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Note to the Reader


This is the second edition of Psyche Moon, the first
published in July 2013 exclusively on Amazon.com. After some great
reader feedback I decided to rework the story a bit. The storyline
is the same and only minor nuances have shifted that an attentive
reader might notice from book to book. If you've already read
Psyche Moon, you don't have to read it again to keep going.
You can continue on Billie and Sadie's journey in the coming books
without missing a step.

 


If this is your first foray into Billie and Sadie's
world, then welcome! Enjoy our adventure.

 



Dedication

 For all the
women in my life:

family, friends and lovers.

May you know endless beauty

and experience love without regret.

May your dreams be filled with wonders

and your lives imbued with magic.
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“A hungry wolf is not at rest.”




~ As quoted in Henry G. Bohn, A polyglot of
foreign proverbs, (1857) ~

 



Chapter 1

The music pulsed around
me, vibrating through my body, as I managed to weave through the
crowd without spilling merlot on myself or anyone else. Bodies
bumped and slid amongst each other, and I protected my drink with
one hand as I passed through the horde of bar patrons. Friday-night
partiers overflowed from every table into the open spaces so that
maneuvering through the masses felt like bouncing around in a
gumball machine.

I looked for a table anyway as I bumped
through the crowd. None were available inside, and that was just as
well. I preferred the openness of the patio – less suffocating with
people and cigarette smoke. People still puffed on cigarettes out
there, but at least outside in the fresh air, the smoke just
drifted away rather than choking me.

“Excuse me.” I had to practically yell to be
heard over the music, but the two young lesbians in front of me
blocked the doorway with their casual sprawl. They moved out of my
way graciously, though without looking at me. Too caught up in each
other to care about anything else, they seemed oblivious to the
crowd. Curiously, I touched the surface of their minds and found
they’d just met. Cute in their Goth corsets despite the overdone
makeup, they flirted and talked. Each found the other incredibly
sexy and fantasized about their later activities once they headed
home. Which home was still in question.

Their libidos raced in high gear,
automatically feeding my own. Damn it, I thought. I
should have more control than that. I’m not fifteen anymore. I
wasn’t used to crowds anymore, I realized, and my defenses were
slow. Mentally differentiating between my own responses and the
lesbians’ was like sifting through coins in a bowl. I could tell
them apart, but it took a moment. Sorting out my emotions, I left
their immediate vicinity. My phony physical arousal abated a
bit.

Still, I wished I wasn’t going home to an
empty bed. The eroticism of the crowd left me physically craving.
Loneliness had brought me there to begin with. Not to find someone
to take home, but to share in something outside of myself for an
evening. Annie had left me three months prior – three months to the
day in fact – and the lack of her warmth in my bed and in my life
still left me a bit raw.

I tried not to think about that as I scanned
the scene around me.

Outside, there were no free tables either –
not surprising considering Louie’s was the hottest gay club in
Boise and it was Friday night. However, a few free seats stood out
at already-occupied tables. I cast out my senses and found what I
was looking for – anonymity in a crowd. In one of the corners, two
men were absorbed in each other. They were friendly enough, but
they weren’t interested in outside conversation and they certainly
weren’t waiting for anyone. Everything they wanted sat right in
front of them.

I headed in that direction, bumping into a
drag queen who glared at my rudeness. I managed not to spill my
wine on either of us. Thank God. Ruining a queen’s dress is a
surefire way to get your ass chewed. I approached the targeted
table. “Hi. Mind if I sit here?”

One man, Hispanic with bright eyes and barely
legal to be in a bar, smiled and waved his hand at the chair. Then
he returned his attention fully to the man beside him, his hand
returning to the guy’s thigh. Another full bed that night, I
sighed. I didn’t bother taking a peek , though. Hearing horny men’s
thoughts did not appeal to me.

This was perfect, I thought, tucked away in
the corner. Out of notice but with a good view, I could see
everything inside through the glass wall. Sipping my wine, I simply
watched. Couples of all types danced across the brightly patterned
floor. Most moved freely to the music, their bodies gyrating to the
beat. A few danced quite well and caught my eye.

The scene had changed significantly since I
first entered Louie’s on my 21st birthday. It had always been
trendy, and the music and styles had changed with the times. I
barely understood the scene anymore.

I rarely felt old at 29, but seeing all the
younger generation and their fashions made me feel … not old
exactly, but dated somehow. My own wardrobe had changed little in
the last four years, and it wasn’t like anyone cared about my
clothes at the warehouse. That night I wore my sexiest jeans and a
button-down midnight blue shirt. Its cut showed off my curves, but
it wasn’t flashy enough to draw attention. The most exciting thing
about it was the one-more-than-usual undone button, showing a fair
curve of my breasts.

I guess a part of me did want to take someone
home.

I’d always been pretty, but nothing
spectacular. Angelina Jolie I was not, and this body came with a
price. I jogged every morning, sometimes just a few miles, but a
couple times a week, I pushed myself. I’d recently reached six
miles and was eager to push towards seven. I’d never turn heads,
but when someone paused in my direction, they liked what they
saw.

Women in their sexiest attire and attitude
surrounded me, and I felt something stir inside me as I noticed
them. Unlike the secondary wave that hit me with the lesbian
couple, the arousal was my own. I wanted to join the partiers, but
I held myself back, as usual. They danced and talked and flirted, a
few were very drunk, and all of them were enjoying the attention
they received.

Except one: gorgeous, tall, with thick red
hair. Lean and lanky, she had a runner’s body. She was strong and
not just physically – power radiated from every motion. She tried
to dance alone, though she probably could have had any woman in the
bar and some of the men, too. She didn’t seem interested in anyone,
particularly not the man who kept trying to join her. She’d move
away and he’d follow, shifting closer and closer until he almost
rubbed against her. Pathetic, but not surprising.

Why do so many straight men think a gay bar
is a good place to pick up women?

Fed up, she stopped dancing, glared
pointedly, and deliberately walked ten feet away. She began to
dance again … God she could move. I lost myself in the sway of her
hair and the fluidity of her hips moving to the beat. Her black
leather pants showed off every curve, every muscle, and the small
gap between her pants and her brilliant red shirt revealed a very
kissable stomach. Her hair whipped around her face, a look of
rapture in her eyes.

I lost myself for a while just watching her,
desire growing within me.

I couldn’t believe he had the balls. As
engrossed as I was in her, I didn’t notice the man until he grabbed
her arm, obviously trying to get her attention. It worked, just not
how he intended. Quicker than I thought anyone could possibly move,
she turned and caught his wrist. Or at least I’m assuming she
turned, because one moment she was dancing and the next she held
him tight, eyes flashing and mouth grim.

Tantalized, unable to resist the impulse, I
cast out my senses to experience the situation as if I stood beside
them. Her voice low and menacing, she snarled. “Touch me again and
I’ll deck you. I want to dance alone or maybe with a woman. Not
with a man. If you keep bothering me, I’ll break your jaw.” Wisely
(better late than never), he backed off. The idiot wasn’t scared.
Beneath the controlled exterior, her mind flushed with anger,
though it dissipated quickly after he left.

She tried returning to her dance, but the
moment was ruined. She stopped, closed her eyes, and left the dance
floor. I sighed as she slipped through the crowd and out of my
sight. Turning my attentions elsewhere, I scanned the crowds for a
few minutes but was disappointed. Nothing else was half as
interesting as the redhead, and I started thinking about heading
home.

Turning my attention over the patio edge, I
had a good view of downtown Boise. Raking in the view, I wondered
what home was. At that moment it didn’t feel like I’d ever had a
home. At times I’d believed I had, but it never lasted. I thought
I’d had it with Annie, but that ended too. The end wasn’t abrupt,
but it did happen fast. Over a period of just a few weeks, she went
from adoring me to fearing me. It wasn’t the first time a
girlfriend saw that part of me and fled. I vowed it would be the
last.

Draining the last of my merlot and not
intending to order a second, I heard a voice behind me. “Can I buy
you another?” Her voice sounded the same in person as it had in my
mind. I turned and stared stupidly at her – was she really talking
to me? She cocked her head and grinned, amused at my unsettled
expression without mocking it.

I recovered quickly, though later than my
pride liked, and smiled back. I’ve never been suave. “Sure.”

“Merlot, right?” I nodded, and she waved down
a waitress as she took the seat to my left. “A merlot and a
Budweiser.” A beer woman, I thought. Interesting.

Even more beautiful up close, I felt myself
stir once again. Her vivid green eyes sparkled next to the red of
her hair and her perfect small breasts suited the rest of her
features well. I put her at twenty-five or so, without a single
flaw on her face and very little makeup. The wind shifted and drew
her scent to me: musky, not spicy with perfume like I’d have
expected. She met my eyes and held out a hand, perfectly smooth and
lacking nail polish … another surprise. “I’m Billie.”

I took her hand in the obligatory grasp but
held it slightly longer than I intended. Touch always enhanced the
impact of my senses, making the contact more personal, and she left
me momentarily breathless. I didn’t want to let her hand go.
Vitality and sexuality radiated from her, and her energy made my
skin tingle. Warmth grew between my legs. “Sadie. Do you come here
much?” Whatever aphrodisiac drifted from her kept my tongue from
forming intelligent words.

She shrugged but didn’t take her eyes off me,
engrossed and intrigued. “Now and again. Enough that the bouncers
know me.”

Even in my nervousness, I had to laugh. “I
take it they protect you from hetero men like the one earlier.”

Her smile was coy, and I realized I’d just
told her I’d been watching her dance. So had half the bar, I told
myself, trying not to blush again. “Oh, no. They protect the men
from me. We have an agreement. I don’t hit their customers and they
let me in the doors.”

Shocked at her sincerity, I asked. “Have you
actually hit someone here?” I was floored that she had the temerity
to risk permanent expulsion from the club.

She took a sip of her beer before answering,
obviously savoring the story. Her eyes sparkled and she bit her
lower lip, a sexy gesture. “Once. He grabbed my ass – intentionally
and after I told him to leave me alone – so I broke his nose. But
just a little. The bouncers were livid and they came storming over
like a pack of Rottweilers. Everyone just sort of stopped and
stared. You may see that at some bars, but not here. Louie’s
prefers a different kind of action. So Mike, one of the bouncers,
told me to leave.”

I could tell by the tone in her voice that it
didn’t happen. Billie obviously didn’t let anyone push her around,
which intrigued me. I arched my eyebrows. “But you didn’t
leave.”

It was clear she was relishing the memory
even without sending out my senses. Her devilish expression gave
her away. “I told him that if he approved of his straight customers
harassing the lesbians in a gay bar, I would leave and not come
back. However, if he was going to kick me out, he sure as hell
better kick him out as well, because I told him four times to leave
me alone.”

“Did they kick him out?” I touched her
surface thoughts and was dazzled. She was as intrigued with me as I
was of her. She wasn’t hiding her interest, but I wasn’t used to
that kind of attention, so I thought I may have misunderstood her
body language. I do that – no surprise since I have a better way of
knowing what a person is thinking.

She shook her head a bit, and a lock of hair
stuck to her cheek. I wanted to fix it for her, but I couldn’t
convince myself to touch her. “They kicked both of us out. But I
came back, and I haven’t caused any trouble since. They keep an eye
on me, and I pretend to be a good girl and not notice. I haven’t
seen you here before.” She would have noticed me, her thoughts
said.

I was taken aback at that. I tended to go
unnoticed at places like those, in part deliberately. My dress was
too tame, I didn’t dance, and I didn’t see why such a beautiful
woman would single me out. “I haven’t been in a while. Close to a
year, I guess. I used to come all the time when I was younger, but
I’m not much of a partier anymore.”

“You came tonight.” Pleasure coursed across
her mind.

“I was restless.” Lonely. “I needed to get
out of the house.”

A red eyebrow arched quizzically. “Are you
having fun?” The question was full of expectations, and a dozen
other questions flitted across the surface of her mind. Are you
single? Do you want to dance? Can I kiss you?... At first I
wasn’t sure which one to answer, the connection was so
powerful.

“I am.” Needing to get control of myself and
unable to do that while looking into her eyes, I glanced down at my
glass and realized in my nervousness I’d already finished my drink.
I certainly didn’t want to look like a lush, so I just set it
aside. When I looked up, she was waving at the waitress for more.
She’d finished hers too.

I took the opportunity of her turned head and
snuck another peek at her breasts. She must have had some serious
peripheral vision, though, because she noticed. She didn’t make any
indication that she had, but it was obvious from her surface
thoughts. It pleased her, and I felt myself grow wet in
arousal.

She met my eyes, and there was humor in them.
She liked that I had checked her out. The question was, did she
like it from all women? “So tell me about yourself.”

I always hated that question, and I tried to
keep it out of my voice. “What do you want to know?”

“Well, have you always lived here? Do you
have family here?”

Those felt mostly safe. “I’ve pretty much
always lived here. I moved to California once, but I didn’t like it
and moved back after a few months.” That was an understatement. “My
family and I don’t get along, so it’s just me.”

“Sounds lonely.” Genuine compassion surfaced
behind those words.

I attempted to defend myself, unsure whether
I spoke to myself or her. “I’m not really lonely. I have friends,
and my family kicked me out, so it’s their loss.” I tried to put
determination in that, but I could tell it fell short. My friends
amounted to a couple of friendly coworkers and a few casual friends
that I saw rarely. My emotions were too tangled at that moment to
successfully have that conversation, so I tried to change the
subject. “What about you?”

“I only moved here last fall. I lived in Iowa
before that, and before that Washington, California, New Mexico.
I’m originally from Nevada. I used to be kind of a nomad.” She
rolled her eyes at that pronouncement in a way that made her look
even younger.

“Not anymore?” Her skin was darker than the
typical redhead and void of freckles. I wondered if she dyed it. If
she did, it was a good choice of color.

“I’ve settled in here. And my family’s here,
so I’ll stay.” I could feel the strong connection she felt towards
her family, but somehow I didn’t think the word “family” fit, as if
she was substituting it for another word. “Besides, it’s beautiful
here. Skiing a half an hour away, hiking in every direction. I
can’t imagine leaving.” The passion she felt for the area flooded
through her words in a sudden torrent.

I nodded, glad we had at least one thing in
common besides our growing mutual attraction. “I know. I don’t get
outside Boise much these days, but the mountains here are
addictive.”

She grabbed my hand, and the contact of her
skin on mine left me breathless. “Let’s go hiking tomorrow. Drive
up towards Idaho City and just park somewhere and take off.” The
excitement shone in her eyes so that I didn’t have to read her
emotions. I did anyway just to be sure, and my breath
quickened.

“Deal.” My smile precipitated hers, and the
date was made before I knew what had happened.

“Do you want to dance?”

I cringed. “I’m horrible, and next to you
I’ll look like an idiot.”

“I don’t care. Do you really care what they
think?” She challenged me, her eyes bright. I appreciated that she
didn’t argue about my dancing ability.

“Let’s go.” It wasn’t an answer to her
question, but I didn’t want to admit that I did care. Besides, the
fact that this woman approached me out of the crowd was something
to show off. An unusual thought, but it emboldened me.

She slid easily out of her chair, still
holding my hand, and led me to the dance floor, starting to get
into the music as she walked. And we danced. God did she dance, and
I did my best to keep up with her. At first I felt shy, knowing how
many of the crowd watched us – I could sense it without even
trying. And then she touched me. Her hands on my waist sent
tingling throughout my body, and when she pulled me towards her, I
finally let go. The crowd disappeared, and I let the music
penetrate my soul and flow out of my body. My mind merged naturally
with hers, and I anticipated her movements and responded. I’d never
danced like that in my life.

Her hips against mine, her breasts grazing my
own, I was drowning or floating, I couldn’t decide. Her body was
the most exquisite one I’d ever seen, and mine fit into hers
perfectly, moved with hers perfectly. I caught myself wondering if
that would happen in bed. Or on the couch, or in the kitchen –
anywhere I could get her clothes off. She whispered into my ear
after a while, her voice low and inviting, “You said you couldn’t
dance. You’re amazing.”

I glowed as I met her eyes. “With you I am.”
Wow that sounded corny, but it was perfectly true. In some strange
way, I didn’t dance with her but through her, as if my body read
hers the way my mind did. That was new.

We danced until last call without breaking
and ordered one last drink. A different waitress served us this
time. When she came with our drinks, Billie gave her an extra $15.
“We ordered earlier and hit the floor before they came. This is for
the drinks and Callie.”

She looked more than a little surprised but
took the money without hesitation. “Thanks. I’ll give it to
her.”

I looked closely at her and wondered briefly
if she was for real. “That was very honest. Not that I expected you
to be dishonest, but the drinks never even crossed my mind.”
Everything this woman did impressed me.

She waved her hand as if it was nothing, and
to her it wasn’t a big deal. “I do it all the time – order a drink
and then disappear before it comes. It’s only fair. They poured the
drinks, and the waitress tried to serve them, but we were
gone.”

“How do you know Callie?”

“I don’t. Those guys at the table did, and I
heard one of them say her name.”

“You actually heard them over all this
noise?” And she was paying attention? She must have been doing it
automatically, because her mind hadn’t strayed from me for a
second.

She laughed. “I’m very observant. Did you
drive?”

“No. I wanted to drink, so I walked.”

She nodded. “Me too. A friend dropped me off.
Where do you live?” I told her. “That’s not far. Let me walk you
home.”

This night was only getting better. I’d
planned on another cab ride, since the streets weren’t the safest
place to roam on a Friday night. Overall Boise was okay, better
than most cities, but it seemed nowhere was safe anymore. With
Billie I needn’t worry. “Great.” We finished our drinks and left
arm in arm, my body buzzing from the contact. I felt a few jealous
stares as we passed through the crowd.

The first block we didn’t speak, just enjoyed
the night air and the feel of each other’s closeness. The thought
of bringing her home … I shuddered. She unlinked her arm from mine,
and I caught myself before I whimpered. But then she slipped it
around my waist, and my world felt right again. That’s exactly what
it was. It felt right, being beside her. I’d never felt that way
about someone before, not even with Annie who I’d loved deeply.

I wanted to know everything about this woman.
“Tell me about your family,” I asked.

“My blood family lives in Nevada. They’re
good people, I just don’t get down there to see them as often as
I’d like. My dad’s retired and my sister’s going to college there.
She’s studying architecture, which really suits her. My mom died a
few years ago. The family that I have here is not my blood family.
But I’m even closer to them than to my own sister.” I paused and
felt the void in my own life. “What happened with your family?” she
asked gently.

I took a moment before I answered, composing
myself. It still hurt, and I refused to break down. “When I was 17,
my mom caught me making out with my girlfriend. They’re pretty
closed-minded. They kicked me out.” I said it matter-of-factly, as
if it were ancient history.

“At 17? What did you do?” She sounded
horrified.

“My girlfriend, Lisa, her parents were
awesome. They took me in until I graduated high school. They made
me sleep in the guest bedroom, which drove us nuts. We had to sneak
around if we wanted to do more than kiss. Which we thought was just
ridiculous. I mean, what was I going to do get her pregnant?”
Amusement crept into my voice at the memory.

She laughed, a deep sound that came from her
throat. “I’m sure. Have you had any luck with your parents
since?”

Humor left my voice, and I couldn’t help but
sound bitter. “They came to Lisa’s house a week later with their
pastor and begged me to come back. The thing was, I had to be
straight. I told them I couldn’t change who I was. It got pretty
ugly. We didn’t speak for three years. They didn’t even come to my
graduation. When I came back from California, I went to their
house, but they hadn’t changed. They told me if I wanted to come
back to God – to be straight – then I could come back. I haven’t
spoken with them since.” I could feel the anger rise in her.

“No siblings? Grandparents?”

“No siblings, and my grandparents sided with
my parents. The thing is, I’m adopted, and when I didn’t turn out
the way they wanted, it was easy to discard me.” I could hear the
resentment in my own voice, no matter how I tried to hide it.

She whistled. “Sucks for you, I’m sure. I
can’t imagine losing my family like that. I’ve always been close to
them, and we’ve always looked out for each other. My parents had a
hard time with me being a lesbian, but only at first. It wasn’t the
easiest thing for them to wrap their brains around. But in the end
I was still their daughter and they will support me to their last
breath.”

We reached an intersection, and I looked at
the sign. “We passed my street.”

“I know. I wanted to keep you a little
longer.” The coy humor was back in her eyes.

I brushed her arm and felt the hairs rise.
“We could have talked at my place.” Or not talked.

“But it’s so nice here, outside, with you.”
She stopped me on the sidewalk and placed her hand behind my neck,
the other still on my waist. As our lips brushed then parted, I
knew I couldn’t let this woman go. “Besides if I walk through your
front door, I won’t be able to leave.” Desire showed clearly in her
eyes, voice, and emotions.

“That would be a bad thing?” I whispered
invitingly. I wasn’t sure who was seducing who at that point. I
decided it didn’t matter.

“Not bad, just not perfect,” she purred.

“And what would be perfect?” Feeling my pulse
rise, I desperately wanted to know.

“You’ll see.” She was definitely evil. I
liked it.

We reached my front door, and she kissed me
again, soft and passionate. Her tongue flicked against mine. I
wondered briefly if the creep across the street was getting off on
it, but Billie’s touch banished those thoughts quickly. Her hand
moved down my side and rested on my hip. I urged it to shift
further to the front, but it stayed where it was, the thumb
caressing over the jeans. Damn jeans.

She pulled away, and fire burned in her eyes.
“Come in,” I pleaded.

She plucked at my shirt, barely brushing the
skin between my breasts, and for a moment, I thought she would take
me right there. “Sweet dreams.” Billie turned and walked away,
swinging her hips provocatively. Unable to pull my eyes away, I let
out a deep breath. She knew what she was doing to me, and I did the
same thing to her. Once out of sight, I closed my eyes for a
moment, regaining my equilibrium.

I almost couldn’t work the lock I was so
woozy. Normally coming home from a bar, I showered away the smoke
immediately. But I didn’t want to lose the remnants her touch left
behind. I slept almost instantly, and my last thought was: What
time tomorrow?

 


Chapter 2

I woke to my doorbell.
The clock said a few minutes past nine – late for me, but then I
don’t usually stay up until 3 AM. Unlocking and opening the door, I
wondered who possibly could be calling on me at this hour.

Billie stood there, sexy and smiling, holding
a bag of croissants and a latte. They smelled divine, especially
the latte which promised caffeine. “Morning, Sadie.” She looked
amazing, especially considering she’d slept even less than me. She
wore faded and well-worn jeans, a T-shirt that clung in all the
right places, no makeup, and her hair in a low loose ponytail.

I, on the other hand, had crawled right out
of bed and hadn’t even brushed my teeth, let alone my hair. I knew
I looked a mess and probably smelled worse. I wished I’d showered
the night before after all. “Not fair,” I complained as soon as I
could work my mouth.

“What’s not fair?” She knew exactly what I
was talking about but was teasing me. She’d come early just so she
could catch me in bed.

Trying to sound offended, I pursed my lips.
“You don’t get to see me look like crap in the morning until I’ve
shown you it’s worth getting there.” I moved to the side and waved
her in.

“Oh, I know it’ll be worth it. Don’t worry
about that.” Her eyes raked over me approvingly. “And I kind of
like you in your pajamas.” Realizing I’d only thrown on a halter
top and boy shorts, she had a full view, and it pleased her
greatly. I tried to cover my embarrassment without covering my
body. If she liked the view, that was a good thing. “I didn’t know
what you liked for breakfast, so I took a chance: croissants and a
caramel latte.”

“Oh, that’ll be good for my waistline.”
Sarcasm was a personality flaw that surfaced most before the first
cup of coffee. I cringed as I heard how I sounded, and softened it
with a smile. “It looks great, and I definitely need caffeine. But
I’ve got to clean up first and reclaim my dignity. Make yourself
comfortable, it won’t take me long.”

Without waiting for a response, I turned my
back on her, and she followed me into my home, her eyes following
my ass until I disappeared from sight. I could sense her appraising
her surroundings but caught no expectations, only curiosity. My
place was far from luxurious, but she didn’t seem to care either
way.

As promised, it didn’t take me long to get
ready. A quick shower later, I pulled my brown hair into two side
braids and brushed the grime from my teeth. I chose a
lavender-scented lotion before donning jeans and a button-down,
light shirt. Over my best matching bra and underwear, of course. My
heart raced as I thought of the woman in my home. My hiking boots
eluded me, but I finally found them in the back of the closet,
still in good shape after so little use. A brief glance in the
mirror, a few inner words of encouragement, and I emerged
ready.

Billie waited patiently at my kitchen table,
sitting backwards on a chair like a cowboy. It showed another side
to her than the dancing vixen I met last night. “Sixteen minutes. I
like a woman who can walk out her front door in under twenty. Eat
up. I’m itching to get out of town.”

“It would have been fourteen, but I couldn’t
find my boots.” I sat across from her at my secondhand table and
reached for the offered meal. “Thank you. This was really sweet.”
Despite the audience and the lump in my throat from meeting her
gaze, I devoured two croissants. The latte was a little on the
sweet side, but it perked me right up. I didn’t often splurge on
fancy coffee – it seemed like an unnecessary luxury on my wage –
and the smooth, rich drink was a nice treat over my usual
generic-brand brew.

Billie obviously wasn’t one of those women
who needs to fill the silence. She let me eat in peace, though her
eyes didn’t remain on my face the whole time. A tingle passed
through me as she checked me out, and the warmth between my legs
left no question about how I felt about her roaming eyes. She
obviously found me attractive – ok, she thought I was sexy as hell
– but I didn’t feel like a piece of meat under her gaze. She liked
the whole package and was barely able to contain herself.

I, on the other hand, kept my eyes away from
the more enticing parts of her body. I didn’t trust myself.
Something about her held more allure than anyone I’d ever met, and
the impulse to shove her against the wall and rub her clit until
she moaned nearly overwhelmed me. I wanted to touch her so badly,
my breath deepened. Unsolicited images crossed my mind, images of
tying her to my bed and finding out just how much she liked her
nipples pinched and where that perfect spot inside of her was. I
wanted to bury my face between her legs and feel the squeeze of her
thighs as she came.

Sensing her internal satisfaction, I realized
she somehow knew what I was thinking, or at least the general idea
if not the details. Turnabout is not fair. Pushing the erotic
thoughts away from the forefront of my mind, I popped the last
piece of croissant into my mouth.

Breakfast over and down to the business of
hiking necessities, I grabbed my jacket and a few granola bars out
of the cupboard. “I don’t have any bottled water, and I lost my
canteen last year. Could we stop somewhere, and I’ll get a few
things?”

She swiveled out of her chair and placed it
neatly under the table, her dancer’s grace emerging. “All taken
care of.”

“What about lunch?”

She repeated with an adorable twitch of her
nose. “All taken care of. But there’s something I want.” The tone
of her voice deepened and she moved toward me, her muscular hips
giving her a predatory look. My heart raced. She didn’t give me a
chance to respond verbally, but my body said it all.

She reached a hand around to the small of my
back, pulling me towards her. The other hand fingered my neck below
my ear, and an electrical sensation crossed my skin wherever she
touched. Last night had been a teaser, I decided. This kiss blew me
away. Automatically, I tilted my hips into her while my hands
brushed over her sides. My left thumb grazed her right breast and I
could feel her arousal in mind and body. I couldn’t wait to get her
shirt off.

“Are you sure you want to go out?” I was sure
I wanted to spend the day with her in my bed. Or on my couch, or
anywhere for that matter. I didn’t care, so long as I could feel
her skin against mine.

She released me slowly, though not
reluctantly. “Absolutely. Let’s go.” She had something in mind. I
decided to be a good girl and not peek.

In front of my modest home, her pristine
black Jeep stood out, and I got the sudden impression that she had
money. Not that I should have thought otherwise – last night’s
outfit had to have cost a fair amount. But this morning she was
simple and casual. I hopped into the passenger seat and snuggled
into the comfort. The first thing I noticed inside was the lack of
radio or CD player. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a car without a
radio unless it had been stolen.”

She glanced at me, and I felt the amusement
behind the sparkling green eyes even before I saw the grin. “I
don’t like music much. It’s great to dance to, but I never listen
to it outside the bars. I like to hear the world, not drown it out.
I gave the radio to my sister.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that, but it
didn’t seem to need a response, so I just buckled up, and we took
off. I realized then that I’d naturally connected with her when she
appeared on my doorstep. It was more than just sensing her
thoughts. This was new, instinctive, and automatic. One of several
new experiences since I met her.

“The weather should be perfect today. Slight
wind, warm, but not too hot. Perfect hiking weather.”

I hadn’t had the chance to check the weather,
and that was good news. “Great. God, I haven’t been out of Boise
for months. I’m glad we’re doing this.”

“If I don’t get out at least once a week, I
start going mad.” Completely serious, I wasn’t sure what to make of
her comment.

“What’s your favorite spot?”

“I don’t have one. I pick a new route every
time. There’s too much to see before seeing one place twice.” I
conceded the sense in that. “I thought we’d go a little beyond
Idaho City and find a turnoff.”

“Sounds good to me. I usually head toward
Mountain Home and up from there, but I’ve hiked near Lowman a few
times, too. Nice hot springs in that area.” I enjoyed the thought
that came to mind: Billie naked in a natural pool.

“I scouted above Mountain Home after I first
got here. I didn’t like it – too many ranchers and too many guns. I
haven’t found any of the more private hot springs yet. Do you know
any?”

Pleased that she had the same thought as me,
I replied. “Yes. There’s this one. You have to hike five or six
miles to reach it. The trail isn’t much more than a deer trail, and
if you don’t know where you’re going, you might not find it. Not
many people try. You’re likely to be alone there. About twelve
years ago, a bunch of kids got drunk and went skinny-dipping in the
middle of the winter. Almost froze to death. It was quite a
scandal. Made the papers and everything.”

“Have you been there?”

“Once. I was one of the kids, the only one
who didn’t lose a finger or toe.” I grinned at her wickedly, and
she laughed.

The drive was spectacular. We headed into the
rising sun, generally speaking, and the crisp air bathed us through
the open windows. She pointed out landmarks and gave them names I
didn’t know and stories I’d never heard. She clearly loved these
mountains, sounding like a cross between a historian and a proud
mother. Her intimate fascination with the land we passed was
contagious, and I found myself asking many questions and sharing my
own stories.

She pointed over a far ridge to the north.
“Up that way a few weeks ago, I saw a moose – my first. They don’t
seem to be common around here. Elk and deer, sure, but not moose.
By the way he looked at me, I think I was his first person.” A mile
later: “Last winter I had to hole up beyond that ridge overnight
after a freak storm blew in. I probably could have made it out, but
why take the chance? I found a nice cave and fell asleep listening
to the wind.”

We passed Idaho City and drove another
fifteen minutes. Slowing down for a turnoff, she expertly
maneuvered her Jeep along the ill-kept road. She drove much faster
than I thought safe, but kept complete control. My body stiffened a
bit as we bounced over the rough terrain. She could sense my
discomfort but didn’t slow the pace, enjoying showing off her skill
and setting me on edge.

It excited me. Everything about her made me
want to take risks I wouldn’t normally take. Even my fantasies
about her were more aggressive than my norm. Or maybe she was
drawing out a part of me that I didn’t know was there.

“This road’s not even used by the Forest
Service anymore, and it’s not on any of the maps. Since it’s not
hunting season, we shouldn’t run into anyone. We’ll be alone.” Her
voice lowered to her erotic husky rumble at the last sentence.
Almost a growl, it expressed how desperately she wanted to be alone
with me.

“That’s all I’ve wanted since I saw you
dancing.” I returned her look and felt my body warm, my intentions
quite clear. A few miles later, she stopped and put the Jeep in
park. Leaning across the seat, she gripped my hip as her mouth
touched mine. The soft kiss conflicted with the passion growing
between us, and my hand clutched her hair possessively. Our need
was rising, and the kiss didn’t last long enough. “Time to go.” She
jumped out of the Jeep and grabbed a full-sized pack from the
back.

“You can’t possibly carry all of that.” I
gaped at the sight of it. “That has to weigh forty pounds.”

“Closer to fifty.” She expertly put it on and
snapped the waistband, shifting it into a comfortable position as
if it weighed less than half that.

“Give me some of it, at least,” I demanded. I
was no weakling, and it didn’t seem fair for her to be the
mule.

She laughed. “How are you going to carry it?
I didn’t bring another pack. Besides, I’ve carried more for longer
distances than we’re going today.”

Fifty pounds! “Why would you bring so much
for just a day hike? We can leave some of it behind.” I went to
open it to remove some of the contents, but she twisted and slapped
my hand playfully.

“Nope. You don’t get to see inside yet. It’s
a surprise.” I crossed my arms over my chest, but she didn’t
relent. “I think we’ll go northeast from here.”

“Fine. You could at least have brought me a
pack.” She smirked, her eyes twinkling with her secret, and took
off northeast. I trotted to catch up, wishing her pack didn’t hide
her ass so well.

The scenery of course was spectacular. I
could barely breathe trying to keep up with Billie, who wasn’t even
winded while carrying almost half her weight. We talked very
little, and then mostly to point out interesting plants and the
occasional small animal. We caught a fox off-guard; it saw us,
froze, and disappeared in less than five seconds. Finally we
reached a small clearing. She turned, a sexy smile on her face.

“We’re here.” Wherever here was, I thought,
trying to catch my breath. I’d never find my way out alone. She
gently placed the pack on the ground and wrapped her arms around
me, causing my breath to quicken for entirely different reasons.
“You’re amazing, Sadie. It’s the rare human who can keep up with
me.” Interesting choice of words, I thought.

But then her lips silenced all thoughts, and
there was only us. The feel of her closeness and her skin and the
radiance of her mind intoxicated me. I’d never felt so taken by a
woman before in my life, and I knew then I would do almost anything
to keep her.

“God, you’re beautiful,” she murmured into my
ear as she nibbled on it before making her way to my neck, holding
back the ferocious impulse to simply take me. “And so exciting.” I
actually felt so under her gaze, though those were not endearments
I usually heard. ‘Pretty’ or ‘mysterious’ were more commonly
spoken, but I felt the way my very presence excited this woman into
frenzy. One hand gripping her neck, my other hand explored her
back, reaching for the hemline of her shirt. It was all I could do
to keep myself from just ripping it off. But I wanted to savor the
moment – only for a moment, and then I would rip her shirt off.

I could feel her body with only thin fabric
between us, moist from the warm day and hike. Every time her
breasts moved against mine, my arousal spiked higher. Her hands
roamed over my body, gripping and squeezing while she kissed and
nipped at my neck and throat. I thought I’d orgasm with just the
expectation of what would come.

“Wait.” She broke away abruptly.

That one word and her physical separation
almost knocked me senseless. “Wait? I’ve been waiting. God
damn it, Billie, I’ve been waiting since last night.”

Without a word she retrieved a bundle from
the pack: a blanket, thick and woven. It looked kind of coarse,
though, and I wasn’t thrilled about the idea of sex on it. It was
probably better than the ground, I decided. Then out came another
smaller bundle, revealed to be a white silk sheet. She flicked it
over the other with a satisfied look on her face, and I understood
why she didn’t want me looking in the pack. This was at the far
edge of erotic: silk beneath the forest canopy and a sexy redhead
wanting to devour me on it.

The purr of her voice mirrored my own desire.
My thighs grew hot and wet, and I wasn’t sure how long I could take
not touching her. “I’ve been fantasizing about this for a long
time. I’ve just never found anyone worth it before.”

I bit my lower lip, excited, aroused, and
moved. She’d put a great deal of thought into this, and I wondered
just how far her fantasy would go. This was going to be good.

Kneeling to remove her boots, I did the same.
When I looked up, she stood there in all the wilds, looking like a
bestial goddess stepped freshly out of the trees. Her hair, still
mostly bound at her neck, was starting to escape its tie, and curls
framed her face. The sexiest green eyes I’d ever seen were intent
solely on me, and the rest of the world disappeared.

She waited for me, calling me with her
physique, and I joined her beside our forest bed, feeling a deep
heat and wetness building. I took her into my arms, kissing her
cheek and throat. I knew if I started with her lips, I’d never
leave, and I wanted all of her.

She leaned back her head and tightened her
grip around my waist, insinuating a few fingers beneath the line of
my pants. Slipping my hands under her shirt, I moved upward until I
felt the curve of her breasts. They hung natural, with no bra, and
yet were perky and firm. When I caressed them softly, she moaned. I
teased her, bringing my mouth a little lower as my thumbs grazed
her breasts. Gradually my fingers reached the nipples, finding them
hard and ready.

I brushed them impatiently, tweaking them
roughly between my fingers. “I want to see them. I want to bite
them.” I pulled her shirt over her head, and for a moment our eyes
locked. She wanted me, too, and letting me take control was killing
her. But I got her shirt off first, and the first move was
mine.

Pushing her down onto her back, I straddled
her waist as I admired the view. Her breasts were as perfect as
promised, erect nipples centered in a light red areola. I flicked
my thumb teasingly over first one nipple and then the other, before
tweaking the left bud painfully. Focusing on my eyes, she gasped in
pleasure. Her hands moved to my ass, roughly squeezing a moan from
my lips.

Her ecstasy combined with mine, bringing me
to a pre-orgasm height I’d never experienced before. It enticed me
into giving her all the pleasure I was capable of. I took her right
nipple into my mouth and teased it with my teeth. She fondled me
through my jeans. My breath hitched periodically at the double
sensation of her arousal and mine. At each gasp, my teeth pulled on
her nipple causing her to gasp in turn.

With a sudden wicked gesture, I grasped her
wrists and pushed them to the ground beside her, keeping her from
touching me like she wanted. Fire flared in her eyes and soul as
she held back her natural desire to be in control. I knew full well
she was stronger than me physically and allowed this because I
wanted it. It was payback for all the teasing she’d inflicted on
me, and she conceded knowing she’d take the upper hand shortly.

She threw back her head as I concentrated
teeth and tongue on first one nipple then another. Each time she
felt a particularly exquisite sensation, her hands would grip into
fists beneath my hold, her moans coaxing me on. Biting the curve of
her breast and then the sensitive, pale skin at their base, she
pushed her hips into me and let out a gasp.

I could have stayed in that position forever,
but Billie’s passivity ended and she broke my hold and rolled me
under her easily. “No more teasing. Clothes off.” She meant mine.
In her haste to remove my shirt, two buttons flew into the
clearing. She pulled it off so swiftly that I didn’t have time to
touch her. She tried to reach my bra beneath me and bit my breast
lightly while she was at it. Arching my back from the bite, she
took the opportunity to unsnap the offending piece of clothing,
revealing my tits to her and the open forest.

Being suddenly naked in the open world
excited me. I’d never been an exhibitionist, and I was glad no one
else could see. But exposing myself under the sun and sky brought
out my bold side.

She took a moment to admire me from above,
and I tried to unbutton her jeans. She only smiled wickedly,
showing her small white teeth and forced my wrists above my head.
One hand held my wrists as the other cupped a breast, her fingers
gripping enough to leaving me gasping aloud. “Too much?” she
asked.

“God no. More. Harder,” I replied between
gasps, meeting her eyes with a desperate plea. “Fuck me,
Billie.”

Her eyes lit up and she reached for the bra
tossed casually beside us. “I’m going to tie you down, Sadie, and
make you pant and writhe beneath me until you come over and over.
Pain and pleasure. I won’t harm you, but I’ll make your body hurt
in all the right places until you’re begging for more. Any time you
want me to stop, just say so and I will.” Her voice deepened to
that sexy growl I already loved. “But you’re not going to want me
to stop. Ever.”

“Fuck,” I simply replied. She waited for a
response, though, and I nodded. “God yes.”

She tied my wrists together with my own bra,
above my head, weighing down one strap with a rock. I could have
pulled myself free, but the sensation of being tied down and
vulnerable excited me to no end. She scratched my skin from wrists
to armpits on her way back down, leaving my skin tingling in her
wake. She shifted so that one leg nestled between mine, still
straddling me, her knee pressing into my groin. My whole body
hitched at the pressure.

Her breasts hung over me, out of reach of my
bound hands, and I wanted so badly to touch them. Touch her. She
bit my neck as her nails raked across my sides, every movement a
firm massage against my still-covered clit. Her hands found my
breasts, and she scratched them, then pulled and twisted one nipple
until I screamed out. Erotic pain flashed through me so suddenly
that I seized in orgasm right there, the spasms coming over and
over.

Satisfaction pulsed through her, but she
wasn’t even close to being done. “God, you’re the most amazing
thing,” she whispered in my ear before she bit it. Her body lay
against mine, breasts against breasts, her thigh pressing against
my aching clit. My orgasm had only started to subside when she
reached between us and undid my jeans.

Shivering underneath her, I couldn’t even
speak. Her nails dug into my ass as she shoved the jeans as far
down as she could reach. It wasn’t far enough, so she pushed
herself further down my body until her face reached my navel. Which
she promptly licked. The unexpected sensation made my body jerk, so
she followed it by blowing on the wet spot, sending shivers through
me once again.

“I can’t wait to do that where you’re really
wet, Sadie.”

“God,” I replied. “You can do anything you
want to me.” And I meant it. Everything she did, every touch, every
breath, every scratch and bite left me in continuous ecstasy. Pain
and pleasure intermixed in ways I didn’t know possible. The scratch
marks left my skin sensitized to the next touch and to the breeze
that flowed over us. Her bites caused my pussy to throb and
juice.

Her mind and soul consumed my body,
possessing it. I was hers to pleasure. I felt her arousal alongside
mine. Though I knew what she was going to do as soon as she did, it
was always better than anticipated. I had no idea sex could be this
intense.

As she removed my panties, she lifted my
knees up and out, exposing me completely to her and the forest.
Rather than remove them, she left them around my ankles, binding
them beneath her with a knee as she positioned herself between my
thighs. She held me completely at her mercy – hands and feet.

Her face disappeared from view and I felt her
tongue graze my swollen clit. A gasp escaped me, and I pushed my
hips into her face. “Yes. God yes.” She murmured her appreciation
and blew teasingly on my wet pussy. Another quick lick sent a jolt
of electricity down my legs. She shifted as she unzipped her jeans,
sliding them off and tossing them aside. Her legs brushed mine as
she settled on top of me again, skin soft and muscles tight.

A single finger slid into me, wet and ready,
gently teasing before her tongue resumed its attention on my clit.
I writhed beneath her – or tried to. The weight of her on my bound
ankles held me down, and I could sense her enjoying my struggle.
“Fuck me, Billie. Fist me. I want you inside me.”

She granted my wish, pushing her hand into me
suddenly. I screamed from the sudden ecstasy of pleasure and pain
mixing. She wasn’t all the way in, but she worked it relentlessly,
her mouth nibbling around my bare pubic zone. I could sense her own
orgasm rising with mine, and I didn’t question how she knew I was
ready to come. I opened enough for her to completely enter me and
my whole body rocked with the orgasm. As I screamed, she thrust
into me over and over. The orgasm pulsed through me for what felt
like an eternity, and as it started to subside, she bit me, hard.
It felt like she had my clit in her teeth, though I’m not sure how
she could have managed that. A second orgasm rivaling the first
tore through me. It was so intense, it was almost agony, and yet I
never wanted it to stop.

It faded slowly, and Billie withdrew her wet
hand. “I think you scared the wildlife,” she said. I laughed.

Untangling my wrists from the bra, I gripped
one of her breasts. I didn’t need her dancing eyes to sense her
desire, but both spurred me to action. “Come here.” Sliding up my
body, she straddled my waist. Pushing her backwards against my
knees, I had a gorgeous view of her trimmed red bush and pink slit.
Playing with it, teasing it, she writhed on my hand. Her lean
dancer’s legs were folded beneath her, too far away for me to
taste. Pulling them towards me, her hips followed.

I pushed two fingers into her, massaging her
inside as I pleasured her clit with my thumb. The orgasmic pressure
in her mind and body grew, and I couldn’t resist those amazing legs
beside my face. Nibbling and biting everywhere I could reach while
I found her most sensitive spots and worked them mercilessly. I
drew her closer and closer to me, wanting her pussy in my face and
never quite getting it there. But my mouth reached closer, and I
bit her inner thigh as high as it went. She panted and moaned her
pleasure, spurring me to punch deep and hard into her swollen
pussy.

As her orgasm peaked, so did mine. The
beautiful woman on top of me threw back her head, arching her back,
and climaxed on my chest. Her contractions and her mental ecstasy
released my own orgasm, and for a few moments even the trees
disappeared while we writhed together.

As the spasms began to fade, she righted
herself to lie draped over the top of me. Her hands brushed through
my disheveled hair, and we looked into each other’s eyes in shock,
breathless. “What you do to me. God, Sadie, the way you fuck me.
It’s like you have electricity in your hands and every time you
touch me my body tingles.”

Panting like she never had on the hike,
Billie looked even more spectacular than ever, both during and
after her orgasm. Her skin glistened with sweat, and her eyes were
dilated and glazed. I couldn’t have moved her off of me if I’d
wanted to and rested my hand on her ass instead. “That was the best
sex of my life.” I honestly told her as I kissed her throat,
causing her to shudder.

“No doubt. God, Sadie, what have you done to
me?” She was certainly pleased that I had done it, though I
honestly didn’t know how. I was no novice, but I’d never given it
so good in my life.

We kissed, slow and lingering while we
enjoyed the post-coital sensations. I heard her stomach growl and
laughed. “I hope you brought food, because all I have are a few
granola bars.

The coy look in her eyes told me she had.

“I don’t think I want to let you up, no
matter what your stomach says.”

Raising her eyebrows mockingly, she warned.
“First thing to know about me: never get in the way of my
stomach.”

I reluctantly moved my hand, feeling the ache
in my own stomach. She practically jumped to her feet, making her
muscles flex and her breasts bounce. I tucked my hand under my head
and watched the show.

She didn’t dress, thank God, but made her
preparations completely naked, frequently enjoying her own view of
where I lay. “Fires aren’t allowed here right now, so it’ll be
cold. But it will still taste good.” She pulled out carton after
carton of Thai food, followed by a bottle of wine and two wine
glasses wrapped carefully in soft green cloth. I looked at the
label on the bottle: merlot of course.

She knew how much I was enjoying the
attention and the show, and it warmed me to be treated like a
queen. She wanted to join me again but was biding her time,
building the same kind of anticipation we’d enjoyed before.

I took the offered glass of wine, and she
clinked her glass against mine. “To beginnings.” We sipped, and my
body warmed. Despite my empty stomach, I wanted her beside me
again. Reaching for her waist, I tried to pull her back into bed,
but she squirmed out of my grip easily. “After lunch, I’m all
yours,” she whispered as her lips brushed mine.

The amount of food she’d brought didn’t shock
me as much as the amount Billie ate. As delicate as a cat, but with
the appetite of a bear, she consumed several platefuls of the
delicious food. I ate more than my usual after my active day, yet
only one carton remained when we’d sated ourselves. The food was
quality, and I enjoyed it, but not as much as watching her eat
cross-legged in the nude.

She knew the effect it had on me and shifted
as if the ground was uncomfortable a few times. I didn’t believe
her motives.

I made myself look away before I jumped her
with her plate still in her hands. “What’s the bear population in
this area? Should we worry about the food?” I asked, recognizing
that her experience in these woods superseded mine. My own
experience was far from laughable, but I didn’t know that area
well.

“We shouldn’t have any problems.” She was
sure of that, and so I didn’t worry. I felt safe with her, and if
she said we were safe, I knew it to be true. I placed my near-empty
plate outside the bed while she finished her wine, reaching out to
run my fingers down her calf while I waited.

“I’m guessing you’re not a heels kind of
girl, but you’d look amazing in them.”

She smirked. “I hate heels, they’re too
limiting. But I do wear them on occasion when it’s appropriate. I
could model them sometime.” I stowed away the promise to remind her
later.

Remembering something I’d meant to ask
earlier, I brought it up. “There doesn’t seem to be many animals
around: squirrels, chipmunks, birds. There used to be more.”

She hesitated a moment, and something without
definite form crossed her mind. “There’s probably just a predator
around. They’re there, even if you don’t see them.”

“Like a bear?” I started to worry despite my
earlier surety. That forest contained many things bigger than
me.

She set her glass aside and smoothed her
hands over my hips, whispering, “Nothing can hurt you out here when
you’re with me.” And I felt the truth in her statement, though I
couldn’t explain why even to myself.

We touched as we talked, hands moving slowly,
caressing each other. We held our libidos in check, wanting to get
to know each other. “Tell me about Iowa.”

She lingered around my navel. “Too much rain,
not enough wilderness. It has its own beauty: fields and forests as
far as the eye can see. But I like the wilds of the mountains. I
was there less than a year, working at a firm right out of college.
Then I met my family and moved here.”

“How did you meet them?” Instant discomfort
rose in her, and I was sorry I asked the question, but I couldn’t
take it back.

She struggled for words. “A man I worked with
introduced me to them.” The statement sounded false, as if she was
twisting the story. I wondered what happened, but I didn’t feel
pain behind the memory. I wasn’t sure what I felt. I knew if I
pushed her any further, I would receive a lie, so I changed the
subject.

I traced a finger over a nipple, causing her
breath to quicken. “What did you do for the firm?”

Comfortable again, she responded. “I’m an
accountant.”

This exciting passionate woman jumbled
numbers for a living. I couldn’t help but laugh – few people ever
surprised me. “You’re an accountant. Let me guess, you wear your
hair in a bun and put on a dress suit every morning for work.”

Mock offended but intensely feeling my
fingers on her tits, she replied haughtily. “Pantsuits. And I
assure you I have never worn a bun in my life.” Her tone became
serious again. “Numbers are solid and real.” She tried to explain
while moving her hand slowly from my thigh to the front and
downwards. My breath hitched. “They’re not exciting, but what’s
behind them is: people, businesses, life.” Her finger grazed my
clit, and my body tingled all over as my back stiffened.

I could barely concentrate on her words, but
she didn’t let my mind stray. “Behind every business is a person,
and behind that person is desire. Sometimes that person’s desire
touches me, and if I can help bring that desire to fruition, my
life is more complete.” Her massage of such a sensitive area would
have brought me to my knees if I’d been standing. “There are more
important things in life than desire – love, friendship, honor –
but passion is a part of us. When the world tilts on its axis for a
moment or an hour or a day, life is made more beautiful.”

Her fingers entered me suddenly, and my world
tilted for a while. Gentle strokes interspersed with well-timed
thrusts, and I was captured. The previous rough play had left me
hypersensitive, enhancing her soft touch. When her tongue joined
her fingers, with her head between my thighs, my only regret was
that I couldn’t reach her with my hands in this position. But she
made up for it. With one hand her fingers glided over my leg and
inner thigh, leaving a trail of fire behind. With the other, she
complemented her tongue, teasing my labia and occasionally peeking
inside a little further.

Her tongue in me and her hands on me raised
my soul to heights I’d never experienced before. Her thoughts
contained only the passion she felt for me and the desire to please
me. She enjoyed eating me out, and she loved what it did for
me.

She could feel it somehow, and knew exactly
what to do to me. Her timing was exquisite, every stroke, every
lick, and every thrust was perfection. I held off my orgasm as long
as I could, feeling the burn inside me intensify with the
delay.

Moments before I came, she pulled her fingers
from inside me and gripped my ass. With amazing strength she lifted
me towards her, pulling my hips off the bed entirely, intensifying
the motions of her tongue. Powerless within her grasp, I twisted my
legs around her back. Fingers spreading me, tongue inside me, and
teeth grazing my clit … waves of painful ecstasy surged through me.
Her hands held me hostage against her mouth, and I relished the
feeling of being trapped within her hold. I climaxed with the silk
clutched in my fists, trapping her head between my legs where she
worked her magic. The orgasm lasted for an eternity, and as the
spasms started to fade, I expected her to emerge.

But she didn’t stop and only slowed for a
brief moment before resuming with increased fervor, torturing me
into further heights. I didn’t know anyone could do that with just
a tongue! And her grip on my ass shifted until her fingers found a
place to fondle that made me pant out loud. I could feel her
arousal as she did this to me, taking me beyond my limits. I
couldn’t think, only feel. It was torture, almost too much to
endure.

All I knew at that moment was this woman, and
she felt so good within me, body and mind. I came and still she
consumed me. The final orgasm stole my lungs’ ability to breathe,
sinking deeper and lasting longer than any in my life. My body
spasmed around her, trapping her to me as she held me firm.

The spasms slowed, and my body hiccupped
uncontrollably. She released me slowly and eased me to the ground.
The retreat of her touch was both an agony and a relief – I didn’t
know if I could survive another round. Somehow she knew this and
settled in beside me, a couple inches away while I recovered.

My legs were numb and my groin still burned
hot, spasming uncontrollably, but movement slowly returned to me.
When my mind worked again, I tried to speak, stumbled, and started
again. “Billie.” I couldn’t continue yet.

“I love the way you say my name. You moaned
it several times while I had you, and at the end screamed it so
loud that the birds flew from the trees.” She leaned towards me and
blew on my skin, sending goose bumps down my body. “I love the way
you smell, of lavender and sex.” Another breath. How did she know
what I wanted before I even knew? That was my trick. “I love the
way you know exactly what I want when I want it and I know that
about you, too.”

She paused, and I tried to speak, but she
silenced me with her finger, barely touching my lips. “And I want
to know more. You’ve captivated me, Sadie, mind and body. I want to
seduce you with tiger lilies and wake up in your bed. I want to
explore the wilds with you and make love under the stars. I want to
bring you into my life and share everything I can with you. I want
to know you. Sex with you is more amazing than I’ve ever had it
before. That’s great, but I want more.”

I looked at her and knew she meant it. “I
want that too. All of it. I’ve never met anyone else like you.” I
kissed her, and we made love again. This time it was her turn to
scare the birds.

Finally dressed, we gathered our things from
the clearing, stowing it all in Billie’s pack. Every time we passed
within two feet of each other, we had to make contact: a kiss, a
grasp of hands, a caress. But we both knew the day was growing
late. One more tryst and we’d be hiking out in the dark.

Something at the edge of my vision made me
look up, and fear clutched suddenly at my throat. A large wolf
stood no more than twenty yards away, gray and black with silver
highlights glinting in the sun. I turned to warn Billie, but she
was already staring at the wolf – without fear or worry. They
simply looked into each other’s eyes until the wolf bowed its head,
turned and trotted off. It was almost as if they’d spoken.

I couldn’t believe what had just happened and
how calm she was about it, the question apparent on my face and in
my tense body.

Billie looked at me with amusement,
hesitation and sadness hidden behind the smile. “She wouldn’t have
hurt us. She just wanted to see who was in her territory. They
don’t usually show themselves to humans, but I can guarantee that
if you’re in their territory, they’re checking you out.”

“She could have killed us,” I whispered.

She shrugged. “A wolf can kill, but it
doesn’t except to survive. Wolves kill for food, to defend their
pack, or in dominance struggles. She only would have attacked you
if you’d threatened her or her pack. I told you, you’re safe with
me.”

“How do you know it was a female?”

She grinned. “No balls.” I laughed, feeling
the tension ease from my body, and we finished loading up our
gear.

We walked in silence for a while, both of us
imprinting our first afternoon together in our minds. But my
thoughts kept straying to the wolf and the loving way Billie spoke
of her. I ruminated over the experience and couldn’t understand it.
“Billie, I’ve always been told that wolves are dangerous. Maybe I
read Little Red Riding Hood too many times, but I thought they were
savage creatures.”

She had expected this question. “The wolf is
dangerous but not savage.”

“What’s the difference?” I wanted to
understand. It was clearly important to her, though I didn’t know
why.

She turned to me, more serious than I’d seen
her yet. She spoke slowly, choosing her words carefully. “Dangerous
is being able to maim or kill. Savage is acting on it without cause
or remorse. Even a dangerous creature hesitates to attack because
they understand the natural balance of the world. When they kill
because of need, such as to eat, it complements the natural order.
Vegetation feeds herbivores, herbivores feed carnivores, and when
carnivores die, they feed the earth. It’s a perfect cycle. When a
predator attacks because of loyalty or honor, they do it out of a
need protect. A savage enjoys it.” She searched my eyes for
understanding, but I was still processing. She allowed me that, and
we continued down the path.

A few steps later I realized something in
what she said was a lie. Unable to comprehend why she would lie
about something so seemingly trivial, I stowed away the knowledge.
It certainly wasn’t trivial to her – the entire conversation had
touched something very core within her, and the emotions she hid
about it were raw.

She spoke very personally of the wolf, and it
surprised me to realize that she considered herself dangerous. I
knew she could hold her own, but I’d never thought of her as
dangerous. I had much to process and a great deal to learn about my
new girlfriend.

Girlfriend. The word filled me with
contentment. Billie and I were starting a relationship, one we were
both excited about. I would see the woman beside me again, learn
what she was all about, and the prospect filled me with life and
joy.

The rest of the hike, though mostly silent,
was uneventful. Billie had drawn into herself, but it didn’t feel
like a rejection. I knew I could be introspective and moody at
times, so I couldn't complain. The mental connection we shared
remained, but something stood between us. Spending a few minutes
trying to understand this, I came up blank and didn’t have the
nerve to dip into her mind obtrusively.

After we reached the Jeep and she’d stowed
her pack, I snagged a short length of rope lying beside the seat.
Trapping her between my arms and the vehicle, I pushed her arms
behind her and tied her wrists snugly. Locking my eyes with hers, I
knew by her thoughts that she understood. I would not unbind her
until I was done.

Pushing her back against the Jeep, pressed
against her, trapping her with my body. I lifted her shirt high,
exposing her breasts to me. She stared at me, warring between
defiance and supplication, but she said nothing. Against her
nature, she allowed me to take control. She allowed herself to
submit to me.

Reading what she needed and more than willing
to give it, I gave no foreplay. I squeezed a nipple hard, and she
called out my name. “Sadie. Jesus, Sadie.” I took her whole breast
in my hand and squeezed, causing her to cry out in pain and
ecstasy, my other hand tracing down her side. She writhed and I bit
her ear, then tweaked her other nipple until she cried out. Bound
and trapped, she started to relax into it, letting her steadfast
control soften.

A little more was all she needed. I pressed
my hips firmly against her. Needing my hands free for a moment, I
held her against the Jeep with my hips. I pulled my shirt over my
head, and her eyes widened in surprise. Immediately, however, I
wrapped the shirt around her face, covering her eyes and ears and
leaving only her mouth free.

She began to protest. “Trust me,” I said,
softly. She stilled beneath me, her breath coming in gasps. A tail
of rope remained at her wrists, and I slipped this through the door
handle, securing her even more. “Sadie?” Her voice came soft, again
protesting her vulnerability. “Trust me,” I said again, and she
nodded.

Hands secured and blinded, she felt helpless
before me. I touched her face gently, watching her lean her cheek
into my hand. Her shirt had fallen back into place, and I slipped
my hands underneath to caress her breasts, I gave her soft pleasure
before pain. Pinching a nipple until she cried out, I ran my other
hand around her back, gripping her jeans. I tormented her body with
pleasure until she relaxed into me.

Only then did I push her jeans down around
her ankles, replicating the technique she used on me. One knee
wedged between hers forced her legs apart and disrupted her
balance. She struggled to remain upright, moaning in protest but
not asking to be released. She only had to ask and she knew it.
Kneeling a bit, I wrapped one arm around her backside and shoved my
thumb inside her pussy, fingers digging painfully into her cheek.
With the other hand, I reached above my head, gripping one breast
while pushing her body against the vehicle.

Her whole body seized as I worked her hard
with my thumb, fingers gripping her ass tighter with every thrust.
Gasping rhythmically, the whole Jeep shook under my ministrations.
I used my teeth on her, grazing and biting her thighs and groin
until red. She let out a scream as her orgasm rattled the vehicle
violently. Her mouth hung open, panting, as the contractions waned.
Releasing her, I rose and kissed her gently. As we kissed, I
touched her with all gentleness: hips, breasts, stomach. I caressed
her ass and rubbed her back. Finally she’d given herself over to
me, vulnerable.

Slowly I zipped and buttoned her jeans before
releasing her hands. Lastly, I pulled my shirt from her face to
gaze into a pair of glazed and wondering eyes. I leaned my head
against hers, exhausted from the day and finally feeling it.
Meeting her eyes, I stated firmly. “I’m not going to let you push
me away because you don’t know if you can trust me.” Or because
you see yourself as a savage. But I didn’t complete that
thought aloud.

Her voice almost squeaked, a sound completely
out of character for her. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

My tone turned low and almost aggressive.
“Don’t underestimate me. I’m stronger than I look.”

“I see that,” she whispered and slapped my
ass as she darted around the Jeep.

We drove without speaking for several
minutes, a comfortable silence that didn’t need piercing. Needing a
few minutes to compose herself, I gave her some space. Her mind
worked over what she intended to say, and finally prepared, she
spoke. “Pain has its place. In a fight it raises your adrenaline
and makes you faster and stronger. When you’re injured, it can
bring clarity to your mind. If you embrace pain, it doesn’t control
you. I’m very much a masochist, but I don’t give up control easily,
and it’s kind of hard on relationships. What you did to me, I never
would have asked for it.” Thank you.

The mental gratitude shocked me more than her
confession. Certain I didn’t pluck that out of her head, the only
other option was that she’d sent it to me; and that had never
happened before. I knew nothing about my ability. Sure, I’d met the
random psychic, but most were just good students of human nature.
The few who had any real ability couldn’t hold a candle to me. They
could read emotions, see auras, and some could even see the past or
the future.

I’ve never seen an aura in my life, and
emotions were child’s play. The past and the future held no
interest to me personally, and I’d never had reason to look for
that in someone else. I didn’t honestly know if I could do it. I’d
never met anyone who could do what I could.

I’ve never known a time when I couldn’t read
a thought as clearly as hear a voice. But it was the least of my
capabilities. If I wanted to, I could reach deep into a person’s
mind and see anything I desired. At one point in my life, I had
abused that ability, scaring and violating the people around me. I
had even controlled a person’s actions. I’ve seen the damage I
could wield, and I vowed long ago never to abuse it again. I
haven’t.

What Billie did, sending a thought to me … I
couldn’t comprehend how that was possible. She wasn’t like me, and
as far as I could tell, she wasn’t even a psychic. Puzzled, I
wanted to dig inside and drag it out of her mind, but I knew I
never would. I almost asked her – I desperately wanted to – but I
couldn’t have that conversation after Annie. I wouldn’t drive
Billie away, so I simply stored the information away.

Returning my thoughts to the present, I
noticed Billie neither expected nor wanted a response to her
confession. She considered the conversation done for the moment.
Which was good, because it meant my hesitation didn’t bother her.
Her words made sense, though I wondered how many fights she’d
actually been in.

“What do you do for a living, Sadie?” Her
need for silence ended, and she reached out for me again.

Happy for the shift of thought, I told her.
“I work at Lydd’s Warehouse. Started as a pick-packer three years
ago, and now I supervise one of the shifts.”

She nodded. “Do you like it?”

“It’s okay. It’s a good job, just not very
fulfilling.”

“Ever thought about college?”

“I’m not really the college type.” That had
been my standard answer for many years, but she didn’t have the
same response as most.

She grinned. “Few people are. But they go
anyway.”

She didn’t bring it up condescendingly as
some people do, but the question bothered me a bit anyway. Sighing,
I tried to explain. “I’ve thought about it. It would be nice to
actually do something with my life, but I don’t think I’m cut out
for it. I didn’t exactly do well in high school.”

“You’re older now.” She glanced at me,
raising a red eyebrow.

“True, but I don’t even know what I would
study.”

“That’s part of the point of going – figuring
out what interests you. I didn’t go to college to be an accountant;
I found it while I was there. In my family it was expected, so I
never questioned that I would go. I’m glad I did.”

I thought about my own family, who had had
the same expectations. Until they disowned me and decided they
didn’t care. “My parents always wanted me to be something.”

She obviously didn’t like that comment.
“Hmmm. To me college isn’t about being someone, it’s about the
process of getting there.” I didn’t understand and said so. “It’s
hard to explain. You work for years to accomplish a goal, and in
the end, they give you a piece of paper to frame and impress
people. But with a four-year degree you’re not an expert at
anything, so what’s the point? The point is you did it, it’s
something you earned. Most employers who ask for a degree are
looking more at your determination than your knowledge.”

I hadn’t thought about it that way before.
Ruminating over that for a moment, it did make sense. “In the
warehouse, when we’re looking for a new supervisor, we promote from
within. And one of the most important things we look at is length
of employment. Someone who’s stuck with us for years is more likely
to stay and do the job right.”

“Exactly. What interests you? Hobbies?”

Other than reading minds? I thought
about it. “Nature, animals. Hiking and exploring. I don’t want to
be a vet, so it just doesn’t seem like a career path. What am I
going to do, climb a mountain for a living?”

Amusement crossed the front of her mind, and
her face lit up in a smile. Her eyes sparkled alluringly. “Sure.
Environmental Conservation, Forest Service, Wildlife Management.
You love it out here. Why not help preserve it?” I hadn’t quite
thought about it that way, though I should have. “Remember your
concern when you didn’t see squirrels?”

“It’s a thought.” It was a thought I’d never
had before. I knew people managed these mountains, but I’d never
considered joining them. I’d thought of them as pencil pushers and
bureaucrats, but it dawned on me that they needed first-hand
observation in order to know what to do.

“I’m not telling you what you should do;
everyone needs to follow their own path in life. There’s nothing
wrong with working in a warehouse if that’s what you want. But
don’t sell yourself short.”

With Billie beside me, the world seemed full
of possibilities – new adventures, new worlds, new beginnings. “It
would be nice not to live in a cave.”

“Hey, I’ve spent some quality time in
surprisingly comfortable caves.” Despite the amusement, she was
dead serious. “Let’s stop in Idaho City for dinner.” She was
already turning towards town.

“You’re hungry? After all that food? I don’t
think I’ll eat for a week, and you ate a lot more than I did.”
Granted, a few hours had passed, but still.

Shrugging, she admitted freely, “I eat a
lot.”

“How do you stay so skinny?” It didn’t seem
fair that I had to watch every bite that crossed my lips while she
could consume so much.

“High metabolism, active life. And if you
didn’t notice, we were kind of active today. My treat.”

I sighed. “You’ve been treating me all day.
I’m going to feel like you’re my sugar-momma soon.” I couldn’t help
complaining, preferring a relationship to be balanced.

“Don’t worry about it.” She must have read
something on my expression, because she continued easily. “I’ve
told you I’m observant, and I’ve made a few assumptions. Correct me
if I’m wrong at any point. You came to your favorite bar for the
first time in a year wearing twenty dollar jeans and a slightly
faded shirt. I’m not complaining, you looked yummy. You live in a
house that couldn’t cost more than $700 a month, drive a car worth
not much more. Your kitchen table is not only old, it’s secondhand,
and though your couch is cute and looks comfortable enough to fool
around on, you’ve had it for a while.

“You may not care about living rich, but you
would replace your table at least if you had any money to spare.
The scratches trap grime and you’re quite clean. I don’t care how
old your car is or what your wardrobe costs. But I don’t want you
to go broke trying to keep up with me. Especially the way I eat. I
have money – I take home a good salary as an accountant and I’ve
invested well. I have enough to spoil you the way I want to.” She
said all of this matter-of-factly, and it was all true, though how
she knew the table was secondhand was a mystery.

She was right, though. I didn’t care about
having the fancy house and new car (a reliable one would be nice),
but certain things I did want and didn’t buy because I barely had
enough to pay my bills.

Parking at a dingy bar and grill, she leaned
over and kissed me. “Let me spoil you. You deserve it, and I’ll
love it. Come on, I’m hungry.” Her stomach rumbled as if the
comment excited it, and I just shook my head and grinned.

Like all of the stores on Idaho City’s main
strip, the restaurant was historical. Outside, the wood was either
original or made to look so, giving the impression of a
hundred-year-old building. It was probably older. Inside, the
design mimicked the same style, though the “antique” tables and
chairs were simply aged. The sign asked us to seat ourselves.

Taking a table against the wall, we made
ourselves comfortable. Pulling a chair out for me, Billie stole a
kiss before she took the corner seat. This provided her with a
clear view of the room, while I had to turn my head a bit to look
around. That was fine with me. The place was nearly full this late
on a Saturday summer evening. The waitress appeared harried and
gave us a “be with you in a moment” gesture.

A middle-aged man in an apron approached us
almost immediately. Even before I looked at him, I could feel his
hostility and stiffened, understanding immediately what was about
to happen. Boise was pretty open, and homophobes in customer
service were expected to keep it to themselves. But it seemed the
further you traveled away from Boise, the more this happened. I
braced myself for the encounter, unable to hide the stiffening in
my muscles.

His face twisted in a snarl, he clenched his
fists at his side and rumbled, “You’re not welcome here.” Not a
subtle man.

Billie’s eyes narrowed as comprehension
arose, along with a thread of anger, carefully controlled. “Excuse
me?” Her voice, though polite, expressed her distaste.

“I don’t want your kind in my restaurant. Go
find somewhere else to eat.” He nodded his head toward the door,
and I was more than ready to leave.

Billie’s face relaxed into casual politeness,
but the anger beneath it didn’t recede. I doubted the man had a
clue how pissed she was, as well as she contained it. “No,
actually, I think we’re fine right here. Could we have a couple of
menus?” She smiled without expressing any warmth.

Raising his voice, a few patrons turned their
heads, few of them noticing the situation prior to his outburst.
“Are you deaf? Take your dyke asses out of my restaurant and go
back to San Francisco.” The room quieted, and the subversive
hostility I felt around me left me short of breath. I hated how
intense emotion stole my strength. One man was prepared to back up
the owner, and others were on the verge of speaking in our defense.
Most were just upset we were spoiling their dinner or embarrassed
at the scene.

As was I. Shifting in my seat, preparing to
stand and leave, Billie sent me a thought that kept me where I was.
She had something up her sleeve. “No menus? Well, I would like a
hamburger and fries. What are you having Sadie?”

I didn’t want to eat at that establishment,
all hunger lost in the confrontation in front of me and around me.
Trying to mimic Billie’s tone, my voice still came out a bit shaky.
“Just a beer. I’m not hungry.”

“I’m not serving you.” He stood his ground,
but so did Billie. My new girlfriend was stubborn.

Looking directly into his eyes, challenging
him, Billie said sweetly. “If you want to kick us out, you’ll have
to ask the police to do it. If that happens, I guarantee you, I
will bury you in a lawsuit so deep you’ll be stuck under paperwork
and lawyers for years. And in the end, I will own this restaurant,
which I will promptly sell to the highest bidder who doesn’t come
from this tiny town.” She let that sink in for only a hairsbreadth
of a moment. “If you want to avoid that, all you have to do is
bring us our food and beer.”

The sneer that never left his face deepened.
“Like you could.” Silently pulling a business card out of her
leather wallet, she handed it over to him. He read it, flipped it
over, and looked thoroughly confused. “So?”

“Lorren Volstein & Marks are the top
civil attorneys in Idaho. I happen to be the accountant for their
firm, and Richard Lorren happens to be one of my closest friends.
He doesn’t practice much law these days, but he still enjoys giving
it up the ass to conservative dicks like you from time to time. And
I’m sure he’d score points with his husband by taking on this
particular case.” I hadn’t heard her cuss before in conversation,
and even only a little in bed, which I liked. The effect of her
proper speech, her deceptively sweet tone, and the addition of a
few choice words my mother would have gone white to hear me say was
impressive.

The proprietor blanched, looking at the
business card as if it would contaminate him and make him as gay as
its origins.

Billie’s anger hadn’t faded, but she knew
she’d won the fight. The satisfaction in her mind didn’t show on
her face. She spoke slowly, as if to a small child. “So. I would
like a hamburger and fries, and my girlfriend here would enjoy a
beer.”

A muscle worked in his jaw as he contemplated
for about ten seconds. “Fine.” I almost didn’t catch his response
as he turned on his heels and left.

Not entirely sure what just happened, I
turned an incredulous look toward Billie. Her face was serene, but
triumph filled the forefront of her mind, her anger quickly
dissipating. “You don’t let anyone push you around.” I spoke
softly, trying not to let anyone overhear.

“Nope. And certainly not bigots like him.”
She took my hand in hers and brought it to her lips in a simple
kiss.

“I would have just left. I’d rather not
patronize a business who doesn’t want me.” That was how things were
done, I thought. If they didn’t want ‘your kind’ around, you left
and never came back. You spread the word, and others of ‘your kind’
plus friends and family didn’t either. You hit their pocketbooks
and their reputation.

Her smile wide and wicked, she replied. “I’d
rather see them squirm while serving a dyke. If he thinks he’s
better than us, it will drive him nuts. We have to stand up for
ourselves in life, and this is my way of doing it. It’s sort of a
dominance thing, telling them that I’m bigger than them and have
sharper teeth, so they might as well roll over.”

Understanding hit me, and a slight smile
twitched my mouth. “You just found your new favorite restaurant in
Idaho City, didn’t you?”

“My absolute favorite. I can’t go through
Idaho City without stopping for a bite.” I couldn’t help but
appreciate the humor in that. “The food better be good, or it’ll be
a long summer.”

Still a little dazed, I returned to the other
source of amazement. “So this law firm you work for. They do civil
rights cases?”

“Richard dabbles in civil rights, but his
partners do pure civil cases. Technically, he’s retired, which
means he doesn’t know the definition of the word. Richard’s part of
my family, and he and his wife come over to dinner a couple times a
month.” Wife. I laughed. “I’m actually the only queer among my
family, but no one treats it like it even matters. Richard will
laugh when I tell him about his ‘husband.’ Actually, they’re coming
to dinner next Friday. Want to join us?”

This “family” of hers piqued my curiosity,
and Richard sounded like a definite winner. “Yeah. It would be nice
to meet some of your family. What’s Richard like?”

“Charismatic, funny, full of stories. He’s
quite a kick. He’ll like you. It’s always a casual dinner, nothing
fancy. Just lots of good food and good company. It gives me an
excuse to cook something special. Richard’s been doing gay rights
cases for years now, and I know he would have made good on my
threat – he’s great that way. He’ll tell you all about his bigger
cases if you let him get started.”

“You cook?”

“All the time. With the way I eat, I’d go
broke eating out every day even on my salary. I like it,
actually.”

“I love to cook, but it’s hard to make some
time-consuming meal when I’m the only one eating it. So I don’t do
it much.” Anymore.

“Gets kind of lonely, eating for one?” She
lowered her eyelids a little, a subtle tell-me-about-it
mannerism.

My mouth twitched in a beginning of a wry
smile. I didn’t really want to talk about it, but honesty won the
moment. “Yeah. I have been lonely. Maybe that’s what drove me to
Louie’s last night. I didn’t go to pick up some woman – or at least
I didn’t think so at the time – but I guess I kind of did.”

Her tone turned haughty. “As I recall, I
picked you up.”

“And I’m still not sure how that
happened.”

I read her amusement easily. “You think just
because you were hiding in a corner that you wouldn’t be noticed? I
notice everything and everyone around me, and I certainly noticed
you.” Satisfaction roiled in her mind. She took great pleasure in
finding me.

I didn’t know how to feel about that. “I’m
not used to being noticed. People tend to just ignore me. Don’t get
me wrong, this isn’t all insecurities or whatever. I know I’m
pretty, but people just walk by most of the time. It used to bug
me, but now it just feels normal.”

“They ignore you because you hide. You’re a
beautiful woman, Sadie. Not the most beautiful I’ve ever met, but
very beautiful, and more exciting and sexy than anyone I’ve ever
known. I saw that in you when I saw you at Louie’s, and I knew I
had to meet you.”

The waitress came with the food and beer, a
cute young thing with eyes of a beaten puppy. Not saying a word or
meeting our gaze, she placed the beer in front of me and began to
turn. “Miss, can I have a water?” Billie’s tone was kinder than I
expected after her conversation with the proprietor. Gentleness
crossed her mind as if the girl were a small child or a puppy.

She nodded and left, clearly uncomfortable.
And afraid.

“Poor thing. She’s terrified,” Billie
commented softly at her retreating back, wanting to know why.

“She sees something in us that she’s afraid
to admit to herself.” It came out before I realized what I was
saying, but Billie didn’t seem to think it an odd observation.

“I wouldn’t doubt it. God I’d hate to be
young and coming out in a town like this. My hometown wasn’t big,
but it would be horrible here.” Billie dug into her meal with
enthusiasm.

I watched the girl as she maneuvered between
tables, carrying the plates easily but uncomfortable in the
atmosphere. She wanted to leave Idaho City, but felt trapped there,
and only part of it was money. I could almost see what that was,
but to press further was to go too far. Superficial thoughts
only, I reminded myself.

“You do that.” Billie stared at me intently,
knowing without looking in the direction of my gaze. “You look at
people as if you want to drag out their soul and examine it.”

I smiled uncomfortably, kicking myself for
being so obvious with her. “I wish I could sometimes. I’d like to
know why she stays here.”

“Tell me about Annie.” The question came as a
shock, and for a moment I just stared. How could she know about
Annie? “I saw the letter on the table addressed to both of
you.”

Of course she did. How stupid of me. Letting
out the breath I didn’t know I was holding, I tried to organize my
thoughts. I hadn’t talked to anyone about those last few weeks, and
I wasn’t sure I could put it into words. Billie gave me the time I
needed to respond.

Slowly, I tried to explain, for once unable
to read Billie in the confusion of my own thoughts. I couldn’t look
at her and stared at the waitress instead: pain, and a little
shame, evident in my tone. “Annie and I were together for a year.
She was very talented, musically and artistically. You may have
seen some of her art in local newspapers and magazines. I loved
her. When it started to fall apart, it was quick. Two weeks later
she moved out; that was three months ago.”

I caught Billie’s gaze and understanding
clearly showed in them. Understanding and something else. “You made
her uncomfortable.” I didn’t acknowledge that, but she was getting
a pretty good picture. Too good. Feeling like I should say
something, my tongue instead worked itself into a dry husk with no
voice. “When you started finishing her sentences and telling her
what she was thinking, anticipating what she wanted, she couldn’t
handle it.”

I nodded, wondering if Billie would stand up
and leave right then, but part of me knew she wouldn’t. Part of me
thought she should. She’d known for a while that I could do this:
pull a thought or read a vibe. Strangely enough, she liked it. I
took a sip of my beer to give my hands something to do so they
didn’t shake.

She liked it now, but would she later? When
the creepiness factor kicked in. When I knew of the birth or death
of someone she loved. When I shared her own memory with her, not
realizing she’d never spoken of it. I’d done more than make Annie
uncomfortable, I’d scared her.

“That won’t happen with me.” She spoke softly
and sounded so certain. How could she understand the intricacies of
a relationship with someone like me?

“Won’t it?” Starting to get cynical, I
challenged her. “When I pass you the salt before you ask, you’re
not going to think I’m a freak? And if I call you moments after you
find out your father’s dead, you won’t fear me? What about when I
answer you before I realize you didn’t say it aloud?” I didn’t want
to lose her, but if we were having this conversation, I wouldn’t
pull the punches. I wasn’t ready to tell her everything, but if she
already knew the basics, I refused to sugarcoat it.

I think part of me wanted it to end right
there. To lose her after one day would hurt so much, I didn’t want
to think about it, but to lose her later … I didn’t know if I could
bear it. If she was going to walk away, I was going to give her the
opportunity.

“You already anticipate what I want and need.
I love it, and not just the sex part. And when my father dies, a
phone call from you will be exactly what I need. What you do is not
normal, but it is special. You don’t have to hide it from me.” Her
sincerity was genuine, but I simply didn’t believe she understood
the situation.

“You mean it – I see that – but putting it
into practice every day is different. Once I get close to someone,
I start losing control of it. And I already can’t control it with
you. It’s not a light switch that I can turn on and off. It sort of
is, but when I drop my guard, it comes on randomly when I don’t ask
it. Sometimes I can’t even tell what’s spoken and what’s not.” My
frustration at this was evident, and she took my hand.

“Don’t push me away because you don’t know if
you can trust me.”

I shook my head, deciding at that moment that
I wouldn’t. I’d asked her to trust me, and I wanted to trust her.
“I’m not going to, but I am afraid. You don’t know what you’re
getting yourself into. You don’t know what I am.”

Her words drifted to a new topic, but it was
the same conversation in her mind. “When you meet my family, you’re
going to feel undercurrents that you don’t understand. Secrets and
whispers and things hidden. It’s not bad, and you’ll feel that, but
I need to warn you. We’re very tight and very private. I’ll keep
things from you, not because I want to but because I made a
promise. I’ll never lie to you, but I won’t be able to tell you
everything. And please don’t go digging.”

“I try not to stick my nose where it doesn’t
belong. At least when it comes to my abilities. I can’t promise I
won’t pick up on something accidentally, but I promise I won’t dig.
”

“Are you okay with the secrets?” Her question
was important, both to her and to us. Her fear about that rivaled
my own about my abilities.

I thought about it a moment, needing to know
that my words were not false. “What you said was true, at least in
your mind. It’s not bad, just private. So long as that stays true
I’ll respect it. How can I not respect your privacy? I keep parts
of myself private, too.” She nodded her thanks. “Are you going to
tell them about me?”

She grinned. “Oh, they’ll know. And it’ll be
fun seeing their faces.”

“How will they know? Are they psychics?”

She scrunched her nose in distaste. “We don’t
like the term 'psychic.' It’s been ruined by all the frauds out
there. We call people like you Sensitives, and no they are not
Sensitives exactly, but they recognize one when they meet her.”
Great. A room full of people who know I can read their minds.

“They won’t care?” I had a hard time
accepting that. I’d have to experience it to believe it.

Her certainty on this was clear. “No.”

The idea of a group of people, people I might
consider “family” someday, who were comfortable with someone like
me around intrigued me. I didn’t want to get my hopes up, but if
what Billie said was true, I thought my loneliness might soon
dissipate.

We finished our meal, enjoyed some public
display of affection just to annoy the proprietor, and stood to go.
Leaving two twenties on the table, Billie gave her credit card to
the proprietor. Scowling at her, he said nothing while running it.
Ready to leave, she had to have the last word. Her grin wide and
sweet, she said, “The food was delicious. See you next time.”

Not waiting for a reply, she slipped an arm
around my waist, and we walked out, leaving him stewing in a rage
behind us. Out of sight and sound, she burst into laughter, and I
found myself joining her. “That was fun.”

I had to agree. “It was, once I figured out
the game. At first I was really uncomfortable, but I’m glad we did
it that way.”

“I’m sorry. I knew you wanted to get out of
there, but I really wanted to come out on top with him. Forgive
me?”

That was too easy. “Are you offering penance?
I could think of a few things you could do to make up for it.”
Running my fingers down her neck, I kissed her. I couldn’t wait to
get her home.

“That’s not penance, that’s a reward. Careful
how you punish me for stunts like this, or I’ll do them more
often.” Desire and amusement rose within her, and I wasn’t the only
one ready to get to my place.

“I can’t imagine anything that you could do
that would require my forgiveness.” The words, meant as a
compliment, struck her in an unusual way. Guilt surfaced, and a
tense look crossed her face. She was afraid that whatever she was
hiding from me, whatever secrets her family held, would create a
need for forgiveness. “Billie, you said it’s not bad, so why would
I have to forgive you for it? I wasn’t digging, it came to the
surface of your thoughts.”

Pulling me into a hug which was somehow more
intimate than our kiss, she whispered into my ear. “I won’t lie to
you. But I’m going to be more honest than I probably should. It
isn’t bad, but it isn’t roses and cotton candy either. I have my
dark side, and I don’t want to hurt you because of it. Sadie …” She
reached out to me, begging forgiveness in advance.

I didn’t know what this incredible woman had
to hide that was so terrible, but I knew her heart was true. Most
people only believe that about their partners, but I knew. “I’ll
try to understand.” Knowing I meant my promise, she released me and
we climbed into the Jeep.

Grey light fell as we pulled onto my street.
My previously empty house felt inviting again as I imagined sharing
it, even part of the time, with Billie. Imagining her staying
nights and waking up next to her warmed me in a way that I hadn’t
felt in a very long time. And never this intensely.

“Okay if I come in?” she teased me.

“You better.” I let her trail me to my door,
not glancing back and knowing she followed. Her intensity
overwhelmed me as she watched my form in front of her. It enveloped
me, consumed my whole being, this desire that was both mental and
sexual. To her I was a drug, and she was hooked after only
twenty-four hours.

For me it was more earthen. I felt like I’d
found something I never knew I’d missed, and she filled that void.
We weren’t two halves of a whole, like some people say, but rather
together we were more than either one of us apart. We complemented
each other. So much already, and who knew what the future would
hold.

Kissing the back of my neck as I tried to
work the lock, I had a little trouble. My words came husky from my
throat, but I didn’t turn. “If you’d like to make love on the front
porch, keep going. But my neighbor is a voyeur. If you want to
actually get in the house …well, this distraction is not
helping.”

Silently she took my keys from my hands and
unlocked the door, reaching around my body but not even pausing in
her adoration of my neck. “I’d rather not give a performance, but
I’m not sure I can quit.”

Once in the house with the door closed, I
turned to face her, and she took my head in both hands, my gaze
raised a bit to meet hers. “I could use a shower.”

That sounded like a great venue to me, too.
And it guaranteed a lack of clothes, though I doubted they’d stay
on much longer either way. She grabbed a bag that I didn’t know
she’d brought in and followed me down the hall.

I started the shower while she added her
toiletries to mine, which excited me more than even her presence.
It was a not-so-subtle reminder that she was here to stay. Somehow
she knew that I liked it and she didn’t need to ask permission – I
still didn’t know how she could possibly read me so well if she
wasn’t a Sensitive.

“Sensitive.” I hadn’t had much time to think
about the term, but I decided I liked it. Always reluctant to be
grouped with psychics, I turned the new word over in my mind. It
was descriptive, even if it was incomplete. Certainly sensitive to
those around me, I nevertheless could do so much more. But I’d
admitted to very little of that fact, and I was determined to keep
it that way. Besides, it’s not like I was using the rest of my
abilities.

What I’d said about the waitress, that I
wished I could see more, was true. Even though I could have found
out more about her situation, I couldn’t let myself actually do it.
I’d learned my lesson on that one, and I didn’t dare cross that
line again. It was one of those situations when “couldn’t” and
“wouldn’t” were the same thing.

Feeling her lips on my neck again, I decided
I liked her at my back. Undressing me gently, all the way down to
my boots, I could feel my body respond, ready and eager.

I wanted to touch her, but she wanted me
where I was, and I let her call the shots, even without saying the
words. Especially without the words. “You have a mole on your
shoulder.” She kissed it and ran her tongue over it.

“I have several.”

“I know. I think I’ve found them all now.”
Her arms reached around, and her hands caressed my belly. Tilting
my head back onto her shoulder, I allowed her to just touch me with
nothing in return. Yet. “How much hot water do you have?”

“Not enough.”

Stripping out of her clothes in an instant,
we stepped into the aging tub. Still she wanted my back, and her
thoughts told me why. She wanted to explore my body without being
consumed by my eyes. And explore she did, with the water falling
over both of us, and the soap lathered in her hands and over my
skin. My hands pressed against the shower walls, I closed my eyes
at her ministrations. Working her way down, she caressed and
cleansed. Other than her hands, she barely touched me, her breasts
grazing my skin occasionally and her breath more than her lips
raising the hairs on my arms.

God, what she could make me feel with even
the slightest touch. She brought me instantly to a height of
arousal as soon as we wanted it. Foreplay was only part of it –
what we felt together was everything. It wasn’t just her body and
her loving – her mind pushed me towards an unbelievable passion.
The whole package was intoxicating, and sometimes during sex, I
couldn’t tell her thoughts from mine.

“Sadie, turn around.” I obeyed without
hesitation, and she began on my front, starting at my feet and
making her way up. Seeing her kneeling at my feet, I felt
incredibly vulnerable. She paused at my muff gently teasing while
she cleaned, lingering in the folds she found. Her mouth pressed
against it, and it almost ended there – or began there, however you
want to think about it.

Yet she managed to finish the job, provoking
the nerves in my nipples on the way. Finally face to face, she
couldn’t hold herself back any longer, and neither could I.
Touching her for the first time since entering the bathroom, I felt
her body respond before I even touched it. She pressed her groin
against mine while leaving the upper body free for physical
endearments.

Reaching for her lips with my own, I slid my
tongue inside, losing myself in her taste. As she responded, I
reached around with one hand (the other still fondling a breast)
and found her ass as firm and perfect as I remembered. As I grabbed
it, pressing her into me, I could feel the muscles flexing
beneath.

I didn’t know how much more I could take
before I would explode, and I wanted her to writhe beneath my hands
before that happened.

Inserting my other hand between us, I found
what I was looking for and gently fingered her. Her folds were warm
and moist, and her breath quickened when I entered the tip of a
finger, all that I could manage in the position we were in.

“Sadie. More. Please,” she begged. Leaving
her lips reluctantly, I lowered myself until I found her breasts.
Her mind told me what she wanted, and I eagerly obliged: a tongue
across a nipple followed by a gentle nip. As my teeth grazed her
tits, her fingers touched my own, and I might have climaxed right
there had I wanted to.

I wanted more of her than I had, so I knelt
in front of her, my eyes level with her red curls. Gripping my wet
hair between her fists, she longed to touch me, but the moment was
mine.

Entering her with a single finger from behind
at the same time as from the front with my tongue, she gasped, her
body tensing in the sudden ecstasy. It urged me further, tasting
her, feeling her, wanting her. Gentle motions in and out while my
tongue flicked her clit repeatedly, she panted at my efforts.
Easing a second finger in only increased the effect, my spare hand
holding her against me.

Her body began to shake as I increased the
rhythm of the thrusts. Without warning, I inserted a third finger
and increased the intensity of the thrusts at the same time. Her
hips tilted towards me in invitation, and I knew she was nearly
there. Nothing held her back except her will to make this the best
orgasm of her life, and for that I needed one more thing.

As I grazed her clit with my teeth, I
simultaneously felt a contraction beneath my mouth and hand and her
orgasm in her mind, intense and euphoric all at once. Intensifying
the thrusts as well as the oral torture, she came with me in her,
then melted around me.

Withdrawing, I could feel her ecstasy and
hear her breathing begin to slow. “Sadie. Sadie.” She couldn’t seem
to say anything else, and that was fine with me. I loved the
satisfied way she said my name.

Standing, I brushed my lips against hers and
felt the water begin to cool on my back. “Perfect timing,” she
said.

“For me, but not for you.”

“Another time. Come on, you’re getting
cold.”

Despite my urging and my departure, she
remained to finish her shower, saying the cold didn’t really bother
her. While she remained in the shower, I grabbed a second pillow
from my closet and tidied up my bedroom.

I felt her presence in the doorway before I
realized the shower had turned off. She stood there, leaning
against the doorframe, gloriously naked, watching me.

“What’s your favorite part of the body?” I
searched hers, but that wasn’t what she meant. “I offered you
penance earlier, so what do you want me to do?” Her offer was
genuine and playfully sexual, not raised by some imagined guilt, so
I felt myself rise to the challenge.

“How are you at foot massages?”

“I can manage.” Her delight told me she could
more than manage. Without a word she retreated to the bathroom and
returned with a bottle. “Lie down.”

Stretching out on my queen-sized bed, propped
up a bit by the pillows, she sat at my feet. Cross-legged again –
God she knew how to tease me. I had a perfect view of her breasts,
and they glowed under her tanned skin. The bottle contained vanilla
oil – I could smell it soon after she opened the bottle. Then she
took my left foot into her hands.

I’ve always loved a good foot massage, on the
rare occasion when I could get one, but this one was the best.
First I had quite a view with her naked body at my feet and my foot
in her lap. My feet genuinely hurt after our hike, and under her
touch, the muscles eased, and my whole body began to relax.

“Is there anything you can’t do?” I wondered
as she worked each toe individually.

“I can’t sew. Never learned and never wanted
to. I can’t draw or paint or sculpt. I can do a few things with a
screwdriver, but don’t ask me to work on your car.”

“You’re enjoying this, too.”

“It’s the first intimate thing I’ve done for
you – intimate, not sexual or romantic. I’m loving it. I usually
like to do things the other way around: romance before intimacy,
intimacy before sex. It’s usually more fun to discover the person
before you discover their body. But you turned my world upside down
the moment I saw you, and it all happened backwards.”

“Our libidos did sort of take control,” I
admitted, though with no regrets.

“I like the way we started. I wanted you the
moment I met you, and at the same time I saw someone I wanted to
know and discover. I’ve never felt the two together so strongly
before. The hardest thing I’ve ever done was leave you at your
front door last night. But it was worth it, waiting until we found
the clearing and finding each other under the trees. I can’t
imagine a more perfect beginning to our relationship.” She switched
feet.

I was getting sleepy, but she had one more
question. “Do you need to get up in the morning?” She would be
there in the morning, I thought, smiling.

“No. I don’t work until Monday.”

“Any other plans?” She wanted to know if she
could stay all day.

“My boyfriend’s supposed to come over at one.
I guess that means you’ll have to go by lunch,” I teased her, and
her laugh was music.

Her gentle pressures on my right foot relaxed
me until I felt myself starting to drift off to sleep. Good
night. That was all the encouragement I needed.

 



Chapter 3

I woke to the gentle
brush of her mind. Awake and stroking my shoulder with her hands, I
could feel her presence in front of me.

“Good morning.”

I opened my eyes. “Much better than an alarm
clock. What time is it?”

“A quarter after eight. You’re so sweet when
you sleep.”

She’d been watching me, and the thought
brought a smile to my lips. “How long have you been awake?”

“A while.” She was exactly where she wanted
to be, as was I. The covers had fallen to the floor, and I
suspected that was Billie’s doing. The chilliness of the morning
raised goose bumps on my arms and perked both our nipples into
firmness. I liked this view better, too.

Touching her face, I absorbed the image of
her mussed hair and sleep-flushed skin. “You could have woken me
up.”

“You needed your sleep. I wore you out
yesterday.”

Brushing my lips against hers, I felt the
warmth of the moment glide through her mind. “Promise to do it
again?”

“That’s an easy promise.” Her eyebrows
twitched amusingly.

“How about now?” Caressing her inner thigh a
little above the knee, her sensitivity heightened, as did her
arousal. “That’s your favorite spot, isn’t it?”

“One of them. I’m still trying to figure out
yours. You seem to enjoy so many places.” Her lips traveled to my
ear where she nibbled briefly, then to the hollow of my breasts. My
breath hitched at the sensations.

“You’re off to a good start.” She explored a
little more. “I don’t think I want to tell you my favorite places.
I like it just fine, you trying to figure them out.”

“So do I.” Memorizing every curve as I
touched it, I found her body to be as perfect as it was the first
time I laid hands on it. At my command, she reluctantly turned on
her stomach. I straddled her legs and worked her skin beneath my
fingers, planting a kiss in a particularly luscious location here
and there. Her auburn hair flowed halfway down her back, and I
swept it aside, taking in the area beneath.

Only one scar marred her entire body, and it
lay beneath her hair where I hadn’t seen it yet. At the base of her
neck, a mark long healed ruined the perfection exquisitely – her
scar felt very real on a body that seemed so impossibly perfect. I
traced its outline with one finger. “Dog bite?”

She didn’t answer my question. To my surprise
her mind hardened at the memory, though the stiffness didn’t enter
her body. Her control was amazing. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to
drudge up anything.” It amazed me how quickly our mental rapport
had become natural.

“It’s fine. The bite comes from a time in my
life that was very difficult. I rarely talk about it even among the
family.” She wanted to change the subject, but I wanted to make a
point.

“If you ever want to talk about it, you can.”
She nodded, though she had no intention of doing so. It took a full
minute to loosen her up again, and I wondered at some of the
shadows in her life.

“You are such a mystery. There’s so much I
don’t know about you, and so much I want to ask.”

“Ask me anything, Sadie. If I can’t tell you,
I’ll tell you so. If I don’t want to talk about it, I’ll tell you
that too. Otherwise, I’ll tell you anything.”

I started with a safe one. “Where do you
live?”

Relaxing a little more, she turned her head.
“A few miles northwest of here. I have a house on a few acres with
a beautiful view out the back.”

“No dogs to run home and feed?”

I could feel her grin, even though I couldn’t
see it well. “I don’t get along with dogs. I like them, but they
usually don’t like me. I do have a couple of cats, but if I think I
might be away for a day or two, I just leave them with food and
water. ”

“What are they like?”

“Neurotic and arrogant, like most cats. Very
loveable. Sophie bosses Nial around all the time, and it makes Nial
crazy. They’re always getting into fights, even though they adore
each other the rest of the time. They’re still pretty young, so
they cause mischief and tear things apart from time to time, but
they’re good pets. Good companions.”

“I miss having pets.” I could hear the
longing in my own voice and knew Billie could sense it too.

“Why don’t you?”

“It’s the pet deposit. Having my own home in
the North End is important to me, but it isn’t cheap. I don’t have
the money for the deposit and extra rent. When I was a kid I had a
whole series of pets: cats, rabbits, gerbils. My parents didn’t
like dogs, so they drew the line there. And the scorpion was a no
as well.”

“You wanted a scorpion?” Her incredulous tone
made me smile.

“Actually, I wanted a tarantula, but I knew
that wouldn’t fly. I thought I was compromising with a scorpion. My
parents didn’t see it that way.”

This definitely intrigued her. “Do you still
want a spider?”

“I haven’t really thought about it in a
while. A pink toe would be nice – docile and not too poisonous. No
pet deposit, either. You’re not afraid of spiders?”

“I’m not afraid of much in this life, but I
don’t understand why you would want a pet like that.” She wanted to
understand it, though. She didn’t consider them dangerous, just
repulsive. Like streaking mud on the wall and calling it art.

I tried to explain, letting my adoration of
these creatures ripple through my voice. “They’re fascinating
animals, and so beautiful.” She didn’t believe the second part, and
I tried to portray the vivid beauty they possessed. “They are one
of nature’s most brilliant creations. In some ways they are
perfectly adapted to survive, a pure predator, and highly
resilient. Most tarantulas can go months without eating before they
starve. And yet if the humidity isn’t right, they die within
days.”

“Tough and vulnerable all at once.”

I couldn’t resist. “Just like you.”

Sarcasm rippled through her tone. “Romantic,
being compared to a spider.”

“It’s a compliment,” I insisted.

“I’ll take your word for it.” She laughed.
Rarely a giggle, if she let it out, her laughter came out full
throttle.

The image of the spider as a predator spurred
my next question. “You talk a lot about fighting, and you wanted to
cream that guy in Louie’s. What’s that about?”

“Fighting is a recent thing for me, but I’ve
gotten quite good in a short space of time. I’ve always been
aggressive, but recently it’s come more to the surface.” There was
more to that comment, but I didn’t push. “So I learned to fight,
and I spar frequently. When a fight, or a spar, begins, the
adrenaline starts pumping, and the world narrows on the moment.
Nothing else matters; nothing else exists. During a defeat, it’s
motivating to work harder. During a victory, it’s euphoric. Either
way it’s empowering. It’s not about hurting the other person. It’s
about winning.” I felt a bit of what she meant as her thoughts
drifted to memories, and I thought I understood. Or at least I was
starting to.

“You’ve been in real fights.”

“I have. But only when it was necessary.” She
didn’t want me to think of her as a violent person, and in no way
had she given me that impression. Hot-tempered, yes. Violent,
no.

“When is it necessary to fight?”

“To protect someone you love. To hold what
you cherish if it’s being threatened. Have you ever needed to
fight?” It was my turn to stiffen, my hands stopping suddenly. She
turned her head and looked directly at me. “Sadie, are you
okay?”

Shaking my head, I couldn’t respond for a
moment. “I don’t want to ruin the moment.” Too late.

As she turned to her side I lay beside her,
not touching her but pulling control from her very presence. Wounds
that I thought I had buried burned bright under her question.
Touching my cheek, she saw more than I wanted her to see right
then.

Which wasn’t fair, because I always saw more
than people wanted me to see. Still, I didn’t want to relive that –
not then. “Someone hurt you.”

I closed my eyes and chose my words
carefully, trying not to bring the memory to the surface. Too late
– it was always too late when this happened, though it occurred
rarely these days. “I had a reason to fight, but I didn’t. I’d
rather not talk about it right now.” I hated how abrupt my tone
sounded, but I couldn’t help it. I wasn’t ready.

Her understanding was genuine. “Okay.
Whatever you want.” Embracing me lovingly, her presence quickly
soothed the fear away. But not the pain.

How could I lose control so quickly around
her?

I needed to feel warmth on my skin to replace
the remnants of the memory. Kissing her frantically, I put her
hands upon me and urged her to chase away the shadows. I’d never
behaved that way with her before, needy and desperate.

Seeing the situation for what it was, she
pulled away, and I didn’t understand why with my own confusion
engulfing me. “You want me right now only to make the memories
disappear.” Her voice gentle, she knew exactly what had happened,
and that realization shamed me. Her intense gaze met my own, and I
felt compassion and wisdom behind them. “That’s not the way I want
it. When we make love, it needs to be about us, not him.”

Guilt flared in me, and even though I knew it
was unwarranted, I was unable to feel anything else. I couldn’t
look at her, couldn’t let her see me like that, so I turned my back
on her. She wrapped her arms around me anyway. I couldn’t explain,
couldn’t say anything. She didn’t ask me to.

I didn’t understand how I could know and
understand others so well and find my own thoughts so confusing.
But when it all surfaced and overwhelmed me, I knew myself less
well than I knew a stranger. That particular vulnerability, the
absence of self-awareness, bothered me more than the memories
themselves.

With all her strength, how could she respect
someone so helpless? I didn’t want her to know, but she already
did. God I was stupid. Why couldn’t I just control my thoughts?

Silently she soothed me until I’d regained a
bit of control. Her thoughts told me how much she adored me, and
that helped. It helped a lot, and I was able to push the pain down
to its usual repressed level. Still, the moment had shattered for
me. Billie knew this, and when she thought I was ready she spoke.
“How about breakfast?”

“Sure.” I didn’t want her arms to release me,
but I didn’t know what else to say. And we did need to eat at some
point.

“Why don’t you shower while I cook.” I
agreed.

The shower felt heavenly: hot and refreshing.
Lingering, I felt the water soothe away the remnants of the broken
moment. As it poured down the drain, I flushed the memories from
conscious thought. I stepped out of the shower feeling back to
normal – I’d become good at banishing the demons.

Following the smell to the kitchen, Billie
stood there in a light blue silk robe that barely covered her and
was thin enough that it left little to the imagination. Leaning
against the doorframe, I watched her for a moment though she knew I
was there without looking up. “You call that a robe?” It was
somehow more exciting than her nudity, the way it enticed me to
peek under it.

“Would you prefer terry cloth? I don’t own
any, but that can be changed.” Her teasing purr filled me. Her eyes
approved of my own attire, a simple T-shirt that hugged my body and
a pair of purple lace panties.

It was a good thing I regularly kept my
blinds drawn.

Spread out on my rickety table was a genuine
feast. Fruit, eggs, bacon from the back of the freezer, and toast
filled several plates. “I didn’t know I had that much food in the
house.” She grinned.

As usual, she ate three meals' worth of food,
while I limited myself to eggs, toast, and fruit. Everything was
cooked perfectly, with spinach, onions and mushrooms in the eggs,
and I told her so. Contentment radiated from her.

Something was bothering me, and I voiced it.
“We really should have had this conversation yesterday, but after
Annie left I had myself tested just in case. I know she didn’t
cheat on me, but … I don’t have any diseases.”

“Neither do I.” Certainty permeated her
thoughts, and even without details that was all I needed.

“What do you normally do on Sundays?” I asked
her.

“Spend the day in bed with some random
woman.” Her serious tone was betrayed by the humor in her mind.
“Hang around the house, do whatever chores have popped up, or visit
with friends. If I’m not out in the mountains, anyway. How about
you?”

“Sunday is my six-mile day. I jog. After that
I usually read.”

“I should have some sneakers in the car. I’ll
join you.” That sounded delicious – I hadn’t had a jogging partner
in a long time.

I couldn’t help myself. “Think you can keep
up?” She laughed.

Barely winded, Billie slowed to a walk beside
me, cooling down for the final stretch. “What’s your limit?” We
obviously hadn’t reached it, though I’d reached mine for the day.
I’d pushed it a bit and thought we’d hit six and a half miles.

“At the pace we were going?” She shrugged but
didn’t elaborate. Curious, I pressed her, though she responded with
bewildering caution. “I’ve done eighteen miles in one stretch.”

Amazed, I’d never known someone with that
sort of athleticism. “Have you ever run a marathon?”

“No. Not really my thing. You could, though.
A 10K or something?”

She’d hit one of my dreams and I didn’t even
try to suppress the smile. “I’d like to. There’s one coming up soon
that I’ve looked into.”

“You should do it. You’re faster than most, I
bet you’d have a shot at winning. You keep up a pretty good pace.”
The praise filled me as we turned onto my block. “When is it?”

“Three weeks, but I need to enter my name
soon.”

We’d reached my front door. “Your neighbor’s
watching us.” I hadn’t noticed her looking around. Annoyed, she
wanted to make him squirm but couldn’t think of a good way. Neither
could I.

“He does that a lot.”

Her nose twitched in distaste. “Let’s not
give him a show.”

We didn’t, but as soon as the door shut
behind us, we came together. Just us, as it was supposed to be.
Intense need rose between us, and I couldn’t get her shirt off fast
enough. “You’re not even sweaty.”

“You are.” She slipped my sports bra over my
head efficiently, finding the exposed skin beneath it. “You smell
so good, completely you.” Her teeth found a nipple and grazed it
gently, making me burn in an area that she’d reconnected me with.
“The way your skin glows right now, it’s intoxicating.” Her breath
quickened, even though the run hadn’t fazed her.

She tried to go lower, but I guided her up.
“No fair. You don’t always get to be in control.”

She grinned. “You’ve made that point
once.”

Bringing her lips to mine, I kissed her
deeply. Unzipping her jeans, I broke contact to lower them,
greeting her breasts as they came into view, kissing the space
between them briefly.

Quickly shoving her jeans as far down as I
could, I didn’t dare let my face go any lower than her stomach.
Yet. She kicked them off along with her shoes as I removed my own
remaining attire.

Backing her towards the couch, she
side-stepped the little table without looking down and allowed me
to direct her. “You don’t give up control easily,” I murmured as we
tumbled onto my threadbare sofa.

“Not easily, but for you … I will for you.”
Her throaty voice spurred me on. Managing to have landed on top, I
proceeded to pleasure her with an intensity I didn’t want to
control, feeling her passion rise within her mind at every touch.
Lips and hands moved and caressed everything they found, only skin
between us.

“You are the sexiest woman I’ve ever known.”
I breathed into her neck. “Body and mind.” Taking a breast into one
hand, I felt her arousal as strongly as if it were mine. “I love
feeling the way I make you feel while I’m touching you.” I took her
nipple gently between my fingers. “Like that. When you like it, I
like it. I’ve never felt this kind of connection with anyone
before. With others it was like soft music in the background, but
you pound through my mind. How do you do that?”

Her hands gripped my ass in ecstasy as she
responded. “I don’t know. It’s never happened with anyone else.
I’ve known other Sensitives, but I’ve never experienced this. I can
almost feel you, too, and I don’t have that kind of ability.”

“You’ve spoken to me twice now, you
know.”

“I know, and I don’t know how that’s
possible. It shouldn’t be.”

“Talk to me.” She did, and it only increased
the fire between our lovemaking.  


Chapter 4

Night had fallen, and we
dressed reluctantly. But a walk under the stars sounded heavenly,
and we wanted to experience it together. Besides, we had to get
dressed at some point.

In the summer, the sun sets late in Idaho. We
left the house anyway, with no concerns. Crime in my area was
minimal, and it didn’t even occur to me to worry with Billie at my
side. The power she radiated still took my breath away. She did it
naturally and without conscious thought. It was simply a part of
her, and I was beginning to understand that.

Taking her hand, we strolled between the
houses, some dark but most still lit with the activity inside. A
slight wind drifted through our hair, and the sky was nearly clear.
The only clouds visible were of the type that can, but usually
don’t, drop rain. Talking about everything and nothing, we simply
enjoyed the night.

“Do you practice any faith?” I asked her at
one point.

“Not really. I believe in God but that’s
about it. I believe there’s a purpose behind all of this, but I
like to think I’m living my own life. You?”

“Agnostic, I guess. It was too important to
shed what my parents shoved down my throat to adhere to
anything.”

“They’re not all that way, I’ve found.
Christians.”

“Oh, I know. Lisa’s parents were Christian,
and they loved her deeply. Being a lesbian didn’t change that for
them, and they opened their home to me. They barely knew me; they
just knew I needed help, and they were glad to give it. They went
to church every Sunday and talked about it a lot, but they never
pushed it on me. I think they knew I needed my space, and I got to
see that they aren’t all like my parents. Maybe not even most of
them.”

She could hear the residue of the pain in my
voice, and I wondered if it would ever go away completely. She
nodded, understanding, and we walked in silence a bit. “Their
rejection hurt me so much, and it took a long time to get where I
am now. I wonder sometimes whether it was easier or harder that I
was adopted. Would it have hurt worse if they were my own
blood?”

“I’m no Sensitive. I can only imagine what
that felt like. Other than random idiots like that guy in Idaho
City, I’ve only rarely experienced that kind of overt homophobia.
And never from someone I loved. I’ve been very fortunate.”

“Since my parents, I haven’t let myself get
close to someone who might do that again.” The admission came from
a place deep within that I’d never shared with another.

Sounds lonely.

“I have been lonely, but not for that reason.
I try very hard to act normal, but as I become comfortable around
someone, I tend to slip. It’s hard on relationships, and not just
romantic ones.”

“You can’t be yourself. That’s why you hide
in a crowd.”

Hearing her statement with the underlying
thought, I nodded. “Yes. It’s easier to be alone when you choose to
be. And it’s why you glow in a crowd. You figure if people notice
you, they won’t look deeper than the beauty.” She smiled in thought
but did not respond aloud.

Though the intensity between us never
slackened, I noticed how aware she was of the world around her.
Never tense, never wary, just uncommonly observant. And the only
way I knew that was through her thoughts.

“What model was the second to last car we
passed?” I teased her.

“A 2003 Ford Escort, dark blue. Why?”

I laughed. “You do realize that’s not
normal?” She glanced at me, slightly hurt. I tried to take back the
sting of my statement. “No, no. I like it. I’ve just never known
anyone who saw so much without even appearing to look. It wasn’t an
insult. I was just giving you a hard time. Besides, who am I to say
what’s normal?”

Relaxed again, and almost embarrassed, she
explained. “I do it automatically. Most of the time I don’t even
realize I’m doing it.”

“How does it not distract you? You’re
completely focused on me, but you still notice everything. You
could probably tell me if that man we passed ten minutes ago wore
earrings.” The question was rhetorical, but she answered it
anyway.

“He didn’t, but they were pierced.”

I shoved her with my shoulder, causing her to
sidestep. “That wasn’t my question.”

She rolled her shoulders as she collected her
thoughts. “I’m not dodging, I’m just not sure how to explain. It’s
like being able to walk without it getting in the way of a
conversation. You’ve done it for so long that you don’t have to
think about the next step. You just do it.”

That made sense to me. “Like the way I sense
thoughts, I guess. I’ve done it my whole life so I don’t even have
to think about it.”

“Exactly. What was that man’s mood?”

That was easy. “Preoccupied, in a hurry. He
barely even noticed us pass, and he didn’t recognize us as a
couple. Even though that’s not usually an issue in this
neighborhood, it’s still noticed. I doubt he remembers even passing
us.”

She nodded, pleased. “65TP17.” Confused, I
asked her what that meant. “The car’s license plate number.”

“We have got to be the strangest couple in
the city.”

“Without a doubt.” Amusement and pride passed
through her mind, and her satisfaction infected me.

The temperature dropped a bit, and I started
wishing I’d brought a jacket. It wasn’t uncomfortable enough to
turn back, though, so I simply ignored it. “Looks like rain,”
Billie commented.

Glancing at the sky, the few clouds present
earlier had thickened. “Should we go home?” I wondered aloud.

She sniffed the air. “We’ve got some time.
You’re cold, though. Do you want to turn around?”

Definitely not. “No. Not unless I’m
going to get wet, too.” Pulling me closer, I stole from her warmth,
as she intended me to do.

We’d reached the edge of the city, near the
foothills where several blocks lay undeveloped. I should have been
concerned, but with Billie beside me I didn’t even question my
safety, which was not normal for me since California where I’d
learned to fear dark abandoned spaces.

I didn’t notice them until they spoke, but
looking back, Billie knew they were there. She recognized the
danger too late to avert it. “Hey girls. Wanna have a good time?”
We turned around and saw two young men – kids, really – with
several inches of underwear clearly showing over the tops of their
jeans. They didn’t appear to be street thugs so much as upper-class
kids trying to act the part.

They resonated with hostility and aggression,
and I knew this could get bad. Stay calm. Only Billie’s
voice kept me from losing what little control remained. I wanted to
bolt. She wasn’t worried about them, only about me.

“Not particularly.” Billie’s tone was casual,
and her stance never changed, but her awareness had increased.
Without any appearance of surveying the scene, she knew every
detail of her surroundings. She simply looked at him, appearing
bored and unimpressed, waiting for his next move.

“I think you’d like it.” He rubbed his crotch
crudely as his eyes raked our bodies. My world closed in.

I saw and heard everything – missed nothing –
but I stood frozen in that moment. What he wanted was too familiar,
and it took me back five years emotionally. I felt their lust and
anger, and Billie’s annoyance. Annoyance? She felt no concern about
our safety, and her temper had only risen to a dull throb within
her. She knew I’d panicked, but she couldn’t do anything about it
yet.

She spoke with a dull tone, both bored and
insistent, revealing none of the fire she felt beneath. “We’re not
interested. Go home.” The second one grinned and rubbed his
hands.

“I don’t care what you want. Me and my buddy
here? We’d like a good fuck, and I bet your pretty ass would feel
pretty fucking good.” It sounded rehearsed, like he was repeating a
line from a movie.

The speaker took the lead and started
advancing, the other only a step behind. Neither was big, but there
were two of them. This fact didn’t bother Billie in the least. “You
really don’t want to do this,” Billie warned them, her eyebrows
arching.

They didn’t listen, just snickered. Removing
her arm from my shoulder, she stepped three paces in front of me,
protecting me. Not even striking a stance, she waited calmly with
her hands by her side. If I’d been able to think, I would have felt
protected and safe, but I was still caught in panic.

The leader, for the speaker obviously
controlled the show, was intent on Billie, raking her body with his
eyes. “I think I want this one. You can have the other.” His friend
nodded, pleased. He liked what he saw in me. He liked my fear.

I could feel her temper flare hot, though
nothing showed in her face. “Touch her and you will die.” Billie’s
threat came out intimidating, but these boys were used to getting
what they wanted. They weren’t thugs. They were spoiled brats.
Thugs might have appraised Billie and seen past her looks to the
power underneath. But these boys didn’t have experience or street
sense. They ignored her.

Actually they laughed. “What are you going to
do? Scream?”

As the one on the right broke off to approach
me, she struck without further warning. As far as she was
concerned, she’d given them all the warning they deserved. Kicking
him in the face with a move I’d only ever seen on TV, the other
rushed her. She landed a fist in his stomach that brought him to
his knees alongside his bleeding companion. The moves, while not
complex, were obviously of someone highly trained.

Billie knew what she was doing. She fought
automatically, not calculating what she would do next but feeling
the situation and responding. Anger fueled her but did not consume
her, while the boys’ fury blinded what little common sense they
had.

Enraged, they rose and came at her, their
untrained fists held high.

Billie watch out!

I got it, Sadie. Don’t worry. I did
worry.

They were used to amateur brawling, and they
thought two-on-one put the advantage in their favor. But they were
no match for Billie. Twenty seconds and only a few moves later,
both boys lay on the ground moaning.

The sidekick bled freely from his nose and
held a broken rib, while the leader clutched his balls in his
hands, breathing heavily. Red marks began blooming on both of their
faces, and one eye would be swollen shut in the morning. They
mumbled and cussed at her, calling her the worst names they could
come up with. Words didn’t faze her.

Panic started to release me from its grip,
and I took a step towards Billie standing over them. Wait. I
stopped.

She spoke to them as if they were bugs on the
floor beneath her feet. “You think you’re big and bad by attacking
women? Not all women are helpless. Remember that next time you want
to take what isn’t yours.” A swift kick to the groin left the other
kid clutching his balls too. Pain and rage filled their
thoughts.

Turning her back on them, she reached a hand
out to me. Don’t run. I took her hand, my own shaking
uncontrollably, and struggled against the urge to flee. Her touch
grounded me. We walked at a leisurely pace for a block and a half,
not speaking. The incident repeated over and over in my mind, fear
still flooding through my body.

As soon as we turned a corner, out of their
sight, she embraced me. She’d known the whole time what I needed,
but didn’t feel she could give that to me in their view. “Sadie.
You’re okay. You’re okay.” I couldn’t help myself, I cried. Sobbing
uncontrollably, I clutched her like a lifeline. “I’ll never let
anything happen to you. You’re safe.”

“God, Billie. If you hadn’t been there.” I
didn’t want to imagine, but my thoughts drifted to that outcome
anyway.

“I don’t think you would have been out
walking in a deserted stretch by yourself at night. I’m so sorry,
love. I swear I wouldn’t have taken you there if I thought this
would happen. I promise I will always protect you.”

My immediate fear drifted to general paranoia
about such a situation. “You can’t always be there.”

“No. But our minds are linked, and if you
call me, I will come.” My sobs slowed as that realization sunk
in.

“I hate being helpless.” I hated more that
she saw that part of me.

“You’re not helpless, not normally. Gods, you
are stronger than you think. You just panicked, and with good
reason. That can change, Sadie, if you want it to.” She understood
my emotional state, and she wanted to free me of it.

I didn’t think I could be freed. “Can it? I
feel broken. I didn’t used to freeze up like that when I was
scared.”

“You’re not broken; you just haven’t healed.
You can feel powerful again.”

“I don’t know how.” I’d tried counseling, but
it hadn’t been enough.

“Tonight let’s just get you home where you
feel safe.” Releasing me enough to walk home, she still held me the
whole way. My tears still streamed, but the worst of the fear had
washed away. Mostly I felt tired and emotionally spent.

After a few moments of silence, she spoke.
“Sadie, thank you.”

Floored, I looked at her in amazement. “For
what? You saved me.”

“For doing what I asked. I don’t want
obedience from you; I don’t want this to come out that way. But in
a situation like that, it’s important to let me call the
shots.”

“I know. I felt that. Why couldn’t we
run?”

“Fights aren’t just about fists; there’s a
psychology in them, too.”

Following her train of thought, I instantly
understood. “And running would have showed fear. Since you could
handle the situation, you wanted to show them they weren’t as tough
as they thought.”

“Yes. If in doubt, run. But when you’ve got
things under control, maintain the upper hand. When you run, you’re
more likely to be chased.”

“Things like this happen to you a lot?” I
asked wryly.

Her seriousness sobered me even more. “More
often than they should. I don’t invite it, but it’s part of my
life, and so I deal with it.” She wanted to say more, but something
held her back. Her promise. Her need to keep that part of her life
private was beginning to become comfortable between us. I wanted to
know everything, but I understood privacy.

“Does it bother you?” She wanted to know,
understanding that she didn’t need to explain further what she
meant.

“That you can drop two men in under a minute?
No. I don’t sense violence in you.” Her thoughts resisted, and if
she’d had less control over her body, she’d have tensed. Her
disbelief brought my wits back. “No, it’s true. You may see it in
yourself, but I don’t.” I could still feel her resistance, so I
stopped her, looking directly into her green eyes. “Look. What you
did back there was violent, yes. But it didn’t come from within
you. It came from the situation. They attacked; you protected us.
You protected me.”

“Semantics.” God, she was stubborn.

I sighed, and my voice grew harsh. “No, it’s
not. I know people and how they think. I could read people before I
read my first children’s book. Consider me an expert on human
behavior. How you respond to a situation is not necessarily what
comes from within your soul. You wouldn’t have attacked someone
helpless for the fun of it. That’s violent. You didn’t pick a fight
just to fight – you tried to avoid the fight even after they
threatened me. Responding to violence with force doesn’t mean you
are violent.” I let her work that over in her mind as we continued
down the road in silence.

By the time we reached my house, she had come
to a conclusion. Resisting the urge to discover it, I let it be. I
didn’t think I would like the answer anyway.

We’d finally reached the safety of my living
room, but even that didn’t feel very safe at that moment. “Stay
with me tonight?” I didn’t want her to leave ever, but I
desperately didn’t want to be alone right then.

“Of course.” Her tone, at first serious,
turned mischievous once again. “As much as I’d like to rip your
clothes off, I think sleep is in order.”

“What if I don’t agree?” I slipped a thumb
inside her jeans.

Despite her obvious arousal, she stood her
ground. “Sleep, Sadie. There will always be time for life-changing
sex. I need to sleep too.” She was right, and I knew it. Exhaustion
was starting to overwhelm me, and I led her to my room.

 


Chapter 5

Waking up next to her, I
felt like my life had finally become right. Before opening my eyes,
I could smell her, feel our legs entwined together. Feeling her
mind on me, I knew she was watching me again.

“Good morning,” she murmured.

“How could you tell I was awake?” I opened my
eyes and peered into her green ones.

“Your breathing changed.”

“Ah. Handy trick. I can always feel when
someone wakes up – the sleeping mind is very different. Come to
think of it, I haven’t actually seen you sleep. You do sleep?” The
last question came out jokingly.

“Of course. But I don’t require much: five or
six hours is plenty.”

I required close to eight. “You’re going to
get very bored watching me sleep.”

“I doubt it.”

The blankets were on the floor again. I
nodded at them. “Either you don’t like to be hot or you like the
view.”

She ran the back of one finger down my side,
making me shiver. “You’re the Sensitive. What do you think?”

“I like the view too.”

The clock told me we didn’t have as much time
as we’d have liked, so we wasted none of it. Coming together
intimately, passion grew quickly.

After a brief jog and a shower, we settled
down to breakfast. It wasn’t the feast of the day before, and
Billie shrugged as she ate a more moderate amount. Not even a
traditional breakfast, more a mish-mash of whatever was left. “I
cleaned out your fridge this weekend. I’ll pick up a couple of
breakfast burritos on the way to work. And more groceries
after.”

Trying to make my tone proper, it came out
seductive. “I do believe I just heard you invite yourself over
tonight.”

“If that’s okay.” She cocked her head and
sent me a teasing tone.

Pointing my fork at her, I threatened. “You
better. What time are you supposed to be at work?”

“Eight.”

“It’s eight fifteen.”

Her eyes glistened. “I know. Richard will
understand. Actually he’ll be thrilled. I haven’t been serious
about someone in a long time.”

“What are you going to tell him?”

“That the sex was too good to drag myself out
of bed.”

I choked. “You’re serious?” She was.

Actually, she was looking forward to the
conversation. “Yep. And he will laugh and not complain, if I know
him.”

“My boss would kill me if I walked in with
that excuse.”

She knew herself fortunate. “Most would. I’m
lucky I work for Richard. And one hour in an accountant’s life is
just like another most of the time. I don’t have any deadlines this
morning, so I’m good. Are we still on for Friday?”

The idea of meeting her friends pleased me.
“Yeah. I’d like to meet Richard and his wife. And actually see your
house.” Try out some of the furniture.

She shared the sentiment. “That will have to
wait until after dinner and drinks. They usually show up at seven,
but you could come early and help me cook.”

“What should I wear?” I didn’t know how
formal a dinner with a lawyer, even a friend, would be. Billie’s
work attire was almost intimidating it was so expensive. Her
tailored pantsuit fit her perfectly, and she looked the proper
businesswoman. That didn’t mean she looked like an accountant.

“It’s pretty casual. Don’t make a big fuss of
it. They won’t care anyway.”

“So long as I show up clothed?” I tried to
joke.

“That part wouldn’t matter much either.” I
wasn’t sure what to make of that statement. Mentally reviewing my
wardrobe, I started getting excited.

We parted with a kiss, lingering over it as
long as I dared. With the nosy neighbor still asleep, we kissed in
the street. “A flat tire would really be nice about now,” I
jokingly suggested as I drew away.

Mentally, she agreed. “I’ll see you tonight.”
Her eyes burned my back as I walked away. Only when my old Mazda
fired up did she hop into her Jeep. Her thoughts turned towards the
conversation with Richard. She was looking forward to it.

 


* * *

 


Lorren Volstein & Marks was as pretentious as a
successful law firm was expected to be. Occupying the entire top
floor of one of the downtown business buildings and decorated at
great expense, the firm deliberately created an atmosphere of power
and authority. Useful, Billie conceded, but a bit much. Stepping
off the elevator, Billie greeted the receptionist warmly. Lilian
had been with the firm longer than Billie, and Billie both
respected and liked the woman.

“Good morning, Billie.” She smiled
affectionately over her desk. “Mr. Lorren would like you to stop by
his office first thing.”

“Did he ask before or after 8:00?” Billie
quirked her eyebrows and grinned.

“After. But I don’t think it’s about being
late. Want me to let him know you’re here?”

“No. I’ll surprise him.” She nodded and
returned to the monitor.

Her office was in the very back with minimal
distractions from clients and coworkers. She walked briskly down
the long corridor, saying hello to the people she passed. In
contrast to the rest of the firm, her office sported simple and
functional furniture with little décor. A single photo of her and
her sister pretending to throw their father into a river adorned
the wall. Dropping her briefcase on her expansive desk, she took a
moment to glance at her inbox. Nothing there was more urgent than
seeing Richard, so she headed back the way she came.

As the foremost attorney in the firm, Richard
had the biggest office. The door was cracked, and Billie knew
Richard was alone. She knocked quietly as she opened the door
wider. “Good morning, Richard.”

Richard was in his normal gregarious mood, a
personality trait that had taken him far in his career. “Billie!
Come in.” Unburying himself from his computer, he smiled
brightly.

“Sorry I’m late.” She began, closing the door
behind her.

His eyes lit up as he navigated around his
desk. “Ha! Good sex should never be apologized for. Who is
she?”

Billie hugged her friend. “Her name is Sadie,
and she’s fantastic.”

He patted her on the back, “By the glow, I’d
have guessed she’s Branwen.” He referenced the Celtic goddess of
love and beauty. Richard revered the old gods and goddesses of
Europe.

“That would be an excellent description,”
Billie decided. “I met her on Friday, and we spent Saturday in the
mountains.”

“Not just Saturday by the scent of it.” His
eyes twinkled.

Billie grinned her reply. “She’s coming to
dinner on Friday.”

He leaned back in his chair, hands behind his
head. Kathryn called it his ‘Tell me everything!’ posture. “What’s
she like?”

“You’ll have to meet her and find out,”
Billie teased.

“Now what did I ever do to you?” He acted
offended.

“Absolutely nothing. I just enjoy torturing
you.”

“Sadist,” He grumbled.

“So what’s up? Lilian said you wanted to see
me first thing.”

“One of our clients thinks we’re overbilling.
They’re working with the new guy, Pearson, and there’s something
about him that I don’t trust. Would you check him out quietly?
Client accounts, logs, the works. Something is off, and I’d like to
know what.”

“Sure. Want me to prioritize it over the
reports you asked for on Friday?”

“Yes. I have a bad feeling about this.
Prioritize it as much as you can. What’s your impression of
him?”

“I haven’t interacted with him much, but my
hackles rise a little. I’ll check into it right away.”

“Thanks.”

“No problem. Anything else?”

“That’s it, unless you’re willing to talk
about Sadie.” He looked hopeful, but Billie dashed his hopes.

“Not a chance. But something happened last
night.” Billie filled him in on the attack. “Sadie was my priority,
so I didn’t call the Trackers. And the rain started right after, so
their scent is long gone. I don’t think there’s anything that can
be done about it. But I’m open to suggestions.”

“Without a way to identify them, there’s not
much I can do. If I think of something, I’ll let you know.”

Billie nodded. “Thanks. It really shook Sadie
up.”

His face grew sober in thought. “Do you think
they’ll retaliate?”

“I doubt it. They’re just a couple of kids. I
bruised them up pretty solid – nothing permanent, but they’ll feel
it for a couple weeks. They wouldn’t dare even if they wanted
to.”

Richard nodded, thoughtful. “Assault and
Battery and Attempted Rape at such a young age. Makes you wonder
where they’ll be in ten years.”

She’d considered that as well. “I agree with
Jason’s policy, but I probably should have called the police
anyway.”

“I understand how you feel, but I’ve seen
that end very badly too many times. The policy is sound.”

“I know, which is why I didn’t. Right now I
don’t like it.”

“I’ll run their descriptions by my police
contact. See if anything turns up.”

“Thanks, Richard,” Billie responded with a
sigh. “I better get started on Pearson. He’s a smart one. If he is
up to something, he won’t make it easy for me.”

“Probably not. One of the many reasons why I
like having you as our accountant. You’re the best.” He grinned,
punching her on the arm.

Billie returned to her office and started
hunting.

 


* * *

 


I don’t think I’d ever had a drearier day at work.
It took a half-hour to get into the swing of things, and even after
that, it all seemed too mundane. Glancing at my watch repeatedly,
the hours ticked slowly by.

My normal routine consisted primarily of
directing the crew, organizing the shipments and an endless stream
of paperwork. Ordinarily it was satisfying: figuring out the
logistics and accomplishing a task. It sounded boring to most, but
it suited me. That day it just wouldn’t end.

Billie had intoxicated me, and I didn’t want
to be at work. I couldn’t wait for the final minute to turn over
and I could be with her again. I found myself staring at a computer
screen at one point, reading the words but not registering a thing.
Instead, a beautiful redhead occupied my thoughts.

Gary, the new guy who’d only started the week
before, noticed. I knew little about him and even less that didn’t
come from his application and interview. I’d been impressed with
him immediately, for he was a naturally loyal person, and someone I
knew I wanted on my team after less than a minute. “Got a hot
date?” I liked him – friendly and kindhearted, he was quick with a
smile and pleasant towards all the other employees. He also was
turning into an efficient and conscientious worker.

I smiled secretively. “Yes.” He caught the
glow in my eyes.

Pausing a moment in his chore, I’d piqued his
curiosity, and he grinned back. “What’s his name?”

It took a second for his comment to register.
I hadn’t realized he didn’t know – everyone knew. Not all were okay
with my being a lesbian, but company policy forbade them to do
anything about it. A rare thing in Idaho. “Her name is Billie.” I
emphasized the pronoun.

He didn’t hesitate and pressed a little
further. “New girlfriend?”

I appreciated his honest interest, but
wondered how everyone but he knew I was a lesbian and (previously)
single. I leaned back and cocked my head, challenging him
good-naturedly. “You must not listen to the gossip around here.
Yes. New girlfriend. We met this weekend.”

He shrugged. “Gossip is more often wrong than
right. It’s always rude. Cool. Is she cute?”

Enjoying sharing her with someone, I
responded. “She’s beautiful. She has red hair and the most amazing
legs. She’s an accountant at a law firm.” I couldn’t help but show
my pride.

He whistled at my words then wagged his
finger at me. “Sounds like a keeper. Make her take you someplace
nice.” I laughed, unwilling to tell him I’d rather stay in. “I
better get back at it. Have fun.”

“Thanks.” The conversation, though pleasant,
didn’t speed up my day. Fifty forms and a performance review later,
the day had ended. Clocking out, I felt Gary walk by and looked up
in time to catch his wink as he passed.

“See you tomorrow.” He was happy for me and
honestly wanted me to have a good time.

“Bye, Gary.” I strode out the door and found
my car. Shift change was always a nightmare in the parking lot,
designed for a single crew without thought to the transition in
between. Though usually patient, I drummed the steering wheel in my
hurry, muttering under my breath. Twenty minutes later, I pulled in
behind Billie’s Jeep, brushing her mind in hello.

Sitting on the front step of my simple home
in her tailored business suit, she looked pleasantly out of place.
The sight of her lifted me. Remind me to give you a key.

I approached her. “That would make it easier
to surprise you with dinner already cooked. I brought you a
present.” Lifting my eyebrows, she blew it off. “It’s not exactly
romantic, and it’s as much for me as for you. After yesterday, I’ll
sleep easier when I’m not here.”

Not even wrapped, I pulled a security bolt
out of the bag – the kind that won’t break before the frame does.
It was very thoughtful and protective, especially after the night
before. I didn’t know how to express what I felt, so it was a good
thing she could sense it anyway. “Billie. Thank you.” Somehow it
was better than roses.

“And I brought a screwdriver, food, and some
oil. You are getting a massage tonight.”

“What do you get?” I kissed her, holding her
chin between two fingers.

“You.” Her thoughts told me that was all she
wanted.

“You’re spoiling me,” I warned her. “I might
get used to it.”

“That’s the plan.” Her mind promised me much
more to come.

We pulled more groceries out of her Jeep than
my house had ever seen at one time. “God, Billie. How much do you
spend on food each month?”

She rolled her eyes dramatically. “You don’t
want to know. And I don’t expect anyone outside the family to keep
up with it, so no complaints about stocking your cupboards.”

I didn’t argue with that, and was financially
glad she didn’t expect it of me. I would have done it in a
heartbeat if I could still pay the rent, but what little I had to
spare each month went to an old hospital bill. Every month they
called me to say it was insufficient.

“So what’s on the menu tonight?”

“I brought lots of possibilities. Garlic
chicken and stir-fried vegetables maybe. What are you in the mood
for?”

“That sounds good. Some of the herb bread I
saw would go well with that, and we can caramel a couple of pears
for dessert.”

“Perfect.” She set about the kitchen and
wouldn’t let me help. With her suit jacket off, I enjoyed the scene
while she made dinner. No jewelry adorned her whatsoever. Her thin
white blouse underneath made it clear that she wasn’t wearing a
bra, even though she’d come directly from work. I imagined myself
confirming that, reaching under her shirt and finding her breasts
bare. As I fantasized about her nipples, they hardened and nudged
against the silky material. That and a smug grin told me she was
following my thoughts.

As she cooked, she chatted about her job, and
it seemed just too mundane for someone like her. Spreadsheets and
deadlines and an endless array of numbers. Still, it was obvious
she enjoyed it, and I couldn’t argue with that.

“What did Richard say about being late for
work?” I had to know.

She rolled a shoulder suggestively, smirking
at the memory. “I walked into his office and apologized for being
late. As soon as he knew the reason, he said, and I quote, ‘Good
sex should never be apologized for.’”

“He actually said that?” I laughed,
embarrassed.

“Exact quote.” Billie threw me a grin as she
grabbed a pan. “He’s eager to meet you on Friday.”

“I can’t wait. What should I wear?” I’d asked
that before, and she’d said casual, but I didn’t know what that
meant when a lawyer came for dinner, even one who was a friend.

She reiterated what she’d said before. “It’s
not a big deal. Richard and Kathryn won’t care.”

My eyebrows shot up. “A lawyer who’s not
interested in the clothes a person wears? Does that exist?” That
was hard to believe.

“On the job he cares. Among friends and
family he doesn’t.”

“What did you tell him about me?” I wondered
nervously if she’d told him I was a Sensitive. The name was still
new to me.

Her wicked grin told the truth. “Almost
nothing, which is driving him nuts already. I’m going to enjoy
watching him figure you out.”

“Great. A lamb thrown to the wolves.”

That amused her immensely, though I didn’t
understand why. She approached me, pulling me towards her, and bent
her head to my neck. Breathing on it, not quite touching it with
her lips, I could feel the skin prickle. My eyes closed and head
leaned back under her breath. Anticipation and desire filled me,
and she murmured softly, “I would hardly call you a lamb. You smell
so much better.” Between the laughter in her mind and the
seriousness of her voice, I laughed.

The chicken in the oven and everything else
ready to go, we made ourselves at home on the couch. With her legs
wrapped around mine, she nibbled my neck from behind. Even though I
enjoyed it, I couldn’t keep my mind away from the night before.
“What’s bothering you?” she wanted to know.

“We should have called the police last
night.” It had been bugging me off and on all day.

She invited me closer, and I rested my head
on her shoulder, the foreplay paused for a time. “I know. But I
couldn’t.”

“Are you in trouble?” That didn’t feel right,
but I needed her to voice it for once.

“No. It’s just that my family’s legal matters
get complicated when the police are called in. Not a single one of
us has a warrant or is under investigation or is illegal. However,
we have to be very careful about when we call law enforcement.”
Once again I felt her holding something back, and for the first
time it bothered me.

“But they’ll do it again.” I shuddered,
unable to help imagining them attacking another woman.

She sighed, rubbing my arms in apology. “I
know. And I hate it too, but I promised my family.” She truly did
detest letting those boys get away, but she felt trapped, so I
didn’t push her.

Guilt pervaded my emotions, and Billie knew
it instantly. “He got away with it, didn’t he?”

I couldn’t answer right away, and she gave me
the time I needed. “I never called the police.”

“And that haunts you.” She’d hit the nail on
the head.

Remorse that I hadn’t realized I’d pent up
hit me hard, and my voice shook. “I know I condemned someone else
to the same thing.” I’d never voiced any of this before, and I
wasn’t sure how I was doing it.

Her arms embraced me, and I felt protected.
“No. He’s the rapist. Put the blame where it should be – on him.
You did nothing wrong.” Her tone was gentle, but her mind
insistent. A low pulse of anger rose within her, and I could tell
she went to great lengths to control it. I also knew her anger was
for me, which reassured me a bit.

“If I’d turned him in, he’d be in jail
now.”

“Why didn’t you?” Her mind held me in a
comfortable embrace. Her question came with no recriminations, only
genuine interest.

Snuggling my head even further into her
shoulder, I nevertheless turned my gaze away from her. Away from
this woman who was strength incarnate – everything I wasn’t. I
didn’t want to admit my weakness to her, but it was important, and
I knew it. “I was alone. I had no one.”

“You are so strong.” I didn’t understand or
believe, and she felt that. “There are many types of strength. To
survive something like that alone shows incredible inner strength.
Believe it.”

“How?” I knew she didn’t mean it, but I felt
minimized by her words. They simply weren’t true. I was weak, and
I’d always been weak. I felt the tears on my cheeks and realized
they’d been flowing for a while. “I ran away, and he walked free to
attack someone else.” My voice came out harsher than I intended,
but she didn’t take offense.

“Growing up I had my parents and a sister,
and now I have my family too. I’ve never really been alone, and
I’ve always had someone to turn to for support. Much of my strength
comes from them, because no matter what happens, I can turn to
them. It’s easy to be strong. But you. You’ve had to find all of
your strength from within you, without family or support. It’s
always been that way, hasn’t it? To be the person you are today
without help through the shadows … that takes more strength than I
will ever have.”

She believed it wholeheartedly, but I wasn’t
sure I did. It was nice to hear – and confusing – and I knew
internalizing it would take time even if it were true. I still
doubted that last part. “I thought I was supposed to be the expert
on human behavior.”

“Not when it comes to you. You see everyone
around you so clearly, but you are a stranger to yourself.”

I thought about that and knew she was right.
“Other people I don’t have to figure out. I just know.”

She knew where my thoughts were going. “But
you struggle to figure out your own feelings.”

“I do. I always have. It’s so
frustrating!”

“That’s normal.” We both laughed a
little.

Laying in silence for a time, she gently
stroked my arm. It didn’t even feel sexual at that moment, simply
comforting. My libido had been drenched in ice water as soon as the
conversation started, and I couldn’t even think about sex. But with
her arms around me and her mind embracing me, I felt like I might
actually be okay. Someday.

At that moment, the pain felt survivable. I’d
pushed it down into the depths of my thoughts for so long, and with
her presence I almost felt like I could allow it to surface without
killing me. Almost, but not quite.

As submerged as I was in my thoughts, I
didn’t hear the persistent beep of the kitchen timer. I felt her
stir and whisper, “The chicken’s done,” before I heard it. Still,
it took me a moment to sit up, unwilling at first to remove myself
from her embrace.

Tired of ruminating on the past, I switched
mental gears and followed her to the kitchen.

 



Chapter 6

Hesitating in front of
Billie’s house, I tried to contain my nervousness. The week with
Billie had been extraordinary. The sex was phenomenal, of course.
But the day-to-day stuff – cuddling and talking about anything and
everything, grocery shopping, morning jogs – felt comfortable and
exciting all at once. When I looked through her eyes, the world was
stimulating and beautiful. Billie lived for every moment and
enjoyed life. On the occasions that some darkness haunted her, she
didn’t dwell in it. She shifted back quickly.

She talked about her family often, and I was
anxious to meet them. They meant a great deal to her, and I wanted
to make a good impression.

Deep breath. Opening the car door, I walked
towards Billie’s front porch. It was my first time there, and I
took it all in. Her lawn was neat but not manicured. Trees and
bushes sprawled the grounds randomly, and wild patches of flowers
surrounded the house and spattered the lawn. Wild and beautiful.
So much like Billie, I thought with pleasure.

At the front steps, I turned and took it all
in again, wondering what it would feel like here at dusk or dawn.
Behind me the door opened, and I turned to see Billie’s smile.
“Would you like to come in? Or would you rather wait outside a
little longer?”

“I should have known you’d know I was here.
Can’t a girl get a little privacy?” I gave her a hard time.

“Look who’s talking.” We greeted with a light
but lingering kiss, and I ran my fingers through her fiery hair.
She hadn’t even tried to contain it – it poured around her face and
down her back completely untamed. My favorite style. She wore a
simple silk spaghetti strap top. It hung loosely against her body
while showing off her curves with every movement. Black slacks
hugged low at her hips, and when she raised her hand to touch my
face, I could see the skin of her waist. For her this was simple
and comfortable.

“You look beautiful,” she said first. I’d
pulled a violet halter top out of the back of the closet where I
hadn’t even looked in a while. It tied around my neck and hung low
in the front and back, showing off a fair amount of skin. My jeans
were snug but not tight and flared a bit over heeled boots.

“Thank you. So do you.” She took my hand and
drew me inside. The first thing I noticed was the aroma of food,
and my mouth watered. I didn’t know what I’d been expecting from
her home, but I took it all in and loved it. Classy but
comfortable. Deep greens and rich browns were the dominant colors.
The spacious living room was packed with gently worn couches and
stretched into an open dining area with a large table.

“It’s so big.” I murmured my
appreciation.

“Anyone in the family can come by at any
time. My home is theirs. That includes you, Sadie.” She led me by
the hand through the dining room into an enormous kitchen. Billie
stirred a simmering pan of vegetables and beef, inspecting it
closely before removing it from the heat and covering it with a
lid. Two refrigerators, a six-burner stove, and a double-stacked
oven only began to show how much effort she put into the room. The
kitchen was meticulously clean, but cooking implements overflowed
in a haphazard clutter.

“Juice or Pepsi?” she asked, snatching a
glass from a cupboard.

“Juice. This is definitely your kitchen.” I
took it all in appreciatively, running my fingers across the
counters as I admired her home. She poured a glass of orange juice
for me, and I sipped gratefully. It had been a warm day.

“I’ll show you the rest of the house later.”
She grinned. “If we get distracted and burn dinner, Richard will
never let me forget it.”

“When are they coming?” I tried not to show
my nervousness, but of course she could see right through my
façade.

“Soon. Any time, actually. Quit worrying.
They’re going to love you.”

I sighed. “You keep saying that. I can’t help
it.” She grabbed me from behind and buried her face in my neck,
pressing her teeth below my ear.

“Maybe I should bite you where everyone can
see. Claim you so they don’t have any choice but to accept you into
the family.” Her amusement made me chuckle, and I pretended to
fight her.

“So long as it heals by Monday.”

“Deal.” She bit my ear and inspected it with
mock seriousness. “The mark will be gone by tomorrow night.”

“You didn’t just do that!” I laughed out
loud. “They’re going to think we’re total pervs.” Checking my
reflection in the oven door, I could see delicate teeth marks along
my ear.

“Nah. They’ll think I like you.” She admired
the mark, very satisfied with it. Feeling devilish, I spun and
pressed her against the counter. Her body went taut with
anticipation, and her mouth parted in desire. Kissing her lips, she
softened under me. My hands trapped hers on the countertop, arms
held back so that her breasts arched out for me. I traveled down
the length of her neck, caressing her with my lips, until I reached
the curve of her breasts. She dropped her head backwards under my
touch. Breathing in her earthy scent, I enjoyed the way her quick
breaths made her chest move under me.

Without warning, I bit her quick and hard
between the curves of her breasts. Though I’d only intended to
playfully get back at her for biting my ear, she erupted in orgasm
under my bite. Feeding off of her response, I let go of her hands
so that I could reach her breasts, brushing the nipples through her
thin shirt. She cried out softly, her dilated eyes meeting mine.
“Damn. I’m good,” I exclaimed in surprise.

“Hell, yeah,” she replied shakily. “I knew
that from day one.”

“Oh, and that mark won’t be gone by Monday.”
I fingered the deep teeth marks visible just above her shirt line.
I’d broken the skin, unintentionally, but I was too satisfied by
her response to be sorry. The bruise spread outward from the mark,
and somehow it was beautiful.

“Sadie,” Billie whispered as she touched the
mark lovingly. There was something she wanted to say, but instead
she touched my face, and brushed her lips softly against mine. We
stood there for a few moments, barely touching and loving every
minute. “I love you, Sadie.”

“I love you too.”

She sighed, breaking the moment. “Come on
in.” She spoke towards the door, raising her voice only a bit.
“They’ve been waiting patiently for a bit.” I choked at her words
in embarrassment, but how could they know?

A middle-aged couple walked through the front
door, grinning at each other and at us. My face flushed in
embarrassment, and I could barely meet their eyes. Kathryn stepped
forward and took my hand in greeting. “I’m so happy to meet you,
Sadie. Billie has told us nothing about you. She’s been happier
than I’ve ever seen her, and the evil girl made us wait to get to
know you in person.”

“Kathryn, it’s good to meet you.” I said
awkwardly, my cheeks still flaming. Kathryn held herself like one
born with the proverbial silver spoon but without any disdain. A
genuinely warm person. She was fit and carried her age well. I
couldn’t tell her age, but I sensed she was older than she
appeared. Her light brown hair held no hint of grey, and the lines
around her eyes were slight.

She patted my hand. “Don’t be embarrassed,
child. We’re family. Seeing Billie all flushed and satisfied makes
us happy.” She winked at me, and I blushed deeper. Kathryn turned
to Billie and touched the mark on her breast lovingly. “You are a
very lucky girl.” Billie nodded, her eyes shining. Much was
unspoken between them, and I was overcome with curiosity.

Richard put his arm around me, drawing me
into an embrace. “Kathryn’s right. We’re very happy Billie and you
found each other. Come, sit. Let’s eat and talk.”

Richard and Billie retrieved the food, and
Kathryn pulled a bottle of wine from a stylish wine bag. Opening it
expertly, she let it breathe and the sweet scent filled the room.
Food was piled across the table, enough for a small army, and all
of it delicious. Glasses were filled and passed around.

“A toast.” Richard raised his glass and
everyone else followed suit. “To the new couple. May the roads rise
up to meet you. May the wind be always at your back. May the sun
shine warm upon your face. And the rain fall soft upon your
fields.” I could tell it was a blessing of sorts, but I’d never
heard it before. I sent an inquisitive thought to Billie and she
replied silently. A Gaelic Blessing, or part of it
anyway.

Richard burst out laughing suddenly, causing
me to jump. “You little brat!” He roared in laughter at Billie. “No
wonder you were so secretive.”

“I told you it would be fun watching them
figure it out.” She said to me as we sat and filled our plates.

I must have looked confused, because Richard
explained. “She didn’t tell us you were a Sensitive.”

Kathryn beamed at me. “It’s an honor to have
you among us.”

I didn’t know how to respond to her
formality. Shocked but pleased at their response, I could only
mutter, “Thank you.”

Billie touched my arm and smiled deeply.
“Welcome to my family.”

And so Billie and I shared stories of how we
met and of our time together. I quickly relaxed in their presence,
finding them inviting and comfortable people to be around. I even
mentioned the silk bed in the clearing and noticed a fond glance
between Richard and Kathryn as they shared a memory of their
own.

We talked and laughed until most of the food
was gone. Richard and Kathryn ate nearly as much as Billie, and I
watched the food disappear in wonder. Billie shared our experience
at the bar and grill, and I joined in Richard’s hilarious outburst
when he discovered he had a husband. Kathryn mothered over the
young waitress, and I sensed her desire to meet the young
woman.

“We should take you there for lunch
sometime,” I told Kathryn. “Maybe you can meet her.”

Her eyes brightened. “Oh, yes! Let’s do it
soon.” We agreed on a Sunday hike after lunch at the diner. We
tried to come up with a man to take as Richard’s “husband,”
laughing about the possibilities. Eventually we settled on making
it a double date.

I asked about Richard’s cases. “Billie said
you’ve had some interesting ones over the years.”

Richard’s eyes lit up, and Billie gave me a
warning look. “When he gets started, he doesn’t stop.” But Richard
was already launching into a story.

The meal finally ended, and we moved to the
living room with our wine. Richard and Kathryn nestled together in
a couch across from Billie and me. Feeling quite content, I curled
my feet under me and lay across Billie’s lap, my wine forgotten on
the table nearby.

I could tell when Billie’s thoughts shifted
to the attack, and I tensed at the memory. Like Billie, Richard
missed nothing and noticed my change of mood. “What’s wrong?” He
turned serious in a heartbeat. He could sense my fear somehow.

“I told you about the two boys who attacked
us last week. Or tried at least.” Billie put a protective arm over
me at the memory.

Kathryn spoke lovingly to me, reaching over
to squeeze my calf. “There’s only one person in this entire city
who can beat Billie in a fight. And he’ll always fight on her side.
We all will. You have a family now that won’t let anything happen
to you. You’re safe.”

Smiling at her, I relaxed knowing that she
spoke the truth. I’d seen how well Billie fought, but it surprised
me to hear she was that good.

“Have you come up with any ideas?” Billie
asked Richard.

“No. I asked my police contact, but age and
description aren’t much to go on. Sadie? Did you pick up anything
useful?”

I thought back to the night of the attack and
shook my head. “I froze up. I remember thinking they were a couple
of rich brats pretending to be thugs. I’d say their parents are
moderately wealthy. And they live nearby, or at least one of them
does. They were being territorial anyway. Nothing useful, I’m
afraid.”

Richard nodded appreciatively. “That’s very
helpful, actually. It gives us geography and demographic. Will they
do it again?”

“Yes,” I said without hesitating. “They’re
afraid, insecure, and angry to the point of raging. Bullies with a
sadistic streak who prey on the weak. People like that don’t change
easily, if ever.” My voice came out cold, and I didn’t temper
it.

Kathryn didn’t speak, but concern radiated
from her.

That troubled Richard. “Hmmm. Trying to find
them is going to be difficult, but not impossible. I’ll see what I
can do. If they’re having any legal trouble I can, uh, help things
along appropriately.” I had to smile at that remark. “Have you told
Jason?”

Billie replied. “No. He’s out of cell range
still. I don’t think there’s anything to be done, but I’d be
grateful if you proved me wrong.”

“I’ll look into it. Sadie, if you see them or
even think you sense them, call Billie or me. We can have help on
the way in minutes.” I nodded appreciatively.

Kathryn joined in the conversation, having
observed everything. “We do things our own way, but we do it
legally and ethically. We’re not vigilantes.”

“Billie explained it a bit. She said
involving the police causes complications for you.”

Richard reassured her. “It does. But if we
can do something about it, we will.”

“I’m glad.” I said as Billie ran her fingers
through my hair. “On a lighter note, I entered the race.”

“What race?” Kathryn asked with interest.

“It’s a 10K a couple of weeks from now.” I
smiled nervously. “I’m going to have to step up my training.”

“My girl’s got stamina,” Billie beamed.

“My goal is to finish in the top 50%.” I
expressed my excitement.

“I’ll bet you’re in the top 5%,” she
said.

“What’s the wager?” I asked, excited.

She thought for a moment. “A length of silk
rope.”

“Is that supposed to make me try harder or
throw the race?” I asked, confused.

“If you win the bet, you get to decide what
to do with it. If I win, my choice.” Her wicked grin showed all her
teeth.

“Deal!” I laughed. “Run the race with me,” I
urged. The room stilled while Richard and Kathryn waited for
Billie’s reply. They wanted her to say no.

Billie anticipated it. “It’s not my thing,
beautiful. But I’ll train with you.”

“Deal,” I conceded. “I’d like that. I don’t
understand why not racing is a big deal, though.” She looked at me
quizzically. Though I answered Billie, my eyes met Richard’s and
Kathryn’s “Your friends practically quit breathing when I suggested
it.”

She bit her lip and considered her words. “I
don’t want to draw attention to myself, and they know that.”

I sighed. “One of those things I’m not
supposed to pry about?”

She smiled and nodded sadly. “Are you still
okay with that?”

I thought about it for a moment. “I guess
it’s fair. Other people have to ask me what I’m thinking or
feeling.” Richard laughed. “I didn’t say I like it.” I teased
him.

Billie pinched me, and I slugged her leg.
Kathryn watched us with a glow about her. “More wine anyone?” She
stood gracefully. Richard accepted, and I declined. “Billie, would
you pretend to help me with the wine, so I can tell you privately
how much I like her?” She smiled widely at me, showing off her
perfect white teeth.

I moved off of Billie’s lap so she could go
with Kathryn, plucking the wine glasses off the table on her
way.

“You’re wife’s a pretty neat woman. I like
her.”

“Me too.” He sent an affectionate look
towards the kitchen. “Have you ever been open about being a
Sensitive before?”

“I didn’t even have a name for it before
Billie.” I shook my head. “No. Whenever people realize I know
things I shouldn’t know about them, they get scared.”

He nodded. “People fear what they don’t
understand.”

“And they’re afraid of being seen for who
they are and not for who they pretend to be.”

“True.” He looked at me with interest. “You
seem to be courteous, though. Not getting nosey even when you want
to.”

I blushed. “I’m trying. But it’s like trying
not to eavesdrop on a conversation two feet from me.”

“I understand. It can’t be easy knowing we’re
keeping something from you.” I raised my eyebrows at his admission.
“You sense that we’re being truthful about why?”

I nodded. “When you talk about it, you sound
like mobsters, but I sense honesty and can tell you have good
reasons. There’s something different about you. I thought it was
just Billie, but you and Kathryn are different in the same way. I’m
very curious, but I trust Billie. I’d like you to trust me
too.”

“You’re a little different yourself,” he
teased.

“I guess I’m in good company,” I said with a
genuine smile. Billie’s emotions caught my attention. Pride and
excitement. “I wonder what they’re talking about.”

“You.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Oh yeah.” He mimicked. “I’ve never seen
Billie fall so hard for someone.”

His words made my heart skip a beat. “She’s
incredible. I still can’t believe how lucky I am.”

“It’s not luck, Sadie. It’s you.” I looked at
him in surprise. “It would take a remarkable woman to catch her
attention.”

“I never thought I’d find someone who I could
be honest with about who I am. I love it. I love her.”

“I’m glad.” Billie and Kathryn returned from
the kitchen with full glasses of wine, both of them grinning like a
cat.

You look smug, I commented as she
settled in beside me.

She looked at me adoringly. “I have reason to
be. Life is good,” she replied.

“You promised me you’d fill me in on Pearson
tonight,” Richard spoke to Billie.

“Yes. I found something this afternoon when
you were unavailable. Nothing is conclusive at this point, but the
numbers are suspicious. You were right. He’s up to something, and
it’s not about overbilling clients. I think he’s stealing from the
firm, but he’s covered his tracks well. It’s going to be difficult
to prove.”

Richard ground his teeth. “Son of a Bitch. Do
you think you can find proof?”

“With time, yes.”

“Keep digging,” he said.

The word ‘digging’ gave Billie an idea, and
she looked at me. “Richard, how would you feel about bringing in a
specialist?” She raised her eyebrows as she met his gaze. “We may
not need proof. With Sadie’s help, we can make him think he’s
caught.”

Richard nodded thoughtfully. “Excellent idea.
Feel like doing a little contract work, Sadie?”

“Um, maybe. What do you have in mind?”

The wheels turned in his head as the plan
developed. “You and Billie can communicate mentally, right?” I
nodded. “Billie and I confront Pearson about the embezzlement.
We’ll come up with a reason for you to be there. You read him,
relay the info to Billie, and he’ll think we have proof. Will it
work?”

“I believe so.” I thought quickly, wondering
if I could pull this off without spilling too many beans about
myself.

Billie put her two cents on the table. “She
can be your personal assistant for the day. Give Isabel the day
off, make it sound like something came up, and bring Sadie in as a
temp.”

“It’s on the two of you to pull it off,”
Richard pointed out.

“I’ll make it sound like I know more than I
do. I have enough information to make an accusation.” Billie
thought aloud. “Sadie will pick his brain and fill in the details
while she pretends to take notes.”

“Sounds pretty simple,” I said. “When do you
want to do it?”

“How about first thing Monday morning? We
call him in immediately and have you on your way in time to get to
work. Isabel runs a lot of errands, so no one will notice that you
didn’t stick around.”

“I’ll call the warehouse and tell them I’ll
be late coming in. If I say it’s for a doctor’s appointment, they
won’t ask any questions.”

Richard looked at his wife. “Feel like taking
Sadie shopping, compliments of the firm? She’ll have to look the
part.”

“Of course,” Kathryn purred. “Are you free
tomorrow?”

“Yeah,” I replied, my head still spinning.
People didn’t often surprise me, and I liked it. “I’ll be done
training by noon.”

“I’ll pick you up at two, and we’ll have a
girls’ day out.” She was genuinely looking forward to it. As was
I.

Richard pulled out his cell phone and punched
a few buttons. “Isabel. How would you like to take Monday off,
paid?” He chuckled as she replied. “I’m contracting a Sensitive to
help me with something, but I don’t want anyone to know her real
purpose. If anyone asks us, we’ll just say something came up and
I’m bringing in a temp. You can make up a story if you want. I’ll
make her your official back-up in case I want to use her again.”
She spoke again, but I couldn’t hear her. Billie and Kathryn could,
though, and they listened intently. “You’re not being replaced,
dear. She doesn’t have your experience - just one skill that I
need. You’ll get paid for a regular work day. ” Richard looked like
a patronizing father while he listened once again. “Thank you,
Isabel. I’ll see you on Tuesday.” He hung up.

He explained to me, “She’s part of the
family, and I gave her the job because she needed it. Turns out,
she’s an excellent personal assistant, just insecure.”

“She’s improving,” Kathryn chided. “She’s
just young.”

I nodded my understanding and let my
excitement show through. “Let’s do it.”  


Chapter 7

“I really like them,” I
told Billie as we rested after training the next day.

“They like you,” she replied. We cuddled on
the couch drinking water. “And if Monday goes well, you could wind
up with more work.” Her eyes glittered.

“Do you think you can talk to him and listen
to me at the same time?” I asked her.

“I think so. We should practice, though.”

“Hmmm.” I wasn’t so sure about that.
Practicing it required invading someone’s privacy. An idea came to
me quickly. “How about the asshole at the diner on Sunday?”

“Works for me,” she laughed. “You shower,
I’ll cook. Kathryn will be here soon.”

“You’re not coming?” I asked, surprised.

“No. I don’t like to shop, and I have a few
things I need to do anyway. You’re hard on the To-Do list. No
motivation to leave you.”

I grinned in pleasure. “And the firm’s paying
for the clothes?” I wanted to be sure.

“Every penny. Plus hair, facial and nails if
you guys want. There’s an expense line for this kind of thing.” She
grinned.

“I can’t argue with that.” Brushing my
fingers across her cheek, I skipped off to the shower.

Kathryn arrived precisely at two. She glanced
around my place and smiled. “I like the way you’ve decorated. Ready
to go?”

“I’m ready.”

Kathryn drove a white hybrid, which was
interesting and new for me. As we drove, we planned. My excitement
grew at the idea of shopping without looking at the tags. “I think
we should start at the salon,” she announced. “Then we can shop for
suits. How does that sound?”

“Sounds good to me.” I almost laughed after
Billie’s earlier comment.

“We’re going to have fun, pamper you, and
make it look like you spend a lot of money on yourself even though
you don’t need it to be beautiful.” Her eyes sparkled. “And since
I’m holding the firm’s credit card, we’re not going to worry about
cost. I have a feeling you’re going to dazzle everyone on Monday.
So we’ll get more than one outfit, and you’ll be ready when they
ask you again.”

She meant it as a compliment, which lifted my
spirits. But it also made me nervous. “What kinds of jobs would
they want me for?”

She misunderstood. “You’re a natural, dear.
You’ll do fine.”

“It’s not that.” I paused. “It’s just that
reading people is pretty intrusive. I’ve set rules for myself, and
I try to stick to them.”

Impressed by my admission, she replied. “If
it doesn’t feel right, say no. That’s your right and your
responsibility. Even if they don’t like it, they’ll respect it.” We
drove in silence for a few minutes while I thought things over.
“Today’s adventure does not obligate you to do something you feel
is unethical. Besides, we may spend a lot of money, but it’s petty
cash to the firm.”

That made me feel better. Kathryn had a knack
for saying the right thing. “Where are you from?” I asked her about
herself.

“I grew up on the East Coast, but Boise has
been my home for a long time. You grew up here?”

“Born and raised.”

“And your family?”

“They’re not interested in having a lesbian
daughter.”

“They’re fools,” she said with gentle
contempt. “True family isn’t always who you were born to or who
raised you. You are part of our family now, and we’ll always be
here for you.”

I smiled to myself, still having a hard time
believing it. “Do you have any children?”

“My daughter passed away a long time ago. So
I adopt anyone in the family who allows me to mother them.”

“I’m sorry to hear about your daughter,” I
replied genuinely.

“Thank you. It was many years ago, and my
grieving is long over. I have the family, so I’m very blessed.”

We parked in a garage downtown, chatting
about hairstyles as we strolled to the salon. An elegant woman set
her pen down and greeted Kathryn instantly. Kathryn introduced me.
“Jenny has been taking care of me and mine for a long time. She’s
the best in town.” Jenny beamed at the praise. “Sadie has a big day
on Monday, so she’s getting the royal treatment today.”

Jenny, cheerful and chatty, led us to her
booth, signaling to another woman as we walked. The other woman
started a manicure while Jenny and I talked hairstyles. We settled
on a simple style that stopped past my shoulders. She assured me it
would look beautiful and professional, and I could still pull it
back in a ponytail when I trained. They fussed over me, hair and
hands, for what seemed like ages. Kathryn had her nails done as
well. I felt like a princess. I skipped the facial but had my
eyebrows shaped. When they were satisfied, I looked in the mirror.
The change wasn’t dramatic, yet I looked astonishingly better.
Polished.

“It was a pleasure, Sadie.” Jenny’s words
were genuine. “Come back and see us sometime.”

“I will,” I promised her.

Kathryn paid the bill, leaving a generous
tip. “Thank you, ladies. You’ve done an excellent job, as always.”
She took my arm in hers. “Let’s go shopping.”

Shopping with Kathryn was a true delight.
With her impeccable taste and limitless credit card, she had me
decked out in no time. We chose from the most recent styles,
allowing me to blend well into the firm – attractive but not so
flashy or sexy that I’d draw attention. We left the clothes with
the tailor who promised to have everything delivered to my home the
next morning. I didn’t want to know how much we’d spent.

Kathryn dropped me off at home, hugging me
before letting me out of the car. She felt like a warm breeze, her
entire essence comforting. Every time I touched her, it felt like
home. “See you tomorrow.” I said my goodbyes and waved as she drove
away.

 


* * *

 


The sun was well into the sky when we left town the
next day. It would be an early lunch in Idaho City, and that suited
all of us just fine. We quickly settled into a comfortable silence,
enjoying the sun on our faces and the breeze in our hair. The road
wound back and forth through the mountain, oftentimes following the
river. Forest extended in every direction: pines, birches, and
cedars. Kathryn pointed out a hawk, and we all craned our necks. I
relaxed and enjoyed the drive.

Tourists crawled around Idaho City, taking
advantage of the summer weekend, and we parked down the street from
the restaurant. Richard wanted to look in the silversmith’s shop,
so we entered.

“Richard! How are you?” The smith pumped
Richard’s hand with a strong grip.

“Excellent, Leroy. Just excellent. You’ve met
Billie, I believe. This is her girlfriend Sadie.” He gestured in my
direction, and Leroy bobbed his head in greeting. “How’s Donna?
Feeling better than last time I was in, I hope?”

“Much better.”

“Give her my love.” Richard smiled. I browsed
at the merchandise while they talked. Silver hilted knives. Silver
belt buckles. Ornamental pieces. The man’s artistic skill showed in
every piece. Animals came to life everywhere we looked. He favored
owls, though deer, wolves, and moose were common as well.

“Kathryn.” He took her hand adoringly.
“Always good to see you. I swear you look younger every time I see
you.”

“Lovely to see you, Leroy.” Her tone softened
as if she was speaking to a loved child. “Your talent grows
endlessly.”

“Thank you, ma’am. Your husband’s special
order is going well. I’d say I’m halfway there.”

Richard’s eyes brightened. “How’s it
looking?”

“It doesn’t look like much yet. I’m just
starting on the detail. I should have it done in another
month.”

“Did the advance cover the supplies?”

“Almost to the dollar.” He tapped his nose
with a rough finger.

“When it’s done, give me a call.”

“First thing I’ll do.”

“We’re headed to lunch. Care to join us?”

“I can’t, but thanks. Too many tourists this
afternoon to close up shop.”

“I’ll bring you back a burger if you
like.”

“The doctor says I’m a heart attack waiting
to happen, so Donna won’t let me eat anything good. A burger sounds
great.” He smiled slyly, his eyes darting towards the back
room.

Richard laughed. “You got it, my friend.”

Out on the sidewalk, I asked about the order.
“What is he making for you?”

“It’s a mountain scene with a wolf howling at
the moon. Décor for my office at the firm. The man’s got more
talent with metal than anyone I’ve ever met.”

“His work is incredible.” I glanced over my
shoulder as if I could see his art from the street.

“His father was an exceptional silversmith,
and he grew up learning the trade,” Kathryn added. “But his
artistic talent far surpasses his father’s.” I could sense that she
knew the father and missed him.

Stepping into the dim light of the bar and
grill, we could see the place was crowded. The timid waitress from
before spotted us and lifted a finger, asking us to give her a
moment. The sign said ‘Please wait to be seated.’ The waitress was
happy but nervous to see us. The reason for her nervousness headed
our way before she had the chance.

The surly owner approached us, his
confrontational attitude hidden poorly. “You’re back.” He eyed
Billie and I disapprovingly, ignoring Richard and Kathryn entirely.
“We’re full up right now. It’ll be at least a half hour before I
can give you a table.”

Kathryn smiled sweetly. “I see an empty table
over there.” She pointed a manicured finger at the only unoccupied
table in the room.

“It’s reserved.”

He’s lying, I told Billie.

“Is that true?” Billie challenged
politely.

“Yeah. Mike Jeffries is bringing his family
over for lunch. Special occasion.”

Mike is his friend. But he’s in Boise
today.

Billie turned to Richard. “Didn’t we pass
Mike on our way up here?” I fed her more information. “He has that
old blue Ford pickup with a dent in the side.”

Richard nodded, understanding instantly what
Billie and I were doing. “Not many of those around anymore. If
Mike’s in town, he won’t be needing his table.”

“Maybe he forgot to tell you,” I sensibly
replied to the man.

The owner’s jaw stiffened, and his face
reddened. He looked squarely at Billie. “I checked up on you. Those
lawyers said I could do what I want in my business.”

“Oh?” Billie cocked her head. “You must have
talked to Mr. Lorren, then.”

He mistook her condescending tone and
elaborated his lie. “Yeah. Mr. Lorren didn’t sound too pleased
about all this. I wouldn’t hide behind those lawyers if I were you.
Could cost you your job.”

Richard listened with great amusement, but
his face remained expressionless. “We’ll take the empty table over
there, sir.”

“It’s reserved.”

“By Mike, who’s in Boise,” Richard
replied.

“It’s none of your business.”

“You’re not a very good liar.”

“Are you calling me a liar?” His volume rose,
and his voice rumbled.

“Yes, I am,” Richard answered evenly.

“Who the hell are you to call me a liar?”

“I’m Richard Lorren.”

His jaw snapped shut, and he stormed off
without another word to us. He growled something at the waitress,
who glanced uneasily our way. She approached us with an honest
smile, though, and led us to the table.

“Don’t mind him,” she said in a whisper as we
settled into our seats. “He’s nasty to a lot of people.”

“Why do you work here?” Billie asked, looking
at the menu and acting like she was discussing food.

“It pays the bills,” she shrugged. “There
aren’t many options for work up here.”

He treats her horribly. I sent a quick
message to my girlfriend. “You deserve better," Billie replied.

She didn’t answer, but she thought about
those words as she took our order.

Out of earshot, I explained her situation.
“He’s a bully, and she needs the job. He’s exploiting that.”

“How bad is it?” Richard asked. His
protective nature was strong.

“He’s not hurting her.” I shook my head. “But
the Department of Labor would have a field day about the wages and
working conditions here.”

Kathryn glanced covertly at the waitress.
“Why doesn’t she leave?”

I opened my senses more to the waitress,
finding the answer to the question. “She doesn’t have enough money.
She’s saving up to move to Kuna. She keeps repeating ‘Two more
months.’”

Kathryn glanced at Richard and Billie
knowingly. “She’s already earned a large tip from me. The girl has
class.”

Billie nodded, agreeing. “How was shopping?”
she asked.

“A lot of fun,” I replied.

“I like your hair.” She twisted a lock in her
fingers, smiling lovingly.

“How do you like the clothes you picked out?”
Richard asked.

“I love them. They’re perfect. They arrived
this morning before we left. Kathryn really knows how to shop.”

“I’ve had lots of practice.” She smiled. “I
enjoy taking my friends shopping. Billie just hands me her credit
card, so she doesn’t have to go at all.” The waitress arrived with
our drinks, and we thanked her.

“So you’re why she always dresses so sexy.
Thank you.” I offered her a toast with my water.

“She doesn’t need clothes to make her sexy.
As you well know.” Her eyes twinkled as I choked on my water.

“You only pretend to be a proper lady, don’t
you?” I joked.

She smiled broadly, the sparkle in her eyes
growing. “I am a proper lady. I also enjoy all the pleasures life
can bring.” She took Richard’s hand in hers, and a sensual look
passed between them.

Billie saved me. “Lunch is turning into a
good practice session for tomorrow,” she reported to Richard.

“Yes. You two work very naturally together.
If I didn’t know you well, I wouldn’t be able to tell anything
different is going on.” He agreed, eyeing me with surprise and
pride. “I’ve known quite a few Sensitives over the years, and
you’re definitely the best.”

“Thanks.” I blushed. “Do you know any I can
meet? I’ve never known anyone else like me.”

He thought for a minute. “Rosie is the only
one around here that I know, and she’s mad at Billie and me. Big
misunderstanding. I’m sure it’ll pass in time.”

Billie cringed. “'Get the hell out of my
life. I never want to see you again.’ Those were her exact words. I
don’t think it’s going to just blow over. I’m sure someone in the
family knows a Sensitive who doesn’t want to shoot us.”

What happened? I asked Billie.

“We hired her for a job, and it went badly.”
She noticed me freeze. “A very different kind of job than you’re
doing tomorrow,” she assured.

“Very different,” Richard agreed. “She knew
the risks, and she knows we’d never let her get hurt.”

“You’re not going to explain, are you?” My
voice sounded as exasperated as I felt.

“We can’t, love,” Billie answered
apologetically. “The situation got more intense than expected. She
got scared, but she wasn’t in any danger. I can tell you how to
find her, but I don’t know if she’ll talk to you.”

“It’s worth a try,” I decided. The food
arrived, and the waitress asked if we needed anything else.

“How about your name?” Kathryn suggested.

“I’m Samantha,” she said shyly.

“You’re a very impressive woman,
Samantha.”

She looked for a moment as if she was waiting
for the punch line. “Thank you, ma’am.”

“Grace in adversity is a quality I admire.
You have that in spades.” Samantha blushed and said thank you
again.

“She reminds me of Annabelle,” Richard
commented to his wife.

Kathryn nodded. “Very much so.”

Kathryn’s daughter, Billie
explained.

The one who died?

Yes. Ten bucks says Kathryn will give
Samantha her phone number.

I’d lose that bet. Billie nodded.

We ate while we talked, sharing stories and
talking about our lives. It was a pleasant meal, and the food was
greasy but superb. When Samantha came for the empty plates, Kathryn
gave her $60 and her card. “I meant what I said. I have a project
coming up and need an assistant. The person matters much more than
their experience, and you’re the kind of person I’m looking for. If
you’re interested, give me a call.”

Samantha pocketed the tip and card smoothly,
hiding it from her boss. “I will.” She meant it, her eyes
brightening.

Kathryn smiled grandly. “I look forward to
getting to know you better.”

What’s the project? I asked
Billie.

No idea.

We paid our bill and stepped out into the
late summer air.

Billie asked the question before I could.
“What project?”

“I’ve been considering organizing a
fundraiser with one of the dance troupes. An assistant would be
helpful,” Kathryn replied, and described her plans.

We walked around Idaho City a bit, browsing
in stores and admiring the old buildings. The town was small enough
that it didn’t take long to explore the entire downtown. We dropped
off Leroy’s burger, getting an earful from Donna when she caught
us. “Heart attack or no heart attack, I’m not going to be rude. If
my best customer wants to bring me lunch, I’m going to be polite
and eat it.”

She left muttering about cholesterol, glaring
pointedly at Richard. “Thanks, Richard. I haven’t had a decent meal
in weeks.”

“She’s onto us,” he laughed.

“She’s no fool,” Leroy agreed, taking a big
bite and closing his eyes in ecstasy. “Chicken is a poor substitute
for beef.”

“There’s onion rings in there too,” Richard
whispered, and Leroy’s eyes widened. Richard told his friend about
the diner owner.

“Yeah, Charlie’s an ass. Always has been.”
Richard agreed and started to say his goodbyes.

I glanced towards the back room where I could
sense Donna waiting for us to leave. She’s going to take the
food away from him as soon as we’re out the door, I laughingly
told Billie. Let’s dawdle.

Works for me. She pointed out a
beautiful desk ornament of an owl in a tree. “How about that one?”
she asked as if we were continuing a conversation.

“Gorgeous. I think he’d prefer a moose,
though.” Richard and Kathryn could tell we were up to something,
but they didn’t give us away. Instead Richard chatted casually with
Leroy.

“Why a moose?” Who are we talking
about?

I have no idea. “It’s more
masculine.”

We browsed until we found a moose with
stately antlers. “Here’s one.”

“Wow, that’s beautiful.” I studied it
closely, admiring the detail. “I just can’t decide what to get
him.”

“Well, his birthday isn’t for another month,”
she shrugged. “You can buy it on the next trip if you’re not
sure.”

“True. I like the wolf, too.”

“Mmm. I really like that one. She looks like
she’s up to something.”

“Maybe she is.” I waggled my eyebrows at her,
and she laughed her deep laugh. “Beautiful creatures, though.”
Billie nodded in pride at the tiny statue. “She reminds me of …”
Not here! Billie’s reply made me shift my sentence quickly.
“… the wolf at the San Diego Zoo when I went. She looked right at
me. One of my favorite memories.” Why not?

She’ll be killed.

Oh! Leroy made quick work of the food,
oblivious to our mental exchanges, and was busy licking his
fingers. “I’ve got to think about it more. I have a month to decide
– no hurry. Are you guys ready?” I asked Richard and Kathryn.

“Ready when you are.”

Richard barely waited for the door to shut
behind us before he pried. “What was that about?”

I cast a sly look at him. “Donna was waiting
for us to leave so she could take the burger away.”

“Ha! You’re a sly one. And why did Billie go
tense?”

“Sadie was about to mention the wolf we ran
into the other week.”

“Ah. Yeah, the locals get nervous about
wolves. They tend to pull out their rifles when one is spotted.”
His voice grumbled at the thought. Or rather a memory.

Billie didn’t comment further, her own
thoughts dark. I didn’t pry, only put my arm around her
reassuringly. We changed the topic to lighter matters, enjoying the
rest of our day.

 



Chapter 8

Billie arrived at my home
early, sensing my anxiety about the upcoming task. We’d practiced
in Idaho City, and both of us were confident we could pull it off.
But the atmosphere of a prestigious law firm intimidated me.
Despite the fancy clothes, I felt like a fish out of water, and I
hadn’t even left home yet.

“Relax. You’ll do great,” she said for the
second time. “And you look great – you look like you belong in a
law firm.”

“I don’t belong,” I muttered. “I work at a
warehouse.”

“I’ll be with you most of the time.”

“I’m holding you to that.” I glared at her.
“I can’t believe I agreed to this.”

She took my hand and gave me a deliberate
stare. “Look, love. You’re good at this – this is who you are. Just
be yourself, do what’s natural, and the rest will fall into
place.”

I sighed, closed my eyes, and took a deep
breath. I knew she was right, but the nervousness didn’t go away.
“Okay. How do I look?”

“Like I might have to put soundproof walls in
my office if you come to work with me very often.” She played with
my hair, tucking it behind my ears. Then ran her fingers down each
side of my neck as she leaned in for a kiss. Goosebumps peppered my
shoulders, and I finally relaxed. “Ready?”

“Ready,” I replied, mustering my
confidence.

Billie drove, and we arrived at the parking
garage in only a few minutes. We walked briskly and with few words.
Billie’s mind drifted to the meeting ahead of us. I started to get
nervous again, and she touched my back gently. Before I knew it,
the elevators were opening onto the floor of Lorren Volstein &
Marks. The receptionist greeted Billie warmly. “Lilian, this is
Sadie. She’s filling in for Isabel today.”

“Nice to meet you, Sadie. Where’s
Isabel?”

“She called Richard over the weekend and
asked for the day off,” Billie smoothly replied, leaving the
explanation for Isabel. “I’ll show her where Richard’s office
is.”

“He arrived just a few minutes ago, so he
should be there.”

Billie nodded. “Any messages for me?”

“Nothing from me.”

“Thanks Lilian.” I followed Billie as we
walked down a hall.

She thinks you’re pretty intimidating,
I commented to Billie, curious about the reaction.

A lot of the people here do. I’m close
friends with the boss.

It’s more than that. She likes you,
though. I gave a mental shrug. I guess it doesn’t
matter.

A couple of times I’ve … um … escorted angry
people out of the building.

That explains it. Billie introduced me
to a few people and pointed out rooms or office equipment of note.
I listened, playing the part of a temp learning the basics of a new
office.

“This is Mr. Lorren’s office,” she announced
formally, knocking before she entered. Closing the door behind us,
I smiled at Richard, who beamed back. “Good morning, ladies. You
look lovely, Sadie.” He rubbed his hands together. “Ready to find
out what Pearson’s up to?”

“Definitely.” Billie set her jaw,
figuratively speaking. “Let me grab a few things from my
office.”

With Billie retrieving her files, Richard
handed me an electronic pad. “This is what my personal assistant
uses. I’ve opened a word processing file. It’s mostly for show. All
you have to do is look like you’re taking notes. Why don’t you get
used to it while we’re waiting for Billie.”

The pad was similar to one I used at the
warehouse, and I said as much. Billie returned with a file. We were
ready. Richard picked up his phone and punched a few buttons while
I took a seat off to the side. His manner and voice stiffened when
he spoke. “Pearson. Come see me in my office right away.” He didn’t
bother waiting for a reply and replaced the phone in the
headrest.

Richard sat behind his desk looking regal and
formidable – the gregarious personality hidden. Billie took her
position behind and to the side of him, looking much like a guard
dog on duty. I pretended to be busy with the pad while disappearing
as much as possible. Less than a minute later, Pearson knocked on
the door. I knew immediately it would be him – the man on the other
side of the door was extremely nervous. Richard barked for him to
enter.

He’s a lot more nervous than he’s letting
on, I sent to Billie. He’s guilty of something.

“Sit down, Pearson,” Richard ordered, looking
at him like a bug about to be squashed. “Billie brought something
very interesting to me this morning. She found some discrepancies
in her latest audit.”

Pearson gave a questioning look, managing to
appear confused. His mind went instantly to a particular client
account. He’s thinking about the Clinton account, I sent
Billie.

Billie opened the file and tapped her fingers
on the top spreadsheet. “There’s a problem with the Clinton
account. According to my files, they’re you’re client.
Correct?”

Pearson nodded. “I’ve been working on their
case for a couple of months. What’s the problem?” The information I
needed didn’t come to the surface of his thoughts, so I dug a
little deeper.

He’s stealing from the Clintons, using the
firm as a cover. I supplied Billie with the details, most of
which I didn’t understand.

“Would you explain to me, Mr. Pearson, how
you manage this client’s expense account?” Billie asked, her tone
implying that it was more than a request. I could see why her
coworkers found her intimidating.

He went through the details with her, telling
her exactly what he thought she wanted to hear. At each lie, I
exposed the truth through the link between Billie and me. I never
took my eyes off of my pad, typing the information as I sensed
it.

Billie, pretending the answers came from her
file instead of telepathically from the temp, confronted Pearson.
She detailed his sins as she flipped between worthless pages of
numbers. Richard listened attentively without interrupting. Pearson
barely breathed, and his mind was whirling with questions. The
biggest one was How the hell did she figure this out? When
she finished her monologue, she glared at him and pointed a long
finger accusingly. “In short, you’ve been stealing from the
Clintons, and you’ve been using the firm to cover your tracks.”

Pearson shrank only a little in his seat.
Inwardly, he was terrified, knowing he could be disbarred and even
go to prison. I was impressed at how well he kept his composure
outwardly. Law school training combined with years of experience in
theft had turned him into an exceptional liar.

“How much have you stolen from the Clintons?”
Richard growled.

“I haven’t stolen anything from the
Clintons,” Pearson replied, indignant.

“Almost $12,000, according to my
calculations,” Billie replied, receiving the answer from me.

His voice deepened. “Have you stolen from any
other clients?”

“This is a mistake, Mr. Lorren,” Pearson
started into a defensive act. I saw other client names in his mind,
and I jotted down every name.

“I’m still going through your other accounts,
but so far I’ve found discrepancies with four other clients. And
I’m still digging.” Pearson began to sweat and tremble. Only
slightly, but enough that Billie noticed.

“Billie, how certain are you of your facts?”
Richard addressed Billie, but the question was meant for me.

100%

“The facts are conclusive, Richard. He’s not
very good at covering his tracks.” I wanted to grin at her insult.
He was exceedingly good at covering his tracks, and Billie knew
it.

Richard leaned back in his chair and eyed his
employee for several long minutes without saying a word. Picking up
his phone, he punched a few numbers. “Bob. Revoke Will Pearson’s
access to the firm and all of his accounts immediately.” He hung
up. “Obviously you’re fired, Mr. Pearson. Billie will escort you
out of the office, and someone will deliver your personal items to
your home. Get out of my firm.” Billie laid the file on Richard’s
desk and glared menacingly at Pearson.

Pearson stood without another word, his face
shocked and pale. Billie followed him out the door in silence. As
soon as we were alone, I turned to Richard. “Over $50,000. His last
thought was that it’s hidden well and you’ll never find it. I know
where it is.”

Richard put his head in his hands. “Did you
get the names of the clients?”

“Yes.” I read off the list from the pad and
then handed him the document to keep. “That’s every one that came
to his mind. I believe that’s all of them. Plus everything I know
about how he stole it and the location of the money.”

“Jesus. This is a nightmare.” He thought to
himself silently for a bit. “Sadie, I owe you one. I’ve always
dealt ethically with our clients, and this kind of thing does not
sit well with me.”

Billie entered quietly. “I called security
from Lilian’s phone. He won’t get back in the building.”

Richard handed the pad with my notes to
Billie, who glanced through it and nodded, pleased. “This is great.
I have enough information that I can have proof by the end of the
day.”

“Good. Work with Cyndi and Peter. I want
every possible charge filed as soon as possible. I’ll call the
clients. I want to know how much he stole from each.”

Billie nodded and turned to me, her
expression serious and her thoughts distracted. “I’ve got a long
day ahead of me, but I’d like to see you later.”

I smiled. “Me too.” She brushed my cheek
tenderly and left.

I wasn’t sure what to do with myself, so I
looked to Richard for guidance. He pulled a notebook out of his
desk and wrote a check for my services. Handing it to me, I gasped
at the sum. $2000. “Are you kidding?”

He raised his eyebrows. “Plus a finder’s
commission if the money is recovered. You saved my ass today and
saved Billie a lot of work. I had no one else to ask, and I got the
best. You earned it. It’s my mess to clean up now, so I’m going to
send you on some ‘errands.’ But you have my sincerest gratitude,
and I’d like to have you over for dinner later this week.”

“I’m glad I could help. I’ll see you soon.” I
offered him a smile, and he returned it gratefully. Picking up my
purse, I left him to deal with his mess. Leaving the firm, I drew
no more than a cursory notice from anyone. I rode the elevator
alone, bewildered by the whole experience. After all the
discussions and planning going into it, the meeting went as smooth
as I could have hoped for. But the abrupt ending and the large
check left me feeling dislocated.

Sunlight hit my face as I stepped outside,
and I took a deep breath. I didn’t have my car, but home wasn’t too
far to walk. Neither was the bank. What the hell, I thought,
thinking about the check. I’ll call a cab.

 


* * *

 


Billie let me know when she left the office. It was
after 8:00, and I could feel the exhaustion in her mind. Have
you eaten? I asked.

Only a few bites since lunch, she
replied.

I’ll warm up dinner.

A few minutes later, she walked through the
door, sniffing the aroma. “You made a whole meal,” she said,
surprised.

“I thought you’d be hungry.” I grinned.
Spaghetti and meatballs, French bread, and salad sat ready on the
table.

“Richard was right. You are a goddess.” She
pulled me into an embrace, fingering my hair and reveling in the
embrace. I could feel her exhaustion start to slip away as soon as
she touched me.

Breaking the embrace, I steered her towards a
chair. “Eat. You’re exhausted.”

“God, I could eat a moose.”

“Don’t you mean horse?” I joked.

“Nah, moose tastes better.”

I choked. “I shouldn’t be surprised that you
know that.” She grinned, shoving a large bite in her mouth. She ate
as if she hadn’t for days.

“What did you do with the rest of your day?”
she asked between bites.

“I took the rest of the day off of work. So
mostly I relaxed. Read a little, worked in the yard.”

“Nice.” She wasn’t ready to talk about her
day. “What did you read?”

“It’s a book about the whooping crane and how
they were saved from extinction. It was practically a miracle,
since the population was down to fifteen. It’s a good read. The
whooping crane is a magnificent bird. It would have been a shame to
lose them. The population is over 500 now, and growing.”

“I’ve never seen a whooping crane,” she
mused. “Where do they live?”

“Me neither. They live in Texas and Florida.
Some migrate to Northwest Canada in the summers. They don’t travel
through here.” The banter was pleasant, relaxing us both. I’d tried
to read earlier, but truth be told I couldn’t keep my mind on it. I
spent most of the time with the book in my hands and my thoughts on
the morning.

She picked up my thought. “It was quite the
day, wasn’t it?” she sighed.

“Yeah,” I agreed. “How did it go after I
left?”

“Richard talked to each of the clients, and
we’re making good on the theft. One of them just lost their home,
and Richard paced for an hour after that conversation. I found
enough of Pearson’s trail that we were able to file charges.
Richard and Cyndi are still at the office working. He was good. I
never would have figured it out without you. What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong. I’m glad we caught him. I’m
just kind of blown away by this morning.”

“How so?”

I tried to explain what I wasn’t sure of
myself. “I’m still not used to being so open about this stuff.
That’s part of it. I still can’t believe I was paid $2000 to catch
a thief. This is not a normal day for me.” I thought for a minute
while I chewed. “Overwhelmed would be the right word.”

“Are you sorry you did it?”

“No.” I unhesitatingly shook my head. “Not at
all. It just doesn’t feel real yet. Like I’m going to wake up and
realize none of it happened and there isn’t two grand in my bank
account.”

She grinned. “Sadie Aidan, Mind Reader. I’ll
keep you in the books as Professional Services Contractor.”

That lightened it for me. “I should get a
business card.”

“I’ll get you a cape,” she offered.

“Okay. But no red, yellow, or spandex.”

“Deal.” She poked her fork at me, answering a
question I’d been avoiding. “And yes, the fee you were paid was
reasonable for the service you provided.”

I shook my head. “Wow. I’ve been working at a
warehouse for how long?”

She cocked her head at me. “You haven’t used
it to advance your career or get what you want. I like that you
don’t exploit it.”

“I have rules,” I replied.

“What kinds of rules?” She was starting to
feel satisfied and her eating slowed to a more moderate pace.

“Don’t manipulate or exploit people. Don’t
invade their privacy. That kind of thing.”

Her fork paused. “Did you break any rules
today?”

“I did. But as soon as I sensed him, I knew
he was guilty. Getting the details meant breaking a rule, so I did
it.”

“Are you okay with that?” she asked.

“Yes. Mostly.” Her eyebrows asked me to
elaborate. “I know it was the right thing, and I’m glad it’s
working out. There’s a little bit of guilt tagging along for the
ride.”

She nodded, understanding what I meant. “If
we ever ask you to do something you’re not okay with, please say
so.”

“I will,” I promised.

 


Chapter 9

“Are you ready for
tomorrow?” Jason asked Billie.

“We’re ready. A handful are headed up there
tonight to prepare a campsite. The rest of us are carpooling
tomorrow.”

“I don’t like being gone for the full
moon.”

“We’ll be fine,” Billie insisted. “No one’s
new. We all know how to stay away from people. Nothing will go
wrong.”

He growled low. “I’ll be back day after
tomorrow.”

“Do you have somewhere to go?”

“No. I’ll manage.” Running in wolf form under
the full moon wasn’t compulsion. It was desire. Like coming home
for Christmas. To be without Pack on the full moon was lonely for
any Wolf. The entire pack headed to the mountains or desert every
month to be together and celebrate being Wolf. They always chose a
remote area where they could run without fear of guns and sing
without worrying about hunters. “Anything important happening?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact. I’m seeing
someone.”

He was immediately interested. “Who is
she?”

“Her name is Sadie. She’s pretty damn
awesome.”

“Does she know about us?”

“No. We’ve been hanging out with Richard and
Kathryn, but she doesn’t know we’re Wolves.”

“Keep it that way, at least for now. I want
to meet her first.”

“I’m serious about her, Jason. I love
her.”

“I want to hear everything, but I’m running
out of time.”

“Any progress up there?” Jason was trying to
get a Wolf from Northern Idaho home to the pack. The man was up on
assault charges, and no one wanted him in prison. Newly Wolf, the
man hadn’t understood the changes happening within him, and he hurt
someone. Jason was posing as an old family friend and trying to get
him home.

“Quite a bit. I’m meeting the judge tonight,
and from what I’ve heard of him, he’ll listen to me.”

“Good. Bring him home.”

“Any way I can …”

“… so long as the police don’t follow.”
Billie completed the old joke between us. Jason played by the rules
until he decided they no longer applied. A personality trait left
over from when he was Human.

“Time’s up, Billie. Take care of them
tomorrow.”

“I have more to tell you about Sadie.”

“Can it wait until I get home?” She could
hear a door opening on the other end of the line. He had
company.

“Yes. It can wait. Find someplace you can run
if you can.”

“If I can I will. See you soon.” Jason hung
up.

Billie sighed. She didn’t want to hold back
from Jason, but she needed more than two minutes. As a Sensitive,
Sadie could discover what they were very easily. She needed to tell
Jason, but she wanted time to discuss it when she did.

 


* * *

 


Billie and I cuddled on the couch, the sound of jazz
low in the background. “More wine?” Billie offered as I emptied my
glass.

“I’m good right where I’m at,” I replied. Her
lips on my neck felt too good to want anything else.

She kissed my ear and then whispered in it.
“You taste good.”

“You’re in an unusual mood tonight. Not that
I’m complaining.” Billie had arrived with wine, candles, and a vase
of beautiful red flowers with long stamens. She called them Chinese
Hibiscus. Usually playful or feisty, that night she was all romance
and sensuality.

“I’m romancing you. Like I promised.” She
pulled the back of my shirt down to nibble where she knew I liked
it. My entire body shivered at her touch, and after a few moments,
she moved back to my neck. “I like this shirt.” The top was made in
the style of a man’s collared business shirt that was way too
large. Since the fabric was pale brown and sheer, it showed quite a
bit of me.

“Normally I wear something under it.”

“It’s perfect.”

I turned to face her, lying across the length
of her body, feeling her beneath me. Stroking one nipple through
her shirt, I asked. “So tell me about this trip.” I’d been curious
since she told me she was headed out of town for a night without
telling me why. I’d promised to respect her privacy. I hadn’t
promised to play fair.

She smiled, ecstasy at my touch mixed with
amusement at my tactics. “Are you trying to make me talk?”

“Yep,” I admitted easily, giving her nipple a
flick. Her royal blue shirt, conveniently, draped loose and tied
around her neck. With one hand, I untied it and watched it fall.
Her breasts exposed, I took the other nipple into my mouth and let
my hand run down the length of her body, pulling the shirt out of
the way in the process. Her breath hitched, and her rosy nipples
hardened even more.

“I’ll never talk. You can’t make me,” she
moaned.

I’m very persuasive, I replied, not
wanting to free my mouth to respond.

I’m very stubborn, she insisted, her
back arching and breasts heaving.

We’ll see about that, I teased,
pulling my shirt over my head. “I can keep this up all night.”

She ran her hands through my hair as I played
up and down her chest and stomach. Before long, I forgot about the
trip and just enjoyed the present. Her soft skin quivered under my
lips and fingers. Her breath came faster as I slowly worked my way
down her body. Her silky panties pulled away easily.

Reaching my hand under the couch cushion, I
pulled out a cloth-covered object. Mentally hiding what I had in
store took some focus, but I managed. The vibrator against her clit
took her by surprise. Before long she was gripping the sides of the
couch and moaning uncontrollably beneath me.

Holding off her orgasm, she somehow twisted
us so she was once again on top. Hip to hip, I pulled down my boy
shorts. She placed the vibrator where we’d both enjoy it and ground
her hips into mine. Breasts touching, clits vibrating, and minds
intertwined in the fire between us. We came together, feeling each
other’s orgasm as intensely as our own.

“So where are you going tomorrow?”

 


* * *

 


As the sun set, the pack came together as one. The
full moon rested low in the sky, and they basked in it as they did
each month. The desert air, crisp and revitalizing, blew softly
through each person’s hair and filled their lungs with the scent of
the wild. The smell of sage, summer flowers, rodents, and dust
filled their noses. It smelled like home.

Each person stood naked in the setting sun,
bare to the moon rising in the sky. Couples held hands or embraced.
Billie’s muscles rippled as she walked among them, ready to stretch
her legs. Her pack. As their Beta, she belonged to them, was
responsible to them. She loved her packmates, each and every one of
them. Even Jimmy who was a constant headache with his drinking and
womanizing. She cherished these people in ways she could not
express in words.

She could express it in song.

Ready to begin, Billie pounced onto a tall
rock so she could see each member of her pack as she spoke. Her
face glowed in pride at the people in front of her. Her voice
carried throughout the crowd. “It doesn’t feel right to run without
our Alpha, but a Wolf needs him, so he does his duty. It will be
worth it to keep this new Wolf out of prison and bring him into the
pack where he belongs. If all goes well, Jason will bring the new
Wolf home tomorrow. When we sing tonight, we’re singing them
home.”

Hoops and whistles rang out all around her.
Billie raised her voice and said, “Let’s run!” She changed so
quickly only a ripple could be seen between the two forms. The pack
followed suit. Human noises transformed into wolf howls, singing
their loved ones home. They ran through the forests, playing,
singing, and hunting. This was their night to let their wolf nature
out completely, to be one with the pack, and to be part of the
wilds.

 



Chapter 10

 Billie returned from
her trip the next evening sounding energized and cheerful.
Sounds like you had a good time. Our mental rapport was
growing stronger. Distance mattered very little anymore, and we
spoke as easily as if in the same room.

A very good time. She smiled. How
about you?

Pretty normal. I missed you.

I missed you too, beautiful. I’d love to
come over tonight, but I can’t. Jason’s back, and we have some
things to discuss.

Tomorrow?

Yes. Most definitely, she promised,
and I said good night.

My mind on our conversation, I pulled in
front of my house. At night my senses usually stretched out around
me, searching for hidden danger. But talking to Billie left me
distracted and gave me a sense of safety. I kept thinking about her
and how close we’d come to each other in such a short amount of
time.

I had no other explanation and no excuse for
why I didn’t know something was wrong. Barely registering the
darkened doorstep, I should have remembered that I’d changed out
the bulb only a few weeks prior. I should have felt their presence
and realized they were waiting for me.

I saw them before I sensed them. Closing the
car door behind me, it clicked and the dome light went out.

Suddenly two teenage boys grabbed my arms,
one of them smothering my mouth with his hand, muffling my gasp. I
had nowhere to go and didn’t even have time to run before they had
me trapped. Frozen in panic, fighting didn’t even occur to me.
Every muscle in my body stiffened. Darkness surrounded me.

Billie! Oh my God, help! They’re here!
Instinctively I called out to Billie for help.

I’m coming! I’m coming Sadie! Despair
filled me. I knew she was too far away. There was no way she could
reach me in time, and could think of nothing else to do except call
for Billie over and over.

A forearm pressed against my throat and my
mouth was freed. Still, I could barely draw breath let alone
scream. One kid dragged my stiff form across the lawn and into the
shadows of my home. I hadn’t made enough noise for anyone to
notice, and I could feel no one watching me from the
neighborhood.

I was alone.

Panic and instinct took over. If I’d thought
to do so, I could have tried reaching a neighbor. I could have
suggested they look out the window, call the police, or something.
But my mind closed in on itself, and all I could do was call for
Billie again. Fear gripped me more tightly than the boys holding
me. I was helpless. Defenseless. Paralyzed and terrified, I did
nothing, but I sensed everything.

Boys gathered around me from the shadows, and
I could sense every one of them. My chest tightened as I got lost
inside their collective emotions. Rage at being humiliated. Anger
without any single cause but with an absolute focus on me. I caught
memories of ex-girlfriends, of mothers and sisters, of random
people where harm had been real or just perceived. Sadistic
thoughts came from every boy. They wanted to teach me a lesson.

And yet I was simply the target, the poor dog
that’s kicked when someone’s had a bad day at work. It wasn’t even
me they were angry at, but I would pay for it. In that moment I
hated my abilities, wishing I could block out the images of what
they wanted to do to me. Usually I could, but not then.

Two of them grabbed my arms, pressing me
against the side of my home. Tucked in the shadows and half
concealed by a shrub, their fingers bit into my flesh. The others
crowded around and leered or grinned stupidly. I counted nine
thoughts, nine minds.

I couldn’t even see them clearly with my
eyes. What I saw combined with my other senses, giving me a macabre
impression of them. I saw them for who they were, hateful and
inhuman, with no physical impression to soften it. One stood
directly in front of me, so close I could smell the liquor on his
breath. Poised like a snake about to strike, and clearly the leader
of their adventure, he stole my focus.

The boy standing in front of me was the lead
bully Billie and I had already encountered. Focusing my eyes on
him, his expression mirrored all of the excitement and anger I
could sense within him. As our eyes locked his lips curled into a
crooked smile. I knew Billie’s beating would be repaid that night,
and I couldn’t help but think how young he looked. Too young to be
so cruel.

He struck me across the face with his fist
without warning or comment. The blow sent me reeling sideways, and
my legs went weak beneath me. The boys still held my arms, though,
and pressed me back against the wall when my legs quit holding my
weight. I couldn’t even take solace in the soft grass. Another
blow, and a third before he spoke. “Will your girlfriend still like
you if you’re ugly?” He murmured low in my face. “I’ll fuck you
even if she won’t.” The boys around him chuckled.

Billie!

I’m coming! Hold on! I’m coming!
Desperation and fury filled her. There was no way she could be as
close as she sounded. It had to be wishful thinking, I thought. It
couldn’t have been more than a minute since I’d called for help, so
I could only be imagining that she was almost here.

I could feel my consciousness begin to slip
away. Pain and blackness dimmed everything else. She wouldn’t reach
me in time. I would be raped and killed before she arrived.

Someone grabbed the neckline of my shirt and
tore it until it hung only by the sleeves, stinging my skin where
the cloth resisted before ripping. A knife flashed in front of me
and my bra hung in two, my breasts exposed. Excitement over my
nakedness filled every mind surrounding me. I felt even more
helpless and shamed as the last time this happened to me.

The world began to grey, my awareness was
fading. Oblivion was so near with the blessing of escape. I
welcomed the nothingness. I didn’t want to be conscious anymore. I
didn’t want to sense them anymore.

Then I felt his grip on my face, his fingers
gripping my cheeks brutally. A squeak came from my mouth, and the
pain drew me back into consciousness. He’d been waiting for me to
make a noise, begging me silently for a reason to hurt me more.
With his other hand, he pushed his forearm against my throat,
pushed my head against the building hard enough my ears rung. I
couldn’t see it, but I felt the cold steel of the knife against my
cheek.

“Don’t make a sound.” His warning came low
and so close I could smell his sour breath. I knew he wanted me to
scream and beg, wanted me to disobey him so he could punish me for
it. I didn’t know whether to obey his spoken or unspoken voice. I
thought I would go insane from the mental images of what he planned
on doing to me. A low cry escaped my lips.

A merciless smile crossed his face, and when
I saw the knife move I knew where he was going to put it. He wanted
to make me ugly before he killed me. A choke came out of my throat,
and my whole body braced for the pain. “You’re cute, dyke. Not for
long.”

A blur of movement knocked into the boy
suddenly, surprising everyone. He never even realized what it was
that hit him, his throat torn open before he hit the ground.

I’m here! I’m here! You’re okay!

Billie. Oh my God Billie! I didn’t
even have the energy to register surprise that the animal was my
girlfriend. I don’t think anything would have shocked me right
then. Hands released me, and I hit the ground, gasping for breath
as relief poured through me. I listened to the chaos around me but
didn’t connect with it through my numbness.

The only thing real to me was the nearness of
Billie’s mind. Protective and loving. Angry that I’d been harmed
and frightened. I’d never felt her fierceness before. It was
startling, but I wasn’t afraid. Behind her anger, she was afraid
for me. And all of her ferocity was directed at the boys who’d
harmed me. Only a piece of her thoughts were on me, but that was
enough. I blanketed myself in her mental touch, knowing I was
safe.

I heard Billie’s snarl as she leapt at one of
the boys who held me against the wall. I couldn’t see the damage
done, but by the wet gurgling sound I knew his throat had been torn
out like the first one. Two boys dead in a few seconds, and I felt
nothing for them. With all of the attention on Billie, the threat
to me was neutralized. She stood with her head low, teeth bared,
and hackles raised, a menacing growl rumbling through the
shadows.

I barely registered all of this. Later I
would replay the memory and take it all in. But in those moments,
everything was dull.

Seven boys remained, and they all advanced on
her despite their growing fear. Several pulled knives, and they
cornered her where the fences met. A low-hanging tree blocked her
escape to me, and the only direction she could get away would have
left me alone. She took note of it but didn’t even consider it.

Instead, she lifted her lips and snarled,
snapping at them. Several boys paused in fear. One realized they
weren’t facing a dog, and his surprise made me look closer. A
wolf.

Sadie. Run!

My girlfriend the grey wolf faced the
semicircle of boys. The half-naked Human woman was forgotten while
they faced a predator, though most thought she was a dog. She
feigned at the closest boy, snapping her jaws to intimidate. He
jumped back and yelped but did not run. She feigned again, a stocky
boy bringing his knife down towards her head. She dodged it easily,
but it gave another the opportunity he needed. The blade tore into
Billie’s left shoulder, and blood instantly poured down her front
leg. A small cheer went up from the group when they saw her favor
it.

Billie’s pain and anger poured over me.
Dammit Sadie! Run! Get out of here!

I knew I should, but Billie was hurt. They
were killing her! I hadn’t been able to muster even indignation for
myself. But for Billie, my fear transformed into anger, and cold
resolve pushed the panic away in less than a heartbeat. I could
feel power boiling within me, building with every drop of blood I
watched fall from my lover’s shoulder. I didn’t know what I was
about to do, only that it would save Billie. Acting only on
instinct, I gathered power from all around me, letting it whirl
within my body, building for just a few seconds more before
releasing it. I pushed it towards our attackers, throwing every
reserve of power at the ones hurting Billie. My skin tingled and my
mind filled with the power at my disposal. It felt like I’d split
myself in two, and one part of me rode along the power as it hit
them.

They dropped as one without even a flinch or
a cry. All seven of the boys fell dead in that instant of releasing
my power on them. I felt their deaths, but I was drunk with the
power and felt nothing. As I calmly surveyed the scene, the last
remnants of energy began to dissipate into the world around me.

The power ebbed, and I returned to my normal
self. Only then did my shock register. What had I done? Holy shit!
I just looked before me at the dead bodies in horror.

Billie’s whine drew my attention, and I saw
her try to stand on her useless leg. Her nose out and hackles
relaxing, she glanced at the death around her. I could sense her
horror as strongly as my own. Now that it was over, shock started
to set in. She stumbled when her wounded leg wouldn’t hold her
weight. Strangely, seeing her covered in blood made more of an
impact on me than seeing her wearing fur and walking on all
fours.

I had to get her inside before someone came.
A killer wolf in the city would not live long. “Come on Billie. We
can’t stay out here.” She nodded her head, and we both stumbled to
our feet. As fast as I could, I made it to her side and buried my
face in her neck.

Oh baby you’re bleeding. Billie
collapsed to the ground, growing weaker as the blood spilled down
her leg. “I hope you’re not as heavy as you look.” Billie whined as
I awkwardly tried to lift her, hurting her in the process. But she
made no other protest. I tried to reach her mind, but Billie had
turned inward, deliberately blocking me out. She was too heavy for
me to lift. With my arms around her middle, I dragged her around to
the front door. She whined and licked my arm, but her mental voice
was quiet.

Bolting the door behind me, I hoisted her
onto the couch, trying unsuccessfully not to jar her. I needed
something to put on her wound, but my shirt was gone. For a moment
I realized I was still naked from the waist up, but I didn’t care.
A sweatshirt lay carelessly on the small table, and I pushed it
over her wound. “Billie, it’s bad, and I don’t know what to do! I
can’t call an ambulance, not like this. What do I do? I’m not a
doctor!” Billie didn’t respond, obviously still in shock. I sobbed
and begged with all I had in me. “Don’t die, Billie. Please don’t
die.”

Billie’s crystal blue eyes opened, and she
stared into mine for several moments. With immense relief I heard
her speak into my mind, exhausted and still afraid. 555-1739
Jason. Call him. Tell him everything.

I grabbed my phone from my pocket and
dialed.

 


* * *

 


“You’re late.” The man on the other side of the line
answered in an irritated grumble. Despite the hour he wasn’t
asleep, only surly.

“Jason?” I spoke hurriedly. “Are you
Jason?”

He instantly snapped to attention at the
urgency in my voice. “What’s wrong?”

“Billie’s hurt. She told me to call you.
She’s been stabbed.”

“Did you call an ambulance?”

“No.” I faltered, not sure how to explain. “I
… I can’t … Not like this.”

“Where are you?” I gave him my address.
“Don’t call an ambulance. Don’t call anyone. I’ll be there in three
minutes.” He hung up without waiting for a reply.

Either the bleeding was slowing or I was
doing some serious wishful thinking. I spoke to her, mind and
voice, crooning that it would be okay. “Jason’s on his way. You’ll
be okay. Just hang in there.”

Jason didn’t knock. He just pushed through
the deadbolt, splintering the frame and rendering Billie’s deadbolt
useless. In two seconds flat he took in the scene in front of him,
Billie a wolf and me holding her with tears running down my face.
Both of us were drenched in blood. His eyes narrowed, and he
crossed the room to the couch too quick to believe, closing the
door behind him. A lot had just happened that would have been hard
to swallow on a normal day. Without a word, he pulled the
sweatshirt away from the wound and his body tensed.

Though he hadn’t looked at me or spoken to
me, his attention was very much on me. The strength that pulsed
from him weighed heavy in the room, and it was clear he didn’t
trust me. In fact, all of his anger was focused on me, blaming me
for Billie’s condition. Shivering in intimidation, I shut down
mental contact as much as I was able in my state of mind.

“Do you have anything to eat?” He spoke
without as much as a glance. “Something with protein.”

“Yes.”

“She needs to eat. As much protein as you can
find.”

I knew I could trust him when it came to
Billie, but I wasn’t so sure I could trust him towards me. Billie
was all that mattered right then, so I ran to the kitchen
refrigerator. Grabbing leftovers from several containers, some
eggs, and a carton of milk, I brought it all back to Jason before
going back for more. “Does it have to be cooked?” I called from the
kitchen.

“No.” So I returned with the pound of
hamburger almost thawed on the top shelf. I watched him feed Billie
from his hand, tenderly holding her head. She ate urgently,
snapping up the food in her powerful jaws. He poured the milk into
one of the leftover bowls and refilled it as she lapped it
empty.

Her body jerked and her nose hit the edge of
the bowl, tossing it aside and spilling milk all over the couch and
floor. She whined and spoke to my mind. I’m sorry.

It’s okay! Her mental voice felt
stronger already, and I almost choked on my relief. I knelt beside
her, risking nearness to Jason. “Don’t worry, baby. Just get
better.” She licked my hand and I fought back the tears. “You have
to get better. You owe me a couch.” The joke came across stale, but
she snorted her approval.

Jason’s gaze on me became increasingly
painful as he watched the interchange. “Do you have more food?”

I nodded. “Billie just went shopping, so
there’s lots of meat in the freezer. I can thaw it out.”

“This will be enough for now, but she’ll need
more after she sleeps. Pull it out. All of it.” I did so and
returned to sit at the floor beside my fur-clad girlfriend and lay
my head against her neck, careful not to disturb her wound.

Sleep, love. I’m not going anywhere.
She lay her nose on my arm and closed her eyes.

Trust Jason. Tell him everything. I love
you. A deep sleep overcame her, and I knew then she would
recover. Tears of relief welled in my eyes, and I breathed deep for
the first time since it had all began.

Only then did I turn my attention to the man
in front of me, taking him in fully for the first time. He sat in a
chair that he must have pulled from the kitchen and looked at me
stonily. Tattoos covered his arms. His clothes, though clean, were
worn through. The torn jeans and simple t-shirt somehow made him
more menacing, as if they were deliberately designed to make me
underestimate him. He made me think of a dealer more than
anything.

“Who are you?” He asked me, demanding but not
exactly hostile.

“I’m Sadie, Billie’s girlfriend.” He nodded,
as if expecting that answer.

“How did you know to call me?”

“Billie told me to. She gave me your number
and told me to trust you. It’s not like I could call an
ambulance.”

“She gave you my number tonight? After she
got hurt? How? She was Wolf.”

I nodded, unsure how to answer that. I chose
my words carefully, “She said to trust you, to tell you everything.
So I will, but I don’t know how to explain everything. Billie and I
can speak to each other in our minds. She calls me a Sensitive.
That’s how I knew it was her even though she was a wolf. After she
was stabbed, she gave me your number.”

He tensed at my words. I wondered why I felt
such anger and distrust. Still afraid to dip into his thoughts even
by accident, I simply waited for him to tell me. “A Sensitive,
huh?” He snorted. “After what you did out there … you’re no
Sensitive.”

I realized people were outside of my house,
three of them, but I hadn’t heard them. I startled and looked as if
through the wall at them. “Oh no!” I didn’t want anyone to see what
Billie and I had done.

“They’re cleaning up the mess. No one will
know.”

I looked at him in disbelief. “How? What
about the police?”

“The police will find a bunch of bodies from
a fight – spoiled rich kids with nothing better to do than turn on
each other. Two deaths by attack dog and seven from knife wounds.”
I just stared at him. “That’s what the police will find, and you
will make sure they believe it, Mage.” He spat the word Mage in
insult, and I shrank into the sleeping Billie. “You will bend their
mind to believe it. But if you try anything like that on me or my
pack, I will kill you.”

Speechless, I couldn’t say anything, and he
continued. “Billie and I will stay here for a few days until she’s
Human and able to travel. After that you will stay away from her. I
don’t want to smell you anywhere near us. You can stay in my
territory so long as you don’t try anything, but don’t push
me.”

Bewilderment turned to shock … and anger.
“What? You can’t tell me not to see her. You don’t have the right!
I don’t know what the hell is going on, but I’m not losing
Billie.”

His voice grumbled low, his body that of an
animal about to attack. Recklessly, I didn’t care. “The only reason
I didn’t kill you on sight is because you saved her life. Don’t
press your luck. I could kill you just for being in my territory
without permission.”

“Your territory! I’ve lived here my whole
life!” His eyes narrowed in thought, but he didn’t respond to my
statement. We sat in silence for a while, and the chill air made me
shiver. Jason stood and without a word walked down the hall to my
bedroom, returning with a blanket. As he laid it over me, it dawned
on me that I’d been arguing with a strange man without realizing I
was topless. Suddenly self-conscious I pulled the blanket around
me.

“Thank you.” He nodded.

A slight tap came at the door. I didn’t
bother moving, knowing the man wanted to talk to Jason anyway. He
opened the door a bit, but not enough for me to see well. “Cleanup
is done,” he reported. “We moved everything two blocks down, and I
don’t expect a knock on the door with questions. It’ll be a hard
one to pull off, though. They were dead too long for our wounds to
look convincing.” He was studiously trying to ignore me, fear of me
filling the room like a fog.

“She’ll convince them.” Jason replied, and
the man nodded. “Make the calls. Make sure nothing leaks out. Don’t
tell anyone about the Mage yet.” He nodded again, glanced my way,
and disappeared down the steps.

As soon as the door shut, I pounced on the
dizzying number of questions I had. This stranger seemed to know
something about me. No one had ever been afraid of me before – not
like this. “What is a Mage?”

He paused. “You are a Mage.”

“Okay, what am I?” I challenged, no longer
caring that he’d just threatened to kill me.

“Mages have power over the mind. They are not
Human or Wolf. They are something else.” Crossing to his seat, his
tongue loosened. “You are an old race. You can read and control
thoughts, and powerful ones can even kill with a thought. Mages are
not to be trusted.”

My eyes lowered as I remembered the seven I’d
killed. “Like I did.”

“Like you did.”

I raised my eyes, needing to justify myself
to someone. “I didn’t know that would happen. I didn’t know I could
do that. They were killing her and I just wanted them to stop. It
just … happened.” I pleaded with him to exonerate me, needing
someone to tell me that I wasn’t responsible for seven deaths.

“It just happened.” He said in disbelief.
“And you don’t know you’re a Mage.”

“I’ve never even heard of them before
now.”

“Did you know Billie’s a Wolf?”

I watched my sleeping lover’s face as I
answered, my voice softening as I took in her sleeping form. “I
knew she was different. Special. She radiated so much power and
life. But I didn’t know about the wolf part until she ran up
tonight. I could tell it was her of course – her mind is the same.
Nothing about it feels wrong. Even now, looking at her like this,
this wolf is Billie and it feels natural. It feels right. I don’t
understand.”

“We are Wolves. Humans use the term
werewolf.” I nodded my understanding. I’d figured that much out for
myself.

“That’s the secret. I sensed that she was
hiding something, and she promised me it wasn’t bad, just private.
She couldn’t tell me because it affected other people and she’d
made a promise. She was so serious about it. I promised I wouldn’t
pry. This explains a lot.”

“Tell me what happened earlier.”

I shivered at the memory and tried to hold
myself together. I was able to keep my voice steady for most of it.
“It started about a week ago. A couple of boys threatened us while
we were walking. They wouldn’t back off, so Billie … batted them to
the ground in about three seconds. She was amazing. They came back
tonight with friends. They wanted to get back at Billie through me.
They jumped me at my car, and all I could think to do was call out
to Billie. With my mind. I was so scared. They drug me around to
the side of the house and beat me, tore off my clothes. He had a
knife and he kept thinking what he would do to me with it …” I
couldn’t voice the boy’s thought.

“And then Billie was there, and she was a
wolf. She killed the boy who was hurting me and another one. But
they cornered her, and she wouldn’t run because I was still there.
Someone stabbed her. I’m not even sure what happened or how I did
it. I’ve never done anything like that before. It’s like I was so
scared and angry and desperate I pulled from everything around me.
As much as I could gather. When I released it at the boys, they
just fell down dead! I didn’t mean to kill them – I didn’t even
know I could do something like that. They were going to kill her,
and I just reacted.”

“Instinct,” he said, and I nodded. That was
apparently something he understood. He was beginning to relax, and
the intense anger and distrust had softened. But something new had
him very worried. “Have you ever controlled someone’s thoughts
before?”

I nodded slightly, not liking to admit it. “A
couple of times. A long time ago.”

“Why not now?”

I gathered my thoughts to try and put words
to it all. What I could do defied language, and I knew I couldn’t
explain it well. I tried. “Reading simple thoughts and emotions is
as natural for me as breathing. I just do it. But when I control
someone’s thoughts, it’s different. It’s forceful, and I feel … I
don’t know how to describe it. Godlike. Volatile. Like it’s my
right to do anything I want. It’s seductive, satisfying. I scared
myself when I did it before. Tonight was worse. When I was holding
onto the power, I was enjoying it. I saw the bodies and was pleased
they were dead. But when it was over and I saw what I’d done, I was
horrified.”

“I’ve never met a Mage who didn’t like that
power.”

“I don’t. It’s like knowing there’s a
psychopath living inside of me. If I don’t touch that power, she
can’t come out. ”

“Billie will be okay. You saved her life, and
you called me in time. Wolves either die quickly or heal
completely. Her body has started to repair itself, and now she just
needs food and sleep. So do you. Go to bed.”

“I won’t leave her.”

He nodded and disappeared into my room again,
returning with more bedding and a shirt. He didn’t even seem to
notice my nudity, as if my breasts were no more interesting than my
chin. So I dropped the blanket and put on the shirt despite his
presence. Spreading the bedding on the floor beside the couch, I
lay down wishing I could still feel Billie’s touch. But the couch
wasn’t big enough for a Human and an injured Wolf.

As I closed my eyes, Jason spoke
thoughtfully, “I don’t know what to think of you, Sadie. We’ll see
what happens next before I decide what to do with you. Reading
thoughts may be normal for you, but it’s not to me. To me it’s an
attack, and I always defend myself and my pack.”

I didn’t open my eyes or turn in his
direction. I didn’t want to see his accusing eyes any more.
“Blocking out surface thoughts and emotions is like trying not to
hear a conversation happening right beside me. I can’t promise I
won’t pick up surface thoughts – I don’t know how to block out
everything. But I’ll block out as much as I can. You have my
word.”

He didn’t reply, and I left it at that.

 



Chapter 11

 Her desperate mental
call woke me. Sadie! The urgency in it put a loaded spring
under my back and I bolted up to check on her. Her legs thrashed as
she searched for me, not understanding I was right in front of
her.

Shhh. I’m right here, love. I’m safe.
You’re safe. Jason’s here too. I locked my eyes onto her
crystal almond shaped ones, and she stilled. I buried my hands in
her warm neck, strangely finding comfort in the softness of her
fur. “Everyone is safe.”

Did they hurt you?

A few bruises. That’s all. You stopped
them before they could do more, I promised her. I wasn’t
injured much, but I couldn’t honestly say I was dandy.

You’re really okay? I’d convinced her
about as much as I’d convinced myself.

She wouldn’t believe it until she felt the
full truth from me. An explanation was in order. “I’m really okay.
I’m shaken up and scared and my face feels pretty mushy, but it
doesn’t hurt much unless I touch it. It’s not serious. I’ll
heal.”

They didn’t rape you? Her voice
shuddered at the question, and an involuntary shiver swept over
me.

No. You saved me, love. I couldn’t believe
it when you were suddenly there. I never thought you’d get there in
time. They were going to rape me and kill me – I could see it in
their minds – but then you came.

I ran as hard as I could. As soon as I
heard you, I Changed and ran. I’ve never run so fast. A clear
memory of her racing through the streets surfaced, a wolf running
with the houses and trees rushing past as she frantically tried to
reach me in time. Not knowing if I’d still be alive when she got
there.

I never expected you’d come to my rescue
in a fur coat, I teased her.

She hesitated and her body went still.
Does it bother you? What I am?

No. I don’t know why, but it doesn’t.
Her belly rumbled. Don’t you ever get enough to eat? I
laughed out loud. “Cooked or raw?” I didn’t know until that moment
that a wolf could laugh.

Jason had been watching the exchange, not
hearing the mental conversation of course, but knowing there was
more than the ear could hear. “Raw,” he replied for her.

I patted my girl on the rump and stood. “I
take it food poisoning isn’t something to worry about?”

“Not when we’re Wolf.”

“Well, she can’t complain about my cooking
that way,” I snorted and retrieved some meat from the kitchen.

When I returned, Jason was at Billie’s side,
checking her wound and speaking to her. “I’m not leaving you until
you’re well, Beta. Eat and rest. Someone’s hunting for you tonight,
and you’ll have game by morning.”

She rolled her head in obvious loving
supplication. Where’s Richard?

“She’s asking for Richard.” I set the bowl in
reach and she began to scarf delicately at the food, a telling
change to her initial feeding frenzy. She was fully awake and aware
of her surroundings, but exhausted.

Jason aimed his reply at Billie. “He’s on his
way. They were visiting his friend in Pocatello. When I called him,
he headed right back. They’ll be here in a few hours.” She licked
his hand. “Don’t even try to suck up to me, doll.” His scold came
out stern but not unfriendly. “You’ve got some questions to answer
when you’re feeling better. It’ll be a while before you’re ready to
change. Lucky for you, I don’t feel like bitching you out using a
Mage as a translator.” She lifted her lip in distaste at his
comment against Sadie. He thumped her nose. “You’re the one who
didn’t tell me you were dating a Mage. You know the law.”

Billie shifted her body in a show of putting
herself between Jason and me, an impressive motion considering the
groans of pain. Curling her lip, the message was clear. I will
protect her, even from you.

His face became unreadable, a blank slate,
and I didn’t dare check his thoughts. “She’s promised to behave. So
long as she does not threaten the pack I will not touch her. You
have my word. She saved your life, and for that I am grateful to
her. But this is serious, Beta. We have a lot to talk about.” She
set her nose on my arm and looked directly into his eyes, claiming
me in front of her Alpha. “I can see that.” His tone sardonic. “No
promises.”

Uncomfortable with their conversation on too
many levels to count, I interrupted. I spoke to Billie aloud so
that Jason could understand. “Argue later. Eat now. We’ll figure
everything out when you’re feeling better, love.”

Obediently, she turned back to her meal and
cleaned the bowl. A slight flicker of emotion bled off of Jason –
annoyance that his Wolf obeyed me after defying him. Not wanting
him to realize I’d inadvertently read his thoughts, I changed the
subject. “I’ve never seen anyone heal like this. The wound is
already closing and her strength is coming back.”

Jason nodded. “We heal very fast if we can
eat and sleep well. Our ability to transform our shape also lets us
heal quickly. She’s in no danger now. She’ll make a full
recovery.”

“Thank God,” I sighed.

He nodded. “There’s more going on than just
her, though. I need you to shower and get dressed for a morning
jog. A Wolf is coming to take you to where the cops are processing
the scene.”

I panicked. “Why?”

His eyes flicked sideways at me, and I
imagined I saw light reflecting off of them like a cat. “The only
way they’ll believe it was a gang fight is if you make them believe
it. Later you’ll have to go see the coroner and anyone else you
miss this morning.”

Coldness passed over me at the idea of seeing
the bodies of the boys I’d killed and of remembering their thoughts
when they attacked me. “I don’t think I can,” I whispered.

“They’re almost ready to take the bodies
away,” he said softly. “I’m not a cruel person, Sadie. I don’t want
to force this on you after what they tried to do to you. But for
everyone’s safety, you must make them believe it was just a fight.
Someone brought an attack dog, and no one got out alive. We’ll be
providing them with a German shepherd as soon as we have one. If
they close the case today, the pack will be safe. If they keep
looking for answers and they find some, people will die.

“If you really do love her, protect her. If
they find out what she is and what she did, they will try to kill
her. They will come after all of us, including you. It will be a
blood bath on both sides.”

I nodded, biting my lip. I understood well
how people feared what they didn’t understand. That fear had been
turned my way more than once, and it would be worse for Billie.
They would hunt down any animal that killed two people. I could
only imagine what they would do to a monster that did it, and
that’s exactly how they would see all three of us. I stroked the
now sleeping Billie and went to shower.

I didn’t know if the blood washing down the
drain was mine or Billie’s – probably both. I focused on it, using
it to build my resolve at what needed to be done. This won’t be
the last of the blood if I don’t fix this, I told myself. I have to
break my promise, for Billie’s sake. And for her pack.
Showering quickly, I blew my hair dry and dressed in jogging shorts
and tee.

When I emerged, a strange man stood near the
door. Young and athletic, he too was dressed for a jog. Hair trim
and nothing out of place, he reminded me of someone in the
military. He stood casually against the doorframe and yet gave an
impression of readiness. His eyes raked over me, and his voice came
out contemptuous and sarcastic. “Nice of you to hurry. If you’re
done making yourself pretty, we have something important to
do.”

For a moment I didn’t understand his
contempt, but then it dawned on me. “How often do people shower
before they go jogging? I had to get all of the blood off of me,
but a morning jog with wet hair doesn’t make sense. It might be
noticed.” I was starting to feel like the school nerd, picked on
and bullied one too many times. I was finding my voice.

His lips quirked in an appreciative grin, but
he didn’t reply. He didn’t trust me but granted a modicum of
respect at my willingness to stand up to him. I was getting the
distinct impression that no one stood up to a Wolf.

Jason gave the instructions. “This is
Matthew. Go with him and do what he says. And Mage, your promise
extends to him. When you promised me, you promised the pack.”

“I keep my promises,” I replied stonily.
Giving Billie a kiss on the forehead, I steeled myself and turned
to Matthew. “I have to stretch if we’re going to actually jog.
What’s the plan?” He filled me in on the details while I stretched
out my muscles, relaxing into the ritual.

“There are a couple of problems with your
plan.” He glared at my challenge but waved for me continue. “I’ve
never intentionally controlled someone’s thoughts. I did it by
accident a few times when I was young, but I learned how not to do
it. I’m no pro. And I don’t know anything about crime scenes and
investigations. I don’t think I can figure it out myself. You have
to take the lead, talk to the police. I’ll make them believe it
somehow.”

“You don’t know how?” His eyebrows rose
skeptically. “How do you plan on succeeding then?”

I paused in my stretches for a moment and
huffed. “Instinct. I’ve never been taught how to do these things. I
simply knew. I had to teach myself how to hold myself back. I
suspect that when I want it to happen, it will.”

He nodded, understanding. I thought about the
plan in silence while I finished stretching my calves. There was
one more thing I needed to be sure it would work, and I didn’t want
to ask for it. I didn’t like the idea of pissing off a
werewolf.

I turned squarely at the powerful man in my
living room and laid it all out. “Here’s the deal. I promised Jason
I would block out the thoughts of his pack. Except Billie of
course. But I don’t know the first thing about crime scenes and
knife wounds. If I try to do this blindly, I’ll probably screw it
up.” Taking a deep breath, I continued. “I need your thoughts to
guide me. I swear I will not look at anything personal. I won’t
stray from what we’re doing. And I won’t influence you in any way.”
I left the statement as a question hanging in the air, waiting for
his permission. Meeting his eyes, I didn’t waver and I hid
nothing.

He didn’t like it and expressed his
disapproval with a growl. “How do I know I can trust you?”

“Billie trusts me. Do you trust her?” He
didn’t reply. Tired, hungry, and emotionally exhausted, I pulled no
punches. My voice grew low and forceful, every inch of frustration
showing through. “I don’t trust you either. You come into my home,
order me around, and threaten my life. Both of you. I’ve done
nothing to deserve that, and you’ve given me no reason to like you
or trust you. But I would walk through fire for Billie. She risked
her life for me last night. I felt every emotion and heard every
thought those boys had while they were attacking me, and you don’t
want to know what they were planning to do to me. Billie came out
of nowhere and risked everything to save me from them. She thought
I would reject her when I saw her as a Wolf, and she didn’t
hesitate. If I can do anything to keep her safe, I will.”

Was that respect I saw in Jason’s eyes?
Without a mental tone to follow, I wasn’t sure. “True enough,” he
snorted and nodded at Matthew.

“Fine,” Matthew stated reluctantly. “I agree.
But only while we’re doing this. After that, stay out of my
head.”

“Promise.”

Pre-dawn light touched the horizon, and the
air was crisp – perfect jogging weather. I wished I was just going
jogging – I could use some of the clarity that always came with it.
I set the pace, and he led the way. Opening up my senses, I
searched for anyone who noticed us. When someone did, I nudged
their focus elsewhere. I didn’t want us noticed, and I didn’t want
my bruises seen. He took us around so that we came to the scene
from a different direction than my house. When I saw the commotion
of police and onlookers, lights flashing everywhere, I gasped.

Anger and fear dominated every person at the
scene. People were horrified at the carnage and shocked that
something like this could happen in Boise. I did this, I
thought, verging on panic.

“Hold it together,” Matthew ordered softly.
We slowed to a walk and came upon the scene as if with the same
curiosity as a half-dozen others. The bodies were covered, thank
God. I didn’t have to look at their faces in the light of day. I
didn’t have to remember what they tried to do to me or what I did
to them.

“What happened?” I asked an older man with a
cane, carefully making sure no one who saw me noticed my bruised
face. I’d never used my abilities this way, but it wasn’t
difficult. Instinct.

“Not sure. A bunch of kids got killed last
night.” I touched his mind and discovered only a little more. The
police were calling it random violence, and an animal was involved.
From other minds, I gathered memories of the one who found the
bodies and of the police’s arrival. It gave me an impression of the
situation but told me little of interest.

An officer glanced our way, and I placed a
suggestion in his mind that he should talk to us. Planting the
thought was even easier than I suspected. I’d dropped my barriers,
and my true nature came to the forefront. I only had to decide what
I wanted him to think, and he thought it. Too easy.

He strode our way. “Been out jogging long?”
The thirty-something year old man asked us.

“Not long,” Matthew replied, giving the
officer a curious look. “What happened?” His acting skills
rocked.

“Nine dead teenage boys. The rest we’re still
figuring out. Did you notice anything out of the ordinary around
here last night?” The officer’s training told him to collect
information not provide it, and I only contradicted that a little.
After all, I could get what I needed from his head.

I shook my head and let Matthew do the
talking. The officer said little but I found all I needed from his
mind. The bodies were planted. There were post mortem stab wounds.
The only thing straightforward was that two of the boys were killed
by an animal. Probably a dog.

I went to work changing his mind about the
whole scene, using the images Matthew was providing as a template.
It wasn’t something I had any practice at, but I let the power flow
and let instinct take over. It felt good and chased away my fear.
“Other than the dog fight, it was pretty quiet last night.” I
mentioned.

“Dog fight? When was that?”

I tried to remember when I arrived home, but
all I could remember for sure was that it was dark. “I’m not sure
exactly. It was after sunset.” I shrugged. “I wasn’t watching the
clock.” He almost asked for my name and address, but I curtailed
that thought and entwined my comment into the story I was
providing.

Once satisfied that his new memories were
complete, tapping into Matthew’s knowledge for guidance, I focused
on every other officer on the scene. I lay the new memories and
opinions out in front of them and braided them into the minds of
the men and women around me. Officers and onlookers alike.
Discovering that several were no longer present, I stretched my
awareness out to find them, tracking each person involved.

It was a violation, and somewhere within me I
knew that. But as the power flowed through me, I didn’t care. I
felt like a god.

As my awareness returned to my immediate
surroundings, I heard the officer speak to me kindly. “It’s pretty
gruesome, I know. If anyone responsible got away, we’ll find him,
and we’ll find the dog and put him down. Your neighborhood is
safe.”

I nodded at his reassurance. He’d thought I
was about to pass out from the shock of what happened. Taking
advantage of his cue, I turned to Matthew. “Can we get out of
here?”

“Sure.” He put his hand on the curve of my
back, a protective gesture meant for others to see. He didn’t care
about comforting me, but the touch helped me ground anyway. “Thanks
officer. I’ll take her home now.” We took off at a jog once more,
heading away from my home until out of sight of any onlookers from
behind us.

My mind spun, and I felt cold inside and out.
As the power dissipated, I felt like I would vomit. Blindly
following the Wolf beside me, I jogged, wishing I could run full
out for miles to relieve the emotional conflict.

Within minutes Matthew and I were walking up
my front steps. He only had to push it open since the frame was
still splintered, making my locks completely useless. Silently I
crossed the room to Billie and buried my cheek in her fur. She
slept, but the physical touch helped to calm me.

“Well?” Patience was not one of Jason’s
strongest traits.

Matthew replied. “What I saw was encouraging.
She hasn’t spoken since we left, though.”

Jason turned to me, and I wouldn’t look at
him. Tears stained my cheeks and wetted Billie’s fur. I didn’t want
to admit what I’d done. I could feel Jason’s eyes on me, despite
blocking his thoughts. I couldn’t help it, emotionally raw and not
entirely in control of myself.

“It’s done,” I replied hoarsely. “Just as I
saw it in Matthew’s mind.”

I heard Matthew leave but barely registered
it. “I don’t understand you, Sadie.” Jason whispered, once again
sitting in the chair. “But thank you.” I made no acknowledgement,
burying my face further into Billie’s fur. Weeping silently, I fell
asleep.

 


* * *

 


“How was I supposed to know?” Billie’s voice was
soft, but her vehemence woke me. Awake and human, she was speaking
to Jason. Sensing she’d woken me, she ran her fingers through my
hair comfortingly. “I’ve never met a Mage before. Only one has
crossed into our territory, and that was before I was Beta. You and
Richard killed him. I never even smelled him.”

Jason growled a warning.

“Alpha, think about it. She’s been here,
living in our territory for almost 30 years. None of us knew she
was here. Richard and Kathryn met her – we hung out together! Even
they thought she was a Sensitive.”

That clearly struck a nerve in Jason. His
face twitched. “Richard should have known. If he didn’t, then I
can’t fault you for not knowing.” I didn’t think he liked to be
wrong. And I knew he didn’t like having it pointed out.

“I told you about her on the phone this week,
and I was going to introduce you as soon as you got back. I was on
my way to see you when she was attacked, and I heard her voice. I
hid nothing from you.” Billie stood her ground, and by the thinning
of the hostility in the room, I knew he was calming.

My eyes were open, but I hadn’t moved yet. I
wasn’t feigning sleep, I simply liked my cheek resting on Billie’s
bare stomach. Her smooth skin and human voice gave me comfort. She
lay on the couch nude but unconcerned, one hand smoothing my hair
and the other held against her body. Her shoulder was healing, but
it still hurt.

“How’s the new Wolf?” Billie changed the
subject.

“He’s here, staying with John until this mess
is cleaned up. After talking to you, I saw the judge. He’s a rural
judge, a real good ol’ boy. I thought we were going to bond over
beers or target practice.” He smirked. “I gave him my story and he
glared, said ‘Don’t lie to me, Alpha. If the kid’s a Wolf, just say
so and he’s yours.’ Damn judge knows about us. Knew who I was. I
still don’t know how.”

“He’s home,” Billie replied, relieved.
“Sadie.” Billie spoke to me. Lifting my head, I looked into her
eyes. Green once again, I compared them to the crystal blue eyes of
her wolf. Different color, different shape. But either way they
were her eyes, full of life and love. She smiled. “Sadie, I’d like
to introduce you to my Alpha and the head of my family. Jason.”

I couldn’t help my amusement. Relief at
seeing her healing shoulder and hearing her human voice made me
reckless. Dry humor escaped my lips before I thought better of it.
“We met while you were bleeding. He broke my door. The lock you
bought me held, though.”

Jason huffed, torn between amused and
irritated. “Interesting girl you found, Billie.” He responded to
his Beta. “Even if she wasn’t a Mage, I’d want to throttle
her.”

“Even the three little pigs received a knock
first.”

“I haven’t eaten you … yet.” Jason gave her a
bland look.

“True. And my house is still standing.”

Billie grinned. “I thought you’d like
her.”

Jason turned serious. “She has teeth, and she
saved your life. I owe her. She’s promised to behave, and so long
as she does, I will allow this relationship. If she threatens the
pack in any way, I will deal with her as a Mage. Not as your
girlfriend.”

Billie tensed but didn’t challenge him. “I
understand.”

“Your mind is the only one she may enter. And
if I believe she is influencing you at all, I will kill her without
hesitating. I would rather lose you to another pack than to a
Mage.” His voice softened, but his eyes never left hers. “I would
rather kill you myself than see you collared and leashed by
anyone.”

“It won’t come to that. I trust her. I love
her.” Billie pressed her fingertips to the bite mark on her breast.
It had nearly faded into smooth skin, a thin red welt remaining.
“She bit me over a week ago.” His eyebrows hit the ceiling. “She is
my mate. She will not harm me.”

I was thoroughly confused. What does that
mean? I asked her.

She smiled at me. “It means everything. I’ll
explain when we’re alone.” She growled in the way that always made
my thighs warm and my pussy wet.

Jason rolled his eyes. “Good God, Billie! Can
you at least wait until I’m done yelling at you? You know I can’t
think straight when a woman’s turned on.”

“You think very straight when a woman’s
turned on,” she replied coolly, touching my neck sensually.

In a flash I understood and wished I didn’t.
“You can smell me?” I exclaimed, flushing brightly.

I’d meant the question for Jason, but Billie
answered instead. “I love the way you smell when I get you going.”
Her voice rumbled seductively, but for once it didn’t affect
me.

“Fuck. Every one of your family can smell
when I’m hot and bothered for you. I’m always hot and bothered for
you. You’re the sexiest goddamn woman I’ve ever met and your family
can smell it! This is wrong.”

Jason was outright laughing by then. It was
the first time I’d heard him laugh, and he bellowed. “The fur
doesn’t bother you at all, but our nose does. Ha!”

I glared at him. Other things occurred to me
then, too. “Your hearing. When Richard and Kathryn were waiting
outside the front door and we were going at it in the kitchen, they
could hear us.” Flushing all the way down my neck in
embarrassment, I relived those delicious moments but with the
realization that we’d been putting on a show.

Jason continued to laugh, a deep rumble that
shook his whole body. As his laughing subsided, he flipped open his
phone and hit a number on speed dial. “Hey. Can you fix a door
today?” He gave my address. “Check the whole house out and do what
you can to make the place secure.” He paused for a response before
he thanked the man and closed his phone on his leg. “Time for a
real meal.” He rose and headed for the kitchen.

“Want some help?” I offered courteously,
willing to help if he wanted but hoping he’d say no.

“No. You two stay put.”

I listened as he helped himself to my
kitchen, opening every cupboard and drawer as he searched. Leaning
against Billie’s stomach once again, I began to relax. Muscles I
hadn’t realized were even stiff began to soften. I thought I was
going to lose you, I sighed at her.

Me too. But it’s over now. They can’t hurt
you again. And I’ll be good as new in a couple of days. Your
bruises will take a little longer. She fingered my eye
delicately.

I’ve barely looked at myself. How bad is
it?

She sighed. “It looks like someone used your
face for a punching bag. But it all looks superficial. How does it
feel?”

“It hurts,” I confessed.

“We have a medic in the pack. I’ll ask her to
check you out.” She looked for her phone but realized she didn’t
have it. “Damn. I left my phone at home.”

“I don’t think your fur coat comes with
pockets, beautiful.” I grinned at her. Without warning, she slipped
her hand into my pants pocket and retrieved my phone. I stifled a
gasp at her touch, and she grinned. Dialing from memory, she
briefed someone named Amy and asked her to come.

We’re not going to be alone at all today,
are we?

“Not for a while,” she replied aloud. But
we could disappear into your room for a bit. She sent an image
of a full body massage.

Without warning, I grew wet at the idea. Then
remembered the smelling thing and flushed. Billie smiled
knowingly.

This is going to be a problem for me,
I complained again.

We sat in silence, enjoying the moment.
Sounds of food frying and water boiling came from the kitchen, and
I wondered who was going to go to the store, because I didn’t want
to leave Billie’s side.

“Want some clothes?” I asked her coyly. “I’m
not complaining. Just offering.”

“Sure.” So I grabbed a pair of sweats from my
bedroom along with a shawl that she could use as a shirt. Pulling
on the sweats, she then looked at the shawl and nodded. I wrapped
it around her torso and secured it at her side – an easy sleeveless
shirt.

Jason cooked a large meal in record time and
served it in the living room so Billie didn’t have to move around
much. It looked like a mountain of pasta along with a mish-mash of
whatever was left in my refrigerator. “Eat up, you two,” he
ordered.

“Smells good,” Billie commented as she dished
a plate.

“Yes, it does,” Jason replied with a wink at
me. All I could do was glare and wish I didn’t blush so easily.
Billie pretended not to notice but sent me a mental picture of her
head buried between my legs.

Choking on my food, I sent back an image of
spanking her ass with my hand. I knew my intended warning had
backfired when a smile softened her lips.

Jason’s gaze passed back and forth between us
during our exchange. He twitched his nose deliberately.

Brute, I complained.

Hetero male, she corrected playfully.
A Wolf’s sex drive is a lot higher than a Human’s.

“That explains a lot.” Billie laughed, and
Jason’s eyes narrowed. He apparently didn’t like missing the punch
line.

We ate in silence for a while, enjoying the
lack of excitement. Before the meal ended, Richard and Kathryn
knocked. Jason invited them in for me. My irritation at losing
control over my home was growing, but I was truly glad to see
Richard and Kathryn. Kathryn instantly crossed to inspect us both,
checking our wounds and clucking in distaste at the damage done to
us.

“She may have been hurt worse, my dear, but
I’m afraid it’ll take longer for you to heal. How are you holding
up?” It seemed she knew what happened, so I didn’t bother filling
her in. I just nodded, not wanting to get into the emotional stuff
yet. She squeezed my shoulder, avoiding the bruises on my upper
arms.

“I brought you something. It’s what took us
so long.” Richard patted a large duffle bag over his shoulder.
“Jason said you were healing, so we stopped on our way back to
hunt.”

Billie sniffed delicately and her eyes
brightened. “Pheasant?”

I must have cringed, because Kathryn sat
beside me on the couch and patted my leg. “It’s who we are, dear. I
know it can take some getting used to, but it’s who we are.”

She thought I was disgusted with the bird.
Shaking my head, I explained, “The dead animal doesn’t bother me.
The smelling thing is creeping me out a bit.”

Kathryn looked confused, so Billie filled her
in with an apologetic glance in my direction. “She just found out
we can smell when someone’s turned on.”

“Ah.” Kathryn’s eyes danced. “You want your
privacy back.”

“A hypocritical Mage,” Jason commented dryly.
Richard and Kathryn froze, alarm coming off of them in thick waves.
“So you really didn’t know. How is that possible?” Jason
challenged.

Richard turned to me, his normally pleasant
face turned into an angry challenge. Rage filled the air, and I
shrank against Billie, hurt that Richard could turn against me so
easily.

“What are you playing at?” he asked
menacingly.

“I’m not. Richard, I swear. I didn’t know. I
never heard of a Mage before last night.”

“You’re lying. You have to be.” Jason watched
the exchange with amused interest. Kathryn just looked shocked.
“How did you hide this from us? What did you do to Billie?”

“She hasn’t done anything to me,” Billie
defended calmly. “Well, nothing I haven’t thoroughly enjoyed.” She
put an arm around my waist. “She’s telling the truth, Richard. She
was adopted.”

Richard’s stance softened a bit, but his
voice grew desperate. “I like you, Sadie. I really do. But how can
we trust you? Mages enslave Wolves.”

My jaw dropped, beginning to understand the
depth of their fear. ‘Collared and Leashed.’ “Oh my God.” I looked
at each Wolf in turn, and lastly I gazed at Billie, horror filling
me. These people were more alive and free than anyone I’d ever
known. The idea of any one of them caged was bad enough. But I
truly could enslave their mind, take away everything that they are,
force them to do whatever I wanted.

Billie saw my horror and nodded. Sadness
filled her eyes, and for the first time I didn’t want to touch her
mind. I was afraid of what I was capable of. “Billie, I would never
do that to you. I couldn’t do that to anyone, let alone you or your
pack.” My voice turned to a whisper. “I’d die first.”

I’d grown to appreciate being accepted for
whom I was within Billie’s family, and suddenly they were looking
at me as if I were a monster. Not Billie. Her eyes were sorrowful
but loving. She knew it would be difficult for us, perhaps
impossible.

I’d of course wondered many times what my
biological parents were like. I’d fantasized about them, giving
them stories to explain who I was and why they gave me up.
Mind-controlling slavers never occurred to me. “My people do this
to you?”

Richard relaxed only a bit as he leaned
against the wall, his arms folded across his chest. His voice
stayed impassive and his eyes intent as he told me about my people.
The tenor of his voice changed as if reading from a book.

“For centuries Mages have enslaved Wolves for
their pleasure or to fulfill their goals. It’s not easy to turn a
Wolf against his nature, and by our nature Wolves are free. It
takes time, but there are ways of speeding up the process.
Sometimes they sneak into a territory, find a Wolf without the pack
around, and plant a suggestion. A small one, not easily noticed.
That suggestion is followed by another and another, until the
Wolf’s mind becomes susceptible to suggestion. Since we usually
know a Mage when we meet him – or her – this is difficult to
accomplish without being caught and killed.

“The other way is to trap the Wolf, cage him,
starve him, and torture him until his body can barely heal. His
mind becomes open to control more quickly if his body is weak and
his spirit is tired. Once enslaved, a Mage has complete control
over all of his thoughts and actions. The Wolf can kill his entire
pack and even his own Mate without hesitating. There is no cure.
The Wolf is lost forever. Any of us would choose death over
enslavement.”

He paused in memory before he continued his
eyes haunted and angry. “I’m the oldest in our pack and the only
one who remembers. I was about Billie’s age when a Mage enslaved
our Beta. We had no idea the Mage was even around until he started
killing us. The Wolf killed his Mate first, tore her throat out and
started hunting the rest of us. It took us two days to understand
what was happening and another day to kill him. In two days he
reduced our pack from thirty-four Wolves to eleven. My Mate died on
the first day. Eleven of us fought him, and only eight of us
survived the battle. Our Beta was the best warrior I’ve ever
encountered, far surpassing either Billie’s or Jason’s skill. The
Mage chose his slave well. He did not die easily. Our Alpha died
minutes after fatally wounding him. Twenty-six packmates dead in
three days. It nearly destroyed us, and it took many years to
recover.

“This is not an isolated event, Sadie. This
has happened many times throughout our history. It’s even more
common for a Mage to kidnap a Wolf and just disappear. We make
great killing machines when our will is taken away. Humans are
easier to enslave, and they do that too. But Wolves are a prize,
and owning our strength gives them power. Mages live for
power.”

Bile rose in my throat, and I thought I would
vomit. I knew that could be me. I’d felt the power’s seduction and
knew it was part of me. No one spoke, waiting for me to collect
myself. They could probably smell the bile, I thought. Finally I
swallowed. “I’ve felt that power, and I promised myself a long time
ago I’d never use it again. I won’t become that. I swear.”

Jason spoke. “Wolves can smell a lie, and we
know you’re speaking the truth. We know you don’t mean to harm us
or control us. But what if you are seduced by the power? You are a
Mage.”

I shook my head, afraid. “Promise me, Jason.
Promise me you won’t let that happen. I’d rather die.”

Billie grasped my hand. Sadie!
Don’t!

Gripping her hand in return, I insisted.
What he’s saying is true, love. That could be me. The power
makes me feel like a god. Now that I know what I’m capable of,
don’t make me live in fear of hurting you.

Grasping Billie’s hand tighter, I locked eyes
with Jason. “Promise me that you will kill me if I become
that.”

He nodded. “Now you understand how much of a
risk you are to my pack. And how much I’m risking just letting you
live. Thank you for your offer, but it isn’t necessary. I already
told you I’d kill you to protect my pack.”

Silence hung in the air, thick and cloying. I
could sense Billie’s fear, but I only felt relief.

Kathryn broke the silence. “Well, now that
we’re done threatening to kill Billie’s Mate, who wants to cook the
pheasant? Richard?”

“My pleasure.” He kissed her softly and
retreated to the kitchen, still lost in painful memories. I thought
he was relieved to be away from me.

Billie stood, swayed in dizziness, and took
my hand. “How about a little alone time while Richard cooks?”

Standing, she led me to my room. With the
door shut, she sat me down on the bed and took me in her arms. The
dam crumbled, and I broke into sobs.

I’m a monster.

No. You’re no monster.

When I killed those boys, when I harnessed
that power, it felt fantastic. I enjoyed it. After the power was
gone, I realized what I did. Only after.

It’s okay. You were protecting yourself and
your Mate.

Richard was right. It’s in me. If I got lost
in the power, I could enslave you and not care.

Shhh, Baby. That won’t happen. We’ll figure
it out. I always thought if you found out what I was you would be
afraid of me. You weren’t afraid.

I could never be afraid of you.

And I’m not afraid of you. We’re in this
together. Mates.

Lying back on the bed, she held me until my
sobbing subsided. As I calmed, I sensed the difference in her
fears. She wasn’t afraid of me. She was afraid for me. She was
listening to the conversation in the other room, and it didn’t
help.

They’re discussing me, aren’t they?

Yes. They’re concerned.

What are they saying?

You don’t want to hear the details.
Understand they are responsible for the lives of everyone in the
pack. I’m responsible for them too, so they’re not sparing me. They
know I can hear them. They have to consider every possibility, but
they know I could never harm you. If the shit hit the fan, they
wouldn’t even tell me. But Jason won’t break his word. He won’t
kill you unless you threaten the pack.

I believe in you. You are too good-hearted
to ever be like other Mages.

I wanted to believe her, but I kept thinking
about the dead teenage boys, their bodies littering the ground in
front of me. Billie held me closer.

 


Chapter 12

 Richard and Kathryn
stayed through dinner but left soon after. By the time he left,
Richard no longer looked at me as if I’d killed his Mate, but it
wasn’t the same as before. My very existence haunted him, and he
worried about the safety of his pack with me around.

Jason’s concerns were less overt but no less
present. He left soon after Richard and Kathryn, leaving Billie in
my care. Or me in Billie’s care. Probably both. He was honestly
happy that Billie had found a mate, even though he was displeased I
was a Mage. He did, however, love referencing his sense of smell
frequently.

A Wolf came to fix the door, smiling and
nodding his greeting. A taciturn man, he asked a few questions but
mostly focused on the job. He wasn’t afraid, so I assumed he didn’t
know about me yet. Checking out every door and window, he said he’d
be back to finish the job.

Before he left, Amy showed up. Physically,
she was no head turner. Plain, dirty blond hair, and dressed very
casually. She radiated the same vitality that all the other Wolves
did, and I realized I’d always know Wolf from Human now. “Hi, I’m
Amy.”

“I’m Sadie.” I smiled.

“Looks like it smarts.” She gently pressed
around my eye and cheek. I flinched involuntarily but let her prod
my face, arms, and chest.

“Yeah, it does.”

“If anything was broken, it would hurt a lot
worse. How do you feel?” I blinked, not knowing how to answer that
question. She smiled broadly. “Any dizziness? Nausea?
Headaches?”

“Headache. The nausea and dizziness went
away.”

She nodded. “Did you black out at all when
you were being hit or after?”

“I started to. Everything sort of faded to
grey, but I didn’t black out.”

She nodded and continued her questions. When
she was satisfied, she sat on the couch beside me. “The headaches,
nausea, and everything else could be a concussion or it could be an
emotional response. Probably a combination of both. You were hit
hard enough for a concussion, but you’re not showing any major
warning signs. Going to an ER probably isn’t necessary, but it
wouldn’t be a bad idea – they can scan your head. But it could lead
to questions none of us want asked.”

“I don’t want to add to the problems.”

She nodded solemnly. “I appreciate that. I
won’t tell you what to do. I’ll tell you what I can and let you
decide. I think you’ve got a concussion, and you’ll be just fine.
My nose and ears tell me more than a Human’s, but without X-ray
vision, there’s the possibility I’m wrong. If it’s worse than I
think it is, the ER is the place to be. If it were any other
situation, I’d recommend going to the ER just to be sure. At the
ER, they will know you were beat up, and they’ll call the police.
The police will ask questions that you can’t answer truthfully
without exposing us. They can tell how old a bruise is just by
looking at it. If they know where you live, they could easily
connect you with the deaths. They’d probably think you are a victim
that didn’t want to come forward.”

She paused and let me catch up. “If you
decide to go to the ER, I can help you with your story. If you
don’t go to the ER, I’ll come back and check on you regularly but
someone should stay with you for a day or two. I doubt you’ll have
to twist Billie’s arm.” She smiled warmly at her friend.

“I don’t feel that bad, and I don’t want to
talk to the police again. I’ll stay here.”

“I thought you’d say that. I’ll check on you
often. Call me if the dizziness or nausea comes back, if the
headaches get worse, or if you don’t feel well for any reason.” She
turned to Billie. “If she shows any cognitive problems, her heart
rate changes, or if her scent gets acrid, call me.”

“You’re the best.” Billie smiled at the
woman.

“Better believe it!” Amy switched out of
medic mode. “I’ve been itching to meet you, Sadie. I’ve been super
busy and haven’t seen much of Billie lately, but everyone’s been
talking about you.”

“How long have you known Billie?” Amy made me
think of an overgrown teenager with her enthusiasm. A teenager from
the 1930’s.

“Ever since she came to the pack. Seven
years, I think. She was such a feisty thing. I didn’t know whether
to adopt her or shove her into a wall.”

Billie replied with mock sternness. “You did
shove me into a wall once.”

“Well, yes. But only because you were being a
bitch and weren’t paying attention. First and last time I got the
upper hand.” She grinned. Amy explained to me. “I’m pretty mellow
for a Wolf. Low in the pack hierarchy, but it works for me. That’s
why I became a medic. I can patch people up instead of joining in
the sparring and fighting. Billie, on the other hand, is as
dominant as they get. Beta at five years old.” She sounded very
proud of her friend.

“There’s so much about Billie that I don’t
know yet,” I mused. “Beta means you’re second in command, right?
How long have you been a Wolf?”

“Seven years, going on eight. I was Turned in
Iowa and moved here almost immediately. Yes, beta means I’m second
to the Alpha.”

“Your scar.”

“Yes.” Anger welled up in her, so she
explained. “I love being a Wolf, but I wasn’t given the
choice.”

Amy’s voice turned cold. “Most of us chose
this, and we had a pack to guide us. I fell in love with a Wolf and
chose to become one. That bastard didn’t give her a choice, and he
just abandoned her without telling her what she was turning in to.
Fortunately, Kathryn was in the area and heard what happened. She
found Billie and brought her home to us. Speaking of which, did
Jason bring the new guy home?”

“Yes. He’s staying with John tonight. You can
go see him if you want.”

“I will.” Amy brightened.

“I keep wondering how many people I know are
Wolves. Am I going to go into work and realize one of my crew is
one?”

Billie bit her lower lip and gave me an
apologetic grin. “Not exactly. He’s married to a Wolf.”

“Some Mage I am,” I grumbled. Amy threw me a
sharp glance, alarmed. I sighed at her. “I don’t think I can
explain it all again tonight. Another day?”

“You’re a Mage?” Her voice quaked a bit and
then she collected herself. “If Jason and Billie are okay with
having a Mage around, who am I to argue?” Something occurred to
her. “Why don’t you feel like a Mage? I’ve met several, and they
stand out. I never would have guessed.”

“That seems to be the question of the day.” I
shrugged. “I don’t know. You guys know more about Mages than I
do.”

“Weird.” She jumped to her feet and bent to
give me a hug. “Well. Welcome to the pack. We should go for a beer
sometime.” She patted Billie on the face adoringly. “I like her.
Don’t keep her all to yourself.”

“I won’t. See you soon.” Amy grabbed her
satchel and disappeared out the door with a wave.

I sighed and leaned against Billie. “We’re
alone. Finally.”

“Finally,” she agreed, stroking my waist.

We sat in silence for a few minutes, just
enjoying each other’s presence. “Let’s go shopping for perfume,” I
blurted.

“What? Perfume?” I’d caught Billie unaware,
which was a little satisfying since nothing caught her off
guard.

“Yes. Perfume. What’s the most obnoxious
perfume you could handle me wearing?” She looked at me as if I was
crazy. “Just for when Jason visits,” I assured her. “I’ll take a
shower as soon as he leaves.”

She laughed. “You’re going to deliberately
annoy an Alpha Wolf?”

“Well, yes,” I said. “He’s having way too
much fun with the smelling thing. It’s creepy. I promise to annoy
him politely.”

“It’s your funeral,” she joked before
realizing how not funny her statement was.

“It’s not about being rude or pissing him
off. I just want to poke him in the ribs a bit since he’s been
doing that to me for hours.”

She shook her head. “Keep it friendly?”

“Promise.”

“Patchouli. He can’t stand the stuff, and I
don’t mind it even when it’s a bit strong.”

“I’ll get some,” I nodded, satisfied, at the
thought. Looking around my home, I groaned at the mess. “Why did I
agree to do the cleanup?”

“I think ‘agree’ is a strong word. ‘Dumped
on’ would be more accurate. I’ll give you a hand.”

“I got it. Jason told you to rest, and I
agree. Your wound is barely knitted together.” I kissed her on the
nose. “You can do your part by not bleeding.”

“Speaking of blood.” I followed her gaze.
“What are we going to do about your couch?” My comfortable but worn
couch was covered in blood and milk. Billie looked like she’d been
caught doing something naughty. “I’ll buy you a new one.”

“You aren’t seriously feeling guilty about
ruining my couch, are you? You were stabbed in the shoulder while
rescuing me. We can call it even and cover it with a blanket for
now.”

“You’re right. I’m just tired of throwing
away perfectly good stuff because of blood.”

Grabbing the blanket from my temporary bed on
the floor, I motioned her to the side and threw it over the couch.
“Problem solved, for now anyway.” She sat heavily on the
transformed couch and my own exhaustion hit when I saw hers. “The
cleaning can wait.” I sat beside her and curled up on her lap. “I
haven’t had you to myself since this all started. Cuddling in my
bedroom with your pack in smelling and hearing range doesn’t
count.”

“I’m used to it, so it doesn’t bother me
anymore. At first I found it disturbing too. Especially smelling
the guys every time a pretty woman walked by.”

“Eww.” I crinkled my nose. “No guy talk.
Please. I’ve had about as much testosterone as I can handle.”

“You could call in sick all week and stay
here with me. I think we could both use a little time off.”

“I like that idea. I should let my bruises
heal before I go to work anyway. Richard won’t mind?”

She laughed. “At work Richard is my boss, but
I’m Beta of the pack. This one is my decision.”

“You have a weird life.”

“Oh really?” She grabbed my ass and planted a
kiss on my neck. “It felt perfectly normal until recently.” I
tensed a little, and of course she noticed. “Sadie, you are the
best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

“Me too.” With all of the pain and hurt and
fear that had been thrown at me, I needed her touch. I needed
softness and love. She felt the same.

I leaned up and kissed her softly, and she
placed her good arm around my back to hold me. No longer masking
her strength, she held my weight easily. Quit worrying about my
shoulder and just kiss me.

I did. With her holding me, my hands were
free. Running my hands inside her wrap, I could reach her breasts.
She kissed my throat, my ears, and my neck, lingering then moving
delicately. She stretched her healing arm out and rested her hand
casually on my hip. Her mouth moved to my earlobe as she whispered
affectionately in my mind.

After a time, we just held each other, her
chin resting on my head. Her wrap had slipped, and I noticed the
line that remained of the bite I’d given her. “Why hasn’t that bite
healed?”

“Because you made it.” The satisfaction in
her voice lifted my spirits.

“It obviously means something about us. Feel
like explaining?”

I didn’t have to see her smile to know it was
there. “When a Wolf finds her Mate, her body chemistry changes. My
body responds to you in a way it doesn’t respond to anyone else.
You bit me just right and my mind, body, and soul was ready to
accept you as my Mate. Instead of healing like I normally would, my
body enhanced it. Embraced it. For Wolves, it’s a way of knowing
without a doubt that the person you’re with is your Mate.”

“You mate for life?”

“Essentially. A long absence can open us up
for new relationships and a new Mate. Not many people choose that,
though. Mating doesn’t have to be for life, but it usually is."

“I can’t imagine living my life without you.
I wonder if Mages have anything like the bite.”

“I don’t know. We really don’t know much
about them.”

“Maybe we’re polygamists,” I teased.

“I’m not worried. You may never wear my bite
the way I wear yours, but I can feel what you feel for me. Our bond
is more mental than the bond between two Wolves, and that gives me
an advantage. We know how much we love each other.”

 


Chapter 13

 The next afternoon,
Billie and I headed up Highway 21, driving with the windows down
and the wind in our faces. Billie’s hair blew untamed around her
face and shoulders, and she looked more beautiful than ever. I
understood her vitality now. She was more alive than anyone else
I’d ever known, and it made sense.

She allowed her wolf side to come more to the
surface after I discovered what she was. I could sense her animal
nature strongly, and it was incredible. She perceived the world on
more levels than a Human, her senses more acute and her awareness
more profound.

I closed my eyes and watched the world from
her viewpoint. The wind carried scents of plants and animals on it,
and she could identify each smell even over the acrid stench of the
pavement. Sight and sound were sharper, but her sense of smell
impressed me the most.

How do you block out the smell of the
pavement? I asked.

How do you sense one mind in a crowded
bar? she replied, her eyes twinkling.

“I just do.” I grinned, understanding her
comparison. I’m glad you’re letting me in more now.

So am I. We don’t have to hide from each
other anymore. I wanted to tell you.

“I know. You keep your promises. I’m sorry I
didn’t trust you.”

Pain poured out of her eyes and emotions. “I
understand why you didn’t. I really do. It hurts that you didn’t
trust me, though. Not that you didn’t tell me, but that you didn’t
trust me.”

“I know,” I replied softly, knowing she’d
hear me. “I wanted to. Every person who has figured out what I can
do has fled in terror. I didn’t want to lose you. I feel like such
a freak most of the time. I scare myself sometimes.”

“You are different. It makes you special.” I
snorted, but she continued. “Back in Iowa, I was working late, and
one of the guys in the office left at the same time as me. It
wasn’t quite dark, and the parking lot was deserted. He gave me the
strangest look: hunger, reluctance, and desire. Then he grabbed me
by the hair and bit me. He didn’t do anything else. He just bit me,
wiped his mouth on his sleeve, and walked away. Blood was running
down my back. I called 911, and the police tried to find him, but
he disappeared.” I listened intently as she told me her story.

“I had no idea what the bite meant. I just
thought he’d gone off the deep end. The change didn’t happen
overnight like in the movies. Over the next few months I gradually
got stronger and could hear and smell things I never knew existed.
I talked to a couple of friends about it. At first they didn’t
believe me. They thought I was exaggerating. Then they started to
notice it, and I could smell the fear on them. I could smell fear.
After a while, they quit calling me back.”

I nodded. “You’ve been there.”

“More than my body changed. I became more
protective of people, and more aggressive. I was having such a hard
time containing it that I wouldn’t go home to see my family. They
could tell something was wrong, and they begged me to visit, but I
was too scared of what I’d become. One night I decided to let some
of it out. I went to the scummiest bar in town and waited for
someone to piss me off. A guy grabbed my ass, and I hit him over
and over until his heart rate slowed. It felt so good. I went into
work the next day, feeling better and thinking I could control it.
I was wrong. When I walked in the door, the office manager was
yelling at one of the temps. So I shoved him against a wall,
cracking two ribs without even trying.

“Our new client, a proper middle-aged lady,
grabbed my wrist before I hit him. She spun me around and ordered
me to stop. Instinctively, I obeyed her. She was stronger than I
was, and I could tell we were the same. I said, ‘What’s happening
to me?’ I begged her for answers, somehow knowing she could give
them. Her eyes went from tough to gentle in a second. ‘Oh sweetie.
You don’t know?’ It was Kathryn. She took me with her. I never went
back to my job, and I didn’t even say goodbye to anyone. I didn’t
have any friends left by then. She explained what we are, and my
pack taught me what it is to be Wolf. They taught me to balance my
human and wolf natures.”

“It must have been terrifying.” I thought of
her going through that alone.

“The pack took me in. I felt less like a
freak with so many other freaks in the room.” Her lip twitched in
an ironic grin. “Everyone welcomed me, and they helped me come to
terms with what I was. The transition is different when it happens
without consent and without Pack for guidance. We have a harder
time coping with it, and I was hell to put up with for a while. Amy
was being nice when she called me a bitch. The pack helped me
through it, and I owe them everything. I would have killed someone
if Kathryn hadn’t found me. We’ll do the same with the new
Wolf.

“You’re one of us now, Sadie. A mate
automatically becomes Pack, even when they’re not a Wolf.”

“They’re scared of me.” I watched the hills
rush by, thinking of the terror I’d sensed from every Wolf who
discovered my true identity.

“They’re scared of Mages. They don’t know you
yet.”

I didn’t respond for a long time. “I’m not
used to talking about the things I can do. Obviously I don’t even
know what all I can do.”

“Do you trust me?” she asked.

“More than I’ve ever trusted anyone
before.”

“Please, love. Don’t hold back from me. Don’t
be afraid to trust me. I can handle it. I can handle what you are
because I know who you are. I don’t believe there is a creature on
this Earth that’s evil by nature.”

“I don’t know anything about my people. It’s
hard to see good in some of the things I can do, though.” I thought
about the boys dying at my hands.

“You killed them. You had very valid reasons
to do it, as did I. In the end seven people are dead because of
you. Two because of me. That isn’t easy to live with no matter who
or what you are.”

“They were just kids.” Tears welled in my
eyes. “They tried to kill us, so I killed them. I could have just
stopped them, but I got angry and let the power overwhelm me.
There’s nothing right about any of that.”

“No,” she replied sadly. “There’s nothing
right about any of it. But we’re alive and we’re here, and we’re
together. That’s the part I have to hold onto.”

“Be in the present,” I whispered. She turned
off onto a dirt road, drove only a couple minutes and parked. We
stepped out of the Jeep into the forest, breathing in the fresh
air. She walked up behind me and wrapped her arms around me. Her
chin rested on my shoulder.

“I don’t know about you, but I want to run.”
She looked longingly at the forest in front of us.

“Sounds perfect. Can I carry some of the
stuff this time?”

“You can carry all of it.” She grinned widely
and handed me a small day pack with everything we needed. As I
strapped it on, she began shedding her clothes. I enjoyed watching
her undress, wrapping her clothes in a wad and throwing them on the
front seat. Her eyes changed first, shifting from green to blue.
Her body rippled and the change happened so quickly I could barely
follow it. She dropped to all fours, her shape gliding from Human
to Wolf in less than a second.

Her fur drew my attention the most, a myriad
of shades of grey, black, and white. I’d only ever seen her fur
coated in blood. The Wolf standing in front of me was exactly as an
ordinary wolf would look except for the eyes. She was beautiful,
magnificent, and wild.

Her eyes questioned me, waiting for my
response. She still wondered what I’d think of her in wolf form. I
kneeled in front of her and took her head in my hands, stroking her
cheek. “I can handle what you are. You’re still Billie.” She
grinned and licked my face.

“Eeew!” I jumped backwards, and she snorted
in laughter. She danced around me as I stood, wiping slobber off my
face. Laughing, I hoisted the pack and followed her into the woods.
We hiked for a while, or rather I hiked and Billie chased squirrels
and darted about the woods. She always returned to me, grinning and
rubbing against my leg. She stood almost to my hip, her fur soft
under my hand.

Where are we going? I asked. She’d
been leading us somewhere, but I didn’t know the area.

Does it matter? She laughed.
There’s a creek this way. It’s not much farther.

“Sounds good.” True to her word, I could hear
the stream only a few minutes later. As it came into view, I
smiled. Several feet in width, the stream trickled down the center
of a ravine. A small clearing lay in front of me, and I set the
pack down. The water was cold, and I splashed it on my face,
enjoying the shock. When I opened my eyes, Billie was human again,
and gloriously naked. She kneeled at the creek, washing her hands
in the water.

“I really like the naked part of all this.” I
cocked my head and ran my eyes over her body.

She grinned and leaned in for a kiss. I ran
my hands down her sides and paused at her hips. “You’re not naked
enough, love,” she whispered, her breath soft on my cheek.

“Is that a request?” I teased.

Quicker than I could follow, she had my shirt
unbuttoned. “An observation. I want to undress you myself.”

“Can you catch me?” I teased and jumped to my
feet, taking off across the clearing. She gave me a slight head
start before pouncing on me. Tackling me from behind, we fell to
the ground, Billie twisting us to cushion my fall. Laughter spilled
out of us both.

She rolled on top of me, knees straddling my
waist and hands on either side of my head. Her chest heaved under
her rapid breath, making her breasts rise and fall deliciously. But
her eyes held me, her face only inches above mine. My hands moved
to her hips, and her eyes brightened.

“Well, are you going to undress me or
what?”
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Chapter 1

“Jason, we have a big problem,” John's voice,
strained and tense, sprang from the phone.

“What’s wrong?” Jason growled. He didn't want
any more problems, big or otherwise. He had enough to manage
without something new surfacing.

The drive back to Boise had given him plenty
of time to ask Nathan questions about the Wolf who bit him. When
asked, the Pup’s eyes darkened, and his shoulders tightened. Jason
had coaxed and pushed for the information, but the man remained
taciturn most of the trip. Dealing with a panicked Wolf while
driving could be disastrous, so he took it easy on the Pup. With
shadowed eyes, Nathan watched the scenery pass, new instincts
drawing him inexplicably to the forests and hills.

The transition of becoming Wolf was never
easy, and his had been more difficult than most. Alone, with no way
of understanding the changes within him, he'd responded with
escalating aggression and violence. One unfortunate man still lay
in a hospital bed after an encounter with Nathan.

Fortunately news of the brutal assault and
Nathan's arrest had reached Jason's ears. He'd left for Rigby
immediately, posing as an old family friend. The local judge
listened to his story about owing a debt and a promise to Nathan’s
father. Jason asked to take Nathan under his wing in payment of
that debt. Instead the wily old man surprised him by replying,
"Don’t lie to me, Alpha. If the kid’s a Wolf, just say so and he’s
yours.” He’d take good luck any way he could find it. Wolves don’t
tolerate captivity well, and they avoided the perils of having a
Wolf in prison at all costs. Risk to other inmates and exposure to
Humans was too high.

Jason had planned on spending a great deal of
time with the Pup during his first week in the pack. Instead he’d
come home to the worst Pack cleanup since becoming Alpha, and a
Mage living in his territory. Reluctantly, he'd focused his
immediate attention on the nine dead teenagers, a wounded Beta, and
a powerful but seemingly benign Mage. In his wildest dreams, he'd
never imagined a situation in which he'd allow a Mage to live in
his territory, let alone date one of his Wolves. The proverbial
shit had hit a very large and rapidly spinning fan. A week later he
could still smell it.

John's announcement promptly returned his
thoughts to the present. “Nathan told me who bit him and what
happened. All of it this time. He said the one who bit him was
ordered to do it by a Human.”

“A Human?” Jason’s lip curled in skepticism.
His normally stony face darkened even further than usual.

“The way he described it, no way that Wolf
was acting on his own.” John’s voice shook in fear masked with a
healthy dose of anger.

“A Mage made a Wolf and then abandoned him?
That doesn’t make sense.”

“Wait ‘til you hear the rest of his
story.”

“I’m on my way.” Jason jabbed a button on his
cell phone and shoved it into his pocket. He paused, thinking
through the situation. He could do without Mage problems until he
knew how he felt about Sadie. He’d have killed her the moment he
knew if it hadn’t been for Billie. He’d kill her now if not for his
promise. Dammit, Billie, he thought. Only you would dare
fall for a Mage. He’d promised his Beta, and he kept his word.
He'd allow Sadie to live so long as she didn’t threaten the pack.
That didn’t keep him from wishing he’d never given his word to
begin with.

Mage trouble on the heels of Sadie’s arrival
couldn’t be coincidence. Jason didn’t believe in coincidence, and
he wondered how it all fit together. He hoped, for Billie’s sake,
that Sadie had nothing to do with Nathan. For all of their sakes,
he hoped Sadie was exactly who she said she was. If not, they could
be wishing for a quick death before this ended. He ground his teeth
and growled.

Pulling a worn T-shirt over his head, Jason
grabbed a set of keys off the kitchen counter and left for John’s
home.

Jason entered without knocking to find Nathan
pacing erratically about the living room. John and Phil shared a
modest urban home rented from the pack. The pack owned several
houses for young or volatile Wolves. After the inevitable property
damage, they had to explain themselves to a packmate, but they
didn’t need to pacify an irate landlord. Closer to Nathan's age
than anyone else and with a bedroom to spare, it was the best
living situation available for the Pup. They lived in a classic
bachelor’s pad, worn mismatched furniture in a living room
cluttered with clothes and gear. It nevertheless smelled clean with
a prevailing odor of mild soap and Wolves. A quirk of the species –
most Wolves preferred to live in a clean environment, single or
not.

The Pup stopped pacing as soon as Jason
entered, his eyes meeting his Alpha’s gaze for a few seconds before
lowering meekly. John stood in the doorway between the living room
and kitchen, muscled arms folded across his chest. He watched the
agitated man’s internal struggle with sharp brown eyes. “He’s
restless. He needs to run.” John stated the obvious.

Jason nodded. “We’ll run soon. But first I
need to hear what happened.” Nathan resumed wearing a path in the
carpet, and Jason listened to his rising heart rate. The frightened
Pup didn’t want to run – he wanted to tuck his tail between his
legs and bolt blindly into the brush. “Sit down,” Jason ordered
sharply, his command giving no room for disobedience. Nathan obeyed
without hesitating, crossing to the couch and falling into it. His
hands and feet continued to twitch with the impulse to flee.

Jason gazed down at the man with his best
kind but stern Alpha expression. He was better at stern and
intimidating with his tattoos and chiseled features. His more
temperate side, buried deep beneath the tough exterior, didn't show
easily. Over the years he'd learned how to soften his expression
when helpful. “Look, kid. The way that you were made Wolf isn’t the
way we do things. It makes the transition more intense and emotions
harder to control.”

Nathan interrupted insolently. “You told me
that already.” His rising voice demonstrated the level of his
irritation.

Jason growled. “Don’t interrupt me.” Nathan
shrunk a little, his Wolf nature instinctively submitting to his
Alpha’s authority. If he’d been in wolf form, his ears would have
dropped in apology. “If the situation was different, I wouldn’t
push you. I’d let you run this energy off and calm down. But I need
you to tell me what happened first. All of it this time.” His tone
left no room for argument.

Nathan nodded and closed his eyes. He pressed
a hand against his forehead as if the memory would explode if
allowed to surface. “It was a couple o' months ago in Rigby. I was
at home changin' out a bad starter in my old Dodge when two men
drove up. They got out o' their car, and the skinny one started
asking me for directions into town. I lived a few miles out off the
main roads, so it was strange them being there at all. The big one
didn’t say nothin'. His eyes were dull, like he wasn’t playing with
a full deck. The skinny one made my skin crawl, and I could tell
right away he was trouble. I didn’t want trouble, so I told him how
to get to Rigby and was done with him.

“Behind me, I heard the skinny one say ‘Do
it.’ I knew somethin' was wrong and spun around ready fer whatever.
But the big guy - the one with the dull eyes - was built like a
tank and freakin’ strong. I hit him and he didn’t even feel it. He
broke my nose and a few ribs, or that’s what I thought when it
happened. He knocked me to the ground, grabbed up my arm and bit a
chunk out of it. After that he just stopped. He walked back to the
skinny guy and stood there like a moron.

“So I’m bleedin' from my nose and arm and in
a lot of hurt.” He paused, and Jason waited in silence, sensing the
poor man’s struggle to explain what he’d experienced. “I’ve been in
plenty of fights. Nothin' like this ever happened before. It felt
like somethin’ was crawling inside my head. Like a bad trip I had
once as a kid and I popped acid. Never did that again. For a minute
I thought the skinny guy was talkin’ to me in my head.” He shook
his head, either to banish the memory or clarify it. Jason couldn’t
tell. “Then out of nowhere a woman shows up. They argued and the
air went sharp like it does in a thunderstorm. She said me and the
big guy belonged to her now. Like we were pets or somethin'. The
air went sharp again, worse this time. My head cleared enough to
stand, and I took off running. Never looked back.” The Pup reached
the end of his story and stopped.

“Did you call the police?”

Nathan shook his head. “Nah. It was too
weird. Didn’t know what to say to them. Didn't want anyone thinkin'
I was crazy. I went to a buddy’s house and crashed there for a few.
Never healed so quick from a fight. My nose and ribs were good in
‘bout a week. The bite took a lot longer.” He pulled the sleeve of
his shirt up to show Jason an ugly scar on his upper left arm.
Jason had seen it before.

The story troubled Jason. Two Mages fighting
over Wolves didn’t bode well. “Did you hear any names?” Nathan
shook his head. “Describe them.”

“The skinny guy had glasses and light brown
hair. My height. He talked like the local kids do when they come
home from college. You know, like anyone else 'cept bigger words
and full o' themselves. The big guy, the one who bit me, was solid
muscle, over six foot, army haircut. I didn’t get a good look at
the woman.”

Jason nodded, taking it all in and liking the
situation less with every sentence. “What do you remember about
their argument?”

Nathan's eyes darkened and his shoulders
hunched forward, like something warred within him. “Not much. It’s
kind of a blur.” Jason could smell his fear rising in acrid waves,
panic not far away.

“Look at me.” Nathan's head snapped up, his
eyes focusing. Jason held the Wolf’s eyes, forcing the man to see
the strength of his Alpha and Pack. “You’re safe now. You’re Pack,
and we protect each other. We'll protect you. For now, I want you
to always have a packmate with you. Until I’ve looked into your
story and you quit acting like a caged animal about to jump the
gate, you don’t go anywhere alone.” He looked pointedly at John.
“Don’t take any chances. Keep a few Wolves around here at all times
– safety in numbers.” John nodded solemnly, understanding his
orders to protect the Pup and to protect others from him. Without a
word, he flipped out his phone and sent a quick text.

“Any sign of a Mage, let me know. Kill any
Mage you find if you can do it without getting caught.” Jason
remembered the newest complication. “Except Sadie.”

“Sadie? Billie’s girl?” John exclaimed, his
dark blue eyes widening in alarm.

“Yeah,” Jason snarled. “Billie’s mate is a
Mage.”

“Holy shit!” John dissembled visibly. “How
the hell did that happen?”

Jason glowered. He'd been asking himself the
same thing for days. “Sadie didn’t even know what she was.”

“She … How? … Shit! Do you trust her?”

“I trust Billie. I gave my word – I won’t
kill her if she doesn’t threaten the pack.” Jason reiterated the
same words he'd conveyed to everyone.

“Billie’s not collared?” He shivered
involuntarily.

Jason's jaw twitched at the thought. “No sign
of it. Sadie saved Billie’s life last week. You heard about the
mess in the North End?” John nodded. “She protected the pack, too.
She’s earned the benefit of the doubt.”

“Jesus. This is fucked up.”

“Tell me about it,” Jason rumbled.

Nathan had been listening intently. “I
thought Billie was a girl.”

“She’s my Beta, second in command.”

“And she’s dating a girl?”

Jason looked sideways impatiently but spoke
to John. “Why don’t you fill him in on Mages. And explain what a
lesbian is while you’re at it.”

“I know what a lesbian is,” Nathan huffed and
grinned.

Jason met the Pup's eyes and held them, his
voice low and threatening. “Billie is the second most powerful Wolf
in the Pacific Northwest. She can kick your ass without breaking a
sweat, so I suggest you don’t go there.” His tone softened.
“Besides, she’s the only other Wolf here that was turned by force.
She knows what you’re going through firsthand, and she knows how to
pull out of it. You’d be wise to learn from her.” Nathan nodded,
his silly grin vanishing.

Jason fished out his cell once again and hit
speed dial. “Amy. I want you to check the Pup again. If anything is
off, I want to know.” He listened. “After work is fine. You can
join us for his first run when you’re done.” He hung up and turned
to Nathan. “I’ll be back later. Stick with the others. Do what they
say.” The Pup nodded compliantly.

He gestured for John to follow him outside.
Far enough away from the house that they could speak without Nathan
overhearing, Jason whispered, “We don’t know how far the Mage got
with him.” John nodded gravely and without surprise. “He could be
collared. Don’t let him out of earshot and keep others with you at
all times. I won’t lose anyone to him if he’s collared. I’ll be
back before sundown and we’ll run.”

“What about Sadie?” John asked
hesitantly.

“What about her?” Jason groaned, ready to
order yet another Wolf not to harm her. He didn't want to consider
all the possible ways this could go wrong. As Alpha he had no
choice.

“Could she tell if he’s collared?”

Jason’s eyebrows hit his hairline. He hadn’t
anticipated the question. “You would trust a Mage?”

“I trust Billie,” John stated simply. “Unless
you think Sadie was the woman Nathan mentioned?”

Jason frowned, rolling the events of the last
week over in his mind and looking for a connection to Nathan's
story. “No. The description doesn’t fit, and she wasn’t lying when
she didn’t know about Mages. I’ll consider it. She’s Billie’s mate,
but she’s still a Mage.”

“Mind-blowing.”

“To say the least,” Jason agreed. Phil drove
up in his new pickup and joined them silently. Jason filled him in
on the situation quietly. Phil looked to his Alpha for reassurance,
but Jason’s response didn’t console him. “A collared Wolf turns
him, one Mage tries to collar him, and another Mage tries to steal
him. Somehow he gets away and winds up in my pack. He’s either
incredibly lucky or we’re in deep shit. Be very careful and very
aware. Sleep with two ears up. No one is to be alone with him.”

“What are you going to do?” Phil wanted to
know. Jason saw enormous promise in the young man. He didn’t say
much, but he observed the world around him and absorbed it all.
Clever and sensible, the Wolf would make a fine Elder in a century
or two.

“I’ll meet with Billie and the Elders, see
what we can come up with. Maybe Richard or Kato can shed some light
on all of this.”

“And Sadie?” John asked again.

“We’ll see. For now don’t tell her anything.”
Jason said goodbye and climbed into his truck.

The thought of meeting the Elders without
Billie tempted him, but only briefly. Leaving his Beta out of the
conversation would only cause more problems, and she’d never given
him reason to regret naming her Beta. Before he'd driven two
blocks, he made up his mind and dug into his pocket for his cell
phone. He sent a text without looking down. “Meeting at Billie’s
house ASAP. Something’s up.” The text went out to the group, and he
headed to his Beta’s North End home to wait.

He wouldn’t have to wait long with that
message.
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