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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.




  Neman knew Slazzamar was right—he needed to find her again, and before the demons did. But how could he have missed this? This prophecy was as much about him and this woman as about this “prince,” created to bring peace. It was another pathetic way the gods amused themselves and palmed responsibility off onto others.




  Neman’s anger flared. Vanessa was an innocent; as much as she had been created to bring forth a prophecy, Neman realized, she had been created only for him.




  Neman looked up and turned toward the glowing Stone of Knowledge on the table. His shoulders sagged; they were both in it, whether they liked it or not. He needed to find whether Vanessa was his chosen one and whether he impregnated her.




  Chapter 3




  “Hi, Frank, what’s your torment today? Salmonella Special or drop-dead pork rolls?”




  The bald-headed, middle-aged, potbellied janitor, who had large ears making him look like a taxi cab with both doors open, was clearly unimpressed with Nessa’s humorous take on the cafeteria food.




  “I’m going for the heart-clogging, artery-hardening chips, covered in extra salt and sauce!” she said, cheerily reaching over him to help herself to the tray of chips and pile them on her plate.




  She’d been craving fatty chips all day and now indulged her craving. Mercy General Hospital in Sydney was known to have the worst food in the vicinity. The staff knew if you cared for your health, you brought your own lunch from home. But today, a headache made Nessa sleep in later than she’d intended; now, she was without her alarm clock. Note to self: buy new alarm clock. Second note to self: don’t get a hangover and throw it out the window again.




  With her fries smothered in tomato sauce, she weaved her way through the peak-lunch-hour-crowded tables. Darren was waving at her from a table in the far corner, so she made a beeline for it.




  “Gracious, girl, you want to end up a patient here?” Darren grimaced at her suffocating chips as she slid into the chair opposite.




  “I slept in. So sue me.”




  “I’ll go get the coronary paddles ready after lunch.” Darren pulled out his perfect tuna and salad lunch.




  Nessa rolled her eyes.




  “Not everyone is as perfect as you.” She shook her head. “You know, I don’t know what it is, but I’ve had the weirdest morning on record. I’m all achy, I swear my abdomen is swollen, my breasts hurt and I didn’t drink a drop last night. I’ve been starving all day long, and yet, I’ve eaten everything in sight.”




  “Uh-huh. Well, those aren’t going to help; it sounds like you’re premenstrual, honey.”




  Nessa tossed several fries into her mouth, chewing them thoughtfully. “Gee, thanks, Mum. I know it can’t be that; maybe I’m just coming down with something.”




  “Only you would punish yourself by coming into work sick.” Darren stuck his fork into his salad.




  “Well, I don’t want to stick around the apartment in case idiot Larry turns up; I got rid of his junk only yesterday.”




  Darren chuckled. “Took you long enough. So, is it in a pile outside the apartment?”




  “And litter Sydney with more useless junk? Please, I like to think of myself as an environmentalist; it’s in the dumpster out back.”




  Darren studied her for a brief moment. “You’re looking kind of pale, honey. Maybe you should go home.” He slipped a fork full of tuna into his mouth.




  Nessa licked the sauce off her fingers. She and Darren had been friends for six years and counting, ever since Nessa got her job in Medical Records, otherwise known as “the dungeon” of the hospital. Darren, a nurse in the ER department, strode in with a pile of records for her to file. He quickly picked up on her quirky sense of humor, and she made instant friends with the seriously gay nurse. Ever since, they shared many ups and downs, date disasters, girls’ nights in and out on the town—after all, they both had similar taste in men.




  “Maybe I should just give up on men altogether and buy myself a cat.” She sighed.




  “Don’t you bloody well dare. I’m allergic to cats.”




  “No, you’re not.”




  “Oh yes, I am—I’m especially allergic to single women with cats.” Darren dodged the chip Nessa threw at him. “I haven’t given up on love yet, and I’m not about to let you give up either.”




  Nessa smiled fondly at her friend. “Thanks, Darren. What would I do without you?”




  The two friends finished their usual lunchtime break before heading back to their designated workstations.




  “Back to the dungeon again.” Nessa sighed, fatigue setting in.




  “Nurse Manny is off again—I have to work a double tonight.”




  “No rest for the wicked, eh? I’ll see you tomorrow, then?” Nessa turned, and a sudden wave of dizziness hit her. “Darren!” she managed to croak out before her view of the world tilted, descending into darkness.




  * * * * *




  “Am I in Hell?” Nessa cracked her eyes open, seeing Darren’s worried face hovering above her.




  “If Hell is Mercy Hospital ER, then sure, honey.”




  “What happened?”




  “Casper has nothing on how white you went before taking a vertical nap. You’ve been out for a good hour and the docs have run a few tests. I told them you were stressed from a recent break-up, but, Nessa, they found something else, as well.”




  Nessa swallowed with sudden worry. “Please tell me they found out I was switched at birth and I’m really the daughter of a wealthy billionaire.”




  “If only we were all that lucky. Nessa, there’s no easy way to tell you and better coming from me, than Dr. Deranged out there.”




  “Will you just tell me?”




  “Honey, you’re pregnant.”




  “Pregnant?” Nessa repeated, as if she hadn’t heard the word in her life before.




  “Yes, you’re pregnant.”




  “What do you mean, I’m pregnant!” Nessa’s voice bordered on the hysterical.




  “Up the duff, bun in the oven, with child, expecting, knocked up.”




  “Thank you, Mr. Walking Thesaurus!” Nessa snapped.




  “Honey, I’m always here to help...ooh, I’m going to be an uncle.” He clapped his hands together excitedly.




  “You’re a pain in the ass.”




  “Oh God, I hope so. Have you seen the new doctor on staff? Mmmmm-mmm, scrumptious, I’d like to be the pain in his ass.”




  Nessa sat up, grabbing onto Darren’s white uniform. “Darren, there is no way I can be pregnant. I was told I’m sterile.”




  “Well, sweetie, you’ve just proved every medic you saw is a quack, unlike me, a true professional, so...” Darren leaned in closer, “...who’s the lucky daddy?”




  Still not believing it possible, she could only think of one candidate.




  “Oh God, it can’t be Larry.” She groaned, covering her eyes with her hand.




  “The knucklehead, I’ll-bone-anything-that-breathes Larry? It’s only been three days since you caught him doing I’ll-fuck-anyone-who-has-two-dollars-slut neighbor.”




  “I know, but it’s been three weeks since we had sex, and we always used condoms—Larry insisted on it. Auntie Flow visited just last week!”




  Darren gasped horror.




  “A three-week dry spell? Oh, honey. Well, condoms aren’t foolproof, as you now know, and you can still get bleeding spots when you’re pregnant.”




  “Oh God, this can’t be happening.” Nessa dropped her head into her hands.




  Darren sighed. “Honey, I’ll go get an ultrasound ordered for you as soon as possible. The doctor can determine when the little miracle was conceived. In the meantime, go home and get some rest.”




  “Darren?” Nessa grabbed her best friend’s hand, panic suddenly gripping her. “You won’t abandon me, will you?”




  “You kidding, Nessa? I’m stuck on you like glue, honey. We’ll get through this and raise the little hellion together. Big Uncle Darren, hmm...I like the sound of that.”




  Nessa smiled. “Thanks, Darren, you’re the best.”




  “Oh, I know—just make sure you spread the knowledge around a bit more. I can’t get pregnant, but I can sure have fun trying.” He gave her a Darren-knows-best grin. “Off with you now. I’ll come by and check on you when I knock off work tonight.”




  Nessa climbed down from the examination table and gave him a hug.




   




  Deep in the bowels of the Lower Realm...




   




  Cowering, Fernos of Gorlon inclined his head, simpering toward his mistress. His skin still sizzled from the scorching blow she landed on him in her rage. Jezebel, Great Demoness and queen of her domain, flicked back her silken, dark green robe, shimmering in the dimly lit cavern.




  “You let a potential Chosen One live!” Jezebel screeched. She did not like raising her voice, and doing so enraged her all the more. “I give you one simple task and you can’t even complete that! I should kill you where you stand.”




  Ever since one of her informants told her the time of the Chosen One was drawing near, she decided to make a pre-emptive strike and kill this supposed Chosen One before the prophecy could come to pass and end her plans for domination of the Outer and Human Realms. Using the possible age and description of a mortal woman, who may have been Chosen, she’d sent Fernos, one of her most vicious tracking demons, to kill the Chosen One. She didn’t care if any innocents were killed in the process; they were only casualties of the cause—her cause.




  “Mercy, my Queen, allow me one more chance to prove my worth. Many women have already died by my claws—any of those could have been the Chosen One. My Queen, prophecies are always unclear. It was never guaranteed she was the right one.”




  Jezebel swiveled on her dais, glaring at Gremlock, her second-in-command—the one she charged to do all her killing when she didn’t feel bothered to take part in the perverse pleasure herself.




  “Neman came before I could kill her, my Queen. He has been hunting me,” the Gorlon Kat demon hissed.




  “You left her near Neman? Get back there and kill this woman. I don’t care if I have to destroy every last woman on Earth—I want this Chosen One dead. I will not spare you a second time, Fernos!” She knew, if this prophecy came to pass, she’d be out on her ass. Jezebel’s hunger for power and wealth was too great to allow that to happen.




  Slazzamar the Sneak came striding into the chamber, stopping just before the stairs of Jezebel’s throne, curiously watching Fernos simper away. “My Queen.” Slazzamar bowed, with an overly dramatic sweep of his arm.




  “You had better be bringing me good news, Slazzamar.”




  “Very good, if you’re willing to pay.” His violet eyes were rimmed with red, and his white hair shimmered down his back.




  Jezebel knew his price. It was a small one for his continued information and service to her. So far, his information about the prophecy proved more valuable than her own network of spies.




  “Leave us now.” She snapped the order, in a tone no one under her command would dare disobey.




  Demons scrambled out like rodents. Slazzamar stayed where he was until the last one scurried out. He approached her. “I bring news of Neman and the woman you seek.”




  Jezebel walked around her throne to the entrance to her chambers. Slazzamar followed.




  “It seems the mating has already taken place and Neman knows the whereabouts of the Chosen One.”




  “Then my attempt to find the woman, before she was implanted, has failed. I will now have to destroy her, before the child is born.” Jezebel was enraged at the failure of her servants.




  “That will not be easy, as he has read the prophesied scrolls and knows. No doubt, he will protect her until she delivers, and then, you’re pretty much screwed.”




  “Then you will find her and report to me. I will see to her destruction. You can name any price, Slazzamar.”




  The demon elf grinned, stepping closer to her and running his hand down the side of her arm.




  She endured it, as it was a part of the price Slazzamar wanted for his services. Male or female, it didn’t matter to this pathetic creature. Slazzamar loved to fuck.




  “You know, Jezebel, if Neman ever finds out you’re the one who stole his powers, what’s the human expression? ‘Your ass will be in a sling.’” He sniffed at her neck, as his hands roamed over her ass.




  “That is none of your concern, Slazzamar.”




  “I will find the woman and I will think about what I want. For now, I want you to go over to the bed—I want your ass this time.”




  Jezebel lifted her skirt and complied with a smile. Slazzamar was a skilled lover and his touch wasn’t repulsive. After all, she was Jezebel, she had not earned her reputation by selling candy to children.




  Chapter 4




  Sniffing the late-evening air, Neman scented Vanessa before he caught sight of her walking down the sidewalk. Tight, blue shirt, stretched across her beautifully ample breasts, she shifted the paper shopping bags in her arms. The shirt separated from the denim miniskirt she wore. As he glimpsed her bare midriff, all it took was the smell of her and he wanted her again. To Neman, she was a true beauty, the fading sunlight picking up streaks of natural gold and copper in the long wavy hair falling down her back.




  He remembered the sweet, pale thighs wrapped around him as he took her repeatedly. Neman’s fingers itched, his mouth watered to taste her again. If he had more than his basic powers, he would have been able to sense if she were carrying his child or not. Now, he needed to find out with more straightforward methods. He wondered if she even knew of the possibility. Neman doubted it, considering how inebriated she had been a few nights ago.




  He leaned against his Ducati ST3—the bike he’d teleported from the States—as it was the best mode of transport to use in the Sydney streets. He pondered his next course of action. If anyone suspected she could be the “Chosen One,” then he’d have no choice but to protect her. By now, Slazzamar would have told anyone and everyone he knew who the Chosen One was, the little rat bastard.




  Neman cursed the fates, understanding the little scent trick they used to make her irresistible. Somewhere along the line, they anointed him. There was no real way to tell how or when—it could have happened anytime, as an anointing could stay with a person, dormant, until they met the one for whom they were anointed. With Neman’s long history, it could have happened at any time in the past six thousand years. Anger boiled up inside him at being used like this. He would need to have a serious talk with Manuan, God of Fate and Destiny, the next time he saw him. Though he was a tricky bastard to get hold of, for he always knew when you wanted to see him. Neman turned his attention back to the woman across the street.




  An angry expression crossed Vanessa’s face as she stared at a car in one of the parking spaces, right before her face morphed into a menacing grin. Swiftly setting down her bags, she rummaged through one of them. Neman watched curiously, while she produced a large potato. She walked around to the back of a red, Alpha Camaro and shoved the vegetable up the exhaust pipe, kicking it in deep, so it lodged firmly. With a satisfied humph, she collected her bags and went inside the tall apartment block.




  Neman made a note to himself to keep her away from his cars. The woman was clearly crazy. Pushing away from his bike, Neman followed her inside. This was another moment in his life when he didn’t have a plan. As he started up the stairs, a man’s voice rang through the stairwell—loudly cursing.




  “You stupid, fat bitch!” This was followed by a loud crash of what sounded like glass.




  Neman’s heart pounded; had someone already found her? Neman raced up the stairs, burst into her apartment, and darted to the side to avoid a flying glass. Narrowly missing his head, it shattered on the wall behind him. He blinked in confusion. Vanessa had two figurines in her hand. A short, skinny man leaned forward, waiting for an opportunity to launch himself at her. Neman reacted, grabbing the man before he could jump, and pinned him to the wall by his throat. The man’s eyes bulged, as he clawed at Neman’s hand and struggled to breathe.




  “Whoa, baby! Where did you come from?” Nessa dropped the objects, a pink Hello Kitty cat and a small nodding Buddha.




  “Did he harm you?” Neman demanded. “I will kill him without even a second thought, if he has dared harm you.”




  “Hey, Mr. Chippendale, put him down. He may be a lying, cheating bastard, but he doesn’t deserve to die.”




  He felt the heat of Vanessa’s soft hand on his arm, her electrified touch surging through him. Neman dropped the weasel of a man and he crumpled to the ground. Neman turned on Vanessa; her blue eyes held concern mixed with a hint of fear. Her close proximity made him want to pull her into his arms to kiss her breathless. She took a deep breath then, her nostrils flaring, her eyes widening with sudden shock and she hastily backed away from him. It was good to know she was as affected by him, as he was by her.




  “Holy crap, you smell like chocolate!”




  “Remember me, now, do you?” He gave her a seductive smile. “You still smell like strawberries and vanilla.”




  Her blue eyes widened further, as she swallowed deeply.




  “I’m calling the cops.” The weasel pulled himself to his feet. “Throw both your asses in jail.”




  Vanessa glanced past him to the weasel. “Larry, get out!” she yelled, glaring at the man.




  “This weasel is your boyfriend?” An unfamiliar surge of jealousy ran through Neman.




  “Yes!”




  “No!” they both snapped in unison.




  “Ex-boyfriend and complete asshole. He is trespassing.”




  “I came to collect my belongings.”




  “All of your crappy shit is now out in the dumpster out back,” she hissed at the weasel.




  “Why you no good bitc—”




  Before he could complete the sentence, Neman pinned him again. Irrational rage boiled to the surface; this man had touched her before he did. Neman was certain no man would ever touch her again—he would see to it.




  “You ever insult, look at, or even breathe in her direction again, I know more than a hundred ways to kill you, slowly and painfully.” Neman grabbed the little weasel by the scruff of the neck, propelling him toward the door, and throwing him out before slamming it shut, then sliding the bolt into place.




  “What did you ever see in a weasel like that?” Neman turned back to Vanessa.




  “A moment of desperate insanity, which will never happen again!”




  Her gaze swept him from head to toe and back again. He saw awe, wonder and desire in her eyes. She took a step forward, then retreated.




  “I’m not going to hurt you, Vanessa.” He kept his tone calm. When he moved closer to her, she backed up farther, and the back of her legs caught on the white coffee table in the center of the room. Unbalanced, she started to topple backwards. Neman darted forward, catching her before she fell, and tugging her securely into his arms. Instantly, white-hot desire for her overruled all his other senses. The warmth of her body, the sweetness of her breath, coming in rapid little pants, the feeling of her pulse accelerating, all made his body burn for her. One of her hands gripped his biceps, while the other pressed against his chest, feeling his own rapid heartbeat. He wanted her again, right now.




  “Y-you’re the one who left those marks on my...my...”




  Neman smiled watching her blush so beautifully. “On your gloriously, perfect body. Are they still there? Can I see?” Watching as his husky tone sent a shiver washing over her body, she blinked. The rapid change of expression was amazing to watch.




  “Hold the phone! You took advantage of me when I was drunk,” she accused, but made no attempt to struggle or pull out of his arms.




  “Sweetness, I do not remember you complaining. Besides, it was you who took advantage of me, I simply went along for the ride, and what a ride it was. A ride I wish to repeat.”




  * * * * *




  What was better than ditching a cheating ex-boyfriend? Revenge sex with the best-looking man on the planet! As he held her in two strong, powerful arms, she could see his muscles bulging beneath the black of his shirt. Oh boy, did it feel good. The drool factor for this guy was off the charts. Move over, Hugh Jackman—this man was beyond beautiful. High masculine cheekbones, strong square jawline and his chin, he had a cute little dimple in the middle.




  Nessa could easily imagine flicking her tongue over it; she could nibble and explore his face for hours on end. His dark, tanned skin had the most ethereal gleam to it, calling her to run her tongue over every dip and hollow of his body. She could spend months, even years, simply touching and tasting. Black, shoulder-length, lustrous hair...she itched to run her fingers through it, though she already knew it would feel soft and silky.




  Nessa’s libido was in a tailspin, her nipples reacting as if they already knew him and were begging for a reunion with those sensual, masculine lips. Golden eyes, which tilted up slightly, gave him an extra exotic aura, a touch of the dark and dangerous, barely suppressed below the surface. Those eyes she remembered—golden eyes, which looked at her as if she were his next meal to devour. Nessa cleared her throat, making some attempt to clear her lust-drunken brain.




  “You know, I’m not drunk anymore.” Who cares? Kiss him, lick him, touch him!




  “Even better—this time you will remember everything we do.”




  Yippee! both body and mind chimed in. Nessa swallowed at his sensual promise. He had a slight accent Nessa couldn’t quite place.




  “I don’t even know you.” Shut up, stupid brain! Her body screamed to be reacquainted with the sexiest man on the globe. He chuckled; he smelled oh so good. Now she knew where the chocolate smell came from. If ever she’d had a new addiction, it was him all over her. Oh, she wanted to be covered in it again. But there was something else nagging at the back of her still-functioning brain.




  “Why did you come back? I mean, there may have been no chance of me ever remembering you.”




  “Would you believe I couldn’t stop thinking about you?” She didn’t believe it, and that was the problem—what godlike man really wanted a plump, plain girl like her? Though the look in his eyes said he did.




  “Only if you had post-it notes stuck on your forehead with my name on them. Okay, so I’m an easy lay when drunk, that doesn’t mean you’re going to get lucky again.” Oh crap, now you’ve done it, motor mouth. Much to her body’s relief, he chuckled as he pulled her tighter against him. She felt his sizable erection poking against her lower belly. Oh my God! His lips found the base of her throat, starting to work over her skin.




  “Having you one time was not enough. I came back for more—I came back for you.”




  From anyone other than this golden, godlike man, those words would have sounded like a cheesy, pick-up line, but he sounded so sincere, Nessa couldn’t help but believe him.




  Now she knew why some people spontaneously combusted—her internal temperature soared. Her head rolled back of its own volition. Yes, he was going to get lucky again; so was she. As she wrapped her arms up around his neck, one of his hands slid into her hair, gripping the base of her skull.




  “I know you want me, Vanessa.”




  Yeah, who wouldn’t? His lips vibrated against her skin. Her pussy clenched, and she was soaked. Oh yes, she wanted him desperately and wasn’t about to deny it.




  “At least remind me of your name before I lose all my mental reasoning.”




  She gasped when he lifted her, as if she were no heavier than a can of her favorite strawberry soda.




  “Should I call emergency services for your back?”




  “I suppose a little repetition is in order, considering your last state of, as you say, ‘mental reasoning.’ One: you are in no way heavy. Two: my name is Neman. I’m sure you’ll be remembering it from now on. Three: you will be screaming it many times before we are through.”




  Complete self-assurance shone in his eyes—he was not boasting, just stating a simple fact. As he carried her through to her bedroom, Nessa should have been concerned why he knew the layout of her apartment. But when his lips covered hers, claiming her mouth with his, his tongue plunging possessively into her mouth and drinking every flavor of her down, she didn’t care. Boy, did he know how to kiss—every strum of his tongue, pull of his lips and grazing of his teeth told her he’d perfected it to an art. No kiss would ever again compare to this and, to think, it was only the beginning of what there was on offer. Nessa wanted the full tour of what he wanted to give; even then, she doubted it would ever be enough. Placing her on the bed, he gripped her uniform shirt, tearing the material off her body. She gasped at his strength.




  “Hey, that was my last work shirt.”




  “I’ll buy you anything you desire, drape you in earthly gems, but I want you naked, Vanessa.”




  He said it with such dominance, it made her heart flutter. He continued his assault on her clothing. Nessa no longer cared when she heard her skirt rip and yanked down her legs.




  “Hmmm, I remember giving you these.” He kissed the top of her shoulder, following the line of fading love bites down her body. Soft moans escaped her, as his hand skimmed up over her sensitive skin to the valley of her breasts. He gripped her bra, tearing it in the middle, pulling it off and tossing it casually aside.




  “You have magic hands,” Nessa told him, as he caressed her lower stomach.




  “Magic comes from the heart, not the hands, sweetness.”




  The top of his fingers hooked into her panties, yanking them down and off her legs. Totally bare before him, Nessa lowered her eyes to see where he stared. He examined her new tattoo. She swallowed, not sure how to explain the mark.




  “I don’t remember getting it done.” His gaze met hers, as he traced the pattern with his thumb. “I have no idea what it is; the things people do when drunk, huh?”




  “It’s an ancient symbol of a man and woman joining for eternity.”




  “Really? How do you know that?” Nessa rose up on her elbows, looking at him with suspicion. “You didn’t do it to me, did you?”




  “Sweetness, I did many things to you that night, but this was not one of them.” He bent, kissing the tattoo. “It also means you are very special.”




  She blinked at him in confusion. What is he talking about?




  “Oh, please, I’m not special; I’m just an ordinary ahhh...ooohhh...” Neman’s fingers, finding the core of her desire and closing over her swollen nub, cut off anything else she was about to say.




  “You don’t think you deserve a man like me?”




  His golden eyes intently regarded her. Her hips jerked off the bed, as he inserted a thick digit into her weeping heat. She couldn’t talk, but managed to nod. Something about this man compelled her to be totally honest.




  “Maybe I do not deserve a woman like you, my sweetness—we have much to learn together.”




  Plunging a second finger into her core, he slowly fucked her with his fingers— slow enough to make her tremble from need, yet not allow her release. She was not beyond begging.




  “Neman, please,” she gasped.




  “Tell me you are worthy of me and believe it.”




  His mouth found her breast and he took a large amount of it into his mouth, teeth scraping across her nipple, sucking in time with his thrusting fingers; the fire and ice running through her body was almost unbearable. Right now, he could ask her to tap dance, naked, on top of the Sydney Harbor Bridge, and she’d do it with a smile.




  “I am, I am worthy of you. I want you, Neman.” Huffing out the words in little pants, she could almost feel him smiling. He released her breast with a soft “plop,” before his face disappeared between her legs. Nessa gasped in shock when his hot tongue swiped over her clit, circled it several times before sucking it into his mouth. Three long, successive pulls and a climax ripped through Nessa’s body, while she screamed Neman’s name to the heavens. He kept a firm grip of her hips while she bucked, his mouth releasing her clit to slide into her core and lap up the flowing cream, riding her through the intense orgasm. But it wasn’t enough—she needed to be filled by him.




  “Neman, please, I want you inside me.”




  “And I shall be, my sweetness.”




  He licked his lips, rising up over her and gripped onto her hips. He flipped her over, easier than a ragdoll, before pulling her up onto her hands and knees.




  “Hold on to the headboard.”




  Excited at the new position, she scrambled to comply. At thirty-two, she hadn’t a heck of a lot of sexual experience; she’d only ever done it missionary style and once on top, but was scrapped when she was informed she was too heavy for the position. His hands smoothed over the globes of her ass.




  “Finer than the best alabaster, soft and round to fill my hand.”




  His teeth grazed across her ass cheeks, while his fingers ran down the crack of her ass.




  “I’ve had your sweet, wet channel, now I want you here.”




  She gasped—it didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out what he meant. His fingers found the little, puckered rosette, his fingers sliding up and down. Nessa tensed.




  “But I...I’ve never...”




  “You’re a virgin, here. Relax—I will not hurt you. I shall be the first and only one to enjoy you, a sweet virgin offering to the gods.”




  There was amusement in his voice. She trembled as he pushed his fingers into the slick opening of her pussy, losing the question which formed on the tip of her tongue.




  “Would you like that, to have me take your virgin ass?”




  Oh God yes! She’d never thought it a place she would enjoy having filled, but he made everything he did and say sound so pleasurable. It was turning her on even more. He pulled juices from her dripping pussy, sliding them up and over to lubricate her hole before working a thick, male finger inside. Nessa groaned, pushing her ass back onto the finger.




  “That’s a good girl,” he whispered, withdrawing his fingers.




  She yelped in surprise when she felt something cold and smooth slide over her ass crack. Glancing back over her shoulder, she saw he held the strawberry body cream she used. How it got from her dresser into his hand, she didn’t know. All thoughts flew from her mind as he worked the cream in, lubricating his fingers and her passage. She groaned louder when two fingers pushed inside.




  “I see where you get this alluring scent from, sweetness.”




  All this talk and no action was driving her to the brink of madness. “Less talk, more sex,” she groaned, feeling her ass being stretched.




  “Eager minx.”




  Once again, his fingers withdrew and were replaced by a larger pressure. Instinctively, Nessa pulled away, but Neman wrapped his arm tightly around her waist, his expert fingers finding her clit, and stroking the sensitive nub. She gasped, pushing back as he pushed his cock inside.




  “By the Great God Anu, you are tight, my sweet one,” he groaned.




  Nessa could hear the strain in his voice as he worked his way into her. She found the pressure was uncomfortable on one level, but not entirely. Nessa wanted more. Gently he pushed in, until he was seated deep inside her.




  How in hell have I let a complete stranger fuck me twice? Who cares, when it feels so fantastic? The rest of her body winning the argument, she gave herself over to the feeling of being ass fucked by Mr... Well, whoever he was, she’d find out and deal with the consequences later.




  “Aaaahhhhhhh oooh yessss, Neman!” she screamed out, as he tweaked her clit again. Every part of her body was striving to reach the highest peak. She wanted to rush toward the precipice and throw herself over with abandon.




  “Harder, Neman, faster!” she cried out. The slap of his front on her ass filled the room, along with pants and groaning. The force of his thrusts making her wonder if she’d get friction burns on her knees. She went flying over the edge; every nerve end zinged and tingled, as stars exploded behind her eyes.




  Neman growled deeply, as he came, declaring, “Yessss, Vanessa, you’re mine!”




  Oh yes, I am. Her arms collapsed onto the bed, her ass still high in the air impaled on Neman’s amazing cock. She felt him slip out and they both fell together.




  He pulled her into his arms and gently kissed her.




  “Are you all right?”




  Nessa’s whole body felt heavy and tired. Snuggling into Neman’s warmth, all she could do was give an unintelligible murmur, as her mind fogged over and she fell into a deep sleep.




  * * * * *




  Plan A was all shot to hell; now, what was he going to do? He cursed himself for being unable to control his lust around her. He checked the steady rhythm of her heart, no doubt exhausted from too many climaxes so early on in her state. He climbed off the bed, heading into her overly pink decorated bathroom to retrieve a washcloth. Then he came back and gently washed her clean. He would have to take better care of her from now on. How was he was going to explain who he was, why she was pregnant? Not to mention the length of her pregnancy and the method of delivery. He sighed, he would figure it out when the time came, and he knew he would have to tell her, sooner or later.




  He crawled back onto her bed, pulled her into his arms, cradling her against him, taking the time to let it absorb into his system, that his baby grew within her. The thought of having a family again never crossed his mind, since the theft of his powers and the death of his children. Finding the demons who’d taken his powers and exacting revenge consumed his every waking hour. Now things were changing once again. He had a new responsibility, whether he wanted it or not. Neman found himself wanting it. With Vanessa, he could have the things he’d been denying himself for thousands of years. He could not stop searching, nor would he give up his revenge. He’d just take a little detour. After all, immortality had its advantages. The only question which remained, is this a life she would want?




  Chapter 6




  It had taken him longer to locate Neman than usual. He sniffed the air, detecting Neman’s scent on a bike parked not too far from where Slazzamar leaned against the red brick wall of an apartment block and brooded. After eight hundred years of being treated as an outcast, no one caring if he lived or died, why hadn’t he developed a thicker skin against all the shit thrown at him? Only through hard work, determination and sheer hate was he able to pull himself out of the squalor of the Lower Realms.




  He had learned quickly that information meant power. Slazzamar made it his purpose to obtain information, to know something about everyone significant in the Lower and Outer Realms. Important creatures were willing to pay nicely to gain the upper hand on their enemy, to have someone snoop, or inform on a betrayer. So Slazzamar the Sneak was born. Although he made himself a vital source of information to many creatures, he was still treated with distaste and hatred. Everything he knew came with a dirty price. He always put his own pleasures above anything else, but this time he was fed up. He wanted something different, to feel something different. He no longer wanted to be Slazzamar the Sneak.




  His keen hearing picked up the sounds of passion, coming from the second-storey across the street. The deep growls of Neman and the moans and screams of pleasure from the woman he was fucking, softly echoed into the night.




  Jealously ripped through him. For once in his pathetic life, he wanted someone to want him for himself and not just as a reward for his services. He was no longer going to fuck whores, eager to pay him with sex. Slazzamar’s temper flared. He threw out a spell to dampen the noise before he poured his rage into destroying a nearby trashcan, kicking the metal object into a battered state. He didn’t want to alert Neman that he was tracking him. If Slazzamar could easily track Neman, then others would as well—it was only a matter of time. He placed his hand against the cool of the brick wall and took a deep, calming breath.




  “Whatever the bin did to you, I’m sure it deserved the beating it got,” a soft male voice said behind him.




  Slazzamar spun around, ready to attack the intruder, but stopped short when a youthful-looking human male, with dusty blond hair and hazel eyes, walked toward him without any hint of fear, only a look of curiosity. He was dressed in some kind of white uniform. Slazzamar’s gaze wondered over the younger man; he was pretty to look at with high cheekbones, a narrow nose and a strong jawline.




  “The age-old question: if a tree falls in the woods and no one is there to hear it, does it make a sound? But how do you flatten a metal trashcan without making a sound?”




  “I cast a spell,” Slazzamar said, before thinking.




  “A spell? Now that’s a neat trick—you’ll have to show me how to do that.”




  A brown satchel hung from the stranger’s left shoulder; his hazel eyes swept Slazzamar from head to toe.




  “You have the most amazing color hair I’ve ever seen, not quite white and not quite silver. And your eyes, wow—what color is that, lavender?”




  For the first time in his life, Slazzamar was dumbfounded by the stranger’s words; never in his long life had he been complimented like this.




  “Who are you?” Slazzamar asked. More to the point, why wasn’t this human afraid of his appearance? It wasn’t as if he looked exactly human with his elfin features. His white hair, skin tinged pink, and pointed ears were a dead giveaway, but this human didn’t seem to notice.




  “Darren Claymore at your service.”




  The man smiled at him, making his cheeks dimple on either side. He stuck out his hand, but Slazzamar made no move to touch him, his body reacting with a sudden surge of lust for the human. Touching him would be a mistake.




  “I’m just on my way to visit a friend in the building across the street. Want to come with me?”




  Slazzamar shook his head. Darren shifted his bag, stepping in closer to him. He was about half an inch shorter than Slazzamar. Slazzamar got his height from his father, the demon. Most elves were no more than five and a half feet tall. He sniffed at the human male, liking his spicy, sandalwood scent.




  “Have you been to a Star Trek convention this evening?” Darren asked, his eyes fixed on Slazzamar’s ears.




  Slazzamar hadn’t a clue what Darren was rambling about. He jumped back as Darren reached out, trying to touch him.




  “Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you,” Darren said, his brow furrowed, gazing at Slazzamar in concern. His hand fell by his side.




  This was another word Slazzamar was unfamiliar with—sorry. Slazzamar gazed at him in bemusement. He was confused and rather aroused by this man. Maybe this was some kind of trick, or test. The thought angered Slazzamar. He moved to grip Darren by the neck, shoving him roughly up against the wall, but not so hard as to hurt him, just enough to show his superior strength over the mortal and frighten him. “Have you come to test me, human?”




  “I’ve only just met you.” Darren’s pupils dilated with desire, and his breath quickened, as well as his pulse. Darren curled his hand around Slazzamar’s bicep, as if he enjoyed the show of strength.




  Slazzamar took note of his behavior. To this human, it was a turn-on to be pushed around. Darren’s touch heated Slazzamar to the bone. His cock hardened further.




  “I don’t know anything about tests.” Darren’s voice was lower, huskier.




  “How do you know I won’t tear you to pieces?”




  The man was looking directly into his eyes. He cleared his throat.




  “Even though I just met you and don’t even know your name, I trust you not to hurt me.”




  Darren was correct—he wouldn’t harm this human. Slazzamar removed his hand from Darren’s throat, but kept him caged in, his hands on either side of the man.




  “I am Slazzamar. I am not human. Does it not frighten you?”




  Darren shook his head. “You intrigue me. I’ve never seen anyone more beautiful in all my life. And if I have to believe you’re not human, so be it.”




  Slazzamar took a step back in stunned silence.




  Darren let out a slow breath, as if he needed to steady himself. “Look, I really need to see my friend, and if you want to wait out here, that’s fine. After that, I was thinking we could go back to my place, get to know each other a little better.”




  Slazzamar didn’t miss the suggestiveness in his tone. He realized he desired Darren with a ferocity which frightened and confused him.




  “What do you say?”




  Darren moved away from the wall, stepping trustingly close to Slazzamar.




  He did want to get to know this human, but Slazzamar couldn’t let the man go into the building, with the risk he would get harmed. Slazzamar cared about the possibility Darren could get hurt.




  “Where is your friend?”




  “On the second floor. Such a heartbreaker of a story. My friend Nessa caught her boyfriend fucking the next-door neighbor only a few nights ago. I mean honestly, what kind of parent names their kid Bunny, without expecting her to grow up into a man-humping whore? But then today, we find out Nessa is pregnant. Oh, how unlucky can you get? The poor thing—you know it’s good she has a friend like me.”




  Half of what he rattled off made no sense, at all, but Slazzamar did glean one valuable piece of information. Slazzamar looked up at the lights on the second floor, pointing to them.




  “Is she in that apartment?”




  “Yes. Do you know Nessa, too?” Darren asked, wide-eyed.




  “I know of her, but I would not go up there—your friend Nessa has company.”




  “Oh goodness, Larry’s come back again. I’d better call the cops.”




  Darren dug around in his pockets, pulling out one of those human gadgets Slazzamar had yet to learn how to use.




  Slazzamar snatched the phone from Darren’s fingers.




  “No calling the human law—this is an Outer Realm matter now. She is protected as long as Neman is with her.”




  “An Outer whater? And who is Neman?”




  “He is an ex-god, demon hunter and the baby’s father.”




  “Okay, you seem to know way more about this than I do. Who are you really? And give me back my phone, Mr. Slazzamar-I’m-not-human-and-scary-as-mud.” Darren pointed a finger at Slazzamar’s chest. His eyes danced, and his cheeks were flushed, making him all the more attractive.




  Watching Darren’s tongue flip around in his mouth as he spoke was beginning to make Slazzamar’s body burn, so he did the next thing that came into his head. He pressed Darren back against the wall again and kissed him, pushing his own tongue into Darren’s willing mouth. Beautiful was the word which popped into his mind as he tasted the spicy masculine flavor of this human man.




  Darren kissed him back with lost abandon, nibbling on Slazzamar’s lower lip. He hadn’t even noticed Darren winding his fingers up into his hair, while Slazzamar plundered his mouth over and over. This was something Slazzamar could easily become addicted to. A deep, husky groan and Slazzamar wasn’t sure if it came from Darren or himself.




  The sudden feel of the electricity in the air, the kind only magic or the presence of Outer Realm beings could provide, alerted him to danger. Slazzamar broke the kiss. Darren scrambled to pull him back. Slazzamar noticed the desire in Darren’s eyes and his aroused cock tenting his white pants. He pressed his fingers over Darren’s mouth to silence his protests.




  “Hush, be very quiet. Watch—if we are seen or heard, they will kill us.” Pulling Darren deeper into the shadows and keeping him tight against his body, he turned his attention back to the building across the street where he counted at least five shadowy figures creeping across the parking lot and vanishing inside.




  The game had begun and not due to any of his information. For once, his conscience was clear. Slazzamar felt the beating of Darren’s heart and his hot breath against his neck. He felt Darren’s fear, yet it was not for himself.




  “Nessa.”




  He cared for his friend. Slazzamar looked into Darren’s eyes, and even in the shadows, they picked up aspects of light, amazing Slazzamar. This human is beautiful. In that moment, Slazzamar decided that Darren was his.




  “Trust me, Darren—just watch.” Darren nodded, then turned to watch. All earthly hell broke loose on the second floor. Slazzamar could feel the magic bolts before the flashes of light. A woman screamed, glass shattered, Darren gasped and pushed against him, struggling to get free. Slazzamar used his strength to keep him pinned. The whole side of the second-storey wall blew apart. Slazzamar waited for the escape he knew Neman would make with the Chosen One.




  “There—you see.” He pointed to a couple running for their life across the car park, and toward them. “She is safe; do not fear, you will see her again.” With that, Slazzamar pulled Darren into a tight embrace. “Prepare yourself, human, now we go to my home.” Slazzamar let his power build, knowing the teleport would be covered with all the other magic in the air. With a telltale pop, they were gone.




  * * * * *




  Neman grabbed Nessa, pitching them both to the ground and rolling to cover her body with his. The explosion sent glass and debris flying everywhere and smoke billowed out from the gaping hole in the side of the building.




  “What in blue blazes!”




  Vanessa gasped from under him, her wide eyes staring at the almost total destruction of her small dwelling. Now was not the time to stare and gape. He pushed himself to his feet, pulling Vanessa along with him.




  “My apartment!” Her wide eyes stared up at the destruction of her home.




  “Sorry, sweetness, not much I can do about that. We have to run now.” He glanced over the visible parts of her body, checking her for injury. Seeing none, he kept a firm grip on her upper arm, tugging her at a hurried pace towards his bike.




  “Are you all right?” he asked. She seemed to be in a state of shock.




  “Oh yeah, bloody brilliant...what the hell is going on!”




  He didn't have time to explain. Two out of the five demons appeared in the crater they’d just created in the apartment-block wall, their glowing, red eyes searching for their intended targets. How, in the gods’ names, had they found her so fast? He swept up the helmet and placed it on her head, pushing it firmly down. He swiftly lifted her up, placing her on the back of the Ducati. The sheet wrapped around her body hiked up to show her creamy thighs straddling the bike.




  “Hang on, beautiful.” He mounted in front and her arms slipped around his waist, holding him in a death grip, fingers inches from his cock. Her naked thighs pressed against his. However, now was not the time to be thinking about sex. Even so, with just her pale, pink sheet wrapped around her body like a toga, leaving her thighs and arms exposed, he couldn’t help but want her again.




  Another bolt shot at their heads, splintering a power pole. His bike roared to life, the back wheel spinning with a burning of rubber before the tread caught traction, skidding them out onto the road, the falling poles and wires narrowly missing them. One of the demons hit the ground, running toward them. Neman pushed his bike into a higher gear and sped out of the demon’s reach. He could feel Vanessa’s trembling arms tighten in fright around him. He needed to get them far enough away to be able to teleport without being traced. Teleportation, although an easy way to get around, left a distinct signature. Any supernatural creatures with the ability to teleport could trace each other within the first ten to fifteen minutes of teleporting.




  “Where are we going?” Nessa’s voice was barely audible above the rushing wind.




  “Right now, anywhere away from here!” he yelled back. The warmth of her front pressed tightly against his back. He felt her body trembling in the cool night air.




  Cursing the demons for mounting a surprise attack, he noticed the energy in the air, giving him enough time to pull on pants, boots and shirt and wrap a confused, sleepy Vanessa in her bed sheet before carrying her to the back window and the fire exit. Vanessa screamed when the front door splintered loudly into thousands of pieces. Power bolts haphazardly flew, missing their targets and destroying everything else nearby. He was thankful they were lousy shots. Never weaponless, Neman managed to embed four daggers into the heart and head of three demons, when they came barging though the gaping hole they made in the door. Moving swiftly to lift Vanessa into his arms, and holding her tight against him, he’d leapt over the railing, landing easily on his feet from the two-storey drop.
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