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Hermes stood in front of Zeus waiting for his orders.

“I need you to go to Washington to represent us in negotiations for outdated military equipment. What no one else knows is that they are also going to discuss the first mission they would like us to do for them and what they are willing to give us in return.” Zeus said hoping to reinforce the importance of the mission.

“Why me?” Hermes said, happy to do whatever he was asked to do, but curious since he didn’t think he would be the best qualified for such a mission.

“It’s because you are so pretty. You won’t make them want to pee themselves like I might when they see me.” Hades voice was deep as he teased Hermes.

Hermes growled. “I’m not pretty. I can’t help it if your face looks the same as your ass. Well, except that your ass is hairier.”

“At least I’m grown enough to have some hair, pretty boy.” Hades retorted with a snort.

“Boys, boys stop your bickering. We all need to act like grownups here.” Zeus said as he smiled indulgently. Hermes thought he secretly enjoyed the teasing between the other gods although he never took sides and only rarely participated. “You will go in the morning, good luck, brother.”

The next morning the helicopter took him away to Washington D.C. and all the confusion staying among humans led to. He was there not even one day before he was taken and caged like a wild animal. Even Origin had put most of them in rooms leaving cages for those they felt transgressed against them. He thought of Hades who had been pulled from such a cage half crazed from torture, hunger, and thirst. Now he was suffering a similar fate for he knew if it were not for the girl, he would be near death from lack of food.
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Chapter 1


Abducted





[image: ]




She stood in the shadows at the far side of the barn watching him. It was almost like he knew she was there even though he never turned her way. That was what was so odd, that he never did turn her way. If she were locked up in a cage, she would look everywhere to see where she was, if there was anyone she could contact, or if there was any possible way to escape. But he looked everywhere, but where she was. He was tall and broad shouldered even though his build was lean like a long-distance runner. The man stood in the light coming in through the window giving her an excellent view of his muscular body and his clean-shaven face.

Cherish could even see the hint of a tattoo on his back though she couldn’t make it out from where she stood. Her half brother, Keven, had really done it this time. Kidnapping wasn’t something she had ever thought he would do. He was graduating from petty theft, and she was ready to cut him loose this time. She had Fabian, her twelve-year-old brother, to think about. There were nine years between them, but not because of lack of trying. Her parents had wanted more children but had given up by the time Fabian came.

She would have to leave soon, and Keven would be on his own. If she left, she would shut off the utilities and have the house locked up. He would be forced to leave, and she and Fabian would be free. If he ever found them, she was sure he would kill them both. Keven had made a believer out of her the last time he had beaten her within an inch of her life. Keven was her dad’s first child, the result of a short painful affair that had ended badly. Eight months after he had closed the door on the crazy bitch, she had knocked on it again.

Then she had dropped off the little bundle of joy saying she had suffered for nine months, it was his turn to take care of his bastard. With a start like that in life, no wonder Keven was such a mess. Keven’s mother hadn’t just let things alone either. She had returned regularly to instill bitterness and hate in her son and to ask for money from his father. Keven was everything that crazy old bitch would want in a son.

Her mom had been the only love and wife of her father, Herman Douglas, a wealthy businessman who was an avid collector of exotic animals. The barn that currently housed the attractive young man, had been full of lions, tigers, bears, oh my, and a host of other beautiful, but dangerous creatures when her father was alive. It was part of her father’s estate, the same estate that was currently being rundown by her older brother to the point she had ceased any attempt at making repairs. She left quietly hoping the guy would escape or someone would save him. Cherish would help him, but she had her little brother to think of.

Her dad had been both smart and stupid. He had left everything to her planning on her taking care of both her brothers, but he hadn’t realized how violent and crazy Keven truly was. In the three years since her father had died, she had been stuck trying to do as she knew he had wanted. Keven had gotten worse day by day, bringing more violent and crazier friends here to stay. She had taken to wearing baggy clothes and looking as plain as possible so she wouldn’t get their attention. Cherish had also taken self-defense classes and learned to shoot a gun because no matter how unappealing she made herself look, some of them only cared if she was female and breathing, while some didn’t seem to care about the breathing part.

It was her job to cook a meal for Fabian and as soon as she was done, she made sure he ate before Keven or one of his buddies took it away from him. She couldn’t keep enough food for the scores of buddies Keven had that passed through here and she made sure alcohol wasn’t available for any of them. The last time one of Keven’s buddies had found the case of beer Keven had talked her into getting for him was still fresh in her mind. He had drunk what was left of the case which was most of it since she had just bought it. The guy was in the kitchen looking for food and not finding anything that didn’t require cooking. She didn’t keep snacks or convenience foods, or Keven’s friends would eat it all. She had walked in while he searched throwing things on the floor as he discovered they needed to be cooked.

She didn’t berate him the way her tongue itched too since she knew these guys were dangerous. Cherish started to back out of the kitchen hoping he hadn’t seen her there, but luck wasn’t with her. His eyes shot up to where she stood. “Oh, it’s you,” he said, and she could see the moment he remembered she was female because a shifty look came over his face. “Hey, Sweetheart. Why don’t you come over here?” he asked slurring the words to where they all ran together.

Poised to turn and run, she tried, but he was fast even sloppy ass drunk. He caught her wrists pulling her up against his body. She felt sick, struck with terror as the smell of stale beer and sweat filled her nose. He tried to kiss her, but she moved her face, so he moved his head down to her bust trying to bite her breasts either as a punishment or because it turned the sick bastard on. He was distracted so she jerked her wrists down hard, stomped on his bare foot, and then drove her knee into his belly. As she ran away, she heard him hit the floor with a scream. She was so tired of this life, but she had to stick it out until the time was right for Fabian.

As she walked to the office her dad had used when he was alive, she checked on the screens that still monitored the barn where the man was kept. Yup, he was still there and looking closely at him she saw he was drop dead fuck me gorgeous. The tattoo on his back was wings, there was something on his neck too, but it just looked like scrollwork or something. He had jet black hair and the camera must be messed up because his eyes looked purple, glowed, and they were also staring straight into the camera. She went back to the kitchen to fix him a sandwich so he wouldn’t starve. It was something she would do for anyone, but she had to admit she wanted a closer look at him.

Once she fixed a couple ham and cheese sandwiches thinking most people liked that, she brought him those with a soda. She wasn’t sure if Keven had fed him or not, but she wasn’t willing to chance it. Cherish slipped inside the barn and quietly walked toward the cage he was in, looking around to be sure no one else was there before she stopped just out of his reach waiting until he acknowledged her.

“Who are you and what do you want?” he asked as he turned his glowing purple eyes on her. Looked like the camera was working fine after all.

Putting the bag with the drink and the sandwiches on the floor by his feet, she then got back away from him quickly so he couldn’t grab her. She had learned to be careful through many painful lessons that she couldn’t forget if she tried. Now she watched as he leaned down picking up the bag and looked through it. He took out a sandwich and sniffed it. That made her want to laugh because it looked funny. Then he shook the can of soda and looked at it like he’d never seen one before. The guy was odd, but up close he was beautiful. She felt funny when she looked at him, achy and her heart raced.

“Is this food?” he asked her, and she nodded. The guy took a bite then another and before long both sandwiches were gone. He picked up the can of pop and opened it. She thought it might spew, but only a little ran out of the top. The guy took a sip and made the funniest face. “What is this stuff? It tickles my tongue and burns my throat a little.” She just looked at him with the one eye that wasn’t covered with her hair because she’d learned a long time ago talking got you into trouble. “Thanks for the food. I was getting pretty hungry.”

That answered the question of whether Keven had fed him. No, hell no, he hadn’t bothered to take care of his guest. If he died, Keven would wonder why, never realizing people had to eat and drink. The hose in the corner would provide him with all the clean water he needed, but food had to be brought to him at least a couple times a day. She would take care of him because he was too beautiful to let die. Cherish motioned at him and he seemed to realize she wanted his trash now that he was through. He put the can back in the bag and set it on the floor. She grabbed it and sped out of there and back to the house so no one would know she had ever been there.

Even after she was in the house, her heart hammered in her chest like it wanted out. It could have been fear of being caught or it could have been the excitement of being near such a delicious looking man. Oh, no. Bad girl. Don’t you even think about him that way. Her thoughts were just crazy since he was stuck in a cage, and she was in a prison made of family responsibilities and the deep-rooted fear she had of Keven. If nothing changed, they would both die. Keven would kill him or send him to someone that would, while she died a slow death until Keven or one of his buddies killed her in a rage. Don’t think about it. Feeling sorry for yourself will get you nowhere.

She pulled back her shoulders, held up her head, and went to her father’s office to work on the escape she had planned for over a year now. If they were caught, he would kill Fabian too, that was why she hadn’t tried yet. Then she saw Keven and one of his friends near the cage the poor prisoner was in. Cherish turned up the sound shocked by what she heard.

Keven said, “We need to auction him off soon. Maybe we can interest some ladies, I hear his kind are real studs.”

“You know no one will pay as much as Origin will. They have money to burn,” his buddy insisted.

“This one isn’t Zeus, they want him the most. This is just Hermes a secondary god so maybe the other bidders can run up the price. We get enough dough and I’ll give you my sister, kill that little brat, and blow this joint,” Keven explained with a sinister laugh.

She examined the man with him realizing he had been the drunk who tried to rape her. It was clear he hadn’t forgotten and was only avoiding the place because he was afraid, she’d hurt him, or he was so angry he might kill her which would piss off Keven. She didn’t know who the prisoner’s people were, but she couldn’t let him be sold to the highest bidder. It was time for her and Fabian to escape and she would take him with her before the auction started and it was too late. Cherish knew it was time to act now or all would be lost. She went back to the house headed up the stairs and found Fabian.

When she told him what was going on, she added that they would take their father’s old SUV. It was still in good shape since it was nearly new three years ago when he had died. Keven couldn’t drive since he had too many DUIs. His license had been pulled and if caught driving he would face jail time. The only thing really wrong with it was the large dent in the door where Keven had kicked it once when she had refused to allow a buddy to drive it. It was one of the rare times she had stood up to Keven and he hadn’t taken it well, but at least he had kicked the SUV and not her. She explained everything to Fabian who was still a child but had been forced to mature too quickly. He would help when they were ready to go, which wouldn’t be soon enough for her. Now they would wait until Keven took one of his mysterious trips where he was gone for days and came back with a bunch of money.

Returning to the office, she watched the cameras set on her recent obsession. Keven was right about one thing, that man would draw women like bees to honey. She saw that Keven and his friend were gone and she hoped they had left the grounds altogether. Cherish did her chores until suppertime then started cooking a meal. Next, she shoved a couple chickens in the oven because she had a feeling the man in the cage could eat one by himself. She fixed mashed potatoes, gravy, corn, and hot rolls with a southern style sweet tea to drink. Her stomach rumbled reminding her that she had fed others, but not herself. It was alright since she liked a meal like the one that she was preparing better than sandwiches any day.

She kept busy while the chicken baked, cleaning and doing laundry. Her worst fear was realized when Keven came in with his buddy to see if there was any food available. “It isn’t time to eat yet, Keven.”

“I don’t care. Stu and I are hungry now so get us something to eat.”

Cherish fixed them sandwiches which they wolfed down like they hadn’t eaten in a week and demanded more. She made them each another sandwich while she tried to keep a distance between her and them.

“You know, Keven, you’re right.”

“I’m always right. What am I right about now?”

“Your sister might be worth something alive after all. I mean besides fucking.” Stu laughed like he had just told the funniest joke ever.

“What would that be?” Keven asked as if he couldn’t imagine anything she would be good for.

“She can cook and clean for us,” Stu explained.

“Whatever. Eat up and we have to go. We’ll be gone for a few days, Cher, so take care of the guest in the barn for me and make sure he doesn’t escape, or you won’t survive that mistake. Just think of Fabian and you’ll do the right thing.”

“Who is Fabian?” Stu asked.

“Nobody important, at least not to us.”

She listened to Keven, her brother, talk about Fabian and her as if they were nothing and she knew they would have to disappear. They would only be safe if he were in jail or dead and it pained her to think of him either way. Since she generally avoided the barn, she didn’t know how long the prisoner had been here. Keven tended to gather his buds, loose women, and alcohol if he or one of his friends could afford it, and drugs that he always managed to have no matter how broke he was, in there. He could have had the prisoner for weeks, except she knew he would have died without food if he’d been there that long. Cherish would wait until they were gone for a day, then she would free the man so he, she, and Fabian could run as fast and as far as possible.

Taking the day after Keven left to pack her bags, she set them in the closet where they wouldn’t be seen. She took the SUV to town to have the oil changed and fill it up with gas then she parked it in the garage when she returned home so she could load it with the supplies they would need and had a tarp to cover the back so they wouldn’t be noticeable. It was hard to get through the day, but even harder to try to sleep that night with the fear and uncertainty dogging her every step, every thought. It was surprising that the image of the prisoner, the one Keven had called Hermes, calmed her. She finally fell asleep hoping the new day would bring freedom for them all.

The alarm went off and she was still tired, what a surprise. There was a sense of dread fighting with the hope for a new and better life if they could just escape Keven. It was time to get up and hopefully start the first day of their new life. Inside, she was cautious and careful, two habits that had served her well since her father had died. She cooked breakfast and fed Fabian, she usually ate last, but today she ate before fixing more food for Hermes. Cherish wouldn’t say anything to him until she was sure it was safe to go. She handed the breakfast she packed for him in through the bars; she couldn’t use a plate because it wouldn’t fit through the bars. As she watched he wiped out all the food with gusto.

“Thank you, it was good. Will you tell me your name?” He asked with a smile that made him as beautiful as an angel. His purple eyes glowed as he watched her intently.

“Cherish.” The girl whispered before she scurried off back to the house where she knew she would think about him until she could come back hopefully to free him. She walked around the side of the house to the door when a familiar voice stopped her cold.

“Where were you, my dear sister?” Keven asked with a smirk. He enjoyed her surprise at seeing him. There would be no escape today.

“Just taking a walk, it gets stuffy in the house sometimes.” He examined her closely as if he could detect a lie. She lied to him all the time and he usually believed her so clearly, he couldn’t tell.

“Well, we want to keep you in good health. Stu really likes you, you should be flattered.”

She didn’t really know how to answer that without insulting Stu, and she knew better than to upset her brother from past experience. It only hardened her resolve to leave and made her more frustrated that Keven had returned. The next week had Keven hanging even closer to home than ever upsetting her and Fabian who was all, but a prisoner in the attic apartment when Keven was around. She made him stay isolated when Keven was near since a year ago, when Keven had stabbed him. Her fear of losing Fabian overwhelmed her. Even though Keven was alive, she felt that Fabian was all she had.

Keven finally went on a trip at the beginning of the next week, but it was only for part of the day. The frustration was overwhelming as the need to escape pressed against her clawing to get out and away. When she saw Keven, every time she felt panic, pure and simple. He would kill them all and she just knew it if they didn’t escape soon. Hermes might not die right away, but he would send him to those who would torture and kill him eventually just as surely as Keven planned to kill Fabian and give her to Stu who would be the death of her. Every time she got her hopes up that Keven would leave long enough to allow their escape, he returned or cancelled his trip. He had sent out information about Hermes to interested parties to prepare for the auction.

Her half-brother and his friends were involved in some serious things, and they feared a company called Origin, which she knew worked with DNA, would come after them, maybe even kill them. They made it sound more like a criminal organization than a company. It was why they were trying to hide Hermes and why it was taking so long to auction him off. They were checking out every interested party and sending the information in a way they felt couldn’t be tracked. Keven had brought in a buddy that was a computer specialist and another that would ensure security for the delivery of Hermes to whoever the winning bidder was. The only bright spot was that he had no security in place now. He feared it would attract attention and he knew it would cost more of his profit to pay for it even though the security expert had recommended it. Keven’s sanity and the safety of everyone around him was barely kept in check. Time was running out.
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Chapter 2


On the Run
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She hid in the shadows again waiting to be sure it was safe to come to him. Most men wouldn’t cast a second glance her way thinking she was just a mousy, unattractive female unworthy of attention. He wasn’t most men, he picked up on the things others didn’t. Her baggy clothes covered a slim physique with well rounded curves. She was shorter than most, maybe five foot one or two tops. The girl wore her hair long and pulled over part of her face not because she was shy, but to hide from the predators all around her. This place wasn’t safe for Cherish and he raged internally that he couldn’t help her, save her like he wanted to.

Of the two of them, she was the one with the most power, but she was afraid to use it. When the male who called the shots was near, he saw the fear she showed. He’d caught her feeding him a couple times and had spoken to her as if she were a slave and threatened Fabian. Hermes wasn’t sure who this Fabian was, but she cared for him a lot. It hurt him to think he might be her mate and he tried not to think about what that might mean. She walked closer carrying the customary sack she always carried his food to him in and she smiled as she handed him the bag and it lit up her whole face making her appear dazzling to him. The girl rarely spoke a word and even then, it was just that, a word whispered low.

He wanted to know more about her, like who she was, where she stayed, and if she was mated or free. Hermes wanted to hug her and thank her for trying to take care of him. The god wanted to kiss her, whoa where had that come from? It wasn’t like he needed or wanted a mate, not now when they had just been freed. He would admit that he was jealous of what Zeus had, but Sierra was a special female. Even though he was sure Cherish was special as well, he couldn’t imagine being mated, which was forever, to a female that wouldn’t stand up for herself. So, what if she was beautiful and kind? A god needed a strong female to balance him, or she would be no good to him except for sex and breeding more gods. He wanted more and she deserved a male that would be happy with what she was and what she had to give.

Today, she brought him lasagna, garlic bread, asparagus, and a piece of chocolate cake for dessert. She had put a lot of time into his meal, and he saw other signs that he might interest her. He felt bad that he would have to let her down. Of course, if he were sold like the one called Keven told him he would be, he wouldn’t be here to break her heart. Life could, and often was, so unfair. He had been freed from a life of confinement only to be imprisoned again. The world of the outsiders was too hard for even a god to manage by himself.

He tasted the lasagna thinking it the best he ever had. It was so far above what he had in the past there was no comparison. The girl could cook, just one more positive thing about her. Although he had never cared for most of the vegetables, they had served him in the cafeteria, the asparagus was crisp and well flavored. The chocolate cake, his favorite dessert, was to die for. She watched him eat, her eyes following every move he made. Maybe he should mate her just for her cooking skills, but no, that wouldn’t be fair. When she pushed her hair out of her face for the first time since he had met her, she was lovely beyond description, so he paused while eating his food just to look at her.

“What? Do I have dirt on my face?” she asked, forgetting what he could only imagine was her rule of silence. Her voice was sweet as an angel’s, or what he imagined one might sound like. He sat there like a fool smiling at her and neither speaking nor moving. She looked at him wondering what was wrong. “Hermes what’s wrong?”

“Nothing, Cherish. I was just struck with the worries of my situation.” Not a lie, he just realized he wanted to mate a female who was completely wrong for him. His heart would not listen to reason and his body ached for her. Damn, it seemed that he would be a fool for love. Ha, ha. Maybe he would be lucky and find happiness with his mate as Zeus had. He only needed to accept her shortcomings and love her anyway. Now the only question was, how did she feel about him? He finished eating and handed her back the bag.

She scurried away as she always did, but this time he saw her in a different light. Since she was surrounded by his love, he knew she would be back. Hermes lay down on the bed relaxing and thinking back to how he had arrived at this point. He remembered his surprise when Sierra had unlocked his door and beckoned him out into the hall. At first, he had made the same mistake as Zeus and others had. He had thought her an attractive female brought in as a reward for something he had done that his keepers had approved of. It wasn’t unusual to be rewarded and unsure of why you were getting the reward. Life at Origin wasn’t always simple, but it was the only life he had known up to that point, so he followed the temptress into the hall and was surprised to find it full of his brothers.

It wasn’t a big surprise that Zeus had claimed the sexy woman before any other had a chance to. He was their leader in all things including being the first to mate. Would he be the second when he convinced Cherish to mate with him or had others joined while he was away? He wished that for all his brothers, but for now he had to be free. His gift and his abilities as a god would help him, but only once he was free from his cage.

He saw Keven come in not much longer after Cherish had left. He and the other guy, the one that stared at Cherish as if he owned her. That man would never own her, she belonged to Hermes and no other. “Hey, money man.” Keven said happily. “You are worth so much money and I have a shot at another one of you.” He chuckled gleefully.

Hermes wondered who was giving these jerks all their information. He thought back to when he had agreed to go to Washington as a liaison between the gods and the US government. The first day he had arrived they had put him in a hotel room and told him to take the day to acclimate himself. The first meeting wasn’t until the next morning, so he had time to explore and do whatever he wanted. Origin had never allowed them any real freedom and he had always wanted a tattoo, so he found the nearest tattoo parlor and had a set of wings put on his back. He was, after all, the messenger god. So, what if the original Hermes had a pair of winged shoes, he could put his wings wherever he wanted now that he was free.

He went out for a drink or two while the pain from his tattoo dulled and the redness eased and healed. Hermes was relaxing and enjoying the attention of several women that had flocked around him. Heady stuff for a god newly freed when female companionship had been such a premium all his life. He should have been more alert, more cautious when dealing with so much of the unknown. But no, he had followed them out to the alley, just a continuation of the party as the bar closed. The blonde was all over him, but who was he to complain?

He hadn’t had a female in months, and she obviously wanted him. So, what if it was in an alley, this particular alley saw this type of action all the time. She was taking charge, so he just leaned back and let her go to town. He felt the air hit his cock as she opened his pants and pulled it out. The other girls oohed and ahhed over such a spectacular masculine display. He wasn’t an exhibitionist, not really, he was just comfortable with nudity and his own body. The blonde wasted no time on niceties or foreplay but went after what she wanted. She climbed on board, pulling herself up with her arms around his neck. He grabbed ahold of her ass to hold her in place as she moved her hand between them lining them up. She pushed herself down merging their bodies.

The female was in excellent physical condition moving herself up and down on his cock with no help from him. He tried to move, but she smacked him when he did and at this point, he needed to get off as much as he needed to breathe. It reminded him of a dance except she didn’t seem to need or want any help from him. She was in a sexual frenzy as she moved up and down talking dirty and making animal noises. He felt she was near her release, so he let himself go, living in the moment. She exploded a second before he did, milking his cock for all she was worth. When every drop of seed was wrung from him, she slid down to the ground. That’s when he felt a pinch and it was lights out.

When he woke, he was locked up in a cold, dark place with chains keeping him frozen in place. What he should have realized was that wild aggressive women could bring as much pain as pleasure. He had just been tired of his own hand being his only comfort, so he had let the situation spiral out of his control. If he ever escaped this place, he would be more cautious. The lesson learned was valuable though it came at an impossible price. He knew Zeus and the other gods were looking for him, they would leave no stone unturned, but he didn’t even know exactly where he was. The god was only sure that it was a long way away from them and since he rarely heard a car, he figured it was a long way away from anyone.

Cherish slipped back into the building hours later. Twice a day she came to bring him food so he wouldn’t starve. She had cooked him a whole chicken and had to turn it sideways to get it through the bars. The rest of the food was in another bag, a thermos of southern style sweet tea was also passed through the bars. This was one of his favorite meals, baked chicken, and potatoes with gravy, corn bread muffins, and a side of green beans with bacon in them. The dessert was a big piece of pecan pie making him feel more like a treasured guest than a prisoner. He wanted to ask her things-did she cook the food herself, why was she here, couldn’t she escape, and most of all, did she have a mate- but he feared she’d run away and never come back if he showed too much interest.

Finished with his food he reluctantly handed his empty bags and thermos back through the bars that separated them. What would he be tempted to do if the bars weren’t there? His thoughts must have shown on his face because she nervously stepped back, turned, and hurried away. Didn’t she realize she was his woman and no one else’s? Apparently not, since she sped away like she was on fire, not even sparing the time for a backward glance. He went back to sit on his cot and think about the changes he had gone through in the last few weeks only to end up confined once more.

The next day the sunshine came through the window brightening his cage, but not nearly as much as Cherish could. Hermes was living his life right now just waiting for her to come to him, for nothing else mattered to him. He tried to think of a way to get out of the cage, the only way out was if she found a way to free him but seeing her terror when she saw the men who held him captive made him realize he could never ask that of her. As scared as she was, she would never be able to pull an escape off. Just as he thought about her, she appeared looking as lovely as a mythical creature might. His girl passed him his meal and when she passed him his thermos, he felt something odd. It was a key, but did he dare hope it opened his cell? She moved to an odd angle away from him and he realized she was trying to block the camera from seeing her mouth.

If the camera had no sound, they couldn’t know what she said. “Keven is supposed to leave for a three-day trip in two hours. We need to hurry to get away before he comes back. This will be our only chance. Fabian and I will be waiting for you in a SUV.”

Once he finished eating, he handed back his empties. He had a lot to think about and two hours to do it. Because of his sensitive hearing he would know when she pulled up in front of the building. It was hard to believe his fearful female would really do it. Hermes went over every possibility in his head including her changing her mind, her leaving without him, and her getting hurt because of him, but in the end, he had no control over anything, and she would do as she saw fit. He heard the sound of a motor in front of the building, he put the key in the lock on the door, turned it, and when it opened, he hurried out and into the free world once more. She waited out front in the driver’s seat and a young boy sat behind her. The boy looked at him with wide eyes as if he had never seen anyone quite like him.

Hermes remembered he was half naked, his tattoo was in plain sight, and his eyes probably glowed their unusual purple color. The boy seemed to realize he was staring because he dropped his eyes to the floorboard instead. Who was this child that would be with them as they ran to freedom? Where was Fabian, the man she spoke of with such love? He jumped in the passenger seat, where she insisted that he wear his seat belt. She left in a cloud of dust because the driveway was dirt now, with only hints of the gravel that had once been there.

She drove to the nearest town finding a small airport. Cherish went to talk to a guy in what looked like the office at one of the hangars. It looked like she had rented the plane to fly them somewhere, but it was a small private plane made to fly five to seven people at the most and they wouldn’t be very comfortable. With just the three of them, the pilot, and their luggage, the fit would be tolerable. Cherish sat in the front where the copilot usually sat. It made him feel dejected because she wasn’t at his side. It seemed some of these human women could grow on a male if he weren’t careful. The flight wasn’t long, maybe a couple hours before they landed on another private airfield. Cherish led them into another hanger tossing a bag at him and encouraging him to change.
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