away from me, and I can’t allow that. You’re mine.”

“They who?”

“Lena said that if we don’t get the screenplay done she’ll send Henry to you.”

“Send him…for me to sleep with? She’s not my pimp.”

“Send him to help you with the screenplay. But you might be attracted to him. He might touch you.”

“So what if he did?”

“You’re mine.”

“No!” Jane pounded her fist on his chest, as if she could hammer this point home. “You can’t claim me. I’m not yours. You want me for sex, nothing more, and once that sex is done you’ll be gone.”

“No. No. You’re mine.”

Jane had never been as angry with another person as she was with Michael at that moment. His arrogance and illogical demands were driving her mad. It wasn’t fair that he treated her this way. It wasn’t fair that he touched her with skill and intensity while he bargained with sex as if it were no more important than matchsticks. It wasn’t fair that he claimed her, said she belonged to him, at the same time he denied wanting her for anything more than sex.

Jane had never been a violent person, but she drew back her arm and punched him square in the nose.

Michael’s head snapped back, his eyes watered and he sat. Hard.

“That’s what you get you…you…sex bully!”

Jane stepped over his legs and marched into the bedroom, closing the door behind her.


Chapter Fourteen

 

INT. LOS ANGELES — WAREHOUSE

The MAN exists the car. His black BOOT hits the ground first. He rolls out of the car, stands tall and pulls his sunglasses off.

A second MAN emerges from the shadows of the warehouse. His is Native American, with dark skin and eyes.

His FOOTSTEPS echo as he walks towards the blond man.

 

 

“Can we please have a conversation like grown-ups?”

“You started it,” Michael mumbled through the door, voice muffled.

“That’s not exactly a grown-up comment.”

“You punched me.”

“Get over it.”

“You’re all remarkably violent. At least you didn’t stab me.”

“A stabbing can be arranged,” Jane warned.

“Fine. Fine. A grown-up conversation.”

“Thank you.” Jane, seated on the floor, back to her bedroom door, pulled her laptop onto her knees. “I’m not coming out, and you’re not coming in, until we get this done. Every time we try to talk about something we get sidetracked. Now, tell me what happened.”

“You mean what actually happened? Not why?”

“Yes, what happened.”

Michael sighed, and it was audible through the door. “I lost control. That’s what caused this. Lena made me angry, I was…scared, as you said. I thought I would lose you. I reacted. It was instinct. I am more powerful, have more control, in my real body. I started to change—it was out of my control.”

She knew this was hard for him, could hear the struggle in his voice, so Jane ignored his comment about losing her and focused on puzzling out exactly what had happened.

“I remember your eyes. There appeared to be lightning, flashes of jagged lightning, actually in your eyes.”

“That’s what my eyes are like in my monster form.”

“What is that called? Lightning doesn’t seem like the right word.”

“It is called Spirit Eye.”

“Spirit Eye.” Jane typed that, loving the mystery of the phrase. “Why is it called that?”

“It is a human term.”

“Really? Did your clan have a lot of contact with humans?”

“Some.”

“Michael…” she warned.

“I don’t know when the term started or why we use it, but it is called Spirit Eye, and it’s a trait in my clan.”

Jane’s writer spidey-senses were humming again. There was a mystery here, something he didn’t want her to know, something about him and the humans, about his kind of monster and humans. She remembered the story he’d told, the one he seduced her with, of the dragon.

Jane caught her lower lip between her teeth. What if Michael changed into a dragon? What if he changed into a dragon and ate people?

“Jane?” he asked through the door.

“Sorry, I just had to make a note about something,” she said, typing Michael a Dragon? in her notes.

“I should have known.”

“So showing your Spirit Eye, that was the first…manifestation…of your monster form?”

“Uh…sure.”

“After that, you told me to run. Why? Are you unable to control yourself as a monster, would you have hurt me?”

“I have as much control as a monster as I do as a human.”

“Hmmm.”

“The reason I wanted you gone was that I didn’t want you to see me like that.” His voice was bleak, streaked with pain. Jane wished she could see him.

“Did it hurt to lose control?”

“Yes.”

“And your…wings, does it hurt when they come out?”

The memory of his wings was still hazy, almost as if her mind rejected the reality and so refused to hold the image of what she had seen.

“It shouldn’t, but this time it did. They had to rip through my human skin to get out.”

“Are you hurt? I’m so sorry I didn’t realize…” Jane was already sliding her laptop off her legs, prepared to race him to the Emergency Room.

“I healed as soon as I brought myself under control. Don’t worry, sweet Jane.”

They sat quietly for a moment, and Jane could see them, the way a camera would: mirrored postures, only a thin board between them. The scene was so vivid in her mine Jane typed:

 

INT. SCENE — JANE’S APARTMENT

JANE and MICHAEL sit with their backs on either side of a BEDROOM DOOR. Both are visible in profile. JANE is bathed in soft yellow light from lamps. MICHAEL sits in shadows and moonlight.

 

Jane shook herself, closed the document she’d just typed the scene into and went back to her list of questions.

“After your wings…er…unfurled, that’s when I ran. What did you do after that?”

“Why did you run, Jane?”

“I was frightened. You…roared, and then there were suddenly these huge wings filling the room. I hadn’t meant to run. I wanted to stay here and help you.”

“You should have run when I told you to. Next time I tell you to run, you run.”

“Would you have let me go?”

“Maybe. I meant to. It took the last of my control to tell you to go, to send you away before I scared you. You stayed just long enough that I lost the rest of my control.”

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make it worse. I wanted to help.”

“Are you sure you wanted to help?”

“What do you mean?”

“Are you sure you didn’t want to take the chance to see my monster form?”

Jane’s mouth dropped open in shock. Is that what he thought? That she’d stayed so she could watch him lose control? If only he knew how scared she was.

Maybe it was time to tell him.

“Michael, there’s something I want to tell you.” Jane leaned her head back against the door, realizing this confession would be much easier when she didn’t have to look at him.

Something in her tone must have alerted him, because she heard Michael shifting on the other side of the door, and when he spoke his voice was louder, his face closer to the doorjamb. “Yes?”

“I don’t want to see you as a monster. I’m scared of you. Of you and Luke and Henry. The other girls…they’re all brave and strong. I’m scared and have been since the first time I saw Luke as a monster. After Runako almost killed Lena, after he and Luke fought, I wanted to run away. I wished…I wished I’d never met any of you.”

Jane paused in her story and the silence from the other side of the door was deafening.

“I don’t want to see you as a monster, but I need to. For the sake of the project, sure, but more for myself. I can’t go back to pretending that turning on the lights kills the monster under the bed. The monsters are real, you’re real, and I need to face that.”

Jane bit her lower lip. She’d said enough, more than enough, and though her instincts were to keep talking, explaining, justifying, she had to force herself to stop.

The silence stretched, and tears filled Jane’s eyes. She’d just killed her relationship with the most interesting man she’d ever met.

“Why?” His question startled her and Jane jumped slightly, wiping her eyes before she remembered he couldn’t see her tears.

“Why what?” she replied.

“Why did you ask to see my monster form? Why did you agree to spend this week with me if the reward wasn’t something you wanted?”

“Well…I need to face it, face you, as a monster. And, if we’re being honest, I thought maybe you wanted, well, that you wanted a relationship, and so I wanted to face you as a monster, to be sure I could handle it.”

Jane regretted her honesty the moment the words were out of her mouth, but there was no taking them back. Silence descended once more. Jane fiddled with her laptop, unsure if she should break the silence.

“I’m sorry.” Michael spoke so softly she barely heard him.

“Michael?”

“I’m sorry,” he repeated, voice low. “You must have been so scared when I lost control and changed. It would have been bad enough if you were frightened, but knowing that you were already scared… I’m so sorry, Sleeping Beauty.”

This was not what she’d expected, and Jane fell a little in love with him.

“No, I’m sorry—”

“Don’t apologize, Jane. You have every reason to fear us. Look at what I did to you tonight.” He sighed and shifted again. “What I said in the restaurant is true. I really don’t know exactly how it happened. All I can tell you is that I spoke in a language that is very old, and only used by the monsters. I gave the command to sleep, and you did.”

“Is that what it was supposed to do?”

“I’d never tried it before. I didn’t know it would work. But there are stories, more legend than fact, which say that long ago monsters could command humans with no more than a thought or word. The sirens were supposed to have sung in the old language to lure humans.”

“So this language, it has some sort of effect on the human mind?”

“Yes, though, if it makes you feel better, there are also stories that say there is a group of humans, somewhere in Russia, that discovered a language that had the same effect on the monsters.”

“Wow. Hold on, I’ve gotta type this all in. The sirens were real and they were monsters. That is a fantastic example. There is a language the monsters can use to control humans. What else can you make them do, besides fall asleep? I mean, could you make a human jump off a building?”

“I don’t think so, and it’s not as simple as that. It doesn’t work on all humans. I know it doesn’t, because the Council tried it. When they first realized the humans were going to be a problem, they tried using the old language to turn them away from the places we lived. It didn’t work. That’s why I assumed the stories of the language actually having some effect were myth.”

“Why did it work on me?”

“You’re special.”

“You mean susceptible.”

“No, I mean open. You are more open to new things, different things, than other humans.”

“But I’m not, I’m terrified.”

“Maybe that’s why you’re terrified, you see all the possibilities.”

“That is the nicest compliment I’ve received in a long time.” Jane was a little frightened by how well he knew her.

“Uh, you’re welcome? I said it because I think it’s true. Do you remember me singing to you?”

“I remember you chanting. Ohh! Is that the antidote for the sleep command?”

“I don’t know. The thing is…er…I didn’t actually know how to wake you up.”

“Did you try kissing me?” Jane asked, her notes forgotten. She was enjoying this, enjoying the intimacy of a conversation without the pressure of physical contact.

“Yes.”

“Did anything happen?”

“No.”

“Then I guess I’m not Sleeping Beauty.”

“But you are. You’re my Sleeping Beauty.”

“Sleeping Beauty wakes up when she’s kissed by the prince.”

“I’m not a prince, I’m the monster guarding her, and I’ll just have to find something besides kisses to wake her up.”

Sexual tension sizzled and popped. Jane’s hand was on the doorknob before she realized what she was doing. She pulled her hand away. Focus.

“If a kiss didn’t wake me up, what did?”

She heard him sigh through the door, and Jane smiled at the disgruntled sound.

“Healing is done through chanting. There are healers who specialize in the art, and they know how to craft a chant so it is perfectly tuned to the sick person. I held you on my lap and started chanting.”

“Are you trained as a healer?”

“No, but with you I could feel what the notes needed to be, your body spoke to me.”

“How?”

“I just…felt it. I don’t know.”

“How long did you have to chant before I woke up?”

“I didn’t really notice, but it was longer than ten minutes.”

“When I…woke up, I was, um…”

“Horny?”

“Okay, I was looking for a nicer word, but yeah, horny. Is that a side effect?”

“Not that I know of. You said that you felt free, like your inhibitions had been stripped, and that sounds right. I knew you were passionate, and I think my chant called to that part of you, brought it to the surface.”

“At first I felt almost like I was in a trance or something, but by the end it was just me, just Jane, but a um…”

“Horny Jane?”

“Okay, enough with that word, but yeah.”

“I told you so.”

“Gee, that’s helpful.”

“I did! I told you that you were passionate, that you would know great passion.”

“What if it was just a symptom of the command or chant?”

“Only one way to find out.”

Jane slid across the floor as Michael forced open the door.


Chapter Fifteen

Jane yelped as she slid across the carpet.

Michael slipped through the doorway, stooped and picked Jane up. She cradled her laptop protectively. If she hadn’t been holding the computer she might have been able to put up some resistance, but as it was she couldn’t do anything as Michel set her down on the bed and pulled off her shoes.

“Michael, we’re not done talking.”

“Yeah, we are.”

“You can’t just—”

Michael opened the middle drawer of her dresser and pulled out a handful of scarves.

“Oh crap,” Jane whispered. She lunged off the bed, closing her laptop and setting it on the buffet she had in the bedroom. Michael was on her in the next breath.

“What are you doing?”

Michael picked her up around the waist with one arm and threw her back on the bed.

“That’s really getting old,” Jane mumbled as she bounced amid the pillows.

Michael climbed onto the bed beside her and rolled her onto her stomach. He straddled her, holding her in place by sitting on her ass.

Twisting her head to the side, Jane watched Michael knot brightly colored scarves into a long rope. She sucked in a breath.

He looped the scarf-rope around the back of the solid headboard, leaving two-foot long lengths protruding from each corner.

Jane, usually so verbose, lay mute beneath Michael. Would he do it? Would he really tie her up? She wanted it, wanted it with a desire that gnawed at her stomach. But wanting wasn’t always enough. Did she trust him?

He’d sprouted wings in her living room, used a magic word to put her to sleep, then woke her up in such a way that she’d been a nympho.

She trusted him.

With her body, with sex, she did trust him. Every time he’d touched her it had been to pleasure her, even if in doing so he pushed her pre-set limits. He wanted to pleasure her, and she knew he could do it.

Michael’s weight lifted off her ass and he rolled her over, still trapped between his legs. He looked down at her, eyes bright blue and intense.

“I’m going to tie you up. I’m going to bind you to the bed. You’ll be mine. I’ll do whatever I want to you. Touch you however I want.”

Jane licked her dry lips. Rather than give in, she tilted her chin up in defiance, saying nothing.

Michael smiled, and it was the devil’s own grin.

He swung off her, then off the bed, waiting beside it to see if he’d understood her signals. Jane pulled herself onto her knees. She paused for a minute and then tore off her shirt and skirt, throwing them to the floor. Michael’s eyes widened in surprise, but Jane didn’t care. This would be much sexier if she did it in her underwear.

Kneeling on the bed, Jane looked at him, notched her chin up, and said, “You’re not tying me up.”

Michael uncrossed his arms. “Yes, I am.”

“You’ll pussy out. You talk a good line about all the amazing kinky sex we’ll have, but so far—” Jane shrugged, “—I’ve had better.”

Michael’s eyes widened. He reached for her and Jane threw herself off the bed. She scrambled for the door. He caught her, hauling her back against his chest.

“Trying to get away, sweet Jane?”

He yanked her bra down, her breasts popping free. He plucked at her nipples, rolling and pinching them. Jane’s whole body shook from the pleasure. The hand holding her by the waist slipped between her legs. He cupped her sex and lifted, forcing her to her toes.

Jane whimpered.

“That’s right, pretty girl, cry all you want, but it won’t save you. I’m going to rip these off—” his fingers pressed her panties between the lips of her sex, “—and then I’m going to tie you up and do whatever I want to you.”

“You…you…” Jane was too frazzled by the pleasure of his fingers on her sex and breasts to come up with another defiant retort.

Michael nibbled the skin on her neck. “Is this what you want?” he whispered so as not to break the mood.

Jane nodded.

“Do you want more? Do you want me to add to the fantasy?”

“Yessssssss.”

“From now until I untie you it’s just a game. I’m going to say things… I don’t want to scare you again.”

“Less talking, more kink,” Jane panted.

Michael chuckled, little puffs of breath against her neck. “Whatever my Sleeping Beauty wants.”

He kissed her softly once more, the last touch before they entered a game that was much more than a game.

His fingers bundled the fabric at the front of her panties. He yanked up. Jane yelped and pushed farther up on her toes as the fabric pressed into her sex.

“That’s right, girl,” he growled. “You’re mine, and I’ll do whatever I want with you, to you.”

He spun her to face the bed, and forced her to bend at the waist, face and shoulders pressed into the mattress. He ripped her panties from her sex, then pushed them down her legs. He undid the back clasp of her bra, and reached beneath her to pull it off, the shoulder straps scraping down her arms.

He put a hand at the small of her back and pushed. “Arch your back, girl. Show me your ass and pussy.”

Jane was panting with arousal, reveling in the fantasy. She arched her back for a moment, then pushed up, spinning around and hitting his chest with her closed fist.

Michael grabbed her wrists, forcing them behind her back. “You’ll be punished for that.”

Jane moaned.

“Don’t think you’ll get away with a simple spanking. No, I’m going to use you hard, very hard, as punishment.”

Jane didn’t even know what that meant, but she wanted it. She wanted it.

He pushed her back on the bed, climbing next to her and hauling her squirming body to the center of the bed. He straddled her chest, taking first her left, then right wrist and binding them with the scarves.

Jane tugged at her bindings, true panic sparking and fading like a firefly. He climbed off the bed, folded his arms and looked at her.

“Gorgeous, but you’ll be prettier once you’ve been marked by my teeth and hands.”

He reached for her legs and Jane kicked at him. He snatched her ankles, and, holding them together with one hand forced her knees to her chest, her feet above her head.

Spank! Spank!

His flat palm smacked her ass once, then again. Jane yelped in real pain.

“Ow!”

He released her legs. “That was just a reminder to behave. You’re still to be punished.”

Michael went back to the scarf drawer, creating a second long rope, and looped this one behind the footboard. Jane didn’t struggle as he spread her legs, tying them in place. She wanted this, wanted to be bound to the bed, spread open for him.

This time when he stepped back he stripped, movements jerky. When he pulled off his pants his erection sprung free, long and hard and oh-god-she-wanted-that-thing-inside-her-whose-dumb-idea-had-no-sex-been-anyway.

He straddled her waist, looking down at her. His fingers went to her nipples, rolling and pinching them. He scooped a drop of pre-come from the tip of his cock and rubbed it onto her nipple.

“You’ve been strangely quiet,” he mused as he toyed with her breasts, “but that won’t stop me from gagging you.”

He reached back for one final scarf. Before Jane had time to decide if she wanted to object, he’d slipped the scarf under her neck and knotted it in the front. He leaned down and kissed her, tongue pushing into her mouth, opening it. He lifted away, moved the knot between her parted lips, and tightened it. He tied a second knot and then turned the lump of fabric in, so that it filled her mouth.

He kissed her, his tongue lapping over lips and fabric. He sat up and smiled.

“How does it feel knowing you can’t say anything? You can’t stop me. There’s nothing you can do. I’m going to do whatever I want to you. Touch you wherever I want.”

Michael’s words hammered at Jane, filling her with dark pleasure and erotic anxiety.

Michael lay beside her, head propped on one hand, the other roaming her naked, spread body. He casually pinched her nipple, twisting and pulling it up away from her breast.

Jane panted into the gag.

He drew patterns on her stomach, toyed with her belly button and stroked the inside of her thighs. His touch was delicate and soft.

Jane cussed him out. She demanded, in the most stringent terms possible, that he quit petting her and do something already. She pleaded. She begged. He heard none of it.

Jane glared at him, her mumblings barely audible around the gag. Michael smiled down at her, his fingers playing at the top of her thighs.

Michael put three fingers together and shoved them into her, deep and hard. Jane gasped around the gag, stars sparkling at the edges of her vision. She’d been so focused on him, on getting him to do what she wanted, that the sudden deep invasion had struck her like a sucker punch, like a bolt of lightning.

The muscles of her sex fluttered around his fingers as thrills of pleasure shot up and down her legs. He pulled his fingers out and eased them back in, slow and gentle. Jane sighed in pleasure.

“My pretty girl likes that, doesn’t she?”

Jane nodded.

Michael pulled his fingers from her. He chuckled when Jane growled.

“Enough of this, it’s time to really play.” With that, Michael left the room.

He was gone long enough that Jane started to freak out. When he returned, still naked, still hard, he carried a tray. He set the tray on the buffet by her laptop, where Jane couldn’t see what was on it.

He climbed onto the bed, something held behind his back in one hand. He stretched out beside her, head partially resting on her shoulder, and popped her nipple into his mouth.

He alternated sucking with faint nibbles. He flicked her softly with his tongue and blew across the pebbled peak. He bit the meat of her breast, sucking the flesh so she would wear the mark of his teeth for days.

And through it all, Jane did nothing.

She ached to touch him, to demand things with her hands, to tell him what she liked, what she wanted. But she could do none of those things.

He must have noticed her twitching, because Michael lifted his head from her shoulder.

“Are you restless, girl? Maybe I need to give you something to think about. Maybe I need to remind you that you’re mine.” He looked her in the eye and for a moment the game they were playing faded. “You are mine.”

Jane looked away. Michael was silent for a moment. Then he bit her nipple, hard.

“My girl needs to remember that I caught her, and that means I can do anything I want to her.”

The hand not supporting his head was moving, though Jane couldn’t see what he was doing. A drop of water hit her thigh and his cold fingers brushed the curls over her sex.

Something hard and cold brushed the lips of her sex. Jane squealed and wiggled. Michael watched her twitch and squirm with heavy-lidded eyes. He waited until she’d calmed, having grown used to the slight cold, before he took what was left of the ice cube and pushed it into her.

Jane gasped and moaned. The ice inside her was wet and frigid, her nipples and clit tightening in reaction. It was stimulating in a way she’d never known, and the novelty was delicious.

The ice melted, water seeping from her, aided by his fingers, which played with the lips of her sex and occasionally forayed in.

“Naughty, naughty. You melted the ice.” Michael took another ice cube, larger this time because it hadn’t half melted, and pushed it in.

Jane’s eyes widened. She felt this one. She could actually feel the vaguely square outline.

Michael sat up, repositioning himself between her legs. He spread open her sex, looking at her. As she had on that first night, standing on the coffee table, Jane was aroused by being so intimately inspected.

He pushed in a second and then a third ice cube, watching as they disappeared into her.

The cold was overwhelming, consuming, touching her in places that liked warmth. She clenched her muscles, inching the ice cubes out.

“No,” Michael commanded. “You will keep them in until I take them out.” He used his thumb to force the cubes farther inside Jane.

Michael took a fresh ice cube and pressed it down on her clit.

Jane screamed into the gag as her body spasmed from the stimulus. She may have orgasmed, she couldn’t tell. He’d bound her to the bed, he’d taken control of her body, was pleasuring her in dark ways, and the stimulus from all these things was nearly overwhelming.

He’d taken away the ice cube and was stroking her clit, which was slightly numb, with one warm finger. He trailed the ice cube up and down the inner lips of her sex. The ice cube moved lower, over the entrance of her body, then lower still, stroking sensitive skin.

He wouldn’t…

He would.

Michael pressed the half melted ice cube against her ass, rubbing it back and forth to get the tight muscle wet. He then pushed the ice into her ass, using his finger to push it fully inside her.

Jane’s lower body came up off the bed, every muscle going tense. He gave her no reprieve. One by one he fished what remained of the ice cubes from her sex, then forced them into her ass. Even that was not enough for him.

He took a new ice cube and pushed it against her. The edges felt sharp, the whole thing impossibly large and cold. Jane clenched her ass, trying to keep it out. Michael frowned, taking away the cube for a moment to work his index finger into her.

“Relax,” he commanded.

She couldn’t. She was scared of having that ice cube pushed inside her. He pulled his finger out, and before she could clench again he pushed the ice cube hard against her.

Jane yelped as it slid part way in. And there it stayed, clenched firmly in the wide ring of muscle. Michael had his finger on the end, but he was just holding it there, not pushing it any farther in. Her own resistance held it in place from the other side.

“This is your punishment. You’ve been very bad.”

Her ass was going numb. When she wiggled it she could feel the cubes knocking against one another inside her. The hard, cold cube holding her ass spread wide open was arousing and painful and stimulating.

“Relax your ass and take the cube inside.”

Jane shook her head on the pillow.

“If you relax, I will only make you take one more inside you. If you continue to resist, that number will go up.”

Michael’s voice was cold and stern, unlike his normal way of speaking. If she closed her eyes she could pretend it was a stranger who’d done this to her, an evil sex fiend who’d kidnapped her and was training her to be his live-in sex doll.

Jane’s fantasy was not particularly original, but it worked for her.

Michael brushed her clit, a single gentle stroke.

Jane orgasmed. Her stomach, thighs and toes clenched, her teeth biting hard into the scarf. She tried to lose herself in the fantasy of a nameless, faceless man taking her and bending her to his will, but it wouldn’t form. Instead she opened her eyes, looked at Michael and the reality of playing kidnapped sex slave with him was a hundred-thousand times better than fantasy.

There was lightning in his eyes.

Jane looked into his eyes as the pleasure he’d given her wracked her body.

When she collapsed flat against the bed, breathing hard through her nose, Michael smiled. His finger was stroking her ass. Jane shifted and she could feel the large ice cube he’d forced into her ass as she came.

“Not bad. Five or six more and I might let you go.”


Chapter Sixteen

No more, no more, no more. Ohhhhhhh, yes. Don’t stop.

Michael’s tongue swept across her clit, closely followed by his teeth. Jane moaned, rubbing her cheek against his cock.

Michael’s mouth had been on her clit for the past twenty minutes. He’d started out soft, just lapping at her. The gentle touch had kept her stimulated, but wasn’t painful on her orgasm-sensitive body.

The problem had been the position. With Jane lying flat on the bed there hadn’t been room between her legs for Michael to lie down, and when he lay off to the side, on top of one of her legs, Jane had been sure her leg was about to snap.

Michael had solved this problem by flipping around, his knees by her shoulders, elbows alongside her hips, and lapping at her that way. The position pressed his cock against her cheek.

He slid one hand under her thigh and ass, fingers spearing into her from below. He slid two fingers into her, and though the position didn’t allow them to go that far in, Jane moaned in pleasure.

His big body was hovering over hers, his hot cock was pressed to her cheek, his face buried between her legs.

He lapped at her, each stroke of his tongue like a single drop of water into a tall thin glass. When the water reached the top, she would explode in pleasure, but the journey was long and slow. Torturously slow.

She wanted his fingers, hard and rough, against her clit, stimulating her more quickly, giving her the pleasure now.

His teeth closed on her clit and Jane yelped into the gag, the sensation so intense, her response so vivid, that the bed groaned as she pulled on the scarves.

More please, oh please touch me faster and softer. I’m addicted to the pleasure, and you’re my dealer.

“I feel you twitching,” he said, voice muffled against her sex. His moving lips brushed her clit at uneven intervals and Jane had to concentrate on his words so as not to lose herself in the pleasure.

“I know what you want. You want me to make you come, you want me to lick you and lick you until you come. But you have to earn your pleasure.”

Michael sat, knees still on either side of her shoulders, and rocked back so he could look down at her.

“I’m going to remove your gag.” He inched his index finger into her mouth. “You are not allowed to talk when I take this out. Your mouth is going to be busy sucking my cock. If you do try to speak, you’ll be punished.”

He fished the knotted fabric out of her mouth and started picking apart the damp fabric.

“You seemed to like that last punishment, so next time I’ll be rougher.”

He got the knots free, and pulled the scarf from under her head. Jane licked her lips and opened and closed her mouth a few times, but didn’t speak.

“If you talk—” his voice dropped, until it was a menacing growl, “—I’ll punish you. I’ll take a chili, the hottest one I can find, and break it open. Then I’ll press the oil against your clit and rub it in. Your poor little clit will be on fire, aching and burning. Then I’ll rub the chili all over your anus and push the pieces into you. Your pussy and ass will be on fire.”

Jane, so caught up in the fantasy, so aroused by all that had happened, was severely tempted to say something, just to get the punishment. After twenty minutes of light strokes and licks, the fire of a chili on her clit actually seemed like a good idea. Even if she did say something, she knew he wouldn’t do it. She looked up at Michael, and he smiled at her, his look gentle, at odds with his words, and Jane knew he would never hurt her, not really.

Michael stroked her lips and cheeks with his fingers. “You’re gorgeous, Jane, and just as passionate as I’d imagined.”

He leaned forward. His cock brushed her cheek and chin. Jane wiggled her head until she was able to slip him into her mouth. Michael lowered himself, his cock pushing in deep, pressing her tongue to the back of her mouth. Jane nearly panicked, it felt like he would choke her, but she moved her tongue just as his mouth settled between her legs.

At the first swipe of his tongue over her clit, her panic at having his cock in her mouth morphed into blinding arousal. There was something elemental in servicing your man this way.

Your man… That’s right, he’s mine.

Jane clamped down on that thought, throwing it in a dark cupboard in her mind. That wasn’t a place she wanted to go right now.

He lifted and lowered his hips, fucking himself into her mouth, and Jane’s attention snapped back to the situation at hand. She licked and sucked, unable to pay proper attention to the sensitive underside with her tongue. She applied a bit of teeth and was rewarded with a groan that vibrated her sex.

His hands slipped under her ass, cupping it. He twisted his face side to side, working his lips between those of her sex. His tongue set to work, lapping her swollen clit.

Jane sucked on his cock, nearly frantic with arousal. She sucked his cock and wished that it was in her, wished she could feel his width and length tunneling into her.

He picked up the pace of the licking, his tongue moving at a steady rhythm. He was applying more pressure than he had before, and the muscles low in Jane’s belly drew tight as he licked her towards orgasm.

He pressed his tongue flat to her clit and rubbed it back and forth, then pushed his tongue to a point and circled her clit.

Jane was moaning and gasping around his cock, unable to concentrate enough to do anything more than occasionally suck. Michael compensated for this by fucking his cock in and out of her mouth.

The air was close and hot, their skin slippery with sweat.

Jane opened her mouth, panting around his cock. She gasped and moaned around his cock, reveling in his dominance over her, that he would put his cock in her mouth to make her pleasure him.

His tongue continued to move over her clit, pressing flat to rub, then circling at a point, and finally the tip flicking against the exposed tip of her clit.

The orgasm built in her belly. Bound and gagged by him pressed deep into her mouth, there was nothing she could do to increase the pace and speed herself to orgasm, so Jane lay anxious beneath Michael as he played her body.

He licked her over and over, tongue moving against her clit in a relentless, steady rhythm. Drop by drop he filled her up, until with a final flick her orgasm flooded her. Jane arched her hips off the bed, pressing her sex hard against his face. She sucked his cock deep into her mouth, the oral stimulation driving her orgasm higher.

When her ass dropped back to the bed, Michael buried his face in her sex and went back to licking. Jane yelped around his cock. She was too sensitive, his attentions were almost painful.

She mumbled and muttered around his cock. Michael pressed his cock deeper into her mouth, until it bumped her throat, silencing her.

The muscles in her legs trembled, each lap of his tongue causing her to jerk.

Why wouldn’t he stop?

His cock slid in and then out of her mouth, and Jane understood. She’d come, but he hadn’t.

He flicked her clit three times in rapid order, each one causing Jane to yelp. The threat was clear. He’d keep playing with her overly sensitive body until he came.

Jane focused on his cock, focused on the way it felt moving in and out of her mouth. He was thick, her jaw already slightly achy. He was wet from her spit and hot against her lips and tongue.

He pushed his cock deep into her mouth as he clamped his teeth around her clit and flicked it. Jane lifted her head from the pillow, neck straining, and took him as deep as she could, sucking hard. She clamped her teeth into the base of his cock and slowly lowered her head, bringing his hips down with her. Jane struggled to take a deep breath, then went to work sucking harder, pausing every so often to swallow. She could taste the salt of his pre-come and smell his musk.

His actions on her clit gentled, turning into the occasional lick.

Jane sucked his cock, working him with her teeth, throat and tongue. Soon, he couldn’t hold himself still, and Michael was fucking himself into her mouth. Jane’s lips felt abraded and abused, her tongue muscle tired from trying to stroke the tip of his cock every time he pulled out.

He slammed into her mouth, his cheek resting on her sex, his breath pumping against her thigh as he fucked her.

Pleasure built in Jane as she felt Michael approach orgasm. This kind of rough use, the base nature of what they were doing and the way he treated her, was a fantasy she’d never though she’d live out. True there was the issue of trust, but more than that Jane had never ventured to broach the topic with any of her previous lovers because that wasn’t who she was.

She was Jane, sweet, loyal, kind, caring. A good friend. A good girlfriend. She was fun, giggly sex in a park or making out in a pool. She wasn’t rough bondage and anal play.

With Michael she could be. Michael expected great passion from her. Whatever it was he could see in her, he was right that there were things Jane had never let herself enjoy, because she couldn’t, felt she shouldn’t.

With Michael she could let that passion out, could crave the dark things, and rather than be shocked or horrified he would be smugly satisfied at knowing he was right.

All these pearls of self-realization zinged through Jane’s mind as she sucked Michael’s cock, but they were washed away as Michael came, slamming his cock into her mouth.

She swallowed his salty come, not having much of a choice as it filled the back of her throat.

She could feel Michael trembling above her, and knowing she’d done that to him, that she could affect him that way, brought back Jane’s feelings of being a sex goddess.

He pulled his cock from her mouth, collapsing beside her, his head pillowed on her thigh, heels propped on the wall above the headboard.

The only sound was their combined panting.

Jane was nearly asleep, her body flushed warm, when Michael moved, propping himself up on one elbow to look at her.

“Two down, at least three more to go.”


Chapter Seventeen

 

INT. LOS ANGELES — WAREHOUSE

BLOND MAN

What happened?

NATIVE AMERICAN MAN

They killed it.

 

 

“You must be kidding,” Jane croaked. Her voice was hoarse, her throat sore.

“I never joke about pleasure.”

“Michael, I just don’t think I can. I’m exhausted.”

He reversed his position and sat up, leaning down to kiss her. It was long, slow and gentle.

“I’ll be right back,” he murmured.

Michael disappeared and returned with a glass of water. He lifted her head to help her sip. After he set aside the glass, Michael untied her right ankle and wrist. Lifting her off the bed, the ropes of scarves dangling from her left side, Michael threw back the damp, sweaty comforter, exposing cool sheets, all while Jane leaned bonelessly against him.

Jane climbed on the bed and collapsed. She was exhausted.

Her eyes were nearly closed as he climbed behind her, spooning her. He tugged at the scarves, and Jane expected him to completely untie them, but instead he looped the scarves around her free ankle and wrist, tying her arms and legs together.

“What are you doing?” Jane asked.

“I’m not ready to let you go. Once I let you go, once I untie you, the game ends, and I might never get to play this game with you again.”

“We still have days left…”

“I mean this particular game. I like having you tied up. I’m not ready to stop playing. I’m sorry, Jane, but unless you can fight your way free, you’re still mine.”

Exhausted as she was, Jane shuddered in arousal.

“There will be other games,” she said, “and you’re always in control. What makes this different?”

“I can pretend I own you, that you are my human sex slave.”

The way he said it made Jane wonder if there was a canon of monster fantasies based around female human slaves, like the story about the dragon he’d told.

“Okay,” Jane said.

He kissed her shoulder, his hand smoothing down her side to her ass. Michael’s fingers dipped into the cleft of her ass, then pushed between her legs to dip into her sex. Jane tensed, she was absolutely going to protest if he went for her clit, but he didn’t. Instead he spread the moisture from her sex back to her anus, coating it, then pushing one slippery finger inside.

“Michael…” she complained.

“Quiet,” he commanded, voice harsh.

He worked a second finger into her ass, and Jane slipped into a half doze. She was not indifferent to his playing, but she was so tired the impact of what he was doing was muted.

His fingers slipped from her ass, and something thick and blunt was pushed in its place. Jane whimpered as it stretched her, forcing her ass open. Michael soothed her by stroking her ass and belly.

His cock slid in, and he pulled her hips down on him, until he’d fully penetrated her ass.

She whimpered softly, and Michael groaned against her ear.

“If you don’t stop making that sexy noise, I’ll have no choice but to fuck you.”

“I though we said no sex?”

“This isn’t sex. This is anal sex.”

“Mich—”

He pulled his cock out an inch, then pushed it back in. Jane bit down on her protest. It had been halfhearted at best.

Michael settled in behind her, her back flush to his chest, his cock buried in her.

Amazingly, Jane fell asleep.

 

She was so beautiful.

Michael waited until Jane fell asleep, her breath coming and going in an easy rhythm, before he propped himself up on one arm. She looked young, her pale blonde hair tousled, bangs in disarray.

She’d been glorious, bound to the bed, pleasure and passion coming off her skin in a scent that nearly drove him out of his mind.

He wanted to do things to her…dark things. He wanted to touch her in ways she couldn’t imagine, fuck her until she forgot every male in the world but him. He wanted to fuck her roughly and softly, abuse her and treasure her.

He’d taken pleasure in tormenting her with the ice. He knew it bordered on painful, and part of him wanted to hurt her like that, to punish her for rejecting him even as he pleasured her.

But what he wanted most of all was to fuck her.

He moved his hips, cock sliding in and out of her ass. She whimpered a bit in her sleep, like a pretty little cat just begging to be eaten by the wolf. Michael fucked her ass softly as he stared down at her breasts. He lifted her bound hands, smiling in savage satisfaction that she was still his to control, that she was still playing the game of captive human slave girl. He moved her hands down a bit, so he had a better view of her breasts.

He flicked her nipples until they stood up hard.

He could arouse her in her sleep. That was proof that she belonged to him.

Mine.

A huge yawn caught him off guard. This useless human body required far too much sleep. Michael petted her nipples a final time, then lifted her ass cheek so he could watch his cock slide in and out of her. He fucked her for another minute, her body rocking softly on the bed, and thrust into her hard, burying himself deep. He murmured in the old language, nothing words he remembered from childhood, as Jane whimpered.

He lay down behind her, reluctantly pulling his cock from her ass. He pressed his still hard cock into the cleft of her bottom, hugged her to his chest and went to sleep.

 

Jane woke to a kiss.

Like a princess in a fairy tale Michael bent over her, his lips soft on hers.

But in the fairy tale the princess wasn’t naked, or tied up. And Jane was pretty sure Sleeping Beauty’s ass hadn’t been sore from having a cock up it.

Michael lifted her in his arms, pulling her onto his lap. He sat with his back against the headboard, his arms draped around her waist and across her thigh. Jane lifted her arms, looping them behind Michael’s neck.

The soft kiss grew wet, their mouths open, tongues dueling. The wet kiss became hard, Michael’s hand at the back of her head, holding her in place as he ravaged her mouth.

Jane pulled away. “Untie me,” she said, ready for the game to end.

“No.”

She shuddered in arousal. Maybe she hadn’t played out this fantasy enough to be done with it.

“You can’t keep me tied up forever.”

“I could take you away. Take you someplace where no one will ever find you.”

“Excuse me. That sounds like a relationship.” Kidnapper-kidnappee, admittedly, but a relationship nonetheless.

Michael looked at her in utter consternation. Then he flipped her facedown over his lap and smacked her ass. Hard.

“Ow! What was that for?”

Smack. Smack.

“Michael!”

“You’re being…difficult.”

“I am not! You’re the one who’s illogical and difficult.”

“Maybe,” he conceded, then spanked her again.

“What was that one for?” Jane yelped.

“Because I can.” His voice was a low rumble, a dangerous growl.

“You…you can’t just spank me because you want to.” Jane’s panting may have given away that her protest was less than genuine.

“Yes, I can. I can do whatever I want to you.”

Jane shivered as she lay across his knees, his words having fully immersed her back into the fantasy.

“You’ve been a very bad girl, haven’t you, Sleeping Beauty?”

“Yessssss,” Jane moaned.

“And you need to be punished.”

“Yesssssss, I mean no.”

Michael chuckled, smoothing his hand over her ass. “I think a good spanking will teach you to obey me. I’ve used your ass hard, haven’t I?” His fingers pressed between the cheeks, brushing her anus. The light touch was enough to have Jane twitching.

“It is too bad I do not have a plug to put in this pretty bottom while I spank you. Your ass is sore right now, and it would not be an experience you would soon forget.”

Jane sucked in a breath as he spoke, holding perfectly still.

Michael’s hand stilled on her ass. “Jane, do you have a plug?”

Jane squeezed her eyes shut.

Spank, spank, spank, spank.

Jane yelped, surprised by how much the spanks hurt. And equally surprised by how arousing she found the whole situation.

Michael rolled her off his lap onto the bed. Jane looked up at him, notching her chin up in mock defiance.

Michael grabbed her bound wrists, pushing them above her head, then pulled her ankles up near her ass and forced her legs open, exposing her. Grunting in satisfaction, he turned his attention to her room.

“Where would a naughty human hide her toys?”

Jane stared at the ceiling.

“Well my naughty girl’s friend keeps them under the bed according to Luke.”

Crap.

Michael went right for her toy box. He set it on the bed beside Jane.

Jane’s nipples were hard points, her sex wet. She wanted Michael to use her toys on her, she wanted him to…

She wanted him. For more than just sex.

That frightening thought was shoved to the side as Michael began pulling out toys. There was nothing really exciting—a few books on female sexuality, her favorite super-sexy romance, a yeast infection kit, a small vibrator, fuzzy handcuffs and a small glass plug.

The plug had been an optional add-on during checkout when she was purchasing the vibrator online. She’d tried anal sex a few times, enjoyed it about half of those times, but the idea of anal sex was incredibly arousing. Jane had impulse-purchased the plug thinking that she could use it on herself to experience the arousal from anal play that she’d expected, but never got.

But the plug had sat, unused, in her toy box since she’d purchased it. It seemed…silly, to use it on herself.

Michael pulled out the plug, which was in the original wrapping, though she’d popped the plastic apart. Michael struggled with the plastic for a moment, then, with a grunt of frustration, gripped the sides and ripped, tearing the plastic pieces down the middle. His biceps and pecs bulged.

“You never used it?” he asked.

Jane swallowed, then whispered, “I took it out and looked at it…”

“Had anyone but me ever used your ass?”

“I’ve had anal sex with other men.”

Michael’s eyes flashed bright blue with the barest hint of lightning. “No. Don’t talk about it. Do not.”

“You asked,” Jane protested.

“You’re mine. And now I will have to punish you for letting another man touch what is mine.”

He rubbed his palm over the curls on her sex, holding the plug in the other hand. His finger dipped into the pool of moisture that had collected in her sex. Michael used his fingers to coat the glass plug with her moisture.

“I’m not going to use my fingers to prepare you. That is part of your punishment. You will take the whole plug. Then I will spank you, and probably fuck you with the plug.”

“But I’m already sore,” Jane whispered, barely able to push the words through her arousal. She was the victim, about to be abused, at the mercy of this cruel beast who would torture her, and she wanted more.

Michael leaned over her, kissed her and then whispered in her ear, “I want you sore. I want you hurting. I want you well fucked.”

He flipped Jane over, slid his forearm under her hips and lifted her onto her knees. Jane brought her arms in under her chest, pillowing her cheek on the scarf wrapped around her wrists. Michael undid the ties at her ankles, then climbed off the bed.

“Spread your knees wider. Good.”

Fingers brushed through her sopping-wet sex, teasing her clit. He spent several moments playing with her clit, arousing her further, until Jane’s body was flushed pink, her leg muscles fluttering from the pleasure.

Michael spread her ass cheeks, examining her. He held her ass open for long moments. Just as Jane was starting to feel foolish, he whispered, “You are so beautiful.” Cool, smooth wetness pressed against her puckered anus. Jane took a deep breath. It felt big, like the ice cube. But unlike the ice cube, when Michael applied pressure, the tip of the plug slid in.

“Relax,” he commanded. Michael pushed harder on the plug, and the sensation grew uncomfortable. She could feel it stretching her, spreading her open, forcing its way in.

She was whimpering, a low trill of sound. It hurt, but felt good. She was scared, but wanted more. The plug was new and different. She was a virgin to it, whereas his cock was a known quantity.

It stretched her farther and Jane cried out.

“You will take this,” Michael commanded. He pushed a bit more, and the plug slid in, Jane’s ass closing around it.

He’d taken a plug and shoved it up her ass, forced her to take it, and now he was going to spank her, and fuck her with his fingers, and she’d suck his cock… Jane went over and over what was happening in her mind, giving words to actions. Naming the things they were doing increased her arousal.

“Stand up.”

Michael’s hands on her hips helped her off the bed. Jane straightened.

“Oh!”

When standing, the plug pressed against different places in her body, opening her to new sensations.

“Walk,” Michael commanded.

Jane made a circuit of the available floor space, gasping as the plug shifted inside her. She couldn’t do anything without feeling it, without thinking about the fact that it was there and, by extension, that Michael had put it in her.

Michael caught her by her hips, pulling her against his chest. They kissed, hot and wet and long. Jane’s hands ran feverishly over his chest. She twisted and turned her hands in the scarf, wanting them free so she could reach around him and draw her nails down his back, dig her fingers into his ass.

Michael grabbed the scarf’s ends, lifting them above her head, which forced her arms up. Jane growled in frustration.

Before she knew what was happening Michael was sitting on the edge of the bed, Jane facedown across his lap. He had one hand on the small of her back, holding her down.

“Time for your spanking.”

“I don’t want a spanking,” Jane gasped. “I want you to fuck me.”

Michael laughed. “Finally she says something.”

Michael slapped her left ass cheek, then her right. The blows fell one after another in an easy rhythm. They were softer than before, and Jane relaxed into them.

Whack!

Michael spanked her hard, his hand landing across both her ass cheeks, his palm hitting the plug so that it pushed deeper into her.

Jane squealed.

“Jane.” He ground her name out between clenched teeth. “If you hate this you have to tell me now, because you are too beautiful like this, spread across my lap, ass red from my hand, receiving your punishment with my plug up your ass.” He’d lost himself in the description, and Michael took a moment to gather himself again. “If you don’t want this, if you can’t handle this, you have to tell me now.”

“What comes after this?” she whispered.

“I’m going to put you on your knees and make you suck my cock. Then I’m going to fuck your pussy with something as I play with your clit, and if I am still hard I will take out the plug and fuck your ass and then put the plug back in and then put ice on your nipples and—”

“Stop, stop,” Jane stammered. “I can’t even think when you talk like that. It’s so… I’m so freaking turned on I can’t even think, and then you say those things and I see them in my mind and I want them, but I’m scared, and if you think you are going to lose control…”

Michael stroked her back. “I won’t lose control and hurt you.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

“I want this, I want everything you said and more. I’ve never done this with anyone before, never played like this, and I don’t want it to end.” Jane twisted to look over her shoulder at him. Michael cupped her cheek.

“My sweet, beautiful Jane. You are the most beautiful, most passionate female I have ever known.”

Jane nuzzled his palm. “I want you to…to fuck me. I don’t care what the rules were. I want you inside me.”

He stroked his thumb across her cheek. “No. I won’t break my word to you.”

“But I want you to.”

“You said you needed to trust me. How can you trust me if I break my word?”

“I’m doing a lot of trusting right now.”

“You’re aroused.” He looked away. “When the game is done you will think different things.”

“I won’t,” Jane protested, but Michael didn’t look at her.

He stroked her pinkened ass, grabbed the base of the plug and tugged. Jane licked her lips as her eyes fluttered closed.

“I want to fuck you,” he said. “More than you can imagine. But I won’t break that rule. Besides—” he slid one finger into the warm hollow of her sex, “—when the week ends, if you still want me to fuck you, imagine how sweet it will be.”

“Oh God, Michael, please,” she moaned as he finger-fucked her.

He pulled his finger out, wiped the wetness onto her ass, and then spanked her.

Whack!

He spanked her again and again. Alternating multiple soft taps to each cheek with hard swats that shifted the plug inside her. He moved the hand from her back and had her prop herself up on her elbows so he could pluck her nipples as he spanked her.

At one point he asked if they could change the game slightly, to a uniquely human fantasy he’d been interested in exploring. Jane would have agreed to let him shave her head at that point. Michael toyed with the plug in her ass, grabbing the base and pulling. Jane yelped and whimpered as he pulled it out. He held the cheeks of her ass open after he’d taken it out, looking at her stretched anus.

With a final spank he helped her off his lap and told her what it was he’d wanted to try.


Chapter Eighteen

“I believed the humans call it ‘Naughty School Girl’.”

Jane nearly rolled her eyes, but she was willing to try anything with him. He asked her if she had anything to wear, and Jane bounded to the closet, pulling on a button-up white shirt and pleated skirt. The skirt was mid-thigh length, part of a sexy black power business suit, but it would have to do. She quickly pulled her hair into pigtails.

Michael had disappeared, so Jane left the bedroom in search of him. She found him in the kitchen, naked, his cock soft for a change, drying the plug with a paper towel.

He looked up when she came into the kitchen.

Jane held her arms out. “Will this work?”

Michael looked at her, stone-faced. Jane looked down. It wasn’t the sexiest outfit, but really, how long would she have it on—

Michael grabbed her, sat her on the counter and kissed her for all she was worth. He kissed her like a man possessed, a man driven to madness.

He broke the kiss and rested his head in the hollow of her shoulder. “Jane, if you knew what you did to me…” He blew out a breath.

Jane dreamily stroked his cheek and neck. “You make me feel like the most beautiful woman on the planet.”

He lifted his head and cupped her face. “You are.” He kissed her, and for a shining moment, Jane believed.

Michael put his hands under her ass and Jane wrapped her legs around his waist. Michael carried her from the kitchen into the living room. He sat in a wide chair, Jane’s legs folding so that she knelt astride him.

His hands were under her skirt, stroking her thighs.

“No,” he said.

Jane leaned back and raised her brows. Michael looked just as surprised as she felt.

“Something wrong?” Jane asked.

“Uh…oh yeah, naughty school girl.”

“This isn’t naughty enough?” Jane took the hand under her skirt and slid it between her legs, pressing his fingers to her sex.

“You are so wet… No, wait. Get up.”

Pouting slightly, Jane got off his lap.

Michael dashed in to the bedroom. When he came back he was wearing dress slacks and a white T-shirt.

He was like no school principal Jane had ever seen. The dark blond hair, blue eyes and thick packed muscles were far from the soft bellies, kind eyes and male-pattern baldness Jane remembered.

He had a folded piece of paper in his hand. Michael opened the paper, scanned it, folded it and then stuffed it in his pocket.

“What’s that?” Jane asked.

“Nothing.”

“Lemme see.” Jane lunged, laughing, trying to wiggle the thing out of his pocket. Michael held her off, a faint blush heating his cheeks. He looked adorable.

Jane giggled. “Are those…notes?”

“Maybe.”

Jane erupted in fits of laughter. “You have notes? Notes on a naughty school girl?”

Jane leaned against the wall giggling.

“If you don’t want to do this anymore…” Michael took the paper out of his pocket, holding it uncertainly.

Jane smiled, feeling magnanimous. “If you want to, I’m willing to give it a try.”

Michael looked her over. “You do not have the…attitude for this. It’s because you don’t think I can do it. You do not think I’m male enough to provide you pleasure this way.”

In two sentences his voice had gone from slightly embarrassed to almost threatening. Jane straightened.

“I didn’t say that.”

Michael stalked towards her. Jane inched backwards until her back was to the wall. Michael planted his hands besides her shoulders, caging her in.

“Perhaps I need to tie you down to remind you who is in charge.”

“Nope,” Jane squeaked, “you’re in charge.”

“You’ll have to be punished for, uh—” Michael paused to think about the word, “—sassing me.”

“I didn’t sass you.”

“I’ve had quite enough of your attitude, young lady.” He purred the words.

Jane had always shied away from any sort of babysitter/schoolgirl fantasy because, frankly, she thought it was creepy that guys wanted to fuck underaged girls. But Michael’s voice, mannerisms and attitude made it perfectly clear that this was just a game, a new and different way to get, and give, pleasure.

“I’m sorry,” Jane ventured, easing herself into the role.

“Sorry isn’t enough, Miss Jane.”

“I promise never to do it again.”

“Good, I’m glad you see the error of your ways, but you need to be punished.”

“Punished…” Jane had meant it to come out as a question, but instead it turned into a moan of pleasure. How could she still be aroused? It felt like her lower body had been put through a wringer. He’d already spanked her… If he decided to turn her over his knee, she wouldn’t be able to sit for a week.

“Yes. You need to learn your lesson.”

“But I said I was sorry.”

“Enough.” Michael grabbed her wrist, pulling her away from the wall. “I’ve had enough of your sass, young lady.”

Michael marched her across the living room and made her sit on the coffee table. He took the chair across from her.

They sat for a moment, starting at one another. A little frown line appeared between Michael’s eyebrows. Was she supposed to do something? Jane wondered. She thought back through the few pieces of schoolgirl-punishment erotica she’d read. Smiling to herself, Jane spread her legs, the skirt dipping between her thighs to hide her sex.

Michael made a low rumbling sound. The bulge of his erect cock was clearly outlined by his slacks.

“Is that appropriate posture, Miss Jane?”

“Is something…wrong?” Jane spread her legs wider.

“That is very unladylike behavior.”

“What if I don’t want to be a lady?”

“Then I won’t treat you like a lady. Don’t forget, you still need to be punished, and the punishment for a lady is much less severe.”

“You don’t scare me.”

Michael stood, stepping up to Jane and putting his leg between her spread knees. “We’ll have to rectify that.” He slightly mispronounced “rectify” the way a person did when they were using a word for the first time.

“Are you going to punish me now?” Jane asked, head back as she looked up at Michael. Her fingers were knotted together against her belly.

“Yes, I’m going to punish you now. Stand up, Miss Jane.”

Jane tried to stand, but with Michael’s leg between hers it was difficult.

“I said stand up.”

“Your leg is in the way.”

“No excuses.”

Jane struggled to her feet, her crotch pressed to his thigh. Jane hooked her fingers into the waistband of his pants to stay upright.

“Miss Jane, are you trying to seduce me?”

“No.”

“Then why are you pressing your pussy against my leg?”

“You’re in my way.”

“Lying will get you a harsher punishment, young lady.”

Michael stepped back, grabbed Jane by her upper arm and tugged her to the desk tucked in the corner of the living room.

“I want you to bend over the desk, young lady.”

Jane licked her lips, looking from the desk to Michael and back again. She was debating calling the game off. Her bottom was quite sore from her earlier spanking.

“You have until the count of three, then you take the spanking bare-bottomed.”

Jane let out a breath of relief. If he was doing it through the skirt it wouldn’t be as bad.

Jane turned and put her hands on the desk, leaning forward slightly. Michael grabbed her by the back of the neck and forced her down, exactly what she’d wanted. He stood at the side of the desk, facing her ass, his hand still on the back of her neck.

“I think ten swats with the ruler will teach you to obey.”

Ruler?

Michael reached for the pen cup on the desk and pulled out a thin wooden ruler depicting great women through history. Jane hadn’t even remembered the ruler was there.

“Count and say thank you after each spank,” he commanded, smoothing the flat of the ruler over her skirt.

Smack. Michael brought the ruler down. The sound was muffled by her skirt, the sting muted. Jane was so busy trying to assess the feelings that Michael spanked her again before she could count.

“Oops. One and two.”

“Too late. You’ll take one on your bare ass for missing the count.”

Jane concentrated on her counting, trying to ignore her pulsing sex. She was turned on by this, massively so. This was dirtier than the across the lap spanking he’d given her before. A little spanking during sex was not out of the ordinary. Sure, the way Michael had done it, while fucking her ass with a plug, was more than most people did.

But this, being spanked with a ruler while pretending to be a naughty schoolgirl, was pure kink.

Thinking about her other spanking, about the plug up her ass and the way he’d fucked her, turned Jane on to the point that she missed number six.

Spank. “That was seven, Miss Jane. You missed six.”

“Oops, seven, sorry.”

When Michael reached ten, he set the ruler down by her head, where Jane could see it. He pressed his palm to her ass.

“How does your bottom feel?”

“Hot.”

“Does it hurt?”

“A little.”

“It will hurt much more when I spank your bare ass with the ruler.”

“Please don’t,” Jane said in a voice that belayed her words. “I’ll be good.”

“After I’m done with you you’re going to be a very good girl, Jane, but I have to be firm with you. Reach back and pull up your skirt. Show me your pretty bottom.”

Jane inched her skirt up, caressing her abused ass with the fabric. She bunched the fabric around her waist.

Michael laid his hand against her bare ass. “You have a lovely ass, Miss Jane. It is nice and pink.” He picked up the ruler. “Be a good girl and take your punishment.”

Whack!

Michael snapped the ruler down on her ass. The sound registered before the pain did. Jane yelped and tried to push up from the desk. Michael held her down.

“One more.”

Whack!

He snapped the ruler against her ass a second time, this blow across the sensitive flesh where ass met thigh.

“Stand up.” Michael’s voice was harsh as he hauled her up, giving her no time to process the pain from the second blow.

“Hold up your skirt. Show me your sex.”

Jane was shaking with arousal and pain. He looked so stern, jaw set, eyes hooded, one hand on his hip, the other holding the ruler.

She grabbed the hem of her skirt and lifted it.

“Lift it higher. Now spread your legs.”

She lifted her skirt up all the way, then stepped wide. Michael’s nostrils flared and Jane blushed, knowing he could smell exactly how turned on she was.

“Now I will punish you for rubbing your pussy against my leg.” He stroked her belly above the curls of her sex with the ruler.

Surely he wouldn’t…

Michael brought the ruler down between her legs then flicked his wrist, spanking her pussy.

Jane shuddered. It hadn’t hurt, the wet slapping noise made it seem far worse than it was. He spanked her pussy again, catching the plump mound at the top of her sex. He spanked her that way again and again. Jane lost count, but knew it was far more than the twelve smacks her ass had taken.

His steady rhythm of spanks to her bare pussy soon had her thrusting her hips forward. Each blow jiggled her sex enough to stimulate her clit.

“Michael, Michael, please. Harder, spank me harder. Then fuck me, fuck me, oh please fuck me.”

Jane was dimly aware of her litany of dirty talk. She begged and demanded, pleaded and cajoled, but did not move. She held rock still, afraid that shifting would throw his aim off, decrease her pleasure. Jane was balanced on the edge of something amazing, teetering there, waiting for the perfect touch that would set her free.

Michael stopped.

Jane opened her eyes.

Michael smacked her pussy, hard.

Jane saw stars. Her legs collapsed out from under her. Michael caught her as she went down on her knees. Her cheek brushed the bulge of his cock, and with her orgasm still shuddering through her, Jane ripped open his pants.

Michael wrapped a hand around each pigtail and shoved his cock into her mouth. Jane sucked it down, holding him deep in her mouth before he pulled out and started fucking her.

Jane reached between her legs, fingering her sore pussy and pulsing clit as he fucked her mouth.

She brought herself to a second orgasm, reveling in the feel of being on her knees with his cock in her mouth. He’d used and abused her, fucked her and toyed with her, now his cock was in her mouth, her pussy and ass burning from his beating, and she loved it.

Michael roared, slamming his cock into her mouth and down her throat. Jane swallowed as he came.

After an endless moment Michael pulled his cock free of her mouth and sank down beside her. He lay on his back on the floor and Jane lay next to him, head pillowed on his chest.

“Game over?” she asked.

“Game over,” Michael confirmed.

 


Chapter Nineteen

“I think my vagina’s broken.”

“Ha!” Margo crowed.

“Finally,” Lena said. “It’s been days. I was going to head over there and make sure you were both alive.”

“We’re alive,” Jane said, “but just barely.”

“Where’s Michael?” Margo asked.

“He went to the grocery store.”

“You let him drive?” Lena asked.

“No, he walked. I went a few hours ago but apparently didn’t get enough food because it’s already half gone.”

“Told you so,” Lena said.

“I know, I forgot.”

“Never mind that,” Margo interrupted. “Let’s hear about the sex.”

“Omigod. It was, it was…whew.”

“Details!” Margo panted.

“I don’t even know where to start. There was bondage, spankings, ice. He found my toy box and my ass may never be the same.”

“Did you have sex? Or is he sticking to his word?”

“Does anal sex count as sex?”

“Meh, depends,” Margo answered.

“We’ll there was anal sex.”

“Do you feel like he violated your trust?” Lena asked.

“No.”

“Then it doesn’t count,” Margo declared.

“I hate to stop the sex chatter, and don’t think that we’re not coming back to this, but how’s the research going?” Lena asked.

“I now have the complete opposite problem from what I had four days ago.”

“Meaning?”

“Now I have too much information, too many different places to go. There are a million different ways we could approach this.”

“Maybe we should try to play the market,” Lena mused. “I’ll check up on what’s being bought right now. Superhero movies are done, we’re due for another spate of Shakespeare here soon.”

“That might give me some direction,” Jane mused, leaning against the doorjamb as she absently toyed with her bangs.

“What are the strongest options?” Margo asked.

“Well, it could focus on infighting within the monster society, highlighting the culture. It could focus on the fact that they are dying, be more of a ‘save our species movie’ or, along that same vein, they could be represented as the guardians of the earth, and we could highlight ecological factors humanity has killed off that they remember.”

“Hot damn. Those all sound good.”

“There is something else,” Jane hedged.

“Yes?” Lena and Margo asked.

“We could, and I’m only thinking as a subplot, have a romance.”

“You mean like Lena and Luke?” Margo asked.

“Not exactly,” Jane said. “You see, Lena and Luke are a sort of…human couple. He’s playing by mostly human rules, right?”

“There are some glaring exceptions,” Lena said, “but I get what you’re saying, so yeah, we function as a human couple.”

“What I’m thinking of is a subplot that would focus on a human-monster couple that played by monster rules.”

There was thick silence from Margo and Lena.

“Um…hello?”

“I’m here,” Margo breathed. “I’m here and I’m freaking fascinated. What the hell are you talking about?”

“Well, let’s just say that the idea of sacrificing a virgin to a dragon may be rooted in fact, and the virgin wasn’t for eating…”

“Holy. Crap,” Margo said.

“Exactly,” Jane said in satisfaction.

“You’d have to be careful. Something like that could backfire.”

“Not if the monster is a sort of Mr. Darcy/Heathcliff character.”

“Wow. I think you should go for it, Jane. Actually, write that bit first and send it to me.”

“I had no idea…” Lena said. It was the first thing she’d said since Jane mentioned the idea, and there was a note of hurt in her voice.

“Lena, are you okay?”

“I didn’t realize I was imposing human rules on Luke.”

“I don’t think you are. Luke loves you. He’s crazy about you, and you’re great together, don’t freak out.”

“Okay, okay, I’m not freaking out, I’m just going to talk to him about it.”

A key rattled in the lock and Jane turned to the door. “Michael’s back. I gotta go. Margo, will you talk to Lena and keep her from freaking out?”

Jane unceremoniously hung up on her friends as Michael walked in.

He dumped the canvas sacks she’d made him take onto the counter. Jane, dressed in a short robe, rounded the counter to help him put everything away.

“I love food,” Michael said happily as he pulled out a roll of salami and smelled it.

Jane laughed. “I wish I had your metabolism.”

“Why?”

“Because then I could eat whatever I wanted and stay skinny.”

“Your body is perfect as it is.”

Jane blushed. “Thank you.”

“I mean it.” Michael spun her into his arms, lifting her onto her toes, and kissed her long and deep. “Your body is perfect, your soul luminous and your spirit divine.”

Jane melted into him. “I lov—”

She stiffened in his arms and pushed away. Michael, looking confused, let her go. Jane’s heart was racing, her mouth dry.

She’d almost told Michael she loved him.

Worse—it would have been the truth.

Stupid, stupid girl, she berated herself.

Jane tossed a pack of sliced cheese into the fridge and fled the kitchen. She couldn’t be close to him, not right now. Jane shut the bedroom door and leaned against it, eyes closed.

Surely she didn’t love him. There was nothing between them but sex. She couldn’t love him because he’d said he didn’t want anything more than to fuck her, and it was stupid to fall in love with a man who would never love her back.

Jane thunked her head back against the door. Stupid, stupid girl.

She loved him. Despite the million reasons she shouldn’t love him, she did.

When had that happened? While he forced ice cubes up her pussy and ass, when he spanked her? How masochistic was she?

Or maybe she’d fallen in love with him as he’d pleasured her, gaze on her, watching her as he touched her in ways no other person ever would. Maybe she’d fallen in love with him because she knew that when he was with her he thought of no one, and nothing, but her. He said he desired her, needed her. He took care of her and treasured her. After each bout of rough sex, he’d cradled her in his arms, putting her to bed as he had the first night.

She’d fallen in love with him, because he loved her.

She’d tried to remember that he said he didn’t want a relationship with her, tried to remember that this was just sex to him. But his actions felt like love, and those actions had been stronger than his words.

Jane slid down the door, resting her head on her knees.

What the hell was she supposed to do? There was nothing she could say, or do, to make herself fall out of love with him, and it was clear that nothing he said would destroy the love, and his actions were the problem. Even if Jane could convince herself to listen to his words and ignore the way he touched her, she wasn’t sure that would be enough to kill what she felt for him.

But, he was a monster.

Jane closed her eyes and brought up a mental picture of Luke’s monster form. Thick claws and bat-like wings rose nightmarish in her mind. Jane shuddered and swallowed.

That was her only hope. Her deep instinctive fear of what he was would destroy her feelings for him.

All she had to do was get through the next two days without blurting out “I love you”. When the week was over and he fulfilled his part of the bargain and changed into a monster, she’d fall out of love with him.


Chapter Twenty

 

EXT. LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA — NIGHT

 

The BLACK SPORTS CAR cuts through the night along a deserted highway. Both the BLOND and NATIVE AMERICAN MAN are inside.

 

They pull off the road and stop. Both men exit the car. The BLOND MAN leans against the hood. The NATIVE AMERICAN MAN stands tense, arms folded across his chest.

 

 

Dinner was a picnic on the coffee table.

Michael’s grocery shopping included a lot of sliced meat and cheese, pre-made side dishes and bread. Hiding her smile, Jane had arranged everything on platters and carried it to the coffee table.

Michael munched in silence for a while, occasionally reaching over to feed her a bit of meat or cheese. Jane, absorbed in her thoughts from earlier, at first didn’t realize that Michael was selecting the best pieces of meat and cheese for her. He carefully examined each piece of food, putting the fatty ones on his own plate and feeding her the best pieces.

Jane sucked in a breath. This was another example of his actions making mockery of his words. She remembered tales of medieval banquets, where lords would feed their ladies the best cuts of meat as an act of respect and homage.

Jane loaded up a plate and urged him to sit back. Curling up beside him she took over feeding him. She wrapped a piece of cheese into a slice of turkey and fed it to him. Her plan had been to keep him from feeding her so her heart would stop fluttering, but as he kissed her fingertips and slid his arm around her waist, Jane realized that her feeding him was little better.

When he’d finished everything on the plate, Jane was melting with arousal brought on by no more than her fingers on his lips and the look in his eyes.

“Beautiful Jane,” he whispered, kissing her long and deep.

“Mmmm,” she whispered, swinging her leg across his so she straddled him. Her robe slipped down her shoulders and his hands stroked her back.

“Do you want me to pleasure you?” Michael asked.

“Please,” she whimpered.

Michael twisted, seating her on the couch as he slid to his knees on the floor. Jane scooted her ass to the edge of the couch and Michael dipped his head between her legs, kissing and licking her sex.

Jane came in mere moments, the repeated brush of his tongue over her clit bringing her to a soft orgasm.

Michael rose between her legs and lifted her off the couch, taking her into the bedroom where he lay her down and curled around her. They settled into now-familiar positions—Jane’s head on Michael’s arm, her back pressed to his chest.

Feeling both protected and loved, Jane fell asleep.

 

When had it all gone so wrong?

Michael stroked Jane’s cheek with the back of his fingers.

It was just sex. It was supposed to be just sex. True, he desired her, true again that he enjoyed spending time with her. But it was just sex.

He’d been right. She was passionate in the feral way potent females were. She’d come alive under his touch, becoming this darkly passionate, creative lover whose scent drove him mad.

She’d stayed with him even after he had lost control. She had not run away in fear after he’d used the old language to control her. She was so strong, so brave, and yet dismissive of that bravery.

She was afraid of seeing him as a monster, and after her responsiveness to the old language Michael half wondered if she carried an old memory, maybe from a previous life, about monsters. And yet, despite that fear, she’d stayed with him when he started to lose control.

She was beautiful and passionate and smart. She was courageous and brave, but thought she wasn’t.

She was all the things he wanted in a mate, assuming he’d ever stopped to think about what he wanted in a mate, which he hadn’t.

Michael rested his cheek in her hair and breathed deep. She smelled so good.

In two days, he would show her his monster form and it would be over. That was the deal they’d made.

But there was a problem.

She was his mate.

He didn’t want a mate, didn’t need one. He’d told himself his attraction to her was nothing more than his desire to show her the passion he knew was in her. He thought human sexual repression was depressing, and reveled in the chance to liberate Jane. He’d managed to convince himself that was all this was. Sure, he’d overreacted a bit when Henry mentioned Jane, and then again when Jane mentioned Henry. But still, he’d been able to convince himself that she was nothing more than a distraction, a project, some fun sex.

But looking down at her sleeping face, Michael was forced to face the fact that she was his mate. She was his and he was hers. They were bound together now, forever.

A strange peace settled over Michael.

He hadn’t wanted a mate. When he was young, Michael’s cousin had lost her mate to human hunters. He’d watched her wither and die from the loss. She was one of the few females left of their Breed, and because her mate had died, she hadn’t been able to find another male to love. She’d suffered and died, alone.

Young as he was, her death had terrified him. He could not imagine being so attached to someone who wasn’t a member of his family. He didn’t want to bind himself to another so securely that her death would drag him down into the dark earth.

But for Jane…with Jane…

He understood. He understood that a mate was as essential as air.

He wanted her as his mate. He wanted to spend the rest of his life with her. As the humans said…he loved her.

But how did a monster, who’d done everything in his power to convince a female all he wanted was sex, convince her that now he wanted a relationship?


Chapter Twenty-One

Jane stared at Michael.

He fidgeted, glanced sideways at her and then looked back at the TV.

Jane inched away from Michael. There was something seriously wrong with him.

After she woke up from her nap, Jane had showered and come out to the living room. There had been something slightly different, and it took Jane a minute to realize the living room was clean. The perpetual clutter of glasses, napkins, DVD cases and magazines that had been spread across the room, due to the fact they were spending so much time there, was gone. Michael had cleaned.

She’d found Michael in the kitchen, a glass of white wine in each hand. He’d handed her a wine glass, then pulled a perfectly arranged cheese plate out of the fridge. He’d carried the cheese to the coffee table, set out coasters for their wineglasses, then gone back for plates.

He’d handed Jane a plate, sat on the couch beside her and stared at her. Not sure what was going on, Jane had set down her wine glass, put two pieces of cheese on her plate and then eaten one.

As soon as she’d taken a bite, Michael looked away, staring at the wall to the right of the TV. He’d been sitting that way for ten minutes.

Jane had no clue what was going on. A small part of her mind was freaking out, insisting that somehow he knew that she’d fallen in love with him and he was tense because he didn’t want her anymore but was stuck with her for the next few days. In any other circumstance she would be curled into a self-hating ball, sure that the object of her affection was pulling away because she loved him, but in this case…

She was so perplexed by Michael’s behavior, her instinctive freakout was pushed to the side.

“Would you like a foot massage?” Michael asked, while staring at the wall.

“No thank you,” Jane stammered, startled by the sudden offer.

“A back massage?”

“No… Wait a second.” Jane dove for Michael, shoving her hand into his pant’s pocket before he could get away. Her fingers closed over paper and she pulled it out.

“No!” Michael lunged for the paper, but Jane danced back, darting into the kitchen. She unfolded the thin glossy sheet.

It was an article out of a magazine, titled “Fifteen Ways to Show Your Woman You Care”. She scanned the list and saw Clean the House, Wine and Cheese, Foot and Back Massage, Flowers for No Reason…”

Michael snatched the page out of her hand. He was red from the collar of his shirt to his ears.

A grin of pure happiness split Jane’s face. She threw herself into Michael’s arms, never doubting that he’d catch her, and kissed him. She held the kiss for a long moment, one of her hands behind his head, pulling him down for the kiss.

“You’re so cute,” she mumbled against his lips.

“You were not supposed to see that,” he whispered.

She kissed him again, her lips telling him, without words, that she’d fallen a little bit more in love with him.

She was doomed. Utterly doomed. This latest cuteness was another way his actions said “love” as his mouth said “sex”. Why would he do these things if he didn’t love her? If it was just about sex the way he said, wouldn’t he ignore her any time they weren’t fucking like bunnies?

“Are you…are you sure you don’t want a foot rub?” he whispered against her cheek.

“I’d love a foot rub.”

Michael carried her over to the couch, where he sheepishly admitted he didn’t actually know how to give a foot rub. Jane offered to teach him, and when he accepted, she ran to the bathroom for some soothing foot balm. She urged Michael to lie back, then took his long, bony feet into her lap and gave him a foot massage.

When she was done with both feet they switched, Jane lying back on the couch, her feet in Michael’s lap. He took over, pressing her insteps with his thumbs, rubbing the balls of her feet and working the heels. His hands moved up her legs, his fingers kneading her calf muscles.

He lifted her legs one by one and kissed her toes, shins and knees. He settled her left leg on his shoulder, bending his head towards the apex of her things. He paused.

“Do you want this?”

“Oh yes.”

He dipped his head between her legs, tongue sweeping along her sex. He buried his face in her, tongue and teeth pleasuring her. Jane tipped her head back, hands stroking her breasts.

She came quickly, the foot rub enough foreplay to have her arching up into his face after only minutes. Jane sighed, utterly content.

Michael pulled her up as he lay back, so she wound up with her head resting on his chest.

“I’m sorry,” he growled.

“Why are you sorry?” Jane murmured sleepily.

“This wasn’t supposed to be about sex. I wanted to have not-sex with you.”

“I thought everything we were doing was ‘not-sex’ by your definition,” Jane teased.

Michael growled. Jane could hear it though his chest. Her eyes popped open, the post-orgasm lethargy fading fast.

“Why are you growling?”

“I meant what I said. This wasn’t supposed to be about sex,” he said angrily.

“What was it supposed to be about?” Jane asked, a knot forming in her stomach. Had he been planning to break their arrangement early? Was that why he was being so nice? Letting her down easy?

“It’s supposed to be about us…spending time together.”

Michael choked out the words, sounding almost confused by his own admission. Jane’s heartbeat went wild, her squishy romantic side unable to resist reading into what he’d said. Could he be falling in love with her?

“I’d like that,” she whispered against his chest, cuddling herself more securely against him.

Michael, usually so physically sure of himself, tentatively rested his hand on her head and stroked her hair. He petted her, and for the first time his touch wasn’t arousing.

The foot rub, which could have been merely pleasurable, had been sexual when he’d done it.

But curled up on his chest, his hand rhythmically stroking her hair, Jane felt nothing but pleasure at being in his company.

“We could watch TV, or a movie,” she whispered.

Michael shifted his head to look down at her. “I’d like that.”

Jane smiled and rolled off Michael, checking the DVD player to see if the first disc of the series they’d watched on his first night was still in there. It was, and Jane grabbed the remotes before climbing into Michael’s open arms and settling on the couch to watch TV with him.

The next few hours passed in a blur of pleasant companionship. At one point Jane made popcorn, and as the first disc ended, they sat spooned, Michael’s feet up on the table, Jane curled against him, the popcorn bowl on his lap.

“I think they’re dead,” Jane said as she got up to change the discs.

“They’re on an island that has a direct line to the deep parts of the earth. I never heard of whole islands being steeped in magic, just forests, but that’s what it’s got to be.”

“But the writers are human, how would they know about monster magic?”

“The magic is the Earth’s not the monster’s.”

“Fine. Fine. But still, how would they know about it?”

Michael’s eyes darkened. “Perhaps they are part of one of the groups of humans that hunt and study us. Perhaps I should talk to them…ask them which of my clansmen they tortured for information.”

“Whoa, whoa! I was just trying to make a point. I don’t think they are part of any sort of underground monster-hunting organization.”

“Maybe I should talk to them anyway. I want to know what happens in the end.”

Jane laughed. “You and everyone else. Come on, if you think those first six were good, wait till you see what happens next.”

They staggered to bed as the sun rose, eyes bloodshot and brains stuffed, woke at noon and did it all over again. They argued and commiserated, swapped theories and had a pillow fight during a break.

For the first time, Jane and Michael spent time together as just friends. No sexual tension.

They touched, never straying far from one another as they watched. But for the first time in days, Jane was fully relaxed. When he touched her shoulder, she didn’t tense in anticipation of his hand sliding to her nipple. When she accidentally gave something away and Michael’s outrage turned into a wrestling match, ending with Jane facedown across Michael’s lap, he didn’t take the opportunity to spank her or play with her. Instead, he tickled the back of her knees, demanding more information.

Their relationship, had, from the day they met, been colored by sexual tension. The days spent contentedly in one another’s company proved that there was something between them besides sex. And it proved to Jane that she was madly, deeply in love with a monster.

“Where’s the next season?” Michael demanded as the credits rolled on the final show of the second season.

“I’m cutting you off. We need food. We need to leave the apartment.”

“Who was that guy? Why did he tell her that? Is that girl dead?”

“All questions that will be answered in season three. Okay, maybe not. Doesn’t matter, we’re leaving the apartment.”

Jane coaxed Michael into clothes. They dressed up, Michael in slacks, Jane in a front-wrap dress with silver jewelry. They went to a wine and tapas bar within walking distance to Jane’s place. It had been trendy years ago, and its clientele had faded to locals and tourists with outdated guidebooks—just enough people to keep it open, but slow enough to ensure there was always a private table.

They walked hand in hand, Michael opening the door for her, lightly touching her back as she preceded him inside.

They got a secluded booth and sat beside, rather than across, from one another. Jane ordered a selection of tapas and two pasta entrees from memory as well as a bottle of red wine. Michael toyed with a stray lock of her hair as she ordered, brushing it across her shoulder.

When the server had slipped silently away, Jane tipped her head to rest on his shoulder.

“I’ve really enjoyed today,” Jane said. I love you.

“So have I,” he whispered. Michael kissed the crown of her head. “Luke and Henry…they are my brothers. They are my brothers by Clan if not Breed, and I would die for them.”

The rest of the world seemed a million miles away, as if their little booth existed at the end of a wormhole.

“But sometimes I do not feel—” he sighed and kissed her head again, “—I do not always feel at home with them. They are my friends, and I know they respect my property, but males are raised to protect and defend what is their own. It is hard to be friends. Comrades, brothers in arms—yes. But friends—no. We are a rare exception among the monsters.

“Coming out here to LA was hard. We had no choice really. Our other options are mass suicide or war. I may not believe as strongly as Luke does that we can change human opinions, but I’ve come to learn that there is more to humans than I believed.” He squeezed her shoulder and Jane tilted her face up to kiss his jaw.

“But this place is not home. Luke and Henry are my friends but there always is, and always will be, tension between us, especially now that I know I’m ma—”

Michael cut himself off with a growl. “I talk too much.”

“No, please, I want you to talk to me.”

He grinned. “If it were up to you, talking is all we’d do.”

Jane smiled in reply but did not take the opening to steer the conversation onto a lighter path. Instead, she buttered a piece of bread and handed it to him. Michael ate it in three bites, chewing aggressively. Jane put her head on his shoulder, hoping it would ease Michael into continuing his story.

“You said there was tension between you, and it doesn’t feel like home?”

“No, it didn’t feel like home,” he confirmed. Jane noticed the tense shift and immediately began overanalyzing it. Was he saying she made him feel at home?

“You make me feel at home, my sweet Jane, my Sleeping Beauty.”

“Oh, Michael, I lo—” Jane pressed her lips to his before she could complete the sentence. He tasted like bread and male and something foreign—monster.

There was a clink as the server unobtrusively set wineglasses on the table and poured a taste. Jane took it, swirled, sniffed and sipped, then showed Michael how to do the same. Upon their approval, the server filled two glasses as a food runner appeared with their tapas and entrees.

They fed each other olives and stuffed mushrooms, bite-sized pieces of beef and soft cheese. Jane would have been content to dine on nothing but tapas, taking bites out of Michael’s fingers and offering them the same way, but it was not long before his stomach rumbled. With a sheepish look at Jane, Michael pushed the tapas plates out of the way and pulled a bowl of pasta to himself and dug in. Jane did the same with a second pasta dish, a light angel-hair pasta in lemon sauce.

They ate in silence, though Jane was taking one bite for every three Michael took. She was content to just look at him.

He was so beautiful. His blond hair was full of shadows and golden highlights. One piece curled over his ear, and Jane toyed with it, pulling the curl free so it brushed his cheek. She traced the whirl of his ear with her fingertips and let her fingers rest along his jaw, the muscles flexing as he chewed.

Michael turned his head and rubbed his cheek to her palm. “Are you hungry?” he asked with a glance at her barely touched pasta.

“I’ll eat, don’t worry. I just like…looking at you.”

Michael put down his fork and shifted in his seat, turning to fully face her.

 

She was so beautiful. Michael put his hand over Jane’s where it rested against his cheek. In the soft light her hair glowed like moonbeams, the sparkle of silver in her ears and around her neck like the flash of stars.

He really was mated, that could be the only explanation for the ridiculous metaphors he was thinking. Jane smiled and her whole face lit up. Her cheeks rounded, her soft lips bowing, and her eyes, oh her eyes.

Jane looked at him as if he were the only male in the world. She looked at him with eyes full of hope and promise and, and…something he couldn’t define.

You are mine, beautiful Jane, you always have been, and always will be.

But tomorrow everything would change. He’d show her his monster form, and it would never be the same between them. She’d said she was afraid of the monsters, and seeing one of his Breed was always enough to send a human to their knees.

He’d finally found his mate, and he was about to lose her.

Michael pulled Jane in for a kiss, but his mind was not on the kiss. He would not lose her, he would not. She was his, and he would keep her. No matter what it took.


Chapter Twenty-Two

 

EXT. LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA — NIGHT

 

BLOND MAN

Where is he?

 

NATIVE AMERICAN MAN

I don’t know. He had a hell of a long way to come.

 

BLOND MAN

Are we sure the last forest is dead?

 

NATIVE AMERICAN MAN

Yes.

 

The Blond Man suddenly smacks the car with his open palm.

 

BLOND MAN

Fucking humans. Fucking stupid humans.

 

 

“Put Runako on the phone,” Michael demanded.

“Runako? Why?” Henry said.

“Just fucking do it.”

“Asshole,” Henry said, voice faint.

“What?” a deep voice demanded.

“Runako?” Michael questioned, not recognizing the voice.

“Yes.”

“Why do you sound like that?”

“I’m wearing the human suit,” he said with contempt.

Michael snorted with laughter. “After we talk, tell Henry to put on Silence of the Lambs. I think you’ll like it.”

“I like lamb for eating, not wearing.”

“Ahhh, never mind.” Michael was used to feeling slightly lost in the human world, but talking to Runako made him feel savvy.

“What do you want?” Runako ground out. Runako was decidedly not happy with being in LA. Runako had come to stop Michael, Luke and Henry from making a movie to expose the truth of monsters to the human world. Runako would rather fight, fight and die, than try and integrate with the humans who had brutally tortured and killed his twin sisters. In an attempt to stop them, Runako had gone after Lena, having seen that there was a bond between her and Luke. What Runako hadn’t realized was how fragile humans were, and his scare tactics had almost killed Lena.

Runako and Luke had battled across earth and sky, the battle ending when Luke pulled Runako to earth after shredding his wings. They’d forced Runako to agree to help them, and he now traveled back and forth from their home to LA, a sort of emissary to the group of monsters who wanted to fight.

They hoped that continued exposure to humans would soften Runako’s attitude. After all, it was years spent sneaking into farmhouses, watching movies and eating peanut butter, which had introduced himself, Luke and Henry to humanity’s good points.

“Listen, I need your help,” Michael said.

“Fuck.”

“I’m serious.”

“That’s why I said ‘fuck’.”

“Jane is my mate.”

“Not another one. You think the little white human is your ma—”

“Shut up, I don’t want Henry to know.”

There was a pause. “Why?”

“Because… Because Jane needs some…convincing. She’s not like the others. She’s scared of us—”

“She should be.”

“—and hasn’t seen me in my true form yet.”

“What is the problem?” Runako demanded. “You’re the least frightening of us. You’re a pretty boy Breed, an Ang—”

“Fuck you. I hate that word.”

“What is the problem? You won’t scare her.”

“I will, but not in the way she thinks. She’s scared of you and Luke, those are the only monsters she’s seen, so that’s what she’s expecting. When she sees me…she’ll be scared for a different reason. There’s a lot of human myth around my Breed.”

Runako paused to consider this. He was a warrior through and through, and preferred to speak with his claws, but he was smart. “I can understand your concern. Perhaps she is not your…uh…you know.”

“She is. I would die for her. Would kill anyone who hurt her.” Michael let the implied threat seep into his tone, in case Runako felt like scaring them off by hurting one of the girls. If he touched Jane, Michael would kill him.

“Are you sure?” Runako said, ignoring his threat.

“Yes.”

“And you are sure she will react to seeing you in your true form?”

“Yeah.”

“Then what are you going to do?”

“That’s the part where I need your help.”

“Why me? Why not Henry or Luke?”

“Because you are the only one who will agree to do what I want.”

“What do you want?”

“I need you to clear out one of the caves.”

“The Captive Caves?”

“Yup.”

“You plan to…”

“Yup. I’m going to kidnap her and take her away to my lair.”

 

“Michael?”

“Right here, beautiful Jane.”

“I woke up and you were gone,” she murmured sleepily, tucking her head under Michael’s jaw when he got back into bed.

“I’m sorry, I had to make a phone call. I’m here now.”

“Don’t leave,” Jane murmured as she slipped back into sleep.

“Never,” he promised.


Chapter Twenty-Three

The orgasm woke her up.

Jane had been having a wild dream that seemed to be an amalgamation of fairy tales and Greek mythology, all centered on a beautiful young woman in the ridiculously flattering dress who falls for the monster dressed as a man.

Her subconscious was being lazy if it was pulling her dreams straight out of her real life.

Towards the end of the dream the golden-haired monster—wearing one of the leather Speedos from 300 and a carrying a lute—weird combo—whisked the fair-haired maiden off her feet, laid her down on a bed of flowers and ravished her.

In her dream, the monster dressed as a man lowered his head between the maiden’s silky—cellulite-less—thighs and licked her slowly. His slow, steady attention soon had the woman lifting her hips to meet his lips and the man pressed two fingers into her, triggering her orgasm.

Jane blinked her eyes open as wave after wave of pleasure throbbed through her lower body. The pale dawn light looked like the twilight sun that had bathed the flowered garden in her dream, and for a moment, Jane forgot which was real. How could she distinguish dream from reality when both the pleasure, and the monster, existed in each?

Only when her lower back and thighs protested did Jane realize that her hips were arched off the bed. She dropped her hips and Michael crawled up between her thighs, lying down beside her.

“I was having a dream.”

“About?”

“A handsome monster licking me.”

“Good dream.” Michael kissed her and Jane tasted herself. Michael broke the kiss and turned his head away, jaw cracking in a yawn. “Sorry,” he yawn-talked.

Jane pulled him down, and this time his head rested on her shoulder. “Let’s sleep some more.”

I don’t want to wake up yet. I don’t want to face today and what it means.

Michael’s breathing evened out as he fell asleep. But Jane couldn’t get back to sleep. Instead she stared out the window, watching the light grow ever brighter.

 

When Michael woke up a few hours later, he jumped into the shower while Jane worked on breakfast. She went all out. Pancakes, turkey bacon, strawberries, yogurt, maple syrup and butter were all waiting on the table when he came out.

Michael, all smiles and golden skin dotted with water, grabbed Jane and kissed her long and hard. “Good morning, beautiful Jane.”

“Good morning,” she replied, forcing a smile she didn’t feel.

They took their seats and Michael ate with gusto. The food tasted like ash in Jane’s mouth. Each smile, each teasing word, was like a rose thorn pressed into Jane’s heart. By the end of breakfast, she was practically in tears.

He was happy. There was no other way to describe it. He was happy that after today he could leave her. He’d gotten what he wanted from her: sex. And now he was ready to move on. He’d probably already picked out the next girl with “great passion” he was going to liberate.

Last night…

Last night had been like a dream, a perfect, romantic dream. She’d been sure, so sure, he loved her the way she loved him. After the days they’d spent not having sex, and the way he’d cared for her, doing things he thought would make her happy…

That seemed like love, damn it.

Jane took her plate into the kitchen as tears filled her eyes. She dumped her plate in the sink, practically breaking it, and pressed her hands over her face. It was just sex, it had always been sex. She had no right to feel betrayed or misused by him. It was in her own mind that she’d decided the way he acted towards her meant there was something more there.

Laughing bitterly at herself, Jane pulled off a paper towel and wiped her face. She’d thought she would need to see him in his monster form to fall out of love with him. Instead he’d shattered her heart with no more than a smile.

Now, she was grimly looking forward to seeing him as a monster. She couldn’t wait to see him as a beast, a nightmare, something to be feared, not loved. He’d broken her heart, and yet, as he called out to her from the other room, calling her “beautiful Jane” and saying she was an amazing cook, her heartbeat sped up, his compliments washing over her like warm honey.

Stupid, stupid girl. He doesn’t love you. He hasn’t and won’t love you. He’s happy to move on, ready to go find some other hapless woman to pleasure. He does not love you.

But oh how I love him. I love his smile and his hands. I love the way he speaks and his intelligence. And when he touches me I want no other hand on me. I want nothing more than to be his forever, to have his arms around me when I fall asleep and when I wake. I want to watch his hair fade to gray and the squint lines around his eyes turn to wrinkles.

But he is a monster. He won’t age that way.

It doesn’t matter. I want him still. Because I love him, and love sees not with the eyes…

Jane thumped her fist against her forehead. She couldn’t think like that.

“Jane?” Michael asked, and she realized she hadn’t responded to him.

“I’m…uh…just cleaning up, in…”

“Jane?” Michael was now standing in the kitchen doorway, concern written on his face. “Are you okay?”

“Oh sure. I’m fine,” she said, head bowed.

“Beautiful Jane.” Michael tilted her head up.

She’d dried her tears, but when she saw him all she could think was that this might be the last time he touched her, might be the last chance she had to touch him, and fresh tears dripped down her cheeks.

“You’re crying. That’s bad. Don’t cry.” Michael’s eyes were wide in panic as he swiped at her cheeks with his fingers.

Jane laughed, watery as it was. “I’m okay. It’s just an emotional day.”

“I know—” he smiled softly, “—come on. I need to touch you.”

“I need to touch you too.”

Michael bent and picked her up, cradling her in his arms. He navigated them through the apartment to her bedroom. The sun had shifted, no longer shining directly into the room—the light a muted glow.

He set her down on the bed, un-belting her robe and spreading it open. When he reached for the button of the jeans he’d pulled on after the shower, Jane stopped him.

“No, I want to do it.”

Michael looked at her, one golden lock over his forehead. Jane slid off the bed, naked. Most of the week had been focused on Michael touching her. That was a shame, because he was beautiful. Built like an athlete, gold and blond, he was a sensual pleasure. She regretted not having taken time to play with him.

Jane urged Michael to turn around, his back to the bed and window, intending to push him down onto the bed, when the tattoo along his spine caught her eye. She’d noticed it, fleetingly, as they got in and out of showers or got dressed, but this was her first chance to really look at it.

Jane perched on the edge of the bed behind him and traced her fingers up and down his spine. The tattoo was pale brown against the gold of his skin, almost the color of a henna tattoo, but with a metallic sheen. When Michael took a breath, the tattoo shimmered softly.

“Your tattoo is beautiful.”

He twisted to look over his shoulder, but shrugged. “I’ve never really seen it.”

“Why not?”

“Uh…because it’s on my back?”

“Haven’t you looked in a mirror?”

“I know it’s there. I just haven’t paid much attention to how this form looks. Though, it’s much more versatile than I would have thought,” he said, grinning naughtily at her.

“Well, I think the body is very, very nice.” Jane walked her fingers down his spine, smiling when Michael shivered. “And this tattoo is definitely hot.”

“Hot? You mean sexy.”

“I do mean sexy.” And it was. Jane wasn’t normally a tats girl, but his looked like a skin pattern, rather than a tattoo.

The tattoo ran up his spine in the pattern of sharp-edged vines and leaves. The subject matter, vines and leaves, should have been soft, but the edges of these plants were hard, angled lines and corners.

The two main vines darted back and forth across his spine. Small offshoots with diamond-shaped leaves danced up the sides. At his shoulders, two longer offshoots branched out to curve across his shoulder blades, diamond leaves dripping from them.

“Wings,” Jane said, tracing the pattern over his shoulder blades.

She leaned forward and kissed the tattoo. Michael yelped.

“Oh my gosh, did I hurt you?” Jane said, holding her hands out away from him.

“Noooo. That felt… That felt really, really good.” He purred the last word, voice rich and dark like chocolate.

Jane hooked her legs around Michael’s waist and pulled him back, until his thighs hit the side of the bed. She lowered her legs so they were hooked around his thighs and ran her hands over his back and sides to caress his belly.

She brought her lips within inches of his back, and then dropped her hands, running them over his cock, locked behind the denim. He hissed and bucked his hips into her hands.

She loved how he reacted to her.

When he’d settled down, his cock hard as iron under her unmoving hands, Jane licked one of the leaves of his tattoo.

Michael jerked up onto his toes, shudders rippling his back. He cursed, maybe prayed, in an unknown language.

“Again,” he pleaded, “please, again.”

Jane popped the button of his jeans and slowly slid the zipper down. Her fingers found hot, smooth skin beneath. Using hands and legs, Jane got the jeans down to his knees. She slid her fingers around his cock, feeling his long, smooth length. Michael’s hands wrapped around her knees, his fingers digging in.

Jane rested her cheek on his shoulder, away from the tattoo. She couldn’t see his face, couldn’t see his cock, but she had no doubt that he was completely focused on her.

“Jane, Jane, Jane,” he chanted.

“Do you want me to kiss you again? Do you want me to lick your pretty tattoo?” she taunted.

“Please,” he begged, thrusting forward into her fist.

With his cock vised in her fists, Jane licked his tattoo, following the path of one of the main vines up from the middle of his back. His hips pumped forward, his fingers digging into her knees.

Mine. This man, whatever he is, is mine.

“You’re mine,” Jane said. Michael’s voice saying those same words to her days ago echoed in her mind.

“Yours,” he agreed, and Jane rewarded him with a scrape of her teeth across his back.

Michael shuddered again. “I won’t be able to hold on much longer.”

“Are you about to lose control?”

Michael twisted to look back at her. “I won’t hurt you.”

“I know you won’t, I trust you. But I want to know if this,” Jane rode her fist up his cock, swirling her palm over the tip of his cock, “or this,” she lapped his tattoo, “is making you lose control.”

“Yes, yes. You, you make me lose control.”

“Do you want me?”

“Yes, so much.”

“I want you to fuck me. No more playing, no more games. I want you to fuck me, the real way.”

Jane dug her nails into his shoulders and dragged them down his back. Michael shuddered, but it wasn’t the same reaction as when she’d used her mouth, so Jane set to work with her lips and teeth. She moved one hand up from his cock to his chest, digging her nails in to his chest to hold him still. Tracing his vines with her teeth, she nipped at the leaves, as if she were plucking them with her teeth.

His big, muscled body twitched and shuddered in her hold.

She would make him regret not loving her. He would remember this night forever, would remember her forever.

“Mine,” he panted. “You’re mine.”

“And you’re mine.”

“Yes.”

“Then take me.”

Michael spun, still trapped in his jeans. Jane opened her arms, and Michael came into them, kissing her long and hard. She felt him shuck his jeans. He slid one arm under her waist, hitching her farther up on the bed.

They were fused at the mouth as they desperately scrambled back. As soon as they were both on the bed, their hands went wild. They were frantic for each other, desperate to touch and be touched.

Jane could feel his cock pressing against her belly, and she wanted it inside her.

“I want you, please, Michael.”

“Yes, my Jane, my Jane.”

His cheek pressed to hers, his breath loud in her ear. “Spread your legs for me,” he begged.

Jane wiggled her legs apart, kissing his shoulder.

“You want this?” he asked, rubbing his cock against her belly, shifting his hips to rub it against the plump mound of her sex.

“Don’t tease me anymore, Michael.” Jane cupped his face in her hands, looked him in the eye. “I want you. I want this.”

“I want it too. I want you. Now. Always.”

Jane’s heart gave a shuddering lurch and tears formed at the corner of her eyes. Michael reached between her legs stroking her sex, spreading her body’s moisture to coat the inside of her sex lips.

“I won’t last long. I want you to come first,” he said.

“No, I want you in me. Please.”

Michael’s nostrils flared, and lightning flashed in his eyes, but she was not afraid. She would ride this storm.

“Jane,” he said, whispering her name like a prayer. His hips dropped between her thighs, the tip of his cock sliding down between the lips of her sex, bumping over her clit, before coming to rest at the entrance to her body.

They stared at one another. Something had passed between them, stripping the surface passion to reveal raw emotions.

It’s just sex, this is just sex. Nothing will change, nothing will be different.

Everything was about to change.

“Do you still want me? You are worried, not passionate.”

“So are you,” Jane countered.

“Hmmm.” Michael paused to consider this for a moment, then dropped his head to kiss her shoulder. “I won’t take you like this, it feels wrong.”

“Michael, no! I want this, please.” She kissed his shoulder, trying to convince him. He tilted his head up and looked at her, seeming to consider her words. She kissed the line of his jaw, the corner of his mouth. He kissed her long and deep. The kiss started slow and then built to the kind of passion that couldn’t be denied.

“I will take you,” he said with a growl, “and I will fuck you until the only thing you can say is my name, because you are mine.”

And like that arousal flooded Jane. The growl of command was back in his voice, and the beast of passion he’d woken within her reacted, stretching and writhing beneath Jane’s skin. She wrapped her hands around his back, pressing them into the strange glittering tattoo that graced his spine.

She arched her back and tipped her head. Michael’s lips roamed her throat, pressing hot openmouthed kisses against her. She wanted to ask him again, again and for the last time, to take her, but there were no more words. He whispered things, low words that became a baritone chant. Her body lit beneath his. She felt like a shooting star, climbing, flying, brilliant white and glowing. His chest pressed to her breasts, her nipples raked his pecs. Her legs were hooked over his ass, which was clenched and tight.

Michael’s mouth fused to hers, his tongue pushing into her mouth. They kissed and kissed, barely stopping to breathe. His hand slid between them, grabbing her breast. He mauled her breast in his hand, squeezing and plumping the flesh, which was swollen with arousal. Her nipple, pebbled and needy, danced against the wall of his chest. When he pinched her nipple with his fingers, plucking and rolling, Jane bit his lip. She felt each squeeze and twist of her nipple in her sex.

Michael growled something she couldn’t understand and looked at her. The lightning flashed and crackled in his eyes, the full power of the storm raging within him. His fingers left her breast, sliding under her so he could hook his hand over her shoulder.

They looked into one another’s eyes, and said things they could not, would not, say in words.

The tip of Michael’s cock nudged its way between the lips of her sex. He was big, both long and thick, and Jane could feel her sex giving way, yielding, opening for him. When the tip of his cock, firm and round as a plum, was in place, Michael lowered his head and kissed her.

His cock surged into her, slamming deep into her body in one hard thrust.

Jane gasped against his mouth and all she could think was yes, oh yes. This is what I wanted, needed. He’s big and hard and thick and mine.

Jane’s hands slid across his back, which was slick with sweat. At certain places her fingertips tingled, as if there was electrical wire under his skin. Jane traced the tingling, traced his tattoo, and then pressed her fingertips into the sensation.

—mine, she’s mine always mine. Mine forever. My mate, my love—

It sounded like Michael, and for a fleeting moment Jane believed she could hear his thoughts, believed, because she needed to, that at that moment he was thinking of her, desiring her, loving her, though she knew it was her own imagination.

His voice echoed in her mind, his gaze rested on her, his cock was buried in her thick and hard. Jane belonged to the monster, body and soul.

His cock slid out, then thrust back a single time, and that was all they needed. Michael and Jane came, together, their orgasms feeding on one another. The tingling against Jane’s fingers increased, and pops of light filled the room. Her body clenched down around Michael’s huge cock. He was wide and thick inside her, touching her in places that had not known a man before.

Michael jerked his cock in and out a few more times, groaning and growling in pleasure as he did so.

He collapsed on top of her. Jane couldn’t breathe, but she didn’t care.

Mine.


Chapter Twenty-Four

They tangled together for a long time. Neither slept, but they did not speak. Michael had rolled so Jane was on top of him, her knees tucked up on either side of his hips so that his slowly softening cock was still firmly in place.

Michael sighed with contentment, stroking Jane’s back. This was the happiest he’d been in a long time. He was worried about the rest of the day, worried about showing her his true form, but now that he had a plan he was much calmer. If he’d had to face this day knowing he had to let her go…

It wouldn’t have been pretty.

Kidnapping her and taking her to one of the Captive Caverns wasn’t the best idea he’d ever had. Both his friends and hers would be angry, but it wasn’t like he’d keep her there forever. He’d keep her until she learned to accept his monster form. He’d tell her everything she wanted to know about his Breed and how they’d earned their place in human mythology. He’d let her ask a million questions, between bouts of sex, of course.

She’d been turned on by the story of the girl sacrifice to the dragon in the cave, so maybe she wouldn’t be that upset if he kidnapped her in real life.

He’d asked Runako to clear out one of the Captive Caverns and stock it with enough food for six months. The caverns were built into the mountain where his Clan lived, and had been built when they migrated from Europe to America, though they’d rarely been used. Times had changed, and humans just didn’t sacrifice virgins like they used to.

The mostly unused caverns were built to house humans who were brought among the monsters. Most contained a few restraint devices for when the humans got frisky, and Michael planned to put them to good use on a frisky human of his own.

Thinking of Jane bound to a stone platform by chains, legs spread, nipples hard from the cold stone against her soft flesh, her body spread open and his to use as he pleased, brought Michael’s cock to full hardness again.

Jane shifted as his cock grew hard inside her.

Unfortunately her shifting pressed her body weight onto Michael’s bladder. He manfully ignored it, cursing the useless human body with its tiny bladder. Another ten minutes passed before Michael couldn’t ignore it anymore.

He kissed Jane and rolled them over, pumping his hips a few times, so his cock slid in and out of her.

“I’ll be back,” he promised, kissing her flushed cheeks before slipping his cock out of her and darting to the bathroom.

It took longer than he would have like in the bathroom—especially since his erection refused to go all the way down and Michael wasn’t familiar enough with this body to know if pushing it down to pee was a good idea—and by the time he emerged, Jane had curled into a ball under the covers.

“Are you sleeping?” he asked as he climbed onto the bed. Now was not the time for sleeping. It might be the last time they’d have a human bed to use for sex, and Michael intended to make use of it.

“No,” she whispered. There was sadness in her voice.

“Why are you sad?” he asked, then, with alarm, “are you crying?”

“I’m not crying. I’m not sad. There are just…a lot of things to think about right now.”

“All I’m thinking about is you,” he said, throwing the covers to the end of the bed, exposing her nakedness.

He stroked her belly and thigh, coaxing her out of her ball so she lay flat on the bed. Her nipples were pebbled in the cool air, and Michael swooped in for a taste. Her nipples were firm and soft in his mouth. He teased them with his teeth, tugging gently.

Jane’s fingers were tangled in his hair, massaging his scalp.

He moved to her other nipple, toying with the first with his fingers. His other hand dipped between her legs, stroking her sex, dipping in to find…

…she was completely dry.

???

Michael lifted his head. “Jane?”

She petted his cheek. “I’m sorry. There’s just a lot on my mind right now. I’m not really in the mood.”

Your woman doesn’t desire you. You didn’t pleasure her well enough. She plans to leave you today. She is afraid of you and will leave you. She will find a human man, and he will fuck her and fuck her and fuck her…

Michael growled low in his chest.

Jane rolled her eyes. “Come on, Michael, I’m just not in the mood right now.”

“Finally we have a chance to have sex, and you are not in the mood?”

“We just had sex.”

“It was short. It didn’t count.”

“We both know that today is going to be…weird. I think maybe it would be better if we just eased off the sex,” Jane said as she wiggled out from under him. She jumped off the bed and headed for the bathroom.

Michael’s monster crawled beneath the surface of his skin, the bones of his wings pushing against the tattoo on his back. He reined his monster in. He would not lose control. Not now.

Michael jumped off the bed and grabbed Jane by the hips, pulling her back against his body. “I am not done with you yet.”

“Michael…”

“I think you’ve forgotten the rules. I think you’ve forgotten who you belong to.”

“For the next few hours,” Jane said, voice flat.

Her words stabbed into his heart. His mate didn’t want him.

“You. Are. Mine,” he ground out. He picked Jane up and threw her on the bed. He grabbed her wrists and jerked them over her head. “Mine.” He ran his hand from her neck, over her breasts, down her belly to her sex. He forced her legs apart and cupped her sex.

Jane’s eyes widened, and there was the faintest hint of moisture in her sex. Michael rumbled in pleasure. This thinking she was doing was clearly a bad idea, so he’d have to give her something else to concentrate on.

“You need to be punished for what you just did,” he said, watching her face for her reaction. She licked her lips. He tapped her sex with his palm, a light spanking, and she made a little sound.

He flicked her nipples and said, “Keep your legs spread so I can look at your pussy.”

She bit her lower lip, sucking it between her teeth, and Michael knew he had her.

He pressed his lips to hers, sucking her lip out of her mouth and into his. He toyed with her breasts and teased her sex. Soon she was wet, and Michael circled her clit with his fingertips, bringing her to orgasm.

Or, at least, that was the plan.

After fifteen minutes of clit play, her sex was dry again and she hadn’t come. Michael, utterly perplexed, lifted his head from her breasts and looked down at Jane.

She was crying.

Not good.

“I’m sorry,” she sobbed. “There’s just all this stuff going on in my head, and I want to have sex with you, I want it so much, but I thought it would be…easier, if we didn’t, so I said no, and then you did the whole masterful thing, which was hot, but there’s still all this stuff in my head, and I just can’t come, I just, I just…”

Jane was forced to stop by her need to inhale and Michael took advantage of that to kiss her and jump off the bed.

“Don’t move.”

He raced for the bathroom, grabbed the thing he’d been eyeing for the past week, and ran back to the bed, landing on it with a bounce.

He lay on his side and pulled Jane into his arms, so she was cuddled to him, their chests pressed together, her head resting on his arm. He pressed them together as securely as possible, offering her the comfort of touch. Her crying had stopped; she was silent but shivering. Michael laid his cheek to hers and listened to her breathing. If he concentrated he thought he could hear the beating of her heart too, the stead thrum of her blood moving. She was fragile, for all her courage and strength, and he had been rough with her. He couldn’t promise her not to be rough, because that was his way, but he could offer her these soft times.

After long peaceful minutes, Michael started stroking her back. Stroking her back turned into stroking her side, including the edge of her breast. Eventually he rolled her onto her back, keeping his arm beneath her head.

“Michael, I…”

“Shhh…”

He slipped his leg between hers, then draped one of her legs up over his thigh. He stroked her breasts and belly, her legs. His hand ventured farther south to her sex. He stroked her pussy, just petting it, then dipping in, each pass of his fingers pressing a little deeper. She was moist, but not madly aroused.

“Michael, I don’t think I can…”

“Trust me, Jane.”

He separated the lips of her sex, stroking the inner lips and her clit.

“Play with your breasts,” he coaxed, and Jane’s hands moved obediently to her own breasts. She stroked and flicked her breasts and nipples softly. Nothing they were doing was enough to bring her to orgasm, it was only enough to arouse her. But Michael had a plan.

Jane’s eyes fluttered closed, and Michael stopped playing with her pussy only long enough to reach behind himself and grab the thing he’d gotten in the bathroom. He pressed the tip to her clit, careful not to press the bristles too firmly against her.

A frown line appeared between Jane’s brows. “What is th—”

Michael flicked on the electric toothbrush.

“Aahhh!” Jane screamed. Every muscle in her body went tense, her torso curling up, her legs tensing in an attempt to close, an attempt thwarted by Michael’s leg between hers.

The bristles of the round head of the toothbrush pressed down on her clit, vibrating the bundle of nerves side to side. He pressed the bristles on the hood, not directly on her clit.

Jane’s head thrashed side to side, her lips pulled back from her teeth in a snarl, and she came, her lower belly clenched tight. The orgasm he’d ripped from her rippled from her body into his in waves. The smell of her sex perfumed the air.

With a growl, Michael threw away the toothbrush, forcing open her legs and settling between them. His cock, rock hard from the beautiful sight of his mate orgasming, was already dripping when he slammed into her. Jane’s body was tight, and he had to thrust hard, had to work his cock into her.

The penetration triggered another orgasm, and Jane reared up, sinking her teeth into his shoulder. Marking him as her mate.

Michael planted his elbows into the bed and thrust. He fucked her deep and hard. And endless chant of mine, my mate, mine echoed through his head as he fucked her. She was wrapped around him, her body dangling from his, as he fucked her. Her legs were tight around his hips, her nails digging into his back. When her fingertips raked his tattoo, his monster swelled to the surface of his human skin to taste her, to taste its mate.

Michael threw his head back as he came, pounding himself into her until his own muscles gave out.

They collapsed, Michael rolling to the side. His whole body was shaking with the force of what had just happened. He could feel her teeth marks in his shoulder.

Jane lay panting beside him, both of them too hot and sweaty to want to touch the other, but her hand crept across the bed, and she tangled her fingers with his.


Chapter Twenty-Five

“I’m ready.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes.”

“It’s not going to be what you think, Jane.”

“I know.” Jane shifted. She was sitting cross-legged on the couch. The coffee table was pushed against the wall, leaving the center of the living room clear for Michael, who stood naked before her. “You already told me that you all look different.”

Michael hung his head. “If you get…”

“If I get scared, I’ll go lock myself in the bedroom until you’ve changed back and tell me I can come out.” This part of the plan had been Jane’s idea.

“Right.”

“I’m ready,” she repeated, impatient to have it done with.

Change, change into a monster. Mend my broken heart by making it impossible for me to love you.

“Look away while I change,” he commanded.

Oh God, here we go.

Jane covered her eyes with her hands, her stomach, already knotted with anxiety, rolling with nausea at the disgusting sounds that ensued. There were pops and squelchy rips, cracking and tearing noises. Finally, silence, broken by a shushing noise, like paper rubbing together.

Wings.

With her broken heart exposed on her sleeve, Jane opened her eyes.

!!

Holy. Crap.

“Holy crap,” Jane whispered. “Holy fucking crap.” Not normally vulgar, unless with her girls, that was the most articulate thing Jane could think of. She climbed off the couch and went to Michael, petting his wing.

“Are you…frightened?” he asked, voice both lower that normal and more melodious.

“Nope.”

“Are you… having a mental breakdown and coming to realize that your whole world view has changed and your religious illusions are forever shattered?”

“What?”

“Er…that’s what normally happens.”

“I need to sit.” Jane retreated to her seat on the couch and looked at Michael. Her angel.

Literally.

His wings spanned her living room, the long feathers downy white. His skin had turned from tan to a beautiful pearl and silver. His body was shaped close to that of a human, except huge. His head nearly touched the eight-foot ceiling. His penis was huge.

His eyes were flaming blue and filled with lightning, his hair long and silver.

“You’re an angel.”

“Ugh. I hate that word.”

“So when people claim to have seen angels …”

“Yep.”

“Oh, oh wow,” Jane said, mind reeling with the implications. “Err…do you take orders from God?”

“No.”

“Is there a God?”

“How would I know?”

“Just checking.”

She couldn’t believe this. All his secrecy, all his refusal to talk about what he was… She’d assumed it was because he was particularly hideous, when in reality he was beautiful. She could see why he wouldn’t want to talk about it. The implications were staggering. This was definitely not something they would be addressing in the movie.

“I’m sorry I pushed, I can understand why you don’t talk about how you look.”

Michael cocked his head to look at her. “You’re…okay?”

“What did you expect?”

“Maybe crying, maybe throwing things.”

“Why would I throw things?”

“I dunno, but Lena threw things at Luke.”

“Got it.”

The shock was wearing off, and Jane couldn’t help the smile that had started to spread across her face. She’d fallen in love, not with a monster, but with an angel. Now her fears wouldn’t prevent them from being together…

But he didn’t love her. That would prevent them from being together.

To cover her sudden distress, Jane got up and approached him. “May I?” she asked.

“Yes.”

She stroked Michael’s belly, the skin rubbery under her fingertips. Up close she could see other differences. His skin was not a single color, but a sort of marbled pattern of pearl and silver. There were long ivory spikes protruding from the tips of his wings, and his hands, each with only three fingers, were tipped with claws.

She picked up his hand, examining the claws, which lengthened.

“Retractable,” he said with a grin that revealed very sharp teeth.

He scooped Jane up, cradling her in his arms. Jane felt very small. He beat his wings once. “Want to go flying?”

“You can take me?” Maybe up in the cool blue sky she could forget her very broken heart.

“Yeah, I—”

The doorknob rattled, then screeched as it was broken. The door opened, and a monster walked in. Jane screamed. All she could see were bat-like cobalt blue wings and gold talons.

“Ready to go?” a melodious voice asked.

“Almost,” Michael confirmed.

“M-M-Monster,” Jane stammered.

“Runako is here to help,” Michael said soothingly.

“H-Help?”

Michael turned and lifted his wing so that she couldn’t see the other monster. Jane looked up at him with wide eyes.

“Jane… I know you do not want a monster. And maybe you deserve more, but you are mine. You are my mate. I know that you need time to…to understand this. So I’m going to take you away, to a nice cave. It will be just us, and once you have come to accept me as your mate, we will return.”

He smiled, all charm.

Jane opened and closed her mouth like a guppy fish.

“Mate? I’m your mate? That means you, like, love me and stuff?” she stammered.

“Love is a pale word for what I feel. I more than love you. You are my mate. I would die for you, would kill to protect you. I want to be with your every day between now and the end of things.”

“You love me?”

“Yes.”

“Michael!” Jane threw her arms around his neck and kissed his hot skin. “Oh, Michael, my love! Why didn’t you say anything? My heart has been breaking these past few days.”

“You…you love me? You want me as your mate?”

“Of course!”

Michael blinked in surprise and then grinned, which was a tad frightening. He threw his head back and laughed in triumph. He beat his wings, lifting them off the ground. His head promptly smacked the ceiling.

“Ow.”

Jane laughed and rubbed his head. “Why didn’t you say something?”

“I couldn’t, not until I’d shown you my true form. If you loved me why didn’t you say something?”

“You said all you wanted was sex.”

“I said that because I was scared of finding a mate.”

He was scared of commitment and falling in love. Huh. Not exactly a news flash into the male psyche.

“Well I fell in love with you, even though I knew it was nothing but sex. Even though I told myself not to because you were a scary monster. I fell in love with you. I love you.”

“I love you too, my mate.”

They kissed, Jane closing her eyes, then opening them, letting herself feel the differences and similarities between kissing this form and the other.

“Does this mean you aren’t using the cave?” Runako asked.

Michael broke the kiss. “I don’t need it. Get one of the other females and take her there. Human women are fun.”

Runako cocked his head to the side. “That Margo is fun. I’ll kidnap her instead.” Runako tugged the broken door back into place, his thundering footsteps fading away.

“Good idea,” Michael said.

“No, bad idea, bad idea,” Jane said as Michael carried her to towards the bedroom. She really needed to find her phone and warn Margo. But then Michael, unable to get through the doorway, set her down and changed back to his human form. This time Jane watched as his wings curled in and shrank into his back, his skin brightened to gold and the lightning faded from his eyes.

She traced the tattoo on his back.

“Ahhh,” Michael moaned. “When you do that I can feel it on my monster body.”

“So that’s why…”

“Yes.”

“So if I were to…” Jane slipped around to his back and licked and sucked the tattoo.

Michael spun around and kissed her.

“I love you,” she said.

“You are my mate, I love you,” he replied, lightning flashing in his eyes.

They never made it to the bed. They had sex on the floor.
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When monsters need a makeover, they head for the one place that can make it happen. Hollywood.

 

Lights, Camera…Monsters

© 2008 Lila Dubois

 

Luke is desperate to save his people. A lifetime of sneaking in to human houses and watching movies has convinced him that if he can make a great movie about monsters, humanity will change its opinion of them. With his friends at his side, all in shiny new human bodies, Luke heads for Tinsel Town.

A rising Hollywood producer, all-business Lena knows a good story when she sees it. Luke? He’s just another amateur who wants to get famous. But Luke’s too gorgeous to pass up. And there’s something vulnerable about him that leads her to throw caution to the wind and invite him to dinner.

One night of incredible sex later, Lena wakes up next to the surprise of her life. She’s sleeping next to a monster. Literally.

Appearances aside, she finds herself wanting to help Luke save his people. But they’ve got more to worry about than just human prejudice.

Some of the monsters would rather stay in the closet—and to make them all stay there, they’re willing to kill.

 

Book One of the Monsters in Hollywood series.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Lights, Camera…Monsters:

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

“Do you think she does?” Luke asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 

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

“Lena, I’m sorry, there was traffic.”

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

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

“Tequila?” she asked.

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

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

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

“Uh, near the port.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Hugo’s?”

“Oh, uh, yeah.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


What's a werewolf to do when she finds her soul mate…twice?

 

Total Eclipse of the Heart

© 2008 Crystal Jordan

 

An In the Heat of the Night story.

 

In a world where all magical creatures are out of the closet, Rachel and Jerrod’s bar, Eclipse, is still considered unconventional. Under the uneasy eye of their werewolf pack elders, Eclipse is the culmination of a dream—neutral territory for weres, vampires, and everything else that goes bump in the night.

That’s not all that’s out of the ordinary. Though Rachel has been faithfully mated to Jerrod for five years, she suppresses a lingering longing for multiple partners—both male and female. And when Lena walks into the bar one night, Rachel’s carefully balanced world turns inside out.

Lena senses Rachel is her mate, and nothing will stop her from claiming what’s hers. Not even the fact that no werewolf has ever had two mates at the same time. Rachel is terrified, not only of her love for Lena, but also of hurting and losing Jerrod.

His possible reaction is not her only worry. The council could use her transgression to destroy their dream—by closing down Eclipse for good.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Total Eclipse of the Heart:

My hand shook as I slid a frosty glass and a bottle of Corona onto a small round table. Unease wound through me, and I didn’t know why. The feeling skittered up my back and made my skin crawl. I knew this feeling, but I couldn’t place it. Some instinct within me was kicking into high gear and I was drawing a big fat blank as to what I was supposed to be getting. It was damned annoying, and inconvenient. I woke this morning to a lead ball in my stomach, and it had only gotten worse all day. I’d done everything I could to ignore it, to hide it from Jerrod, but it hadn’t helped.

“Thanks, Rachel.”

“No problem.” I tucked my hair behind my ear and flicked another glance around the bar. The place was packed, but that was normal. Everything appeared…normal. So why couldn’t I shake this feeling? I rolled my shoulders to try and ease the tension.

Fifteen more minutes and I’d be off for the night. I could drag Jerrod upstairs to our big apartment and let him screw my brains out. I’d wake tomorrow and everything would be fine. It had to be or I was going to go nuts. Rubbing my temple, I tried to massage away a headache that began to form.

“It hurts because you’re fighting it.”

The woman’s voice had a whiskey kick to it, soft and rough at the same time. I spun to face her, needing to see the person attached to that voice. Werewolf definitely, I could smell the wolf on her. She had the smoothest cocoa skin I’d ever seen. Her black hair fell in a riot of curls around her face and emphasized her ebony eyes. They were fathomless, beautiful. They drew me in, and I stepped toward her. Our gazes locked, heated and my heart lurched. All the instincts I’d been suppressing today jumped up to bite me in the ass. Something snapped inside my chest, some deep pull of recognition.

Mate.

“No,” I gasped the word, stumbling back and lifting my tray like it was a shield. Shock roared through me. My heart squeezed, and I couldn’t breathe. Oh God. Oh. God.

“Yes.” Possession flashed hot in her gaze. “I’m Lena.” She stepped forward, reaching for me.

And I wanted her to touch me, stroke me. Lust twisted inside me, fire licking my veins. No. I turned and fled for the stockroom. Jerrod would kill me. How could this happen? Was it even possible? I’d heard of werewolves having two mates in one lifetime before, but after the first mate died, not at the same time. No one would believe this was possible, especially not other werewolves. But, there was no denying what I felt. It was just like the first time I’d met Jerrod, the instantaneous kick to the heart and loin. Everything inside me wanted her. To know her, to love her, to possess her.

“Oh God,” I breathed. My stomach pitched, and my palms grew slick. Clamping a hand over my mouth, I fought back the need to vomit. What was I going to do? I couldn’t lose Jerrod. Infidelity was unheard of among my kind. Matings were for life, forever. Jerrod was my mate, my everything. A soul mate fashioned just for me.

So was Lena.

Stomping down on the inner voice, I leaned against the wall and bent to stick my head between my knees. My heart hammered against my ribs as all the blood rushed to my head. I just needed to breathe, to think clearly.

Being bisexual, I never thought I’d have just one person forever, but life was full of surprises. And Jerrod was the best thing that had ever happened to me. I couldn’t fuck this up. Fisting my fingers in my hair, I pressed on my skull in an attempt to ease the shrieking pain. The need to mate was there, ripping into me with the fierce jaws of the wolf within.

I sucked in a deep breath and pulled Lena’s scent to me. Somehow, I already knew it. It was imbedded in my psyche already, just like Jerrod’s. Just her smell was enough to make me want, make me wet. The muscles in my thighs locked, shaking with the need to go to her. Tears pressed against my lids. Jerrod. Where was he? I needed his steady strength. But Lena was out there, between me and my mate.

The door to the stockroom swung open and then closed with a solid thunk.

It was her. Lena. I didn’t need to look up to know. My instincts cried out in recognition, rioting within me. My nipples tightened, my pussy dampening with the hot need to claim and be claimed. No. Please, no. I dug my nails into my scalp, welcoming the pain. Anything to distract me from the pulsing want clawing at my flesh.

“Why do you run?”

My mind scrabbled for any excuse to make her leave. “You can’t be in here. Staff only.”

The heat from her body enveloped me as she stepped closer. I snapped upright, pressing my back against the wall. There was no escape. I couldn’t get away. I didn’t want to. My breath panted out, logic and instinct warring inside me. I closed my eyes, trying to shut out the inevitable.

“Rachel.” Her breath fanned against my ear.

I moaned. The sound of my name in that husky voice made my body ache with lust. “How do you know my name?”

“That’s what the men you served called you, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“Yesssss.” She flicked her tongue against my neck.

I shuddered, molten heat rolling through me. I was so wet I couldn’t stand it. My legs felt too weak to hold me up. I tilted my head back, swallowing hard. My breath bellowed out.

Her hand lifted to cover my breast, tweaking the tight nipple. A soft cry ripped from my throat. I arched into her caress, lust clouding my mind. Nothing mattered right now but the mating ritual, taking what was mine. I needed it—her. Now.

Jerrod’s face flashed through my mind. I couldn’t do this. I couldn’t hurt him that way. I couldn’t.


A night of brutality destroyed her innocence…can the love of two people heal her wounded spirit?

 

Bound by Steel

© 2008 Kirsten Saell

 

An Emissaries of Belthalas story.

 

“I’ve been thinking about Kaela…” 

There they are—the words that lead Gil to suspect his wife Lianon is falling in love with Kaela, the beautiful, traumatized young woman they rescued from certain death six months ago. Gil has no idea how to compete with a woman for his wife’s affections, and part of him ceases to care as Kaela begins to work her way under his skin.

Kaela’s sweet innocence fills a chasm in Lianon’s soul she hadn’t even realized was there. As she gently helps Kaela rebuild her shattered confidence, Lianon begins to believe healing the young woman’s wounded spirit could be the key to wholeness for all three of them. If Gil agrees to follow her lead and help Kaela discover her own feminine power.

But even as they all succumb to their growing desire, Gil and Lianon are drawn against their will back into the intrigues and vendettas of Belthalas’ elite. With Lianon’s life at stake, Gil must weave a dangerous path between one adversary’s ambition and another’s lust for vengeance.

Success will save Lianon…but could cost them Kaela.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Bound by Steel:

“So have you worked for the chancellor before?” Lianon asked, dipping a dampened cloth in a bowl of menthol and soda and lifting it to her mouth.

“The old one, yes,” Gil said, loosening the laces at the neck of his shirt. “Fat old bastard with a sick sense of humor. I don’t know about this new fellow, though. He’s only been in office a few months. Take off your clothes.”

Lianon’s stomach flipped over. His tone hadn’t changed in the slightest—gods, he wasn’t even looking at her—but at his words her heart started to kick against her ribs. She gave her teeth one last scrub and set her cloth down. Slowly, she turned to face him.

“Do it quickly, would you?” he said lightly, his eyes finally coming to rest on her. The heat in them turned her knees to water. Without a word, she began to work her laces loose and pulled her shirt off over her head. His gaze fastened on her breasts, too small to really warrant binding of any sort, but his favorite part of her body, she knew. Smiling to herself, she drew her fingers across her pebbling nipples to tease him. One glance told her his cock was hard and straining against the confinement of his clothes.

“Trousers,” he said, no lightness left in his voice now. He tugged his shirt free of his waistband and began to work it up his torso, but seemed reluctant to disrupt his view long enough to pull it off over his head. Smiling wider, Lianon unbuttoned her trousers and untied the drawstring of her drawers, and let them slide down her legs to rumple at her feet. Slowly she lifted one bare foot free, then the other.

His throat-knot worked visibly as he swallowed. “Every day I forget how beautiful you are,” he whispered. “Get on the bed.”

She obeyed the letter of his command, if not the spirit, sitting primly on the edge of the mattress with her knees together, grinning up at him. “Kiss me.”

His answering grin was wolfish, and he dragged his shirt the rest of the way off. “Open your legs, and I will, love.”

Her belly tightened, her nipples were aching points, and the place between her legs throbbed with awareness. Gods, she was on fire and he hadn’t even touched her yet. Glancing slyly up at him, she opened her legs a hand’s breadth. He dropped to his knees in front of her, reaching up to cup the back of her head and draw her to him. His lips toyed with hers, his tongue flitting between them. Her own joined his, chasing and playing until she was filled with his taste, salt and wine and an undercurrent of earthiness that was just him. His other hand crept up her torso and began to tug on her nipple, twisting and plucking, each touch sending a bolt of pleasure snaking down to her pussy.

“Wider,” he muttered against her lips. “Wide so I can put my mouth where you want it. Wide so I can push my tongue all the way inside you.”

Gods, that he could say such things and not even blush. She inched her legs another notch apart.

His lips left hers and kissed a path down her throat, pausing briefly on her collarbone before taking her nipple in his mouth. He sucked hard, his tongue flicking over the already rock-hard bead and she couldn’t suppress a moan as the pleasure hovered briefly toward the edge of pain.

“Wider,” he insisted. He pulled back and stared down at what he could see of her sex, his eyes dark and his face set. His chest was heaving, and she thought of teasing him a bit more. “I want to see your cunt. Show it to me, Lianon.”

All thought of teasing fled. Her sex was pulsating, her clit a straining, yearning bud that needed to be touched. Slowly she lowered her back to the mattress and spread her legs. Wide. She was as flexible as an acrobat, and by the time she reached her limit, her pussy was open to him like the petals of a freshly cut orchid. The cool air of their bedroom kissed her slick, heated folds. His gaze fixed on her swollen nether lips and he leaned in, his hands coming to rest on her inner thighs. Dipping his head close, parting her inner labia with his thumbs, he blew a stream of air across her, then licked her slowly from opening to clit. Her whole body jerked as his tongue hooked under the hood of her nub and wiggled, sending delicious ripples of sensation all the way to her toes.

She grabbed his head with one hand, her fingers tunneling through his dark waves, and tried to pull him closer, but he would have none of it.

“Greedy wench,” he scolded. “It’s bad manners to wolf down a meal.” His tongue slipped back between her folds, circling her clit. “A gentleman should take his time.” He sucked the hard nub into his mouth and nipped it with his teeth, and she bit her lip to keep from screaming as the walls of her cunt tingled and wept. “Savor.” God help her, he was savoring, shoving his tongue up into her channel and lapping up her juices.

She thrust herself toward him, scooting her bottom right to the edge of the mattress, but he only chuckled. Pulling his mouth away, he smiled up at her, his lips and whiskers glistening. “Such eagerness is hardly becoming in a lady.”

Gods, he could be infuriating! “Gil, please, god, just put your mouth on me. Make me come all over it. Please.”

He grinned from one ear to the other. “You ask so nicely,” he praised, then dove back in in earnest. Pressing his whole mouth onto her sex, he sucked and licked and teased and flicked and swirled and bit until she was writhing and bucking and moaning. She couldn’t control her movements, couldn’t control her breath. Inside she was coiling like a spring, tighter and tighter. Her clit was as hard as a pebble, standing straight up, and his tongue lashed at it, over and over. Every touch added to the pressure building just inside the swelling, seeping walls of her cunt, and she knew he was purposely keeping her just at the threshold, damn him.

Opening her eyes, she looked down at him as his mouth worked her pussy. His gaze was almost worshipful as his eyes met hers. She felt her throat start to close at the sight, at the understanding that he was hers and always would be, and the light of the candles began to fragment amid a haze of tears. Blinking rapidly, she made herself look away.

And saw Kaela standing in the part-open doorway, peering in, her face a combination of horror and fascination. Her eyes met Lianon’s and held, widening at having been caught peeking. But Lianon wasn’t angry or embarrassed. God, no. The other woman’s gaze on her was like pitch poured on a flame. Lianon’s stomach clenched, her pussy began to pulse and without taking her eyes from Kaela’s she was coming.

“Ahhhhh, god, Gil!” she hissed between her teeth, her hand pressing his face hard against her as her cunt spasmed and wept. And the bastard just pushed two fingers up into her and began to stroke the bundle of nerves on the upper wall of her channel, even as he sucked her clit into his mouth once more. Before the first orgasm had time to dissipate, she was plunged into another harder one. A high, keening wail reached her ears. In burgeoning mortification, she realized it was her own voice, a long, wordless cry of agonized pleasure.

In the doorway, Kaela watched silently, her face flushed a becoming pink, her lips parted on swift breaths, one hand raised to touch her scar as if to anchor herself in reality. Lianon saw her through a haze of pleasure that threatened to engulf her, to wring the life right out of her and leave her a limp and wasted scrap of flesh.

Gil stood and stripped off his trousers. Lianon’s gaze briefly left Kaela’s to smile up at him. His cock sprang free, pointing skyward, bedewed with a pearlescent droplet of fluid. Reaching up, she pulled him close as he settled between her legs and thrust. She felt her body mold itself to the shape of him, as if his cock belonged inside her, as if she carried the precise contours of him in her female flesh. His mouth seared a path from her throat to her shoulder, then his teeth sank gently into the rounded muscle there as his rhythm increased. Her gaze lifted to the door again.

Kaela was gone
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