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Dedication

English: love, Czech: láska, Danish: kærlighed, Dutch: liefde, Estonian: armastus, Finnish: rakkaus, French: amour, German: die Liebe, Greek: αγάπη, Hungarian: szeretet, Icelandic: ást, Indonesian: saying, Italian: amore, Latvian: mīlestība, Lithuanian: meilė, Norwegian: kjærlighet, Polish: zamiłowanie, Portuguese: amor, Romanian: dragoste, Russian: любовь, Slovak: láska, Slovenian: ljubezen, Spanish: amor, Swedish: kärlek

 

We dedicate this book to the concept, emotion, and truth that binds each and every one of us together that is summed up by one word: love. We are lucky in this world to have found partners to share our lives.

I am fulfilled in so many ways because of you, David. Thank you for all that you are. I see your strength and vulnerability and all the things that nobody else will ever see. You challenge me, and because of that I’m compelled to be more. Your wit, sarcasm, intellect, and ability to truly understand humbles me. Your ability to communicate has taught me validation. In everything you do, know I am here to support and…love you.

To Chris, my partner in life, I want to thank for being my support, both emotionally, physically, and in my interactions with a world I don’t always fully understand. You, I love. Your support in this endeavor of writing has been a great boon.


Authors’ Note

This is book 2 in the Crossing Nüwa series. This series occurs in the Crimson Paradigm world, and the Darklight series (NineStar Press) has Robbie and Theo as cameo characters. Thank you so much for taking the time to enjoy our work.

 

Please visit us at www.dreamersworkshop.com to find out more about the characters and timelines.


Chapter One

Theo

Enjoying the weightlessness as the plane lifted into the air, I studied my boyfriend as he excitedly watched the world shrink below us. His enthusiasm for everything sent sympathetic thrills through me, and I was soon grinning.

It had been an unexpectedly blissful couple of months with only one small hiccup. A week after Robbie moved in, for some strange reason I felt the need to define the parameters of our relationship. It was a first for both of us. Many firsts. I was his first everything; he was my first boyfriend. I can’t remember how the conversation started but vaguely recall me saying that I’d like to get some clarification.

“We haven’t really talked about us.”

“What do you mean?” he had asked, his lips naturally curved curiously. One of the things I learned was that Robbie is never plagued with the same doubts about relationships that it seems like the rest of us have. Or at least that I have had my entire life. He’s wholesome, and I know how that sounds, but it’s true. His very nature is one of trust and acceptance.

He had never experienced any doubt until I stupidly said, “Well, exclusivity, monogamy, I don’t know. Just curious what you want.”

“I don’t understand. You’re my boyfriend…” Though his curiosity had turned to confusion, I pressed on.

“Yeah, but that’s for now. I just don’t want you to feel held back. You know, if you want to bang someone and—”

He shook his head, his confusion intensifying and darkening into something else. “Why are you saying this?”

“I just don’t want to break up over—”

“Break up? Why…Why would we ever break up?” His emerald eyes had shone with tears that had made my heart immediately ache. I had done that to him. If I live to be a thousand years old, that look will always haunt me. That with a simple and quite stupid misspoken phrase I could hurt him so much.

 

“Why are you frowning?” Robbie took my hand, his voice colored with concern as he lifted me out of my reverie.

I chuckled. “Ah, sugar…just remembering how foolish I was.”

“You’re gonna have to be more specific,” he said with the sweetest smile that had me falling back laughing. My boyfriend had quickly caught on to sarcasm and the importance of a good burn.

I shook my head at myself. “You remember that conversation we had when you first moved in? The one about monogamy?”

“Yeah, when you pointed out that I’m only eighteen and had only…how did you put it? ‘Boned one guy’? That you thought you were holding me back?” he asked, relaxing as he settled.

“Yeah. That’s it. And you turned it around and asked if you were holding me back.”

“And you said no, because you’re a slut who was settling down.” Robbie was on a roll.

I laughed again. “Not…quite. Anyway, I was just remembering that.”

“I thought your talk with Kat had fixed all that?” he asked curiously.

I sat up so quickly I almost gave myself whiplash. Robbie just smiled knowingly. “Oh yeah, I heard the whole thing.”

I guess Kat had watched me mope after I left Robbie. I had brought my laptop to the comfortable bucket chair of the custom outdoor patio and plopped down. And I had had no clue Robbie was around.

Kat had just settled into the adjacent bucket, tucked her legs up under her, and gave me one of those serene “I’m here to listen” expressions.

“Look,” I finally grunted out. “I broached the subject with Robbie that he would probably be moving on from here, from me someday, and wanted to let him know I was fine. Had just… I don’t know, fuck, wanted him to know I’d rather have him bang someone else and not break up.”

Her look had mirrored Robbie’s to an extent. Confusion. Sadness. But also compassion and understanding. “You’re afraid of losing him.” It was clearly stated and absolute truth that had cut to the bone.

“She told you to get your head out of your ass,” he reminded me of the exact words she went on to say, and I realized he was still holding my hand.

I chuckled and tilted my head to him. “Indeed, she did. She said a lot of things…”

“Like how your first boyfriend broke your heart?” he said so softly I barely heard it.

“We were kids. I thought it was more than it was.”

“She pointed out that you were scared of me leaving too,” Robbie said, swallowing hard. A shadow crossed over his eyes.

“Yeah,” I admitted lamely. Kat and I had talked about how amazing Robbie was, and she had made me come to terms with the fact that I was a big scared baby. Hell, he had heard all that?

“Theo, I know that I’m not worthy of being with you, but I’m glad we’re together,” Robbie said earnestly, causing my heart to drop.

“Not worthy—what are you talking about?”

“You and Kat. You talked about how amazing you thought I was, but I’m not. I don’t feel like that at all. You’re the amazing one.” Robbie’s eyes lit up, and he gave me that radiant smile he saves just for me. A smile that would often disappear into something more reserved if someone else was around.

Patting his hand, I said, “Guess we can both think the other is perfect, huh?”

He nodded eagerly, joy returning to his eyes when he leaned over and gave me a small kiss on the cheek. I turned my attention to the window, tilting my chin to it, silently acknowledging he should continue his enjoyment of the world outside so I could continue my internal mental review of the last couple of months.


Chapter Two

Robbie

The takeoff had been thrilling. But now that we had reached cruising altitude, things were becoming a little much.

“Theo,” I whispered, wincing, as I had become too hard with every jostle of the turbulent ride that sent another jolt of increasingly unwanted pleasure through me.

He was reading his tablet. His big dark eyes swung my way, and then his brow furrowed with questioning concern. We’d already been living together for almost two months, but it was still interesting to see his long hair with the thick, tight curls, back in its natural Polynesian black that matched his well-kept goatee, rather than the electric blue it was when we met back in June at the San Francisco Pride parade.

I chewed my lip nervously, not wanting to disappoint him. “May I go and remove it? It’s a little…bumpy?”

Theo let out the low, deep chuckle that never failed to send a little shiver through me and leaned across the double-armed divider of the first-class seats to briefly wrap his huge arm around my shoulders. Speaking softly, he said, “Sugar, it’s your body. You never have to ask my permission. We put it in for your enjoyment. But hey, take this if you want to wash it off and clean it. Don’t have to. We can always get another one.”

He pulled a little bag from the seat pocket in front of him and handed it to me. I marveled at why they would keep a butt-plug bag on the plane when the little seat belt light dinged and blinked out, reminding me I was allowed to stand. I quickly dodged a flight attendant in my haste to the restroom. After the plug was out and clean, I looked down with disdain at my erection, caught under my waistband as it lay flat against my tightened abs. My judging reflection stared back at me as I weighed my options. Take care of that or go back to the seat and deal with it until it went away on its own. I threw some cold water on my face and then glanced at my watch. Almost an hour until we landed. Then we were supposed to go directly to Abi’s… I groaned with indecision and jumped when a vibration went off against my thigh. I fumbled in my pocket, fished out my phone, and marveled.

Well? Gonna send me a pic? =D

I groaned at my technomage boyfriend and his ability to hack any technological system, even while flying, especially to heckle me.

Ha. Ha.

No, seriously. Lemme see.

I shook my head and began to put the phone away when I received PLEASE!

I snorted as a grin spread across my face despite myself, aimed the camera, and snapped a picture of the subject of his fascination, which had insisted on still hanging around, then hit Send.

Prop the phone up on the counter. I want to watch.

Watch what?

I want to watch you come for me.

Goose bumps tickled my shoulders as a different type of arousal overcame me. Indecision was almost immediately expelled, and I laughed and set the phone against the mirror so I could see myself. I had to back up against the far wall but was able to fully capture my arousal in the phone frame. Knowing he was watching made me brazen. After pulling my T-shirt over my head, I set it aside. The mirror reflected the newly defined muscles in my arms, chest, and abs from the hours of working out I’d recently been doing. I paused to roll a finger over my toned pecs, down across a pert nipple, and over the flat expanse of my belly that did not yet show the roll of muscle I could feel forming below the skin. I caught sight of my clean-shaven visage and newly short-cut hair in the mirrored reflection and glanced away, uninterested in seeing my hairless torso. I much preferred to look at my chubby twenty-three-year-old bear-cub boyfriend, who looked like a man, whereas my eighteen-year-old body still didn’t feel fully adult.

Hooking my jeans and black boxer briefs to push down farther, I revealed a light dusting of dark curls and the base as I took myself in hand, slowly starting to stroke my member, cupping the tightened sac with my free hand. I moaned and then quickly bit my lip, remembering that a few feet away, on the other side of the door, the flight attendant was fixing drink orders.

I summoned images of Theo: his big, strong arms, his broad shoulders and chest, the dark, soft pelt of chest hair, the sensation of his weight atop me holding me down with my legs bent far over his shoulders as he entered me quickly and began to pound into me, like he enjoyed doing once he had me ready for him. I stroked faster as my hand became slick with my juices, allowing for more effortless pumping, and my head rolled back against the wall. I gasped as I came, a pearlescent stream shooting up and hitting the low ceiling, a trail leaking down over the tops of my fingers. Starbursts of electricity erupted from my core, blinding me for a moment, and I almost lost my footing, my shoulder blades biting into the wall.

I shuddered a breath and pressed away from the wall that had become my sole support, laughing and pointing the camera at the ceiling, whispering teasingly, “Look what you made me do,” before I turned it off, cleaned everything up, and left the restroom.

My face heated as I passed the flight attendant, who seemed to offer a knowing smile. There was no way I had been that loud, though I was in there for a while. And Theo did tell me I was the loudest lover he’d ever had. After I stuffed the bag with the plug into the carry-on, I slipped back into my seat and cast a glance at Theo, who was grinning at me.

“That was one of the hottest things I’ve seen in a long time. Well, since this morning anyway,” he said quietly, renewing the warmth upon my cheeks. “We should film you more often.”

“What?” I asked loudly, my eyes bulging. He just gave me a wicked smile and left me sputtering as the attendant set down two Bloody Marys.

Theo held out his hand, and I grasped it, shaking my head, returning his smile. It was my third time on a plane, but this time I was holding Theo’s hand and my cheeks ached from grinning. I didn’t think I had stopped using those muscles since I moved into his beautiful home, hidden away outside Santa Rosa, California, and the time had gone by like a whirlwind.

Theo had let me turn one of the empty bedrooms into an exercise room. I was used to running every day, and for as long as I could remember I would run for hours on a treadmill in my bedroom in Mother’s home. At the time, it had been my only real escape. Since moving in with Theo, I’d enjoyed running outside as much as possible. But it had been pretty rainy a week after I had moved in, and Theo had said that sometimes it gets really cold too. So, we created the exercise room with an elliptical for the days when I wanted to run indoors. It’s actually really good, because I wanted to add weights, something Mother would never have allowed.

It’s so strange—the world and being in it. I see so much that I never knew I had been kept from. Some things still don’t make sense. Silly things like appetizers…food, before food is served? And music: so many different kinds outside of classical, the only thing I’d ever heard up until six months prior. And cell phones—hardly used for making calls at all! And other things, like why are speed limits necessary? And why are “reality shows” so…fake? And who thought licorice flavor was a good idea? I have also learned that I love anything carbonated, from any kind of soda I’ve tasted to champagne. I also love most things with sugar in them.

Theo took me to this place called Sugar, where they have over a hundred different types of candy. Growing up, I had never been allowed to taste it and thought that candy referred to one type of thing. I had no clue it was a category. He had somehow gotten us a private tour of their store. We went after they closed, and I tried one of everything and got about ten pounds of things I really liked. That is, incidentally, how I learned about licorice… So many things are a mystery to me. Like snacking. Eating when you’re not hungry between mealtimes. And Theo is an “Olympian snacker,” as he puts it. So, in addition to the pinball machines, video games, and TVs, the living room has bags and bags of many types of chips, cookies, and candy all over the tables. Theo has also introduced me to the concept of hedonism, which to him means not denying yourself anything. So different from the way I was raised and what I had always known.

“Sugar, you’re a million miles away…”

I snapped to attention, confused for a moment, and studied Theo’s beautiful chocolate eyes as he ran his large thumb and forefinger down the side of my face. I melted, all tension dispelled by his loving gesture.

“Where’s your mind at? Not embarrassed, right?”

I glanced around and noted no one looking at us and rested my head on his huge padded shoulder, wrapping both of my arms around his bicep. “Hmm, no. Was thinking about all the wonderful things you’ve taught me in the last few months.”

“Come here,” he said, reaching over and clasping me to him.

I glanced around again. I couldn’t help it. Another thing I had learned in the last couple of months was that same-sex relationships were not acceptable to many people in the world. The San Francisco Bay Area was like a different, insulated planet, and we rarely had a problem.

“Uh-uh,” Theo said sternly, his fingers walking their way under my rear to give me a squeeze, which made me sigh. “You’re not going to start worrying about what people are thinking. Do you understand?” I licked my lips and cast a shy sidelong look to him, nodding, though I wasn’t sure exactly how I was going to prevent that. “That’s my man. Now, tell me more about these people I’m going to be spending a couple of days with.” He moved his arm back around me, pulling me into his strong, soft embrace.

I love Theo’s big, strong arms and barrel chest. He’s so comfortable to cuddle with, and he always seems as appreciative of me as I am of him. Though for me, I love him because he is all man: strong, broad, developed, and his body hair is something I can find myself playing with all day. I was brought back to the present when I thought about his question and had to remind myself that he had only ever met Abi and Maggie once, and that wasn’t under the most opportune of circumstances.

“Well, you met Abi and Maggie and have talked to both on the phone.”

“Abi’s major—something in medicine? Maggie the brain shrinker. Got it.”

I hummed acknowledgment to both questions, adding, “Jason is Abi’s boyfriend, and he’s also finishing his bachelor’s and is premed. He hopes to go into pediatrics. Abi said that her mother’s office mate, Dr. Shacklott, and her husband will be there. Neither of them are Nüwa or know anything about supernatural beings.”

I began thinking about my family again and wondered what Mother and my aunt were doing. We had never celebrated any of the holidays, so I imagined they were sitting at home, doing what they normally did every evening. Though that would probably not be correct, since Mother was no longer Regent of the Nüwa clans and most of her evenings had been taken up with sorting out various political situations. A burden that Maggie was currently shouldering.

“So, what does Dr. Shacklott’s husband do for a living? Or do you know?” Theo interrupted my thoughts. He always had a great way of being able to disrupt me from spinning, and I gave him a grateful look for the distraction.

“I don’t know.”

“Good. It gives a point for discussion. Listen, sugar, you’ve got a lot of stuff to talk about. Settling into your new home, where again?”

“East Bay,” I responded. We had decided it would be best to not let any of my family know exactly where the house was and had rehearsed the lie that the house was in the Berkeley Hills, should anyone want specifics.

“Good job.” He kissed my forehead, hugging me tighter. “And you can talk about learning to drive and how much you love it and enrolling in school and choosing your classes.”

We beamed at each other. He was proud of me for going to college, even though Theo had no interest in attending. And I was forever grateful for him talking me into it. I was still incredibly nervous, but we had visited Santa Rosa Junior College together, checked out the classrooms, and even sat in on a couple of classes. I was both extremely excited and scared, but that supportive, proud look in his eyes… I could never do anything to lose that.

Theo fixed me with one of those teaching-moment gazes. “But all that aside, if you don’t wanna talk about you, don’t. Deflect. How do you do that?”

“By asking them questions about them,” I responded with a chuckle.

We had practiced a lot. Socializing 101. For five years I had only had my aunt, Mother, and our housekeeper to talk to. And there had been no real talking. I had played the violin for them when they demanded, presented oral reports for home study when required, but otherwise spent time in my room with my treadmill and books.

“It’ll be great, sugar. Thanksgiving is about eating way too much food and hanging out with family. Used to be a pretty good celebration when I was a kid. Mom used to cook an Italian Thanksgiving for Dad’s palate. Kat came every year, and it was a good time. You’ll have fun. And if you don’t, we’ll get out of there. No shame in that. Eat and run. Dine and dash!”

“Thank you for coming,” I said for the hundredth time, and Theo just cuddled with me in response.


Chapter Three

Theo

Seriously, no part of me wanted to actually spend time with Robbie’s family. They more than a little gave me the creeps—what with their turning into snake-women things. But I knew how important Kat was to me, and Maggie and Abi had both put their tails on the line for Robbie, so the least I could do was see how they were with him. I figured if I actually saw this whole family-interaction thing in person, I could judge for myself whether to steer him away from them. And besides, I did have a few professional questions for Maggie about Robbie’s nightmares. That is, if she turned out to be trustworthy. He seemed to trust her.

Being with Robbie had brought a whole new appreciation to travel. I used to be one to pack light. Waiting at luggage carousels with the throngs of irate travelers is right up there with my vision of one of the circles of hell… Almost on par with holidays anyplace children congregate. But with Robbie, we had to have an entire checked bag with appropriate sex gear that I wasn’t going to try getting past the X-ray machines.

While we waited for the bag of ill repute, he called Abi and suggested meeting at the restaurant instead of going to her home first. That way we could get settled and unpacked. The hotel was a little boutiquey for my taste, but I was able to get a suite, which is always my preference.

At the hotel I couldn’t help but smirk, holding up the smooth steel dildo that had a little TSA security note indicating that someone’s curious paws had been handling the toys. Robbie’s brilliant green anime eyes widened in shock and horror, which made me laugh harder.

“Come on, let’s get all this stuff washed. Not even gonna chance it.”

“But…someone was…touching…” he stammered. To quell his embarrassment, I threw him on the bed and silenced him with my tongue.

He squirmed a little before submitting to the kiss and following my lead, his mouth yielding to me. Soon our tongues were wrestling as I ground into him. I waited until I knew he was relaxed and wanted more before rolling off him.

“Sooner we get these washed, sooner we can use them.” Robbie’s shocked looks were so endearingly cute that I was always encouraged to tease him mercilessly.

It had been almost two months that we’d been living together as a couple, and in that time it had been my distinct pleasure to introduce him to so many things. And he was growing every day, absorbing information like a brand-new sponge. Last month, I taught Robbie to drive. Not well, mind you. But at least he stayed on the road and mostly knew how to color between the lines. I had to get him a couple of fake IDs and various license plates because the man had a newfound need for speed, and my choice of getting him the black-cherry car that could go almost two-hundred had nearly resulted in it being impounded.

We all settled into a nice routine. Between Kat using the house as a base of operations as she took off to do various blood mage things along the East coast, and the Gomezes, who are minor mage-adepts, keeping the house in working order, it seemed like Robbie fit right in. They also didn’t bat an eye when they learned Robbie needed cow’s blood supplements, which Mrs. Gomez always had stocked. Mrs. Gomez was actually a little thrilled to meet a Nüwa, and told several stories of the Quetzalcoatl, a winged snake god from South America who Robbie assured me was no relation. I know he’s my boyfriend, but sometimes the realization that he can turn into a snake gave me pause. The last thing I needed was to know he could fly in that form. And to learn that he actually drinks blood to survive at first left me a little squeamish, but after I got over myself, it was fine. Hell, I was related to a blood mage, after all. The irony was not lost on me that the two closest people in my life had blood abilities. But hey, they all still needed tech support.

It was fantastic getting to know Robbie in every way, from his curiosity about everything to his adventurous nature. And the fact that he was able to pick up on things so quickly was astounding. I guess it didn’t hurt that he had found an interest in cooking and proving to me that the fastest way to a man’s heart is through his stomach.

I was thinking about the rumbling in mine when he said, “Oh no!”

I glanced over his shoulder to examine the P-spot plug in his hands, silently wishing that some TSA SOB had messed it up so I could march into the airport office like a diva waving it around indignantly.

“The time!” He was looking at his watch.

Dinner…with Abi and Jason. I inwardly groaned. I knew we were down in San Diego to visit Robbie’s nonpsycho family members, but I had never spent much time with normies. When DJing at gigs, it doesn’t really matter what people are into. I’m not talking to them. I can get lost in my own tunes. But this would be a week of hanging out with Robbie’s family and their friends, and I had steeled myself for an interesting time. I already knew that Robbie would be nervous and wasn’t going to chance adding to his anxiety by showing him my own discomfort. Getting a hotel room to escape to had been a good idea, instead of taking up Abi or her mother’s offer of staying in their home.

“Well, we could be late.” I caught him around the waist and nuzzled his newly trimmed preppy hair that tickled my cheek. He glanced back, biting his lips. Robbie’s face was always so filled with expression, this one a mixture of apology and a desperate desire not to disappoint me, colored by not wanting to miss out on what I had in store.
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