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Prologue






“Grandpa!” she charged into
him.

“Hey, my beautiful girl, how are
you?” the elderly man greeted, lifting her from the ground. “Where
are your mom and sister?”

“By the pond, and daddy was
coming right behind me,” she told him, looking around until now she
hadn’t noticed they were on the move. “Where’re we going?”

“To spend some quality time,
you’ve always wanted to see a castle, haven’t you?”

“Yes. Can Cece come along with
us?” she wondered hopefully.

“Next time, precious. Hop on,”
he told her when they were in front of a car. Once she got inside,
she found a ridiculous amount of colourful objects.

“What’s this?” she asked,
holding out a glowing yellow stick.

“This, my girl… you hold it out
in front of you and twist it and then see what happens,” he
explained with a smile. She did what he told her and saw with glee
how bursts of stars jumped from each end.

“Cool,” taking another one she
did the same, and this time got pretty lights out. “This is so
cool.”

“I knew you would like it. How
did you know it would be different?”

“I don’t know. I thought it
would be the same.”

“But you picked it out for a
reason,” he said. The girl stared at him in confusion. “Never mind,
my girl. You’ll learn soon enough,” he pondered to himself. She
played for long, and once she was done, she fell asleep, only to
wake up to a strange scene.

“Where are we?”

“My precious, this is….”

She opened her eyes suddenly. No
matter how hard she tried, Alexis never could reach past that part
of the dream. She knew it was important. The man she met that day
was the same one she had met at least three times in the course of
weeks when she was a child, but even now, she only could recall
those previous meetings vaguely. The one that had stick was the
terrible last, the rest… she sighed annoyed, it was maddening
having the dreams. They only served to make her have a crappy day.
They had stopped for a time, and now she hoped it didn’t mean a
damn thing that they had come back.

Alexis' life was starting to get on
track; her time off from college was working, but she didn’t want
to be stuck with the memories, the dreams. They weren’t helping her
resolve a single thing about her past, why her? Why him?

And when would she be free to live
her life without having to look over her shoulder?
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Chance
Meetings







Kai was getting on her nerves,
Alexis loved her friend, but after her recent break-up, she
couldn’t take it any longer. The road down memory lane was starting
to get frustrating, hence why they were at the local
pub—turned dance club after
eleven p.m.

“You are definitely not listening
to me,” her friend complained.

“Sorry, sweetie, what did you say?”
Kai took a sip of her drink, dismissing her with a wave of her
hand. She laughed. She was going to be fine, she always got back on
the horse after two weeks or so, dating and looking for Mister
Right. Alexis was more of a: when he-comes-he’ll-come kind of girl;
a regular match neither right nor perfect.

“Two guys at the bar are looking at
us,” she informed. Alexis looked around discreetly, and that is
when she noticed, a few feet from them, a man was kissing, or
eating, a girl on a couch like the one they were currently
occupying.

“Those two need a room,” she
commented. Kai, ever the curious, looked their way without
reservation.

“They do,” she snickered, returning
to her drink. Alexis took a swing of her mojito, her eyes falling
on the couple again, and so, she saw him staring at her, the guy
was kissing his girlfriend or whatever, and over her shoulder was
looking straight at her, his eyes full of mischief. The woman
swayed forward, and he caught her in his arms, pulling her close to
his broad chest, he rubbed small circles on the back of the girl
and gave a seductive smile to Alexis.

“Agh!” she breathed, looking
away.

“What?”

“The public displayer was smiling
at me and hugging his girlfriend.”

“One word: Men,” Kai
said.

After another round of drinks, Kai
was starting to bounce to the sides; they’d be leaving soon.

Alexis looked around, seeing the
couples talking and dancing a little on the sides, and she was
trying her best to not stare his way. She later thanked that
she did because when she finally caved, she saw him coming their
way.

“We are leaving,” Alexis told her
friend, who gave her a confused look, not that she saw it. The girl
stood, taking Kai by the hand pulling her along through the mass of
bodies separating her from the front door.

“What’s your problem?” Kai
protested, cutting loose of the death grip on her wrist. “Bloody
hell, woman! I’m not that drunk,” she sulked, standing on the
sidewalk while Alexis stopped a taxi.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, Kai,” she
told her while opening the door.

“Fine, psycho, good night.”

“Want a ride?” a voice said from
just behind her, and Alexis almost jumped out of her skin.

“No, thanks,” she replied tersely,
waiting for another cab.

“Here I thought I’d be lucky enough
to help a beautiful woman get home safely.” Alexis turned to tell
the stranger to go away, and the words died on her throat, it was
Mr I-kiss-while-cheating-with-my-eyes, of course, the idiot was
more stunning at close, perfectly shaped lips, dark luminous hair,
and golden eyes like liquid gold... He’s not human, she
found herself thinking, he was too gorgeous, no human male was like
that, she knew from experience.

“I think you have someone waiting
inside,” she said at last after realising she was staring at him a
little too much.

“She won’t go away,” he smiled.
Was he for real? Alexis turned again, thank the holy powers,
a cab turned the corner, making her practically fling herself on
the street to stop it, so she could get away from the man staring
at her like he could see straight to her soul.

“Go back to your girl,” she told
him, hopping in the car; he stood there watching as she got farther
away.

Once home, she called Kai and made
sure she was fine and instructed her to drink water, and after
being called Mom three times, she hung up. Feeding little
Danny, her cute ball of black fur, she went to bed, all the while
trying not to think of the golden-eyed idiot from the bar, not how
his voice sounded, low and velvety or how the moonlight gave little
reflections on his hair or the shining in his eyes. I’m like a
sappy girl from a book, she thought, hiding her face under her
purple pillows.

When sleep finally claimed her, it
was to show her dreams of golden castles, golden windows, or
golden-haired animals, anything and everything was golden; it
annoyed her to no end. The next day she noticed it had been three
days since she talked with her sister, she called her at lunch and
made plans to hang out while detailing how annoying the guy was,
her sister only laughed and snickered the whole time.

“It’s not funny, C,” said Alexis,
exasperated.

“Actually, little sis, it is. You
are upset because some man at a bar looked at you while kissing
someone else, so what? Lots of lads do that.”

“I know.”

“Well, if you want my opinion, I
think you liked the guy, and hence you are upset because he is a
proven man-whore.”

“I do not like him; sure, he is hot
but…”

“Ah, always with the buts,” her
sister interrupted.

“Fine, whatever.”

“You should date more; my boss is a
hot one, you know? If only he would crawl out of his office more
often.” She added as an afterthought.

“Your boss is a workaholic, as I
understand.”

“Okay, then I’ll ask Lyle to see if
one of his friends at the fire station is free.”

“I do not want your husband finding
me a date, thank you very much,” she said offendedly.

“What do you want from me,
Alexis?”

“Nothing, C. I was merely telling
you a story besides I don’t think he was human.”

“Really? Attracted to them,
Alexis? I’m shocked.”

“I am not.”

“Whatever, is the first time you
call me freaking out about some stranger you don’t even know the
first thing about,” her older sister chided. “If you want my most
honest opinion, if one day you find him again, ask for a name at
least.”

“Sure, C, I will.”

“See you next week.”

“Love you,” with a muttered love
you too, her sister hung up.

Alexis left for work at the local
bookstore, only after ten minutes of her entering it, the bell
rang, and she immersed herself in the day-to-day task of attending
clients who had no clue of what book to buy or wished to know if a
new book of a series was up yet.

She wanted to think that
golden-eyes was out of her system, but as soon night fell, he was
back in her dreams and more vividly than in real life.






***


Ezekiel made his way to his
human job early afternoon. Being one of the bosses allowed him more
freedom to work when he wanted or to come in late after a long
night of feeding and fucking. The only thing which had gone the
wrong track the night before had been locking eyes with the cute
human brunette. He had spent the rest of the night and part of the
morning thinking about her long legs and delicate, beautiful face.
When he had seen her sitting with her friend, he’d only seen a hot
girl, but up close, he had seen a really sexy woman.

Cassie, the girl he had been
feeding off, had lost all his attention while the cute brunette
looked at him. When Cassie fell into his arms, he couldn’t help
sending a smile across the room, only to laugh when she turned
away, offended by his antics, he had almost doubled over in mirth
when she saw him coming her way and bolted through the door,
tagging along a startled friend.

Seeing her up close outside the
bar, he’d noticed the way her yellow dress clung sinfully to her
hips and ass, then the long, slightly tanned legs, which had looked
even longer with the heels she wore, seeing her profile and brown
eyes closely, he noticed she resembled someone else. So, there he
was in front of his office computer, ready to look through
everything on the Internet, he sighed heavily at that prospect. He
didn’t know her exactly, but he knew her face, he had seen her
someplace else or someone like her, he lifted his gaze when he felt
someone pass in front of his glassed office. Her, he
thought, almost falling off his chair. Except it wasn’t, the woman
who paced the aisle was one that had started working on his
fourth-floor not long ago.

“Who is she?” he muttered,
controlling, barely, the instinct to go after her and scaring the
woman. He turned to his computer and started pulling files from the
past year, after ten minutes he saw the picture and clicked on it,
one of:

Cecile Violet Ayon Olave.

Age: 25.

Living on: 18 Saint Joseph's
Park, Nenagh, Co. Tipperary, Ireland.






He saw his mysterious girl from the
night before, only it wasn’t her, the woman in the picture had the
same nose, curly hair and up to the almond-shaped eyes they were
alike, only where this relative had chocolate brown eyes, his
mind’s eye held the vivid memory of liquid light brown eyes, soft
chocolate hair with strikes of red here and there, rosy lips and an
elfin-like face, but perhaps his memory was putting her on a
pedestal, though the woman had a vibrant energy around her, one
that drew him, it called to his basics instincts, he wanted to fuck
her, maybe know her, but unless he stalked her sister because they
had to be sisters, he wasn’t going to get nada, at least not
that day.

He read the entire file. Cecile was
one of his advisors, he didn’t recall ever talking to her though it
was possible that they may have exchanged hellos or something on
the elevator; this was a fact he was determined to change.

He made sure the following day that
she was aware of him, he said his hellos and goodnights,
investigated—or stalked—her sister on the Internet, not much info
popped out, which was weird, who didn’t leave their lives online
these days? Apparently her. Smart woman.






It was driving him insane, not
seeing her, but Ezekiel knew he had to be patient. Eventually, she
would go to the office looking for her sister. She had to. His
instincts told him to wait, his otherness, his senses told him as
well, and they have never failed him before, saving his life once
or twice. So he waited. A week later, Ezekiel was coming down in
the elevator making small and nice talk with Cecile; when he
more sensed than saw her in the lobby, lifting his eyes, he found
her staring at him, surprise and acknowledgement clear on her
bright eyes.

“Alexis,” her sister greeted. “This
is my boss Mr Abernathy.” Cecile introduced them. “Sir, my sister:
Alexis.”

“James,” he said, extending a hand.
James was the name he used in human circles.

“Pleasure,” she shook his hand
once. He almost laughed when politeness won over whatever
unpleasant way she thought of him.

“The pleasure is all mine,” he said
with a smile. “Shall we get that drink now?” Ezekiel asked
Cecile.

“That would be lovely, don’t you
agree, Alexis?” she was so cute, trying to say no but not
being able with her sister’s obvious excitement. Clearly, Cecile
was the matchmaker of the family.

“I thought we were going to
have dinner,” Alexis said, smiling tightly, which earned her a
reproachful look from her sister.

“I wouldn’t like to intrude.”

“Not at all, sir,” Cecile hastily
assured him, if only she knew the things he was imagining on doing
to her little sister, perhaps on the desk of his office or against
the glassed walls. “Alexis does not mind, right, sis?”

“Not at all,” she echoed Cecile
while shooting daggers at him with her pretty eyes.

“Wonderful, I am famished.”

He led them to the best sushi place
he knew, and it turned out she loved it as much as he did.

“So, Alexis, where do you
work?”

“At a bookstore,” she said simply,
putting a piece of Tiger Roll on her delightful lips; he almost
drooled, wanting to run his tongue through her bottom lip and take
the excess of sauce, he wanted this woman badly. She was no girl he
could see that, she was young, yes, twenty-one probably or
more.

“Alexis is taking a few months off
from college.” Cecile interrupted his train of thoughts, he was
getting to the part where he tore open Alexis shirt and found out
what colour her bra was, blue or purple, was his guess.

“Truly? What major?” he asked.

“Art and Architecture History,”
she was a piece of art, so it suited her well to study
that.

“Where?” Alexis was making him pull
the information out of her, word by little word.

She took a sip of her sake.
“TCD,” her eyes on her food.

“Alexis is taking a leave to save
some money and then continue.”

“Cecile,” she hushed her sister or
tried to.

“What?”

“I’m sure Mr Abernathy doesn’t
need to know that.”

“James,” he had repeated this about
five times throughout the evening. “And please don’t be ashamed.
There is nothing wrong with taking a couple of months to gather
yourself and make sure you have better accommodations when you
return to college.”

“Exactly,” her sister agreed. She
shot them both a couple of dagger eyes and continued eating. After
that, he could barely get her to say half a word, he offered to
give them both a ride, and she went along mainly because of Cecile,
brooding all the way. Once they left her sister in her residential
home, he continued with Alexis alone, which made for an interesting
trip. He wanted to pull over, reach for her, put her on his lap,
fuck her until she screamed his name, and then see if she still
kept the same scowl on her beautiful features.

He had some planning to do; of
course, she was attracted to him, he could sense it and see the
energy shift around her, from one shape of little arousal to a much
deeper one. One full of pure raw lust, he could almost taste
it.

***







Alexis didn’t know exactly how
she got herself in the situation she was in. A week ago, she would
have run in front of a bus instead of accepting a ride home from
the womanizer next to her.

The gigolo, as she had often called
him in her head since she first laid eyes on him last week, was her
sister’s boss, and that was so messed up.

The workaholic her big sister had
tried to pair her with was the same guy from the bar; she kept
telling herself all of those facts over and over again since she
saw him emerging from the elevator, talking amiably with Cecile.
She had almost turned and left. Yet, she hadn’t, and now she was in
his luxurious car telling him where her apartment was. This is
priceless. She thought darkly. Wait until Kai and Cecile
know. They were going to have a contest of who would laugh
harder and longer. The worst was her body's response, she was in
overload, every look, smile and even small touch he gave her sent
her thoughts to the dark side, and it was the darkest side because
she didn’t want to think of him that way; that sexy, hot, sweaty
way. Oh for the love of the Almighty. She almost groaned,
she heard him laugh and turned her head.

“Yes?”

“You look absolutely adorable right
now,” she gaped at him, not following. “You do know I want you,
right? And I know you desire me.” Alexis couldn’t believe him; this
proved even more that he wasn’t human, and she saw the need to
point that out:

“You are not human.”

“How do you figure?” he asked,
curiosity lighting his stupidly golden eyes.

“I can tell you apart,” she replied
dryly.

“How, Alexis?”

His tone gave her no other option
but to answer, “I’d had some experiences before,” when he didn’t
reply, she carried on: “And I can bet anything your name is not
James,” he truly laughed that time, a heart-felt laugh that touched
her inside, it was such a musical sound.

“Why?”

“It’s too human and you…”

“I don’t look human; yes, you have
said that already. What am I then? Care to guess?” Alexis took a
long breath, studying him.

“Stop that,” he mumbled, giving her
a quick look.

“What?”

“The staring, you are making me
even harder,” he told her nonchalantly while pointing at the crotch
of his pants with a smile, she followed and stared until she
realised what she was doing, ogling the straining of his pants.
“Are you a virgin?”

“Who asks that?” she said, looking
out the window.

“Someone who wants to know if he
should go slowly on our first time.”

“There’s not going to be a first
time,” Alexis screeched despite the fact that she could easily
picture him on his knees, removing her shorts with his teeth.

“Your energy says otherwise.”

“Incubus,” she declared. He gave
her a killer smile, perfect white square teeth and all. “Of
course,” Alexis murmured.

“You have gone from pink to velvety
red in the last two hours, why is that? Lustful thoughts about me?
I hope.”

“Turn left, the blue and pink
building,” she instructed without responding his queries. “Thanks
for the ride; I hope we do not see each other again,” she added,
opening the door the moment he pulled on the curb.

“Alexandria,” she almost stumbled,
turning slowly she held the door with white knots.

“How…?”

“My birth name is Ezekiel, have a
good evening.” He said, turning his gaze to the road. She threw the
door and took the steps two at a time without looking back once.
The idiot knew her real name, how? Had he spied on her?
Investigated her? Should she be flattered or frightened that he
knew?

“Hey, Danny,” she patted the cat
curling between her legs. Ezekiel. Her mind persisted while
Alexis entered her room. It was a hell of a name, and it fitted him
well enough. Just like his tailored suit fitted him like a glove,
figures she would be attracted to a known
womanizer/workaholic/lawyer and to top that an Incubus, maybe he
is just exuding something to make me think I’m enticed by him,
she wondered, removing her shorts and shirt, she put on a long
shirt and went for the book, the book being the records she
had kept ever since she was told that humans weren’t the only ones
in this planet.

“Let’s find out what an Incubus can
do,” and now she was losing it, talking to herself or her cat, who
cocked his black head to the side then lay in front of her door,
ignoring her completely.

After fifteen minutes, she frowned
because either she was really going crazy or all the entries in her
record book about Incubi had changed, she didn’t remember any of
the things she was reading. Did I block it out?

“Remarkably attractive, blue or
green eyes, crow-black short hair—close to military—, lithe body,”
she read out loud. WTF? Except for the attractive and dark
hair bit, Ezekiel didn’t fit the bill. How was it possible? All the
others of his kin were almost alike; differences were here and
there, but ultimately the succubi and incubi you could rely on
being alike, something in their DNA or whatever esoteric force had
them being recognisable.

And now all was going down to the
upper levels of hell because Ezekiel was either a special Incubus
or some other race she had not heard about, he tricked me.
She thought infuriated; thinking back, he hadn't actually
confirmed that he was an Incubus, but he had told her how he
had seen Alexis’s energy go from one shade of arousal to the next,
which was kind of embarrassing to have someone know if you were
horny or not. She threw the book across the room starling the cat,
which got up with a hiss and left her to her annoyance, to brood
alone.

Alexis flung herself down on the
bed, watching the tiny roots she had drawn on the ceiling when she
first moved in. When she felt the bed give in on one end, she knew
she must be dreaming because there was no way on heaven or hell
that he was there, those infuriating, beautiful golden eyes
looking at her, all of her. His longish curly-at-the-ends hair, his
perfectly shaped lips.

“Don’t,” he ordered softly, when
she attempted to cover herself since somehow she had ended up
naked, though she knew how that happened; it was because he was
getting under her skin.

“Go away,” she told him, closing
her eyes. He didn’t, of course. Instead, he worked his hands up her
sides brushing his fingertips on her breasts, and dream-Alexis
arched into his touch.

“You don’t want me to go away,” he
muttered, trailing his lips up her stomach; obviously, she didn’t
want him to go away, it was a dream, and he was there for one
reason alone. She desired him more than any human man she had ever
wanted, and that including the four idiots she’d had sex with in
the past two years.

My mind is very explicit,
she thought when suddenly he was over her, his head dipping for one
breast, circling her nipple with the tip of his tongue, she could
feel all of it like he was actually there and not a product of her
imagination and she could feel his hard erection pressing against
her leg, she looked down and noticed that her mind didn’t go so far
as to divest him of his clothes. I bet I know why that is.
Because she hadn’t seen him. Yet. A part of her said.

Damn it! She did not wish
this or his hand travelling down to the top of her sex… she went
into panic mode, suddenly she was yanked out of the delicious feel
of his hands and mouth on her and found herself staring at the
ceiling, sweating and wet.

“A wet dream,” she burst into
hysterical laughter. Never in her life had she woken up aching, and
with her panties so wet, she got up and took off all her clothes,
entering her bathroom, finishing what her dream-self conjured.

*


“Mr Abernathy is who?” the shock
in her sister’s voice matched the wide-eyed look on Kai’s face next
to her; they were having breakfast at a local place.

“The guy from the bar,” she said
for what had to be the thousandth time. Cecile looked at Kai, and
then they did precisely what Alexis knew they would do, erupted
into a fit of laughter. She rolled her eyes and went back to her
pancakes.

“Are you two quite done?” she asked
after another episode of laughter five minutes later.

“No, we will not be done or over
this until the end of time,” Kai replied, drying her eyes with a
napkin. “It’s too bloody hilarious, Alexis.”

“Yes, it’s funny, comical,
hilarious, and all in between, but stop it. What am I going to
do?”

“About what?” her sister responded,
drinking her vanilla latte.

“Him.”

“Mr Abernathy?”

“No, Poseidon, yes Abernathy,
Christ!”

“What about him?” Cecile was acting
particularly dense that morning, on purpose, Alexis knew.

“Ride him.” Kai, ever the
practical.

“Eew, that is not an image I want,”
Cecile complained.

“Oh please, your sister is a big
woman and she…”

“What she does with her private
life is not something I need to know, thank you. But you should…
date him,” she finished, although Alexis suspected she was thinking
a very different word.

“He is a womanizer… and an
Incubus,” she said in a lower voice; not everyone accepted the fact
that there were other types of species living among them, more than
half of the world knew, some just chose not to accept it or
ignored it completely.

“What’s the problem with that? The
second part,” Cecile added at her arched brow. “And you don’t know
if he is a womanizer.”

“Cecile, the man was kissing a girl
and looking at me behind her back.”

“Well, he is an Incubus.
Maybe he was just feeding, that’s how they feed, right?” a
thoughtful look on her face. “That is if I remember correctly.”

“It is. I think they have other
ways, but that is the predefined.”

“Then why are you saying he is a
womanizer again?”

“Because of what he is, he lives of
other people’s lust.” She declared. Alexis couldn’t believe
she was having that conversation.

“That’s a bit harsh, wouldn’t you
agree, Kai?” they were plotting right there in her face.

“Absolutely. He cannot help or
reverse what he is,” her friend, the traitor, said, almost pushing
imaginary glasses up her nose.

“You two are unbelievable.”

“Why, dear?”

“You would send your baby sister,
your best friend,” she continued, looking at Kai, “straight to the
arms of a man, who is clearly trying to have sex with me?”

“Yes.” They both answered in
unison; their tone was so serious she looked at them open-mouthed,
and then they all started laughing.

“I hate you both,” she grumbled
after the tears and laughter dried out.

“Oh, come on, Alexis, don’t be like
that. We only want you to have a bit of fun, besides, he might end
up surprising you,” her sister said, truly serious now.

“How?”

“He is quite pleasant and a very
smart, accomplished man… being… Incubus.” She gave her a smile.

“Whatever. I’m not dating him or
riding him,” Alexis finished, looking at Kai, who smartly didn’t
say anything else.

“Fine,” her sister dismissed her
with a wave of her hand. Her mood got a dark cloud the rest of
their breakfast. They said their goodbyes and parted ways without
another mention of Ezekiel; she hadn’t told them his name was
Ezekiel, it felt a little too over the line to share something like
that.

Once in her home, she received a
text “Phone call” it was from her sister, but she didn’t pay
attention to it, she was always texting her craziness that wasn’t
for her. When she was feeding Danny, her phone rang; “Hello?” she
answered, pulling it out of the wall.

“Morning, beautiful!” down went the
cat food, the whole package spilling on the floor. Shit. She
thought, more because of how she had reacted to the sound of his
deep, musical voice rather than by the mess she made. “Don’t hang
up.”

“I wasn’t going to,” Alexis kicked
herself mentally, why did she say that?

“Good.”

“What do you want?”

“Take you out for dinner,” he
replied smoothly; she could easily picture the smile on his
beautiful lips.

“No, thanks,” Alexis said, almost
sliding to the floor, waiting for his response.

“Do you have plans?”

“No.”

“Then, why not?”

“Isn’t it obvious?”

“Actually, no, Alexis, it is
not.”

Did Ezekiel actually believe she
would go out with him? Yes. And did he truly not see why she
wouldn’t? No, he knew... he had to.

“I think you know.”

After a really awkward pause, he
asked: “Because of what I am?”

“Of course not,” or maybe a little
bit, she almost added.

“Because of how we met then,” it
wasn’t a question, and he sounded almost relieved.

“I wouldn’t call that an
introduction,” he laughed, and for all that it was good, the sound
almost made her grunt, how could anyone be sexy in every thinkable
way? The answer was simple; he was not human. His whole life
rotated around attracting women and men to him, which begged the
question of why wouldn’t he go away? Move on to the next one; maybe
it was the chase, the fact she’d said no. It wasn’t that she
didn’t know she was good looking, attractive; she had no problem
with herself, but an Incubus? It wouldn’t go anywhere, no long
term.

“Hello?” Ezekiel's voice came
through questioningly once she focused again. “Where are you?”

“I’m listening,” she lied.

“Then why aren’t you denying that
you are incredibly and irrevocably interested in me?”

“Look here, idiot,” she flashed. “I
am not saying I don’t find you a good looking man, you are, you
know you are, but I am still not going to have dinner with you, got
it? Good.” She hung up without waiting for a response, that was
good, it had to be like that, then why am I so disappointed?
She thought, crunching down to gather the mess she made.

“That conversation is not over;
I will see you again. The two of us alone. E.”

She read the message at least three
times; her sister was so dead. Had she left anything that she
didn’t tell the man? Complaining about noisy sisters, she got ready
for work and left half an hour later.

Alexis filled her days with work
and reading material on the classes she would take next semester
when she got back to college. And, in between, avoided all thoughts
of Ezekiel along with the numerous texts, phone calls and even
visits to the bookstore, offering her a ride home.

One would think her sister could be
a little more protective of her privacy and not trust him with all
the possible information on how to find Alexis. Even with all his
attempts, Alexis managed to keep him at bay, not so in her dreams,
nearly every freaking night, the Incubus would find a hole in her
sleeping hours to torment her, and every time she would wake wet,
hot and turning every which way on her bed.

One afternoon she found herself
checking her phone, thinking he hadn’t texted that day at all.
Frowning, she checked his last one. The Infuriating Incubus
was the name under which she had saved his number; the last text
had been around one p.m. the day before, more than twenty-four
hours ago, had he finally got it or just given up? It wasn’t
likely, considering the last message he had sent was something on
the levels of, I wish I could be having quite a different
lunch, you... spread on my desk. Alexis had nearly gone
straight to the office and see how that would end, maybe with her
for once having an orgasm given by the true him and not the replica
of her imagination.

“Unbelievable,” she murmured,
putting her phone down. She had actually checked her cell to see if
he had sent her another naughty message or another invitation.
Exasperated, she grabbed her cell again and dialled.

“What’s happening?”

“Kai, I need to go out,” Alexis
told her friend.

“What ever happened to
hello?” she replied.

“You didn’t say hello either.”

“Yes, but I’m me. When? With who?
Have you shagged the lawyer yet?”

“No, and I’m not going to, Kai.”
She said, annoyed at her friend’s choice of words.

“Sure. Saturday, eleven-thirty, you
know where. Bye, hon.” Kai commanded, hanging up.

“Miss?” she stashed her phone away
and got back to work.

Saturday couldn’t be there fast
enough, when it finally arrived, she was on the verge of punching
herself. Ezekiel hadn’t written to her once since Wednesday and
what bothered her more was that she minded. She couldn’t believe he
had just stopped; she had even been about to ask Cecile what was
his deal but had refrained at the last moment. Now, she stood in
front of her mirror looking at her black and orange dress, which
hit her mid-tight, and all she could think was that if Ezekiel saw
her in it, he would probably bend her over and have his wicked way
with her. Frustrated at herself, Alexis turned and texted Kai to
hurry.






***







Ezekiel walked into the pub on
Friday, looking for someone to feed on. It had been almost three
days now since he last fed his supernatural side, it shouldn’t have
gone that long, but for the first time, he just hadn’t been in the
mood. Since he had met her, he had wanted nothing more than
to taste her; Alexis called to his other self so much it frightened
him; if Ezekiel wasn’t careful, he could force himself on her and
kill her. Hence, he had stopped his insistent messaging and
calling; maybe it was best if he kept away, at least for a few
days, because he was positive he couldn’t stay away forever.

And so there he was, after
midnight, looking at the dance floor and the bar, choosing which
one was best packed with a lonely lady or couple to quench his
need. Only one will do. He found himself thinking, and that
one was most definitely Alexandria, why she went by Alexis was
beyond him. Alexandria was a beautiful name, one he had found out
the week he spent almost stalking her while he waited to meet her
properly; and there he went again, thinking of that first night,
how her legs had looked on that dress and then the second time they
met and those stupid short pants that hugged her gorgeous legs and
appealing ass so delightfully, making him want to pass his hands up
and down… Ezekiel closed his eyes for a moment, trying to let go of
his thoughts, impossible task that it was, he settled with just
stalling them, when he opened his eyes again one girl was looking
at him, a couple actually and not all of them alone, he must have
been projecting his lust into the air because every eye on him was
glazed and full of longing; he focused on the girl that actually
looked around Alexis’ age and height; Ezekiel, apparently following
his masochist side, went her way: “Hi there!” He told her, she
smiled a big seductive smile and then she wasn’t much like Alexis,
but she had a sweet face, big lashes framing green eyes, her black
hair fell to her shoulders in a straight cut.

“Hi.”

“I’m James.”

“Melody,” she breathed, inching
closer to him, definitely not like Alexis at all. He didn’t want to
think about her right now, it would make him run and go knocking on
her door, so he forced himself to stay right there. He needed to
feed.

“Well, Melody, let’s buy you
another drink, yes?” The girl nodded, smiling, so easy. It
was just too easy for his kind to find prey, and if it wasn’t, they
could always throw in a few of their natural talents and up went
their auras, bright red, full of rich, powerful energy to fuel
them. At the moment, he didn’t need any of that because Melody was
already turning a deep fuchsia, soon it would be red and without
much coaching from him.

When their drinks arrived, he
downed his whiskey in two shots while her martini went on the
first. She came even closer, patting his leg, he smiled and leaned
in; kissing her had him thinking of a different type of lips he
would love to partake on, the girl moaned against him, and he
grabbed her hands when she got them just under his belt, he kissed
her some more and then drew into him what he needed, the taste was
like apples, a common flavour.

Some tasted similar, some tasted
sweet, others salty, plain or nice and specific ones were
extraordinary, he could bet anything that Alexis fitted in on the
best of the best, and that made him stop, the young girl with the
green eyes and apple-like taste had served to take the edge off,
but he couldn’t continue. Normally, he would take them someplace
and make them come once or twice, maybe fuck them if they were
particularly hot or tasted real nice, but at the moment, Ezekiel
couldn’t bring himself to do anything to the woman in front of
him.

He pried off her clinging hands and
stood, leaving her there with some poor excuse. He went to the
bartender and told him to put on his tab everything the girl
wanted, then the Incubus left, leaving behind a perfectly nice
opportunity to have sex and still the only one in his mind was
Alexis.

The next night his Incubus side got
the best of him or rather the worst, maybe because he had denied
himself a full feed and sex the night before. So it was that his
supernatural side was on the edge of every single one of his
actions. He entered the pub, turning to the outer edge of the dance
floor, looking to catch on some dancing and work off at least a bit
of the contained energy inside him, he saw a blond head moving on
the floor, Ezekiel knew that blond hair and he turned around, and
like his body had a mind of his own, probably his troubling cock,
it moved him towards where Alexis sat looking at her friend
dancing.

“Evening,” he greeted close to her
ear. She jumped, almost hitting him with the top of her head if it
hadn't been for his keen reflexes.

“Good Lord!” Alexis glared at him.
“What on earth are you doing here?”

Ezekiel smiled down at her, “I
believe people come here to dance and drink, after 11. Or at least
that is what I’d heard,” he stated. She just shot daggers at him
with her almond-shaped eyes.

“Then go dance and drink,” she
thought to dismiss him? They hadn't seen each other properly in
almost two weeks, and she believed he would just walk away? You
are so wrong. Ezekiel thought darkly.

“Only if you join me,” he stated.
“I would love to have your body moving close to mine, even if it is
with our clothes on,” he whispered in her ear. The music was loud
but not scandalous or deafening, so he knew she heard him more
because of her glowing eyes and her outer energy, which picked up a
few degrees in colour. Can't wait to taste that.

“You're mad.”

“I am most definitely not,
sweetheart,” he sat next to her, seeing she wasn't going to give up
easily.

“Hello,” the blond with leafy
coloured eyes smiled, sitting on the other side of Alexis. “You
must be James.”

“That would be me,” he told her, so
she had talked about him and hadn't mentioned his birth name.

“Enchanted to meet you. I'm Kai,”
Ezekiel smiled. Her friend was capable of making her own
acquaintances.

“You two alone tonight?” he
asked.

“None of your business.” “Yes,”
They replied at the same time.

Alexis gave one of her murderous
looks to Kai, who ignored her, giving him her attention. “Do you
dance, James?”

“I do, actually.”

“Alexis loathes dancing without a
partner, and this song is great,” he had to give it to the girl,
she knew how to be direct and still ignore the lasers Alexis was
surely imagining aimed in her direction.

“Let’s dance, then,” he told
Alexis, dragging her by the hand. “All you got to do is follow my
lead.” He said in her ear when they got to the floor.

“I know how to dance,” she replied
dryly. Oh, she indeed knew how to dance, he got harder the more she
undulated against him. When she gave him her back, only his iron
control kept him, barely, from bending her over or throwing her
over his shoulder and going someplace else, his car, her apartment.
Anywhere where he wouldn't have an audience while he ploughed her
curvy body.

Alexis must have been drinking for
quite a while because she didn’t pull away when she felt his
erection, something she surely did, considering how their bodies
were meshed; and all the while, her butt rotated against his groin
in what had to be the most terrible yet sweetest form of torture.
She must be so wet; his horny thoughts merged with his
Incubus, seeing how she shined a bright red. Any other Incubus or
Succubus in the room was probably itching to get a taste of her.
The song ended, and another began. After turning to face him again,
she got some soberness in her, maybe seeing Ezekiel's face or how
his eyes were probably glowing in the dimness.

“I think that’s enough,” Alexis
stuttered, practically running from his embrace, she swayed a bit,
and he caught her by the elbow. “I'm fine,” he ignored her and
guided her to the table.

“You should go home; did you drive
here?”

“I drove her,” Kai answered, mostly
because Alexis was downing the rest of her drink and reaching for
the long island in Kai's hand.

“You okay, driving home? Or do you
need a lift?”

“I'm good.”

Alexis looked at each of them in
turn: “I’m fine,” her glassy eyes betraying her. “I am not going
anywhere with you.” She refused his hands.

“You are, Alexis.”

“Get up!” Kai ordered her, and
Alexis glared at her. She got up, and Ezekiel held her against him
when she swayed. “See you tomorrow, dear.”

Alexis didn't say a word the entire
time he drove, which had him constantly taking his eyes off the
road to check on her. She was so pale it got him wondering if she
was intoxicated.

“You are not coming upstairs,” she
mumbled at one point, her eyes closed while she pressed her
forehead against the window. Ezekiel smiled, grabbing one of her
hands and bringing it to his lips, Alexis was so drunk that she
hardly noticed the gesture, not even attempting to pull her hand
away.

“We’re here, baby.” He informed,
leaning in and removing the seatbelt. She opened her eyes to slits
drifting them close again a minute later. “I guess I’m coming
upstairs after all.”

He carried her to the door,
fumbling for the keys and stopped in the middle of the reception;
he almost laughed, he didn’t know which floor she lived on or what
apartment: “Alexis,” he whispered in her ear, and she stirred in
his arms smiling, making his heart stop for a minute, he kissed her
cheek forcing himself not to kiss her tempting rosy lips.

“Tell me your apartment number,
baby.” Ezekiel breathed in her ear.

“What?”

“Your place, which floor?” She
cuddled against his chest, putting her arms around him; it was bad
enough that he was holding her and also very aware of her dress
sliding up exposing more of her soft skin, but now she decided to
get her head in the crook of his neck? “Alexandria.”

“Six. First floor,” Alexis
murmured. Finally arriving at her door, he had to put her down with
resignation while he unlocked the door.

“Here you are.”

“Thanks,” he wished he had a camera
to film her. Alexis was practically pressing him against the closed
door, and then she was kissing him, a butterfly kiss turned into a
fiery embrace when she whispered, “you smell so nice.” What little
control he had left broke, and he kissed her, drawing a loud moan
out of her, her hands reaching down to flatten against the front of
his trousers, he was even harder than he had been at the club. It
was an almost unbearable need in his groin, which only got worse
the longer she touched him.

“Stop, Alexis. You’re drunk.”
Heavens. He was going to regret all of his chivalry in the
morning, and Alexis probably wouldn’t remember a fucking moment of
it, how much did she drink? He wondered when she started
massaging him through the fabric of his pants.

“I want you inside me, did you know
that?”

“Yes, I did… I do.” He forced
himself to stop kissing her, to get his hands off her ass, which
somehow had gotten there of their own volition. “Alexis, stop. I
really don’t want our first time to be like this,” he sounded like
such a woman. “Hey!” He told her, grabbing her by the arms and
shaking her a bit.

“What?” she asked, annoyed.

“Let’s get you to bed, yes?”

“Fine by me,” the little vixen
turned and undid her dress two strides into the bedroom, the fabric
pooling on the floor. Ezekiel followed the sway of her hips, making
sure she got on the bed without hitting her head or falling face
first. “Take this off,” he grunted that time when she suddenly
stood and gave him her back, offering the clasps of her black bra;
“thank you,” she went back in, and after five minutes, she was
sleeping heavily.

“No. Thank you,” he told her,
kissing her forehead. Ezekiel went outside, gathering her dress and
shoes. He was hungry in every possible way, he hadn’t fed his
incubus side, which kept urging him to go into the damn room and
find out how she tasted. He was guessing something exotic and out
of this world. He was also hungry for food since it was nearly two
in the morning, and he was hungry for her, all of her. To know how
her juices tasted, what made her scream, if she would scream his
name when she came or just cry out and moan. He could satisfy one
hunger at the moment, and it was the boring one, food.
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