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Dedication

To the girls at International Heat. Thanks for your advice on monster cocks.


Chapter One

He waited in the shadows, still and silent, a part of the deepening night. She did not see him because people do not, will not, see the monster. She was one of the few who knew monsters were real, but did not see him until it was too late.

Too late came the moment he got his claws on her. She was not a little girl, but compared to his massive claw-tipped hands her waist was tiny.

Margo drew in a startled gasp. The kind movie heroines took before they fainted.

But Margo had no aspirations to star on the silver screen, and her response was indicative of who, and what, she was.

She hauled back and punched him in the nose. At least, it would have been the nose, if he weren’t over eight feet tall. The monster had black skin and huge bat-like wings covered in a cobalt membrane. The talons on the end of his three-fingered hands were gold, glinting dully in the moonlight.

“You try to hurt me?” Runako grumbled in surprise.

“Runako.” The name was an accusation on her lips. Margo shook out her hand and looked up and up into the face of the monster.

“You know me. Good.”

 

Fat chance she’d forget someone, something, like Runako. As a monster he radiated danger, and when he was a human he had chocolate skin and the banging body of a running back.

Recovering from her shock, Margo realized the only reason he would be lying in wait for her in the darkest corner of a parking lot would be if something had gone wrong, terribly wrong.

“¿Qué sucedió? What’s wrong?”

“Wrong?” Runako flexed his fingers, and Margo’s breath left in a woosh as he squeezed her. “Nothing is wrong.”

“Then why are you here?” Margo asked, attempting to pry his fingers, er, claws from her. Not that she wasn’t interested in getting grabby with Runako—preferably in his human body, but there was a time and place for everything. Besides, she always liked to initiate the grabbing.

“I’m here for you,” he replied.

Margo looked up, slowly. He was here for her? That sounded so dirty. Tramp, she accused herself.

“What do you want with me?” Margo asked, voice gone husky.

“With you? I would like to have sex with you.”

Yes, please! Still, meeting in a dark parking lot was hardly romantic. Where was the wine, the chocolates? Okay she’d settle for a vodka shot and tacos, but it was the principle of the thing.

“So you’re here to…what?” she asked, grunting as she redoubled her efforts to pry his fingers away.

“I’m going to kidnap you.”

Margo laughed. “Nice one.”

Runako didn’t laugh.

“Let me go,” Margo demanded, a bit worried. She might have to punch him again.

“No.”

“I said let me go.”

“But I want you. And you are not strong enough to free yourself.”

“I said. Let. Me. Go. Déjeme ir.”

“I am taking you away.”

“Like hell. Where?”

“To the Captive Caves.”

“The Captive… Oh hell no. What kind of dumb-ass idea is this?”

“It was Michael’s idea. He was going to keep Jane in bondage in one of the caves.”

“Did he hurt Jane? Did he fucking hurt her? I will kill him. They will never find all the pieces of his body. Él es muerto. And if you helped him hurt her you are fucking dead too. I’ll get my gun. I bet you bastards aren’t bulletproof—”

“You are loyal, and willing to fight to protect those you love,” Runako said, lifting Margo off the ground. “I thought humans only hunted for the sport of it.”

“Where’s Jane? Where is she?” Margo squeaked, toes kicking at Runako, who ignored her. Nobody had picked her up since she was in kindergarten.

“She is with Michael. She agreed to be his mate, so he no longer needed to keep her in bondage.” Runako shifted his hold, flipping Margo so that he held her draped over his muscled arms. He unfurled his wings with a sound like canvas snapping in a breeze.

“What are you doing?” Margo demanded.

“Since the cave is available, I am taking you there, to keep you in bondage.”

And for the first time in her life, Margo was utterly speechless.


Chapter Two

He had to drug her. He chose to think of it as drugging, rather than poisoning. Really he had no choice. Margo insisted on shaking and screaming as he brought them into the sky. She first tried to fight free, and then clung to him as they climbed in altitude. He had no problem with Margo clinging to him—it felt good—but when she reached over his shoulder and grabbed one of his wings Runako was forced to prevent her from sending them both spiraling from the sky.

Runako shifted Margo until he held her against his chest. She tucked her head into his neck, and a rush of protectiveness overtook him.

Runako flexed his free hand, and a poison-tipped bard slid from a sheath in his forearm. He brought the barb to his mouth and licked the tip. With a trace of poison on his tongue Runako grazed Margo slightly. She lifted her face, and Runako could smell her spike in fear. He extended his tongue, stroking it along the pale column of her neck, where the skin was thin.

Margo flinched away. In the next second she shuddered, her dangling legs jerking uncontrollably as the poison slipped into her body and forced her into unconsciousness. There was a terrifying moment in which he’d worried he’d given too much. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d almost accidentally killed a human, but, even over the sounds of rushing air, he could hear the beat of her heart and the steady rise and fall of her breath.

Runako bared his teeth in pleasure. He did not have a high opinion of humans, but this one was something special, and now…she was his.

 

Runako flew all night. As they left the temperate air of the West Coast and rose over the high-peaked mountains of the Rockies ice began to form on his wings. Runako did not let this stop him. He pulled Margo closer in to his chest and willed a bubble of heat to surround her body. She was light in his arms, though he knew her to be larger than other human women by visible comparisons.

As he pushed on, flying for the remote mountains where the Monsters had made their home, Runako considered how greatly his world had changed. After his sister’s death Runako could not stand the sight of a human, could barely stand the sight of his own people.

Chevo and…no, he should use their human names, as that is what they went by now. Luke, Michael and Henry had decided to deal with the ever-growing problem of humans, and their expanding world, by making friends with them. Still fresh from the grief of losing his sister Runako could not imagine anything so horrible as to make friends with the humans who had murdered her.

Luke, Michael and Henry had always been fascinated by the humans, and had convinced everyone that there was a way to change the human’s opinion of monsters. Runako ignored them—sure nothing would come of their asinine plan—until the Counsel gave them leave to go to Los Angeles.

Runako, angry and afraid, followed them to Los Angeles. Rather than scaring humans off he’d found himself drawn into their world and the circle of human women Luke had recruited to help them. He would always remember waking to find Margo holding ice to his face where a lump was forming after Luke had punched him.

Humans were not what he’d thought they were, though he still felt it was naive of the others to dismiss the brutal base nature of humanity.

Runako’s senses flared as he passed over the hidden homes of the Monsters, but he continued past those, heading for the Captive Caves.

They began their descent, and Margo stirred in his arms. Runako shifted his wings, blunting them to the air as he slowed their descent and landed on a lip of rock. Bending low he ducked under an overhang that served to protect the opening of the cave from the snow.

It was slow going, with his towering height, but he tucked his wings tight to his back and made sure Margo’s arms and legs did not scrape the walls. The entrance to the cave was narrow, like the neck of a bottle, and twisted and turned. Though it was pitch dark Runako had no problem finding his way. He’d been in and out of this cave many times in the past week as he’d prepared it for Michael.

But now the cave was his, and the captive woman inside was his also.

Runako laid Margo down on a wide stone altar. She wore those odd-looking shoes. What did they call them? High heels. He removed the shoes, carefully plucking them off with his talons. The shoes made it look as though she had spikes on the bottom of her feet. He frowned at the faint lines the shoes left.

He went to rub them, but his hands and talons were too big to deal with her delicate limbs.

Runako stepped back and drew on a spell he could feel pulsing just under his breastbone. His wings folded in, his bones shrinking. He shrank, his true form disappearing into the body of a human man. Runako rolled his shoulders. This body felt strange, though not as bad as it once had. He would always prefer his true body, but it was too bulky when dealing with humans.

And he planned to deal, extensively, with Margo.

Runako stepped up to the stone altar where Margo lay. Her long dark hair partially covered her face. Runako brushed it aside, and she stirred faintly. He ran his hand down her body, keeping an inch of air between his hand and her. He stroked the top of her bare feet then reached for the chain and manacle that dangled from the side of the stone altar.

He lifted the cuff, which was shiny from the cleaning he’d given it a few days ago, and locked it in place around her ankle.


Chapter Three

Margo woke with an aching head, stuffy nose and sore throat. She scrubbed her hands over her face and groaned. She was coming down with a cold, or was she massively hung over. Last night was a bit fuzzy. She remembered leaving the office late and then…nothing.

She must have gone over to Cali’s and tied one on, making this a hangover. In desperate want of aspirin Margo sat up. Chain clanked.

Wait, what?

Margo cautiously opened one eye. Rather than her tastefully decorated bedroom in the cute little guesthouse she called home, Margo was looking at stone walls.

“This is bad.”

Margo stared down at the heavy metal cuff around her left ankle. It took a minute to process. Margo touched the cuff. Yep, it was there.

“Oh hell no.”

Margo looked around. The cave had curving walls, a slightly uneven floor, and huge metal oil-filled bowls from which fire flared.

She looked at the cuff again. The memory of a massive shape, darker than shadows, filled her mind.

“Runako,” she whispered.

“Yes?”

He came around a corner, appearing from the hidden inner depths of the cave. A million sharp comments died on her lips. All she could think was…yum.

Runako was dressed in a pair of dark grey slacks and a white button-down shirt. The shirt was open, the tails dangling and the gap showed off his truly incredible pecs and six-pack abs. The shirt looked startlingly white against his dark skin. His short hair was tight to his head, revealing the perfect curve of his skull.

“How do you feel?” he asked, walking across the cave towards her. His stride was unhurried, more of a stalk than a walk.

“You kidnapped me.”

“I did.”

“You can’t do that.”

Runako raised one brow, James Bond style. “I just did.”

“Point taken.” Margo crossed her arms. “I thought you were trying to fit in with the humans? Humans don’t usually kidnap each other.”

“Luke, Michael and Henry want to fit in.”

“What do you want?”

“I want to be safe. I want my people to be safe.” Runako looked away, his fingers curling into fists. Margo’s heart lurched in sympathy. “I’ll deal with the humans. Whatever happens.”

Well that sounded ominous. Margo, who had felt mostly annoyed and not truly afraid, started to worry. Of all the Monsters she knew—a whopping total of four—Runako was the most dangerous.

“And kidnapping me means what?”

“You…you’re just for pleasure.” Runako rested his hip on the stone slab where she sat. He reached for her, and Margo slapped his hand away.

“I’m not some blow-up doll.” Her fear disappeared under a swell of righteous anger. “And you’re out of your fucking mind if you think I’m going to sleep with you.”

“Who said sleep?”

“I’m not going to have sex with you.”

“Why not? You want me. I can tell.” Runako looked directly at her, all of his attention focused on her. It was as if she were the most intriguing person in the world.

Margo looked away so she wouldn’t fall under the spell of his eyes. She looked down at her ankle and her ire flared. “You’re a…a…”

“Monster?”

Margo narrowed her eyes at him. “No, you’re not a monster. Monsters are delightful, thoughtful creatures. You’re a jerk. A bully.”

“You are truly angry,” he said, leaning back in surprise.

“You think?”

“But you want me, I know it. I can feel it.” He reached for her again, and this time when she tried to knock his hand away he caught her wrist.

“I want lots of things, doesn’t mean I always get them,” Margo said.

“You should, you deserve the things you want.” He lifted her captive hand to his lips and kissed it.

Margo’s heart (traitor!) fluttered. “You…you. I. Um. Oh fuck it.”

Margo grabbed Runako’s head and kissed him. He was beautiful, and he wanted her. It was probably a sign of her poor mental health that Margo found this very screwy situation increasingly arousing. No one had ever wanted her enough to kidnap her before.

Runako, after a moment of surprise, joined her in the kiss. His hand slid into her hair, cradling the back of her head. Margo opened her lips, and his tongue slid into her mouth. Margo nipped him, and Runako answered with a growl she could feel as much as hear.

Margo pulled away. She kept her eyes closed, savoring the flavor of this kiss.

“You’re beautiful,” Runako said.

“Don’t say that. You’re going to make this much harder.”

“What?”

Margo opened her eyes. “That was fun, and I’m really flattered, but this is ridiculous. You have to take me home.”

Runako pushed himself up, his face hard and smooth. “You don’t seem to understand.”

“I understand fine. Take me home.”

“No.”

“What do you mean no? Cute trick, but come on. You can’t be serious.”

“I am. I want you here, and I will keep you here,” Runako said, completely calm.

“This is kidnapping, this is rape,” Margo stuttered out. She’d told him what to do and he’d refused. She was a little confused as to how to continue. Usually, when confronted by her, people caved and gave her what she wanted.

“You are willing. You kissed me.”

“So what? It was a fucking kiss!” Margo yelped, voice rising.

“You’re mine. I’m keeping you.”

“You can’t do that.” Margo shifted to her knees, throwing her arms up in the air as she protested. It was like arguing with a rock. “You can’t just take someone and, and keep them.”

Runako looked her up and down and said, “I just did.”

With that he turned and walked away, disappearing to the same place he’d come from.

Margo fumed. She pouted. She dug through her purse, which was draped across her chest, found a granola bar and ate it. Runako stayed away.

This was ridiculous. Completely ridiculous. She’d been minding her own business, on her way home from work, and Runako thought he could just drop in on her and kidnap her? The man had some learning to do before he fit in with humans.

Margo tried Caling Jane for the hundredth time, but her cell phone still had no service. The battery was dying, so she turned it off and stuffed it in her purse.

The past few months had been surreal. She could clearly remember the day Lena had called them over to her apartment and told them that they were about to see something amazing. Lena had brought out Luke, who, along with his friends Michael and Henry, had shown up at Calypso Productions one day, looking for a movie deal. They—Margo and the other girls who owned Calypso—had dismissed them—assuming they were pretty-boys looking to make it in Hollywood—but Lena had gone to dinner with Luke.

Margo had known that Lena was taking Luke out solely because she thought he was hot. Luke was hot, no doubt about it, but Margo hadn’t worried. Calypso Productions was their baby. Lena, Jane, Cali, Akta and herself had started the production company a couple years after they graduated from Cinema School. They’d gone their separate ways after college, while remaining friends, and when they reached the appropriate levels in their respective fields they’d all quit their jobs and thrown everything they had into the company.

Because of that, Margo knew Lena wouldn’t be swayed by a pretty face and drag Calypso into a go-nowhere project. She’d been surprised when Lena called them over and said Luke had something to show them. But then Luke had turned from a hot Native American guy into an eight-foot-tall Monster with bat wings and horns.

Lena had explained what they needed—a movie so awesome it would catch the imagination of the world and change popular opinion about monsters. The Monsters could not stay in hiding much longer. The world was shrinking and Monster-human confrontations were growing more frequent. Luke and his friends hoped to avoid a war, by first revealing the truth about Monsters to the humans in the form of a movie. Once the movie was a worldwide success they would reveal that the movie was fact not fiction.

Runako had been the bad guy, though he had been quickly won over to their side.

She remembered the way she’d first seen Runako. He’d been battling with Luke, both of them in their Monster bodies. There’d been something savage in their battle, a kind of primal beauty, like lions ripping at each other. And when the fight was done the terrifying blue-winged monster turned into one of the hottest black guys Margo had ever seen.

This was ridiculous. Runako couldn’t just…kidnap her. She had work to do, work to do that would benefit him.

“Runako. Come here.”

Runako, wearing only slacks, appeared. In the flickering firelight Margo could just make out the dark band of tattoos around his right bicep. The tattoo was actually a manifestation of the spell that allowed him to flip back and forth between bodies.

“Are you ready?” he asked, voice like whiskey and velvet.

“I’m ready to go home.”

“I’m not returning you.”

“You have to.”

“Why?” Runako stalked forward again. “Why do I have to?”

“Because I said so. Because I asked you to.”

“You can go if you can get away,” he said with a savage smile.

“That’s…that’s barbaric.” The calm Margo had found during her wait disappeared. “This is felony kidnapping. You have to take me home.”

Runako leapt across the cave and planted his hands on either side of her. “Make. Me.”

Margo kissed him again. This was not going according to plan. The kiss was probably a mistake.

But what a mistake it was. Runako cupped the back of her head and savaged her mouth, sucking her lower lip into his mouth and biting it. Margo jerked back, gasping for air, and Runako kissed and nipped his way down her neck.

“Ahh, yes, now right behind my ear. Madre de Dios. Oh that’s good.”

“You talk,” he said, kissing his way across her jaw to take her lips. “I like it,” he murmured before taking her lips in a ravaging kiss.

Margo slid her hands along his chest and belly. He was cut. Physical male perfection. She jerked her lips from his and tilted her head back. Runako took the hint and paid attention to her neck. Margo shuddered in pleasure when he licked the spot below her ear.

“You are so hot,” she murmured, running her fingers over his muscled shoulders to his equally muscled back. His shoulders were wide and strong. She actually felt petite next to him.

“And you. I want to see you naked.”

Margo blinked. Reality came crashing back. “Oh no. I don’t think so.”

Runako groaned but let her push him away. “What now?”

“There is no way I am letting you see me naked. You’re like a Calvin Klein underwear model, but hotter, and I’m like…I’m like a partially deflated Big-O Tires balloon.”

Runako stared at her. “I did not understand any of that.”

“You are hot. I am fat.”

Runako looked at her, and Margo became instantly aware of the fact that the way she was sitting caused her belly to bulge unattractively. She tried to suck it in, but that made it worse.

“You have some fat, yes. But I find it attractive.”

Hurt, familiar but unwelcome, flooded Margo. “Gee, thanks. I’m delighted to know you’d be willing to bang me despite the fact that I’m a fatty.” She bent her head and blinked, hating that tears had filled her eyes. She was twenty-six years old, and had accepted the fact that she was never going to be a size eight, but that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt.

Runako stood. “You are not aroused.”

“Being called a fat ugly cow will do that to a girl.”

“I said none of those things. And fat cows are tasty.”

“Great, now I’ll just sit here and worry that you’re going to eat me. I bet you wouldn’t want to eat a skinny girl.”

“I believed that Luke and Michael were weak because they seemed unable to control their human women,” he said, hands on his hips as he considered her. “Perhaps women are more complicated than I believed.”

With a murmur of “I will return” Runako left.


Chapter Four

This was not going according to plan. Then again, he hadn’t had much of a plan. Runako slumped into one of the comfortable chairs he’d brought to the cave. The first room in the cave, the one where Margo was, was meant to frighten and intimidate. The second room, where he was, was outfitted for comfort. Runako had followed Michael’s directions, making countless trips from the closest human town to the cave.

There was a large TV, movies, books, ice chests full of food and a couch.

He’d also grabbed clothes for Michael, which luckily fit him. Michael had asked him to get some clothes for Jane, but he hadn’t. If Michael’s plan was to bend the girl to his will he shouldn’t give her clothes, he should keep her naked.

That was what Runako wanted to do with Margo, but something he’d said had made her upset, and getting her to take off her clothes seemed like a slim possibility. Runako picked up the headphones sitting on the arm of the chair and slipped them on. After his unsuccessful attempt to stop Luke, Michael and Henry from working with the humans to expose the truth about their people, Runako had been put on a strict regime of TV and Movie watching. Lena, Luke’s mate, had brought over boxes of movies for him to watch. He had to admit that a film might be enough to teach the humans. After all, he’d learned a lot from watching movies about them.

He hit play on the remote, keeping the volume low enough that he could hear Margo if she called for him, and settled in to finish watching Sisterhood of the Traveling Pants.

He focused all of his attention on the screen, particularly on the character who seemed to find fault with her body. The twiggy-looking ones were clearly the more attractive by human standards.

“Stupid humans,” he murmured as the movie ended. Taking off the headphones he leaned back and looked at the ceiling. Margo did not find herself attractive because of stupid human standards. She’d seemed willing and excited to have sex with him, at least until he’d mentioned her getting naked. So the only way to have sex with her was to make her lose her fears about her body, and to remove the obstacle of her fear of nakedness.

Much relieved to have a plan, Runako picked up a knife and headed for his captive.


Chapter Five

Margo was attempting to ignore the fact that she had to pee when Runako walked in holding a knife.

Tired, cold, and a little freaked out Margo took one look at the knife and did something she normally wouldn’t do. She screamed like a girl.

“Whoa,” Runako said, jumping, “don’t do that. No screaming.”

“I’m supposed to just sit here calmly when you walk in with a knife?”

“I’m would not hurt you. Do you think I would?” he asked, sounding wounded.

Margo rolled her eyes. “You kidnap me and chain me to a cold stone thing that looks suspiciously like a sacrificial altar. What am I supposed to think?”

“You are meant to think that I want you very much.”

Runako approached her, though hesitantly, clearly worried she would start screaming again. Margo bit her lower lip to keep from smiling. He was half turned, taking small steps, the way someone would approach a snake.

He had the knife behind his back, and Margo’s amusement fled when he gingerly sat down beside her and laid the knife, still clenched firmly in his hand, on his thigh.

“What’s it for?” she asked in a husky whisper.

“I can’t tell you,” he replied, also in a whisper.

Runako cupped the back of her head, and Margo let him do it. He brought their faces close, and again she didn’t protest. He initiated this third kiss, with her permission. When his lips brushed hers, back and forth, adding a little pressure with each pass, Margo started to believe in the magic of the number three.

This kiss was like a building storm—murky grey clouds, heavy with lightening and thunder, rolling slowly over her senses, raising the fine hairs on her arms and neck as the air crackled. She could feel his tension, feel the vibrating hum of energy as he held himself still, moving only his head, his lips. Margo sighed and leaned in, trying to deepen the kiss, but his hand at the back of her neck tightened into a fist, her hair trapped inside. He held her back, controlling the kiss completely.

Margo raised her hands, but then let them flutter back to her lap. She liked this, liked feeling controlled, liked the way his broad shoulders and thick arms made her feel small in comparison.

His hand slid from her hair down her neck, to trace her collarbones and then dip into her shirt. He pressed two fingers into the hollow between her breasts, inserted them deeper, so they were trapped between breastbone and bra.

Margo gasped against his lips and shuddered. His touch felt more intimate than it should have, and when she shuddered it was in pleasure.

“How do you do that?” she gasped.

“Do what?” Runako slipped his fingers from her shirt, then lifted the strap of her purse over her head and tossed her bag to the side.

“Like you don’t know.”

Runako smiled, and his teeth seemed very big and white. He took her hand in his, laced his fingers with hers and kissed her knuckles. Margo repressed a girly sigh.

Runako brought the hand holding the knife around, jerked her arm straight, and slid the blade of the knife under her cuff. Before she could react he’d split the sleeve of her shirt up to the shoulder.

“Gack! What— Why—”

Runako, face cold, grabbed the hanging panels and yanked, ripping the shirt along the shoulder seem to the collar. He lifted the knife towards the collar, but when Margo wrapped her hands over her neck with a squawk he detoured to her other arm and slit that sleeve too. His moves were sure and quick. The knife didn’t so much as nick her.

“Runako, what are you doing?” Margo yelped as he jerked her hands away from her neck, sliced through the neck seam, and pulled her tattered shirt from her body.

“Making you naked.”

Margo crossed her arms protectively over her bra-covered breasts. Runako sliced through the shoulder straps.

“I don’t want to be naked, naked is bad.”

“Naked is good.”

“Couldn’t you have just pulled my clothes off me?” Margo yelped, giving up on her bra, which luckily held on, in order to tussle with Runako as he reached for her pants.

“If I took your clothes from you as they were…” Runako paused to glare at her when she crossed her legs and grabbed the waistband, “…you would be able to put them back on. This way you’ll remain naked.”

“For how long?” Margo gasped.

He didn’t answer. Runako was busy destroying her slacks. He’d turned to face her feet, wrapped one arm around her knees to hold her legs still, and was slicing the legs from the cuffs, as he’d done with her shirt. Once he reached her knees he released her, holding on to the fabric of her pants. Margo’s thrashing further ripped the legs, exposing her to mid thigh. When she realized what she was doing, Margo fell still.

“How long will you be naked?” Runako repeated, admiring her partially revealed legs. He met her gaze, and there was wildness in his brown eyes. “As long as I demand.”

Quick as a thought he tugged the waistband of her pants from her numb fingers and sliced through it at each hip. With a few tugs he’d left her in nothing more than a thong and bra.

Margo looked down at herself, groaned, and leaned back on one elbow, the other hand holding what was left of her bra in place. Leaning back made her more vulnerable, but also stopped her stomach fat from bulging unpleasantly.

Runako slid his fingers under the thin piece of elastic on her hip. “I like this. I will let you keep it, but your breasts are going to be bare.”

Margo squeezed her eyes shut as he pried her arm from her breasts, slid the knife under the center piece of her bra, and sliced it open.

She had fat thighs. Her pants were perpetually too big at the waist because she had to buy to fit her thighs. She had a fat pouch on her lower belly, her upper arms were grotesque and her butt was rumpled by cellulite. Margo swallowed back tears. For the first time since Runako had materialized from the shadows she felt scared and alone. Before this moment everything had been some wild adventure, a soon-to-be-anecdote. Now it was real, now it was personal.

Being naked before him was far more personal than the kisses. Her kisses were confident. He had not stripped control from her. Even when he shackled her and denied her freedom, she’d retained her confidence. That confidence, the assertive, in-your-face approach, was Margo’s cloak from the world. The cloak had been made from a lifetime of hurt and rejection, uncertainty and fear. Wearing her cloak she was a Powerful Latino Woman, a Confident Urban Professional, An Industry-Savvy Ball Buster and a Good Friend.

Naked, she was none of those things. The capital-letter titles she’d invented for herself, affirmations she labeled herself by were gone. Now she was just Margo, and just Margo wasn’t good enough.

Runako lay beside her, easing her back until she was lying down. As her back made contact with the stone her skin broke out in goose bumps, her nipples pebbling to hard points. Runako pillowed her head on his forearm, keeping himself propped up on one elbow. Margo turned her face into the crook of his arm. He smelled good.

“I won’t let you hide forever,” he warned. There was no sympathy in his voice. Couldn’t he see she was dying of embarrassment and self-loathing? Was there no compassion for a dying woman?

Her hands, which had fluttered to cover her breasts and belly, were yanked away. He forced her hands to her sides, offered her no hiding place. His wide, warm palm came to rest on her collarbones. Margo tried to hold her breath so the rise and fall of her chest wouldn’t draw attention to her breasts.

Runako kissed her cheek, letting his lips linger there. She could feel him bent over her, sheltering her. He kissed his way to her ear and whispered, “I know you are sad. I can feel it. I know why. You think you are not correct according to bullshit human standards.”

His palm slid to cover her breast and settled squarely over her erect nipple, his fingers squeezing the sides. Margo hissed out a breath. It felt like a live wire had been wrapped around her breast and pressed to her nipple. She’d never been so aware of her right breast. She squeezed her thighs together, knowing she was wet. She had been, from the first kiss.

She had to smile at the way he said human. It was with the same tone she would use to say “flesh eating bacteria”.

“Well, I am human,” she whispered against his bicep.

“Humans are stupid.”

“Gee, thanks.”

“You less so than most,” he conceded.

“No please, your compliments are just too much.”

“What you’re doing right now is sarcasm, yes?”

“It really loses its impact when you have to ask,” she grumbled.

“Look at me,” he demanded. Margo shook her head.

“I’d rather not,” she mumbled against his arm.

“Look, watch me touch you.”

“Gack. I could think of nothing more hideous.”

Runako grunted in impatience. He slid away from her, and Margo squeezed her eyes closed. It was cold without him. She’d driven him away.

Runako took her hands and jerked them above her head. Margo didn’t fight him, she was sunk into self-loathing, which was made worse by the fact that she was increasingly aroused by what was happening.

If she could have imagined herself out of her body, and into the body of a supermodel, this whole episode could be nothing but pleasure. If she were thin, with perfect breasts and a tightly muscled butt, she would deserve the pleasure he could give her. But she wasn’t thin or perfect, and lying like this she probably looking like a doughy, unevenly-tanned mess. And with her arms above her head she was sure her upper arms looked like ham hocks.

There was the clink of chain, and then cold metal slid around her wrists. Margo yelped, but kept her eyes closed.

“Now you cannot hide yourself. Open your eyes.”

“No.”

“You begin to aggravate me.” Runako tugged the chains attached to the cuffs on her wrists, stretching her arms further up.

“Please just let me die here.”

“Die? Do you still think I would hurt you?” There was concern in his voice, and Runako began petting her arms as if to comfort her. All Margo could think was that he was touching her dreaded arm fat.

“I’m going to die of embarrassment,” she moaned. “I hate being naked. My body is…hideous. I’m years away from my goal weight, I can never stick to a muscle-building workout routine, my arms always get way too brown in the summer, and then I look like a panda, my boobs are uneven, I have ugly arm fat and—”

Runako put his hand over her mouth. Margo opened one eye. Runako’s lip was curled up. The look was either horror or disgust, maybe both. Margo squeezed her eyes closed.

“You are a crazy woman,” Runako said after a moment. “This is going to be more difficult than I thought. But I will not relent.”

Runako cupped her breasts, one in each hand, and rubbed the undersides with his thumbs. “You are stronger than this. You must be, else the human species would not be the disgusting plague it is.”

“Hey, now…”

“Your fears are stupid.”

“You can’t say that. Stop value-judging me.”

“Stop pretending I’m a human man. I’m not. You think that your pouts will sway me. Make me obey you.” His voice had turned to stone, but there was a soothing quality to it. It was nearly unearthly, the way his voice filled the cave. “They will not. There is nothing you can do to stop me from doing whatever I want with you.”

Margo’s eyes popped open. He was serious, deadly so.

She’d started thinking of the Monsters as dangerous but friendly, the way a well-trained police dog is. Of course they were dangerous, but the ones she’s spent the most time with, Luke, Henry and Michael, were so eager to be accepted and gain her trust that Margo had never felt threatened by them. In truth, though she would never admit it out loud, Margo found the Monsters somewhat pathetic. They were a dying race of primeval creatures. She’d imagined her company would help them move in the human world where they would be treated with respect and affection. They would have no real power or place. She’d relegated them, in her own mind, to the status of exotic and fading minorities.

But that belief, along with Margo’s complacent and indulgent attitude toward the Monsters, died as she looked up into Runako’s eyes. He was not human, despite the body he currently inhabited, and for the first time she really understood what that meant.

There was a moment of understanding, of clarity, between them, and Margo shuddered in fear. The Monster had taken her, pulled her into the shadows and kidnapped her to his lair. She was his to do whatever he wanted with.


Chapter Six

Runako watched as Margo’s pupils dilated, her breath grew short. He could taste her fear. Even in this body, primitive compared to the heightened senses and functionality of his real body, he could sense the change in her as her fear spiked.

“Why me?” she whispered.

“You are more…alive than the other humans. Fierce but not cruel.”

“You barely know me.”

“You…cared for me.” Runako chose his words carefully, knowing that they would mean much to her. “When I lost the battle to Luke, you cared for me, but were not meek in your sympathy.” He hoped she understood what he was trying to say. It was hard for him to put into words what he’d felt when he’d woken to find himself being tended by a human woman. When he’d said something that did not please her she’d tweaked his broken nose, but then held ice against it.

The combination of fierce and kind was familiar. It was how the women of his people behaved. He’d set out to fight the humans, to hurt them for the hurt they’d visited upon him, but Margo had shown him that they were, perhaps, not so different.

“Do you understand?” he asked her.

She nodded, then shook her head. Runako sighed.

“I wanted you since I first saw you. So I took you.”

“You—you’re not human,” she stammered. Was this a surprise? Perhaps he’d overestimated her intelligence.

“Does that frighten you?” he said slowly.

“Yes.”

“Good,” he said with a smile.

“Do you want me to be scared?” she asked.

“I want you to understand that I am not a human man. I am Monster.”

“I understand.” She blinked a few times and Runako saw her pupils contract as her fear faded. Though she was no longer afraid, he could see she was still wary, where she had not been before. She watched him closely, waiting for his next move.

Now that they understood each other, Runako hoped he could finally take advantage of the nakedness he’d forced on her.

Runako sat on the altar beside her hip and looked over her. He remembered her litany of complaints about her body, and truly did not have any idea what she was talking about. She was beautiful. Her body was well made with sheets of soft fat atop firm muscles, with large breasts and hips. He considered turning her over so he could get a good look at her ass, but decided to wait. Maybe tomorrow he would chain her to the altar face down, so he could view her ass.

He laid his hand on her belly, and she flinched and twitched. He smiled. Margo made a sound that might have been a whimper.

“I like your body. You will learn to like it to. Or you will learn not to let your insane belief interfere with sex.”

He stroked the cotton triangle over her sex. He rather liked it on her, liked hiding her sex until the last moment.

“We’re going to have sex,” she said.

“Yes.”

“With me all chained up.”

“Yes.”

“That is…incredibly hot. I must be even more fucked up than my therapist thought.”

Runako threw back his head and laughed, then leaned over her. “Do you know that I can smell your sex? I know you are wet right now. You pout about your body, but I think it’s a lie. You know what your body does to me. You were trying to control me, master me, with your tantrum. But I won’t allow it.”

Runako slid his hand over her breast, then toyed with her nipple. He pinched the pebbled tip with his fingers and twisted, until her back arched and her mouth opened.

His cock, which had been semi-erect, sprung to full hardness. Her parted lips were too great a temptation. Runako did not think he would last long enough to have sex with her. He wanted her to pleasure him, now.

He stood and shucked off his clothes, smiling when Margo murmured, “and the peasants rejoiced,” and then he released her hands from the cuffs.

“Letting me go?” she said, expressing nothing.

“No. You’re going to take my cock in your mouth.”

Margo sputtered. “Excuse me?”

“You are too desirable. I respect that we need more time before having sex, but I cannot wait to be pleasured by you.”

Runako climbed onto the altar, straddled her thighs, and pulled her up into a sitting position. Margo promptly tried to punch him in the balls. Runako twisted his hips to the side and grabbed her fists.

“You are out of your mind if you think I’m going to blow you. First of all, I don’t like sucking cock. Second, why the fuck should I? Get some self control, asshole.”

Runako’s erection decreased slightly at her less than alluring words, but it was far from gone, for her fire was most attractive. He shackled both her wrists in one of his hands and pinched her chin with the other. He bent to her, forcing her face up.

“You will do as I say, pleasure me in any way I wish, because you have no choice.” Runako paused, sniffing delicately. He smelled no fear, and indeed, she seemed more aroused. The little human was lying about the attractiveness of his actions. After a lifetime of pale, cruel human men he was not surprised that she was enjoying this. Though she seemed determined to lie with her words. Lies about what she found attractive must be like the lies she told about her body—a symptom of her humanity.

“I have captured you. You are bound and naked. You have no control anymore.”

She started to speak but he squeezed her jaw, silencing her.

“You are mine,” he said, looking right into her wide brown eyes. She did not look away. He’d meant to intimidate her, but then a strange sensation filled his human chest and belly, so that he could barely breath, and it was he who looked away—from her eyes to her lips.

He brought his lips to hers, gentling the grip he had on her face. The kiss was not the fierce battle he’d planned but something soft and precious. He kissed her lower lip, then the upper, then each corner of her mouth. He tilted his head to the side, rubbed his lips against her, and then coaxed her mouth open with the glide of his tongue over the seam of her lips. She sighed and opened her mouth to his tongue.

He kissed her deep, tasting her, even going so far as suck her tongue into his mouth.

The cave was silent, save the wet sounds of their kiss and their increasingly ragged breathing. Runako’s human form responded to the stimuli and sprang to full hardness. The tip of his cock brushed her belly, and they both moaned.

He broke the kiss. “You are going to pleasure me with your mouth. Now.”

He released her wrists and cupped her head in his hands. He rose up on his knees, which brought his cock in line with her mouth. He looked down, wanting, no needing, to see his dark cock disappear between her ruby lips.

He guided her mouth to the tip of his cock, which jerked at the first small brush of her lips. She whimpered and pulled away slightly, but he did not allow her to retreat. He pressed his cock to her lips, which parted. She opened her mouth, looking up at him as he pushed his cock into her.

The sight of his cock disappearing into her willing and obedient mouth was pleasure beyond what he’d known. He had not expected to be so affected by seeing this—after all he was not necessarily turned on by humans, and the human porn he’d watched with Luke and Henry had left him unmoved. But Margo. Margo was different. Her human features were perfect. His desire for her was nearing need rather than simple longing.

Her soft tongue lapped at the bottom of his cock as he pushed in. The tip of his cock touched the back of her throat, and her nostrils flared as she sucked in a breath. He held it there, letting the heat of her mouth surround him, letting her saliva coat his cock so that when he thrust in and out of her mouth it would be a smooth glide.

When he grew restless with this passive pleasure, Runako withdrew his cock entirely and looked down at her. Margo looked up at him, brown eyes wide, mouth open. He tipped her mouth closed, wanting to watch his cock force her lips open again.

And that’s what he did.

Runako pressed his cock to her lips, more roughly this time, and when she did not open her mouth fast enough his cock slid along her cheek, smearing it with her own spit and the moisture that leaked from the tip of his cock. He pulled back, frowned down at her in displeasure and pushed his cock into her mouth.

Margo moaned this time, her eyes closing as he thrust in, withdrew half way and thrust in again. Runako grabbed her hair in one fist, the other hand falling to his side. He was afraid to be holding her when he came. Still unsure of the strength of this body he did not want to accidentally do her damage.

He could feel the pressure growing in his cock, his balls drawing up tight to his body. This was the same in his monster form. He fucked her mouth, his motions growing jerkier as he approached climax. With a growl he felt more than heard Margo abandoned the role of meek victim. Margo grabbed his ass, dinging her nails in. She rocked forward to meet him, pushing his cock further into her mouth than he would have dared to do.

They moved together, in synch, Runako above her, straddling her, controlling her. Margo naked and vulnerable beneath him, but drawing his cock into her mouth with sweet savagery.

At his moment of climax Margo started to pull away, but Runako jerked her head forward, holding her still as his body released its seed into her mouth. He felt her jaw move as she swallowed.

Runako’s breathing was rough, and his thighs trembled. He held Margo in place, his cock gagging her, her panting breath matching his. Margo’s hands dropped from his ass. She tried to push him away, but Runako grunted and forced his cock a little deeper into her mouth. She was not done until he said.

She swallowed, the movement squeezing his cock between the roof of her mouth and her tongue. Runako’s cock hardened once again.

Margo mumbled around his cock, something that sounded vaguely like “Oh hell no”. Runako tugged her hair, and she looked up.

“You will pleasure me again if I demand it,” he said calmly.

Margo’s eyes narrowed and her teeth closed gently around his cock, the threat all too clear.

“If you bite me I will change back into my true form to heal myself. Then I will make you pleasure me in that form. When I am a monster my cock is as long as your upper leg and wide around as your wrist.”

Margo’s eyes widened, and she stopped biting. Runako grunted in satisfaction, thrust his semi-erect cock in and out of her mouth a few more times—just because he could—and then pulled out of her mouth.

Climbing down from the altar Runako stood back and surveyed his captive.


Chapter Seven

Had that just happened?

Margo lay back against the cold stone, deciding that was better than sitting up which caused her stomach fat to bunch unpleasantly. She stared at the rock ceiling. For the moment she was blissfully unaware of Runako’s dedicated regard.

She wasn’t sure how she felt about it.

On one side his actions were totally unacceptable. She’s said she didn’t want to. She was his captive. What he’d just done was abuse, rape, total scum of the earth stuff.

One the other side was the emotional reality of what had just happened. She’d given him plenty of signs that she was willing, and her protests were more knee jerk than real. She’d rather pleasure him than have him pleasuring and looking at her. His demanding that she pleasure him was more arousing, and made her feel more desirable, than rehearsed comments muttered in a creepy sexy whisper, which is what she usually got.

Get over yourself, he didn’t rape you, he’s not torturing or abusing you.

If she were being really philosophical she’d wonder why she felt this knee-jerk reaction to negatively label a situation that didn’t feel negative. Margo scrubbed her hands over her face. Enough introspection, she was too tired to deal with it. She’d wait and let her therapist sort it out when she got home.

The flush of heat from her arousal, because she’d definitely been aroused, was fading, and she was naked and cold. She shivered, teeth clattering slightly.

“You’re cold,” Runako said, sitting beside her.

“Well, I am naked.”

“Yes,” he said in a smug tone.

“Smug bastard.”

“Difficult woman.” Runako left and returned a moment later with a blanket. He handed the blanket to her, then slid his hand beneath her knees and shoulders.

“What are you doing?” she asked in alarm, clutching the blanket to her breasts.

“Lifting you.”

“Whoa there, cowboy. You can’t lift me. I’m too heavy.”

“You’re ideas about your body are stupid.”

“You may be able to cart me around when you’re a Monster but—”

Runako lifted her, cocked an eyebrow, and said, “Spread out the blanket.”

Margo muttered, “Well there will be no living with you now,” and turned in his arms, spreading the blanket out over the stone.

Runako set her down. “Now you are no longer cold, you know you are not too heavy, let’s have sex.”

Margo giggled in amusement. She knew he was serious but the way he’d said it cracked her up. “I’d love to, tiger, but I need to use the facilities.”

“What facilities?”

“Oh please, please tell me I don’t have to pee in a pot.”

“Ahh, you have to pee.”

“Yep.”

“There is a bathroom, but I don’t want to show it to you yet.”

“Two things. One, why? Two, I don’t care, I have to pee.”

“I could take you outside to pee.”

“I am not peeing in a bush if there is a bathroom somewhere. Is not being allowed to pee part of the ‘breakdown the captive’ routine?”

“Yes.”

“Oh.”

They looked at each other. Runako sighed.

“Fine,” he grumbled. He scooped up her tattered shirt, ripped off a sleeve, and blindfolded her with it.

“I’m not sure what you’re trying to achieve with this,” she said as he blindfolded her.

“We’re having sex after this.”

“You keep thinking that,” she quipped.

There was a clank and rattle as he unlocked her cuff, freeing her. He lifted her, carryed her like Rhett with Scarlet, and off they went.

“Exactly how big is this place?”

“Two caves only.”

Runako’s bare feet were soundless on the stone, but from one stride to the next his gait changed, leveling out and picking up speed, as if he were walking on a flat surface. He dipped, and her shoulder brushed a wall, then Runako turned, clearly angling her into the bathroom. Margo was set on her feet. With a last caress to her waist Runako left her, and there was the snick of a door closing.

Margo ripped off her blindfold. She was standing in a normal bathroom. The floor beneath her feet was linoleum. There was a sink, shower and toilet. The toilet was an older model, with a chain pull and water box at the ceiling, but the shower stall was modern clear glass, the towels thick and fluffy.

“What the hell? Where am I?”

They had to still be in the cave. They hadn’t gone outside. Unless the cave was a sham and it was really a garage that had been converted to look like a cave or something like that. She’d seen fabrication crews and set dressers turn a doublewide parked in the dirt into a New York penthouse in ten hours.

“Runako?” she said.

“Yes?” his voice came from the other side of the door, confirming her suspicion that he was lurking on the other side.

“I need my purse.”

“No you don’t.”

“Yes, I really do,” she said. “Maybe you need someone to explain the mechanics of human women to you, but trust me when I say I need my purse.”

“Ah, yes.”

His footsteps were faint, but she heard him leave. Margo counted to ten, then opened the door and peeked out.

The bathroom was off what looked like a perfectly normal living room. The wall-to-wall carpet, leather couch and armchair, and a plasma TV were the most notable.

“What the hell?” Margo yelped.

But it wasn’t a house, although the bathroom looked normal, there was no mistaking that this room was part of a cave. The walls and roof were stone.

Runako exploded back into the room and growled at her. “I told you to stay in the bathroom.”

“No you didn’t.”

“It was implied.”

“Ha. You’d better read your kidnapping handbook one more time. I’m under no obligation to make this easy on you.”

Runako stalked towards her. Margo slammed the door to the bathroom and leaned against it. “I have to go to the bathroom.”

“Come out, or I will come in.”

She checked the door for a lock, cursed, decided her bladder had suffered enough, and left the door for the toilet.

The knob turned.

“Don’t come in I’m peeing! Serious this time.”

The knob stopped.

She dropped her thong to her ankles and used the toilet, trying hard to pretend that he couldn’t hear her. When she was done she stared in consternation at the drugstore brand hand soap, washed her hands and face and then went to the door.

“Oh, Lucy,” she said, opening the door. “You have some ’splaining to do.”

“Ha! I know that one. I like that show,” he said.

“Figures. All right, buddy, fess up, what’s going on here?”

Runako cupped her elbow and led her from the bathroom, “Well, you see—” He ducked, planted his shoulder in her stomach and stood.

“Damn it,” she yelped from her upside-down position.

Runako carried her through the living room, through a short all-stone hall, and back into the large scary cave. He flipped her off his shoulder and forced her down onto the altar. She smacked him a few times, grunting in frustration, as he re-attached her shackle.

“Better,” he said, when she was once again tethered by her left ankle.

“You suck,” she muttered, all maturity.

He grabbed her right ankle, forced her legs apart, and then shackled it to the other corner of the altar with a manacle that appeared from nowhere.

“Much better,” he said with a smile.

Margo scooted down until she could draw up her knees and press them together, which she did while glowering at him. Runako sighed. Margo started to grin, then wiped it away.

If she were being truthful with herself, she was having fun. The banter, the escapism, the ever looming possibility of sex—all this was fun.

Runako cupped her chin and forced her face up. “You are…difficult.”

“Yep,” she said, unable to hold back a smile. He was the most fun of all. “Seriously though,” she added, “what gives with the other room? Why can’t I be in there?”

“I arranged the other room for Michael, so he could bring Jane here.”

“So what, he was going to kidnap her, bring her here and…?”

“Keep her until she agreed to be his mate.”

“So Michael and Jane are mated now, like Luke and Lena?”

“Yes.”

“What does mated mean anyway, I mean to your people?”

“A mate is a partner, like a husband or wife.”

“And you guys mate for life, and if your mate dies the other one dies, and when you mate with them you are magically bonded and can hear each others thoughts?”

“Er, what? No. Where did you get these ideas?”

“Um, I read a lot.” Margo cleared he throat. “So Michael told you he didn’t need the cave?”

“I went there to assist him in kidnapping Jane, but he’d revealed his monster form to her, and she’d agreed to be his mate. I’d done much work here, and did not want it to go to waste, so I decided to come for you.”

“I’m just a random pick out of the unmated girls?” Margo said, getting worked up again.

“No. I’ve told you already that I find you very desirable. I was…unsure of approaching you in your world. When I had an opportunity to bring you to my world I took it.”

Margo wrapped her arms around her thighs and rested her chin on her knees. There was a beautiful simplicity to his logic.

This whole thing had to end, and soon, as she had work to do, but for tonight it wouldn’t be so bad to stay. They were probably somewhere near Big Bear. Worst case she could steal some of his clothes, hike down to a town and call one of the girls to come pick her up. It’d take three hours for them to reach her, max.

With her escape firmly in mind Margo smiled up at him. “Didn’t you have something planned for post-bathroom?”

Runako cocked a brow. “I thought you were resisting.”

“We can play big bad monster later. Let’s do this.”

Runako smiled, his eyes glittering. “I’m glad you want me. I was unsure.”

Margo blinked in surprise. Sure she’d done her share of telling him to go to hell and that she didn’t want to be here, but she’d initiated the first kiss, told him how hot he was. Could he be insecure too? Guilt swamped her, though it was quickly replaced by anticipation as he undid the cuffs on her ankles.

Runako hovered for a moment, his hand poised to put the shackles back on, but there was no need. Margo leaned back on her elbows and slipped her legs around him, drew him to her. Runako climbed onto the altar, then came down on her, covering her mostly naked body with his half-clothed one. She hadn’t realized how cold she was until his hot chest touched her breasts and belly.

Margo slid her arms around his ribs and hugged him to her, reveling in the intimacy of skin-to-skin contact. He buried his face in her hair and whispered, “It is good to be held.”

Margo nodded her agreement, her throat constricting with tears. She could feel his loneliness, or maybe it was her own. She turned her face, searching for his kiss. Their lips met and touched, in a kiss—simple and desperate.

Her hands roved over his back and slipped to his waist. She worked the waistband of his pants, and he lifted himself, allowed her access, all without breaking the kiss.

When they were loose Margo used her feet to push his pants down to his knees, then ankles. He kicked them off. He lowered his hips—the hot, hard length of his cock resting against her sex, with the thin barrier of her thong separating them.

He cradled her head in his hand, and his lips went to her neck, to the spot she’d taught him she liked. She couldn’t quite reach his cock, so she settled for stroking his back and belly.

His free hand was at her breast, first holding, rubbing, then finally his fingers were on her nipple. He stroked and flicked the tight peak, sucking her neck all the while. The pace was slow but Margo could feel the tension in him, could feel that he desired her, that he needed her.

She rubbed his cheek with hers, and he paused for a moment, hugging her to him. Tears once again tightened her throat. It had been a long time since she was held. Amidst all the bullshit of dating and the games of sex, it was easy to forget how intimate an act it was. But here, in the hushed cave with its flickering firelight, what passed between them was pure.

“I need you,” she whispered.

“I need you,” he said.

Margo reached down, pulled aside her thong, and Runako entered her.

“Go slow,” she whispered, her body stretching.

“Am I hurting you? I’ll stop,” he said, brushing her hair from her face.

“I’m okay.” She cupped his cheek, looking up into his beautiful eyes.

He dipped his head, kissed her again, small rocks of his hips bringing him even further into her.

“Now,” she whispered.

“I don’t want to hurt you.”

“You won’t.”

Runako pulled back, then slammed into her, seating himself fully within her. Margo tilted her head back, reveling in the feeling of fullness.

She hugged him to her, and could feel the small shivers that shook him. Had he come? Apparently premature ejaculation wasn’t only a human problem—

Runako pulled out and slammed into her again. This time he did not stop. He fisted his hand in her hair and ravaged her mouth as he thrust.

Margo nearly cheered, but was too distracted by his kiss, which had moved from her lips to her neck. She wrapped her legs around his back and held on as he thrust.

She wasn’t going to come like this. She always needed direct clit stimulation to come, but this was so good she didn’t care.

His cock was thick and smooth inside her. He was thrusting so deep that their bodies met. She could feel his balls against her ass, his belly rubbing her clit…

Her orgasm took her by surprise. She hadn’t planned on it, hadn’t been waiting for it, hadn’t been forced to give him hints to help him get her there. Her orgasm was a gift from him, a sweet surprise.

He thrust in, rubbed her clit with his body, and she was done. Margo’s back arched as she tore her mouth from his to gasp in air. Her whole lower body had drawn into a tight spiral then released in a glittering wave of pleasure. Her nails raised welts across his back and she scrambled to hold on to something, anything, as her body spiraled and swooped, out of her control.

Runako let out a groan of his own as her body clamped down around his cock. He wrapped his hand over her shoulder from beneath, then jackhammered into her, her orgasm bringing him within inches of his own. Margo screamed as his thrusts rubbed her orgasm-sensitive clit, and Runako came, the sound of her pleasure the final stimulus.


Chapter Eight

Runako stretched himself awake. He was satiated after sex, and it was tempting to fall into a true sleep, but it was dangerous. The spell that held him in human form was tenuous, and he was not fully experienced with remaining human for long stretches. Luke had told him how, after spending the night with Lena, he’d been unable to hold his human form while he slept, and Lena had woken up next to a Monster.

Though Margo had seen his true form, he did not want to scare her by having her wake up next to a Monster. Besides, he might roll over and crush her.

Rubbing a hand over his face Runako sat up.

Margo was standing beside the stone platform, wrapped in the blanket with her purse in hand.

“Thanks, that was great. No, it really was.” She smiled wide and looked him over. “We’ve got to do this again in L.A. Maybe we’ll even go out to dinner, work our way backwards to coffee. Anyway, this was great but I have to go, so either drive me into Big Bear, or I’m going to walk, and if I break my ankle trying to walk down a mountain in these heels I’m not going to be happy.”

She wanted to leave him?

“Big Bear?” he asked.

“Yeah, Big Bear, you know the place we are? Okay maybe we’re not in Big Bear, but we can’t be far, they’re the closest mountains to L.A. that might have caves.”

“You want to leave? You think to leave right now?”

“Can we not get back to this? I’ve had a really good time. A really good time. You’re, you’re… Me apasionas.”

“Why do you think you can leave?” he asked, genuinely curious. They’d been over this.

Margo sighed and shook her head. “Come on, hot stuff.”

“My name is Runako. Though I like the pet names you use I don’t want you to forget my name. I thought you understood. Perhaps I overestimated your intelligence.”

He rose from the stone platform. She looked him up and down.

“You cannot leave. You are still my captive,” he said.

“Fine. I’m leaving on my own.”

Margo turned and walked towards the entrance to the cave.

“Did you think you could leave because you had sex with me?” he asked. He wanted the answer to be no. If the answer was yes it would make her the conniving, cowardly, liar he believed humans to be. He’d been…touched by their encounter. There had been tender moments at the beginning, moments in which he’d felt like maybe it would all be okay, maybe he wouldn’t always feel so alone.

“No,” she said firmly, turning to look over her shoulder. “I slept with you because you are sexy and fun and smart. I slept with you because I wanted to, because we both wanted it. Not because you kidnapped me, not because you chained me up. Because I want you.”

“Then why are you leaving?”

“Because you can’t just kidnap me. I don’t think we’re going to see eye to eye on this subject, so let’s drop it. I’ll walk into town, call one of the girls to come get me.”

Runako leaned back against the stone and waited. Margo disappeared into the tunnel at the mouth of the cave.

Margo reappeared. “Hold crap it’s dark in there!” Opening her purse she pulled out her cell phone and powered it on. Flipping it open she disappeared into the tunnel once more.

Runako waited a few minutes, then followed her.

He found her where he expected to find her, at the mouth of the cave.

Her eyes were wide and dark as she turned to look at him. “Where are we?” she whispered.

The mouth of the cave offered a breathtaking view of endless rows of sharp, snow-capped mountains. The mountain ranges were so expansive they appeared to stretch to the horizon. The sky above them was steely grey, the earth all around white. Deep in the valley between the mountain they stood on and the next was a belt of evergreens, but the shadows cast by the mountains were so deep the trees appeared more black than green.

“This is not Big Bear, this is not anywhere in California,” she said, voice rising on each word. “Where are we?”

“The Rocky Mountains.”

“The Rocky…oh HELL NO. ¡Tú eres insano! There is NO WAY.”

Runako let her rant. She threw her arms up, switched back and forth between the human languages English and Spanish, and finally, in an act of questionable intelligence, started out of the cave. Her first step had her sinking thigh deep into snow. The blanket she wore as a toga was little help, and she gasped and cursed in the cold.

But she kept going. Six steps away—he was counting—she slipped and fell in the snow. Margo shrieked.

Runako sighed and slipped off his pants, tossed them backward into the tunnel. With a grunt of pleasure he released the spell holding him in human form. In under a minute he was back in his true body.

His legs were longer and stronger in this body. His thick skin did not feel the cold as a human’s would. He strode into the snow and plucked Margo from her snowy hole.

“I don’t need your help,” she said as he lifted her, careful not the catch her with his claws. The blanket fell off as he picked her up.

“Yes, you do,” he said. Margo was cold to the touch. He turned and with two hard beats of his wings lifted them to the entrance to the cave. He folded his wings tight to his back and ducked into the tunnel.

Margo squeaked as the dark descended around them. Runako squeezed her lightly and carried on. He could see in the dark.

Once back in the cave Runako carefully set Margo down. She was shivering. Runako left her there, then dragged one of the heavy stone basins of burning oil closer to her.

The added light illuminated her caramel-colored skin. Margo was sitting, her mouth open, ready to comment, but as he reached for her the comment died on her lips and she cowered back.

Runako ran the back of his claw down the center of her body. Margo sucked on her lower lip. Runako took a deep breath, and shuddered. She was aroused, he could smell it, but she was also frightened, and he found the mixture intoxicating.

He had a moment of panic, worried he’d become a creature who fed on another’s fear, a low and base being, but Margo shivered in pleasure, and her knees parted slightly.

She was more aroused than afraid, and that fear was not fear for her life or mind, but of the unknown, of the Monster.

“Spread your legs,” he demanded, and she obeyed.

He stroked the inside of each thigh with his claw, then carefully pressed the rounded back of his claw directly against her sex. Margo gasped and twitched. There were no nerve endings in his claws, but he could see and smell that she was wet.

“You are frightened,” he said.

“Yes, of course I am. You’re…you’re not human. I know that, I know that. But it’s different, you not being human, when we’re naked and your claw is on my pussy.”

Runako smiled, showing teeth, and Margo made a little squeaking noise. He stopped smiling. Considering the number of teeth he had in this form that probably wasn’t the most reassuring expression.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” Margo whispered.

“Do what?”

“Be with you, when you’re like this.”

“You find me unattractive?”

“You could be the Brad Pitt of Monsters and I’d still be freaked out. I mean. It’s just…it’s just a bit much.”

“This body is far superior to my borrowed human form.”

“If you say so, but we’re just not…compatible. And I don’t mean in an I-saw-my-therapist-and-I’m-dealing-with-our-issues way. I mean that thing,” she pointed towards his groin, “is not going in me.”

Runako looked down at his hard cock. He shifted to better compare its length against her body.

“Gack. It’s like a baseball bat.” Margo said as his cock swung above her.

“It most definitely would not fit inside you,” he agreed.

“This conversation is ridiculous.”

“You find my cock ridiculous?”

Runako shifted the claw against her sex, rotating it so that the curved inner surface cupped her sex. The tip of his claw slid between the globes of her ass, parting them.

“Ahhhh. That’s not what I said.”

“What if I want to have you like this,” he shifted his claw, wiggling it side to side. Margo licked her lower lip and arched her back. “There’s nothing you could do to stop me from doing anything I want with you. To you. Any way I want.”

Margo looked up at him, really looked at him, not slightly above his head as she had been doing. “You can do whatever you want to me. Whatever dirty, naughty thing you want.”

He liked this woman.

“That’s right.”

Runako kept his finger in place at her sex, then leaned over her, planting his other hand by her shoulder, his claws tangling in her hair. He loomed above her, casting her in shadow. He waited until her breath slowed before he unfurled his wings with a snap.

Margo screamed as they flared behind him, midnight blue in the firelight. Runako lowered his head, as if he would kiss her, but at the last moment veered to her breast and licked it.

“Rough, rough tongue!” Margo exclaimed. Runako licked her other breast.

Her hands fluttered to rest on his shoulders, her fingers curled back slightly, but as he continued his attention to her breasts, her fingers relaxed.

Her eyes were closed he noted, and her lips occasionally twitched, as if she wanted to say something. Remembering the way she’d reacted to his words, he decided dirty talk—a concept much explained by human porn—was in order.

“There’s nothing you can do to stop me. You’re mine. I’ll do whatever I want with you. Touch you however I want.”

“Yes, oh yes,” she moaned, eyes opening.

“You can beg and plead if you want. I might like that, to hear you begging for your freedom while I play with you. But I won’t let you go. I’ll keep you, for as long as I want you.”

“Why? Why me?”

“Because you are so very beautiful. And you are fierce.”

“Then why do you want me submissive?”

“Why do you ask so many questions?”

“Please,” she said, running her hands tentatively up his neck. “I want to understand.”

“The submission of a woman who is fierce and proud is more potent, more desirable, than the submission of a meek woman. To posses a fierce woman is the greatest pleasure.”

“Why do I feel so beautiful with you?” she asked, but the next moment she was pulling herself up, lifting her face to his. She kissed him, kissed the Monster who was so terribly foreign to her.

Runako held still, letting her explore. Her lips were soft, her kisses tentative. She felt small. He could hurt her, break her, if he wanted. But he didn’t want to. There were many things he wanted to do to this unexpected woman, but hurting her was not one of them.

With a sigh Margo lowered herself down to the stone, then, with her eyes on his, she raised her arms above her head, offering herself to him.

Runako lowered his head to her breast once more and lapped her pebbled nipple with his long rough tongue. Her flesh was salty with sweat and arousal. He wanted to bite her, to feel her flesh beneath his teeth, but did not think it would be wise.

He needed to taste her.

“Turn over, ass up,” he demanded, pulling his claw from between the lips of her sex.

Margo obeyed, her breathing loud and harsh. Her large breasts swung beneath her as she positioned herself on hands and knees. He watched her nipples scrape against the cold stone and his cock twitched.

Runako squatted beside the stone table, bringing his head level with her sex. Wrapping a claw tipped hand carefully around each of her legs he spread them, spread her legs wide enough apart that the swollen petals of her sex parted, showing him the wet, pink interior.

He kneaded her thighs, loving the smooth flesh he found there. Remembering her reaction to his earlier comments he decided not to mention this.

Leaning close to her sex he took a deep breath, letting her scent fill him. She was woman and rich, female, but different from other female creatures he’d been with. In his true form his sense of smell was more acute, and to smell her this way was intimate, more so than she could know. He knew her body, knew the essence of her, and all her words and actions could not change what he now knew.

He leaned forward, the tip of his cock brushing the side of the stone. It was almost enough to make him come, so aroused was he by the smell of Margo. Leaning closer, the underside of his cock scrapping the stone, Runako licked the back of her thigh.

“Oh, oh yes,” Margo whispered. She leaned back, pressing her sex towards his face. With a smile that would have had her running for the hills, Runako leaned away, denying her.

Margo cussed in Spanish, or English words he didn’t know yet. Either way her displeasure was clear.

He licked the back of her other thigh, tightening the hold he had on her thighs so she couldn’t move. He licked every bit of her he could reach, everywhere but her sex. The insides of her thighs were ticklish, her hips soft, her lower back salty. The best reaction was when he swiped his tongue between the globes of her ass. Margo froze.

Runako sat back and considered her for a moment. He licked her hip and she moaned in pleasure, then he licked her ass again. She squirmed.

With a growl of pleasure he concentrated on her ass, swiping the soft skin with his rough tongue, concentrating on the puckered entrance to her ass.

“Oh, oh, oh. You should stop. This is, this is fucked up. I, ah…why does this feel so good? You shouldn’t do this. This is dirty. Really dirty and wrong. This is…oh, OH. What was I saying?”

Runako bumped his hips back and forth, rubbing his cock on the stone, listening to her delightful chatter. The way she said dirty made him want to do even dirtier things to her. Things he’d learned from creatures even more foreign to her than he was. He wondered if she knew that the males of his race had been know to have sex with succubae and kitsune—females of great power and no inhibitions.

Releasing her right thigh Runako began grinding the claw of his shortest finger against the stone, blunting the sharp tip.

Margo lurched in fear at the metallic grating sound, but he held her in place, continuing to lick her ass, and soon she was back to moaning and twitching.

With his tongue still playing over her ass Runako stroked the inside of her thigh with his newly blunted claw. He stroke and licked in a steady rhythm. Margo’s hips were bucking, her empty, spread-wide sex bright pink with arousal in the nest of dark pubic hair.

Runako leaned back for a moment, admiring the beauty of her sex and then, slowly so as not to hurt her, slid his claw into her sex.

“Wha—what is that?” Margo stammered.

“Does it feel good?”

“It’s hard, and cold. Oh, oh no. Wait. Yes, yes, right there.”

Runako watched his golden claw disappear into the pink folds of her sex, watched pearl drops of her body’s arousal seep from around his claw as her muscles clenched. He didn’t dare fuck her with his claw, but he had an idea of how he could make her come.

With her sex full, Runako leaned forward once more and licked her ass. He lapped at her, shortening the strokes until he was lapping her anus, then, tightening the grip on her thigh, he pressed his tongue into her.

“Necesito sentirte. Now. Now. This is so wrong. Please, more, please. I want to come.”

Her words were accompanied by thrashing. Runako tightened his grip on her thigh, trying to hold her still so as not to accidentally push his claw too deep, but she was strong, surprisingly so, as she thrashed and begged.

His cock was throbbing with the need to be inside her. For a wild moment, as Margo begged and the scent of her arousal was thick in the air, he considered rising and forcing his cock deep within her. He was wildly aroused by her, so in need of her touch, that he almost did it, and damn the consequences.

But there was something deeper than instinct, more real than desire, that halted him. He wanted to protect her, always, from all things.

Instead, with a roar of frustration that shook the basin of oil, causing the firelight to flicker, Runako pulled his claw from her sex, and thrust it into her ass in one hard stroke. Margo squealed, then screamed as he thrust his tongue into her sex.

They moaned in unison.

With his tongue deep within her and his claw stretching the tight ring of her ass, Runako pressed his lower lip against her sex, against her clit, and rubbed.

Margo came with a scream. Her strength again surprised him as she bucked, nearly pulling free of his grip. Her sex contracted around his tongue, her taste filling his mouth.

Unable to hold on any longer Runako pulled free. He grabbed Margo and flipped her over onto her back. Her legs parted, her sex open and inviting.

Runako thrust.

But not into her sex. He slid his cock along her belly, then squeezed her legs together so they pressed around the base of his cock. Margo’s eyes widened, but then, much to his surprise, Margo grabbed his cock, squeezed and rubbed.

Runako leaned over her, his arms at her shoulders as he pumped his cock between her thighs and into her hands. His wings shifted as he thrust, casting her flushed face in shadow as he pressed in, then revealing her to the firelight as he pulled back.

It was watching her face in the flickering firelight that brought him to orgasm. The feel of her, all the stimulation that had come before, contributed, but it was her beautiful face that pushed him over the edge.

In the changing light her eyes were dark pools, her cheekbones sharp, her lips flushed red. Her hair was a dark cloud around her head, and appeared soft and smooth as smoke. She looked up at him, and there was something in her gaze that told him she was not imagining his human body, as he’d feared, nor was she examining Runako the Monster, as she had been before.

She was looking at him, at the truth of him, knowing him.

With a roar and a flap of his wings that put out the fire, Runako came.

He collapsed onto his elbows, not wanting to hurt her. In the cold darkness of the unlit cave, Margo put her hands on him, her touch sure. She stroked his cheek, his lips.

With a sigh Runako lowered his head to her breasts. Something swelled in his chest, an emotion he could not name, but which caused tears to prick the corners of his eyes.

And for the first time the mighty Monster Runako was afraid.


Chapter Nine

“I have to pee.”

“Again?”

“What do you mean again? I have to pee. And I’m thirsty.”

Runako smiled against her breast and lifted himself off her. He’d kept most of his body weight on his arms, but his chest felt cold when he was no longer pressed against her.

He lifted her off the stone, prepared to carry her to the bathroom, but she pushed his hands away. Her shoulders were hunched, her face slightly turned away. The bit of her face he could see was bright red.

Runako let her push his hands away, and when she walked to the tunnel that connected the caves, he let her go.

He could read her body language, which said “Back off.” If she’d had fur it would have bristled.

Runako pulled on the spell and transformed himself back into a human. Had he done something wrong? Most likely. Mistakes were to be expected. He was not as conversant with humans as Luke, Michael and Henry. Perhaps the ass play was too much, though there had been plenty of it in human porn.

Perhaps she was just frightened by being so intimate with him. After all he’d put his claw in both her pussy and…

Had he hurt her? Is that why she’d run from him?

The sudden burst of horror he felt stuttered the final stages of his transformation. Runako struggled to get himself under control so he could finish. He staggered when he felt the last of his true form melt away. His human knees wobbled, and for a moment he forgot how to walk in this body.

In the next breath he had himself under control and sprinted across the cave.

“Margo, Margo!”

With a mighty heave he smashed through the bathroom door, taking the whole thing off the hinges. “How severe is your injury?”

Margo, standing at the sink, screamed and threw the bottle of hand soap at him. Runako dropped to his knees and grabbed her legs, forced her legs apart so he could get a good look.

“Debes estar debajo para el sexo oral.” Margo clocked him on the side of the head, but Runako ignored the blow.

She was not bleeding. He pressed his shoulder into her thigh to keep her legs apart and stroked two fingers between the lips of her sex.

“Runako! What are you doing?”

“I must repair you.”

“Repair me? Huh?”

“I…I hurt you.” Runako’s voice broke on the last word and he had to duck his head and take several deep breaths.

“Oh, baby, you didn’t hurt me,” Margo said, voice smooth and soft. She eased out of his grip and dropped to her knees to face him. “You didn’t hurt me.”

“Something was wrong, when you left.”

“Ha. You do have psychic powers.”

“Uh, no. But you speak with your body.” He motioned vaguely with his hands. His heartbeat slowed as the realization that she was not hurt sunk it.

“That body language wasn’t ‘you broke my vagina’ that was ‘you tongue fucked my ass and I’m embarrassed’.”

“You liked it, you orgasmed.”

“Yeah, well I also like butter but…okay actually I have no idea where that analogy is going.”

Her cheeks were tinged scarlet, and he remembered how her face had looked in the flickering firelight. Runako cupped her neck and brought her face to his. Sure he’d come, fucking himself along her belly, but his cock was hardening once more. He hadn’t had nearly enough of her to satiate himself.

“Ohhhh no, Casanova. The vagina is officially off limits.”

“But you’re my prisoner.”

“It’s my vagina.”

Runako glowered at her. Margo kissed his forehead and then got to her feet and left the bathroom, stepping delicately over the door shards.

Pouting slightly, his cock deflating, Runako followed her.

 

Margo threw herself down on the couch, relishing the plush comfort. “Oh upholstery, how I’ve missed you.”

Runako came sulking behind her. His lower lip was actually sticking out. Margo grabbed a chenille throw that was draped over the couch back and pulled it over herself. There was a time and place for naked, but not when one was thirty pounds overweight.

Oddly, she hadn’t really thought about her weight in the past few hours. Usually in the height of sex Margo was able to imagine that she was some svelte snow-bunny making love like a sleek predator, rather than a chubby Hispanic girl flopping around like a landed whale, but the minute the orgasm high faded she was uncomfortable and disoriented, torn between residual pleasure and embarrassment.

But with Runako there were so many other things going on she hadn’t had time to resort to her well-worn self-hatred.

How could she not be distracted after he’d licked her…

Margo’s mind went skittering away from that. Not ready to deal with it yet.

Runako planted his naked self in front of the couch.

“I did not say you could come in here.”

“I didn’t ask your permission.” Margo started rooting around in the couch cushions. Any couch worth the name would have a TV control in it somewhere. A living room in middle America, a Monster’s cave or the moon—it didn’t matter, all couches had TV controls in their cushions.

“You’re my prisoner.”

“I sure am big guy. Do you have satellite?” she asked, stretching to get her fingers around a hard rectangular object.

Runako sighed. He slid his hand between her side and the couch and pulled out the remote. He then lifted her legs, sat and placed her legs on his lap.

“No, just DVDs and box sets.”

“Sweet, though I’ve probably seen them all. What’s in there now?”

“Sisterhood of the Traveling Pants.”

Margo gaped at him, then broke into laughter. “Why were you watching that?”

“Trying to understand human women.”

“How’s that working out for you?”

Runako tilted his head back, rested it on the couch, and considered her. “Perhaps I should watch another film.”

Margo grinned and snuggled deeper into the couch. “What other movies do you have?”

Runako lifted her legs out of the way and got up. He walked to the TV cabinet and dropped to one knee, treating Margo to a very fine view of his ass.

“What would you like to watch?” he asked, rummaging through the DVDs.

“What haven’t you seen yet?”

“I like the look of this one,” he said, holding up Reservoir Dogs.

Watching a bunch of guys shoot the crap out of each other wasn’t likely to inspire sex, and in spite of the cute view of his ass, she needed a break. “That’s a classic, let’s watch it.”

He changed the DVD with admirable skill. Right now he looked, for all the world, like any normal, well hotter than normal, guy.

He settled back into place on the couch. He slid his hand under the blanket along her thigh. Margo tensed, expecting him to go for a feel. She’d known guys who wanted to have their hands all over her boobs or sex when they were sitting around. Margo didn’t like it. They were her boobs, not knickknacks to be played with. But Runako didn’t venture an intimate touch, instead he cupped her hip, fingers spread. His hand was warm. Margo relaxed and slid her legs across his lap.

Runako got the TV turned on then stared at the remote for a moment. She reached for it but he leaned to the side, keeping it out of her reach, muttering that he could do it. Hiding her smile Margo dropped her arm as he slowly mastered the control.

The movie started, and Runako turned the volume up.

“Blond is a color?” he asked as code names were given out.

“It is, though it usually refers to hair color. It basically means yellow.”

When the first big shoot ’em up scene started Runako curled his lip and said, “Humans and their guns.”

“Not a fan of guns?”

“They are effective weapons, but humans have become cowards with them. They hide behind their guns. If you are going to take a life there should be more to it than snapping a gun.”

“Shooting a gun,” Margo corrected absently.

“Shooting, yes. Humans have become… They are like a swarm of evil bees.”

Margo almost laughed, the analogy was ridiculous, but she couldn’t. Runako’s voice was shaking with conviction. She didn’t like to think of humans as some sort of plague, but she could see it from his point of view.

She didn’t agree with him about guns. She owned a handgun, a Kel-Tec .380 pistol. It was actually a point of contention between her and her friends. She’d grown up in Highland Park. It wasn’t the worst neighborhood in L.A., but it wasn’t the nicest one either. There’d been just enough trouble that her father and uncles had made sure that she knew how to handle the guns they kept in the house.

“I have a gun,” she said, surprising herself. Runako narrowed his eyes at her, and she could feel his opinion changing.

“Why?”

“We had a gun in the house when I was growing up, so I learned to shoot it. My father gave me a gun for my eighteenth birthday, and then I bought myself the one I have now a few years ago.”

“What did your father want you to do with the gun? Did he expect you to become a fighter?”

“No. It was for defense. The place I grew up was not great. It wasn’t the barrio—I mean it wasn’t a terrible place—but there were reasons to have protection. Actually, this movie was filmed there. One time, when I had just started college and was home for Friday night dinner, we heard someone trying to break in. It was after dinner, and we were watching a movie. It wasn’t that late, but it was dark out. Someone was at the back window, yelling, then we heard the glass break. The lights were on in the house. He had to know we were there. Either he was so high on something that he didn’t notice or care, or he wanted us to be there, and wasn’t planning on robbing the place.

“We yelled. I remember my aunt telling my cousin to go call the cops, saying it loud enough that the person at the back could hear, but he kept coming. I went for the gun. I didn’t have my gun with me, I don’t carry it concealed, but I knew where Papa’s was. I grabbed the gun and ran to the back room. I stood in the door, and there he was, in a black sweatshirt.

“I pointed the gun at him and told him to get out. I screamed and cussed at him in English and Spanish. He stared at me, I couldn’t see his face but I knew he was staring at me. He just stood there staring, then he climbed back out the window. If he’d stayed a second longer I would have shot him.”

Runako slid his hand from beneath the blanket, and covered her fists with his large dark hand. Margo hadn’t even realized how tense telling the story had made her. She left out the end of that story which was that the second he was gone she’d sunk to the floor, sobbing in terror, and when the police arrived she hadn’t been able to give them a useful description, and the break-in was forever filed with other unsolved cases.

“You defended your family. Could you have fought him without the gun?”

“What do you mean?”

“Could you have beat the masked man in a fight, with your hands?”

“No. No way. He probably had a weapon. He probably had a gun.”

“Then you did what you had to to defend your family, and the gun was a necessary tool.”

“Are you saying that you would only fight someone if they attacked you first?” she asked, more than a little miffed that he seemed to be casting judgment of whether or not she was right to use a gun. “If I remember correctly you attached Lena, a defenseless human who hadn’t done anything to you. You almost killed her.”

“I never meant to kill her, only to scare her, to stop her from helping Luke.”

“But still, you attacked her. You’re acting high and mighty like humans shouldn’t have guns, like we should fight fair, when us having a gun is leveling the playing field. There is no way that a human could take on a Monster in a fight, unless they had a weapon like a gun.” Margo sat up, holding the blanket in place over her breasts.

“Maybe, but—” Runako pushed her legs away and stood. He put his hands on his head and muttered in a language she didn’t recognize. It was guttural and deep. He took a deep breath, released it. His shoulders sagged. “Humans with guns killed my sister.”

She’d heard some of this story from Luke and the others. They’d told her a bit of Runako’s history to help explain why he’d come to L.A., determined to stop them from exposing the Monsters.

“She was your twin right?”

“We were born together, on a night with no moon. Twins are not common for us. Females are rare also. My sister… She came across some human warriors, soldiers. She tried to back away, to leave but they shot her, in the leg. We knew of human guns, but she had never encountered one. After they shot her once they surrounded her, hunted her. She tried to get away, but when they brandished the guns she was afraid. They brought her to a vehicle. She was afraid of the guns, so she got in the van.”

Margo’s heart lurched. She knew already that his sister had died, but even if she hadn’t known that before, she would have now. There was no way for this to have a happy ending.

“What was your sister’s name?”

“Kalona.”

“It’s a beautiful name.”

“She was beautiful. I…I miss her.”

“You were close?” Margo asked. She was almost jealous of his dead sister. She must have been someone really special.

“We were. We were twins. I could hear her thoughts—”

“Ha!”

“What?”

“Er, nothing. I knew there were going to be psychic powers at some point.”

“Strange human woman,” he said, but he was smiling.

Margo returned his smile, but when his face fell into lines of sadness once more she cleared her throat. “Will you tell me what happened to her?”

“The men took her away, in their truck. It wasn’t until she was in the truck that her fear rose, and she reached out to me.”

“You mean psychically.”

“Yes. As we grew we learned to keep our minds separate, but could reach out to one another. She called out to me, and she was so afraid that it was as if she were there beside me. I felt her fear and reached out to her, and it allowed me to see through her eyes. What they did to her…”

Runako began pacing the cave. His shoulders were tight, and he radiated tension. As he turned, the tattoo on his arm glowed.

Wait, what?

That couldn’t be right. Margo peered at his arm and decided that it was a trick of the light.

“Her fear had connected us, but when we realized they intended to keep her prisoner I tried to understand where she was, so I could go to her. By that time she was in such pain…they used the threat of guns to get her from the truck into a building. Once she was there they shot her with hooks attached to chains. The hooks stuck in her skin and then they pulled the chains tight, holding her in place. She did her best to fight them off, took several down with her barbs, but they had her immobilized. They tore off her wings. Ripped her wings from her body with huge noisy saws.”

Margo turned her head to the side, placing her hand over her mouth. The visual he raised was horrific. She wanted to tell him how sorry she was, to apologize on behalf of all humans, but she couldn’t push the words past the lump of horror in her throat.

“It was too late by then. The pain and fear controlled her mind. I begged her to look around so that I might reason where she was, to remember where she had been when they first shot her. But there was nothing. Her mind was so broken that she could no longer focus enough to understand their words, and because she did not understand them I did not either.

“I lived through her death, as if it were my own. My Clan held me down, to keep me from flying madly across the country. I was so enraged, so afraid, I would have killed the first humans I saw. I watched her die. Watched the men in black shirts with wolves on their breasts cut her open while she was still alive, and there was nothing I could do to save her.”

Runako dropped into the armchair that flanked the couch. Light from the muted TV flickered along the stark lines of his face. Margo watched the climactic scene of Reservoir Dogs, watched the men shoot each other in a hail of bullets and pointless violence. She grabbed the remote and shut the TV off.

No words could heal the hurt that had been done to him, no speech make up for his loss. She reached out her hand, and after a long moment he took it. Runako laced his fingers with hers and squeezed. Margo held tight.

They sat that way for what felt like an hour but was probably only ten minutes. Margo made lists in her head, sang the song from It’s a Small World, mocked up sample film budgets—anything to keep herself from thinking about what had been done to his sister.

Try as she might to distract herself she kept coming back to it. She imagined what it would be like to have a loved one murdered before your eyes, to know they were still alive but would not be for long, and not have the clues to find them, save them. Maybe if Runako had been able to understand her, or see some marks on the outside of the building, anything other than men in black uniforms with wolf logos…

Margo sat up straight, brain whirling. They were somewhere in the Rockies. He’d said soldiers, not police or scientists. They were men with guns and a facility that could hold and trap a Monster.

She knew who had killed his twin.


Chapter Ten

What should she do?

Should she tell him? It was just a guess. If she were right it would mean bringing brutal killers to justice. If she were wrong she would set Runako on the wrong path, and she had a funny feeling that he’d be willing to do away with some humans, just in case.

“Did you find them? The people who took your sister.”

“No, never. Once she was dead I could not feel her anymore. I searched, but I did not know where she’d been. She might have been at the foot of our mountain. She might have been on the other side of the world. We do not have her body, we cannot bury her.”

“You said we’re in the Rockies, is this where your home is? Or is this just the place you bring uppity females?”

He smiled at her comment. “I suppose there is no harm in telling you that these mountains are where we make our homes. We once had mountains in other places, all over the world, but my Clan, the largest of the Clans that remains, lives here.”

“What do you mean by Clan, are they like your family?”

“At one time Clan meant family, but as our numbers dropped different families banded together. My Clan, the same that Luke, Michael and Henry belong to, is made up of many families, from all over the world.”

“And so you think that maybe your sister was taken somewhere near here?”

“No. I know much of these mountains, and I searched for her. I never found anything. She might have been on the far side of the world. We can travel great distances in only a few hours, and I had not seen her in several days.”

“I’m so sorry for your loss,” she said, giving his hand a squeeze. All she had was a hunch, no point starting a blood bath until she knew what was going on.

Runako nodded, and unlaced his fingers from hers.

“I’m hungry,” he said, standing.

“Me too. You know what would be good right now? An extra large cheese and olive pizza. But oh no, we can’t have that, because someone kidnapped me to a remote corner of the Rockies.”

“I have pizza,” he said. He popped open a huge white ice chest and pulled out two small frozen pizzas.

“I’m impressed so far, but unless you have a kitchen somewhere…”

“We have a microwave, better than an oven.” Sure enough, near the back of the cave, where the bathroom was, sat a gleaming silver microwave.

He popped in the microwaveable pizza and set the timer. Five minutes later he brought over piping hot cheese and dough.

“I was teasing about the pizza,” she said. “I shouldn’t have this.”

“Why?”

“Because pizza is the devil’s food. All this bread with sugary tomato sauce and fatty cheese? It’s a diet nightmare.”

“Diet? Is this about your misconceptions about your body?”

“I don’t have misconceptions about my body. Scales and measuring tapes don’t lie.”

“I like pizza,” he said, taking a gooey bite. “It’s good.”

“I didn’t say it wasn’t good,” Margo said, giving up and taking a bite. “It’s just bad for you.”

Runako shrugged, finished off his pizza and went to the ice chest for more.

“What do you normally eat?” she asked. “Whole deer, raw?”

Runako snorted. “No. We cook both plants and animals, as humans do. There is much similarity between our cooking methods and practices, though our ovens are made of clay, and burn wood. Everything tastes better that way.”

“But, do you have pizza?”

“Actually we do, though we put better meat on top than this,” he said, plucking off a little sausage ball.

“You eat pizza, have wall to wall carpeting in caves and have indoor plumbing. I’m impressed.”

He grunted and dug into the bowl of mac and cheese he’d warmed up.

When her pizza was gone Margo snuggled down into the couch. She realized she had no idea what time in was. The cave was a land of perpetual twilight. A huge yawn cracked her jaw, and Margo closed her eyes. She was warm, well fed and had orgasmed, there was no way she was staying awake any longer.

“I’m going to take a little nap,” she murmured, already more asleep than awake.

“I will be here when you wake,” he said.

That sounded just fine to Margo.

 

Runako waited until she was asleep before slipping out of the cave. He changed and took to the skies, the cold air stinging his eyes and pinching his exposed flesh. He pushed himself, flying fast and high. Ice formed on his wings, weighing him down, but he pushed on.

Talking about his sister had been hard for him. His grief for her was no longer his constant companion, though it was a part of him, and always would be. But talking about it had brought his anger and hatred to full boil. He’d failed her when he failed to find her killers. His sister had yet to know a proper burial, and had yet to be at peace.

The humans who’d taken her were cowards, low men who deserved death for what they’d done. He hated their guns, hated them because it was the fear of them that had led Kalona to her death, but after Margo’s story he could understand why it was the humans had used guns.

They were not physically powerful. In comparison to Monsters they were weaklings, but even when compared to other predators—bears, big cats, sea creatures—they were physically weak. They’d learned to make themselves powerful with guns, and though he hated them for it he understood the need.

He returned to the cave, hoping she hadn’t woken while he was gone. Margo was still asleep. She looked delectable with her lips slightly parted and her face relaxed in slumber. Dark hair spread from her head, a few locks falling over her bare shoulders and dipping in towards her breasts.

He slid into his human form, and woke her with a kiss.

 

Margo woke to the feel of Runako’s lips on hers. She sighed and smiled, twining her arms around his neck and pulled him closer. He murmured his approval and pushed the blanket off her breasts.

His hand cupped her breast, and Margo’s eyes popped open. “Cold, cold fingers!”

“Sorry,” he whispered, recovering her breast and stroking it through the shield of the blanket. He rubbed the chenille across her breast, then back and forth across her nipple.

His lips moved to her neck, licking and kissing there. He cupped and lifted her breast, then bit the nipple through the blanket. Margo could feel the heat of his breath as his teeth pinched down on the sensitive tip.

Margo slid her hand over his shoulder and down his chest, feeling the ridges of muscles. His abs tensed as her fingers stroked them.

She wrapped her fist around his cock, remembering what it had been like to take him in her mouth. Margo rubbed the tip of his cock with her palm, swirling the silken tip back and forth. His cock was wet, already dripping for her.

How could he want her so much? Why? He was so extraordinary, and she so ordinary.

She slid her fingers along his cock, tracing the sensitive vein on the underside. He jerked his head from her breast and hissed out a breath.

“Do you like that?”

“Yes.”

She repeated the caress, but this time with her nails. Runako grunted and lurched up. Margo pulled her hand back, thinking she’d hurt him. Runako shifted her legs off the couch, sat, and then urged her onto his lap.

With a grin Margo threw off the blanket and swung across his lap. His cock was sandwiched between their bellies. Margo took advantage of its entrapment to play with the tip and tug the foreskin. While she was busy with his cock he lifted her breasts to his lips to lick and bite before sucking the nipples into his mouth.

The wet pull of his lips and tongue at her nipples sent darts of pleasure into her sex. She rocked her hips forward, massaging his cock with her belly. Once she started moving she couldn’t stop, the need he created in her driving her body to simulate sex.

Her legs were spread wide, her pussy open yet empty. Runako slid one hand down her back, across her ass and between her legs. He plunged two fingers into her sex. The angle meant that his fingers touched her in places that were normally neglected, and the feeling of being full after the aching emptiness was exquisite. Margo threw her head back and moaned.

“Enough of this,” Runako growled. He pulled his fingers from her, grabbed and lifted her. With a tilt of his hips his cock was in place, and he eased her down. Margo took over, shifting so that he entered her at the perfect angle. She lowered herself an inch at a time, lifting and lowering so that he slowly eased into her.

They both shuddered when she was fully seated on him.

Margo braced her hands on the back of the couch, which brought her face close to his. She looked into his eyes as she began to rock her hips. She was barely moving, but it was enough.

When the eye contact became too much, too intimate, she laid her forehead on his shoulder. Runako wrapped her in his arms, holding their torsos together. They stayed that way for a long time, rocking together. It was comforting sex, intimate sex. Margo sighed in pleasure. She didn’t think she would come this way, there wasn’t enough stimulus, but it was so nice to be held in his arms that she didn’t mind. She could stay like this all night…

“Enough of this,” he growled for the second time. Margo yelped in surprise as he lifted her off him. She lay back on the couch and reached for him, thinking he wanted to be on top.

He wanted to be on top, but not like that.

Runako stood and pulled her up. Before she could ask any questions he’d pulled her to the side of the couch and bent her over the arm. Margo braced her elbows in the cushion and shuddered in arousal. The way he handled her, as if he knew exactly what she wanted, what she needed, was intoxicating.

Maybe it had nothing to do with her, and what she wanted. Maybe this was all about him and what he wanted. But if what Runako wanted was to bend her over, put her ass in the air and then fuck her that was fine by Margo. They’d had plenty of intimate face-to-face sex, now was the time for fucking.

Runako’s thumbs pried apart the lips of her sex, holding her open, and in the next breath he was inside her. There’d been no hesitating, no meek positioning. He’d thrust into her, sure and hard.

Margo yelped and went up on her toes. The sudden deep penetration bordered on painful, which only aroused her more.

Runako released the lips of her sex, grabbed her hips and fucked her.

Margo scrambled to brace herself as he bounced in and out of her. Her breasts swung back and forth in time with his fucking, her nipples raking over the couch as they had across the stone.

“Make yourself come,” he demanded, and Margo reach up and back, between her legs, to touch her clit. Her sex was dripping wet, and her fingers slid eagerly over her clit. She couldn’t find a rhythm, she couldn’t concentrate because of the waves of pleasure his cock tunneling in and out of her brought on, but her fingers bumping over her clit were enough.

“I’m going to come,” she gasped.

“Yes, now, I want you to come now.”

Margo rubbed her clit furiously, Runako slammed his cock into her and she came. Margo screamed in pleasure, biting the couch. Runako jackhammered his cock into her, pushing against orgasm-tight muscles, so that the wave of pleasure refused to break. She rode the crest of her orgasm for ages, panting and gasping, her body vising around his cock.

With a roar Runako came too.

He pulled out of her and helped her to stand. The muscles in her legs, and particularly her hips, were stiff. She turned in his arms and laid her head on his chest. Runako stroked her back, and when he stooped and picked her up Margo let him do it.

“Grab the blanket,” he whispered, and she did, thinking he was going to sit with her on his lap and wrap her in the blanket. Margo closed her eyes, drifting in the rosy cloud of seriously good sex aftermath.

The closed eyes and general feeling of wellbeing were why she didn’t notice that he’d carried her from the comfortable cave. She didn’t notice until she was set down on cold stone.

She yelped and sat up. “What are you doing?”

Runako grabbed her ankle and pulled it to the end of the stone altar. “I’m chaining you up.”

“Why? Why? I thought we were done with this.”

“I want you too much. I like you like this, chained, available for my use. In there you are…too comfortable, too powerful.”

Margo gaped at him, totally stunned by his words. The sense of familiarity that had formed in the other cave, born of his many human-like behaviors, disappeared in a blink. He grabbed her free leg and chained it in place, spreading her legs. When he reached for her hands Margo fought, landing a sold punch to his abs. Runako barely noticed. The lines of his face were stark, frighteningly so, as he forced her to lie back. Margo’s arms shook with effort as she tried to pull them in to her chest. Runako offered no quarter, no mercy. He forced her arms up and out, then chained them in place.

“You’re mine.”


Chapter Eleven

The tension gnawing at his gut eased when she was chained down.

Margo’s head was whipping side to side as she stared in disbelief at her bonds. He was offended that she looked so surprised. Clearly she’d forgotten she was his prisoner, otherwise she wouldn’t be shocked at being treated like one.

“Runako, honey, you need to unchain me,” Margo said, turning to him with a calm smile.

He blinked at her suddenly calm manner and tone. If she’d grown used to the chains he might have to put her in the cage to remind her of her status. Margo’s calm smile faded into a snarl.

“Let me go!”

Much better. “No. You are mine.”

“My friends are going to be wondering where I am. They’re going to call the cops. You’ll be in trouble with the police. You don’t want that.”

He shrugged. He didn’t, but he also didn’t think that her friends would call the police. After all, he’d stated his intention to kidnap her in front of Jane. Though, when he’d last seen Jane, Michael had been carrying her into a bedroom. Perhaps Michael and Jane had not yet stopped having sex long enough for Jane to relay Margo’s whereabouts.

If that were the case her friends would have reason to fear, and he did not want that.

“I’ll be right back,” he said, heading for the other cave. Grabbing the satellite phone Michael had insisted he get, Runako dialed the only number he knew. On the third ring Michael picked up.

“Hello.”

“Hello,” Runako said, in their language rather than human English. Michael replied in the same.

“Runako, where are you?”

“I’m in the Captive Caves,” he replied, surprised Michael didn’t know. “I told you that is what I would do.”

“And you have Margo with you?”

“Yes. You’re the one who suggested it.”

“Er, yeah, about that…”

“Were the others concerned as to her whereabouts?”

“Yeah they were. Hold on I think Lena’s here. She’ll want to talk to you.”

“Wait, I don’t want to talk to—”

“Runako?” a female voice asked.

“Hello, Lena,” he said in English, resigned.

“You have Margo? Is she okay?”

“She is fine.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yes.”

“In that case,” Lena took a deep breath. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? We’ve been freaking out. You’ve got a lot of nerve. I’m assuming you’re sleeping together, after all Margo did put dibs on you, but you can’t just drop off radar like that.”

Strangely, Lena didn’t seem that angry that he’d kidnapped Margo and was keeping her prisoner. She seemed more angry about their failing to contact her. And something she’d said made him curious.

“Dibs? Margo put dibs on me.”

“Didn’t she tell you? Yeah she put dibs on you. Right after you turned into a human for the first time. You and Luke had just been fighting like crazy, but as soon as you turned into a human, a very attractive one, she put dibs on you.”

“What does dibs mean?”

“It means she, um, claimed you. She was telling the rest of us that she wanted you so we couldn’t make a play at you.”

“She did this when she first saw me?”

“Yep, back when you were the bad guy. Margo knows what she likes.”

Runako plopped down on the couch and considered this new information. It was startling and flattering that Margo had wanted him from the start.

“Can you put Margo on the phone? We’ve got a meeting next Wednesday with some potential money people, and I need to know what she did with the latest draft of the budget. I mean it’s Friday now so I’m assuming the two of you are going to hang out all weekend, but I need to at least look at those numbers today. I’ll follow up with her on Monday in the office.”

“Er…”

Runako was beginning to suspect that Lena was not fully aware of what was going on. Nevertheless he took the phone in to Margo.

Margo was fuming. Her cheeks were red from her struggles and he could see red marks around her wrists where she’d pulled against on the chains.

“Lena would like to talk to you,” he said holding the phone up to her ear and bending close to her head so he too could hear. Margo lunged up, crocodile like, teeth snapping. Runako jerked his head back a critical two inches.

“Hey, Margo,” came Lena’s voice through the phone. “Sweetie, can you tell me where the budget—”

“Get me out of here!” Margo yelled at the phone.

“Uh, what?” Lena asked.

“What do you mean ‘what’? I get kidnapped, and you want to know about budgets? How about rescue, could a girl get a freaking rescue?”

“Kidnapped? What? You’re not at your house?”

“No I’m not. I’m in a freaking cave. I’m chained to a sacrificial altar in a cave!”

“What? WHAT?”

“Exactly. Thank you.”

Runako pulled the phone away from Margo, who continued to shout at it. “She was, uh, joking,” he said.

“Runako what’s going on? Where are you?”

“I brought Margo to the Captive Caves.”

“Captive? You did kidnap her?”

“Um. It was Michael’s idea.”

“Michael’s idea? Michael!” Runako heard the sound of Lena’s footsteps, then Michael’s voice raised in a yelp of surprise.

“What’s going on?” Lena demanded. Runako held his breath and hoped she was talking to Michael.

“Er…” came Michael’s faint reply.

“Runako said it was your idea,” Lena said.

Michael called Runako an asshole in their language, so Lena couldn’t understand. Runako smiled, then attempted a move he’d learned from watching the TV show Entourage.

“You’re breaking up. I’m going under a tunnel. Bye.” He hung up.

He wasn’t really sure how that had gone, but there wasn’t time to worry about it now. He had a pissed-off naked woman to deal with.

 

Margo fumed.

It was surprising how warm anger could make a person. After only a few minutes she wasn’t cold anymore. She had strained to hear Runako’s ongoing conversation with Lena. She had been a bit pissed at her friend for her utter lack of concern. Though that was very Lena to have put business first.

Before she could work herself up to being truly pissed at her friends, Margo reminded herself that it had sounded like they’d thought she was at home.

She rolled her head, trying to work out the kink in her neck, and screamed when she saw Runako staring down at her. He was really quiet when he wanted to be.

“Where’s the phone? I want to talk to Lena again.”

“No.”

“I want to talk to Lena.”

“Again. No.”

“You are completely infuriating. The last thing I want to do right now is have sex with you, so you can just get that out of your head.”

Runako huffed out a sigh and sat beside her hip.

“It appears that I will have to return you—”

“Damn right.”

“—on Monday.”

“Monday? What day is it now? Is it still Thursday?”

“No it is Friday. That means I only have two more days to enjoy you.”

“First, why couldn’t we have sex on a bed in L.A.? Though right now I want to punch you in the face more than I want to date you. Second, you don’t know my friends. I’m betting they show up here to rescue me.”

Runako frowned in displeasure at that. “I hope not. I think they are well distracted. I told Lena that the caves were Michael’s idea, and that he was the one who told me to bring you here.”

What had he just said?

“Michael told you to bring me here?” she asked.

“Yes. I told you this before.”

“No, you told me that you prepped the cave for Michael, and that when you found out he didn’t need it, you decided to bring me here.”

“That is correct.”

“No it’s not. You neglected to mention that Michael told you to bring me, me specifically. I asked if I was just some random pick out of the other girls, and you said that you’d picked me, me. But you didn’t pick me. Michael told you to get me. You told the truth when you said it wasn’t random, but it wasn’t your choice.”

“Margo—”

“What if he’d told you to go get Akta or Cali? It was never me, never me.”

“That is not—”

“Go to hell.”

“Listen to me, woman.”

“I want nothing to do with you. Nothing.”

 

Her words hit him like physical blows. Runako found that he was shaking with rage. She was stubborn, stupid and blind to her own worth. She was determined to devalue herself.

Runako jumped onto the altar, his movement’s tight as he fought to control his anger. Margo sucked in a little breath, and he could smell her fear. Runako knelt, his legs on either side of her chest, and grabbed her face in his hands. His fingers pressed hard against her skull.

“Listen to me, woman. Michael suggested you because he knew you were the human I found attractive. Though I tried to keep my attraction secret, he knew. You are not the human I find the most attractive out of the group, you are the only one I find attractive.

“Humans…humans have done me a great hurt and I wanted nothing to do with them. But you, you I want so much that what I feel for you is more than my anger.”

He shook his head, not sure if he was making sense, but hoping she understood.

“You are the only human woman I will ever touch. I can promise you that, because I could never want another human woman as I want you.”

He finished with a snap of teeth. Every word he’d said was true, but she was so stubborn he was not sure she would hear.

Margo’s eyes were soft at the corners, and when she blinked tears rolled from each eye to pool against his hands where he held her face.

“Runako. I…I just…” She shook her head, and there were no words.

He needed to touch her, and she needed to be touched, but his frustration with her rolled through his body like a slow fire.

“You frustrate me,” he growled. “I can’t be gentle with you, not now.”

Her eyes went wide, and then she nodded.

He grabbed her lower jaw in one hand, held her head, and kissed her puckered lips. When she tried to return the kiss he pulled away. He would accept nothing from her but her utter submission.

“You are mine,” he growled, “and you will obey.”

He didn’t wait for her to agree. He released her face and undid the cuffs. She lay still once they were off, not daring to move. Her obedience made him want to be harder on her, rather than softening his need.

“On your hands and knees,” he growled, “you need to be punished.”

She didn’t ask what she needed to be punished for, and he was glad, because he didn’t have an answer. Perhaps he felt this need because she was so stubborn, or because she was so blind to her worth. Or maybe he needed to punish her because she made him feel things he didn’t want to feel for a human woman.

With a hand at the back of her neck he forced her upper body down, until her forehead rested against the stone. Relenting slightly he shoved the blanket at her, allowing her to place a folded bit of fabric under her forehead.

He smoothed his hand along her spine, pushing on her back until it was deeply curved, offering her ass up.

He legs were more closed than he would like, but he would leave it. Later, when he spanked her pussy, he would force her legs open.

He walked around her, examining her from every angle. He stopped at her ass and ran his hands up her thighs, then squeezed her fleshy ass. Stepping to the side he positioned himself, raised his hand, and brought it down on her ass.

The first blow was soft, a way for him to check that she was correctly positioned and ready for what he was about to do to her. The blow rocked her forward slightly, but she took the force of it on her elbows.

“You need to be punished.”

Runako raised his hand.

 

The second spank was much harder than the first. Margo bit back a yelp as pain tingled across her left butt cheek. These weren’t friendly little play taps.

He spanked her right ass cheek, the crack echoing off the cold stone walls.

Margo moaned and bit the inside of her cheek as the spanking continued. Soon the pain in her ass was constant, each blow increasingly painful. She tried to hold still, but she couldn’t. He was hurting her, spanking her, punishing her.

He’d kidnapped her to this dark place, kept her chained up, and was now spanking her.

He rubbed his hand over her aching ass, and when he spoke his voice was a low gravely growl, barely human.

“You’re a bad girl. You need to be punished.”

Margo nodded frantically while tears pooled in her eyes.

Smack. Margo sobbed, unable to keep quiet any longer. “Ouch, ouch it hurts. It hurts when you spank me.”

“I want it to hurt,” he growled. “You’re being punished.”

Smack.

“Oh God, oh yes.”

Runako shoved her knees apart, her skin scraping over the stone, but it all fed into the same place the pain from the spankings had gone. He pinched the top of her sex, the soft mound yielding under his dark fingers.

He brought his hand up between her legs and spanked her mound. Margo gasped and jerked. The skin was soft, sensitive, and the pain immediate, but the jiggling cause by the blow radiated to her clit, and her already terribly aroused body wanted more of his treatment.

He spanked her sex, hard short blows landing one after another. Margo’s mind was a haze of pain and pleasure. It was a place of pure feeling, no thinking.

Runako slid two fingers into her sex, which tightened around them. He pulled his fingers free and scissored them around her clit, then pushed them back into her sex. He repeated this several times, working in a rhythm, so that she knew when to expect penetration and when to expect strokes to her clit.

He pulled his fingers from her, rubbed her clit, and then slid them up to her ass. Margo was shocked from the haze of pleasure that would have surely led to orgasm as he positioned his fingers against her anus.

She took a deep breath and tensed. Runako spanked her left ass cheek, hard enough to make her yelp. A second later she felt his fingers breeching her anus, forcing it open two fingers wide.

Margo cried out and leaned forward, trying to get away from the invading fingers.

“No,” Runako growled, spanking her again and then grabbing her hip, holding her in place. “You will take this.”

“It hurts.”

“Good.”

Margo nearly came then. He was powerful, masterful. She couldn’t tell where pleasure crossed into pain, she couldn’t have named what it was she wanted. What she did know is that what he did to her, whatever he did to her, was what she wanted. There was no negotiating with him, no instructing needed. She was his, to do with as he pleased.

His fingers were in her ass to the knuckle. He pulled them out a bit, then forced them all the way in, Margo panting and whimpering all the while.

Runako grunted in satisfaction. “Your ass looks good spanked and stuffed.”

“Please,” Margo said, not sure what she was asking for.

He pulled his fingers from her ass. “Stay here.”

Margo nodded, her forehead sliding against the blanket.

What are you doing? Are you insane? This is crazy, fucked up sex. This is XXX stuff. Sex is supposed to be fun, silly, romantic, not—

Runako slapped her ass, and Margo lurched. She’d been so lost in her own thoughts she hadn’t heard him return.

“Turn over, sit up.”

Margo rolled, hissing as her bruised ass came in contact with the rough stone. The cold felt good against her ass.

“Do you know what these are?” Margo looked at the things Runako held in his freshly washed hand. She must be hallucinating. Either that or he was holding decorative tapers.

“Candles?”

“Michael insisted I get them, along with holders. He wanted to be romantic with Jane. I picked these because of their interesting texture. Perhaps I knew I would need them.”

The tapers had a narrow base, and were clearly meant for candlesticks, but were wider than a plain taper. They had a twisted spiraling shape, and were studded with small gold circles. Runako handed one to her, and Margo ran it through her hands. The gold circles were not paint, but small metal decorative studs that had been pressed into the wax.

She’d never been interested in wax play, she was afraid of being burned, but, as she handed the candle back to Runako she knew that she wasn’t going to say no or try and stop him.

“Back on your hands and knees,” he demanded, and she rolled over almost gratefully. She really hadn’t wanted wax on her nipples.

Runako spanked her until she was arranged to his satisfaction, then plunged a finger into her pussy.

Margo shuddered in pleasure and relaxed. He was strong, sure of himself. It was a pleasure to be touched by him.

His finger left her, and something cold took its place at the entrance to her sex. He pushed the cold thing into her. The candle.

He pushed, the widest part of the candle forcing its way into her. She could feel the metal studs, and the ridges and curves of the candle as he inched it into her. The candle was cold, startlingly so. By the time he stopped pushing she was panting, desperate for release. Her nipples were diamond hard, and she rocked forward so they rubbed against the stone, wanting, needing, some stimulation.

Runako braced one hand on her ass, grabbed the candle with the other, then pulled it out. He removed it fully, and Margo felt moisture pour from her sex. Runako slid his fingers into her expanded body and teased her clit with his thumb.

His wet fingers moved to her ass, pushed the cheeks of her ass apart, exposing her. Something hard pressed against her anus, and Margo twisted her head to see what he was doing.

Runako loomed there, dark and menacing, his mahogany skin glinting in the firelight. The white candle was in his hand, poised to violate her ass.

“It’s too big,” she stammered.

“No. It’s not.”

The base of the candle, the part that was narrow to fit into the candlestick, breached her ass, forcing the tight muscles open. Margo turned her face back to the blanket, biting it to muffle her whimpers. It hurt, what he was doing hurt her, but the fact that he was doing it, that he would force this thing into her, was terribly arousing.

He kept up the pressure, pushing, pushing. The widest bit slid in, and Margo cried out.

“Oh it hurts, it hurts.”

Runako spanked her and kept forcing the candle in. Margo realized that she was rocking back and forth, forcing her ass back onto the candle. What was she doing? Why? This felt good, but it hurt. It hurt so much but felt so good and she wanted it, wanted him.

Then he was behind her, his hands on her hips. And his cock was there, rubbing along the lips of her sex, teasing her clit. Then he was in her, his cock settled with one long smooth thrust. His belly bumped the candle, which shifted in her ass.

Margo screamed in pleasure. His cock felt huge in her sex, her ass was stuffed with the candle. He thrust, filling her sex and shifting the candle in her ass.

On his third thrust she came. Margo screamed as the pain-laced pleasure of orgasm overcame her. Her hands curled into claws, raking across the stone. She reached back with her right hand, needing to touch him. He grabbed her hand, and she dug her nails into him, holding on to him.

As her orgasm faded Margo decided she’d had enough, and with tears of fear, pain and pleasure on her cheeks she closed her eyes.

 

In the split second before his orgasm overcame him Runako felt Margo go limp. When he slid out of her Margo collapsed, seemingly boneless.

He’d killed her. He’d fucked her to death.

Runako stared at Margo in horror. No. She couldn’t be dead. She couldn’t leave him.

Margo sighed and shifted.

Runako staggered, then sank to the floor. She wasn’t dead. She was sleeping.

A corner of his mouth kicked up. He’d fucked her into unconsciousness. That bout of sex had been incredible. The kink she’d allowed him was unexpected. Luke, and porn, had assured him that humans knew about and appreciated most of the better kinks that he’d learned from the succubae.

Despite knowing this, the power of what had just passed between them surprised him. Margo surprised him. Her capacity for passion, for finding passion in the darkest of places, was staggering.

Climbing to his feet Runako carefully extracted the candle from her ass. He examined it to be sure it hadn’t broken or that pieces hadn’t come off within her. Casting the still whole candle aside he lifted her in his arms, staggering slightly. He carried her to the bathroom, where he took her into the warm shower. That woke her slightly, and she burrowed against his chest. Runako used his hands to move the warm water and soap over her body, carefully washing her ass and between her legs.

When they were clean he toweled her dry, then took a fresh towel and wrapped her in it. He carried her to the couch and laid her down, carefully as if she were made of glass. He gathered her damp hair and moved it away from her skin so she wouldn’t grow cold.

He darted to the other cave, gathered up the blanket and brought it back to her, tucked it around her.

She looked peaceful in sleep. Her lashes were dark against the caramel of her skin. Her wet hair was like the night sky, soaking in the light.

His mate was beautiful.

Runako dropped to his knees beside the couch. It could not be. He’d chosen a human to be his mate?

No, not a human, Margo.

But how could they be together? How? He would not live the life of a human. He was not like Luke and Michael, content to spend his days in a body that was not his. He loved his true self too much to give it up.

He had not meant this to be complicated. He’d taken her to have sex with her. It had been part curiosity—he’d never been with a human—and part desire to be rid of her. He’d spent too much time thinking about her, and he’d thought having her would rid him of the need for her.

Perhaps that last bit of sex had affected him more than he’d thought.

Runako moved to the armchair and settled himself in it, his legs stretched out.

He could not be with her. He would not give in and become one of them.


Chapter Twelve

Margo woke up hungry.

Correction, she woke up starving.

Runako was passed out in the armchair, his mouth open, snores echoing through the cave. She closed his mouth, and the snores stopped.

Making her way to the ice chest from where the pizza had come, she found a box of chicken nuggets. She snatched them up and headed for the microwave. She traced the electrical cord back to a little gas generator. Satisfied that there was power she heated up the chicken nuggets, using the box as a plate. While they cooked she went looking for hot sauce, but had to settle for ketchup.

She popped the first super hot nugget into her mouth and chewed happily. Breaded fried chicken—yum.

Wishing for Tapatio hot sauce she drenched the remaining nuggets in ketchup and wolfed them down. When she was done she was still a bit hungry, and went back to the chest. There was a wealth of tasty frozen food in there. Margo checked the nutrition facts on the ketchup-smeared box of nuggets, winced and closed the ice chest.

“You need to eat.”

Runako’s voice, less than a foot behind her, caused Margo to scream. On reflex she twisted and smacked his leg with the nugget box.

He looked at her, then at the smear of ketchup on his calf.

“Don’t scare me like that,” she said.

“I’m hungry.”

“No kidding. I was starving when I woke up.”

Runako leaned down, his bare chest looming over her, and threw open the ice chest. He pulled out two lasagnas and a chicken chow mein dinner.

“Let’s have those too,” he said, heading for the bathroom.

“Interesting combination,” she called out. She thought about objecting to his assumption that she would play little woman and heat up his food, but then decided that, under the circumstances, the Feminist Majority would let her keep her membership, even if she microwaved his food for him.

She put the first box in and stood, stretching. Now that the rumbling in her belly was gone she could concentrate on other parts of her that hurt. When Runako came out of the bathroom—his leg free of ketchup—she was twisting trying to see her own ass.

Runako slid his arms around her, pulling her back against his chest.

“Are you hugging me to keep me from seeing the bruises you put on my ass?” she asked, snuggling into his arms. It felt good to be held by him, scarily so.

“Yes,” he replied truthfully.

“There are bruises on my ass, seriously?”

“Oh, you haven’t seen them?”

“No, but I can feel them.”

“I was hard on you,” he said, rocking their joined bodies back and forth, almost as if they were dancing.

Margo tilted her head up, waiting.

“What?” he asked, after a minute of her staring expectantly up at him.

“I’m waiting for you to apologize,” she said.

“Why would I do that?” he said.

“Uh, because you bruised my ass.”

“It wasn’t an accident.”

Margo opened her mouth, closed it. She wasn’t sure how to take that.

“I like seeing your body marked by me,” he said. That tipped it into sexy as opposed to sadistic.

“Well don’t think you get to do that every night, buddy. My ass can’t take it.”

“I don’t plan to do that to you again. You have to be returned to L.A. the day after tomorrow, and you won’t have recovered enough before then for me to treat you that way.”

Margo ducked her head to hide her expression. She’d made it very clear that she was planning on continuing to see him when they got home, and he’d just shot her down. She was his weekend sex-slave fling.

It wasn’t fair. It really wasn’t. He made her feel beautiful and desirable, but then casually dismissed her. If she really were as beautiful and sexy as he said she was he wouldn’t be so eager to get away from her.

Margo slid out of his arms. Ignoring the scent of sodium overload microwaved deliciousness she returned to the couch and curled up with the blanket tucked firmly around her.

Runako didn’t even notice.

He turned to the microwave and popped the next dish in. Margo fumed. How dare he not notice that she was not talking to him?

Runako slid a piping hot plastic dish of lasagna onto her lap, carefully wadding the blanket under it so it didn’t burn her. He returned a moment later with a plastic knife and fork, wrapped in a napkin, which he set on the arm of the couch.

Watching him shuttle her food back and forth, Margo’s anger melted. He was so earnest—smiling as he wrapped the knife and fork carefully in the napkin—that she couldn’t hold on to her anger.

“Thanks,” she said. The fight ended with Runako never the wiser that they’d been having one.

He ate the chow mein as an appetizer and followed it up with the second lasagna. Margo told herself she wouldn’t eat all the lasagna, but she did. Stopping just short of licking the remaining bits of cheese from the plastic container Margo set everything aside and inched down until she was once again lying on the couch.

She flicked the dark TV on. Reservoir Dogs was still in the player, and she was feeling too lazy to get up, so she turned on the director’s commentary.

“This is what you do?” Runako asked, motioning to the TV.

“What do you mean?”

“The man talking, this is what you would do?”

“No, the guy talking is the director. For this project, your project, Cali will be our director. I’ve produced projects with other directors, with people outside of the Calypso. It really depends on the project as to what director you get.”

“What do you do?”

“I’m a producer.”

“You sing?”

“Uh, no. Oh, oh, you must have seen The Producers.”

Runako belted out a line from Springtime for Hitler in a clear voice.

Margo giggled, “Very nice. That movie was about people producing, being producers, on a theater production. I produce movies. At least I want to. See I started in commercials, Cali and I both, but commercials are addiction-inducing nightmares. Though the money’s good. Commercials are how I raised the goods to buy in to Calypso.”

Over the next hour Margo explained the movie business, the industry, to Runako. Usually talking to a real outsider was tiresome. Most people didn’t understand how much went into any project produced on film. Over the years she’d learned to spot the difference between people who wanted to know the inner working of it—the people who watched director’s commentary and making of documentaries—from those who wanted a laundry list of famous people you knew.

Runako was great fun to talk to because he knew almost nothing.

“So you will be like…E from Entourage.”

Margo barked out a laugh. “No. For better or worse no. He’s a manager, and though he got producer credit on that movie they made that’s not what I do. I’m more of a…logistics manager. There are a lot of pieces that go into a movie. Far more than just the camera and actors you see. For example, you have location. You have to take a script and figure out how many different locations are needed. Are they outside places, inside? Are they places that we could build, basically could we make fake ones in a warehouse that would be good enough to fool people? Once you know what you need you have to find possible locations and take pictures and get information on each. Sometimes a place may look perfect, but be too expensive to use, or a place will be close but not perfect but cheaper, so then we have to try and guess how much we’d spend making it perfect. And what would be the factored labor costs if we’re going to Canada or New York where we have to use local labor—”

Margo was talking to herself by this point. Talking to herself, and making herself nervous. She’d worked her way up to producer in commercials, coming up through the ranks of production assistant, production coordinator, and production manager before hitting producer. She’d done a stint in music videos, which were more fun than commercials, but trying to fake petty cash receipts to cover buying drugs for the set was stressful.

She’d produced one movie, only one, and she’d had an experienced producer, one of her professors from cinema school, helping her. That had been a low budget indie film, the one that had made everyone sit up and notice Akta, who’d starred, but it had been a low-pressure situation.

This movie was going to be anything but low pressure. This movie had to get made, and once made it had to work. Most of that pressure was falling on Jane who was writing the screenplay, and would transfer to Cali once shooting was underway, but between the screenplay and the first day of filming lay the landmine scatter field of Pre-Pro—pre production.

Lena, who was working financials, couldn’t move forward without her estimates and budgets. Margo had to find all the pieces, identify them, and then put them together so they could move forward. In the end the movie would have very little resemblance to what Margo was mocking up. The locations would all be changed, the budget numbers would be off and money would have to be shuffled around.

But none of that could happen until she did her part.

Runako, lounging in the armchair, was frowning at the ceiling. “You have to do all this? You will go to different places, ask for prices, take pictures?”

“No. We’ll bring in a location scout who will do that. They’ll give me information and I pick the best of what they find, check to see how it fits with what we need, and include it.”

“So you must supervise this person.”

“Yep. And that’s just for location. There’re a million things besides location that haven’t been taken into consideration. The pink neon elephants in the room are the Monsters.”

Runako looked around, presumably for an elephant, “There are no pink elephant monsters.”

“Good to know. What I meant was that we aren’t sure how we’re going to do the Monsters in the movie. Realistically it’s going to have to be some form of CGI, but we might be able to do it with modeled live action. Meaning we might get some of you to be our models, take a 3D scan of you and feed it into the computer. Then we would hire actors who would work in front of a green screen, meaning they would stand in front of a green wall, and act out the motions, but instead of seeing the actors the computer would assigned the actors movements to the digital model of you.”

Margo held her breath to see if he’d understood that. It didn’t seem like a complicated concept to her, and even most lay people would understand it, because they’d seen enough behind the scenes footage to get the basics.

Runako had done his movie pop culture homework, but unless he’d watched all zillion hours of behind the scenes footage on The Lord of the Rings he might be lost by her explanation.

“It is like…The Two Towers, or Return of the King.”

Figures. “Close. What we’d want to do is actually closer to what Tom Hanks did with The Polar Express but I’m guessing you don’t have that DVD with you. We’d want to use the technology from that with live action settings. A cartoon, even a good one, won’t have the same effect.”

“That is very complicated.”

“So now you know why I need to go home.”

Runako ignored that. “Why don’t you just use the real Monsters?”

“You mean you and Luke and the other guys?”

“If it will be a movie about Monsters there should be real Monsters in it.”

“That would be simpler, but we need actors.”

“We would be the actors. Why do you assume that performance skill is not something we are capable of?”

“Are you the Monster Brad Pitt?” Margo asked.

“I liked that movie.”

“Which one?”

“Troy.”

Figures. “What I meant was are you the star actor among the Monsters?”

“No. But Henry is.”

Margo blinked. After all the girl’s had done with these guys the least the guys could have done was mention that the best actor in their race was one of them. Then again, had she and the girls ever bothered to ask? Probably not.

“That’s…that’s something to take into consideration, but acting in theatre, and I’m assuming that you have them, right? Okay, yeah well the thing is acting in theatre is really different than acting for film.”

Runako sat forward, and there was a glint in his eyes. “We could be taught to do this film acting, yes? Henry is the best, but I am very good also.”

Margo knew that glint. She’d seen it in the eyes of extras and acting students everywhere.

Then again, having the guys play versions of themselves would dramatically cut the budget. It would also be the first big clue that something was going on. Once they started working on the movie and word got out what it was, people would ask who was doing the special effects, and when all the big houses shrugged and said “Not I” people would start to wonder.

They’d need to budget extra for security and legal. Closed set. No talk papers signed by everyone. Money to sue the dumb extra who would leak what was going on.

“I need a pen and paper. I need a laptop, I need to get this down.” Margo snapped, fingers twitching with a need to commit all this to paper.

Runako sat up, alerted by her tone as to the shift in mood.

“I think a laptop is one of the things I brought,” he said apologetically. There was pink on his cheeks, and Margo realized he was embarrassed that he didn’t know for sure.

“Where is it?”

Runako brought her a hard-sided silver case. The closure was complicated and took Margo a minute to figure out. She made a show of cursing and struggling to make him feel better.

“We’re going to feel really dumb if this is just a case full of laundry that Michael wanted Jane to model.”

“I didn’t bring any of the clothes he wanted me to get. I saw no point in kidnapping her only to give her clothes.”

“Some day you really have to show me this kidnapping handbook you’re working off of.”

The case popped open and inside was a gleaming laptop. She snatched it up and hugged it to her chest. “Oh yes, my pretty, you and I will do beautiful things together,” she cooed.

Runako raised his brows and took a seat next to her.

Margo popped open the lid. Holding the computer with one arm she started to close the case. A small pouch wedged in with the power cable caught her eye. Margo plucked it out and zipped it open with her teeth. Inside was a satellite wireless card.

“How,” she whispered reverently, “how did Michael know?”

“Know what?” Runako asked, gaze darting between her face, the beeping computer, and the wireless card.

“How did he know to get one of these, and how did he afford it.”

“I bought it,” Runako said, nudging her a bit. “He gave me a list, but I took the list to the store. I bought all these things.”

Taking the hint Margo switched her adoration from the computer to Runako. “You’re a genius.” She leaned over and kissed him. Runako cupped the back of her head and started to deepen the kiss, but Margo slithered away.

“Time to get started.”

She set aside the wireless card, knowing all productivity was shot if she wasn’t able to get on the Internet. The computer only had basic programs, certainly none of the complicated budgeting programs designed specifically for movies that she had on her own computer, but a simple spreadsheet worked just as well.

Aware of the seriously gorgeous, if slightly befuddled, guy beside her, Margo talked out everything she wrote down. Runako soon joined in, asking questions and making suggestions, which helped Margo clarify her thoughts.

Two hours and one pair of aching eyeballs later Margo had a sample budget worked up.

“This is amazing,” she leaned over and gave Runako an enthusiastic kiss. “You’re seriously good at this. You’re very logical, and you’re not influenced by the way things should be done. This,” she motioned to the screen, “is workable, and with a budget like this we could approach individuals instead of a financial group. We have to wait for the screenplay and adjust, but I know she’s writing it as a summer blockbuster, and this is a summer blockbuster style budget—without the massive FX allocation.”

Margo stopped to clear her throat, which was rough from nearly two hours of non-stop talking. With a sigh she leaned back, saved the files in four different places, and picked up the wireless card.

“Time to make contact with the outside word.”


Chapter Thirteen

Runako didn’t try to stop her. Margo stole a glance his way, and he was staring into middle space. She slipped in the wireless card, and after a few tense moments it picked up a weak signal.

There was no way she was going to get an Internet call out with a signal that weak, but she could send an email. Ignoring the two hundred new messages in her inbox, Margo sent an email to her friends.

 

Subject: The Kidnapped Margo Makes Contact.

Thanks so much for ALL YOUR HELP. Jerks. Yes, Runako kidnapped me and has taken me to some remote cave in the Rockies. You might be interested to know that it was Michael who arranged to have these caves outfitted for a captive because he was planning to bring Jane here.

I’ll be back on Monday—no I have no idea how we got here so I don’t know when I’ll arrive.

Until then, take a look at the docs I’ve attached. Runako suggested we move forward with the Monsters playing themselves. I told him we needed actors—turns out Runako’s a pretty good actor, and Henry is considered the best actor among them. How did that little detail slip by us?

Anyway, don’t worry about me, Stockholm syndrome has set in.

Margo

 

She sent the email with a smile on her face. She checked the time, guessed that she was in the Mountain Standard Time zone, and decided to wait a bit and see if any of the girls responded.

With another sidelong glance at Runako, who was still distracted, she opened a search window. It took her a while—she hadn’t remembered the name correctly—but after ten minutes she was looking at the website of a company called “BlackWolf” whose symbol was a snarling red wolf head against a black background.

The information on their website was sparse, but she struck gold on blogs. Every liberal blog, from Pro-Choice to Anti-War, was up in arms about BlackWolf, and had at least one piece on them.

They were primarily a mercenary training company. Their website had said they trained bodyguards and security specialists, but the blogs were saying they trained assassins. They had government contracts, and were operating as a security force in several troubled areas around the globe.

As troubling as all this information was, Margo went looking for something else. She found it in a three-year-old blog post. The blogger cited missing person’s reports, documented the scientists that arrived at the BlackWolf compound, and finally detailed a killing spree undertaken by a former BlackWolf trainee. All this, according to the blogger, was evidence than BlackWolf was working on genetic modification—creating super humans.

Margo closed the lid of the laptop and leaned back, thinking hard.

What should she do? She had a gut feeling that the people who had taken Runako’s sister were BlackWolf men. Either they’d stumbled on her in the forest, and captured her with no premeditation, or they’d hunted her, and kidnapping and experimenting on her was premeditated.

Either way, she should give this information to Runako.

“Yes,” he said, startling her. “I will play myself. I should inform Jane that she needs to write a part for me.”

“Sure. Good idea. Look there’s something I need to tell you, something I need you to know.”

Runako looked her up and down, frowning. “You are not hurt.”

“No, nothing like that. It’s…uh…” Margo swallowed and steeled her nerve, “…it’s about your sister.”

Runako’s face turned to stone and his eyes were bright and sharp as flint. “Why?”

“I think I might know who killed her.”

His eyes widened in shock, and he lost the frighteningly stone-like expression. He stammered out a question in his language, then shook his head and said “How?”

“You said there was a logo on their shirts, a wolf’s head, right?”

“Yes. But I looked for the symbol and never found it.”

“The situation, combined with the logo information, sparked something in my memory.” Margo opened the laptop, clicked to the BlackWolf homepage, and turned the laptop to Runako. “Is this it?”

His reaction was immediate and dire. Runako stared in shock for a breath and then jumped to his feet. His hands curled into fists as he threw his head back and roared. His wings burst from his back. For a moment his great blue bat-like wings flared above his human body, before his human skin was shredded by his true form, which burst forth, fueled by his rage. The cave echoed with the sounds of crunching bone and tearing flesh. Margo swallowed a scream, but couldn’t stop herself from shrinking back into the corner of the couch.

Runako opened and closed his wings as he flexed his arms. His claws flashed menacingly in the light.

“Where,” he said. The word was so guttural she barely understood.

“I don’t know—wait, wait don’t do that—I’m not sure where exactly, but people suspect they have a secret compound in Colorado. There’s an aerial shot of it and a general area guide, but that’s all I could find.”

“Show me.”

Margo pulled up the maps she had found. There was a small patch of metal roof visible through the trees of a dense forest. The nearest road was at least twenty miles away, and that was an unnamed mountain road.

Runako directed her to widen the map to give a better overall view. Margo did so with shaking fingers. Runako loomed over her, one wing spread above her head and braced against the back of the couch, almost like a third arm. His breath was hot on the side of her face. She was acutely aware of her nakedness beneath the blanket and how terribly vulnerable her soft skin was against his golden claws.

“I know this place,” Runako said grimly.

“You do?”

“It is not far from here, a few hours only. She was so close…so close.”

“There’s nothing you could have done,” Margo said soothingly.

Runako snarled at her. He turned his face to hers, pulled his lips back from his teeth and snarled. Margo screamed and flinched back.

“Do not be stupid, human. If I’d know her location I could have gone to her. I could have killed every human who touched her, demolished their little dwelling with my hands and set it afire so their corpses disintegrated to ash. I could have. I would have.”

Margo had made her comment without really thinking about it. It was a standard platitude. He was right. If he’d known he might have been able to save her.

That didn’t mean that he had any right to get bitchy with her.

“Why don’t you step back. Don’t get pissy with me. I’m helping you. I know you’re angry, but you’re not angry at me, or at the people who killed her. You’re angry at your sister. You’re mad that she couldn’t tell you where she was so you could save her. But you can’t admit that you are mad at her because she’s dead.”

Runako snarled and turned away. His wings rose and fell with his breathing. Margo held her breath. Had she gone too far? She wasn’t a counselor, and Runako definitely needed to be seeing someone to help him deal with his sister’s death.

“Why did she panic?” he said in a low voice. “I know they were hurting her, but she knew I was there with her. She knew I was there. If she could have focused, given me something…”

Holding the blanket in place Margo stood. She reached up and put her hand on his back, between the wing joints. His back felt like iron, and he was almost painfully warm to touch.

Margo remained silent, hoping he understood that her touch on his back was comfort, support and understanding.

“I must go,” he said finally. “I have to find the place where she died.”

“If you go it’s just as likely that you’ll end up like her.”

“I won’t let them take me. I’ll kill them.”

“By the time you get close enough to get at them you’ll be full of bullet holes.”

“I am not without firing weapons of my own,” he said. He flexed his hand and two darts shot out of his wrist. Margo gulped as the darts embedded themselves in the wall. How sharp were they that they could pierce stone?

“Okay, you have weapons of your own, I’d forgotten about those. I still say that just showing up and killing everyone in sight is a bad plan.”

“That’s a great plan.”

“What if they retreat inside, lock the doors and don’t come out? If it’s really a secret lab I bet they have some pretty heavy-duty defenses—no convenient large windows or air ducts. They’d have food and water in there and could wait you out, or, while you’re distracted trying to get in, they could send a sniper up into a tree and bam, two shots to the head and you’re done.”

Runako had turned to face her as she spoke. By the time she was done talking he was grinning.

“You have a plan,” he said through his smile. “You already have a plan that conquers all these things.”

“I do.” Margo took a deep breath. Was she really about to do this? She might get killed, all over some female Monster she’d never known. She wasn’t willing to die for Runako’s sister—she wasn’t that altruistic—but she was willing to put her life on the line to help him.

She loved him. Standing in front of him, about to lay out a plan that would probably get them both killed, she couldn’t deny that she loved him. It was ridiculous—she barely knew him, but he made her feel beautiful and smart. Her heart sped up every time he walked into the room, and he touched her with cool confidence that she found incredibly arousing, as well as reassuring.

“Okay, here’s what we’re going to do,” she said. When she looked at him she no longer saw a Monster, she just saw Runako. Her Runako. Her beloved.

 

“Hello? Is anyone there, please we need help.”

Runako’s arm over her shoulders Margo scanned the building for any signs of life. Runako hobbled along beside her, favoring his left leg.

“Help! Please, my boyfriend is hurt.”

A section of metal wall opened—a door. There was nothing defining it as a door—not even a doorknob on the outside. The doorway was dark, but Margo could feel someone watching them. She turned her head to Runako, letting her hair fall in front of her face.

“They’re watching, look hurt.”

“I am hurt,” he growled. His face contorted in a grimace of pain. Margo’s heart lurched. The injury had been the scariest part of the plan. She’d planned to have Runako injure himself—it had to be convincing—and then, once they’d been taken into the compound so he could be looked after, he would shift into Monster form, heal himself instantly and then kill the bad guys.

The “kill the bad guys” part of the plan was making Margo more than a little sick to her stomach. Part of her was in denial—she didn’t want to face the fact that what they were doing was premeditated murder. The other part of her didn’t like these guys, they were bad news all around, and if they were really doing genetic experimentation with materials and information they collected through torture, she wanted them gone. Guys like this, with even a fraction of Runako’s strength, would be really bad.

She was hoping they could smack a couple of the low ranking guys around to get the information on the head honchos. They would break into the leader/director’s study, go through his files, figure out how much he knew, burn the files and then…and then Runako would do what he needed to do.

They hobbled forward a few steps and Runako’s hurt left leg went out from under him, pulling both of them down.

“Useless human body,” he said through gritted teeth.

“Careful,” she breathed. She pulled aside his torn and tattered pants and looked at the long cut in his leg. The flesh around it was swollen and flushed an alarming purple color.

Runako had only himself to blame for the state of his leg. She’d told him the plan, offered to hit him with something, and he’d declined. Instead he’d used one of his own darts to cut open a slit in his leg. He’d been a little over zealous, and was in pretty bad shape. The venom coating the dart was fatally poisonous to humans, which explained the extreme swelling.

He’d flown them to within a mile of the compound. Runako had changed to human and put on the hiking clothes Margo had carried as they flew. One of their biggest obstacles had been Margo’s total lack of clothes. She’d gone through every box in the cave, concentrating on the things Runako said Michael had packed himself. She found a box of lingerie, which was useless, but then she found a box of camping equipment, including hiking gear. The clothes were in Jane’s size, which made them too small for Margo, but she’d managed to squeeze into a pair of exercise tights. Topped with a T-shirt and a jacket that wouldn’t zip she looked just sporty enough to get by. Runako was suitably attired in hiking pants and a jacket zipped up to his chin.

Luckily they both wore the same size shoes as their friends, and Margo’s feet were nice and toasty in hiking boots.

“Can you stand?” she asked.

“Get me up.” Runako said. Margo braced her feet and pulled, heaving him to his feet. They were being watched. She could feel it. Turning to the partially opened door she yelled, “Is there anyone in there? Please, we need help!”

The door opened all the way, and two guys came out. They were on the right side of thirty, with military haircuts and good posture. They each wore camo pants tucked into black boots and black T-shirts. Margo could almost see the dotted outlines on their bodies where the hastily shed weapons had been.

“Oh God, thank you,” Margo gushed as they approached. “My boyfriend’s hurt.”

“Let us help you.”

Margo stood back, and they flanked Runako. She saw him tense, and held her breath. The men made a cradle of their arms, then lifted and carried Runako with ease. She was worried he wouldn’t be able to stand them touching him, but he didn’t move as they picked him up. They carried Runako into the building, and Margo followed, babbling about how scared she was and how nice they were to help.

It took a minute for her eyes to adjust to the dark interior of the building. There was a third man in the little room they’d been led into. He squatted beside Runako’s leg, then said, “Take him to medical.”

He stood, his gaze, cold and assessing, swept over Margo. She turned to follow the men who carried Runako, and the cold-eyed man closed the exterior door, locking it with a key he then put in his pocket. They were locked in the building with the solders.

A shiver passed over Margo.

People were going to die today. Runako would kill some of these men, they would attempt to kill him. Some would be caught in the crossfire. Maybe some would die who knew nothing about what had happened.

Death would lie thick upon this place by sundown.

Margo hoped she would live to see tomorrow.


Chapter Fourteen

Runako blinked and shook his head. He’d never felt this bad. His stomach rolled, his vision was tinted with grey and his ears were ringing.

He hadn’t realized how much an injury would affect a human body. He’d never been seriously injured in this form, and after this experience he hoped never to do it again. He ached with the need to change forms, which would instantly neutralize the poison swimming through him.

The men carried him down a long hall. There were doors every five paces. He tried to take additional notes, to remember the path traveled, but he couldn’t.

Is this what it had been like for his sister? As a monster injury and pain should have been easier to handle, but if she’d been more severely injured than even she realized…

I’m sorry, Kalona.

Margo darted in front of him to open a door the soldier had gestured to with his head. The men carried him into a large chamber and deposited him on a paper-covered bed positioned between two curtains. Runako wobbled from side to side and would have fallen if Margo hadn’t rushed to him.

She wrapped his arm over her shoulders, holding him upright.

Perhaps he’d been mistaken to use one of his own darts, Runako thought. He felt far worse than he’d planned, and the poison was acting faster than he’d expected.

It was his last thought before he lost consciousness.

 

Runako went limp. Margo yelped and braced herself, trying to keep him from sliding off the hospital bed. She tugged, and Runako fell backwards.

A middle-aged woman in a lab coat bustled up to them.

“What happened?” she demanded. She lifted Runako’s legs, pulled an extension out of the bottom of the table and started pulling the torn pants away from Runako’s injury.

“He, he fell.” Margo stammered. “We were trying to mountain climb, and he fell and cut his leg, and then, then he was lying on these rocks, and he, um, yelled that something had bit him. I think maybe a snake bit him, but I couldn’t tell.”

The snake was improv, but now that she could see the full extent of Runako’s injury Margo knew a bad fall wouldn’t be enough to explain what was going on.

“How long ago?”

“Uh, half an hour maybe.”

“So you weren’t far from here when it happened?”

Crap. If she said yes and there were no rock climbing areas near here they’d know something was up. She couldn’t say they’d been walking for hours—Runako wouldn’t have survived that long.

“Not very far, and when we’d been hiking along a, uh, ridge, I’d seen the roof of this place, so when he got hurt we came right here. Will he be okay?”

“He’s developed a fever from the venom. Keith, get me the anti-venom.” A young man dressed in scrubs hurried away from the bed. Margo hadn’t even known he was there.

This was a terrible plan. A terrible, stupid plan. If there’d been an abort button she would have pressed it. Runako was sick, really sick. He needed to change forms and heal himself, but once he did that they were going to have to fight their way out.

Runako shuddered. Margo put her hand on his chest and his bones shifted under her palm. Margo bit her lip to keep herself from giving anything away. Runako’s body was trying to change.

If he was really that sick, so sick he wasn’t in control of himself, Margo had a bad feeling he was going to change forms, no matter what.

If that happened, and if he was still out of it when he did, they were both dead.

“What about the cut,” she asked, “will it heal? Will he lose his leg?”

“Lose his leg?” the middle-aged doctor barked out a laugh. “Even in combat medicine we don’t amputate anymore. He needs anti-venom and fluids. The cut clotted nicely so I’ll let the swelling go down before we proceed.”

Keith returned with a tiny bottle, bag of clear fluid and tubing. With an apologetic smile at her he nudged her out of the way and inserted an IV into Runako’s forearm. He hooked up a bottle of clear fluid. The doctor took his place and pushed a syringe full of anti-venom into the IV.

“Doctor, doctor!” A young woman ran to the bed. She was also in scrubs, but hers were covered with dark smears and her hair was a tangled mess. She held her right arm cradled to her belly with her left. “He’s awake. It didn’t work.”

“Keith. Ice packs on the leg, watch the fever,” the doctor said as she darted away. Trying to be subtle, Margo leaned to her right to look around the curtain. The girl and doctor disappeared through a silver door at the back of the mini emergency room.

Keith pulled open a drawer and took out two chemical packs. He took the first and cracked it in the middle. Margo picked up the second, imitating him. The pack grew instantly cold. She handed it to Keith, who placed it on Runako’s leg.

“Thanks,” he said.

“I’m the one who needs to say thank you. If this place hadn’t been here…” Margo took a deep breath that shuddered with tears she refused to shed. She didn’t have to act freaked out and scared—she was freaked out and scared. “I don’t know what we would have done.”

“Snake bite and a fall,” he said. “You’re boyfriend has some crappy luck. I didn’t even think we had poisonous snakes up this high.”

Margo sucked in her breath. That never occurred to her.

“I don’t know if it was a snake,” she said slowly, watching him from under her lashes. “I heard him yell that he’d been bit, but I was trying to climb down and couldn’t hear him very well. I didn’t look around to see what had gotten him, I was more concerned by the big cut.”

“The cut is long, but shallow. It should heal fine. It’s the poison we need to be worried about.”

“How long before the medicine works?”

“It depends,” Keith said. “Here, have a seat,” he pushed a stool over for Margo. She took a seat. Threading her hand through the bars of the bed Margo held Runako’s hand. His skin was cooler to the touch. The frown line of pain was gone from between his brows.

Runako seemed to be getting better, and he wasn’t turning into a monster. If she could get them to air lift him out of here they might survive.

Much to her surprise Keith pulled up a stool to the other side of the bed, positioned it near Runako’s leg and took a seat.

“My name’s Keith. And you are?”

“Marie,” Margo answered. “Nice to meet you Doctor Keith.”

“Not Doctor, not yet.”

“Oh, you’re an intern?” He nodded. “I’ve heard that’s really hard.”

“It is. Especially here.”

Bingo. “I bet you get a lot of people like us, way up here in the mountains and all.”

“Uh, no. I mean, well, we don’t get too many outsiders.”

Margo tilted her head to the side. “I thought it was like, a forest clinic, or something. You know, park rangers.” Margo waved her hand vaguely.

“No, this is actually a private hospital.”

“Oh no, really? I don’t think my boyfriend has insurance.” Margo opened her eyes wide and tried to look helpless.

“I wouldn’t worry about it. This place has tons of money. Tons.”

“So what is it? This place I mean.” Margo kept her attention on Runako as she asked the question, trying to project the impression that she didn’t care one way or the other.

“It’s a, uh, research facility. The staff live onsite. We have to live here if we want to work here.”

Margo looked at Keith. He was slender and pale. He wore glasses, and his hair hung in front of his eyes. “Are all the other staff like those two who brought Run—my boyfriend in? They were total jar heads.”

Keith smiled. “Yeah, pretty much everyone here except me and a few of the other head researchers are ex-military.”

“The doctor said something about combat…”

“Yeah, she’s military too.”

“Oh my gosh, are we on, like, a nuclear testing sight? Are we going to die of radiation?”

“Oh no, it’s nothing like that. We do, um, sort of medical research.” Margo frowned and shrugged. Keith checked the swelling at Runako’s leg. “We do research to help soldiers heal faster, and to help them be faster and smarter and stuff.”

“Like the six million dollar man?”

Keith laughed, “Sort of. There’s a team that does that, but I didn’t get assigned there,” his face drooped, “I’m here in the clinic, and sometimes I work on performance enhancement.”

“You mean like steroids?”

“More like Gatorade.”

Margo smiled. “You should just lie and say that you work in like, genetic experimentation creating super humans. Much sexier.”

He jerked tellingly when she said super humans but then smiled. He lifted the ice packs again, and his eyebrows rose in surprise. “His leg looks really good. I think we’re almost ready to clean and stitch it.”

There was a loud beep, and then the doctor’s voice. “All hands to Containment Unit B. All hands.”

The suddenness of the announcement combined with the panic in the doctor’s voice shocked Margo. Keith looked as shocked as she. He looked at her, almost as if he was asking what to do.

“Should you go?” Margo prompted.

“Yeah, I’ll—I’ll go. Don’t worry I’ll stitch up his leg if, uh, when I come back.”

Keith stood and ran to the door the doctor had gone through. Margo rolled her stool so she could watch him leave. She didn’t see him swipe a badge or punch in a code. The door was unsecured. Margo stood.

“Are you going to follow him?”

Margo screamed. She slapped her hand over her mouth and turned to face Runako. He was propped up on his elbows, one brow raised in question.

“You’re okay,” Margo said, rushing to his side. The ball of anxiety she’d been ignoring loosened. Runako was alive. She hadn’t lost him. He was awake. She wasn’t alone in this frightening place anymore.

“You’re shaking.”

“I was scared.”

“I’m sorry.” He cupped her cheek. “I made myself more ill than I’d planned.”

“I was worried you were going to die. I mean I figured we would probably both end up dead, but watching you die…” Margo felt tears well in her eyes, and she tried to turn away. Runako caught her chin with his hand. Margo blinked and a fat, salty tear rolled down her left cheek.

“I would not die—”

“I know, I know, you would have changed into a Monster and healed yourself—”

“No.” he squeezed her chin. “I would not have died and left you alone. I will protect you, above all.”

“Runako…”

“I will. This place is dangerous, as much as we thought. I am still confident that we will conquer these pathetic humans and triumph, but I can smell your fear. If you are afraid then we will leave. If we continue this charade they will have to let us go, yes?”

Margo nodded.

“If you truly fear we will die here, then we will go.”

“But your sister…”

“She is gone. You are…you are more important.”

The statement hung between them, heavy and powerful. Margo blinked and more tears fell. “I would have died doing this. How stupid is that? I came here half expecting to die, but I was willing to do it.”

“Why?”

“Don’t be stupid. You know why.”

“I don’t.”

“Because I love you, okay? You great stupid brute. I love you, and I shouldn’t, and it’s like…the stupidest thing ever, but I do. I came here to help you, I came up with this dippy plan, and would have gotten myself turned into Swiss cheese, all because I could see how much your sister’s death was hurting you, and if this is what you needed for closure, then I was willing to do it.”

Runako sat up and cupped her cheek. His eyes were soft.

He was going to tell her he loved her too. Yay!

He was going to say thanks but no thanks. Boo.

The intercom beeped, and the sound of screams and static filled the room. Margo jumped, and Runako slid off the bed.

“Are you sure you should be up?” Margo yelled over the din. The intercom shut off, and the silence was deafening. Things were not going well in Containment Unit B.

Runako pulled off the one shoe he was still wearing and yanked out his IV. He walked into the center of the room and changed. Margo sucked in a breath and began scanning the ceiling for cameras. There were three. If anyone was watching…

Runako had already changed back into human. He’d shredded his clothes, hulk-style, so Margo rooted around in drawers until she came up with a pair of scrubs.

“Thanks,” Runako said, slipping them on. His leg was completely healed.

“There are cameras, if anyone was watching…” Margo handed him his boots, but he shook his head.

“If I need to change the boots might restrict me. I think no one saw—the staff are in the place with the screaming.”

“We should search the place now, while they’re distracted by whatever’s going on,” Margo said with a sigh.

Runako cupped her arms. “No. If you wish we will leave. It is up to you.”

Margo touched his face. “Promise me we’ll survive.”

“We will.”

“That’s a stupid thing to promise.”

“I know.”

“Promise me you won’t kill Keith.”

“The floppy-haired boy?”

“Yeah. He’s an innocent bystander.”

Runako frowned, but then nodded in agreement. “Fine. Floppy hair lives. The choice is yours, Margo.”

With a sigh Margo darted to one of the drawers she’d opened while looking for scrubs. The deep drawer opened with a clank, revealing what looked like a SWAT tool kit. She pulled out two automatic pistols, checked them, and then stuffed one into each jacket pocket. She filled the inner pockets of the coat with cartridges, stripped off the jacket and strapped on a bulletproof vest.

Slipping the jacked on she turned back to Runako. “Not one word about the guns.”

“I really want to fuck you right now,” Runako said adoringly, looking her up and down.

“Time and place, buddy. Let’s go.”

Runako in the lead, they headed into certain death.


Chapter Fifteen

Runako was acutely aware of Margo as they edged down the hallway. The caution seemed unnecessary, as the hallway was wide and brightly lit. The door they’d entered through was at one end of the hall, leaving them with only one way to go.

The hall was silent, disturbingly so.

Runako did his best to keep his attention on the dangerous situation they were in, but he couldn’t stop thinking about what she’d said.

Margo loved him. She loved him. Translated into his terms she wished to be his mate—his companion, lover, friend. It was a commitment not lightly entered into among his people, whereas marriages seemed to be temporary things for humans. But he did not think Margo was like that. She would be a good mate, true and strong.

She was like his people, as he’d first believed. She’d been willing to risk her life to see justice done and his sister avenged. That wasn’t exactly what she’d said, but that was what he’d heard.

He could ask for no better mate. Women were scarce among his Clan, and there had never been a female who drew him, not as Margo did.

He would die for her. He would kill for her. He would die if she left him.

Runako had a funny feeling this was love.

He loved her, now what? He was not like the others, willing to live in a skin that was not his and pretend to be something he wasn’t. He was Monster, and had no wish to become human.

He loved her, but he would not be the creature she said she loved if he had to give up everything he was to be with her.

He loved her, but could not live with her. Where did that leave them?

“Watch it,” Margo hissed, hand on his arm pulling him back. They’d come to an intersection in the hallway. He’d been so consumed by his musings he hadn’t noticed. His first priority was to get her out of here alive.

Perhaps it was foolish arrogance, but Runako did not doubt that he would successfully get both himself and Margo out of here, while also extracting his revenge. Come to think of it, he was rather insulted that Margo had agreed to participate in this venture while thinking it was a suicide mission. They would have to discuss this. When she was his mate she would not be allowed to take chances with her life. If she thought she was in danger she would do the smart thing—retreat and get assistance.

Or in Margo’s case, get a gun. He looked over his shoulder to see that Margo had one gun drawn. She held it in both hands, her arms tucked into her chest, as he’d seen humans do on TV.

But with Margo…it was not disgusting and cowardly. It was hot. Maybe that’s why human men liked guns. Perhaps at night they got their mates to pose with them. Margo’s hair had come loose from the braid she’d worn to confine it and the curling dark mass draped over her shoulders and brushed her cheeks.

Runako imagined wrapping his hand in her hair and guiding her soft, plump lips to his…

“For the love of God could you please pay attention,” she hissed.

“I am.”

“No, you’re imagining me naked.”

Runako started. “Do you have psychic powers?”

“No. I have horny-man radar. What do you—”

A door opened, and the hall was flooded with shouts and screams. Not all those screams were animal, some sounded like rending metal. Runako pressed Margo back and peered down the hall they’d intersected. At first he didn’t see anything, and as he watched, a door midway down the hall swung shut, sealing in the noise.

He scanned the hall once more for the person who’d opened the door. There was no person, at least not all of one. An arm, no longer attached to its owner, lay on the floor. It must have hit the door with enough force to open it.

“Things are going very badly in Containment Unit B,” he commented.

“Why?” Margo leaned around him and scanned the hall. “Is that, is that a severed arm?”

“Yes. Are you going to faint or be sick?”

“No. Maybe. That is gross. We have to get in there. I think they tried to make a super soldier and now he’s running amok.”

“So?”

“Runako!”

“I have no desire to save these people.”

“You could stop this. With great power comes great responsibility.”

“Isn’t that line from Spiderman?”

“Figures you’d know that. Okay fine, it is, but seriously… You know what, I’m not arguing with you. I refuse to stand here while I know people are suffering needlessly, and I could help. A bullet to the brain would be better than being ripped limb from limb.”

The last was said as she scooted around him and ran down the hall. Her words hit him—after all, that was what they’d done to his sister. No one—not even the evil humans—deserved to suffer that fate.

He sprinted down the hall, and reached the door a split second before Margo did. She offered him a gun as they paused by the door, but he declined.

He looked to Margo who was pale. Her hands were shaking. Runako cupped her head with one hand, brought her face to his, and kissed her hard and fast.

“We will survive this.”

“Damn right,” she agreed. She nodded, and he opened the door.

 

Beyond the door lay a scene of carnage. Wounded men huddled behind tipped tables and desks. Arcs of blood graced the walls and papers floated through the air like so much confetti. In the far wall a set of double doors stood open, revealing a second room. The inner room was all steel. Chained in the center of that sea of metal was a Monster.

Margo sucked in a breath. Runako let out a roar of rage and plunged into the room. Margo dashed behind him, keeping her attention not on the Monster, who thrashed side to side in his chains, causing the metal to scream, but on the men behind the makeshift barricades.

Some jumped up as Runako ran past. Several shouted warnings. One raised his gun.

“Stand down! Hold your fire,” Margo screamed. The soldier looked at her, his eyes wide in surprise. He lowered his gun.

That’s it.

Plan in mind, Margo followed Runako into the inner chamber.

 

Murdering, torturing, despicable humans.

Runako darted towards his Clan member, ignoring the humans with guns and cattle prods. The monster in the chains lunged at him, mouth opened in a snarl. Runako had forgotten he was human.

“It’s Runako,” he said in their language. “I will free you, be still so I can loosen the chains.”

The Monster he faced stopped thrashing. His scarlet wings hung limp behind him, and one dangled at an unnatural angle. His lungs worked like bellows, and Runako could see blood running from multiple stab wounds and dark circles on emerald flesh where he’d been burned. There were bullet holes around the rear facing knee joints.

Out of his peripheral vision Runako saw a man raise his gun. He spun, preparing to lunge at the man, but there was no need.

“Drop it, motherfucker,” Margo snarled, the barrel of her gun pressed to the man’s head.

“Who the hell are you?” He snarled. “This is a private facility.”

“Who am I? What I’d like to know is who the hell you think you are. Do you have any idea who it is you’ve decided to kidnap and torture?”

“This thing is a monster.” Several of the other men nodded. Runako did a quick count. There were four dead, including the man whose arm was in the hall and the girl who’d come to fetch the doctor, three wounded, and two, including the man Margo was holding at bay, still on their feet.

Five to fight, plus the men in the other room—he hadn’t counted their numbers.

“Monster…or a member of the most elite and patriotic fighting force on this planet?” Margo said.

The man turned his head, mouth open and gapping. Margo snatched his gun away with her free hand and held it out. Runako took it. What was she doing?

“All right, men,” she said, voice ringing with authority. “Drop your weapons.”

The single soldier who remained standing hesitated. “But, ma’am…”

She turned to Runako, “Tell him,” she jerked her head at the monster, “that we’re going to get him out of here and that it won’t be necessary to kill any more of these idiots. Have him nod if he understands.”

Bewildered, but trusting, Runako turned to his Clan member, “Do you understand what my mate is saying? She is speaking the human language English. Nod your head up and down.”

He bobbed his head, saying, “I cannot understand. The pain…my wings.”

“We will get you out of here. Be strong.”

He nodded again.

“What do you think you’re doing?” the man Margo had disarmed asked. “You’re…you’re the stupid hikers.”

“The fact that you think we’re hikers is proof that you have shoddy security, and explains why your organization wasn’t let in on a secret as important as this.”

The man looked unsure, glancing around at the remains of his men. “Who are you?” he asked again.

“Someone with a higher security clearance than you.” Margo stepped back and raised her voice. “Men, what you have here,” she gestured to the Monster, “is highly classified information. The man you just tortured and almost killed is one of the best fighters we have. I bet you think you captured some wild beast? Idiots. Did you really think you were the only people to know about their existence?”

She let that sink in, turning slowly so she could meet each man’s gaze.

“His leg.” The faint comment echoed from a dim corner. Runako turned to see one of the men who’d carried him in curled in a corner, his hands pressed to his belly, fingers covered in blood. “He can walk, his leg is fine.”

The soldier was looking at him. Runako pulled up the leg of his pants, revealing the smooth brown skin.

“That’s right,” Margo said as he dropped his pant leg. He didn’t know what she was doing, but he wasn’t going to interfere. “As you can see, our advancements in rapid healing are light years ahead of yours.”

“Who are you with?” the apparent leader asked.

“I’ll let you figure that one out. Release him.”

Margo’s command hung in the air. Some of the soldiers from the outer room had come to the door to hear what was going on, and they looked nervously at each other, then at their leader.

“You’re not going to release him? Fine then, prepared to be charged with wrongful imprisonment, torture and murder.”

“That thing,” the leader said through his teeth, “isn’t human.”

“Human? No. He’s not human, but he’s not an animal to kidnap and dissect.”

“Did you ask him,” Runako said, and the tension in the air ratcheted up as he spit out his tense question. “Did you ask him who he was?”

The leader looked at him, and Runako had a sudden flash of memory, triggered by the man’s face. It was not his memory, but his sister’s. This man had helped capture her, he’d take a saw to her wings, he’d shot her, chained her down. His voice shouted the orders that led to her death.

“No, I didn’t ask the creature anything.”

He said it with contempt. Margo’s words were nothing to this man, though the others seemed cowed by her.

“And the other creature you tortured and killed?” Runako asked. “Did you ask her anything, did you ask her name?”

“So it was a female? Disgusting thing.”

Runako raised the gun and fired. He’d never shot a gun before, and the bullet went wide. The leader stooped and pulled a gun from a holder at his ankle. He raised his arm, aimed and fired.


Chapter Sixteen

Bang!

Runako held his breath and waited for the pain. None came.

A perfect red circle marred the leader’s temple. The hand holding the gun pointed at Runako fell, the gun slid from his hand, and he collapsed to the floor. Margo lowered her arm. He could see her hand shaking.

She’d killed a man to protect him.

“Who wants to be next?” Margo said. “Apparently I haven’t made myself clear. This man,” she pointed at the monster, “is not a human, but has the same rights. What you’ve done is completely illegal, and, because his very existence is classified information, you’ve also committed treason.”

The soldiers looked at one another, then back at her.

“Keith!” Margo shouted. The floppy-haired young man appeared from the outer room.

“Where’s the doctor?” Margo said. He pointed to a mess of flesh in the corner. Margo nodded. “You and you,” she said, singling out two soldiers who were still on their feet. “Let him down.”

They moved, responding to her tone of authority, but they were hesitant.

“You’re not going to be hurt,” she assured them. “My associate has spoken with him using a code.”

Runako held his breath sure this wouldn’t work. Would these men really obey her?

The soldiers went to a cabinet in the wall, and after a few clicks, the chains began to go slack. The monster slumped, swaying precariously.

Runako brushed the shackles away and tried to support his Clan member. Blood soaked through the scrubs, and Runako struggled to hold him up.

“I have to change, and we’ll need a way out of here,” he said to Margo. She nodded.

“All right everyone, stand back. Into this room.” She shepherded the soldiers through the open doors into the other room. A few tentatively lifted guns. Margo pushed the barrels down. “No need for guns. They need space.”

“Ma’am, are you sure? I think your boyfriend, er, associate, might need help.”

“No, he’s fine. All right men,” she yelled, “listen up. What you’re about to see is, again, classified. You cannot speak to anyone about this. We have an endgame in place for revealing these people’s existence to the world, but it’s not for another two years. I need you to swear to keep this secret.”

They all nodded. Runako didn’t believe they would keep this secret, but without proof who would believe them?

“Keith,” Margo said, “what’s the best way out of here?”

Runako stopped listening then. He trusted Margo to take care of it.

He stepped away from his Clan member, who swayed. Runako didn’t bother to strip off the human clothes. He didn’t have time. He released the spell, and his true form burst forth. He snapped his wings open and kicked his feet clear of the scraps of cloth. He looked for Margo, who was standing at the control box by the wall. She nodded.

“Runako,” his Clan member said in their language. “I am very glad to see you. It’s Seling.”

“We will be out of here soon.”

Seling nodded, head drooping. Runako tucked his wings in, shuffled around behind the other Monster and examined the most troubling of the injuries—the damaged wing. It was broken. He peered at the damage. It looked like they’d tried to sever the wing, and done some damage to the bone in the process. Runako gripped the wing on each side of the torn flesh, and twisted, pushing the bone back into place.

Seling roared in pain. Runako held on and yelled for him to concentrate and heal his wing. It had to hurt but the longer the wing remained this way the harder the healing would be. Seling quieted, and the skin Runako gripped grew hot. The bits of bone he could see knit together, and the flesh tentatively rebounded.

Seling slumped, panting. “That is all I can do.”

“It will be enough,” Runako told him. He helped Seling to lean against the wall and then turned to Margo. What caught his attention was the expression of the human soldiers. Their guns dangled from their hands, and they stared at him with expressions that ranged from horror to…longing?

“He can change from human to that?” one of them asked Margo. “How long did the procedure take?”

“He would be the perfect assassin. He could kill someone in broad daylight, and no one would believe what they’d seen.”

“So the, the other one was really a woman? Jesus, we killed her. We killed her.”

“Flight, super strength, built-in camouflage.”

“Ma’am, if you’re looking for recruits…”

Runako couldn’t believe what he was hearing. After Margo’s comments it seemed they believed Runako was first human, and he became Monster, instead of the other way around. What he couldn’t believe was that these men also wanted to become Monster.

Though, why should he be surprised? This form was far better than a human body. It was only appropriate for them to be jealous.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Margo said to the one who’d offered himself up. “Keith, do you have what I asked for?”

The young doctor had returned carrying two cardboard boxes. “These are the external drives and some of the preserved pieces. There are hard copies of everything, but I didn’t have time to gather it all.”

“This is great,” Margo assured him. “Did you work on this project at all?”

“I-I didn’t know. I’m really sorry.”

“I’m not accusing you, I’m asking.”

“I did, a bit. I’m a molecular biologist primarily, though I’m working on my MD so I did the lab work. I didn’t know—”

“Keith!” Margo shouted, and the young man quieted. She crooked her finger, and he leaned in. They had a whispered conversation and then Keith pulled back, clearly surprised.

Margo took the boxes, and Keith turned to the control box. He hit a few buttons, and two panels in the roof parted. Gears squealed as the roof retracted.

“How many others have you taken and tortured?” Margo asked the soldiers. They shifted uncomfortable. “I need to know. You didn’t know what you were doing, though the decisions made upon discovering the first Monster were dubious. How many have there been?”

“This is the second,” the volunteer said. “The first we came upon while doing training in the woods. We brought the, er, Monster back to the compound. The commander,” his gaze drifted to the man Margo had killed, “spoke with someone at another facility. Some scientists came over, and they killed the Monster.”

“We didn’t know she was a human woman, ma’am. God’s truth.”

“Why,” Runako growled. Everyone, including Margo, jumped. “Why did you kill her?”

“I don’t know, sir. I believe that they hoped to develop some bio weapons and possibly some performance enhancing drugs. I’m sorry, ma’am, but that’s all I really know.”

“Do you know who it was who your commander called? I want to know who else would be aware of this.”

“I don’t know, ma’am.”

“I do,” Keith said, “it was the doctor. She came to this facility after the first one of, er, them, was captured.”

Runako let out a breath. The doctor was dead, as was the man they referred to as commander. He looked at the remaining human men. Some of them had participated in kidnapping his sister. They should pay for what they’d done to her.

“Runako,” Margo said. “We need to get him some help.”

Runako looked over his shoulder at Seling, then back to the men.

“Runako, please.” Margo said. The soldiers heard the note of panic in her voice and several of them shifted their guns. They were not pointing them at him—not yet.

Runako spread and raised his wings. The soldiers cowered back. Margo did not. She marched up to him.

“Make a decision. You either kill all these men, who are all former military and trained to obey orders, or we leave. You need to choose.”

Runako took a step back so he could look down at Margo without hurting his neck.

His sister was dead. There was nothing he could do to change that. The people primarily responsible were dead, and now that he knew about this facility it would be easier to monitor the humans.

His sister’s death was in his past, and his future stood before him—looking pissed and carrying a gun.

“We will leave,” he said, and Margo relaxed.

“You can leave me here if you need to get him out first.”

“His wing should have healed enough for him to fly. I’m not sure I could carry him.”

“Then let’s go.”

He lifted Margo in his arms. She cradled the boxes and looped one arm around his neck.

“I have the electronic copies of the information, but there are paper copies. Ideally we would burn this place down,” Margo murmured. Runako nodded, turned and asked Seling a question to which he replied with a nod.

“Ma’am, wait, what are we supposed to do?”

Margo looked back over her shoulder. “Evacuate the facility. You have five minutes. Leave everything. If you have vehicles you’d better get them away from the building.”

“You’re going to…” one asked, but Margo just nodded. “The bodies?” Another asked.

“It will be better this way.” Margo said.

Runako motioned Seling up with a jerk of his head. Seling’s scarlet wings opened, and he was up. Runako crouched and pushed off. With two hard flaps he was through the roof.

With Margo in his arms he circled the facility. The main building was cross-shaped. The hole in the roof was at the center of the cross.

Seling had landed and was testing his wings.

Runako watched streams of humans, a few dozen in all, pour out of the building, prompted by the siren that now sounded. They piled into a second building, and after a few minutes doors rolled up and four vehicles moved out.

Runako set down and lowered Margo to the forest floor.

“Okay,” she said. “I’ll go back in and look for a lighter and some gas or something. They’ll know this is arson, and when they autopsy the bodies they’ll know they were murdered. Or at least that one was murdered.” Margo worried her lower lip. “Not much we can do about it.”

She headed for the building, but Runako stopped her. He didn’t say anything.

Runako took to the sky and circled the building a few more times, examining the physical structure. He landed near the hole in the roof, the metal groaning under his weight.

Runako crouched, raised one arm, and then tore into the roof, his claws piercing the metal. Sharp edges made shallow cuts in the thick skin of his hands. He tore at the metal until he’d opened a sizable hole. Grasping the edges he lifted, the metal groaned but didn’t budge. He spread his wings and beat them, adding pressure to the metal, which gave. The rivets at the edges burst, and the entire sheet pulled up.

He peeled it back, exposing the framework bellow. The violence he’d forced himself to suppress while dealing with the humans flared to life. He bellowed in rage as he tore another hole, ripping the build apart as he’d vowed to do. He hadn’t killed them, as he’d planned to, because of Margo.

She’d looked at him, expected more from him than senseless killing, and he’d found that he expected better of himself too. He’d always planned to, when faced with the humans involved in Kalona’s murder, destroy them all. But through Margo’s eyes he saw them for what they were—beings neither innocent nor evil, but rather…human.

Besides, Margo had shot the leader and Seling had taken out at lease six including the doctor.

By the time he was done the building looked as though a series of small bombs had gone off within, exploding the roof outward. Runako’s anger was spent, and his arms and legs were shaking from the strain.

He leapt off the roof and walked back to Margo and Seling. Margo was sitting cross-legged on the ground, chatting to Seling, who was lying on the forest floor his injured wing stretched out. Runako hid his pout. Had she watched his masculine and impressive display?

“I heard Chevo talk about the human movies. And a few times when I’ve gone into the human city near home and walked around I’ve see the short movies, trailers you call them? They always pique my interest. I will go to the Captive Caves and watch these movies.” Seling was saying as Runako approached.

“I’m trying to decide what you should watch first,” Margo said. “Where to start. Should you ease into it with cartoons the way humans do? No point really, we only watch cartoons because we start watching movies when we’re young. A classic? Sunset Boulevard? Citizen Cain? Too subtle I think. Action adventure. Batman Begins? That might be good. Okay look for a movie in a black case with a symbol on the front that looks like this.”

Margo brushed aside some leaves and drew a picture in the dirt with her stick. Seling lifted himself on one arm and examined the picture, then nodded.

Margo turned her attention (finally) to Runako. “Are you pouting?” she asked.

“No. Monsters do not pout,” Runako said with dignity.

“You look like you’re pouting.”

“I’m not pouting.” Runako bared his teeth in a snarl.

Margo pulled her lips back and growled. Seling snorted and turned away, his shoulders shaking with laughter.

“Don’t encourage her,” Runako told the other Monster in exasperation. “She’s human,” he pointed out. He was surprised that Seling was calmly talking to Margo. He would have though that, after what Seling had just suffered, he’d have kept as far away from a human as he could.

“I noticed,” Seling assured him. “Were you concerned about leaving her here with me?”

Margo shifted, hugging herself, and Runako realized that it couldn’t have been a comfortable situation for her at first.

“No,” Runako said. “I did not think you would hurt her, but I was worried that you would not want to be near a human after what has been done to you.”

“She didn’t do it,” Seling said simply.

Good point.

“You feeling better?” Margo asked, pointing to the roof.

“I did not do that out of spite,” he gripped. Seling slowly got to his feet. He wobbled unsteadily for a second, then crouched and leapt into the air. He circled the clearing, keeping below the tree line. He was favoring the injured wing, but after a moment of observation Runako decided he would be safe enough to fly.

“Okey dokey,” Margo said.

“Okey dokey? What is okey dokey?” Runako demanded.

“It means fine.”

“You think I did that for no reason?” he demanded.

“Not for no reason. I think it was something you needed to do.”

“Well I did need to do it,” he replied haughtily.

Seling landed on one of the few remaining sections of roof. Runako motioned for Margo to watch. Seling took several deep breaths, his wings rising and falling, then he tucked his wings into his body and leaned forward.

“Holy crap he breaths fire!” Margo shouted, and Seling blew out a long stream of golden flames.

“Yes. I destroyed the roof to give him access. And because I wanted to.”

“I knew it,” she said absently, staring at Seling in fascination. “Can you do that?” she asked, turning to him, wide-eyed.

“No.”

“Oh, well, that’s okay.” She patted him comfortingly.

“I just ripped through a metal roof with my hands!”

“You sure did. Good job. Can we go closer? I want to see.”

“No we can not go closer,” he muttered. He was having unkind thoughts about Seling, who’d moved to the section of building closest to them.

“Look at that! It’s fire hot enough to melt metal.”

“I could rip out this tree by the roots,” Runako boasted, mentally wincing as soon as the words were out of his mouth.

Margo looked askance at him. The corner of her mouth kicked up in a smile, which turned to a grin. Runako covered his head with his wing. Margo dissolved into laughter.

Her laughter was infectious, and soon he was smiling, then laughing. Margo’s laughter had a brittle note to it, and Runako stopped laughing, instead watching her in concern as Seling continued his methodical destruction of the building.

“Margo?”

“I killed him. I killed a man. I shot him. In cold blood.”

“He was a bad guy,” Runako pointed out.

“Bad enough to deserve death? Maybe all he needed was time, time to understand your people, and then he would have understood what he’d done and repented. I stole that time from him. I killed him.”

Margo turned to face him, and her eyes were wide and dark, her pupils so large Runako wondered if she might not be in shock. Worried now, he shifted to human so he could take her in his arms. Runako dropped to his knees beside her and hugged her to his chest. Her whole body shook with sobs, though her eyes were dry.

“He was someone’s son, brother. Oh God, what if he had kids. What have I done?”

“You protected me,” he said. “If you hadn’t acted he would have killed me. He was intent on murder, on violence. You did it to protect me.”

Runako rocked her in his arms as the temperature in the clearing rose. Soon flames were shooting into the night sky, and metal screamed and bubbled under the supernaturally hot flames. Runako thought about the bodies inside. Fire was a fitting end to any life, and Runako took a moment to pray that the humans ended up in the arms of whatever god or gods it was they prayed to.

Margo’s shaking subsided, and she stared in fascination at the flames. He petted her head. “I think it’s cute that humans are still so primitive that they are dazzled by fire.”

Her head snapped around, her eyes sparkling, mouth open to utter a biting retort. Seeing his teasing smile she relaxed and grinned at him. “Pretty fire,” she said in a singsong voice.

Runako laughed and, as Seling returned to them, radiating heat, he stepped away and shifted forms. Margo gathered the boxes the young doctor had given her, and he picked her up. Seling took off into the air.

“It’s done,” Runako said, looking at the burning building. “Let this be Kalona’s fire.”

“Is that what you would have done? With her body I mean.”

“Yes. We would have put her on a pyre. There are rituals, dances. Things I would have liked to do for her.”

“I’m sorry. Maybe you still can.”

“Without her body there would be no point.”

Margo clutched the boxes a bit tighter.

Runako crouched, leapt.

He climbed into the twilight sky. Seling waited there, riding a current of air. Tucking Margo more securely into his chest he started forward. Seling flew beside and behind him, riding in his slipstream.


Chapter Seventeen

He led Seling back to the mountains his Clan called home. Seling dropped and headed for his cave. Runako took careful note of the position. When Seling had said his name Runako had remembered him, but he did not know where the other male lived. He turned in the air, riding the current that raced down the mountain and then headed on to his cave.

With some trepidation he landed on the rock ledge outside his home and lowered Margo to her feet.

She set down the boxes she carried, staring at the handmade pots filled with mountain flowers on either side of the cave entrance.

“Where are we?” she asked.

“My home.”

“Just you, or do other people live here?”

“Just me.”

“Who planted the flowers?”

“I did,” Runako said defensively.

Margo smiled, and the smile turned into a grin, which dissolved into tears. Runako let go of her, and Margo sat down on the wide lip of one of the pots. This smiling-turned-to-crying bit was not good.

“Uh, what’s happening?” he asked nervously. Her sobs had turned into laughter.

“I’m just…I don’t even know.”

She sneezed twice, hiccupped and then dissolved into tears once more. Runako patted her on the head. She sobbed harder. He jerked his hand away.

“I was so scared,” she sniffled. “I was afraid we were going to die. Then I was afraid you were going to kill everyone. Each second I was expecting someone to ask a question I wouldn’t have the right answer to, or for them to figure out I was lying through my teeth. Now we’re safe and you have flowers outside your front door, which makes me want you more, which is going to make it so much harder when you tell me ‘thanks but no thanks’.”

“What am I saying no thanks too?”

“No seas estúpido. Entiendes.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Liar.”

“Woman you are infuriating,” he said, growing more frustrated by the second. She’d been fine when they were in the clearing, happily chatting with Seling, and then she’d been upset about killing the human, which was only right, but she’d recovered. But he had no idea what she was crying/laughing about now.

“You’re an ass,” she snarled, then burst into sobs.

“Why are you angry with me?” he demanded.

Margo jumped up, mouth open to scream at him, but a sudden gust of wind whipped down the mountain. His home was situated several mountains away from the Captive Caves, and lower down, so it was warmer, though there was snow only a hundred meters up the slope.

Margo shivered. He could invite her in, but in her current mood he wasn’t sure what would happen. Taking her captive had worked before.

Runako scooped Margo up and flipped her so she dangled over his arm.

“What are you…” she sputtered.

“Kidnapping you.”

“¿Otra vez?”

He carried Margo through the zigzagging tunnel that kept the cold and wind out of his home. The passage was wide and tall, enough to allow him to move easily, but his steps slowed as he approached the main cave.

He was nervous. Not about kidnapping her—that was hardly new—but about showing her his home. What would she think?

The warmth and familiar smell of his home enveloped him, two steps before the passage ended. Runako set Margo down and stepped back, shuffling his feet slightly.

 

It was gorgeous. Margo rubbed her stomach and looked around. His home was a cave, like the one they’d been in, but different in a million ways. The walls were smooth and polished to a high gloss. The furnishings, what few there were, were dark wood, and heavily carved and gilded, almost baroque. Lit candles hung from huge circular candelabras, and squatted in bowls created by rocks that had been split to show off their quartz-lined interiors. The floor beneath her feet was wood—made of wide planks of dark timber.

It was beautiful, stunning, and the artistry involved in the pieces—hey, wait…

“How are the candles already lit?”

“Oh, uh, they’re actually gas. There’s a trigger in the passage that turns them on and off.”

“Ha,” she shouted, pumping her fist in the air.

“Why are you doing that?”

“Because you’re using gas heating, a human invention.”

Runako raised one brow. She hadn’t really noticed that he had eyebrows in this form, but he did. “Gas piping and heating aren’t a human invention?”

“No.”

“Crap.”

“What do you think?” he asked, shuffling side to side, dipping his head. His wings drooped. The snarky comment she’d been about to make died on her lips. Margo cleared her throat. “It’s beautiful. It really is. The furniture, the walls, the gas-powered candles. You have a beautiful home.”

“Thank you,” he said, so visibly relieved she wondered if he was pretending.

Margo wandered over to the couch-like item. It was very low to the floor and the arms were massive, each as long as the main section of the couch and slanting gradually from the base. She sat tentatively.

Runako followed her and took a seat. She watched him sit with interest, as the fact that his knees bent back fascinated her. He folded down, sat on his lower legs, tipped to the side so that the majority of his weight was on his side and stretched out his legs. He extended one wing, curled it around her and pulled her closer to him.

Margo curled up next to him, resting her arm along his thigh and propping her chin on her arm. His thick rubbery skin was cool under her fingers. She shivered as she touched him. She’d stopped seeing him as either Human Runako or Monster Runako, but she would never forget how very different he was in this body.

“What you said…before we faced the men,” he said.

“Yes?” Margo asked, tensing up. Her stomach was already in knots from the emotional roller coaster of the day. She honestly wasn’t sure there was anything left in her, emotionally speaking. That was probably a good thing as she wasn’t really looking forward to being told she was “a really great girl but…”

“I, well. The thing is, uhhh…”

Runako shifted uncomfortably, which nearly sent Margo tumbling to the floor.

“Sorry,” he muttered, steadying her with his hand as his wing wrapped around her. She tensed as the rubbery membrane touched her, but settled down after a moment. Too bad he didn’t have feather wings. Maybe some of them did have feather wings, she’d have to ask Jane about it.

She wished he would just get it over with.

“I am not the best with words. And I know I am not like you, and do not always understand you, but, what I’m trying to say is—”

Margo looked him straight in the eye. She could take rejection. She could.

“—I love you.”

Margo blinked.

Runako blinked.

“I’m sorry, come again?” Margo said after a painful pause.

“Uh, I love you?”

“You do?”

“Yes. If love means what I think it means. Maybe I don’t love you, but I want you to be my mate. I want to be by your side every day. I want to be your lover and your companion. I would like to be with you through all the phases of your life, and when the light is gone for you I want to know that I will follow you into the night.”

Margo burst into tears. Turned out her store of tears hadn’t run dry after all.

Runako jerked away from her. There was a brief pause and in the next breath he was beside her in his human form.

“I am very sorry,” he said.

“Oh, oh, oh, oh. Don’t be sorry. Why are you sorry?” Margo sobbed. Runako tentatively patted her back. Margo threw herself at him, curling her arms around his neck and kissing his chin.

“I’m sorry because I made you cry. I don’t know how, but I did.”

Margo snuffled a little, wiped her nose on her sleeve, and then took his face in her hands. “You made me cry, but they are happy tears. The happiest tears.”

“Happy tears,” he said, voice dripping skepticism.

“Yes. What you said…that was the most beautiful thing anyone has ever said to me, and the way you said it, calm and in your deep voice… If what you described isn’t love then I want nothing to do with it anyway. I want those things too. I want to be your companion, your lover, your friend.”

Margo brought their mouths together in a chaste, closed-lip kiss. Runako curled his arms around her, and shifted their positions until she was seated beside him with her legs draped over his thighs.

Margo rested her head on his shoulder.

“There’s just one thing,” he said, voice rumbling in her ear.

“You live with your mother.”

“Huh? No.”

“Okay. What is it?”

“I am not like the others. I cannot live all my life in a human city, even for you. If I did, I do not think I would be Runako anymore, I would be something else.”

“Querido, I would not expect that from you.”

“You are not angry?” he said, clearly surprised.

“I’m walking into this eyes wide open,” she assured him. He loved her. She was in love with someone who loved her back. The fact that he was a Monster who lived in a cave in the middle of nowhere wasn’t enough to dent her bubble of happiness. “We’ll make it work. And if we can’t, I’ll shoot your balls off.”

“Ha ha, uh, you are kidding, right?”

“Whatever gets you through the night,” she said, hiding her smile. “We’ll live in both places. I have to live in L.A., especially while we work on this project. You can stay with me for part of the week, and I’ll spend the weekends here with you. After the movie is out a lot of things are going to change, but we’ll make it work. I’ll be like Persephone—six months in sunny L.A.—six months here with the Lord of the Underworld.”

“I have no idea who those people are.”

“Probably just as well.”

“I’d expected you to cry at that part, not when I told you my feelings.”

“Expect your expectations to evaporate.”

“Cute.”

“Aren’t I?”

“You are.”

“You know what? I’m starting to believe you.”

They made out like teenagers, all fumbling hands and jerky elbows as they tried to pull off Margo’s clothes without losing lip contact.

They paused while Margo stood to peel off her pants. Too bad she didn’t take her shoes off first.

“You know, we’ve only really spent three days together,” she panted, hopping up and down inelegantly as she tried to toe off her shoes. She started to topple over, and Runako caught her. “We’ll get back to L.A., realize we don’t have the same life goals, or you’ll be horrified by my credit score and we’ll stop dating. We’re probably not in love.”

“We’re not?” he said, as he yanked at her shoelaces.

“We’re in lust. No one falls in love in three days.”

“Is this some stupid human rule?”

“You seriously could say that you love me after spending three days with me?”

“From the moment I woke up and looked into your eyes I started to love you.”

Her shoes came off. Margo straddled him and ran her hands over his bare chest as he kneaded her hips. “We haven’t even talked about the fact that you’re black.”

Runako looked at his arm. “I’m brown.”

“Work with me on this. My mom is going to freak if I bring home a black guy.”

“Your mother would not approve of me?”

“Honey, you’re gorgeous and we’re going to lie and say you’re a doctor or something, but you’re black and I’m Hispanic and from Highland Park. My mom is going to be worried about you getting shot.”

“More guns. Actually, where’s your gun? Let’s play with it.”

“We’re not mixing sex and guns.”

“But you looked hot.”

Margo’s leggings and panties came off and then they were back to kissing. She could worry about the race relation’s nightmare she would face when she showed up to Sunday dinner with him later.

“You’re Catholic, okay?” she panted.

“Woman, what are you talking about?” Runako grabbed her face and looked into her eyes.

“Just say you’re Catholic.”

“I’m Catholic.”

“Good enough. That took care of that problem.” Margo tried to keep a straight face, but he looked so exasperated and adorable that she couldn’t stop the grin.

Her smile faded as she looked into his eyes. This was her man, and she was his. That sounded mighty fine.

Runako stroked her sides, around to her back, and then down her ass. Margo slid one hand down his belly to find his cock hard and waiting. She wrapped it in her fist and rubbed her thumb over the tip. Runako’s hands kneaded their way from her ass to her breasts.

Margo wrenched her mouth away to help try and get the too small sports bra off. “I can’t wait to tell the girls about us when I see them tomorrow.”

“You’re not seeing them tomorrow.”

Margo, with her arms stuck over her head and trapped there by Spandex, yelped, “What?”

“I’m kidnapping you.”

“You can’t do that.” She thrashed her way out and glared at him. “I have work.”

“You’re mine.”

With narrowed eyes she went for his balls. Runako anticipated her, grabbed her wrist, and used his hold on her to flip her onto her belly.

“Naughty, naughty, my mate.” He spanked her, once on each still-sore ass cheek. Why did she find this so hot? Eh, who cared. Good sex was good sex.

“I take it back,” she said, glaring at him over her shoulder. “I don’t love you anymore.”

“Yes, you do.”

“No, I don’t.”

“Quiet, prisoner.”

He spanked her again, and Margo hissed out a breath of real pain. Her ass was too sore from last time. Runako’s hand rubbed her. “Too sore,” he said quietly.

“Yeah, sorry,” she whispered. She loved that he’d known when her exclamation was one of real pain.

Runako helped her turn over. Margo slung a leg across him, straddling him. She rubbed his cock. The tip was wet with pre-come.

“Watch,” she said. He watched her touch him, watched her hands, pale when compared to his dark skin, stroke the length of his cock. She pulled gently on his foreskin then rubbed her thumb over the exposed tip. His breath hissed out. Margo lifted her thumb to her lips and slowly licked it clean of his pre-come.

“Now,” Runako demanded. He grabbed her hips, angled his own, and in the next instant he was inside her.

He felt good inside her, long and thick. Margo reached behind herself, braced her hands on his knees, and leaned back. This pressed his cock against the front wall of her vagina and when he started thrusting the tip of his cock rubbed her G-spot.

Margo had always been a bit dubious about the whole G-spot thing. She figured the chicks who said they got off on G-spot play alone were the same ones that said the vibrations on an airplane were enough to get them going. But she became a believer that night.

Margo braced her arms and legs, holding herself slightly off Runako so he could thrust. When she could no longer keep herself still she sat forward. Runako’s ass dropped down, and Margo took over. With her hands braced on his shoulders she bounced up and down on his cock. She didn’t care that her belly was jiggling or that her boobs probably looked ridiculous. He thought she was beautiful, and he loved her.

Margo fucked herself on him, bouncing with wild abandon, her hair falling in front of her face.

“Yes, yes,” Runako whispered almost reverently. “Pleasure yourself on me. You are beautiful. Your breasts, you hair. Your sex is hot and tight around me.”

His words spurred her to greater hip gyrations.

Dirty words played through her mind but she was too wrapped up to get them out. Instead she moaned and thrashed.

Runako’s hands found her breasts, groping and squeezing. Her head was tipped back in pleasure, but she could feel him watching her, and it didn’t make her nervous or embarrassed.

Runako suddenly gripped her hips, urging her to thrust harder. “Can’t wait,” he growled, and then he was moaning and holding her down on him. Margo could feel his cock twitching inside her.

The moment his hold on her hips relaxed she resumed her thrusting. She’d been actively stopping herself from coming by slowing down when she felt the orgasm coming on, but now she wanted it, wanted to join him. She leaned back on one hand, the other on her breasts, pinching and pulling her nipples.

“You are so sexy…” he said breathlessly.

“Clit,” she moaned. “Touch my clit.”

He slid two fingers into the cleft of her sex. He didn’t even need to move them. Margo’s thrusts rubbed her clit against his fingers, his cock rubbed her G-spot.

She came, thrashing wildly, throwing herself forward so she could bite his shoulder. He wrapped his arms around her, hugged her tight as her body relaxed.

Margo felt truly calm for the first time since they’d left the Captive Caves.

Runako’s arms dropped from her back and she whimpered. “Don’t let go.”

“Never,” he assured her in a low voice. Runako wrapped his arms around her once more, and with his cock still buried inside her, they fell asleep.


Chapter Eighteen

Margo woke to find herself in a slightly different cave than the one she’d been in before. She was curled in the center of a large bowl-shaped bed, draped in furs. It looked somewhat like a nest. She swallowed a giggle that her winged Monster querido slept in a nest, then climbed to her feet to look around.

Like the other cave the walls were polished to a high gloss and the room was lit by candles. A tall armoire, its proportions in line with the cave, the front ornately decorated in gold, was the only other furnishing. Margo clambered out of the bowl/nest/bed thing and headed for the armoire. It was easily twice as tall and she was, and it took a considerable amount of strength to open it.

The interior was a honeycomb of cubbyholes. She found weapons, scrolls, paperback books in a spiky language she’d never seen before, Monster clothes—at least that’s what she assumed the large leather short-like garments were—and, tucked in the bottom, wadded up and wrinkled, some human clothes.

She grabbed the undershirt, which was wrinkled beyond belief, and pulled it on. It was large enough to fall to the top of her thigh.

Margo finger-brushed her hair and wished for a mirror.

Mirrors made her think of bathroom, and instantly she had to pee. Fingers knotted nervously—what if there wasn’t a bathroom?—she set out to explore.

Margo wasn’t really all that concerned that Runako wasn’t here. Considering all that had happened she was sure he was debriefing someone. That’s what she’d be doing if she had a way to communicate with the girls.

Margo found the bathroom. It wasn’t like the one in the Captive Caves, which had been fitted for humans. The toilet was a huge stone affair, and had been carved from the wall of the cave. There was a chain pull, which turned out to be the flushing mechanism. Margo tested it before she climbed on the throne, and the sound of rushing water echoed. She bent to the toilet and shouted, “Helloooo.”

Her voice bounced down into the dark hole below and continued to echo back at her for a long time. Margo carefully seated herself, clutching the edges for fear of falling in. It was like trying to sit on a keg tub. There was no toilet paper.

She pulled the chain a second time, watching water coat the stone bowl and flow down the apparently bottomless hole.

A little chest on the floor held pretty glass bottles containing liquids and gels of various consistencies and smells. Margo had no idea which one was soap so she made do with plain water from the large pitcher sitting on a tall table. The pitcher was too heavy for Margo to lift, so she scooped out handfuls of water into the bowl beside it and scrubbed her hands, face and between her legs.

There were also no towels.

After wiping her cold hands on the hem of her shirt Margo headed for the bed. Her feet and hands were cold, and curling up under all those fur blankets sounded really appealing.

Getting back into the bowl-shaped bed was a bit of and ordeal. Margo bumped her knee scrambling in, then rolled into the center and pulled the furs around her. She was drifting to sleep when Runako returned.

She knew he was back. She didn’t hear him, or see him, but she knew he was back. Margo thought about getting out of the bed, but she was too warm and comfortable. Hopefully he’d come to her and they could nap together, then wake up and do other things.

Thinking of those things chased away some of Margo’s sleepiness. When Runako entered the bedroom cave Margo was awake and watching him.

“Nice bed,” she said, voice husky with sleep.

“You look very good in it,” he commented. He was carrying a stone box, which he set down before coming to her. He stepped into the bed, tucking his wings into his back.

He was cold, and Margo yelped and wiggled away as he pulled her against him.

“I’d just gotten warm,” she bitched as her skin broke out in goose bumps.

“I’ll warm you up.”

“All talk,” she teased.

“You’re right. I have no intention of warming you up.” His voice was lower than normal, which was really saying something, and there was a note in his voice that had the hairs on her neck standing on end—and not from cold.

“What are your…intentions?” She twisted so she could see his face. It was no longer scary to look at his face in this form. Admittedly his sharp teeth and dark eyes were frightening, but the being inside, the monster she loved, would never hurt her, and that stripped away her fear.

“You need to be punished,” he growled.

Margo’s nipples pebbled. “Punished?”

“You tried to strike my balls.”

“You deserved it.”

He grinned, showing off all zillion teeth. His grin faded, and he lowered his eyebrows. “I will not have my female behaving disobediently. You will have to learn your place.”

He was kidding, wasn’t he?

“You’re kidding, aren’t you?” Runako opened his mouth but she cut him off. “Because if you are serious we need to talk.”

Runako sighed in exasperation. “I am not serious. Though a bit of obedience wouldn’t hurt you…”

She smacked his shoulder and then shook out her probably bruised hand. “Okay I just had to check.”

“Back to your punishment.”

“I thought that was a joke,” she yelped as he stripped away her covers, leaving her naked.

“Learning your place was a joke. Punishment is not.”

He traced a path down the center of her body with one golden claw. His claw was sharp enough to leave a faint scratch mark everyplace it touched. From the underside of her jaw, between her breasts, circling her belly button, to the top of the curls covering her sex. He retraced the path and detoured to circle her breasts. His claw traced a spiral, first scraping the soft skin on the underside of her breast where it met her ribs, over the upper swells and into a tight circle that flirted with the outline of her areola.

Margo licked her lips and spread her legs, wantonly inviting him in. She loved the way he handled her, loved the way he made her feel, loved him.

Runako accepted her invitation and slid his claw down her body and between the lips of her sex. He wiggled it side to side, rubbing her clit, and Margo moaned in pleasure.

“This will be easier in my other form,” he murmured. Runako pulled his claw from her sex and climbed out of the bed. She barely noticed him lifting the stone box onto the bed before stepping away to change from a fearsome monster into a handsome man.

Margo was busy playing with herself. She slipped two fingers between the lips of her sex and rubbed her clit. She alternated her strokes between the hood and the tip of her clit. She closed her eyes and thought about where she was, what was happening to her.

She was the captive of a terrifying monster. He was about to punish her for attempting to escape him. He was unyielding and stern. She could cry and scream and he would offer her no mercy.

Her hand was pulled from her sex. “Naughty,” he scolded before taking her fingers into his mouth and sucking her juices from them.

“I promise to be good,” Margo said huskily, opening her eyes. Runako, now human, stared down at her. He smiled briefly, his eyes sparkling with pleasure that she was playing along, before his face went cold and stern.

“You will be good, because you will be punished if you are not.”

“Don’t hurt me,” Margo whispered. She winced as she said it—honestly where was she getting this B-movie dialogue? Time to stop watching TCM late at night.

“I will hurt you if I want to. If it pleases me to hurt you.”

Well that wasn’t a line from a spaghetti western.

Runako turned to the stone box and pulled out…

A snowball? He showed it to her, and Margo’s eyes went wide as she considered the possibilities. Runako dropped the snowball back into the stone box. Margo stretched her hand to it and felt the cold radiating off the stone. Runako must have flown up the mountain to the snow-capped peak and brought back the snow.

You had to love a man who knew how to plan.

Runako captured the hand she’d stretched towards the box and laced his fingers with hers. His lips met her in a soft kiss that soon turned savage. His tongue pushed between her teeth to taste the roof of her mouth. His lips scraped hers and his teeth bit her lower lip, sucking it into his mouth.

Taking up the snowball he pinched off a small piece and pressed it to her lips. The cold was lovely and welcomed on lips that were hot and swollen from too many kisses. Slowly the snow melted, water trickling down the sides of her face, forging paths along her neck before disappearing into her scattered hair.

He pinched off a second piece, murmuring “Open,” and slipped it into her mouth. Margo drank down the cold of the melting snow. Her fingers strayed to her clit. His mastery was arousing to the point that Margo was sure that if she didn’t have an orgasm, now, she’d die.

Runako caught her hand and pulled it away from her sex. “You need to be punished, not pleasured.”

“I want you,” Margo whispered.

“Good.” Again he pinched off a piece of snow, but this he placed on her sternum, between her breasts, the trail of water running up to her neck and off to each side, slipping below the swell of each breast.

Margo hissed as the snow melted, but rather than making her cold she was getting hotter and hotter as he toyed with her. When his fingers once more approached her body, a pinch of snow in his grip, Margo knew where it was going, even before he laid it against her nipple. She gasped and jerked, the sensation so strong it was painful, her teeth clenching as he held the snow firmly against her nipple. Her flesh rucked up, tight and red, but still he held it there, freezing the tight bud. Her single whimper turned into a repeated sound, an unending plea for him to stop, and one that he would not obey, a plea for him to do more, again that he would not obey.

When the last of the snow melted, he switched breasts as the next fingerfull of snow was placed on the unabused nipple. Again she whimpered and shivered through the painful cold, her fingers trembling where she still held open the lips of her sex. Margo thrashed her head side to side, reveling in her role of helpless victim. She whimpered and moaned pitifully, watching him from beneath her lashes.

“The cold is painful isn’t it?” he growled.

She nodded.

“But you are aroused by it aren’t you? You might whimper, begging me to stop, but you are dripping wet. I can smell how aroused you are.”

Margo closed her legs, rubbing her thighs together in a vain attempt to find relief.

“Spread your legs,” he barked, and Margo parted her knees. Runako slapped the inside of each thigh with the hand that wasn’t holding the bit of snow against her nipple. He grunted in satisfaction as she spread her legs wider, wantonly displaying her sex. He dipped a finger into her sex—the movement so quick she didn’t have time to enjoy it—and tasted his finger. Runako growled in what she assumed was pleasure, and then lapped at the first nipple while the last of the snow melted on the other.

When he gently bit her, Margo saw stars.

“Do you know where I will place snow next?” he asked, whispering the words against her nipple.

Her hair thrashed about her head when she shook it, both desiring and dreading what would come next.

“There are tricks to working with snow. One of which is that if you form a shape out of snow, then dip it in water and set it back outside, the item will form a hard layer of ice, which will help it to hold its shape.” Runako sat up and reached into the box. He pulled out a long smooth cylinder of ice. Margo, who’d been expecting another snowball, gaped.

“This is almost pure ice,” he said, blowing his warm breath against the ice dildo so that curls of steam poured off. “I dipped it in a mountain stream several times, allowing it to freeze between each dipping.

He rubbed the thing in his hand over her belly and it was smooth and oh so cold. “Can you feel how hard and smooth I made this?”

When she nodded Runako held it up, “Do you know what I am going to do with this?”

Margo started to nod, caught herself, then shook her head, eyes wide with faux bewilderment.

“I am going to fuck you with this. I’m going to shove it into your pussy and leave it there. I’m going to fuck you with it while you moan and squirm. I’m going to suck your nipples and bite your breasts as I do it.”

Runako pressed the tip into her belly button and then dragged it down to the top of her patch of curls.

“Are you ready?”

She shook her head no.

“Good.”

He dragged the tip through her dark curls and then down over her clit, her hips arching high in reaction. She jerked and twitched as he inched it lower, the cold, tapered tip parting the inner petals of her sex to find the entrance to her body. Margo jerked and moaned. It was so cold.

He carefully rotated the tip in the pooled moisture at the entrance to her sex and then, with a single hard thrust, sank the frigid phallus into her.

Margo screamed, her hips arching up off the fur, her body resting only on her shoulders and heels. She grabbed Runako by the shoulders, her hands curled into claws that raked him. Runako caught her hips, forcing them back down. Grasping the protruding end he pulled the ice dildo out. Margo gasped for breath, her mouth open wide, her muscles shaking.

Runako kissed her, long and deep, then shoved the ice into her once more.

Cold so strong it burned was seeping into her belly and back from the inside. It felt as though he had lit up her body with the cold white light of the winter sun. Her moans grew in strength and pitch as the cold approached the point of true pain, but he pulled it out before the sensations sweeping through her went from pleasure to pain.

Just as she caught her breath Runako shoved the phallus back inside, the heel of his hand against the base preventing her body from pushing it out. He shifted to lie fully between her legs, eyes on her sex.

This time when he pulled it out he leaned in and licked at her clit, the warmth of his tongue like fire on her chilled flesh.

Again and again he fucked her with the crude cold dildo, his tongue working her clit, sometimes venturing lower to lick along the edges of the snowy thing. Each time he pulled it out her body clenched, water slipping from her to slide down between the cheeks of her ass and into the fur below.

Soon the dildo grew slender, only the very end, which never made its way inside, maintained the original thickness. Runako pulled the dildo out one last time and broke off the thick end, “Now it doesn’t come out until it runs out of you as water.”

With that he shoved the slender column of ice fully within her and pinched the inner lips of her sex closed. Even as she reeled from this new sensation his tongue settled once more on her clit, broad flat strokes alternating with darting stabs from the pointed tip of his tongue.

His other hand ventured between the cheeks of her ass. She was wet down there from the stream of water that had been pouring from her sex. He slid one finger into her, then another.

The fingers in her ass, the ice in her pussy, his tongue on her clit. Margo’s head thrashed as pleasure threatened to overwhelm her. He grabbed her nipples and began rolling and tugging them.

“Watch,” he said. She opened her eyes and lifted her head as he pulled his fingers from her ass. Runako lifted the chunk of unmelted dildo he’d broken off the end. He rubbed it over her clit, and Margo’s thighs shook with pleasure.

The cold disappeared from her clit, and the next thing she felt was the chunk of ice pressing against her anus.

“No,” she gasped. More denial than demand to stop.

“Yes,” he scolded. “Relax your ass. I’m going to shove this inside you.”

The ice was smooth and cold. He pressed harder and her body opened, yielded to his invasion. The ice stretched the ring of her ass, then slid in. Margo cried as the burning cold filled her ass. Runako pushed his finger into her ass, forcing the ice deeper.

Margo shivered and thrashed. Her pussy and ass were freezing, but her cheeks and breasts were flushed. His tongue went back to her clit and his fingers slid into her sex, toying with the sliver of ice that was left.

Her orgasm began to build and rage with her, a whirling force of nature. “Quiero el orgasmo. Por favor. I need to come. Please. Por favor.”

His tongue moved in circles around her clit, two thick fingers pressed into her. When she came, the orgasm breaking over her body, Margo wrapped her legs tight over his shoulders, her thighs holding his face captive between her legs.

As the orgasm subsided, and Margo fell back, utterly replete, Runako surged up, his sudden movement startling. With one hard stroke he was in her, his own eyes going wide with shock upon entering her chilled body.

Once, twice, thrice, he thrust into her, his cock forcing the melted snow to run out of her. Runako came, his shoulders bulging with steely muscle, his head pressed into her neck, his gasping breath matching hers. He collapsed onto her. He was delightfully warm.

Slowly Margo turned her head, waiting until Runako did the same so their eyes met.

“That was punishment?”


Chapter Nineteen

“There’s something I have to show you,” Margo whispered.

Runako opened one eye. He peered around for a moment. He had to lift a wing and roll a little to see Margo, who was tucked against his side. Her lips were swollen and still flushed from his kisses. The rest of her pretty body was bare, her caramel colored flesh faintly marked by his touch. He liked seeing her curled up next to him when he was in his true form. He’d been so tired after that bout of sex he’d had to change—he didn’t have the strength to keep the human form.

“Show me?” he asked, combing the curls over her sex with his claw.

“Not that you sex fiend.”

Margo scrambled out of the bed, giving him a delightful view of her ass. He gave her bottom a little pat as she left. Margo pulled on a T-shirt, one of his he noted with approval.

When she left the cave he figured it was best to follow her. Runako stretched, his wings snapping as he flexed them. He felt good, really good. Having a mate was wonderful. On demand kinky sex, what could be better.

Margo wasn’t in the other cave. Runako paused in the passage between caves, disbelieving. He turned and ducked into the toilet, but she wasn’t there either. A ball of molten ice solidified in his belly. Runako placed his hand on the wall, and his claws pierced the stone.

“Crap it’s cold. Shoes, I should have put on shoes.”

Runako relaxed, carefully picking his claws out of the wall. She was here. His mate hadn’t left him.

Runako took a moment to calm himself before entering the main cave. Margo was carefully setting down the two boxes she’d brought with them from the facility. She sat and began to rub her bare feet.

“It’s cold out there,” she said, flashing him a smile. He started to smile in reply, but he noticed that her smile was strained.

“What did you need to tell me?” he asked cautiously.

“Not tell. Show. I, well—” She fiddled with a lock of her hair and the ball of ice began to reform in Runako’s stomach. “I think you should open the boxes.”

Her words were not alleviating his anxiety. Runako closed his eyes and called on the spell that allowed him to change forms. His rolled his human shoulders and headed for the boxes, which were too small to be manageable in his real body.

In this form they were large enough, and he flipped the top off the first box with a flick of his wrist. He looked into the box and, and…had no idea what he was looking at.

“What are these?”

“Oh, those are computer hard drives. The digital copies of the documentation that we toasted.”

“Should I destroy them?” He picked up one of the prickly green chips.

“No. I think we might want them. It’s actually the other box I think you need to look in.”

Runako opened the second box. Inside was a collection of white boxes. He lifted out and opened one of the smaller boxes. Inside was a collection of rectangular pieces of glass.

“What are these,” he asked Margo.

“They’re slides, like for a microscope.”

He frowned in confusion. The words were not familiar.

“Have you seen any crime drama shows? Something like CSI.”

That sounded familiar. He closed his eyes and brought up the memory of a show about human science.

“I think I know,” he said, opening his eyes. He took out one of the pieces of glass. There was a thin sliver of pale blue material on it. He brushed it with his finger only to find that the material was sandwiched in the glass. As his finger made contact, a shiver of awareness prickled down his back.

“What is this?” he repeated, tone sharper.

“They’re samples.”

“Samples of what?”

Margo stood, the hem of the shirt brushing the top of her thighs. Her hands were twisted together, her fingers clenching rhythmically. Runako stood, still holding the slide.

“Keith said they are the, the…samples they kept.”

She wouldn’t meet his gaze. Runako looked down at the slide and his throat prickled with tears. He brushed his finger across it once more.

“These are pieces of my sister.”

Margo nodded.

Runako looked at the scrap of blue on the slide, blue the same color of his wings. He sank to his knees. One by one he went through the other slides in the box. As he touched each one a shot of familiarity hit him. By the time he was done he was vibrating with rage and grief.

“These are pieces of my sister,” he repeated. “They cut her apart and turned her into these.” His fingers curled into a fist, breaking the slide he held. The glass cut deep into his palm and he welcomed the pain.

“I am so sorry,” Margo whispered. Her hand came to rest on his shoulder, her touch feather light. Her face was wet with tears. He liked that Margo wept, his sister deserved to be mourned.

Margo dropped to her knees beside him, pressing her tear-damp cheek to his. Runako carefully placed the fragments of slide, now coated in his blood, into the box, and cupped Margo’s cheek. His blood smeared her face, wounding her without hurt.

He buried his face in the side of her neck. The grief he’d thought gone returned. His shoulders shook with sobs as tears spilled from his eyes. Crying was a human trait, but Runako found it strangely satisfying to weep.

Sobs rocked him, tears chocked him, and through it all Margo held him.

“It’s okay, I’m here. Lo siento. I’m so sorry, so sorry. Te amo. I’m here. I love you. Estoy aquí. I love you,” she murmured. As his sobs died his body went heavy with exhaustion.

Runako slid down to lie on the cave floor, the wood floor cool on his skin. He pillowed his head on Margo’s lap and she stroked his head, massaging his scalp.

“I should have saved her,” he whispered.

“There was nothing you could have done,” Margo replied, also in a whisper. “You avenged her, you punished the people who hurt her and more importantly you stopped it from ever happening to someone else.”

“I’m tired,” he whispered. Margo’s fingers on his scalp were making him drowsy. His arms and legs felt heavy.

“Sleep now. I’m here.”

Safe in the arms of the woman he loved, Runako slept.

 

Margo’s tears had dried, and she’d fallen into a waking doze, when the cave was invaded. The sound that startled her into full alertness was the scraping of metal on stone. Margo looked at Runako, who was still asleep with his head on her lap. His lips were parted, his breath sighing softly in and out.

Margo lifted Runako’s head and slid out from underneath him. He didn’t wake.

Margo stood up. He slept on. Margo could now hear voices.

Margo remembered what Runako had said about female Monsters being fierce, and how he liked that about her. Margo quietly rooted around in the other box. She found the gun she’d slipped inside.

Her hand shook as she picked it up. Just hours ago she’d used this to kill a man. Nausea rolled in her stomach at the thought. The thinking rational part of her, the part of her that was a member of society with all its complex rules, was horrified at what she’d done.

Her base self was coldly unemotional about it all. He’d threatened her man. He’d deserved to die.

Now was not the time to devolve into emotional jelly about it. Now it was time to once more defend her man.

As the voices grew louder, speaking a language she didn’t understand, Margo turned to the door. A less strong woman would have freaked out about the fact that she wasn’t wearing pants, but Margo was better than that.

Wearing nothing but a T-shirt and holding a gun, she faced the cave entrance.

 

Runako woke slowly. His head was heavy, his limbs weak. There was a moment of disorientation before he realized the reason the colors seemed dull and sounds muted was that he was in his human body.

It took another minute for him to make out the conversation that had woken him.

“Runako and his mate rescued me.”

“And she’s a human?”

“Yes.”

“I cannot believe Runako would willingly associate with a human. She may be some human spy.”

“No, she is one of the humans helping Chevo make the movie about us. She is not like other human woman. She killed another human to protect Runako.”

“A human capable of murder is no great surprise.”

“She killed only to protect, and she did not do it with great violence or anger. She was cold and calm as a striking eagle.”

The voices were getting louder. One was Seling, the other a voice he recognized, but was too groggy to place, except to know that it was a friend. There was no reason for alarm, and no reason to rise. Runako blinked, prepared to return to sleep. In that split second he caught sight of Margo.

Runako’s eyes popped open and he jumped up.

 

Margo’s heart was beating so loud she was sure they would hear it. The voices were growing louder—they were getting closer. Margo shifted her weight, keeping her knees soft, and braced her right wrist with her left hand. The safety was off, and the gun was pointed at the entrance to the cave.

It slithered into the cave, long body coated in slimy scales. The head was wide and flat, the mouth thin and rimmed in teeth that flashed as it spoke in a hissing voice. It walked upright on four of its eight legs, a pointed tail dragging behind it.

“Stop,” Margo shouted, voice tinged with panic. Her muscles shook with the need to flee. The thing in the doorway was the stuff of nightmares—a slithering, slimy, toothy monster. Its head whipped around in a movement so quick she could barely track it.

“Baby, please don’t shoot them.”

Margo resisted the urge to look over her shoulder. “Runako?”

“Sorry I fell asleep, but please, please don’t shoot them.”

“I didn’t know what to do. I wanted to protect you.” She was starting to shake as adrenaline dissipated. It was clear from Runako’s tone they weren’t a threat, but Margo couldn’t bring herself to lower the gun.

“Margo?” Seling popped his head around the other Monster. Margo nearly passed out with relief.

“Seling,” she whispered, lowering her arms. “You scared the crap outta me.”

“Sorry,” he said. “We didn’t mean to scare you.”

“Sorry I pointed a gun at you,” she replied. Belatedly she realized this probably wasn’t a great first impression. If Runako was any indication, none of the Monsters were going to like a gun happy girl.

Seling stepped out from behind the other Monster. On the surface he was no less terrifying than the other. He was massive, with those red wings, fangs and talons—never mind the fire breathing. But he was familiar to her, and therefore not scary.

Seling turned to the other monster and said something in their language. Runako’s hands settled on her shoulders, and she leaned back into him.

“Are you okay?” she whispered out of the side of her mouth.

“I have you. I am better than okay.” He kissed the side of her neck. Margo’s heart melted. She wanted nothing more than to turn and wrap her arms around the Monster she loved, but it seemed prudent to keep her eyes on the scary reptile Monster.

“Who is that?” she asked.

“The male you just threatened with a gun? That’s my uncle.”

“Hijo de puta.” Margo moaned. Of course he was Runako’s uncle. Fantastic first impression.

Seling and the uncle turned to leave.

“Oh no. Runako, tell them not to go. Tell them I’m sorry. How do you say ‘I’m sorry’ in, er, Monsterish?”

“Monsterish?” he sputtered out on a laugh? His chest vibrated against her back. Margo elbowed him in the belly. He barely flinched. God, he had good abs.

“Stop laughing, they’re leaving.” Margo stooped to tuck the gun back into the box. She grabbed Runako’s hand and tried to tug him towards the cave entrance. She had to get them back here.

“They will return,” Runako assured her. He tugged her into his chest, kissing her forehead as he held her. There was a shout from the cave entrance, and Runako replied with a shout of his own.

“What was that? What did they say? Is your uncle mad?”

“Stay here.”

Runako disappeared into his bedroom and returned carrying clothing. He blew her a kiss on his way out. Margo tugged the hem of the T-shirt down and cleared her throat. Her hair was probably a disaster but there wasn’t much she could do about it at this point.

Runako returned leading a handsome black man and a hot Asian guy. Margo blinked. Were they all gorgeous? The Asian man scooped his silky black hair back and smiled shyly at her.

“Seling?” she asked.

“Hello, Margo.” He stuffed his fists into the pockets of the jeans he’d tugged on and they slid down half an inch, revealing more of his smooth gold chest and the faint trail of black hair leading south from his belly button.

“Holy crap, you’re gorgeous,” she blurted out.

“Really?” Seling grinned in delight. “I’m glad. I wasn’t sure if my human form was pleasing.” He twisted to grin at Runako and Margo caught a glimpse of the stylized fire tattoo that covered his back.

“Margo,” Runako barked.

“Huh? I was just looking.”

Runako led the other man over to her. Up close Margo could see signs of age. There were wrinkles at the corners of his eyes and deep brackets around his mouth. Besides simply the color of their skin, Runako looked like his uncle. They both had the same wide nose, the same straight eyebrows.

Runako’s uncle looked her up and down. His eyes were dark and cool. He and Runako had a brief exchange and then he hesitantly extended his hand. Margo shook his hand, smiling nervously. When she went to let go he held on.

“You are Runako’s mate.” He spoke slowly, in deep James Earl Jones-like tones. “I am Tayzel.”

“Tayzel, it’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m Margo. I’m sorry about the gun. Runako was sleeping, and I didn’t know who was coming. I just wanted to protect him. It was just a precaution. I’m not violent.”

Margo wasn’t sure how true that last claim was, but a violent streak was not something you’d want to admit when first meeting the future in-laws.

Tayzel nodded slowly, “You protected your mate when he was vulnerable.”

Margo nodded.

Tayzel turned to Runako, “She is good.”

It was a simple statement, and not exactly the best of compliments, but from the look on Runako’s face she had a feeling she’d just passed a test.


Chapter Twenty

The raft was made of fragrant woven evergreen branches. No rope or glue held them together, instead the complex weaving allowed it to keep its shape.

Margo watched Runako and Tayzel weave the raft. Runako leapt into the air to break a large branch off the tree they were stripping to create the raft. When a child was born a tree was planted, and the branches of that tree were used to make the raft for the pyre their body would be placed on after death.

Kalona’s tree was not as tall as others in the grove near the lake. It was a bitter reminder that her life had been cut short.

Runako’s tree was next to his sisters. If she’d failed, if she’d let him be killed, they would be stripping that tree too.

She was watching from a ridge above the lake. They were in a deep valley. It was spring in this sunny pocket, and there were small pale blue flowers carpeting the ground. Runako had brought her down here, then left to build his sister’s funeral raft.

Margo was in hiding, but she didn’t mind. They’d discussed it—herself, Runako, Tayzel and Seling—and decided it was best to wait to introduce Margo to the rest of the Clan. Margo didn’t mind. She’d been through a lot in the past few days, and wasn’t sure she was up to meeting all the other Monsters.

The real world was out there somewhere. Her friends, the movie, the reality of the differences between humans and Monsters—they were all out there somewhere. But in this warm sunny spot, watching her beloved, Margo could forget.

She’d found something, someone, amazing. How could it be that after a lifetime of analyzing men to death—his nose was too big, he made a funny sound when he swallowed, his hair was a weird color—she’d fallen for someone who was so alien to everything she knew.

If she thought about it, and right now she was thinking about it, it was nearly frightening. Out of all the souls out there, all the hearts and minds moving through the world, she’d found her match, found the being to whom her body was only a shell, and the meeting of the mind and heart was paramount.

There was a weight to that knowledge, as if she was so blessed in finding that love that it would be both a burden and a joy. It meant that at times like this, when he was hurting, she hurt to.

She would never again belong to only herself.

She would never again be alone.

Margo shivered as the sun began to set. It was early still, but the valley was so deep that dusk would come soon. She pulled the fur blanket up around her shoulders. Seling had given her a brief rundown of what was included in a Monster funeral. She was prepared for what would happen after dark.

Runako rose in the air, wings brilliant blue against the backdrop of evergreens. He stripped the upper branches from the tree. When he landed the trunk was bare, a spire of wood reaching into the sky.

He and Tayzel, working in tandem, tucked the few remaining branches into the raft. It was bowl shaped, rather like the bed.

The sun dipped behind the mountain ridge and the temperature dropped ten degrees in an instant.

Margo folded up the edge of the fur she was sitting on and tucked it around her toes. She was fully dressed in the outfit she’d worn at the center. It smelled a bit smoky, but it was better than being naked.

To her left a branch cracked. She stilled.

A hissing rattle, like that of a rattlesnake, echoed through the twilight. She tucked herself deeper into the hollow between the tree roots she was sitting in. An owl hooted, and something howled.

The scene that had seemed peaceful, if sad, only moments before, was now scary. It was not fully dark, which made it worse. Margo peered into the shadows and could just make out a large shape passing between the trees, headed for the lake.

Margo held her breath.

Runako had assured her that if anyone found her he would come rescue her, so there was nothing to fear. What if one of them just grabbed her and ate her? Fat lot of good his rescue would be then.

Twilight deepened, and the noises in the forest around her increased. Some were familiar, like the hoot of the owl, others were foreign, like the hiss hiss hiss that passed behind her.

It took more courage than she knew she had to remain motionless and silent. Margo’s fingers were shaking, and she was biting her lip to hold back a scream.

Down near the lake fire flared. One torch was lit, then another, and another. The ceremony was about to start.

Margo spotted Runako, his ebony skin and blue wings familiar and comforting. She concentrated on him, and ignored the creatures who’d crept out of the forest and filled the clearing at the lake’s shore. She didn’t want to see what they were, couldn’t face the Monsters while she sat alone and defenseless. Her reaction to meeting Tayzel had assured her that however comfortable she might be with Runako she was not immune to any instinctive fear of scary, crawly, slimy things.

Torches were lit and then the bearers of the flames left the clearing. They circled the lake, spacing themselves so they evenly lit the shoreline. Only Runako and Tayzel remained near the raft.

Runako handed his torch to Tayzel and stooped.

 

Runako lifted the first of the white boxes.

He had not let his uncle see the “slides” as Margo called the pieces of glass. He did not want his Uncle to see what had been done to her. All his Clan knew what Kalona had suffered. He’d been mad with grief and rage as he’d watched, through her eyes, her torture and death, and he knew he’d cried out, describing the things he saw. Knowing from his description and seeing the small remnants of her body were very different things.

He would never be glad that his sister had been reduced to this. To two small white boxes full of flecks of skin, bone and blood, but he was glad to have something of her. He could now give her a proper funeral.

He placed the box into the cradle of the pyre. It was very small and white amid the evergreen branches. He lifted the second box. His Uncle met his gaze, and Runako could see the question in his eyes. Runako shook his head. He would not show his Uncle what remained of her.

His uncle nodded, taking his word that in the boxes were pieces of Kalona.

He raised the box, pressing it to his heart.

He’d been young when his parents died, too young to have led the funeral. His Uncle had done that, and Runako remembered his Uncle lifting his father’s body and holding it close to his chest. One last touch.

He had no body to hold, but he clutched what he did have to his chest. He expected grief, but he was strangely calm. He’d released his sadness when he cried human tears in the arms of his mate.

Runako looked to the ridge where he’d left Margo. He knew she was there, the same way he knew the sun would rise tomorrow. Runako knelt and placed the second box alongside the first.

Tayzel grasped one side of the pyre. Runako took the other.

Together they cast it out onto the water of the lake. It would not sink, the pattern of weaving was old and tested. Runako took his torch from his Uncle. Around the lake hundreds of other lights flickered. His Clan, his people, were here to say goodbye to his sister.

They had all been touched by her death. Indeed it had been the catalyst that had driven Chevo to leave the Clan for Los Angeles. As his sister’s funeral pyre floated into the center of the lake Runako wondered if he would have met Margo had Kalona lived.

Was his sister’s death the price for his happiness?

Runako could not believe it. The gods of this world were not so cruel. He had to believe that he would have found Margo, even without Kalona’s death.

Someday Margo would die. She had not had the fortune to be born into his Clan, but he would plant a tree for her, so that when the time came, he could build her a pyre, and know that his mate, his beloved, was ushered into the night with all the ceremony she deserved.

Tayzel touched his shoulder. It was time.

Runako leapt into the air, the torch in his hand. He flew out over the water, so low that the surface rippled as he passed over it. He slowed as he approached the pyre.

Goodbye, sister mine.

He dropped his torch into the pyre, directly on the boxes.

He circled to return to the shore, and passed his Uncle in the air. He landed on the bank in time to see Tayzel drop in his torch.

One by one his Clansmen took to the sky. Those like Seling who could breathe fire doused the pyre in the gold-hot flames. Soon the center of the lake was ablaze with light, the pyre burning brightly.

As the fire ate its way through the branches his Clansmen dispersed, leaving the lake dark save the pyre.

“She is gone now,” Tayzel said.

“She has been gone a long time,” Runako replied.

“No,” his Uncle said, shaking his head. “Your anger kept her here, allowing her no rest. Now she is gone.”

Tayzel touched his shoulder, and then he too left the lake. Runako stayed until the fire was gone, and what was left of the pyre sunk into the lake. With a heart lighter than it had been in a long time he went to find his mate.


Chapter Twenty-One

“I want to fuck you.”

“I want that too.”

“Hard, rough,” Runako shook his head, “I’m afraid I’ll hurt you.”

“I trust you not to hurt me.” Margo rose to her knees beside him. She was naked, her skin bathed in firelight. Runako wrapped his hand around her waist, his claws clicking against each other as he completely encircled the narrowest point on her torso.

He wanted to fuck her in his own body, not in his human form. He shouldn’t, he knew that, but he wanted to.

Margo smiled softly and petted his chest. She was being gentle, as she’d been for the past hour, since they’d returned from the valley. It had been peaceful to lie with her tucked into his wing, thinking of nothing and everything at the same time.

But now he wanted to be rough, wanted to fuck her.

Runako traced a path down the center of her body with one claw. Margo arched her back, thrusting her breasts forward.

“You are very beautiful,” he said.

“I know.” Margo grinned, and her beauty was heart stopping.

Runako urged her down onto her back. “Spread your legs.”

Margo parted her legs, hooking one over his arm. Her toes brushed his wing, which was unexpectedly erotic.

“Aren’t you going to change?” she whispered in a husky voice. Margo ran the tips of her fingers down his chest.

“No.”

He shifted his hips, freeing his cock to lie along her belly.

Margo scrambled back, eyes on his cock. Her look of awed horror was immensely flattering. “You’re too big.”

Runako parted the lips of her sex with the tip of his claw. “You’re beautiful.”

“Nuh uh, that’s not going to work.”

“What’s not going to work?” he asked innocently, widening his eyes and blinking.

“You’re monster cock is too big for me. You’d break my cervix or something.”

He sighed, “I do not want to hurt you.” Runako lifted himself off her, letting his wings droop. “It is just that I wanted to make love to you while in my true body.” He stepped out of the bed and turned his back to her.

“Wait.”

Runako grinned.

“Maybe, maybe we could,” Margo’s hands were on his wings, stroking the membrane, “fool around a little. Like we did before.”

Runako turned and lifted her out of the bed. She was so small, so light, that for a moment he doubted what it was he planned to do. She hooked her legs over his hips, her sex rubbing against the underside of his cock, which was sandwiched between their bodies.

Runako cupped her sweet ass with one hand, holding her up.

“You’re too tall,” she told his chest.

“You’re too small.”

“I love that you’re delusional and think I’m small. Even if you think my fat is tasty.”

“I haven’t tasted you in awhile.” Runako grabbed her by the waist and lifted her. Margo shrieked and clutched at his head as he raised her sex to his mouth. Holding her up with his hands, Runako used his wings to help position her legs over his shoulders.

Runako breathed deep, taking in her scent.

 

Margo moaned at the first touch of his tongue. It was long and rough as it parted the lips of her sex and stroked her clit. Margo clutched at his head. It was unnerving to be suspended in the air, held up by nothing but him.

He licked her again, and Margo forgot her worry that he would drop her.

Her belly was tingling with pleasure. The contact of his tongue on her clit was delicious, but not enough to bring her to orgasm.

“More, I want more.” Margo punctuated her demand with a smack to his shoulder. The world spun around her, and then she was on her feet staring at Runako’s belly. His cock—seriously that thing had to be a foot and a half long—brushed against her breasts.

His claws slid through her hair. Margo shivered and tilted her head too meet his gaze. He raised his eyebrows in question. Margo took his cock in her hand. She traced the length with her palms, feeling the ridges of veins. Runako shuddered.

Margo felt incredibly powerful, a goddess among women. The mere touch of her hand made a Monster tremble.

Margo angled his cock up and licked the tip. He was salty, the tip wet with pre-come. Margo opened her mouth and, after a quick prayer to St. Jude, took the tip of his cock in her mouth. It felt like she was trying to put her fist in her mouth. Margo sucked in a breath through her nose and licked the slit in the tip of his cock.

Runako’s hand tightened in her hair, his claws clicking together like Edward Scissorhands’s. The noise frightened Margo, and she pulled his cock from her mouth.

“I can’t, I’m sorry, it’s too big.”

“Then you’ll have to take it another way,” he growled.

Runako spun her around and pushed on her back, forcing her to bend over the side of his bed. She was up on her toes, her hands outstretched and scrambling to find purchase against the furs.

His claw slid between the lips of her sex, smooth and cold against the hot, plump flesh of her pussy.

Margo stretched onto her toes, wanting more. His claw moved up and down, rubbing her clit. Then something wide and hard pressed against her sex.

“Runako!” Margo tried to scramble away, but there was nowhere for her to go. The edge of the curved bed was digging into her belly and with him pressed so close behind her she couldn’t get away.

“I’m going to have you,” he said, voice dark and cold. “You are mine. I will have you, I need you.” The tip of his claw traced her spine and goose bumps broke out on her arms.

He was frightening, powerful. He was arousing. He was hers.

“But I will let you choose where I take you. Here,” he tapped her sex, “or here,” he pulled apart the cheeks of her ass.

“You’re too big.”

“Then you will have to make yourself ready for me.”

“Me?” she twisted to look back over her shoulder.

“Yes, you. Use your hand. I will watch.”

She didn’t hesitate, she didn’t have a minor psychotic break over the fact that she found his domineering behavior attractive—the way she would have, and had, two days ago. Margo reached back her hand and ran it over her hip, her ass. She propped herself up on her free hand. She could just barely reach her sex.

She slid her fingers gently between the folds. She was wet and slippery. Gently she stroked herself, touching places only she would know. She lost herself in the feel of her own body. She was unbelievably wet and hot to the touch.

“Make yourself ready for me. You’re going to take my cock,” Runako growled.

His cock bumped her hip, reminding her what was at stake. She couldn’t take that thing in her pussy. No way.

Margo slid her fingers from her pussy back to her ass. Stroking the puckered hole of her anus Margo marveled at how soft and sensitive it was. Careful of her nails Margo slipped the tip of her middle finger into her ass. It was tight and smooth. Margo pushed her finger in to the middle knuckle, panting.

She pulled her finger out. Just one of her fingers had felt full, what would it feel like with his cock in her?

“This might not work…” she mumbled, her practical cautious side overtaking the raging arousal.

Runako bent forward, looming over her. His wings were spread, casting a large shadow over her.

“You will take my cock. It is up to you to make it work.” He licked her neck.

Margo nodded obediently, her head bobbing like a marionette’s. She dipped her fingers into the sticky wetness of her sex. She scooped up the moisture provided by her body and rubbed it over her anus.

Pushing herself up so her arms would stretch further back she carefully slid her fingers one by one into her sex. Looking over her shoulder Margo caught sight of Runako. He was panting, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he stroked his cock and watched her play with herself. Margo used two fingers to spread her sex and his breath hitched.

With a smile she dropped her head, sliding her fingers up to her ass.

Margo carefully slid the tip of her middle finger into her ass once more. She pressed her index finger next to it, pushing and twisting. It popped in, joining her middle finger. Margo pushed her fingers in until it hurt, then pulled out slightly. She fucked herself with two fingers, preparing her ass to be taken by her beloved.

“Add another finger,” he demanded.

Margo pulled out her middle and index fingers. Bunching her ring finger in with the first two, she pressed the tips against her ass. She grunted and pushed, moaning as they entered her. She stopped at the middle knuckle.

“I can’t, I can’t,” she whispered, head thrashing side to side.

“You have to.”

“No, I can’t,” she turned to glare at him over her shoulder. “The angle is all wrong.”

“Oh.”

Margo dropped her head. She shifted on her toes. The movement shifted her fingers in her ass. She moaned.

In the next second Runako was easing her fingers from her ass. He’d changed forms. He guided her arm away from her ass, and replaced her fingers with his. She watched him suck his fingers before pressing two of then into her ass, fast and hard.

Margo cried out and arched her back, dancing slightly on her toes.

“Do you like that?” he asked roughly, pulling out his fingers and slamming them back in.

“Ouch, ouch, ouch. It hurts. Yes, yes I like it.”

“You’re very naughty.”

Margo had a smart reply ready but he added a third finger, stretching her ass. She went up on her toes, gasping in little breaths.

“That’s right, you have to take this, don’t you.”

“Yes, yes, fuck my ass.”

“Tell me how it feels.”

“It hurts. I feel full, so full.”

“I’m adding a fourth finger.”

“Fuck!” Margo screamed as her ass was stretched wider. It was almost too much, her arousal was fading under an onslaught of discomfort.

Runako reached under her and stroked her clit. Margo shuttered and relaxed as he spun golden pleasure from the straw of pain. He placed one finger on either side of her clit and moved them in a circle, stimulating the side of her clit rather than the almost painfully sensitive tip.

Soon she was bumping her hips up, thrusting herself back onto the four fingers that were tunneling in and out of her ass.

“Your turn,” he whispered, pulling his fingers free. He helped guide her hand into place, and Margo slid four of her fingers into her ass. Runako stepped away and she took over fucking her ass.

In and out she thrust her fingers, as savagely as she was able. Though his fingers were no longer on her clit the ghost of his touch stayed with her, and there was nothing but pleasure.

“That’s right,” he growled, voice low and dark, “fuck your ass, spread yourself open for me.”

Margo tipped her chin enough to see that he’d returned to his true body. There would be no escape from the fucking he’d promised.

He grabbed her arm, flinging it away. Her ass was gaping and empty.

Claw-tipped hands settled on her hips.

“I’m going to fuck you.”

“Yes. Yes.”

“Beg.”

“Fuck you,” Margo snarled. She was so aroused she would have humped his leg if she could. She could cheerfully shoot him for torturing her like his.

He barked out a laugh. “That’s my mate.”

The tip of his cock pressed against her gaping ass. He was big. He felt so big. The tip nudged her sensitive anus, stroking it. He held there for a moment, the tip of his cock against her but not applying any real pressure.

Margo shuttered and whimpered. She was scared, deliciously so. She was about to be savaged by a Monster, and she wanted it, desperately.

His hold on her hips tensed, and his cock pushed in. She tightened her ass. She couldn’t help it. He pushed against the tight ring of muscle—unrelenting. Her ass gave, opening, stretching, to admit his cock, which was wider than his four fingers had been.

“¡Madre de Dios!”

The head of his cock passed the ring of muscle in her ass. It felt as though he were taking up all the space in her lower body, making a place for himself.

Runako hissed out a breath. “You feel so good, so tight around my cock.”

“I don’t know, I don’t know how much I can…” Margo’s plea trailed away into pants.

“You will take it all. Take all of me,” he growled. And then, so softly she almost didn’t hear it, “Love me.”

Runako withdrew his cock. Pleasure tingled up her spine as his cock stimulated the sensitive nerves of her anus.

“Runako, please, please.”

“Yes, yes.”

His cock pushed into her ass, quicker and deeper. They both moaned.

“I cannot hold back any longer, I cannot go slow.”

It was the only warning she got.

Runako fucked her ass. He fucked her hard and deep. Margo had never felt anything like it. It was a sensation beyond her understanding. She was utterly mastered by him. She was his, completely. Only a deep and true possession could account for his mastery of her body.

His cock slid in and out, wet from the juices of their bodies and the sweat that coated them.

“That’s my naughty girl. Take it. Take it all.”

She didn’t know if she would, or could, come from this, but she was past the point of caring.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she chanted.

Runako’s thrusts sped up. He leaned too far forward and slammed her thighs into the edge of the stone bed. Margo yelped in pain.

Runako grabbed her by the waist and lifted her from the bed. He pulled his cock from her ass.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled, rubbing her thighs. “I hit the edge of the—”

She never finished her explanation. Runako sat on the edge, lifted her onto his lap, and slid his arms under her knees. He spread her legs and then lifted her onto his cock. Margo sobbed as her body sank down onto his turgid cock. The sensation was different from this angle, and his cock touched places inside her ass that it had not before.

Margo tipped her head and watched him. There was a moment of disorientation as she looked at the Monster, but then it was just Runako, her beloved.

His powerful arms flexed as he lifted and lowered her, fucking her ass. Margo grabbed her breasts, fondled her nipples roughly before trailing one had down to her sex.

“Make yourself come,” he demanded. “I will wait for you.”

Margo slid her fingers along the lips of her widely spread sex. She slid one finger into herself. It was terribly tight, and she could feel his cock moving within her ass. Her thumb on her clit brought a bolt of pleasure so strong she had to close her eyes and bite her lip.

“You’re gorgeous. I want you. I love you.” Runako’s gasping statements flowed from English to his native tongue.

She didn’t understand the words, but she felt the emotion, the love that drove them. Strange that an act that had started so dirty had become something almost beautiful.

“I love you,” she said. “Now fuck me.”

Runako paused. He looked at her. Margo raised one brow in imitation of him.

“Play with your clit,” he growled. “Make yourself come while I fuck you.”

He lifted her completely off his cock and then slammed her down. Margo circled her clit furiously as he savaged her ass. Her breasts bounced, her ass, stretched to its breaking point and stuffed full, shot bolts of pleasure up her spine.

“Yes, fuck, fuck me.”

Margo came, her orgasm ripping through her, starting at her toes and spreading up. Her calves knotted, her belly tightened, and her teeth clenched. With a roar Runako stood, still holding her, and jackhammered her body onto his cock. His wings flared wide as he came, shouting her name.


Chapter Twenty-Two

How had he been so lucky to find such a female?

Runako smiled down at Margo, who was curled up sleeping. She looked innocent and fresh in sleep, completely unlike the woman who’d let him fuck her ass.

He raised his hand to stroke her.

“Touch me and I’ll break your face,” she muttered.

Runako snorted in surprised amusement. Margo opened one eye and glared balefully at him. “Are you laughing at me?”

“Ah, no. No, not at all.” Runako wiped the smile from his face.

“Good, because I’d have to shoot you.” Margo opened her other eye and stretched, wincing. “There isn’t an inch of me that doesn’t hurt.”

“I’m sorry.”

“That would be a lot more sincere if you weren’t grinning like an idiot.” Margo deepened her voice. “Me mark woman, woman mine now.”

“I do not sound like that,” he protested. There was no way she could know he’d been thinking exactly those things.

“I’m starving. You’re supposed to feed me regularly. If you break me don’t think they’re going to give you a replacement human woman. I’m all you get, buddy.”

“You’re all I want,” he said with melting sincerity, looking into her eyes.

“Whatever, Casanova.”

Margo scrambled out of the bed, wincing. Runako climbed out and picked her up.

“Let me go. I have to pee.”

“I will take you back to the Captive Caves.”

“Oh, thank God. I can use the bathroom there. Yay!”

A little disgruntled that she was more excited about the bathroom than she had been about his soulful confessions, Runako bent so she could grab a fur from the bed to wrap herself in.

He carried her from his home and took to the sky. In less than fifteen minutes they landed on the ledge of the Captive Caves. He carried Margo into the cave, and then straight through to the bathroom.

He set her down, and almost followed her as she went in.

“What are you doing?” she demanded. “I can’t escape.” She shut the door.

“I didn’t think you wanted to,” he whispered. Runako shifted to human and leaned against the cold cave wall. What had happened? She was distant, behaving the way she had when he first kidnapped her.

They were mates. He loved her, and she’d said she loved him. Didn’t that mean they would be partners, be together and in sync?

Maybe he needed to watch more movies. Runako dropped into the chair in front of the TV.

He didn’t want to think that it was the sex. He’d found that delicious. He’d never felt more connected to her than he had holding her, thrusting into her, watching her find her pleasure.

He was sure he hadn’t hurt her. He’d checked her ass after he pulled out of her, and though it was pink from friction there had been no blood. He would have preferred to thrust into her sweet pussy, but there was no way, he was just too big.

Had she not enjoyed it? Had the reality of fucking him, really fucking him, when he was a Monster, killed the love she said she had for him?

On a sigh he went to the box of DVDs and began flicking restlessly through them. He concentrated on those movies that had human mated couples. They were not his favorites, and he had not watched many of them. He pulled out the few he’d watched.

What had gone wrong? Were there steps to becoming a human’s mate he’d missed?

Staring down at the movies he realized where he’d gone wrong.

He could fix this, he just needed a few hours to go to the human town nearest here. All he needed was a way to keep Margo occupied while he was gone.

With a grin he returned to the chair and waited.

 

Margo stood in the shower, blistering hot water pouring over her. She was shivering. It wasn’t the sex that had freaked her out, at least she didn’t think it was the sex. It was what the sex meant.

She’d let him fuck her, when only days ago she’d been adamant that that wouldn’t happen. Loving him had changed her, made her softer. She’d changed her mind in order to please him, and that scared her.

She did believe that he wouldn’t physically hurt her—on purpose. But he wasn’t human, he wasn’t familiar with human bodies. What if he tried something he thought wouldn’t hurt her, but did? It was clear that she was so stupid in love with him that she wouldn’t stop him.

Was she really so pathetic? Was she so desperate to be loved, to feel beautiful and special, that she’d throw away all sense?

They were in love, but that didn’t mean this was forever, despite the beautiful, romantic, heart-melting things he’d said. She’d meant it when she said that they might get back to L.A. and realize that they didn’t suit.

Margo scrubbed her scalp with her fingers, conditioner running down her forehead into her eyes. The core of it was that she was scared. She was scared because she felt different. After a quarter of a decade being one person it was scary to look in the proverbial mirror and not recognize the person staring back.

Maybe this was in-love Margo, as opposed to singleton Margo. Maybe being in love would make her mushy and stupid. How revolting.

She needed her friends, needed to go back to her life and see these changes in context with the world she knew.

It was also possible that she was freaking out and over-thinking the whole situation. It wouldn’t be the first time.

She toweled dry, taking her time. She brushed her teeth and hair feeling more herself by the minute.

The moment she stepped out of the bathroom, towel wrapped around herself, the delicious scent of fried, cheesy goodness assaulted her nostrils. She walked into the living room cave and her heart melted.

Runako had spread a blanket on the floor. There were candles, flowers, and most importantly, food. He carried a steaming microwave dish over to the blanket. He knelt and placed the dish with care. The thought and planning he’d put into setting this up coated her like balm.

What had she been worrying about? This was Runako. He loved her. She loved him. Everything else could be worked out.

“Hello,” she whispered.

He smiled, his whole face lighting up. “Hello,” he replied, also in a whisper. He’d pulled on a pair of jeans and held out a white long-sleeve button-down shirt to her. Margo dropped the towel and slipped it on. The tails were long enough to cover vital bits, though it wouldn’t button over her breasts.

Runako took her hand and led her to their picnic.

Margo sat, legs curled to one side, and twisted her wet hair into a rope she pulled over one shoulder. Runako draped the fur she’d brought from his place over her shoulders.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

He sat, one knee up, elbow on that knee. His posture was relaxed, powerful, elegant, but there were worry lines around his eyes, and he watched her anxiously.

Margo forked up a bite of lasagna and put it in her mouth. Cheese, glorious cheese.

“Mmmm. This is good. I’m starving.” She opened her eyes, which she’d closed while going through that brief holy moment with a dairy product. “This is wonderful and romantic,” she gestured to the picnic, “but I’m too hungry to be dainty and cute.”

Margo shifted to sit cross-legged and picked up the lasagna, using the edge of the fur as a hot pad.

“Oh yeah,” she mumbled around a mouth of noodles, “this is good.”

Runako smiled and relaxed, his shoulders loosening. He too sat up straight and picked up a tray. He’d chosen sweet and sour chicken. Ohh, Chinese food.

“I love watching you eat,” he said, taking a bite.

Margo snatched his tray and handed him the half-eaten lasagna. “I figure I’ve worked off enough calories that I can eat whatever I want.”

Runako, blinking down at the lasagna he now held, shrugged and took a bite. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, but that’s normal.”

“Calories, in the food.”

“Are you worried about your appearance again?”

“Not again, always,” she said. His brows lowered in a frown. “Did you think having sex with me would make me forget that I’m fat?”

“Yes.”

“I’m still fat, sorry. Though the sex made me feel much better about the whole thing.”

“About the sex…”

Margo concentrated on her food as her cheeks went pink. “What sex?” she mumbled.

“The sex we just had, where I roughly fucked you in the ass.”

“Oh yeah, that sex.” Her face felt as though it were on fire she was blushing so hard.

“Are you distressed by it? Was I too rough? Was it too much?”

“Yes, to all those things,” she admitted, setting her food down.

“Oh.”

“Runako, here’s the thing.” Margo pulled the fur tight around her shoulders as a shiver overtook her. “We’d already talked about how you were too big. When you’re in your real body you’re much bigger than I am. It makes me really nervous that you were willing to push me into doing that. You haven’t had a lot of experience with humans, and you could have hurt me. You could have really hurt me, and I’m too stupid in love and lust with you to have stopped you. That scares me.”

He was startled by her frank answer. Rather than reply he stood. Margo ducked her head. Listlessly she put a piece of chicken in her mouth. It tasted like ash on her tongue.

Runako dropped down beside her, a thick book in his hand. Wordlessly he flipped it open. The page he’d flipped to showed a diagram of the human intestine.

“Uhhh.”

“I would never hurt you. I meant that when I said it. See these marks?” He pointed to penciled tick marks that filled the margin of the image. “I calculated the size of your,” he peered at the diagram for a moment, “large intestine.” He sounded out the second word. He handed her the book. “I was sure that your body could handle my cock. Look here,” he flipped to another page that showed a side view of the female reproductive system. Again tick marks filled the margin, but at the bottom there was a large X. “I knew this was not possible, and would not have done it, even if you begged. I would never hurt you. After I accidentally hurt Lena by not knowing enough about humans I’ve been carefully studying the human body.”

Margo couldn’t help it. She started to laugh. There was a hysterical edge to it, put there by embarrassment, but mostly it was laughter of relief. He was what she thought—wonderful, caring, charming, funny.

“I’m sorry,” she gasped between giggles. “I’m sorry I doubted you.”

“I should not have made it a game. I should have told you from the start that I knew what I was doing.”

“It was sexy. Really sexy.”

“It was.” He cupped her cheek and brought their mouths together in a kiss. Margo lay back and he followed her down. Gentle hands brushed away clothes. His lips touched her cheek, her collarbones, the swell of each breast.

He treated her as if she were made of crystal, all soft hands and gentle lips. She stroked his shoulders and back, cupped his cheek to guide his lips to her nipple. When she was warm and needy, her body moist with arousal, she guided him to her.

Runako came to her, braced on his elbows. Margo’s legs wrapped over his ass guided him in and set the pace. Chest to chest, cheek to cheek, Runako’s arms under her shoulders, they made love. It was slow and soft. No games, no role-play.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“My mate,” he sighed. Runako came, his forehead pressing hard into her shoulder, his panting breath hot on her chest. Margo experienced a bone deep satisfaction she could not name. It was not an orgasm, at least not in the way she normally defined one—fireworks and explosions of pleasure, but it was immensely pleasurable, and left her satiated.

They dosed that way for a while, until Runako’s softening cock slid from her sex. Runako rose and pulled her up with him. They curled up together on the couch, and Margo found herself longing for bed—not her pillow-topped mattress in L.A., but the fur-lined bed in his cave.

“Are you tired?” he whispered.

“A bit,” she said, eyes closed. Her arms and legs were heavy, her eyelids seeming to weigh several tons each.

“I’m here,” he whispered. “You can sleep.”

Cuddling into his chest, Margo did just that.

 

Runako kissed her forehead and settled in to rest with her. He should take advantage of her slumber to go to the human town, but he didn’t want to leave her. He hated that he’d made her scared, caused her to doubt his command of the situation. He would be more careful in the future.

He wanted her to know what she meant to him, wanted her to know what it meant that she was in his life. In order to do that he needed to go to the human village, but it could wait.

Resting his cheek against her head Runako held her close, protecting her, loving her, as she slept.

 

Margo would not have been sleeping so peacefully, and Runako resting so calmly, if they’d known what was going on in Los Angeles. The calm Margo and Runako felt was not present in the City of Angels.

Luke ducked the shoe his mate threw. His friend Michael was not so lucky.

“Ouch,” Michael gripped.

“This is all your fault!” Lena shouted, hands in the air. Michael sent a pleading look his mate’s direction, but Jane was standing beside Lena, her arms crossed.

“It’s not my fault,” he said, for the five-hundredth time.

“Without your stupid plan he never would have taken her.”

“Runako won’t hurt her,” Luke assured his mate.

“I’ve got scars on my thigh that say different.”

“They’re probably having sex and lost track of time,” Henry said from the corner. He had managed to avoid direct fire from the girls, until now.

“You’re trying to blame this on sex?” Lena yelped. “No way. Margo said she’d be back Monday. It’s Tuesday, and she’s still not back. This is all my fault.”

The guys blinked in apparent confusion at the lightning fast topic change, but Jane wasn’t lost, and hugged her friend.

“This isn’t you’re fault, Lena.”

“It is. I ignored Margo when she said she’d been kidnapped. I thought she was just being dramatic, then I got that email from her and I thought everything was okay, but she’s not here. She would never have missed that meeting. He’s done something terrible to her, and we didn’t rescue her.”

Lena covered her face with her hands and her shoulders shook with sobs. Luke’s face fell as he watched his mate dissolve into tears.

“We’ll take you there. We’ll go now,” Luke blurted out. His friends looked at him, eyes wide.

“Give us an hour,” Jane said to Luke. She flipped open her phone.

“They’re fine, I promise you,” Luke told his mate. He carefully took her in his arms, sighing in relief when she let him hug her.

Twenty minutes later Cali and Akta walked in.

“No,” Henry said, jumping up as he saw Akta. “You’re not coming.”

Luke and Michael smirked at him. If their mates were going they were damn well going to take the human woman Henry wanted too.

“Damn right we’re coming,” Cali said. She had a heavy camera bag slung over her shoulder.

“We can’t carry you all,” Henry said. Michael and Luke winced for their friend as four human females turned on him.

“Did you just call us fat?” Akta asked, head tilted to the side.

“No. No, no, no. I definitely didn’t do that,” Henry assured her. He tucked his hands into his pockets, took them out, cleared his throat, crossed his arms.

“I didn’t think so,” Akta said with a sunny smile, “you can carry Cali and I.”

Ten minutes later Luke, changed into a massive monster, rose into the sky over Los Angeles with Lena and Cali’s camera bag in his arms. She was bundled up in jackets and wrapped in a blanket. Next Henry rose in the air, Akta and Cali in his arms. Michael, still reluctant to reveal his Monster form to the other humans, was the last to take to the sky, his mate in his arms.

 

“Oh God, oh yes, give me more. More. That’s it. Mmmm. Yeah, that’s good.”

Runako stared down at his mate in bemused amusement. He broke another piece off the bar of chocolate he was feeding her.

“More, give it to me, baby,” she moaned. Runako slipped the sliver of chocolate between her moist lips. He just barely managed to get his fingers out of the way before her teeth closed over the chocolate.

“I begin to wonder what you like more, sex or chocolate.”

“Post-sex chocolate, which is what this is,” Margo explained, licking her lips in a delightful manner, “is better than either sex or chocolate on their own, because it means you’ve already had sex, and you get the chocolate guilt free because of the calories you burned having sex.”

Runako made a mental note to ask Chevo about these calories she was so concerned about. He was beginning to hate them.

“Ahem, excuse me, slave boy, you’re falling behind on your chocolate feeding duties.”

“Slave boy?” he asked, giving her another bit of chocolate.

“Mmm. Oh yeah.” She paused to swallow. “Okay fine, slave man. Is that better?”

“Hardly,” he griped, but in truth the idea of being her slave was not distressing. Assuming she meant personal and sexual slave, as opposed to manual labor.

“I’m getting you a loincloth, and maybe some beaded arm bands. Ohh, no. Metal arm bands, they’d go right here.” She traced a spot on his upper arm, just above the swell of his bicep muscle.

“You’ve thought about this,” he said with some alarm.

“You betcha.”

He stuffed a piece of chocolate into her mouth. He watched her chew, and his cock hardened. Margo chewing was seriously arousing. He could see the bone of her jaw moving under her skin. Her pink lips were moist and caught the light.

It would be an honor to serve a woman as beautiful as Margo, and knowing she was thinking about him that way was increasing his arousal. Margo was lying across his lap, head on the arm of the couch as he fed her chocolate. She shifted slightly, and her eyes went wide. Deliberately, she shrugged her shoulder, rubbing it against his now rock-hard cock.

“I want you, all the time,” he told her, offering up the last piece of chocolate. She took it between her teeth and pressed it to his lips. Runako bit off the bite she offered, then kissed her, the chocolate melting in his mouth. The kiss was warm and dark, flavored with cocoa and love.

Runako grabbed her under her arms and repositioned her so she was astride his lap. The unbuttoned shirt draped over her shoulders parted, displaying her perfect breasts. Runako slid one hand under the shirt and around to her back, urging her forward so he could feel her breasts against his chest.

“We are serious nymphos,” she whispered against his cheek.

“You think we have too much sex?” Runako asked her, urging her hips forward. The tip of his cock rubbed the curls of her sex.

“Probably.”

“I think we don’t have enough sex. I could easily fuck you twice as often as I do now.”

“We’ve had sex three times since we ate. Twice on the floor, once on the couch.”

“And?”

Margo threw back her head and laughed in delight. It sparkled in her eyes. “You make me very happy.”

“My mate,” he whispered, cupping the back of her head to kiss her smiling mouth. When she broke the kiss the smile was still in place, and she licked her lips, just as she had when savoring the chocolate.

“We’ve had plain sex three times,” he said.

“Mmm hmm.”

“Plain sex.”

“Ah. Are you saying we’ve used up today’s quotient of vanilla sex?”

“Huh?”

“You want to have kinky sex.”

“Only if you want it too. I do not mean to scare or hurt you.”

She traced his brow, temple, and cheek with her fingertips. “I’m not worried about that. I trust you. What kinky sex did you have in mind?”

“This might be the last time we’re in this cave,” he said.

“True.”

“So it might be the last opportunity we have to use the other chamber.”

“You mean the scary cave with the sacrificial altar?”

Runako glowered at her. “It is not a sacrificial altar.” Margo hid a grin. “Naughty girl,” he admonished, squeezing her ass.

“So you’re going to make me your prisoner?” she said, voice husky.

“Does the thought of being chained up and at my mercy arouse you?”

“What arouses me is the thought of your hands on me, pleasuring me, playing with me. Doing things to me that I want but can’t admit wanting, giving me thing I didn’t know I needed. That’s what arouses me.”

Runako jumped to his feet, Margo in his arms. She shrieked and wrapped her arms and legs around him. Runako hauled her into the other chamber, on fire to have her, fuck her, pleasure her. He sat her on the altar, but then left her to run and grab the fur, which he threw down on the altar. He didn’t want her to be cold.

Margo hooked her legs around his hips and pulled him to her. She walked her fingers up his chest, then raked her nails down, leaving scratches on his chest.

She grasped his cock in one hand, cupping his balls in the other, and began to masturbate him. Runako shivered in pleasure. Her fingers were slightly chilly against his hot flesh. He remembered how it had felt to fuck her after he’d used the ice on her.

Margo pushed him away, then slid off the altar to kneel at his feet. He caught her hair up in his fist and her lips pushed back his foreskin and licked the tip of his cock. Her hot, wet mouth almost brought him to climax, but he stopped her, pulling her away and lifting her onto the altar. She didn’t struggle as she had before, but neither did she make it easy.

He forced her limbs to the corners of the altar. He kissed her ankles and wrists before snapping each manacle in place. He went for the knife, and cut away the shirt. Her nipples were hard as diamonds. He pressed the flat of the blade against her nipple.

“Runako, please, please.”

“I won’t hurt you,” he reminded her.

“I know, I know. Please fuck me.”

He slid the flat of the blade down her belly and combed her curls with the tip, wishing it was his claw rather than this knife. Margo’s breath came in hitching pants. He spread her sex open with his fingers, and let the tip of the knife hover there, between her legs.

Her scent was intoxicating. He rubbed his index finger through the wetness of her sex. He placed the knife beside him. Starting at her feet he stroked her, touching each inch of her. He kneaded the muscles of her thighs, stroked the swell of flesh on her lower belly and hips.

He cupped her breasts together and kissed them, then licked his way up to her arms.

“You’re mine,” he whispered in her ear.

“And you’re mine,” she replied. He grinned, kissed her, and pinched her nipple. Margo hissed out a breath and arched her back.

Runako spent time on her breasts, sucking and licking each one. He started out gently, soft pinches and long strokes of his tongue, but soon he was pinching and twisting the hard pink flesh, biting the tips and flicking the captured bud with his tongue.

With his mouth on her breasts he stretched one hand to her sex, slid it down the cleft, brushed her clit and then thrust two fingers in. Her hips arched up and he curled his fingers inside her, kneading the inner walls of her sex.

“Oh yes, oh fuck, fuck me,” she panted, sucking her lower lip into her mouth and biting it. Runako cupped her jaw with his free hand and pushed his thumb into her mouth. She sucked hard on his thumb, and his cock jerked in reaction.

He bit his way down her body, leaving faint teeth marks along her belly. Reluctantly he took his hand from her mouth, instead using it to spread her sex so his tongue could find her clit.

“I want your cock, I want your cock in me,” she moaned as his fingers thrust in and out of her sex and his tongue toyed with her clit. He bit her clit as he pushed a third finger into her sex. He remembered how she’d looked with his cock spreading her ass wide, and nearly came.

Deciding he didn’t want to wait any longer, Runako climbed onto the altar between her legs. “Beg,” he demanded.

She didn’t hesitate. “Fuck me. I want your cock in me. I want you fucking me long and hard. I want you, I need you, I love you.”

He thrust into her. Her back arched, her hips rising to meet his thrust. His balls rested on her ass and her sex clenched rhythmically around his cock. The chains binding her clinked as he thrust.

Mine, you are mine. My own, my beloved, my mate.

Runako came first, too aroused to wait for her. He pumped into her, spilling deep within her. He didn’t stop thrusting after he’d come. Instead he transferred his weight to one elbow and reached down to toy with her clit as he continued to thrust. Margo came that way, his cock sliding smoothly in and out of her, his finger on her clit and their gazes locked.

He pulled out when her body finally relaxed. He went to the bathroom and returned with a damp cloth, which he used to clean her sex.

Margo grinned up at him. “That was pretty hot, thought not as kinky as I expected.”

“The kinky part is coming now,” he said.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes,” he kissed her, thrusting his tongue into her mouth and biting her lower lip. He broke the kiss and whispered against her cheek, “I’m going to leave you here.”

He stood and changed from human to Monster.

Margo was gaping at him. “Leave? Leave me here? Oh hell no!”

“Oh hell yes,” he said with relish. Her cheeks were flushed with anger and she was thrashing around, the chain clinking musically.

“Unchain me right now. You can’t just leave me here.”

“I feel that we’re already discussed this, and I can.”

“Well you shouldn’t.” She opened her eyes wide and poked out her lower lip. “I thought you loved me.”

“I do love you.” He nipped her protruding lip. “I will return shortly. There is something I must do, to prove my love to you.”

“You want to prove you love me? Unchain me!” she shouted at his back. He dragged the basins of oil closer to her to keep her warm.

“I will return,” he said. Margo’s curses followed him from the cave. With a grin he took to the sky, flying east. He didn’t notice the three shapes flying in from the west.

 

Margo quit struggling. She felt herself grinning, and sternly wiped the expression from her face. This was not acceptable behavior. He couldn’t just chain her up like a pet.

But that wasn’t what he was doing, and she knew it. This was just a game, and a fun one at that. Margo had every intention of leaving him handcuffed to a bed when they got back to L.A. That would make him crazy.

It was thrilling to be with someone who wasn’t hampered by society’s rules. If she didn’t trust him completely it would be a horrifying rather than sexy situation, but she did. Runako had machismo that just wouldn’t stop.

Margo leaned her head back and let herself drift into a waking dose. She hadn’t gotten much sleep earlier on the couch. She’d woken up with Runako’s mouth between her legs, and had ended up rolling off the couch to have sex with him on the floor, then they’d crawled back onto the couch so they could do it again, this time with Margo on top.

An hour passed in relative peace. Margo was half asleep when she heard a noise from the entrance to the cave. With a lazy smile she stretched prepared to accept her lover’s apologies for leaving her.

The voice grew louder.

Wait, voices?

!!!

Margo jerked her head up. Those were definitely voices, male voices. Terror, like ice water, flooded her. There was nothing she could do, no way to escape. She was naked and defenseless. The knife was by her hip, there was no way she could reach it, and even if she could it wouldn’t be much use for defending herself if she couldn’t move her arms.

A massive Monster with coal black wings stepped into the cave.

Margo screamed.

Lena ran over from behind the Monster. “Margo.”

Margo stopped screaming. “Lena?” she stammered.

Another monster entered behind the first. Margo screamed.

“Margo? Are you alright,” Akta asked, darting out from behind the second Monster.

Margo closed her mouth. Akta and Lena rushed over to her. “Oh my God,” Lena whispered, “look what he’s done to you. Oh, Margo, oh God.”

“Heya, Margo,” Cali said distractedly, looking around the cave. Jane and Michael entered next. Cali took a bulging bag from Jane as she rushed past.

“Wha-what are you doing here?” Margo stammered. She was acutely aware of her nakedness. This was definitely taking the cake for most embarrassing moment of her life.

“Rescuing you,” Jane said gently. She pulled the blanket from around her shoulders and spread it over Margo.

“Thanks,” she said distractedly. Jane tucked the blanket around her. “Wait, what are you rescuing me from?” Margo asked.

“From Runako.”

“How the hell do you get these things undone?” Lena demanded. She at Akta were at Margo’s right foot, trying to get the manacle unfastened. Michael ambled over. If Michael was here that meant the other two were Luke and Henry, she lifted her head to look at them. The Monster she now recognized as Luke waved.

And they’d all seen her naked.

“Oh God, just kill me,” she groaned.

“Oh, Margo. Don’t say that. Whatever happened it’s not worth dying for,” Jane said, tears in her eyes.

“What is wrong with all of you?” she demanded. Why were they here? “And what the hell is Cali doing?”

As one they turned to look at Cali, who was fiddling with a tripod. “You brought a DV cam with you?” Margo yelped.

Cali slid the camera into place, checked the viewfinder and fiddled with one of the legs. “Uh huh.”

“She didn’t have that thing turned on while I was naked right?” Margo asked Jane.

“No, she didn’t,” Jane replied.

“Oh thank God.”

“We got it.” Chain rattled as Akta and Lena figured out the clasp of the manacle and freed her right foot. “Don’t worry,” Akta told her, “we’ll have you out of here soon.”

“I’m not worried, honestly. Why are you here?”

“Do you think she’s in shock?” Lena asked Jane, sotto voiced.

“I can hear you!” Margo shouted. Akta freed her other foot.

A roar echoed through the cave. Everyone stopped. Margo’s heart beat hard, but that hadn’t sounded like Runako.

There was another roar, the sound reverberating down the passage into the cave. In the next breath a Monster shot through the entrance moving fast. He hurled into the cave, scarlet wings pumping. Luke and Henry jumped to meet the threat, each letting out a battle cry of their own.

“Oh my God,” Lena whispered in terror. Michael ran to them, pressed the women back against the stone altar and stood guard in front of them.

There was a blast of fire from the red-winged monster.

“Oh God,” Jane whispered.

“He breaths fire,” Akta mumbled, “God help us.”

“For the love of God,” Margo yelled in total exasperation. “Seling. Stop it. Luke, Henry, stop it.”

With her arms still bound there wasn’t much Margo could do. She twisted her hips and kicked Lena in the ass.

“What?” Lena demanded, whirling around.

“Stop them. He’s my friend.”

“Who?”

“Seling, the guy breathing fire.”

At that moment Seling let out a blast of flame. Henry whirled, raising his wing as a shield, the stream of fire died as Luke leapt off the cave wall where he’d been clinging like a bat and pounced on Seling. Henry staggered, his wing steaming but still intact.

“He is? Shit.” Lena leapt forward to stop the fight, but Michael caught her around the waist. As Lena repeated Margo’s comments to Michael, Margo kicked Akta in the butt. “Undo my hands,” she demanded.

Akta jumped into action, going to work on her left wrist. Michael moved forward to try and stop the fight, but Cali yelled, “Get out of my shot.” Michael froze in confusion.

Cali, with a muttered curse, picked up the camera, arms straining with the weight, and hauled it to where Margo lay. She jumped up on the altar, nearly stepping on Margo who swung her legs out of the way just in time. Cali hauled the camera up with her.

“Come on, come on,” Cali muttered. “That’s it, that’s it, baby,” she whispered to the camera as she kicked the legs of the tripod open and stuck her eye to the lens. “Ha,” she shouted in triumph, “who needs a DP? This is glorious, this is beautiful.”

Margo laid her head back against the fur and closed her eyes. The situation was officially out of control. The battle roars, thumps and hiss of fire stopped. Michael was standing in front of the Monsters, his arms raised, shouting in their language.

“Finally,” Margo said. Now that the fighting was over—

A roar shook the cave. Louder and deeper than Seling’s had been, this sound raised the hairs on Margo’s neck. Akta had gotten one wrist undone and Margo sat up, still tethered by one hand. She grasped the blanket and held it over her breasts.

“Runako.”

He shot into the cave like a bullet, flying rather than running. Margo shouted his name again, hoping to stop him, but he didn’t hear her. Her friends were standing around her, and the cluster of Michael, Luke, Henry and Seling was between her and the cave entrance.

Runako spread his arms and clotheslined Henry and Seling. Michael dove out of the way. The force of his approach carried Runako into the cave, Henry and Seling draped over his arms. He ground to a halt, talons screeching against stone, and dropped Henry and Seling.

With a second roar he turned on Luke, who leapt, meeting Runako mid-air. The two of them had fought this battle before, with positions reversed. The first time Margo had seen Runako was when he battled with Luke, Luke thinking that Runako had just killed Lena.

“Undo my hand, move out of the way so he can see me.” At her barked commands her friends jumped into action. All except Cali, who was happily filming away.

Margo jumped from the altar, wrapped the blanket around herself, and headed into the fray. She ran up to Luke, whose back was to her, and kicked his leg. “Move.”

Luke turned to look at her, his attention distracted, which allowed Runako to grab him by the arms and chuck him across the cave. He hit the wall and slid down. Lena screamed and ran to him.

“Oops,” Margo said. “Walk it off, Luke.” She turned back to Runako. He was panting from the battle. The veins and tendons in his arms and chest stood out and his lips were pulled back in a snarl.

The snarl faded, and he whispered, “Margo?”

“I’m okay, I’m okay. It’s just the girls. That’s Luke you just concussed.”

Runako blinked, the last of the battle rage fading from his eyes. He looked from Luke to Henry and Seling, who were getting up off the floor. “Oh.”

“This is the thanks I get for trying to defend your mate?” Seling griped.

“Defend her?” Runako asked.

“Mate?” Akta and Jane chirped.

“I saw three males enter this cave, and as I’d seen you leave earlier I came to protect her.” Seling ambled up to Runako, who clapped him on the shoulder.

“I’m sorry, my friend,” Runako apologized.

“Do I get an apology?” Henry asked.

“No. What are you doing here?”

“We came to rescue Margo.” Lena said tightly. She led a woozy-looking Luke, who was now human, over to the group. Jane took off the backpack she was wearing and pulled out a pair of pants and a shirt, which she handed to Lena. Lena helped Luke into the clothes.

“Why did you all of a sudden decide I needed rescuing when a few days ago you seemed to have no problem with me being kidnapped?” Margo said. Runako growled, and she jerked her gaze away from a naked and human Henry, who was pulling on clothes Jane had passed him.

“When you didn’t come back we got worried. I thought it was all in fun and that you were up here fucking his brains out and having a good time.” Jane motioned to Runako as he too changed from Monster to human. He stood there unashamedly naked. Margo poked Cali in the leg, “You’d better not be filming this.”

“You bet I am,” Cali replied. Margo rolled her eyes. “Whoa!” Cali shouted, and Margo turned to see that Seling had also changed and was, like Runako, naked. “Well hello,” Cali purred.

Seling grinned at Cali.

“I told you I’d be back on Monday,” Margo said to Lena, trying to keep the conversation together despite the rampant nakedness.

“It’s Wednesday.”

Margo blinked, and blinked again. “Ohh,” she said finally. “Woops, sorry, girls. It’s been a rough couple of days.”

“Where’d you get the finger licking good fire breather?” Cali asked.

“That’s all part of the story,” Margo assured her. “Okay, here’s what happened—”

“Wait.” Runako’s command shushed everyone. He ran to the other cave and returned wearing pants. He tossed a second pair at Seling.

“Why don’t you give those to me,” Cali said cajolingly. Seling, puzzled, handed over the pants. Cali chucked them over her shoulder and went back to filming.

Runako dashed out of the cave. Margo shrugged at her friends’ questioning looks. She didn’t know what he was up to.

Runako returned a moment later.

“You are my mate,” he said to Margo, ignoring the others. “You are my companion, my heart, from now until the sunset. You are not of my Clan, or of my people, but you are part of me. I have called you mate. I’ve told you I love you. But there is one last human custom I must perform to prove my love.”

He smiled, and Margo’s heart swelled. She loved him so much it almost hurt. She didn’t know what he was up to, but she was acutely aware of her friends watching as he professed his love. It didn’t matter that they were there, all that mattered was him, was them, and what they had together.

Runako dropped to one knee in front of her.

“Margo, I love you.” He repeated the words in his own language, then said, “You are my mate and I will be faithful to you, protect you, cherish you, love you.”

He pulled a small blue box from his pocket.

“Margo, will you marry me?”

Margo nodded, her throat too tight to speak. Her ears were ringing and her heart beat so fast she could barely hear. “Yes,” she finally choked out. “Oh yes, I will marry you.”

Runako took the (giant! Woohoo!) diamond ring from the box and slipped it onto her finger. He put it on the middle finger of her right hand, but she didn’t care. Runako stood, and she threw herself into his arms.

Her friends burst into spontaneous applause, Michael and Luke looked at each other, and Cali caught it all on tape.
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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

Monsters in Hollywood, Book 1

Luke is desperate to save his people. A lifetime of sneaking into 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.

 

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?”


This time, the creature under the basement is real. And dead sexy.

 

Phantom Desires
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Brotherhood of Blood, Book 3

Computer expert Carly is tired, burned out and ready to downgrade her hectic lifestyle to something simpler. Her solution—pull up stakes and move to an old farm house in the middle of Wyoming. Her new house is full of old-time charm, and it comes with an unexpected surprise. Dmitri Belakov.

Dmitri, a Master Vampire, had an agreement with the former owners of the house to let him live peacefully beneath it in his hidden lair. Now there’s a new owner, and he may have to risk revealing his presence to negotiate a new contract. He moves cautiously because if she won’t deal, he’ll have to kill her once she knows his secret. Carly’s mind is unusually hard to influence, but he makes inroads when she is asleep.

Their shared dreams are more erotic than he ever expected, firing a hunger within him to know her feel and taste in the flesh. But doing so risks far too much. Even if Carly can’t deny the attraction arcing between them, loving him will force her to make a choice. An eternity in darkness with him—or life in the sun without him.

 

This book has been previously published and has been substantially revised and expanded from its original release.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Phantom Desires:

On Friday night, after sleeping undisturbed for a week, a vivid dream once again assailed her. She was in a bedroom filled with lit candles, the spicy aroma of scented wax wafting sensually throughout the room. A strange man leaned over her naked body, caressing her with his eyes, followed by his strong, masculine hands.

“Bella, your skin is like warm satin.” His words whispered over her, thick with an accent she couldn’t place.

The stranger was handsome. Perhaps the most handsome man she had ever seen, but she knew this more from impressions than any real vision of his face. It was nighttime in the dream and shadows from the tiny flickering flames played about his angular features like a lover’s touch.

He had a foreign air about him, from the cut of his shadowy hair to the thickness of his accented whisper. He watched her with a fiery hunger, and he was one with the darkness. Strangely, he seemed to know her, though she’d never seen him before in her life. She would have remembered him. Of that she was sure.

“Carmelita Valandro, you are a siren sent to tempt me.” His whispers worked their way down her spine as his breath licked over her skin. He knew her full name. Nobody called her that anymore. How did he know?

“Your body is ripe and womanly, made to take mine.” He praised her as his fingers delved between her legs, touching, torturing with pleasure. His lips moved down her body with leisurely deliberation, his teeth dragging at her skin, making her shiver with excitement. Slowly he repositioned her limbs, settling like a master between her legs, gazing his fill at her swollen folds as his hands drew nearer to her core, spreading her open for his touch.

His fingers were blunt tipped, long and thick. One speared into her, drawing a cry from her lips in the dream. She was ready for him and the feeling of his possession was like nothing she’d ever felt before. He knew her body and just how to play it. Like a master violinist with a Stradivarius.

He added another finger, twisting his hand like a corkscrew, using the blunt tips to arouse places within her she hadn’t known existed. She whimpered in the dream, wanting more. He chuckled—a dark sound in the haze of the dreamplane.

“So responsive.” His voice dripped with approval and made her even hotter. “I’m going to enjoy fucking you, Carmelita.”

His harsh words made her jump. Dirty talk had never been this exciting, but this stranger made her want…so much.

“I will fuck you until you scream, little one. Then I will drink of you and fill you with my seed.”

She could picture it as his fingers danced within her, stoking an intense fire in her body. She wanted it. She wanted to be possessed—fucked, as he so crudely put it—by this man, this shadow in the night.

“But first I want to taste you. I bet you’re as sweet as cream and twice as addictive.” His face loomed closer out of the darkness. A devilish smile graced his masculine lips and a sparkle twinkled in his dark eyes as he removed his fingers. She wanted to protest, but he moved closer, stilling her with his strong hands.

Leaning forward into the V of her legs, he gave her the most intimate kiss of all. His hot tongue slid inside her, a warm, wet invasion. Nothing had ever felt so good before. She convulsed in the dream and in reality with a gasping cry.

 

Shocked to wakefulness by a burst of pleasure so intense she’d never experienced anything like it in real life, Carly remembered the moment his tongue had touched her. The shock of it still coursed through her. It was familiar, yet as foreign as he was.

The feel of that unprecedented dream haunted her all day as she went about her chores, shopping, cleaning and putting the old farmhouse to rights. It puzzled her, excited her and heated her blood. But it made no sense.

Carly had been fondled by men before. She’d dated more than a few men in her life, but she had never once felt the instant flame of response her dream man had elicited. The echoes of the dream made her feel empty and that bothered her. Those few moments of dreamtime made her ache with longing for something she doubted she would ever find in the real world.

And it was just pitiful that the most exciting her love life had been lately were some vivid dreams. She was fast approaching spinsterhood, with no social life to speak of, but a very healthy bank balance due to her own hard work. She’d needed a change and moving out here to the middle of nowhere was the first step.

She could write the custom code for her computer software anywhere, so why not the wilds of Wyoming? She had a contract with one of the colleges near Laramie and a sturdy SUV to get her there when it snowed. She’d bought the old farmhouse on a whim, but it suited her.

She had her work and lots of quiet and open spaces in which to do it. She had her friends too. Earlier this year, she’d gone to Lissa’s wedding in California. Her old college friend had found a hunk of a man who owned a vineyard and together they seemed happier than anyone had a right to be. The old study group had stayed close all these years and she spoke on the phone with Kelly and Lissa often, now that Kelly had gone to work for Lissa and her new husband at their vineyard.

Work kept Carly busy, even on this isolated job. Once a week or so, she would meet with staff at the college. She also had to go down to the campus more frequently to test, observe and fix any glitches that came up. It was a challenging job and one she enjoyed.

Up until a few months ago, she would have been overseeing several of these installations at once. Now she was delegating the other installations and overseeing just this one, which was the most complex her little company had on the table.

 

Professor Dmitri Belakov watched the small woman race from her car. The sky had darkened sufficiently but still held that just-after-sunset glow he loved. Dmitri had checked the installation schedule and knew tonight the young computer programmer would be performing a key part of the installation process that would take her most of the night. It was his perfect opportunity.

First, he would teach his evening course in history, then casually drop by the administration building where his office was located. It was also where the sexy woman would be working, probably until dawn. He would meet her then.

She would never know he had been watching her in her new home for weeks, biding his time for the opportunity to meet her legitimately and put her under his spell. If such a thing was possible. This woman seemed to be immune from his more subtle abilities to an almost alarming degree. She had even caught him as he watched her sleep that first night. It was all he could do to overpower her strong mind and lull her back into a dreamless sleep.

She also had the disturbing ability to see him in her dreams. Several times, he had found his consciousness seduced into her dream. Each time, he was able to extricate himself only after some difficulty, leaving her none the wiser.

Except that one time.

In that particularly hot dream they had shared, he’d pushed her too far. He had wanted so badly to taste her—even if it was only in a dream. He’d brought her to a screaming orgasm with surprisingly little effort. The wave of pleasure had jolted her out of the dream before he could pull back and mask his presence. She had seen him that night, without a doubt.

But she was so sweet. He wanted to taste her in truth and perhaps he would, but first he had to work on seducing her mind.


Not even the Goddess can save him…but maybe love can.

 

Twilight Guardian

© 2009 R. G. Alexander

 

A Children of the Goddess Story

A Sariel guard, Kit has spent centuries fulfilling his people’s oath to protect the Trueblood Clan. Not Vampire, not Were, and certainly not human, Kit is something altogether…different. And when he is called back home to honor his obligations one last time, he can do none other than obey.

Jesse experiences life behind the lens of a camera. The only time she truly lives is in her dreams. For years she’s imagined a world filled with werewolves, vampires, magic. And him. When she realizes that not only is her dream world real, but the giant of her fantasies is in danger, she’ll have to jump in with both feet, and trust her heart. In Kit’s arms, she learns love is as infinite as time.

But so is a bitter god’s thirst for vengeance.

After a thousand years of duty, Jesse’s love is a gift from the Goddess. But for Kit, it might have come too late…

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Twilight Guardian:

“Do you trust me, angel?”

There was no hesitation. “Yes.”

“That’s good. That’s good because I’m not sure I trust me, not when it comes to you. I have to remind myself that you’re human, fragile. Have to resist my instincts to take you as hard and deep as I’m dying to. To do all that I want to do to you. With you.”

Her clit was throbbing at his words. “Don’t. Don’t hold back, please. I trust you. I can take anything you can dish out. I want it.”

Kit’s lips tilted in that sexy almost-smile that drove her crazy. “I was hoping you’d say that. Max? I think my Jesse just invited you inside.”

Max? Jesse felt her jaw drop, covering her breasts with her hands as she squinted across the room. He was there, standing so still she couldn’t tell if he was breathing. “Kit?”

Kit knelt in the pool at her feet, but she still had to tilt her head to meet his gaze. “I trust Max with my life. More importantly, I trust him with yours.” His features tightened with lust and something else. Concern.

“I’ve asked him to watch over you when I can’t. It is not a simple request, given our code, his position with the guard.”

Jesse bit her lip. “I’m confused. Is he going to…are we all…?”

“No, sarasvatti. You are mine. I’m not sure I could share you with anyone. Max knows that. It is an old tradition of my people. When a warrior goes into a battle he may not survive, he chooses a proxy, a guardian whom he trusts to protect what he cherishes the most. I want Max to watch you take your pleasure. I want him to see how beautiful you are, how special. He needs to understand how important you are to me, so that he will protect you when I no longer can.”

She could hear the sincerity in his voice. The intensity. She flicked a nervous glance toward Kit’s cousin. He was staring at his feet, unmoving. Waiting for her to decide.

It struck her how many times she’d been in Max’s position. Watching from a distance as other people reveled in their passions. She was embarrassed to admit how often she’d been aroused as she snapped her illicit photographs, how exciting it was to be the observer.

How much more exciting would it be to be knowingly observed?

Jesse blushed, her thighs tingling at the thought. Max inhaled sharply, his head jerking up as he finally looked her way. He knew. She kept forgetting about their heightened senses.

“I told you she was unique, didn’t I, Maximus? So innocent and yet so openly sensual.” He ran the backs of his knuckles along the tops of her breasts lightly. “As irresistible as Eve herself.”

He lifted her trembling hands from her breasts, kissing each palm in turn. “Let him see you, angel. See the perfection I thought I’d only dreamt of all these years.”

A sound emerged from Max’s chest that drew Jesse’s gaze. Kit’s fingers were caressing her, her arms, her breasts, her legs. And Max was watching every move in silence, his desire plain for her to see.

Something came over her. Jesse knew she should be covering herself, demanding that Kit return her clothes or make Max leave. But she didn’t. She lifted her chin and arched her back, wantonly displaying her breasts for both men to see.

“You are such a bad girl, sarasvatti.” Kit’s words were soft and harsh against the base of her neck before he scraped her sensitive skin with his fangs. He rolled one of her nipples between his forefinger and thumb, causing her to gasp and shift on the damp rock beneath her.

He raised his voice, including Max in their conversation once more. “Her body responds so beautifully to my touch. Show him, angel. Show him how wet you are already. For me.”

His hand slid from her breast to her thigh, pressing gently, letting her know what he wanted her to do. Jesse spread her legs, unable to stop the whimper of desire that escaped her lips.

Kit slipped two of his fingers inside her aching sex, soaking them with her juices. He pulled them out, ignoring her protesting moan, to suck them into his mouth, his eyes closing at the taste. “So delicious. I’ve never tasted anything so sweet. I need more.”

He buried his face between her thighs with a feral growl. Jesse leaned against the rocks, holding on to his head as the water pulsed against her. He was fucking her with his tongue, his fingers spreading her thighs wide and high, holding her open for him.

Max is watching. Oh God, Max is watching. It was repeating over and over in her brain like a mantra. Her body was on fire for Kit, loving what he was doing, craving it. But the knowledge that he was doing it for an audience sharpened every sensation, heightening her pleasure.

She tried to focus on Max, and realized he’d moved closer. And his shirt had disappeared. He was thicker, beefier than Kit, but his chest bore the same large scar as his cousin’s. And his eyes held the same dark intensity.

He didn’t leer or wink disrespectfully, nor did he smile in a harmless, reassuring way. His expression was one of…wonder. He was looking at her body as though he’d never seen anything more beautiful. No one but Kit had ever looked at her like that. She was too tall, too broad shouldered, and usually far too big for the average human male.

But not for the average giant. That thought was the ultimate aphrodisiac.

Kit was devastating her with his tongue, his teeth. With his thick, knowing fingers. Her vision blurred and her body bowed in response. She gripped his head in her hands, lifting her hips up to meet his mouth. “Kit. Yes. Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.”

His fingers tightened on her thighs, and he lifted his mouth. “My greedy angel. Come for me, Jesse. Come against my tongue. I want it all. Every fucking drop.”

“Kit.” He swirled his tongue deep inside her, his thumb pressing her aching clit, and Jesse couldn’t hold back. She cried out with the power of her climax, coming against his mouth while the water poured down her burning skin. Kit pulled her closer, groaning with approval as his raspy tongue lapped at the lips of her sex, as if he couldn’t get enough of her taste.

Her mouth opened on a soundless scream when his fangs pierced her inner thigh. Fire flowed through her veins and into her core from the drugging ecstasy of his bite.

Jesse felt herself coming again and again, waves of pleasure that seemed to grow stronger with every moment that passed. Her gaze was captured by a snarling Max, his own fangs extended while his attention fixated on the healing mark on her breast. She closed her eyes, her body on overload.

“I can’t…it’s too much.”

Kit cleaned the wound with his tongue before getting up to stand beside her. Her heavy lids lifted to see his massive cock hovering just out of reach. She wanted to taste it, to return the pleasure he’d given her, but he didn’t give her the chance. “It’s not enough, sarasvatti. It will never be enough. I need to be inside you.”

He lifted her by her hips, sliding beneath her so she was sitting on his lap. Kit leaned his chin on her shoulder, holding her while she rubbed against him, her body screaming for his. “Now you know.”

Max answered, his voice rough with longing in the large hall. “Now I know.”

“I will have your vow.”

Jesse watched Max kneel on the marbled floor in front of them. “With the blood I spill, you have my vow. Only death can break it.” He pulled a dagger from his boot, slicing open his palm before Jesse could stop him.

“What are you doing?”

Kit pulled her back against his chest, his hands tightening on her hips as he probed her with his cock. “We are protecting you, sarasvatti. And I? I am loving you.” The last words were whispered softly in her ear before he pulled her down, filling her heated sex with his thick erection.

Her body was still reacting from his bite, fluttering with residual contractions as he stretched her. A part of her seemed to watch from the corner of the room in disbelief. She watched as the voluptuous goddess threw back her head, her fiery tresses spilling across the bronze giant’s chest as she fought to accept all of him inside her.

She was heedless of the man at their feet. She took his worship as her due while his blood dripped from his clenched fist onto the floor, his other hand cupping his stiff erection through his pants, desperate for his own release.

The woman beneath the waterfall lifted her breasts in her hands, squeezing her nipples hard between her fingers, loving the sharp sensation. She was shameless in her sensuality. Focused only on the pleasure hammering her body as her lover drove her down onto his cock, faster and deeper with every stroke.

She came back to herself with a cry as Kit lifted one hand from her hips to spank her clit. “That’s what I want. I want to hear your cries of need echoing through these somber halls.”

He spanked her again, growling when she tightened her muscles around him in response. “You’re like hot silk around my cock. Your pussy grips me tighter than any fist, sarasvatti. Great Mother, Jesse, I’ve never felt such heat.”

Jesse freed her breasts, reaching back to grip his thighs for balance as she rode him harder, forcing him in as deep as he could go. Kit gave a shout of surprised pleasure. “Yes. That’s it, angel. Take what is yours. Fuck me.”

She rocked against him, reveling in the stretch, the sting as her internal muscles were forced to give way to his hard shaft. His mouth opened on her shoulder, fangs pressing against her flesh but not breaking the skin. She could feel his restraint, feel him holding back, maintaining his control. But she didn’t want him to have control. Not now.

Jesse’s nails dug sharply into his thighs and she lifted herself up, until the head of his cock was barely inside her, and stopped. She clenched her muscles rhythmically around the tip of his shaft, but held herself back, keeping what he wanted just out of reach.

Kit’s grip tightened on her hips. “Jesse? Baby, you’re killing me.” She resisted his gentle tug, shaking her head.

Max stilled, tilting his head as he waited to see what she was up to. But Kit knew. “You think you want me to lose all my control, sarasvatti, but you don’t. Or are you angling for a special kind of punishment?”
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Kidnapping and bondage are no way to win a girl. Well, actually…

 

Monsters in Hollywood, Book 3

Runako has good reason to distrust humans. His sister’s murder taught him it’s safer to keep his Monster form under wraps. Now comes word that a woman is making a movie that will supposedly “help” his people. He’s not sure about that, but one thing is sure…Margo is too beautiful to be ignored.
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