
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: image]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


SUZANNE D. WILLIAMS

Feel-Good Romance


[image: ]




© 2016 The League (SUPERHUMAN) Book 2 by Suzanne D. Williams

www.feelgoodromance.com

www.suzannedwilliams.com 

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission from the publisher.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any similarity to actual people, organizations, and/or events is purely coincidental.

So God created man in his own image, in the image of God created he him; male and female created he them. And God blessed them, and God said unto them, Be fruitful, and multiply, and replenish the earth, and subdue it: and have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the air, and over every living thing that moveth upon the earth (Ge 1:27-28).
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Uneven ocean waves blew skyward in the harsh sea winds, tossing the small yacht frantically in the bay, and the girl standing on the bow lurched forward, catching herself with one hand on the silver rail. The man at her back shoved a gun between her shoulder blades, forcing her toward the edge again, and her breath caught in her throat. 

The biggest fear she’d had since childhood was water, and here she was facing that very thing. She trembled with it, unable to comprehend such a horrible fate. She didn’t want to die, much less like this.

“You can go on your own, or I’ll help you,” the man said.

He had a weak voice, feminine. She’d remember it anywhere ... if she had any hope of survival. She didn’t, but she pled for her life just the same. “Please ... I ... I won’t say anything.”

He laughed, a girlish giggle, then swinging his arm, smashed her in the back of the head. She squawked and fell overboard, headfirst in the water, sinking beneath the surface like a stone. No amount of struggle, not the strongest kick or the swing of her arms, made any difference in her fate, and her life, nineteen years of memories, slowly dissolved in the current.

Gone were Christmases in New England from age five to twelve, the summer she’d spent with a friend riding horses in Texas, the Valentine’s Day dance where she and Ted Fulmar shared her very first kiss. None of that mattered, but faded in the face of her pending death.

Her breath squeezed out, her lungs filling with water, and she floated helplessly downward, surrendered to her fate.

The glance of fingertips, the twist of masculine legs, stopped her progress. Embraced from behind, her weight shifted from the water’s grasp to that of the young man at home with the waves. He seemed unperturbed by the ocean’s pulse, unafraid of its tug and pull, and unwearied by any effort to swim against it. Clasping her to him, his arm tight across her chest, he rose upward, in no time, breaking the surface.

And there, turning her face toward the sky, he covered her lips with his own. Not sexual or from any attraction, though in her darkened vision, he was handsome. But from deep in his core, he breathed life, drying the water in her lungs in an instant. Her skin pinked again, her fingers spread, and with a heave, she gasped, the final rays of the setting sun shining heavenly in her vision.
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Anchor Dawkins suspended the girl on his chest and swam backward toward the shore. She was awake, but weary, as he’d seen in so many others, her throat most likely sore from inhaling so much water, and therefore, unwilling to talk. It was best if she didn’t, so he said nothing to encourage her, and continued toward land. 

He was efficient when immersed in the sea, able to direct himself against the current through some inborn ability. He could also strengthen and relax his kicks to plow forward in the worst weather, or surf by undetected. His lungs held a capacity outside of normal humans, his skin able to assimilate oxygen from the waters. Yet, he had no gills, no sign of his abilities, save a sheen to his skin when he emerged.

It faded with time spent on dry soil, and he appeared like anyone else his age. But inwardly, at his cell structure, then deeper into his DNA, he was nothing like other twenty-five year olds. He was superhuman, but to flaunt it went against his purpose. He was created for rescue, sent out regularly to save those lost in the deep. He could hear their cries from afar off, could detect their movements and locate them in milliseconds. It was echo location, and yet it wasn’t. That description was far too simple.

The girl, however, he’d seen from shore and followed behind, waiting for her to fall. He regretted not preventing her fear of death, regretted he’d been unable to stop the moment of terror from happening, but he was no match for weapons, the outer layer of his skin made sensitive to water.

He neared land and slowed, lifting her in his arms once his feet hit bottom. She was light, almost fragile. He’d carried much heavier. She was also more stunned than he liked. He paused briefly to consider his actions. He wasn’t supposed to care for his rescues, but release them to the proper authorities. The girl, however, for a reason unknown to himself, called out to him. He couldn’t explain that, why it seemed like her body spoke to his, not sexual, but from some place deep inside.

The chatter of voices sent him scurrying into a head-high stand of salt-tolerant plants. The girl clutched to him, he weaved up the dunes to the boardwalk. The boardwalk crossed a swampy area subject to ocean tides. Currently, it was dry, fish pooled in murky shallow puddles, crabs scuttling across holes they’d drilled into the ground.

His feet pounded on the weathered boards, causing the structure to rattle. At the end, it faded into sand dusted with pine needles. Behind the towering trees that shed them, a house stood high off the ground on stilts. He carried the girl up the steps and across the landing to the door. Inside, he took her to his room and laid her on the bed.

She shut her eyes, her will to remain awake vanishing. Her breaths evened out through parted lips, but the rest of her held deathly still, the rise and fall of her chest the only sign she lived. Staring at her, he wavered once more. To keep a rescue was innately wrong, but he could hardly release her in the state she was in. Someone had wanted her dead. He could be sending her back into the trouble she’d escaped from.

Confused by his choices, he wrapped one hand around the back of his neck and squeezed. 

His gaze fell on the length of her leg extending out from a pair of damp jeans shorts, then upward over her narrow waist and the fine turn of her hands. He shouldn’t notice her as a woman either. He’d seen plenty of attractive girls, but always kept his distance. Truthfully, that had been easy to do, before now. He liked being alone, liked his solitude, and hated explaining to others what he was.

Leaving the girl in place, he returned to the living room and picked up the phone. He dialed a number committed to memory and waited for someone to respond. “It’s me,” he said. “Can you come over? I have a girl here ... Yeah, I know, but she’s different. Please?” His friend disconnected, and Anchor took a seat on the couch.

Time ticked by at a snail’s pace, the pop and tick of the house settling for the night making him inordinately tense. The knock at the door sometime later sent him sprinting, and he opened it too fast, causing his friend to leap in place.

“What’s gotten into you?”

Anchor inhaled. “I don’t know.” And he didn’t.

He reversed, waving his friend inside. Semi-pro surfer, Maxim Hess, ambled past him, halting midway in the living room.

Max was the typical California surfer, minus the annoying lingo, with blond hair, blue eyes, and an even golden tan. He was intensely popular with girls, always drawing a crowd of them when he surfed. He’d only had two serious girlfriends, however, the last one dumping him for a guy at a car wash, eight months ago.

“Well?” Max asked, running one hand through his shoulder-length locks.

Anchor pointed him toward the bedroom, and Max slipped in silently. Standing over the girl, he raised a hand to his hip and spoke in a low tone. “She’s pretty.”

She was, but he could stare at her all day and still not understand why he’d brought her here.

“You rescued her how?”

Anchor motioned back into the living room. “She was thrown off a boat by a guy with a gun.”

“A gun?”

Anchor nodded. “I couldn’t stop it from happening, but was able to keep her alive.”

Max waved one hand outward. “So turn her in to the authorities. They’ll find her folks. You can’t hold her here.”

“I’m not holding her ...” Or he didn’t think he was.

Max tilted his head. “What’s this really about? I’ve never seen you so scattered.”

He felt scattered, as if his orderly world had splintered into a million pieces.

“Maybe you should call your mom.”

Call her because of a girl? No. The less she was involved in his life, the better it was. Anchor kept that to himself.

Max apparently picked up on his thoughts, however. “Well, if not your mom, then ... somebody. You could contact the League.”

The League was a distinct possibility, and he’d considered that, then chickened out. They forever wanted to use him for their purposes. He’d resisted so far.

“I can call Rick if you’d rather talk to someone you know first.”

Rick Forrester, the recruiter for the League, he’d met through Max. Max wasn’t a member himself, but knew half the guys involved. Former SEALs and other ex-military, along with a handful of professional divers, scuba professionals, and naval experts in fields ranging from mechanics to weaponry and tracking. Stationed on the California coast, they worked worldwide, preventing crimes involving the ocean. This naturally made his abilities their primary interest.

“Look, Rick will listen. If someone tried to kill her on a boat, that makes this in their wheelhouse. They’ll protect her and figure out what to do next. You really can’t tackle this on your own.”

“I can’t ...” Anchor paused, his thought held on his tongue. “... be apart from her.” He surprised himself by stating it.

Max lifted his eyebrows. “Care to explain that?”

But he couldn’t. He didn’t know if his need to stay close was related to the girl herself, what might happened to her if he left, or if it was more personal than that. 

“Maybe she’s the one,” Max said.

Slapped by his words, Anchor stumbled backwards. His knees hitting the edge of a chair, he landed with an oomph.

“You said your brother had to have his wife or he’d die,” Max continued. “You’ve long suspected, what was true of him was also true of you.”

“But I feel fine.”

“So did he ... and remember you mislocated that boat last week.”

By two miles. He’d never done that before and couldn’t account for it.

“Plus, you refused to go out Saturday.”

He’d been ... tired. He couldn’t explain that either. He’d been strong tonight, though admittedly, the fact he’d seen the girl from the coast outside his home struck him strange.

Max took out his phone and called up a number, but paused, his thumb over the keypad. “I’ll say you want to talk, but stress, you’re unsure of your next action.”

Anchor sighed and dipped his chin, but with every word Max spoke to Rick, he grew more and more unsure. He had no right to meddle. Chances were the girl would wake up, freak out, and he’d be in even more trouble. She definitely wouldn’t want anything to do with him.

Max hung up. “He’ll be here in ten.”

Like before, the minutes stretched out toward eternity. Max didn’t speak, increasing Anchor’s doubts, so that by the time Rick’s knock came, he’d talked himself out of taking any action whatsoever. But to not answer the door would be rude. Therefore, reluctant, he let Rick in.

Rick towered over him, standing six-foot-three and weighing a lean two-fifty. But two-fifty of muscle mass, not an ounce of fat anywhere on his athletic frame. He had the voice to match as well, so deep it rumbled. That’d earned him the nickname “Thunder” years ago.

“Anchor,” he extended his large hand, clasping Anchor’s arm firmly. “Max said you’re worried about someone.”

Anchor led him to the girl. She’d rolled onto her side, causing her shirt to creep up. She had a tatt in the center of her back, a tiny flower of some sort.

Rick waved them back into the living room. “What’s your concern?”

Anchor cleared his throat. “Someone tried to kill her.”

He’d make that his primary concern. Someone had tried to kill her. There must be a reason for that. 

“You haven’t spoken with her?”

He shook his head. “She fell asleep, and I thought ...” He paused. “I worried about what to do next. The authorities will send her back to wherever she came from.” Most likely. “Wouldn’t it be better to keep her safe first?”

“We can’t condone holding someone against their will.”

But it wasn’t against her will, was it? He hadn’t refused to let her go.

Max, once more, was thinking the same. “Best action would be to let her sleep and find out what she thinks when she awakes. Then, if she’s afraid of someone, something needs to be done.”

Rick appeared to consider this. “You get a good look at the boat?”

“I know the registration numbers.” Anchor walked into the kitchen, dug out a pencil and paper, and wrote the numbers down. He tore the sheet off and handed it to Rick. “The man with her was carrying a forty-five. Mid-forties, ball cap, talked like a girl.”

“A girl, you say?”

Anchor nodded. That’d been odd.

“Doesn’t sound familiar, but we’ll look into it.” Rick’s gaze sharpened. “You should help us look into it. I don’t pretend to understand what you do. But I know it’ll help us, and I promise we won’t interfere. You’re already using your talents for good, why not the greater good, as well?”

At his lack of response, Rick motioned toward the bedroom.

“Use this as a trial. We help you with the girl, and you consider joining the League. At the very least, you’ll get a deeper look at how we operate. That might help you decide.”

“It’s a fair offer,” Max said.

Anchor met eyes with his friend. “If I go, you should, too.”

“Me?”

“No one knows this coastline or the people who frequent it better than you do, and no one has your charisma when dealing with them. Plus, I recall you winning that last surf competition ... the water is as much your friend as it is mine.”

Max snorted. “I can’t swim from Miami to the Potomac and back in a day’s time, but, okay, I get your point. Besides ... if it’ll get you to go, then I’ll do it.”

Rick grinned, confidence rising on his face. “It’s settled then. One class-a surfer and one merman ...”

“I am not a merman.”

Rick and Max laughed at the familiar joke, then Rick’s expression sobered. “I’ll wrap the girl in a blanket while you gather your things. We can take my truck.”

Max motioned toward the door. “I’ll meet you there. I have to go home and pack my stuff.”

Rick nodded. “You know where to find us.”

Max turned and exited the house, the screen door slamming behind him. Anchor, for a brief second, stood in place, then releasing his breath, spun on his heel and headed for the bedroom. He glanced at the girl one more time, as confused now as ever by the right and wrong of this. Rick’s huge shape filled the doorway, sending him sprinting for the closet.

He exited the dark space to find Rick cradling the girl. Anchor padded behind him to the front door, a duffle bag hung over his shoulder.
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