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  Chapter 1




  “Aaaaahhhhhh. Oh God, that feels good! Don’t stop!”




  If Neman had a choice, he never would. He slammed his thick cock into the woman’s willing body, over and over. At no time, in all his existence, did a woman feel so good around him. Every lush, pale curve, every dip and hollow of her body was a potent aphrodisiac, which even the gods themselves could not duplicate. Bending down, taking a full, dusty pink nipple into his mouth, he sucked in time with his fierce thrusts. She curled her legs around him and tilted her hips to take more of him. Neman responded by pushing her legs higher, angling his hips to hit home deep inside her.




  It wasn’t like Neman to take advantage of an intoxicated, potential victim of a Gorlon Kat demon—so what the hell was wrong with him for doing just that? And why, in all his existence, did it feel so right...




   




  Fifteen minutes earlier...




   




  Neman thought her totally mad when he found her in the alleyway trying to befriend the creature from the Lower Realms. It stalked towards her; its red, glowing eyes would have alerted any sane person—it was not an alley cat. With a distorted, black body, twisting on its four, deadly claws, its thickly muscled form closely resembled a large jaguar.




  “Heeerrre kitty, kitty, come to Mummy.”




  Her slurred words alerted him to her drunken state. He had tracked this demon across several different continents after it viciously killed a string of middle-aged women. Neman jumped from the roof of the tavern building—a twelve-foot drop—and landed directly in the demon’s path, drawing his lightweight, custom-made scimitar.




  “Crikey, it’s raining men!” the woman said from behind him.




  Neman didn’t have time to deal with her; he never took his eyes off the demon. It hissed, turned its back on him, crouched low and then leapt over the tavern wall. Neman was about to give chase, when the woman stepped up behind him and grabbed onto the sleeve of his long, black leather coat.




  “Where’d my kitty go? You scared him away!”




  Her intoxicating vanilla and strawberry scent hit him, stunning him. As Neman turned towards her, she stumbled and he caught her with one arm. Like dragon’s fire, the heat of her body pressed against his sent a shock through his system.




  The wavy-haired, lushly curved brunette was certainly not the prettiest or thinnest woman he’d ever beheld, yet she had eyes like the first morning sky, pale blue, with a smattering of freckles across a her pert little nose and deep, pouty, pink lips.




  “You!”




  Her hand found his cock through his expensive, black, tailored pants, as her other hand poked a pale pink-painted fingernail into his chest. She squeezed and almost made him come on the spot.




  “You are going to turn my night from the worst one of my life into the best.”




  “How do you wish me to do that, my lady?” Purring like a man who’d just discovered the greatest treasure under the heavens, Neman allowed his hands to roam down her perfectly sized back, to a heart-shaped ass any man would die happy to pound. Neman had a good mind to do just that.




  Her brow creased in a serious expression, as she said, “I want to be fucked until I can’t walk, talk or do anything at all. Got a problem with that?”




  Neman sheathed his sword and swung her up in his arms. “Not at all, sweetness—I do like a woman who knows what she wants.”




  “Paint me green and pickle me whole! I got a he-man! You’re not going to break your back or something?”




  Neman laughed. “No, sweetness, you’re lighter than a moonbeam. Where do you live?”




  “Can’t go home, man—whore of Babylon in there.”




  Neman didn’t even want to know what it meant—he was Sumerian, not Babylonian.




  Anchoring her hands around his neck, she bent her head to lick the side of his throat. Neman groaned.




  “Mmmmmmm, you do taste like chocolate.”




  He needed to get them out of this dark alley before he pushed her up against the wall and took her like a primitive savage. Neman had never been impulsive, until now. The roller-coaster had started, and he felt there was no way to end it until he was seated fully inside her. Summoning his powers, he gripped her closer to his chest. “Hang on, sweetness; we’re going to my place.” With a fizzle of energy in the air and a pop, he landed in the center of his Zigg.




  “Yippee, that was fun. Let’s do it again!”




  Her wide, blue eyes thrilled with the ride of teleportation, which scared the shit out of most mortals. He set her on her feet. She smacked her lush, pink lips together, before wetting them with the tip of her tongue, firing his blood even more.




  “Right, let’s rumba.” Her hands gripped each side of his expensive, long, black, leather jacket, tugging him down. She kissed him hard on the mouth, her hot little tongue pushing into his mouth.




  Gripping the back of her neck, Neman groaned again. Damn, if he wasn’t in control of his body’s reaction to her, at least he would control how he kissed her. Everything about this woman called to him, cried out for him to touch her, to have her naked beneath him. He slid his fingers up into her hair, angling her mouth before pushing her tongue back, savoring essence and flavor like a starving man. She tasted of strawberries and vanilla—potent and addictive.




  Feeling like a clumsy youth, he tore at her clothes; he desperately needed to have her naked. Neman growled and snatched her up in his arms, taking the stairs two steps at a time. She laughed and tugged at his clothes. They crashed through the bedchamber door, Neman pausing only briefly to slam it shut and flick on the security switch before taking her across the room and tossing her onto his bed. He tore at her clothes until she was in nothing but her dark blue panties and bra. He ripped the flimsy material from her, tossing the remnants aside, to bask in all her naked glory. She had wondrously creamy skin—every lush dip and hollow begged to be licked and explored with his fingers and tongue. Her breasts were so full, more than even a king deserved. Dark areolas with pink, tight nipples to be suckled and teased. Her body was made for love. Neman wanted to drown himself in her.




  “Wow, you are a he-man!” she exclaimed, with a breathless little pant. “I love strong men—Larry ain’t strong.”




  Neman growled. He didn’t want to hear another man’s name on her lips. “I am Neman.”




  “Wonderful, now I know whose name to scream when you fuck me!”




  “It will be a pleasure to hear.” His weapons went flying to the ground with a clatter, quickly followed by the rest of his clothes and boots. He could have taken the easy way to undress, but didn’t wish to startle her. “What be your name, my lady?”




  “Vanessa, but my friends call me Nessa.”




  Her gaze scanned his body, eyes widening with obvious delight, before lowering to his sizable cock. She licked her lips, looking absolutely ecstatic at what she saw.




  “Holy cow, look at all this brawn and muscle—you are one hunk-a-licous! Oh, baby, you are some eye candy. You’re not a man, you’re a god, and tonight, you’re all mine!”




  Neman chuckled at her awe; she was not far off the mark. He felt a strange sense of masculine pride that she found him so attractive. “You, Vanessa, are more beautiful than a goddess, and tonight you’re mine.”




  “Neman, I want you, I need you, please take me.”




  Her hands reached out for him.




  Unable to deny her, he climbed onto the bed. In one swift movement, he pushed her legs wider and mounted her, pushing all the way inside her in one powerful thrust. Oh gods, it was like entering into paradise; the sheer bliss of her tight inner walls squeezing his cock. It had been too long since he’d felt a woman this way. This was something he wanted to feel again and again...




   




  Back in the present...




   




  “Yessssss, oh, Neman!”




  Hearing her scream out her pleasure heightened his own passion, and he was unable to hold back; the force of his release hit him harder than a warlock’s spell. Spewing forth into Vanessa’s tight, slick passage, Neman was in awe of the powerful encounter with this strangely beautiful woman. Every possessive instinct screamed at him to claim her and not let her go. Her eyes were sleepy and sated.




  “Oh, wow, you’ve totally blown my mind. No man is ever going to be the same again,” she said with a soft sigh.




  He watched her body relax. The thought of her with another man was unsettling. Slowly, he withdrew from her, instantly missing the hot, wet comfort of what felt like home, like a place he belonged. He laid small kisses over her eyes in gratitude.




  “I know, sweetness—sleep now.” He looked down upon the naked mortal he’d just bedded. What craziness possessed him? He’d never brought a woman into the depths of his Zigg before. Her staying wasn’t an option. She wouldn’t retain much of a memory of him in her inebriated state. This was no place for a human, let alone a tempting siren such as this one. As much as it killed him inside, he knew he could not keep her. He would find out where she belonged and return her, for her own safety.




  He trailed his hand over her soft skin and lust flared once again. In his rush to be buried inside her, he had not taken the time to fully taste and explore this wondrous beauty. A smile snaked across his face. The night was still young. Maybe a little more exploring of her lush body wouldn’t do any harm; he would take her home afterward.




  Chapter 2




  “Wake-up, sleepyhead, wake-up, sleepyhead, wake-up, sleepyhead, wake-up, sleepyheaaaaaaaaaaaaddd!”




  Nessa’s arm stumbled out, her hand feeling for the thing which was splitting her head, and she promptly threw her eleven-inch tall, flower-shaped, alarm clock out of the open window, giving a satisfied, yet painful, grin when she heard it shatter into a thousand pieces on the sidewalk, two stories below. Whatever possessed her to buy a Sister Act alarm clock in the first place, was beyond her. It was another of her stupid “I like that movie a lot” phases.




  A jumbo jet was roaring in her head, her mouth tasted like jet fuel and she couldn’t remember what she’d done last night. She forced her eyes open. Surely it hadn’t been too bad, if she was home in bed. She pulled off her bed sheet, looking down at her body. Okay, she was naked. Whatever she had done, she prayed to God she hadn’t done it in the raw. Unlike an ostrich, she didn’t have the head or the ass to hide herself in a hole. She breathed in. Mmmmm, what smells so yummy? She sniffed again; it kind of smelled like chocolate. Following her nose, she sniffed at herself. Why did she smell like chocolate? Had she taken a chocolate bath last night? Only in her dreams, dreams of a tall, dark, handsome, sword-wielding man, all over her, in her. She sighed out loud. Oh cripes, even breathing hurt. She lay back, closing her eyes. Maybe if she went to sleep, she’d dream of a chocolate bath and remember it. A loud banging forced her eyes open.




  “Oh cripes, go away.”




  The banging continued relentlessly, forcing her to grab her sheet off the bed, wrap herself up and trudge to her front door to peer though the view hole. The figure on the other side was tall, dusty blond, slightly muscular, with hazel eyes, impeccably dressed in a pale lemon polo shirt, tan khaki pants and continental loafers.




  “Yoohoo, honey? Are you in there?”




  Nessa yanked open the door, clamping her hand over her best friend’s mouth, before he uttered another word. “Shhhh, even the walls make noise,” she whispered and winced.




  Darren pulled her hand from his mouth, barging past her into the small apartment and through the living room into her kitchen. She followed.




  “Well, coffee and aspirin are a sure-fire cure for a hangover, honey. I was worried about you last night—you didn’t answer your phone. Is he gone?”




  “Who?”




  “Oooh, aaaah, oh yeah, baby! Larry.”




  The full force of last night hit her like a ton of bricks. She sat down on the chair, feeling sicker than the hangover already making her head pound.




  “Oh, now I remember—the worst day of my life.”




  Darren sat down and patted her arm. “I wouldn’t say the worst day; remember last year’s work picnic?”




  “Shut up. You’re not helping.”




  “Hey, do you smell chocolate?”




  Darren started sniffing the air, his nose getting increasingly closer to her body.




  “Darren, you know I love you, but will you please stop sniffing me?”




  “You smell like chocolate.”




  “I know.”




  “And you’re wearing a sheet.”




  “I know.”




  “Why are you wearing a sheet?”




  “Because I woke up naked, okay?”




  “So, why do you smell like chocolate?”




  He looked her up and down.




  “I don’t know. I can’t remember much past drinking in some tavern last night. Maybe I ate a whole candy store.”




  “Uh, huh. Do you know you have the biggest hickey I’ve ever seen on your neck?”




  “What?” Nessa jumped up and ran into her bathroom to check her neck in the full-length mirror. True to Darren’s words, along her neck was a purple bruise. Curious, she pulled down the sheet to study the rest of her body; what could only be teeth marks ran all down her body and breasts. There was a small tattoo on the right side of her hip. Two triangles faced each other, a red circle ran around the edges, encasing the triangles.




  “Oh my God, how did I get those?”




  “I’m guessing it wasn’t fancy-pants Larry,” Darren said behind her. “Got lucky and laid last night, did we? Even drunk, at least you could have come up with a more imaginative tattoo.”




  Nessa recovered her body. “I don’t remember getting a tattoo; it doesn’t hurt, though.” Giving the mark a rub though the sheet, she said, “Everything from last night was a fuzzy blur...and a cat.”




  “A cat?”




  “What are you, a bloody parrot?” She gripped her head; it was pounding away. “I don’t know what I’m talking about.”




  Darren gave her a sympathetic hug. “Have a shower. I’ll make some coffee—it’ll help clear your head. But I must say, I do like the chocolate smell you have going.”




  “Get out.” She pushed Darren to the bathroom door.




  “All right, bossy boots.” He closed the door and started singing the show tune from Oklahoma, “I’m just a girl who can’t say no...”




  Groaning, Nessa turned on the shower, hoping to drown out the sound of her overly happy best friend clattering around in her kitchen. She stepped into the cold spray to help ease some of the aches in her body, pressing her head against the cool tiles.




  Getting home from work early the previous day, Nessa opened the door of her apartment, to find her boyfriend of six months, naked, bending the equally naked, skinny, next-door neighbor, aptly named Bunny, over the sofa and rooting her like a rabbit. Nessa supported him to help his acting career take off, and she’d thought she loved him. Note to self: burn sofa first chance I get. He calmly kept fucking Bunny while saying, with a stupid grin on his face, “Hey baby, wanna join in? I always wanted a threeway.”




  Humiliated, Nessa’s temper flared. “Get your lazy, non-working, lying, cheating ass out of my place and take your fucking rabbit with you! Or, I’ll shove a red-hot poker so far up your ass, you won’t be able to sit down for the rest of your natural, scum-ridden life!”




  Nessa screamed, spun on her heels and ran back down the stairs. She kept walking, stubbornly swiping at the tears streaming down her face, while trying desperately to contact her best friend on her mobile to tell him what her cheating, now ex-boyfriend had done, but she only got his voicemail. Darren must have worked a double shift.




  She walked until she came upon a tavern. Nessa ventured into the bar and drank herself into oblivion, her drink of choice being Strawberry Snaps and Vanilla Dreams—sweet, smooth and highly alcoholic. The night then merged into nothing but a fragmented blur. Nessa swore she’d seen a cat and a hunk-a-luscious man, with the most amazing, golden eyes. Yes, golden eyes—at least she’d remembered something. Nessa looked down at the marks on her body. Maybe her dream hunk wasn’t a dream after all. Great! She’d met the man of her dreams and couldn’t remember who he was, or what they did. From the evidence, they had done a great deal—just her rotten luck.




   




  Three days later...




   




  Neman paced; he couldn’t get her out of his head. He recalled every detail of her body, her pale blue eyes and her strawberry and vanilla scent, which maddened him. He left her in her apartment in the early hours of the morning after finding her purse back in the alley with her identification ID—Vanessa Myles. Just thinking about her made him hard and frustrated. He could find no trace of the demon he’d been tracking for the past month; Vanessa was just the candidate for the demon. She matched the profile of the demon’s past victims—the right age, eye and hair color. Women, just like his Vanessa. He shook his head. It was dangerous to think of her like that. One consolation of the hunt was he’d stopped the demon from killing her, instead, she’d ended up a victim of his own lust.




  He shook his head, throwing another dagger at the target board in his training room. It hit the bull’s-eye dead on. Having sex with her should never have happened, yet more than anything, he wanted it to happen again. Three days of continual hunting and hard physical workouts in an attempt to forget the encounter with his Vanessa, but still he was mentally and physically frustrated. “Damn it all to hell.”




  “Someone’s in a good mood; not got your Gorlon Kat demon yet, Neman?”




  “What do you want, Slazzamar?” Neman stalked across the room, wrenching each blade from the worn target board, not bothering to look at the half-elf/half-demon creature leaning against his weapons cage. Slazzamar served as messenger and general liaison and spy between the Realms; he was often more trouble than he was worth, as no secret worth keeping could ever be kept by him, but he often brought Neman news or the whereabouts of particular demons he was hunting. Neman once saved the elf’s life, finding the elf in a fight with a Shadow demon he’d been sent to gather information on. Ever since, Slazzamar popped in and out at random, thinking he was repaying Neman with tidbits of information he gleaned from the Lower, Outer and Human Realms.




  “I have recently come across a luscious piece of information you’re just going to love. It seems the Lower and Outer Realms are buzzing about a prophecy which is about to take place.”




  “I don’t care for prophecies and less for rumors, unless you know where the Gorlon Kat demon is.”




  “If I knew that, then it wouldn’t be a rumor, but fact.”




  “All the better. Now piss off, before I need another target for my board.”




  Slazzamar glanced at the shredded Supernatural poster. Everyone who was anyone knew Neman never missed and to never get in the way of his blades. “Wait a minute, you let it get away? The mighty demon hunter let his quarry get away?”




  “I needed to rescue a helpless, human woman.” What the hell was he doing, defending his actions to Slazzamar?




  “Was she pretty, this helpless human woman? Did she reward you properly for her rescue?” Slazzamar twitched his pointed ears, before smoothing back his long white hair.




  “If you know what’s good for you, Slazzamar, you’ll keep your trap shut.” But that was just the problem—he never did.




  “I love humans, so frail, so fuckable.”




  Neman swiveled on his booted heel, a movement quicker than any mortal eye could see. He’d embedded the six throwing daggers deeply into the target board. Each dagger landed directly on the faces of the actors on the poster, pinned onto his target board, destroying the fragile paper in the process. His anger flared, as he turned on Slazzamar. “State what you want, then get out.”




  “Hey, don’t kill the messenger. I don’t go demanding payment—my services come free of charge.” Slazzamar held up his hands. “I just thought you might want to know the prophecy contained info about the ‘Chosen One’—you know, the being of great power, who is destined to heal the fractures between the Realms and bring peace.”




  “That’s hardly news, Slazzamar.” Neman picked two long sabers from his weapons rack, and tossed one toward Slazzamar, who caught the hilt. He knew the prophecy, vaguely. The story was about a powerful prince who would send the demons back to hell and seal the fracture which allowed them to leak out. The fracture had been there for hundreds of thousands of years. Neman doubted the prophecy’s validity. The Outer Realms had been warring with the Lower Realms for as long as anyone could remember. The fracture accounted for most of the demons Neman had to track and kill in the Human Realm, the Realm in which he also dwelt.




  “Spar with me, and I may decide not to kill you for bringing me useless information.”




  “Where are your slaves today?” Slazzamar jumped to his feet. Despite his frail, skinny frame, Slazzamar was deceptively nimble and strong.




  “Mark and Mona have the week off, and I’ve told you before, they are not my slaves.” Neman lunged to attack, feeling the need to beat the crap out of something to help improve his glum mood over not having Vanessa.




  “Touchy—you’re in a worse mood than I’ve ever seen you.” Slazzamar jumped out of the way, deflecting Neman’s blow. “Since when has my information been useless? Oh, you’re going to love this one. It’s a real, as the humans, say ‘doozy.’”




  “Stop fucking about and tell me,” Neman responded, jumping forward and swinging his blade in quickly. Slazzamar caught it with his own blade, pushing Neman back.




  “The whole Lower Realm and all the demon rulers are in a panic; a woman is pregnant with this great ‘prince,’ and now the race is on to find her and kill both her and the child before it’s born.”




  “Who is the woman?” Curiosity got the better of Neman.




  “Isn’t this the mystery everyone will kill to discover? You’d better roll out the welcome mat, Neman, because they’re on their way to you.”




  Neman frowned, lowering his sword. “What do I have to do with this?”




  Slazzamar laughed, making Neman’s blood run cold.




  “You really should brush up on your prophecies, Neman. For an ex-god and demon hunter, you really are thick.”




  Neman growled, taking a menacing step towards the half-elf/half-demon.




  “I am still a god, Slazzamar, so unless you want to move to the top of my hit list, spill it.”




  “You’re the Daddy, Daddy-O.”




  Neman snorted. “Ridiculous, there is no way...” He stopped midsentence, suddenly thinking of Vanessa. His idiocy was now complete. He hadn’t even thought of such a thing while his naked cock felt so good sliding into her unprotected, wet heat. Damn. The way he’d been unable to resist her...she’d been anointed by the gods, a potent ointment, known to be stronger than even Cupid’s arrow tip.




  “You know who she is, don’t you?” Slazzamar stepped forward, ears twitching at the information.




  Neman grabbed the creature by his black, skull-and-crossbones T-shirt, lifting him off his feet. “I want to see the scrolls.”




  “Bring your reading glasses, old man.” Slazzamar gripped Neman’s shoulders, immediately feeling the energy building, before the electric sizzle and pop.




  Neman looked around at the dimly lit archives of the Ancients. What did it make him? These archives were set up immediately before his time. Every modern scholar on earth would sell their souls to see the wealth of knowledge contained in these scrolls, tomes, tablets and books. Not surprisingly, Neman saw the bright flickering of computers down the far end of one hall.




  The long, marbled hall stretched for miles. Neman could feel the powerful spells hovering through the air, protecting the library from anyone, or any creature, who wanted to destroy it. But it was too valuable a source of information for all races for them to want to. It also served as neutral territory for warring races, Realms and any others, who needed to resolve their disputes.




  Slazzamar managed to untangle himself from Neman’s grip during the teleport.




  Neman lowered his sword, knowing it was useless and glared at Slazzamar. “Well?”




  “Patience, Neman, patience.” Slazzamar strolled casually down the hall as if he owned the place, and Neman followed.




  Neman spent many years in this place, searching for a way to regain his stolen powers when his own relatives refused to help. He wanted vengeance on the demon, who had not only stolen his powers, but his whole life. Already skilled with a blade, Neman was forced to rely on his immortality and strength. He learned quickly, developing into a skilled and deadly warrior. He had thrown what was left of his life into hunting down and killing demons.




  Hooking a left turn into an older part of the archives, they walked past wall-to-wall stone shelving, with scrolls and clay tablets haphazardly stacked. At the end of the room was a long, stone table with scrolls laid out and opened.




  “These were translated from tablets a while back.” Slazzamar pointed to one of the scrolls. It was suspiciously laid out; no doubt, it had been read recently by others.




  Neman closed in, staring down at the opened scroll, the language as familiar to him as his own breath—Sumerian. “This was written after my fall,” he muttered, skimming over the words and noting the date—right between the fall of Sumeria and the rise of Assyria.




  “Well, it was written by Armod.”




  Neman realized Armod was an old priest from his temple. But Neman still could not believe he was to be the father of the prophesied “prince,” who, in theory, had to be powerful enough to seal a fracture as great as the one between the Realms. Only an extremely powerful god could do something like that; most gods were too caught up in their own affairs to even bother doing such a thing.




  Fallen god of Ur shall rise again to sow his seed in the womb of the willing mortal, precious is she chosen to greatness. The moons shall shine brightly in his eyes. And the prince shall be brought forth, strong with the power to unite the powers under the heavens and earth. What is torn shall be made whole, what is broken shall be mended. Beyond the earthy planes.




  “Firstly, I’m not a fallen god, and my powers were stolen; secondly, there is no date or timeline here, and how the heck does anyone know a woman is pregnant with this supposed ‘prince’?”




  “Keep reading, Sherlock.” Slazzamar leaned against the ancient stone table.




  Chosen, marked, anointed is she, by her mark shall she be chosen. Stone of knowledge will shine like the stars, the moon glow in the season of the Chosen One, she shall bring forth the prince. Great peril, great evil awaits her. Beware, beware the evil ones, who seek to destroy. Now is the time of her beauty, now is the time to heal all things. Beware. If the God of Summer fails, darkness shall forever fall. Under the heavens, over the lands, over seas, over every kingdom, evil will reign to the end of time.




  Typically cryptic, but Neman got the main meaning. Anyone who wanted to retain any semblance of power in the Lower Realm would be after a helpless, pregnant woman. Doom and gloom for everyone, if the prophecy wasn’t fulfilled.




  “Fuck!”




  “Oh, I think the fucking part is already over.” Slazzamar grinned evilly. “There are a few bits and pieces missing, but you get the gist of it. They have already been looking for her, Neman; I suggest you find her before they do. Personally, I don’t want darkness over all the lands—there’s enough shit to deal with as it is.” Slazzamar crossed his arms over his chest.
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