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It's worse than a bad hair day! Dallas's new lover is taking control in the bedroom, and an unworldly force is threatening her soul.
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MS. MCFALLS HAS WRITTEN a delightful, full of energy book and very erotic that no one should miss out on reading NEPTUNE'S LAIR!" 4 Ribbons —Connie Spears, Romance Junkies

"The last two chapters gave me tingles and goosebumps and I would have never guessed how the ending came about. Pisces - Neptune’s Lair is a book not to be missed and I hope that Ms. McFalls will treat us with some other astrological sign books." —Jo, Joyfully Reviewed

"Ms. McFalls has written an intriguing story.  The psychic link between Dallas and Brendan makes their sexual encounters especially deep....  It all adds up to a very special story of overcoming your past while striving for a new future. I loved this book."  4 Cups —Kathy, Coffee Time Romance

"This reader was quite pleased with the journey Dallas had to endure to find the man meant for her. Dorothy McFalls has done a wonderful adding another installment into the Mystical Signs series and did a fabulous job at capturing this reader's attention with her Pisces." 4 Angels —Shayley, Fallen Angel Reviews
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​Prologue
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The old gypsy woman ran her gnarled, wrinkled finger over Dallas St. John’s hand and then glanced up with a look of surprise.

“You’re one of them.” Her ancient voice cracked.

“We want to know about love,” Janice, Dallas’s closest and dearest friend in the world, leaned forward and whispered. “Is she going to find a guy...soon?”

The gypsy’s gaze narrowed. “Love? You’re not looking to cause trouble?”

“Trouble?” Dallas rolled her eyes. “This is silly, Janice. I don’t know why I let you talk me into these things.” The heavy scent of incense in such a cramped room was starting to make her head hurt. She closed her hand and tried to pull away from the old woman’s claw. “Here’s my future—I’ll find a lover when I find one. Let’s get out of here.”

The gypsy moved with amazing speed and strength as she uncurled Dallas’s fingers.

“There.” She poked her pointy finger against a spot in the center of Dallas’s palm. “That’s your love line and it’s about to bisect with—” She threw up her hands and gripped her throat. Dallas had to give her points for theatrics. “The Fish,” the old woman wheezed as if the word strangled her.

“A fish?” Janice scoffed. “My friend is going to end up with a fish. You’re right, Dallas. This is a waste of money.”

“Money I don’t have,” Dallas pointed out.

“Not a fish. My Fish.” The old woman’s voice, though soft, made the knickknacks cluttering the room’s shelves shudder. “You have a strong spirit. That’s what will draw him to you. Take care, young one. Loving a that man will be the most dangerous thing you’ve ever done.”
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​Chapter One
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Brendan Cromerty didn’t need Opportunity to slap him in the face before he took advantage of it. He’d seen right away that this opportunity was one of those once-in-a-lifetime-life-changing-events. And it was heading toward him like a freight train.

Well, perhaps it wouldn’t be life-changing, but tonight had certainly promised to be one crazy night, the kind of night that prompted guys to write to the dirty magazines: “I never believed this would happen to me...”

He balanced himself over the slim, gracefully nude woman who’d all but begged him to take her back to his apartment. She was buxom, blonde and horny as hell. With her tongue playing games in his mouth, she’d wiggled her shapely ass on his lap the whole cab ride home. And now, as she sprawled across his bed’s satin brown bedspread, a playful gleam sparkled in her soft brown eyes. Her hips rose up and bumped his rampant cock. Oh, she knew what she was doing. She knew exactly how tease him to the point of losing control.

Damn, he was one lucky bastard. His best bud Horace wasn’t going to believe a word. If Brendan weren’t such an honorable guy, he’d consider taking pictures. Okay, perhaps it wasn’t simply his honor stopping him. Being a lawyer—a damned good one at that—he knew too well the danger of creating photographic evidence of a wild, sexually heated night...even if she’d suggested more than once that she wouldn’t mind.

He worked his way down her body, placing a line of kisses down her elegant throat, which led to her full, luscious breasts. When he swirled his tongue around a taut nipple, she gripped the sheets as her hips rose off the bed. His cock jumped in anticipation.

“You have the world’s most perfect bellybutton,” he whispered. Everything about her was perfect. An image straight out of his wettest, hottest dream.

A wicked look of promise darkened her eyes as she licked her fingers and wrapped them, still warm and moist, around his cock. She stroked his full length with torturous care. Once. Twice.

“Are...are you trying to kill me?” Not that he minded. In fact, he couldn’t think of a better way to die.

The woman murmured an answer as she pulled his mouth back up to hers. Her hand still working his cock, she nipped his lower lip and whispered how she wanted him to take her.

“Baby, if I don’t do that to you soon and often, I think I might explode.”

He’d barely uttered that desperate plea when...

Son of a bitch.

Not. Now.

A blinding pain stabbed him right behind the eyes so strong that it nearly jerked his head clean off his neck.

A vision slammed into him with surprising force.

“Not fucking now,” he groaned. He rolled off his gift from the heavens and flopped onto his back. Pressing the heels of his hands against his eyes, he tried to will the bastard of a vision away.

But that damned vision refused to let go of him.

Bright flashes of light made the blurry images forming in his head move in a jerky motion as if caught in front of a strobe light.

Brendan’s head was pounding by the time a raven-haired woman, petite and fragile, flitted through his thoughts. He’d never seen her before, but she felt familiar.

No, dammit, he didn’t need this right now. Not fucking now. The universe could just go and find someone else to fucking take care of her. He already had a beauty in his bed. And he planned to be busy with her for several more hours.

The raven-haired woman stubbornly refused to leave him alone. Behind the flickering blur, Brendan could just make out that the woman was running down a narrow, half-flooded alleyway. She kept glancing over her shoulder as if someone or something was chasing her. He felt her stuttering as if it beat through his own heart.

He jerked as he recognized the fear, the panic.

He knew what she was running from.

It was a monster that made the terrifying creatures lurking under children’s beds look harmless. The others, Protectors like Brendan, all knew the monster by only one name—the darkness.

“Baby,” he said to his lovely and creative bed partner, his hands still pressed against his aching eyes, “I need to go do something.”

“Now? You’ve got to be kidding.”

“I wish I were.”

She grabbed his arm as he eased himself out of the bed. “Can’t it wait? I’m on fire for you.”

“I know, baby, I know.” He felt hot enough to send the entire apartment building up in flames. “This is important.”

He dragged his T-shirt on over his head and tugged on his jeans. Thanks to his burning erection, the fit was tight and the zipper gave him a hard time. He gave her a quick, hard kiss on the lips and then grabbed his shoes and his jacket.

“I wouldn’t mind if you stayed,” he said on his way out, though he knew she’d be gone before he returned.

Once-in-a lifetime-opportunities never waited around for anybody.

* * * * *
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WHY? WHY DID THIS HAVE to happen to her today of all days?

Was she cursed?

That must be it, Dallas decided.

She was cursed.

She hopped on one foot and then the other as she ripped her brand new $400 hand-tooled leather pumps off her feet. The two-inch heel on her right shoe had gotten jammed in a storm grate. Before she knew what had happened, the damned heel had snapped off.

None of this would have happened if she hadn’t been hurrying. But the bus had been late and that had made her miss her connection with the train. What luck—what rotten, stinking luck.

She’d made this trip into downtown Chicago hundreds of times. Never, ever had she run into any trouble. None at all.

God, she needed this job. Her bank account desperately needed this job.

Perhaps the sticklers over at Hamlet, Hamlet, and Golf would overlook that she was—she glanced at her watch—twenty minutes late for her interview.

And shoeless!

If only she could snap her fingers, turn back time, and start the morning over. Just in case she’d suddenly discovered a set of powers she didn’t know about, Dallas closed her eyes and gave her fingers a snap. She pried open one eye. She was still on the sidewalk three blocks from the HH&G Tower.

“I am so not going to be Hamlet, Hamlet, and Golf’s newest rising star.”

Getting in with HH&G could make a young attorney’s career. Unlike her current internship where she worked like a slave for a small personal injury firm that barely paid enough to cover her expenses and where she served mainly as the office copy girl, this was a position to which Dallas had aspired every grueling day of law school. A real chance to make a difference. She’d gambled with her rent money in order to buy the $1,500 fitted suit and matching $400 shoes because this position was going to be hers...she’d been born to work at HH&G...until twenty minutes ago when she didn’t show up for her once-in-a lifetime golden opportunity.

There had to be a way to salvage this. She wanted the position so badly her soul ached. Finally, she’d get the chance to prove to the teachers who’d sneered at her ambition that, despite her rotten childhood, she could make something of herself. That the scholarships and grants given to her—the poor orphan girl—weren’t wasted. Dallas’s life had meaning. She was going to be important.

“There has to be a way to—”

Snap!

* * * * *
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DALLAS YAWNED AND ROLLED over in her bed.

The red numbers on her bedside digital clock read five-fifty-nine. A few seconds passed and the clock clicked over to six o’clock. The alarm started wailing.

Dallas pushed herself up in the bed and breathed out with relief. It had been a nightmare...just a horrible, horrible nightmare. She shouldn’t have let Janice talk her into ordering the large gyro plate with extra onions for dinner last night.

Nothing to worry about, she assured herself and sank back into the cocoon of her soft bedding, hitting the snooze button on her way down.

* * * * *
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“I EXPECTED TO FIND you here,” Frank Stone said. He handed Brendan a piping hot cup of coffee. Although Stone claimed he didn’t get visions, he always seemed to turn up where trouble was brewing. The two men continued down the sidewalk, turned a corner and entered a narrow alleyway.

Brendan recognized the alleyway from his vision.

It was the same alleyway where—

No. He didn’t want to think about that.

“It’s hard to imagine that thirty-four years ago we found you over there.” Stone pointed toward a dumpster.

“How should I remember that?” Brendan said irritably. “I was a damned helpless newborn.” It wasn’t until his mid-twenties before he learned the date he was “found” and the circumstances of his first years of life.

“Damien once told me Lady Czarina insisted she name me Fish because I was born a Pisces,” he said as a few of the memories that he kept carefully locked away seeped back to the surface.

Stone snarled at the mention of Czarina’s name. “Damien would have never given you to her to raise if we’d known what she was going to do.”

The faded sign, ‘Lady Czarina’s Mystical Curios’ swung above a boarded up storefront in the alleyway.

“It took us twenty years to find you,” Stone said. “But we never gave up. Never would have, either. We protect our own.”

Brendan knew Damien and now Stone, the leader of their motley group would put their lives on the line for anyone of them. But that still didn’t make him happy. He’d much rather be enjoying the morning with the sex kitten who’d picked him up at the bar last night than freezing his ass off in this alleyway that stank of sour milk and used kitty litter.

He’d much rather be working up a sweat while—

Suddenly, he was back in his bed with a warm hand curled around his cock.

He groaned knowing that that damned vision was about to hit him...again.

* * * * *
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“HAS SOMEONE BEEN SHIFTING the dimensions in this area?” Brendan demanded as he took the cup of coffee from Frank Stone who’d once again joined him as he entered the damp, stinky alleyway. “It’s taken me nearly all night to get here, and you know I only live five blocks away.”

“That would be our target,” Stone said. He sounded grumpy as hell about it.

“Our target? A New One?” That didn’t make any sense. “She is a New One, right? She doesn’t know who we are or what she is?”

“She doesn’t know anything,” Stone confirmed.

“Then how in the hell is she pulling off trans-dimensional shifts?” It took Brendan four years to master the skill, and he was considered a freaking prodigy.

“I don’t know how it’s possible. Perhaps she’s improvising because she can sense that her life’s at risk. I do know this, though—the darkness senses her. And it’s intrigued.”

Brendan rubbed the back of his neck. His head ached worse than a hangover, an aftereffect from getting slammed with that damned vision over and over and over. “That’s why I’m here, I suppose. I just hope I can stick around long enough to grab onto her this time.”

* * * * *
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“I’M LATE. OH, OH, SHIT. I’m so late. After everything, I can’t believe I’m this late.” The raven-haired woman sounded like a warped version of the white rabbit out of Alice in Wonderland.

Brendan crossed his arms. His patience was wearing thin. He’d been waiting for her in this darkened corner of the alleyway for the past several hours. She was damned right about one thing—she was running late.

The quick clap-clap of her high heels against the pavement shouldn’t have sounded the least bit sensual to his ears. Unfortunately, Brendan was still aroused from being forced to leave before getting any relief last night. Everything this morning was making him think about sex. He couldn’t help but notice how her tight, round breasts moved in concert with her frantic stride.

She happened to be wearing the tailored suit from his vision and was showing just enough of her cleavage to tempt his already overactive imagination. It was only too easy to picture putting his mouth to her breast and teasing her nipple through the silk of her blouse into a hard, visible nub.

Vastly inappropriate, Brendan.

Inappropriate or not, he couldn’t seem to shake the image or chase away the building heat his sex-deprived body craved. She hurried down the alleyway, her high-heeled shoes clacking on the pavement, not watching at all where she was going.

Brendan stepped out from the shadows as she was about to pass by him.

She ran straight into his solid chest.

He wrapped his arms around her slender waist to keep her from bouncing off him and falling on her ass.

“Ex-excuse me,” she said with a huff, while wiggling against him. She was trying to pry herself free from his chest, Brendan supposed. Unfortunately, it only made him hornier.

Easy there, tender one, you’re not dealing with a human with human appetites.

“You shouldn’t be in such a hurry,” he said, enjoying her warmth on this frosty morning and the feel of her shapely body against him more than he probably should. “Accidents happen when you rush.”

She glanced up at him. Her green eyes grew wide and darkened several shades. For a moment she looked as if she might curse him. But she licked her lips instead.

Her hair was dark, but not exactly black. The color was more vibrant and alive than simple black. Sable-colored, perhaps. Shiny. Luminescent, even in the dim light of the alleyway. With a nervous shake of her head, she mumbled something about not being able to believe her rotten luck. As a result, her long hair tumbled out of the combs that had been holding it up off her neck. The silky strands brushed the back of his hand. He knew he shouldn’t, but he let his gaze travel from her hair and down her gently arching back.

Yep, he shouldn’t have done that. Not with her pressed so neatly against him and with his state of mind so focused on sex this morning. Just as he’d seen in the vision, she was wearing the suit with those tantalizing peeks of her cleavage.

He tried again to shake away the attraction tugging at him. New Ones were skittish. He needed to focus on keeping her safe and not on how his cock was growing just from feeling her deliciously curvy chest brush against his own as he held her within the circle of his arms.

“Excuse me,” she said, again. This time she didn’t sound the least bit sorry. “Do I know you? Oh, never mind. It doesn’t matter. I have an appointment to get to and I’m already late for it.” She dragged in a deep breath. “Let me go.”

He was about to release her when he felt it...the darkness—the destructive force that existed only to infect all that was good and bright in the universe. It was close. And searching.

“Damn my luck,” she bit off as she struggled in his arms. Her sudden irritation seemed to cause the darkness to shrink back a bit. She licked her glossy lips. They were full. Very pretty. Kissable lips. “This morning has been an absolute disaster. I wish I could just start this day over.”

Brendan felt the pull of the dimensions. It felt as if his arms were being stretched out of their sockets.

“Oh, no you don’t.” He tightened his grip around her. “I’m not waiting around for you to play out this day again.”

“Again?” She managed to twist herself loose. “I don’t— Never mind, I don’t have time for this. Everything has gone wrong this morning. Don’t you understand? I have an appointment, and I can’t be late!”

The dimensions continued to stretch.

“How many times do you have to repeat today to figure out that there might be a reason you don’t make this appointment of yours?” He grabbed her again and tightened his arms around her, hoping he could keep her with him in this time and this place.

The dimensions stretched even further.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” There was no fear in her voice or in her grassy-green eyes. She didn’t seem to mind that he was holding her so tightly. Or that she was in a deserted alleyway with a stranger. Too brave for her own good. It was a common trait among their kind.

They called themselves the Protectors, but no one, not even the highest ranking members of their council knew exactly what they were or their true purpose for being in the world.
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