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“Perfect, looking sharp tonight!”

Zelorah Litteken looked back in the mirror with an emensely satisfied grin.  She was getting dressed to go out for the night, since she had gotten in a fight with her boyfriend on Monday and they'd broken up, setting her mind to get some time out of the house with her friend Cedonna.  It had been one of the shortest relationships she’d had yet, three weeks with the jerk, but she was still baffled that Jeff had been able to achieve the status as the most arrogant and self centered person she had ever met in her entire life.  Cedonna was on her way to pick her up and they were headed down to Genie's Bottle out on Fillmore Ave.  The owner had some very good looking friends who came in often, so it was a favorite place for local women to go and ogle at the mass of male hotness.  At five-foot eleven flat footed she didn't need the heels, but looking a tall man square in the eye always made her feel more sensual, so it was more of a guilty pleasure, and when she heard a car pull up outside she ran down the stairs and slipped into a pair of red heels that matched her dress before she scooted out the door, locking it behind her.  She quickly climbed into Cedonna's car and smiled at her as they pulled away from the house.  They made their way out to the far side of town to Genie's Bottle.  Located just off the interstate, it was prime rest area for the bikers on their way to Sturgis.  Living in Deonka wasn't really all that bad, and other than during Bike Week it was pretty easy going.  South Dakota was a place that was easy to go get lost if you wanted; as long as you kept in mind that the reservations were off limits.  

As they pulled into the parking lot of Genie's Bottle Zelorah checked her makeup in the mirror one last time before they climbed out and went inside, both of them almost giggling at each other like a couple of adolescent school girls on the way to the door.  Almost every guy that went there was tall, muscular, and sexy as all get out, so they knew a plethora of eye candy waited inside. The loud rock music was blaring from the open door and a few bikes were sitting outside the front by the door as they went in.  They said hello to Jasmine as she sat at the door to check ID's, then went to the bar for a drink, finding a good table to sit at with a view of the room.  As they sat, they leaned in and started talking quietly amongst themselves about the eye candy they were now surrounded by, pointing out a few to the other as they walked by.

Jasmine was the owner of the club, using a play on her name and the fact that she was actually from India for the name of the bar.  She had always been plagued by people bringing up the reference to the Disney movie, so when she bought the place it only seemed fitting.  She looked enough like the character anyway.  Her long black hair touched the back of her knees, large almond shaped brown eyes were the focus of her pretty face, and a very petite frame made her look as though they had modeled the cartoon character after her own body.  But she was foxfire when she got angry, because Jasmine was her own bouncer, and learned a long time ago how to throw even the largest muscle head onto his back.  In spite of all of her more rough characteristics, she was a very sweet woman, and had decorated the bar to still feel comfortable to the various types of clientele that came through the door.  Most of it was hard wood floors, matching wood making the bar that stretched across the left wall and separated the seating area from the dance floor, and against the wall was the stairs leading up to the pool room that housed four tables.  Underneath the pool room was a raised seating area and both had warm hunter green carpeting, and the booths against the walls had soft, overstuffed dark blue upholstery.  Wooden tables filled the rest of the area from the door to the carpeted seating area, making plenty of room for the constant flow of people that came in and out throughout the night.

As he leaned down to the pool table to take his shot, Valen caught a scent in the air.  It made him miss the 6-ball, and he walked over to the ledge of the balcony to look down on the room.  He sniffed the air and followed the intoxicating aroma until he saw the cause of the distraction.  There were two women sitting at a table talking to each other.  One wore a revealing black tank top, a red plaid skirt, and vinyl heels; her short spiky brown hair looking more like a koosh ball to him.  But the woman sitting next to her was amazing.  Her curly black hair was pulled back into a loose bun with a few tendrils falling next to her pale cheek, and her soft, lush curves were shown off exquisitely with the red dress she had on.  Even from this distance he could see the deep blue color of her eyes, and the sight of her full lips made him burn.  She was the source of the scent, and it made him want to jump down to the main floor and have her right there until they were both spent.  A hand on his shoulder broke his thoughts.

“Val, it's your shot, are you still playin' or what?”  Corinto asked him, the light Spanish accent on his voice. Corinto, a true Spaniard, stood eye to eye with Valen at six-foot two.  His olive colored skin and thick black hair shone in the bright overhead lights.  His eyes were a strange shade of brown with green speckles marbled into them, and he had used to seduce women until he had gotten married a long time back.  Valen turned to Shalus, the last player in the game of cutthroat, and smiled.  Shalus was a tall redheaded Scotsman, standing at six-foot eight, and his green eyes lit up as he thumped his pool cue against the ground. Valen was Greek by origin; however his hair was a smooth blond, except a thick brown chunk on the left side just behind his hairline.  They made quite the trio in their human forms, but if they were in their altered forms, it would be even more amusing.

“Cut him out now.  He won't be standin' a chance after I take me shot next.” Shalus laughed, teasing in his deep Scottish accent.  His accent was very thick, and most people had a difficult time understanding what he was saying until they had known him for a while.  

Half paying attention Valen took a few shots as fast as possible, sinking 3 of the balls before he missed again.  Then he leaned his cue against the table and bolted for the stairs.

“Hold shot, I gotta take a leak,” he said, not even looking at the table as he went.  It took everything in him to take the stairs one at a time, rather than bounding down them.  Her scent was even stronger now as he took a moment to gain his composure, or else he’d scare the daylights out of her just on his approach.  He slicked the sides of his blond hair back towards his ponytail, hoping the thick brown streak didn't look too strange. As he rounded the corner to relocate their booth and approach her from behind and ask a seemingly innocent question, a large paw of a hand planted itself firmly on his shoulder.  Frustrated he turned to tell the person to leave him alone, but stopped as he saw who it was.  

“Xeros!  Haven't seen you in a while man.  Where have you been hiding?” he asked to his old friend.  Xeros was a Native American man that each of the kin met when they first changed.  He was exactly what most people imagined Geronimo might have looked like.  A man of large stature, he stood at six-foot eleven, with deeply tanned skin and jet-black hair in a single braid down his back to the belt of his black leather pants he seemed to always wear.  His eyes actually shimmered bronze and looked almost as if made from the molten metal.  He had the air of a shaman, but a demeanor of a warrior.  He had a powerful presence that no one could deny, and few ever wanted to tangle with.

“Texas, don't ask.” 

“Ok then...So what brings you back to these parts?” 

“Initiation.”

He paused at the mention, knowing that the person would be taken to the Hill.  It was a place hidden in the open country that humans didn't even know was there, let alone heard about.  The Hill was the place that their kind hid from the rest of the world for a period of time for many reasons, and each of the four breeds had communities on their own part of the mountain.  But it was also the place where the youngest of their kin were taken to train in how to use their new powers and abilities, and to socialize with their new kin.  And usually ended up being a few days straight of sex for the new person, as their new powers ran a muck with their hormones.  

“Sounds like fun, which kind?” Valen asked.

“Yours.”

“Oh great, good luck with him,” he said as he started to turn back to his previous engagement, then found that in the short conversation the girls had left the table and were near the door talking to Jasmine. 

“She’ll be a handful I'm sure, I met her father a long time ago.”

“Ah...What?”  Valen said, turning back to face him.  He was already dreading what he thought he was about to hear.

“Yeah she's definitely going to be interesting if she acts one fraction of her father's daughter.  If you'll excuse me, I'll probably end up seeing you again very soon on the Hill.”

He chuckled nervously as Xeros walked away towards the door.  “See you later.”

Valen froze after he saw Xeros heading to the door to talk to Jasmine.  He patted her on the back lightly, and greeted her with a kiss on the forehead before they talked.  He always treated her as a daughter, since he had known her father for many years.  Valen was pleading in his mind to not watch what he thought might happen, then cursed the muscle ticking in his groin as he saw what he wished he wouldn't.  Xeros leaned in and said something into the woman with the black hair's ear, and Jasmine introduced him to the brunette.  After a bit of small talk, he bid the ladies a good evening, whispered something else to the temptress, and he walked over to the bar.  The girls continued to talk to Jasmine as Valen, feeling rather defeated, joined him at the bar.

“Knew where I was going didn't you?” he asked as he said down.

“Yep,” Xeros replied and sipped a cold beer just after it was set in front of him.

“Couldn't have given me three minutes? Just a tiny head start?”

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Not fair to the rest of your kin.”

Valen glared at him in frustration as he got another beer and skulked back up to the pool table.  When he got back to the table both Shalus and Corinto were waiting impatiently for him.  

“Some leak.  It's your shot,” Corinto said to him, rolling his eyes.  After that he played very poorly, which he had to pay fifty dollars to Shalus for losing, he sat on a chair to watch over the balcony onto the floor below.  He kept trying to not stare at the woman whose scent continued to beckon him towards her.  He was able to see quickly he wasn't the only one approaching her, but Xeros made sure not one of them was even allowed to say a word to her, and he was almost grateful.  At least on the Hill he would have a better shot at saying something.  His groin jerked to attention as his mind went through various scenarios of them mid-coitus. The idea of them pressed against Xero's house made him grin widely.  But as he soon came to the conclusion he was more of a burden on the location, and he decided to leave.  He told his friends he was leaving, said a quick good-bye to Xeros, then craftily slid to the door and said a quick good-bye to Jasmine, mostly to be able to be near the beautiful woman he had been staring at all night. Then as he went to leave he pressed against her back as he slid by, savoring the feel of her against him.  Pretending it was on accident; he gave her a quick apology, and walked out the door.  

As soon as he strode out of sight of the door, he literally ran down the parking lot for his bike.  He started it as he swung his leg over the top in one fluid motion, and kicked it off the stand as he turned on the headlight and rolled out of the parking lot.  He had to hurry if he was going to beat Xeros to the Hill, and he felt as though if he didn't have the boots of Hermes on him, he would be too late.  He quickly wove in and out of the traffic on the highway, going almost ninety-five miles per hour, and praying no policemen were sitting around with a radar gun, or he would be pavement pelt.  He barely slowed for his turn, and sped up again until he got to his apartment.  Leaving the bike running on the street he ran inside the building to his door, unlocking it with his telekinesis, and burst in.  He collected his things at almost lightning speed into a leather backpack, and rushed back out the door, locking it again with his powers.  He quickly went back outside, slipped around the two men he found staring at his paint job, and hopped into the seat, securing his backpack to him, and took off.  He sped the entire way out of town and across the distance in the countryside until he came to a hastened but much slower right turn onto a dirt road.  Now feeling safe that he had beaten them this far, he kept the pace slow as he climbed the mountain to his people's village.  All of the different Catkin occupied this side of the mountain, but each of the four tribes kept to their own space.  They didn't mingle unless they had to, especially the tigers and the lions.  The two tribes had never fully gotten along, and it was all Xeros could do to keep them from warring sometimes.  But when a fight between them did break out he was just as likely to break it up as he was to throw his hands in the air out of exasperation and finally let them duke it out to satisfaction.  He never let them kill each other; he always split the parties before anyone died.

Valen pulled the bike into the clearing that his tribe occupied and onto the concrete parking lot that looked very out of place right next to the woods.  There were mostly motorcycles and racing bikes, but a few cars and one van also helped occupy the space.  It would only hold a maximum of twenty cars, and in the event that it was full, they began parking on the grass.  That was why he preferred his motorcycle.  ‘Harder to find, Easier to fit’ was his motto.  The van was always there because it was the main vehicle they used to get supplies back to the village from town without everyone having to go separately.  

As he climbed off his bike and headed up towards the houses, he saw quite a few of his kin enjoying the evening around a bonfire in the middle of the houses.  As he approached, he saw one of the women get up to greet him.  Standing even with him, she was one of the tallest women in the camp.  He smiled when he could see it was Katrina, the firelight setting her blond hair a blaze with a shimmering golden light.  She wore a simple white tank top, a pair of jeans, and sandals, but she had the kind of body that looked perfect in basically everything.  She always looked flawless without even trying, her tight waist and long legs made many people ask if she modeled, or if she was interested in becoming one.  But being one of the kin made those kinds of jobs impossible.  Over the centuries, they found it very difficult to be known to the public without being noticed for not aging.  Those that had tried had either been killed or forced by other kin into hiding for so many years that those whom had known them would be long since buried.  In the age of digital recording, it was absolutely out of the question.  Evidence of someone would be permanently kept, short of a simultaneous worldwide electronic malfunction.  

“What did you do this time?” she laughed in her husky voice, the light British accent flowing through her words.  The last time he had come home in such a hurry it was because the human police were looking for him, so he expected the question.

“Nothing, yet.”

“Lies,” She laughed again.  “I can smell it.  You found a woman and he is bringing her here.  You're hoping to join with her.” She stated, not asked.

Damn, her telepathy is annoying.  I almost forgot.

“Don't be annoyed by me kolah, I won't try to stop you like the others.”

He smirked as she used the word.  It meant he was her soul-brother, a pact they had made almost three hundred years before, and he had been grateful for it ever since.  No matter what happened, she was always at his side, and he would always be at hers.  

“Well now.  I expect them to arrive soon, so I want to go unpack.”

“You know where we'll be.”

With that said, she walked back to the fire and he trotted over to his house.  Each of them had a house here, most of them were owned as of now, but when two kin mated they would give their houses back to the tribe and moved into one together, so that a new person could have one of the smaller houses.  Some gave their house back to live in the city, but anyone left knew that they were always welcome back on the Hill whenever they wanted or needed it.  They’d recently added some houses towards the back, so now the collection stretched up the embankment even closer to the lodge they’d built at the very highest end of the clearing.

As he quickly unpacked his things from his bag, he kept an ear out for a vehicle to come up the dirt road towards them.  After he settled his things away, he went back down to the fire to converse with his kin.  He listened and talked with them as he waited for Xeros and the lady to arrive, and he mentally planning out his seduction tactics.  He knew the empty house next to his would be given to her, since Katrina had moved out of it and in with her mate higher up the hill years ago.  All of the houses were lined along the sides, facing the center.  Each one was a bit higher than the one before it, all one level houses with one bedroom until the last ten on either side, which were four rooms.  They climbed the mountain like a row of soldiers, all in line, at attention.  At the top of the hill was a lodge that faced back down the center.  It was they're final safety for anyone unable to fight in case of attack, and where they held meetings and celebrations where all of the tribe could attend.  The wood that it was made from was smoked and weathered, its color deep and black, making it look much older than it actually was.  Even though he was around often and was welcome at any celebrations, Xeros was never at the tribe meetings, as he always said that as he was a shepherd to all, he could not be present for such matters.

Valen became more anxious as time passed slowly, now he wondered if he had left Genie's Bottle a little too quickly.  He knew they would arrive soon, but he felt more like an impatient child on the day before Christmas.  His mind was already doing wicked things to her body, and he didn't even know her name.  He was already calmed down from being near her, so he was able to overcome his instincts to act like a tomcat.  All of their kind had a severely strong reaction to one of the opposite sex that was awakening, becoming overzealous nearly to the point of madness.  But Valen’s prudence had returned to him, and he was able to devise just how he was going to get her.  All of the other unmated males that were on the Hill would go to her with such ferocity that it might frighten her as it did most of the females, but he would be almost as calm as the mated males, and he knew that would be his ticket.  He had already encountered her, and that gave him the advantage.  And for the love of Gaia he was going to use it.

Zelorah was perplexed by the events of her evening.  When this strange man had first approached them, she wanted to hide and purr at the same time.  His walk revealed the power and saunter of a warrior, but he also put out hormones so strong that you could practically taste them.  Every woman he passed along the way stopped to stare hungrily at him before continuing on her way.  If she had thought her reaction to his movement alone wasn't odd enough, after he said a quick hello to Jasmine he leaned over to her and whispered in her ear.  She couldn’t remember how or where, but even though he didn’t speak in English she understood his words perfectly.

“Your blood is calling to you.”

Just as quickly as he had leaned into her she felt the void of his backing away as Jasmine introduced him to Cedonna.  He spoke with them for a short time, Cedonna spending the time flirting with him in every fashion short of throwing her arms around him, then bid them all a good evening. He shook Cedonna's hand, hugged Jasmine briefly to his side, and quickly swung around behind Zelorah as he again whispered into her ear.  Though he never touched her, she could still feel him.  

“I will take you to your people so you may learn the way.  Fear not, for I am a friend.”

After he had just a few feet of distance from them Cedonna lightly shook her head, more as an inside joke than to clear it.  It told Zelorah without words that she found this man a challenge, and she knew from that she was very much attracted to him, since she had never seen her act in such a way towards any man before.  She always let them come to her and held herself as a queen would.  Making men fight for her attention was always something she enjoyed watching, and they would flock to her every time she came into the bar, or anywhere else for that matter.  In the rare instance she would take one home with her, and he would always be back for her again.  She had a small group of them that doted on her to the point that they seemed more like bodyguards than suitors, but after any trysts she never allowed them a second glance.  

They continued to hang out for some time before Zelorah could tell why no men were approaching them, which had never happened before.  As a man walked towards them, his eye fixed on Cedonna, Xeros stood suddenly in his way, spoke briefly to him, and the man nodded, giving them one last look of longing before he turned away.  The only men that got near them were the ones Jasmine greeted at the door on their way in, and one that seemed to sneak around the large Native American man on his way out.  He said good night to Jasmine, and then slipped behind them. As he passed, he pressed up against her back.  His touch set her body blazing like brushfire; his scent swirled around her head.  A sweet scent of leather, mink oil, and the unexplainable musk of a man.  It took all of her willpower to not moan from the feel of him, and all of her physical strength not to lean back into his hard body.  Inside, she was instantly molten, a fireball of desire nearly exploding at her core.

Her strange new reactions to people tonight had started to bother her then, but she kept it reigned in tightly.  Shortly after watching Xeros turn another man away, she was ready to leave.  It seemed to take the fun out of the evening if they couldn't even converse with any of the eye-candy she was surrounded by.  To make things worse, as they went to leave Xeros met them at the door.

“Zelorah, would you mind if I escorted you home?  I have some things that I would like to discuss with you.” 

She looked at Jasmine for a moment in fear, but the woman just smiled back at her.

“I'd trust him to the save me from the apocalypse.  You'll be fine,” she told her, pushing her lightly towards the door.

Sighing lightly, she nodded, then bid goodnight to her friends.  As Zelorah followed Xeros to the parking lot she saw that Cedonna had stayed behind.  Envying her a little, she steeled herself for what was to come.  Xeros opened the passenger door to a new black Jeep Grand Cherokee for her to climb in.  She did so quietly, and he circled the back of the vehicle and got in the drivers side.  He started it and as they pulled out of the lot, he explained to her what was really going on.  She stared blankly forward as she took in the information he was telling her.

He told her that she was beginning her thriosos, or a 'coming of age' in a sense that she was a were-creature who was just beginning to have her powers surface.  He said that it usually happened when a hyctomi, or a were-kin who hadn't gotten their powers yet by sleeping with another of their kind, and the thriosos was the body’s way of sending out signals to others of their kind to help them awaken.  She didn't like the sound of that idea, and she cringed at the idea her body was sending out a ‘hump me’ pulse to people she’d never even met.  She was feeling strange since sundown, and what he was telling her seemed to explain a lot. Even when the whole idea of it sounded a straight Bat-shit level of crazy.  He mentioned some people had been awakened simply through a kiss, but it was always intense and very, very rare.  As they came to a stop in front of her townhouse, she discerned she hadn't given him directions. To add to her confusion over everything he’d already told her, a wave of fear washed over her and she felt trapped.

“It's alright,” he said.  “I, like some of your people, am telepathic.  I just caught your surface thoughts of habit to give me the directions I needed.”  It gave her the creeps to think that he was in her mind, and then she prayed that he hadn't gone snooping around up there.  She climbed out of the Jeep and turned as he shut it off and did the same.  He came around the hood of the car to the sidewalk to join her.

“I have every intention of taking you to your people tonight, and I won’t take no for an answer.  You're not safe in town alone.  Without your powers working the deamonis will be after you.  They can feel the thriosos just your people can.”

“The-”

“I'll explain on the way out,” he said, raising his hand to silence her.  “Go ahead and get your things. You have a lot to hear and learn, but we don't have all night to stand around.”

She sighed again as she unlocked the front door and went inside.  He followed her around her house and only stopped behind her as she entered her bedroom, but he stayed close in the hallway.  She gathered as much of her things as she could into an overnight bag, then went to the bathroom to finish packing the last of her things.  When she was done, she slung it over her shoulder.

“Well Tin-man, shall we go see the Wizard?” she said to him.  He actually lost the severity on his face as he laughed at her joke.

“You'll get on just fine.  Let's go.”

They went back out the door and he looked around almost nervous as she locked to door.  Once they were on the road he calmed again, and then continued to explain to her what was really happening to the world.  The deamonis were a race of many kinds of demons that stalked the earth.  They were evil things that could look human, but would devour human flesh and drink blood for sustenance.  

“Well now I know where Dracula comes from,” She said off-handedly, and he didn't miss a beat.

“He's still undead and kicking.  I've fought him twice and still have the scars to prove that neither his skills nor his sword has lost their edge.  He's a mean old bugger, one of the oldest that actually stays on earth rather than going home.”

“Home?”

“To the under planes of one of the nine hells.  Where most deamonis are bred and trained, it's also where they return to when they need to heal or hide.  Everything on earth can die; it's just a matter of how.  Even Gods can die on Earth, but they have a tendency to not stick around long enough for that to happen.  Only in the other planes can an immortal stay immortal.”

“Gods?” she asked, now even more curious.

“Yes gods.”

“Which ones?”

“All of them.”

“No I mean like the Greek gods, the Celtic or Druid, Buddha or what?  Which ones?”

“All of the above.”

“What?”

“It's simple.  If a human gives faith to a deity, then it’s real.  All of those you mentioned already, not to forget all of the other eastern religions. Kali Ma and Vishnu I've had my run-ins with.  I don't enjoy when any of the many war gods comes to visit, but Nike is pretty nice.”

“The sneaker company?”

“No, the Greek Goddess of Victory.  She's a sweet little thing. Coyote and Raven are a handful to deal with.”

“Dogs and birds what?  Who?”

“Coyote and Raven are both Native American gods.  Both of trickery, but they each have their own methods of madness.”

“The way you talk about any of them it’s a surprise you’re still standing.”

“Gaia protects me.”

“And who is he?”

“She is the mother of the titans, Mother to all things, even the gods.  All of them respect and love her and will do her bidding at request, albeit some of the will do it begrudgedly.”

“It’s good to be the Queen,” Zelorah laughed.

“Very good in her case.”

He continued to also explain the other were-creatures that also occupied small communities on the Hill.  The Chatro were cats, corovi were birds, juriah were bears, and loup-garou werewolves.  The loup-garou were the only group that she had ever heard of before, and he reassured her that was normal.  But there were also two kinds no longer able to live on the sacred land.  They were the nagati and chaunchlaga, races of snakes and spiders.  The idea of men being snakes was a common idea to her, but for them to be able to actually turn into a snake sent a chill down her spine.  And the thought of a giant spider did not appeal to her much more either.

They turned off onto a dirt road that was almost invisible to a normal eye; she herself hadn't seen it until he actually pulled onto it.  He kept the vehicle at a steady pace as they went up the incline of the mountain.  He explained that each of the four breeds had their own tribes, or different species.  She was of the pathare, or panthers and leopards, but there were also the simbant who were lions, kahani who were tigers, and pumana who were cougars.  Her mind was already becoming dizzy from the sudden information, but she did her best to sort it out through the confusion.  She saw a fire up ahead as they pulled up to a clearing in the forest, and to her surprise she found it was a small town on the mountain.  Normal houses had been built in two straight lines up the incline towards a very old looking lodge, facing each other across a common space that seemed at least 50 foot wide.  In between the second houses they had built a bonfire ring, and she saw many people sitting around it as they pulled onto a concrete slab just inside the tree line.

“Ready to meet them?” he asked kindly as he turned off the truck.  His tone surprised her, as even through all of the heavy information she had just been given, his tone could suddenly turn so kind and caring, as if he were worried for her or concerned that she would be afraid.  She nodded to him, and grabbing up her bag she climbed out.  Taking a deep breath she did as she had always done in her life, took the plunge headfirst.  She learned it from her father, for the short time she knew of him he had always been a brave and dashing man.  He never feared anyone or anything in life, and he was zealous in everything he did.  After he was gone, her mother would still tell her bedtime stories of the way he was, full of life and vibrancy.  She described him like a tidal wave or a monsoon, something so strong and torrential you were fortunate to barely escape its wake, and afterwards everything that it touched was forever changed.  She knew her mother's eyes were clouded with they love they shared, but it still had made her heart flutter like a hummingbird’s wings whenever she had listened.

So as she felt her father had done, she walked straight into the thick of it, ready for anything.  As she began to approach the circle and saw the men and women standing up, she could feel that Xeros wasn't following her.  She turned to him, and saw him leaning against the front of his truck.  His arms were crossed on his chest, but he pulled his right hand out and waved her forward.  She turned towards them again and saw that the women had moved faster than the men to greet her first.  She was suddenly surrounded by smiles and friendly, beautiful faces as they all shook her hand or hugged her like a sister and gave her their names.  It reminded her of a sorority and how she had imagined they might embrace their newest members.  While she went to college she never found any of the sororities interesting enough to try and join, especially after she heard all the worst-case scenarios of Greek Week.  As they broke away gorgeous men surrounded her just as quickly as the women had.  All of them tall and strong built, most wore no shirts and all had a deep tan to their skin, as if they had nothing to do except to lie under the sun all day.  The overwhelming scent of masculinity enveloped her, clouding her senses as one scent after another slammed into her.  She felt almost dizzy as it surrounded her and washed over her again and again with each hand she shook, causing her to become flush.  She almost lost her balance it was so intoxicating, and she felt drunk from just the scents of the men around her.  She doubted even Cedonna had ever felt such a thing.  

She barely regained herself as they all eagerly shook her hand and gave her their names.  She couldn't understand or remember any of them just a moment after they'd spoken, but their individual musk’s were seared into her mind.  Her body reacted to them all with a burning passion, as if begging for one of them, any one of them, to ease the aching that had crept up into her loins.  It was quickly growing in intensity to the point that it was almost painful.  As they each passed and stood to the side she saw that one hung back from the crowd, as if waiting for a last introduction. Then after a path was cleared he quietly walked up to her, like the sleek feline predator she knew he would be.  He took her hand on top of his and placed a soft kiss upon her knuckles.  The touch of his lips put her skin on pins as her desire spiked again, and as she heard his voice she knew they had already met that night.  His green eyes seemed to flash with an inner light as he looked up at her.

“Valen Kaliopaeus is my name, good lady;  I also bid you welcome home.  Should there be anything you require, tell any one of us and we would be happy to assist you.”

She had heard his voice at the bar, felt his searing touch.  His scent caught her again as he stepped back from her, straight and ready like a gentleman warrior, a regal bearing to his stance.  He had been the one to brush against her back before; she could smell it on him, just a passing trace of her own perfume.  From the sensory overload, she felt herself go limp, but she didn't hit the ground.  She felt as if she were in suspension, floating above it as she lost consciousness. 

Valen barely caught Zelorah as her knees buckled and she lost her balance.  She was overloaded with her new senses, as he knew happened often.  He would not be able to seduce her tonight, but he still felt he had better chances than the rest, especially since he now carried her in his arms.  Her beautiful body was pressed against his, and it made his muscles twitch in response to her touch. Her fingers fluttered across the bottom of his ribs, sending shivers across them, then up and back down his spine in waves.  Her breath on his neck as she literally purred in his ear made his groin jolt to attention and response to her.  He could smell her desire through the thin material of her dress, her breasts pressed against his chest and shoulder as they crossed the clearing towards the fire.  He kept his steps slow and cautious, he didn't want to jostle her around too much, having her there already made him want to take her into his bed enough.  Then he turned to Katrina, who gave him a concerned look as she followed with the others.

“Katrina dear, please get the door to the closest empty house, I think she may be in need of rest before we frighten her again.”

The unmated men looked to her with lust in their eyes, and a grimace of annoyance that she would not yet be satisfied.  They would have to wait for tomorrow, and in the mean time she would dream and have his scent on her, and that was enough to satisfy him.  He had never felt such a pull to work as hard or as patiently for one of the new females.  He mostly just sat at attention waiting, and if needed he would fight for a prize, but never had he pursued one with such intensity, and that just made him more curious as to why he felt he needed to do so.  He knew he would taste her, he just hoped to be the one to free her powers.  He knew that the first joining any of them experienced was one they would never forget, and he wanted to be burned into her memory forever, as Camilla was in his.

Katrina, like the good girl he knew her to be, opened the front door to the house right next to his and helped him get her inside.  He carried her into the bedroom and laid her carefully upon the bed, but he froze as he was bent over her when she nuzzled against his neck.  It was all he could do to not rip the clothes from their bodies and join her against the black satin spread.  But he forced himself to stand, and helped Katrina begin closing the curtains.  Even from the brief contact he could feel a void of her presence, like someone had just cut off his leg and stolen it away.  This was Zelorah's new home here, and they didn't want anyone to disturb her, even Valen.  Making double sure that the key was left on the counter, they walked out the door together, and back to where everyone else had gone back to the fire, now joined by Xeros.  As they came back to the group Xeros stood and handed Katrina the bag that Zelorah had dropped when she swooned.  She smiled as she took it, and then headed back to the house to place it next to the sleeping woman.  Valen shoved his hands in his pockets and looked at the old Native American man.  

“Now that was a reaction from you that no one else could have expected.”

“Coming from you I'll take it as a compliment,” Valen replied.

“You should.  I remember how far you've gone to take a woman to bed, human or otherwise.  That was almost...gentlemanly, and I think anyone here would also call it ‘most unexpected’.”

“Well, I was one of those once.”

“And like it or not my dear friend, you still are.”
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Chapter Two
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Zelorah woke up with a deep breath and a feeling of satin beneath her.  She went to roll onto her side and yelped at the pain that shot from her left shoulder, down her arm and back into her chest.  The broken joint there had never fully healed, as the doctors had warned her it wouldn't.  The pain came and went like a lightning bolt, excruciating but fortunately brief.  Rubbing it with her right hand, she opened her eyes slowly.  She found herself on a king size bed with a black satin bedspread.  The walls were painted a bold crimson, and a burgundy and black mixed carpet covered the entire floor.  The windows were covered in thick black curtains, and she the two mirrors she saw on the wall five feet from the end of the bed were actually closet doors.

This is not my house, she thought to herself.  She panicked at the realization and jumped out of the bed.  All of her clothes were still on, and no one else was in the bed she had been laying on.  Her bag was even sitting at the foot of the bed.  She let out a sigh of relief and took another look around and clearly absorbed the room; now realizing a dark spot she had almost overlooked was actually an antique stained dresser, the doorway in between it and the closet.  There was also a nightstand that matched the dresser at the head of the bed.  She snatched up her bag as she remembered the events of the night before and the strange things the Native American man had told her.

I need to stop watching weird movies.  I'm starting to give myself out to the loons.  I'm going to end up in a cult like the Manson family if I'm not more careful. She laughed to herself nervously.

She crept quietly out of the bedroom and quickly noted that all of the windows in the house had thick curtains over them.  Bright sunlight cast down onto the floor, and she squinted even from the small amount she could already see.  She was suddenly glad someone had closed the house off, the idea of light that bright into her eyes was not something she wanted to experience at the moment.  She walked slowly through the house, expecting to find the Native American man or someone like him to be sitting in a chair waiting for her, or for someone to come up behind her and scare her to death.  All she could find was a note on the breakfast bar that separated the kitchen and long living room and dining room space that had a key on top of it.

––––––––
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I wouldn't open the curtains unless you brought a pair of sunglasses sweetie.  No one will barge in on you here, so take all the time you need.  This key is yours, as this house now is.  When you’re ready, pick up the phone in the kitchen and press 5.  It will ring my house, and I'll be more than happy to answer any new questions you've come up with in the time it took you to wake up and find this.  Over the phone or in person over a cup of coffee if you prefer.  Welcome and Gaia bless you.

Katrina Palente

––––––––

[image: ]


She read the note again as she tried to remember who Katrina was, but through the rush of the night she couldn't place a face with the scent she had in her mind.  Katrina had been wearing light saffron scented oil on her skin.  Content with the fact that she had met her and Jasmine trusted the man that brought her to this odd place, she conceded to showering and changing.  The bathroom was painted in hues of blue, and she found it much less abrasive to her eyes than white would be at the moment.  When she was done she used the towels that were there since they smelled of fresh laundry soap.  She dried, dressed herself in a black tank top and a matching side-tied skirt, and brushed out her hair before she went to the phone.  Taking a deep breath she picked it up to find it didn't have a dial tone.  She pressed the five-key regardless and was surprised when it made a double tone sound that she recognized from Pink Floyd's The Wall as ringing tone.  The double tone buzzed into her ear again before someone picked up.

“Yes?”  A soft and gentle woman’s voice carried through the earpiece.

“Is this Katrina?” she asked.

“Yes it is.  This must be Zelorah.  How are you feeling honey?”

“Fine I guess but-”

“I'm glad.  I was hoping that after you fainted and Valen had to carry you it wouldn't frighten you too much to wake up in a strange place.  It scared the dickens out of me when I did it!” Katrina laughed.  Zelorah noted that she actually had a light accent, and Katrina's voice reminded her of the accents they used in Underworld.

“Well I was wondering-”

“Would you like some coffee honey?  I have a stash of Starbucks I hide from Lucas.”

“Coffee would be heaven.”

“Do you like Hazelnut, Chicory, or Irish Crème?  Oh, I have some French Vanilla too.  Would you like sugar and creamer?  I can bring the whole shebang down if you'd like.”

“Irish Crème would be fabulous, and yes, sugar and creamer would be appreciated.”

“Wonderful!”  Katrina giggled as Zelorah could hear her rummaging through some cupboards.  “I think I'm eight houses down so I'll bring everything and see you in just a minute all righty?”

“Ok.”  Zelorah couldn’t stop from laughing with her.

“Bye-bye.”

“Bye.”

Zelorah took a look around the kitchen and noticed it was all done in black and stainless steel.  The counter was black and gray marbled Formica and in the cupboards she saw that all of the dishes were either black or stainless steel as well.  She felt slightly impressed that someone had gone to such lengths to see that everything in each room matched.  The living room was golden tan color, the overstuffed couches made of tan suede, the carpet a cream and tan mix.  She saw that even the TV stand, end tables, and coffee table were the same light stained wood color, the end tables and coffee table having a marble tile inlay for a boarder.  A sudden knock at the door made her jump even though she expected it, and she went to open the door for Katrina. 

Bright light assailed her eyes, blinding her the moment she opened the door.  Hissing, she jumped back, covering her eyes with her hand.  Katrina quickly slipped in the cracked door and shut it behind her.  She wore dark extra-large fashion sunglasses, a loose fitted red sundress and black belt, and carried a brown paper bag.  Lifting the glasses and placing them on top of her head she helped Zelorah regain herself as her vision again adjusted to the darker lighting of the house.

“It’s hard for any of us to have straight sight without sunglasses during the day, honey, so don't worry.  It gets easier to see once you learn to use your abilities.  Here, you have a sit and I'll brew us up a pot.”
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