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Chapter One
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Damaris Trant lay in the big, comfortable bed of the master bedroom he shared with wealthy, widowed lawyer, Leanna. It had been the perfect arrangement, until Leanna had confessed she’d fallen in love with him.

He sighed heavily. Why couldn’t Earth women be content with a passionate sex life without having to have the happily unavailable man?

Was it the challenge?

Leanna stepped out of the en suite bathroom wearing one of her many power suits that befitted a highly paid lawyer. She leaned down to kiss him with her plump, botox-enhanced lips. “I’d better go,” she said, her highlighted blonde hair pulled back so tight in its chignon he wondered how her brain didn’t ache. “See you tonight,” she added.

He stared up at her, sorrow filling him knowing this arrangement was no longer viable. “Leanna, this isn’t going to work.”

Her blue eyes narrowed. “What?”

“You and me, we were never going to commit to a relationship. What we had was never meant to progress beyond a mutually agreeable affair.”

“You’re breaking up with me?”

“Like I said, we—“

“Cut the bullshit, Sam.”

He winced at the name he’d given her, one he’d regretted from the moment it’d left his mouth. Being stuck with Sam as a name was like being stuck with a tiny dick. Luckily he was fine, more than fine, in that department.

“You’re clearly scared of commitment, I get that now. To be honest, I thought I was the same. But then you came along and changed my mind.” She smiled tightly at him with her bright red lips. “I could have anyone, Sam, but I only want you.”

She wasn’t really giving him the “you’ll never find better spiel,” was she? He resisted grimacing. Her ego had always been her most unattractive quality. Not that he was perfect, far from it, but he wasn’t that conceited. Yes, she was a catch for most men and she was good in bed. But he’d appreciated her more simply for taking him into her home and allowing him to stay with her.

What she didn’t seem to get was that, not only wasn’t he without his own resources, he was a survivor. 

He’d had to be. 

While most of his kind, including his big, wonderful family, had perished, he’d been thrown a lifeline simply because he’d been a rare. He was one of just a few of his people with powers, and therefore, considered important enough to save from an enemy that had annihilated everyone except him and six other rares.

He had no doubt his people had been envious of his good fortune, but he’d wished only to stay on his planet and die right alongside them and his family. He didn’t deserve to live while they all perished. That his powers were so lacking here on Earth only rubbed salt into that particular wound.

“Are you going to say something—anything?” she asked.

He swung out of bed, feeling the burn of her eyes on his naked back even as he gathered up his clothes that were strewn around the bedroom floor. “What do you want me to say?” he asked, pulling on his pants and carefully zipping up. “I’m sorry that things didn’t work out. But our time together is clearly up.”

“I can’t believe you’re doing this to me,” she said in a strangled voice. “I brought you into my home, into my heart! And this is the thanks I get!”

He pulled on his gray-flecked-with-white T-shirt. “There are plenty more fish in the sea. I’m sure you’ll reel another man in.” Harsh, but if he had to make her hate him to make this breakup happen, then so be it.

“Let’s hope the next one is more fucking grateful!” she spat.

He thrust on his light jacket and pushed on his shoes, then taking a step toward her, he cupped her face and said, “I’m more grateful than what you know. Goodbye, Leanna.”

He bent and kissed her, a parting of ways that he hoped she’d appreciate. Except her lips opened under his and she leaned into him, her arms wrapping around his nape to hold him in place. When she moaned against his mouth, he wrenched free, staring down into her icy-blue eyes that were presently filled with desperation.

He removed her manacled grip from around his neck and stepped back. 

She shook her head. “This doesn’t have to be goodbye, Sam. Forget I ever said I loved you. I only ever wanted you in my bed, anyway, and that hasn’t changed.”

He exhaled roughly. “Everything has changed now, Leanna. It’s time for me to go.”

She crossed her arms, her blue eyes now blazing. “Then get out! And don’t come crawling back when you realize your mistake.”

His lips tightened but he said nothing. He probably deserved her wrath. Though they’d gotten together on the pretext they’d be nothing more than lovers, she’d been honest in her growing feelings while he’d been...numb. Not to mention a little dismissive. 

But he’d shielded his heart a long time ago and had never given her false hope. He’d been honest, too.

He gave her a tight nod, then pivoted on his heel and turned away from her, leaving her bristling presence and her fancy apartment to return into the great unknown.

That he bit his lips to keep from smiling while lightheadedness almost overcame him told him with utter certainty he’d done the right thing. Better to live on the street than be shackled to a woman who wanted to own him.

Freedom really was sweet.

*
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Callie Trueberry staggered out of the house she presently squatted in with three other women. The damn building was lucky it hadn’t collapsed, especially with the bedheads that all too often banged against the walls thanks to her housemates having sex with strangers in exchange for their next fix.

She bit into her bottom lip as she pressed a hand to her temple. It’d been—what?—ten hours, twelve?—since she’d snorted the last of her nose candy and already she was crashing. Not only was she using more frequently, she needed more to keep up to her dependence on it. 

But though she’d do anything to give up, she couldn’t, not if she wanted her dreams—nightmares—to stay at bay. Coke helped stopped her remembering thanks to it suppressing her REM sleep, which in turned suppressed her dreams. Even when she was awake it helped her to forget.

Until withdrawals started kicking in.

Her hands shook as she pulled a black hair tie off her wrist and secured her dirty blonde hair into a messy knot. It was barely mid-morning and already it was sticky and hot, she didn’t doubt a storm would roll in sometime later in the day.

Or you’re fevered and overheated thanks to the white crap you snort up your nose.

She heaved out a fitful sigh, her bare feet slapping against the hot sidewalk. She couldn’t recall where she’d left her runners. Footwear had been the last thing on her mind lately. All she cared about was feeling good again.

Her stomach rolled then cramped, her face flushing as sweat dripped off her too-pale skin.

“Fuck,” she muttered indistinctly. She was running out of time. If she wasn’t careful she’d be rolling on the ground tormented by her need while insanity dragged her into its waiting arms. 

She shivered, then turned and headed toward the river where her latest supplier hung out like a shadow under the concealment of a bridge. It’d take her at least an hour at a fast walk to get there. Panic clawed at her insides and she broke into a run. The sooner she got there the sooner she’d get her fix.

She raced around a trio of mothers pushing prams and blocking the concrete sidewalk, almost tripping on a long dog leash attached to a white poodle. It snapped at her calf, the sting of its teeth barely noticeable as she stumbled and kept running. One of the mother’s swore at her, calling her a name that wasn’t fit for babies’ ears. Callie might be a drug addict but she used her words with care around children.

She was sweating badly now, her stomach cramping, her whole body twitching and her heart racing when she finally got to the bridge. But the moment she stepped off the pathway and onto the rocky, uneven surface that led under the bridge, her legs gave out on her and she fell heavily.

She didn’t feel anything. All she cared about was reaching the dealer she knew was so close, dishing out his drugs away from prying eyes.

A tread sounded from behind her, but she was too weak and shaky now to do anything but stay collapsed. 

“Are you all right, Miss?”

The voice was as soothing as dark chocolate poured over her senses, and she managed to push her upper body upright and look at the man who was the embodiment of sexy. She swallowed hard, a tiny piece of her brain embarrassed at him seeing her like this. 

Once upon a time she’d been going places, studying law and making fantastic grades. But that had been—how long ago, exactly? She’d lost track of time, her daily need to get high only ever superseded by thinking about how she’d get her next one.

If only she had the energy to pretend she was all right, but she was close to hitting rock bottom and this man, this kind stranger, seemed nothing short of an angel from heaven, what with his ruffled midnight hair and dark blue, almost black eyes, his impressive height and broad shoulders. Not to mention his sense of calm that washed over her.

She shook her head. “No, I’m not all right. I-I’m a drug addict and I need a hit before I implode.”

The man crouched so that he was closer to eye level. “May I ask what you’re on?”

“Cocaine,” she admitted in a shaky voice.

“I’m no expert but I do know there is help out there.”

“Help?” she laughed, the sound too close to the hysteria building up inside of her, right alongside extreme anxiety. “Help is what got me into this mess in the first place.”

“Then you got the wrong type of help,” he said in a reasonable, soothing tone. “Perhaps I can be of assistance?”

She blinked up at him, her brain whirling. Why would an impeccably groomed man in expensive clothes want to help her? She curled her lip, all her warmth for this man fading. “I might be an addict but it doesn’t mean I sell my body.” Not yet. Lord only knew she’d been close a few times when she’d crashed even harder and been at her most vulnerable.

He sucked in a breath. “That hadn’t even crossed my mind.”

She believed him. That his rejection hurt almost as much as her withdrawal wasn’t something she was yet ready to face. Lord only knew she was close enough to rock bottom as it was without another failure added to her list. 

This man would have been attracted to her once. When she’d been young and vibrant and full of life, before alcohol and drugs had helped take the edge off her pain after losing her parents to— 

She mentally retreated. She couldn’t go there. Not now, perhaps not ever.

“Let me take you away from here,” he said gently, but with an underlying command in his voice that pulled at her resistance, unthreading her fears and doubts. “I’ll get you the treatment you need.”

The warmth inside her returned, the speck of light at the end of the tunnel making her believe that maybe, just maybe, she could conquer her addiction and face her past. 

You know that will never happen. 

She shook her head as panic spiraled even harder. “I’m sorry, no. I-I can’t.” 

He took her hand in his big one and held her gaze with his strangely hypnotic, glowing purple-violet eyes. “You can and you will. You’ll conquer your addiction and face your fears. You don’t have a choice.”

She stared into his mesmerizing eyes, a tingling warmth moving through her and lodging somewhere deep in her brain, weakening her resolve twice as hard. That she was hallucinating meant she wasn’t afraid. She was used to seeing and feeling things no one else did when she was either strung out or suffering from withdrawal.

Her mind slammed shut the temptation for her next fix while her brain fog cleared enough for her to know this was her last chance. Without this man she’d be lost...as good as dead.

She blinked, then shook her head to clear it. Everyone in her life had abandoned her. She would not allow this man to do the same. She would not allow more injustice into her life. “Thank you for the offer, but I’m afraid it-it’s too late for me now.” 

She was too far gone. Too addicted. And though she’d been tempted for a ludicrous second to surrender to his offer, she’d fought off the compulsion. He could be an axe murderer or worse! And nothing could get between her and her next fix.

“It’s never too late,” he said with unshakeable conviction, his now dark eyes narrowed on her.

She jerked her hand from his firm clasp, a part of her regretting the absence of warmth and strength he’d imparted. She cleared her throat. “Easy for you to say.” She stood unsteadily, vaguely aware then of the blood coloring her legs red thanks to her fall and the rather nasty looking dog bite. 

She grinned, no doubt looking like a crazy loon. She could see the back page news now. Drug addict dies from an infected dog bite. It seemed so much more dramatic than another addict dies from overdose. 

She couldn’t even remember dragging on the denim mini-skirt that hung off her slight frame or the plain black T-shirt that looked more like a rag. A pity she hadn’t worn any shoes, her bare feet looked battered and bruised. So far away from the days she’d worn high heels and dressed classy.

His gaze slid to her bloody wounds, a frown lowering his dark brows. “You’re not the only one living with regret.”

She swayed a little as she stared up at him. Damn, he really was big. Perhaps she would have considered selling her body to him if only he’d shown some interest. But all she got from him right now was Good Samaritan vibes. That and a raw honesty that made her want to comfort him as much as he’d comforted her. 

Her stomach cramped fiercer than ever and it took everything she had not to blubber with need or scream, or both. She crossed her arms. “I want you to go now and forget you ever saw me.” She managed to glare at him when he didn’t move. “You heard me—go!”

“I’m not leaving you like this.”

She gaped. Holy shit. He really meant it. She lifted her chin. “Then it looks like I’ll be leaving you.”
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Chapter Two


[image: ]




Damaris watched the nameless woman stagger away from him. That he felt more regret leaving this stranger than he’d ever had for leaving Leanna left him vacillating between running as far away from her as possible and not looking back or sticking by her side like glue and never again attempting to use his influence on her.

It was clearly failing him. 

That she was so strong-minded hadn’t helped.

He winced. When he’d lived on Strazan he hadn’t needed to be one of the elite blue rares to prove his abilities. He’d been hailed as one of the best despite his purple skin-coloring revealing him as an ordinary. His powers and fighting abilities meant he’d kicked the ass of almost every other rare in the Royal Academy for the Gifted.

That he’d failed to protect his biological family or the royal family after he’d graduated to become their guardian shamed and discredited him even now. But nothing had been able to stop the invisible, bloodthirsty Dronians.

He sighed heavily, his eyes drawn to the river that flowed under the bridge. He was overdue for a swim. The freshwater running through New Faxian was the reason the craft he’d shared with six other rares had been preset to this Earth destination. 

Strazan had been made up of ninety-five percent water. Damaris and the many other rares had spent as much time swimming in the Great Waters as they had guarding the occupants inside the palace perched on volcanic rock above their watery playground.

He shook off his thoughts to follow the woman down the rocky, grass-tufted bank. He’d make sure she made it safely to her drug dealer. Safely? What an oxymoron. The dealer wasn’t going to protect her. The son of a bitch was more interested in slowly killing her while making whatever profit possible out of her. 

Damaris squeezed his eyes shut. He couldn’t worry about her life choices, he’d offered to help her and she’d declined. Soon enough he’d immerse himself in the river and hopefully forgot all about meeting her.

He stepped on a loose rock. When it careened down the bank in a thud-thud-thud, she looked behind her and hissed, “Go away!”

That there was real fear in her eyes made his eyes narrow. Her dealer clearly didn’t want anyone in his vicinity except buyers, and she was terrified she’d miss scoring her drugs if her supplier suspected she’d brought someone with her. Damaris paused. What if her life was on the line? Her dealer would have no conscience and no doubt carried some kind of weapon to defend his turf.

“I’ll go,” he said in a low voice that just managed to carry to her ears. “Once you tell me your name.”

She bit her lip, her skin flushed and damp, her breathing erratic. “Callie.”

He smiled and nodded. “Hi Callie. I’m...Damaris.”

Fuck. So much for using any other name but the one he was given at birth. Hiding his identity was critical if he wanted to remain concealed from his enemies, the Dronians. That they were invisible was something he was constantly aware of. Only his underwater sonar ability would allow him to see them and fight them, but since his enemy avoided the water—they clearly couldn’t swim—his one decent power on Earth was...worthless. 

She blinked at him, as though unsure of how to proceed. He broke the tension and said, “Just remember, you’re not alone.”

He was half-expecting a curled lip or scornful gaze. Instead she turned away from him quickly, as though rejecting him was easier than believing in him. She was limping toward the bottom of the bridge when the hairs on the back of his neck stood up.

There was no time to second guess. With a grunt he threw himself sideward, rolling away as a bright beam blew clods of dirt into the air right where he’d been standing. He used his momentum and continued to roll, another beam hitting where he’d been just seconds earlier.

He pushed to feet while simultaneously throwing off his jacket. Callie turned around, standing wide-eyed and frozen in place. 

“Move!” he roared. 

She didn’t heed his warning, didn’t seem to hear him at all. Fuck. The Dronians would try and kill her now too. Death by association. He raced toward her, sweeping her up against his chest then continuing in a sprint toward the river.

She looked up at him blankly, her green eyes huge. “You saw those beams too?” 

Shit. She thought she was hallucinating.

“I did. They’re real,” he grated.

“They are?” she whispered.

A light flashed from above, revealing the undercarriage of the Dronian craft. They weren’t even trying to stay concealed now. He threw himself forward, twisting around so that his back skidded along the ground, shielding Callie’s already grazed skin. Sharp rocks pierced through his shirt, but adrenaline took away the pain. 

Everything happened so quickly, and yet it could have been slow motion as he looked into Callie’s wide jade-green eyes, her pulse that thudded wildly in her throat, her lush pink mouth that highlighted her pale, damp skin.

He pushed back onto his feet as he cradled her against his chest, clods of dirt and debris exploding behind them. “Hold on tight,” he said hoarsely.

She didn’t say anything, just stared up at him with frightened but trusting eyes, as though he’d save her from this new hell she found herself in.

Then a loud, pissed off voice shouted, “What the fuck is going on?”

Damaris automatically slowed as he glanced back at the male figure standing next to the underside of the bridge. Callie’s drug dealer. It had to be. Then the man raised a semi-automatic and aimed it at the craft. Bap. Bap. Bap. Bap. The bullets rattled out of his weapon and pinged harmlessly against the craft. 

The reckless dealer was just the diversion Damaris needed. A pity Callie seemed to come out of her trance at the voice she recognized. Craning her neck, she squinted at the man she’d been determined to find at all cost.
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