
  
    [image: A Moonstruck Mating]
  


  
    
      A Moonstruck Mating

      Books 1 - 3

    

    
      
        Eve Langlais

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Eve Langlais]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Also by Eve Langlais

      

    

    
      
        
          My Girlfriend is a Werewolf

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

      
        
          My Boyfriend Marks Trees

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

      
        
          My Boyfriend Bites

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Also by Eve Langlais

      

    

    

  


  
    
      A Moonstruck Mating © 2025 Eve Langlais

      Cover by Atra Luna’s Book Cover and Logo Art © 2024/2025

      Produced in Canada

      Published by Eve Langlais

      http://www.EveLanglais.com

      E-ISBN: 978 177 384 5685

      Print ISBN: 978 177 384 5692

      ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

      This book is a work of fiction and the characters, events and dialogue found within the story are of the author's imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, either living or deceased, is completely coincidental.

      No part of this book may be reproduced or shared in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including but not limited to digital copying, AI training, file sharing, audio recording, email and printing without permission in writing from the author.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Eve Langlais

          

        

      

    

    
      Looking for books with shapeshifters (and magical beings) ?

      
        
          	
        Growl and Prowl
      

      	
        The Grae Sisters
      

      	
        Scythe & Souls
      

      	
        A Lion's Pride
      

      	
        Kodiak Point
      

      	
        Bitten Point
      

      	
        Dragon Point
      

      	
        Freakn' Shifters
      

      	
        Earth’s Magic
      

      	
        Pack
      

      

      

      
        
        Find even more books at EveLanglais.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: My Girlfriend is a Werewolf]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      The full moon would be rising after dinner, which meant no more screwing around. Athena needed out of her prison before anyone confirmed her secret. She’d done well holding tight, not giving into the anger when they spent hours hosing her down with frigid water. She’d not barked once when they forced her to spend time with cats or someone delivered something to her cell. The sirens they played had her tempted to howl, but she bit her tongue.

      Pretending to be a normal human being took its toll, but she’d managed thus far. However, Athena couldn’t do anything about the blood and tissue samples the various technicians took. At least she could be comforted with the fact a few weird chromosomes didn’t mean shit without proof of what that special twist in her DNA meant.

      But she wouldn’t be able to hide her secret tonight.

      A week of flirting with her afternoon guard would hopefully pay off. She needed to escape before they trotted her outside and exposed her to moonlight—the one thing she couldn’t resist.

      Simon, the guy on shift, arrived with her meal tray, and Athena offered him a simpering smile as he brought it into her cell. He no longer gave her the daily warning to stand in the far corner. Her ploy to fool him into thinking her harmless appeared to be working.

      As Simon set down her dinner, she murmured, “Thanks. You take such good care of me.” Athena batted her lashes so hard they almost took flight.

      “Just doing my job.” Simon hitched his pants by the loops and puffed his barrel chest. A thick fellow, but she’d tussled with bigger.

      “Guess after tonight we won’t see each other anymore once they realize I’m not what they think I am.” Her lips turned down in feigned sadness.

      “You could call me when you’re released,” he offered. “We could go to dinner and stuff.”

      “If only that were possible. Given what I know about this facility, I fear what they’ll do to me.” She ducked her head as she played the melodramatic damsel.

      “I’m sure Dr. Rogers won’t do anything drastic. Mistakes happen.”

      Of course, Simon would defend the doctor who’d been the one to trap her and organize the tests. Everyone in this installation worshipped Dr. Rogers, the man who’d caught the first Sasquatch. The guy who’d proved the existence of Ogopogo while also disproving Nessie using some kind of deep sonar tech. And now Dr. Rogers planned to out lycanthropes.

      She still had no idea how he’d sniffed out her existence. Athena always took great care to never be seen when she ran on four feet.

      “I hope you’re right and this is all a big misunderstanding, but what if this is my last moment on Earth?” She clutched her chest. “What if my last kiss was that slobbery one by that drunk in a bar? If only I had a nicer memory to take with me.”

      Simon blinked, and it took his pea-sized brain a second to figure out what she hinted at.

      “Uh, er…” He glanced at the camera in the cell with its red blinking light.

      Someone always watched and listened. It took everything in her to be as boring as possible. Lying on her cot counting the dots in the ceiling tile. Staring off blankly into space. When she couldn’t stand to be sedentary, she’d do push-ups or jumping jacks but not so many as to seem suspicious.

      They must be wondering by now if they’d assumed wrong since she’d not once peed in a corner nor wagged her butt in excitement when her dinner came with dessert.

      “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have even asked. I’m just so scared! It’s so unfair. I didn’t do anything,” she exclaimed and grabbed the pudding—chocolate, her favorite—and threw it. Her aim proved good, as it hit the camera and gooey goodness smothered the lens, ruining their eyes and hopefully muffling their ears. She wouldn’t have long.

      “Oh shit,” Simon muttered, eyeing the mess.

      She grabbed him by the shirt. “Quick, kiss me before they come.”

      “Uh…”

      What a meathead. Would she have to do everything?

      A mash of her mouth to Simon’s distracted as she divested him of the notepad in his back pocket, where she knew he kept the door codes written because Simon couldn’t remember the many-numbered sequences. She’d been carefully scouting which of the guards she could use in her escape, and Simple Simon won hands-down.

      As Simon began to moan, she suddenly shoved him in the direction of the cot. The backs of his legs hit it, and he fell hard. Bemused, he didn’t immediately clue in that she’d exited to the hall, but he started yelling when she slammed the cell door shut.

      Step one, get out of her room. Done.

      She ran up the hall, bare feet slapping the cold tile. The next door had a keypad. She flipped open the notebook and could have cursed at the sloppy writing. Simon had several entries; Main, Pretty Girl, Ugly Dude. Hall 1, Hall 2, Stairs, Yard.

      Which one to use? When Hall 1 didn’t work, she cursed and quickly punched Hall 2. As the door clicked and she yanked it open, an alarm went off.

      Things were about to get dicey. Usually her favorite kind.

      The next hall held a woman in a lab coat carrying a tablet. Dr. Lanier, the psychologist who’d been trying to trick Athena into admitting her furry side.

      As if. Athena had been taught from a young age to never ever say a thing. Daddy might be gone now, but his lessons remained.

      “What are you doing out of your cell?” Dr. Lanier squeaked.

      “Blowing this joint. I’d say nice knowing you, but that would be a lie,” Athena grumbled as she barreled for the woman. Lanier did nothing to stop her, unless screeching, “Help!” counted.

      The shoulder Athena used to ram the doctor aside proved satisfying. Not as satisfying as, say, biting her, but Athena didn’t have time for revenge. Plotting retaliation would come later.

      If she escaped.

      The next keypad unlocked the door the moment she punched in the code for the stairs. It opened onto a staircase and elevator. Since the numbers showed it coming down, she fled up the steps and ran into a pair of soldiers descending. Her momentum let her drive into their legs and send them tumbling. She continued her bolt upwards, only to stop in surprise at the first-floor landing.

      Dr. Rogers stood there waiting for the elevator. A pair of armed guards flanked the tall man with his wire-rimmed glasses, bowtie, and customary white coat. The guards aimed their revolvers at Athena.

      Dr. Rogers yelled, “Don’t shoot to kill. We need her alive.”

      A fellow with an impressive mustache said, “So aim for a leg or an arm?”

      Their hesitation gave Athena the chance she needed. She roundhouse-kicked the gun out of one hand and followed with an uppercut to the second guy. As they reeled in surprise, a left hook plus a right cross laid another two other guards flat out. Thank you, Daddy, for the lessons and increased strength. Athena might not look it, but she could pack a punch.

      The doctor didn’t look impressed she’d taken out his security. “There is no escape. Even if you make it out of the facility, I will find you.”

      “You’re assuming I won’t find you first,” she chirped. “I’ll be seeing you…” She waved as she slammed through the door that led to the lobby. A lobby full of armed guards who eyed her in shock.

      As guns left holsters, the doctor saved her again. “Don’t you dare use those weapons. Someone fetch the tranquilizer guns.”

      Since the lobby area had too many even for her to slam through, Athena ran the other way, heading for the door that led to the yard. Dr. Rogers had been having her escorted to it nightly as the moon got fatter and fatter.

      ‘Yard’ proved to be a bit of a misnomer. It was a concrete space surrounded by barbed-wire fencing. Beyond it, a line of trees thick enough to prevent casual passersby from spying. Wouldn’t the folks in Ottawa be surprised to know the Experimental Farm wasn’t just about testing crops? Their basement level hosted a lab for other things.

      The fencing with its sharp tines would hurt, but Athena preferred a bit of pain to being incarcerated and outed. However, to give herself the best chance, the shirt came off, and as she ran, she tore the thin fabric of the scrub top to wrap around her hands. The barbed metal still bit her flesh, but she gritted her teeth and climbed, even as she could hear the commotion at her back.

      Despite expecting to be shot—probably in the ass with her luck—she kept ascending.

      “Shoot the darts!” Dr. Rogers screamed. “Quick. She’s about to escape.”

      Indeed, she was. Freedom beckoned, but she’d be cutting it close. Blame Simon for arriving later than usual. Twilight would shortly descend, and that meant the pull of the moon was strong as it began to rise in the coming night sky.

      Athena hit the ground on the other side of the fence with a grunt and a bend of the knees. A good thing she’d ducked as a dart whizzed over her head, the soldier having gotten lucky and shot it through the diamond-shaped holes in the fence.

      Her bare feet pounded the ground as she took off running, immediately heading for the woods where she could use the shadows and branches to make it harder for them to aim.

      As she sprinted, her skin began tingling in warning. She gritted her teeth against it. Not yet. She needed to be out of sight, not only of human eyes but electronic ones.

      As she burst from the tree line, moonlight hit, and she couldn’t fight it anymore. No lycanthrope could. The change came quickly, not a magical transition from human to wolf, but also not the violent tearing that Netflix portrayed in Hemlock Grove. More like seconds of joint popping, skin shivering, and senses muffled before she hit the ground on four paws.

      Athena ran. Ran faster than the shouting soldiers chasing her.

      The problem then became, where to go?

      Home was out of the question, as was hitting up her friends or family. She had no money for a motel. So what did that leave?

      Hours later, she still had no clue, until she saw the jogger being accosted and joined the fight.
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      Derek browsed his local Reddit for news as he waited for the elevator in his apartment building. Mostly the same old thing.

      Why are people so rude these days?

      OMG rent is outrageous.

      And then a new one…

      White wolf sighted along Rideau Canal. And within the last hour, too.

      He snorted. More likely a large dog or a coyote. Ontario had wolves, but they tended to stay far from big cities like Ottawa.

      As the bell dinged and the elevator door slid open, he tucked his phone into the armband he wore for jogging. He probably should have taken the stairs down, but the last time, someone had pissed in the stairwell, and he’d stepped in it. Those shoes got tossed. It was one thing to piss on his own shoes because he was drunk and lacked aim, another to slosh around in someone else’s urine.

      As Derek exited his building, he broke into a light jog. Fall, his favorite time of year. The evenings got dark early, the air crisp instead of redolent like in summer with the festering garbage. Even better, fewer people on the trails running along the river so he could jog without having to play dodge the pedestrian. Then again, not many people out and about this time of night. He’d worked a graveyard shift, getting off at four instead of one since someone failed to show, home by five because transit sucked. Despite the hour, he liked to indulge in a quick jog then be in bed by dawn so he could get up early afternoon to do it again. Not ideal, but rent needed to be paid.

      He might not have minded his dull life so much if he at least had a girlfriend. His last one hadn’t worked out. Apparently, after six months of dating, him saying “We should move in together” was controlling. According to Stacy, “You’re stifling me. I need my space.” It should be noted they saw each other maybe once a week, given their alternating schedules. The whole let’s-live-together thing had been his way of spending more time with her since she’d also complained, “I never see you.”

      At thirty-three, Derek could safely say he didn’t understand women, but that didn’t deter him. As his grams always said, “There’s a bitch out there somewhere, you little bastard. So chin up, make sure to wash your bits, and whatever you do, don’t tell them you like pineapple on pizza.” Because, according to his grandma, women would run screaming if they knew.

      Grams tended to tell things straight with many cuss words. It made school concerts growing up entertaining because Grandma had no problem hollering, “Sit your ass down. Some of us want to see something other than your talentless jizz.” Also amusing? Her ranting as the refs tossed her out of his hockey games for taunting the opposing team. Then there was the grilling of Derek’s potential GF’s with questions like, “Can you cook, or is your idea of fine dining opening a can?” “You going to be true to my grandson, or am I gonna have to take you out to the woodshed for a chat?” His favorite… “So what prepping have you done for the apocalypse?” For some reason, that question sent a few running. Good. Derek didn’t need someone who would question his stockpile of water, Ramen noodles, and his bug-out bag for when shit hit the fan.

      He'd yet to meet a woman who passed the Grams test, although a few, after meeting her, did think they could demand he cut her out of his life. Like fuck. Love me, love my family.

      Heavy metal blasted in his air pods, the heavy beat the perfect accompaniment for the slap of his sneakers on pavement. The lights along the canal lit the path well until a section by a bench overlooking the water. Burnt out or vandalized? Probably the latter. Since the pandemic, crime had gotten worse.

      Speaking of which, as he entered the dark section, three dudes wearing face masks, bulky hoodies, and oozing attitude stepped into his path.

      Derek slowed his jog and drawled, “Morning, fellas.” Because with dawn about to burst, it was no longer night.

      “Give us your stuff.” The skinniest one held out his hand.

      Derek arched a brow. “I’d rather not. I hate setting up new phones.”

      “Hand it over or else,” a second dude ordered, whipping out a switchblade.

      It led to Derek eyeballing guy number three. “Let’s hear it. Don’t let your buddies get all the threatening glory.”

      “Uh…” Guy number three apparently didn’t have a catch phrase of his own.

      “Okay boys, let’s get this done.” It should be noted, Grams didn’t just teach him how to swear more mightily than a trucker—and she could get quite creative when it came to cussing at drivers that should get out of her fucking way. Grams had been in her fair share of bar fights because she did so love her whiskey, but if she mixed it with beer… watch out.

      To those who might be appalled he’d taken pugilistic lessons from a little old lady, one, his grandma wasn’t little, and two, she’d never lost a fight—something Gramps took pride in. Gramps liked to sit back and watch, even wager, and had won more than a few tidy sums that way.

      “Guess we’re doing this the hard way.” The guy with the knife took one step forward, and Derek almost rolled his eyes.

      “Dude, did no one ever teach you how to use that thing?” Derek reached out, chopped the wrist, and grabbed the falling blade. “Let’s get rid of this before you cut yourself.” He pulled back his arm and tossed the flimsy weapon into the flowing water.

      Three sets of surprised eyes ogled him before guy number one barked, “Get him!”

      Three against one. Looked like he’d be getting a full cardio workout tonight.

      Sweet!

      Derek ducked under a clumsy blow and nailed the guy in the diaphragm, bending him over double. He then spun and thumped the dumb one, clocking him in the face and sending him reeling.

      Number three would have turned and run, only a giant white dog stood in their way, growling softly, hackles raised. Must be the wolf they were talking about on Reddit.

      Derek ignored the pup as he grabbed the men he’d smacked and tossed them into the canal. Let the water wash away their sins. Or drown them. Either way, a win for society.

      Guy number three apparently had a knife of his own, and he pulled it to threaten the big floof.

      “Out of my way, mutt.” Thief number three feinted with his blade, and the big dog looked unimpressed.

      Derek, however, took exception. “Animal abuse is not cool, dude. Pick on someone human.”

      The guy half turned to snarl, “Fuck off, or I’ll stab you too.”

      “Have you learned nothing in the last two minutes?” With that, Derek kicked the back of buddy’s knee and, before the guy could recover, chopped the hand with the knife. Plop. The weapon went for a swim and drowned.

      “What the fuck, man?” whined the dude.

      “Listen up because I am about to give you some really good life advice. One, stop robbing hard-working folk. I don’t bust my ass forty-plus hours a week for some lazy pukes to steal my shit. Get a fucking job. Two, three against one? Not cool, dude. If you wanna have a go at someone, then it’s one-on-one. And ditch the knife. If you’re gonna fight, then do so like a man. Three, if you’re going to play tough guy, then can you at least take some lessons? This was pathetic. I didn’t even break a sweat.”

      Derek would have sworn the dog appeared amused as it cocked its head. The wannabe thief was more confused than anything.

      “Are you a cop?”

      Derek actually shuddered. “Fuck no. Just a regular Joe who isn’t fucking about to let three punks bully him. Now, I’ll give you a choice. Jump or get tossed.”

      “What?”

      “Jesus you’re stupid. I blame our public education system.” Derek reached over and grabbed the guy, hauling him off his feet before heaving him over the railing to join his friends, who clung to the concrete side of the canal blubbering about it being cold. He leaned over the rail to give them one final piece of advice. “Don’t let me see you again.”

      With that, he turned to the dog. “Hey, puppers. You lost? Hungry?” He didn’t see a collar.

      The dog, a good size, with a fluffy coat of white fur, glanced to the sky, which began to lighten, before yipping and running off. Probably had to get home before its owner realized it had gone missing.

      Derek pressed play on his phone and resumed his jog, only to pause about a hundred yards later when a naked woman jumped out from behind a tree.

      Startled, he just about fell over. He also had to tuck his tongue into his mouth because holy hot babe.

      Platinum hair that was almost silvery white, honey-colored skin, peach-sized boobs, narrow waist, and, damn, the carpet matched the drapes.

      He gaped, at a rare loss for words.

      Her lips moved, but it took him a second to flip off his music and mutter, “Say that again?”

      “I need help. I’ve been robbed.”

      So not a drug addict in the midst of an episode. Had to watch for those. Nothing worse than being accosted by a naked woman wielding a knife who screamed she collected dicks. And, yes, it had happened. Grams gave him shit when she found out he fled. “Why didn’t you take her down?” “Because I wasn’t about to have a sexual assault charge on my permanent record.” These days instigators somehow got away with being victims.

      “You need me to call the cops and an ambulance?” Derek asked the woman. He went to dial 911, and she exclaimed, “Oh fuck no. I don’t need to answer a zillion questions or have some paramedics groping me. I’m fine. Just naked.”

      A reminder that had him stripping his long-sleeve Henley. “Here take this. Sorry, it’s a bit sweaty from my jog.”

      She didn’t seem to care as she slid it over her head, covering those luscious curves.

      Mmm-hmm.

      And what the fuck was wrong with him? This woman had been attacked. He shouldn’t be looking at her lustily at all. If Grams were here, she’d have cuffed him for sure.

      “Thanks,” the beautiful woman murmured.

      “Can I call someone for you?”

      She shook her head. “No.”

      “Need a ride? I can call a cab and get them to drop you off at your place.”

      Her teeth worried her lower lip before she admitted, “I don’t remember where I live.”

      “You have amnesia?” He couldn’t help sounding incredulous.

      “Seems so.” She shrugged.

      “You really should go to a hospital if you got smacked in the head.”

      “No doctors,” she scowled. “I’m more hungry than hurt.”

      Not the reply he expected. “Do you need me to buy you some food?”

      “Depends, know any places doing steak this time of day?” A fleeting smile curved her perfect lips.

      “Not around here.”

      “Pity. A good steak, barely singed, always fixes everything.”

      A woman after his own heart. “Well, guess I should get going, that is unless you’ve changed your mind about me calling a cab.”

      “Can’t I just go home with you? I just need a place to crash for a day or two.”

      And here came the grift. Derek pursed his lips. “Listen, lady, I don’t do scams, and before you deny it, I know how this works. I take you to my place. Next thing I know, some gorilla shows up claiming to be your boyfriend. He beats the crap out of me, and you rob me blind.”

      Her lips parted. “Does that actually happen?”

      “Not to me, but I read about it on Reddit.”

      “So that’s a no on a place to crash for a few days?”

      “Guess you’ll have to amnesia-scam someone else.”

      She sighed. “Bloody hell. As you might have guessed, I don’t have amnesia, but I can’t go home. It’s not safe.”

      “Then why not say that in the first place?” Derek crossed his arms and gave her a stern look.

      “Because I’m not looking for a hero. Just somewhere to hang while I figure shit out.”

      “There are shelters you know.”

      “The second place they’ll look,” she muttered.

      “What’s the first?”

      “My apartment.”

      Her answers had him frowning. “Who’s looking for you?”

      “Some bad folks. I need to lie low for a while until I know it’s safe, and before you ask, I don’t have money for a motel. I can’t contact my family or friends, not if I want to keep them safe. What a fucking clusterfuck.”

      Look at her using Grams’ favorite word. While Derek got the impression the naked lady wasn’t telling the whole truth, he didn’t get a danger vibe from her. On the contrary, he found himself intrigued, and it wasn’t as if he couldn’t take care of himself. If a goon showed up, he’d show him a lesson about what happened to scum who preyed on good Samaritans.

      “You know what, you can come stay for a few days, but I warn you—I’ve got only one bed, and it’s mine.” Because his chivalry only went so far. “You’re welcome to the couch, though.”

      “Couch is fine. I’ve slept on worse.”

      “Follow me, then.”

      As they began to walk, he asked, “What’s your name?”

      “Athena.”

      “As in the goddess?”

      “Yeah. My mom loved the Greek gods. I’m Athena, and I have a brother called Ares, and a sister named Selene.”

      “I’m Derek, after my gramps.” Idle chitchat, kind of incongruous given he walked with an almost naked hottie. He noticed her bare feet. “Do you need me to carry you?”

      “Whatever for? My legs work.”

      “Because you have no shoes and I don’t want you cutting your feet or something.”

      She glanced at her toes. “Bah. I’ll be fine.”

      Tough chick. Most broads would have been in hysterics after being robbed. Or… “Wait, were you actually robbed?”

      “Not exactly. More like kidnapped and held prisoner.”

      “By who?”

      “Some very annoying people,” she grumbled. “When my chance came to escape, I didn’t have time to get dressed. Guess I’m lucky the first person I came across wasn’t a rapist.”

      “Fuck those pervs. Grams says the only way to cure a rapist is to cut off his dick and choke him with it.”

      A short laugh emerged from her. “I like your grandma already.”

      “You’d be one of a few,” he admitted ruefully. “She scares off most folks.”

      “Not you?” she questioned.

      “Nah. She’s awesome. I hope to be half as tough as her one day.”

      They reached his apartment building, an ugly thing built back in the seventies. Red brick with no character. He unlocked and held open the door for her to enter the vestibule. She angled her head and sniffed before saying, “Is there a building in this city that doesn’t have pee in the stairwells?”

      She could smell it in the lobby? Might be time to ask the superintendent to bleach the stairs again. “Yeah, it’s getting to be bad in a lot of places. At least the rent isn’t horrendous.”

      “Oh don’t apologize. Just pointing out a fact. My place had the same problem for a bit.”

      “How did you solve it?”

      “The pisser had an unfortunate tumble down the stairs and landed face first in it.”

      He couldn’t help but laugh. “By unfortunate, do you mean pushed?”

      “Why, Derek, do I look like the type of girl who would sully her hands?” Athena drawled then winked.

      He kept chuckling as they entered the elevator. “Kind of refreshing to meet someone who doesn’t put up with bullshit. Although I gotta wonder, how did you get involved in a bad scene?”

      “By not being careful.” She leaned against the elevator wall as it rose. “And before you ask, I’d never met the folks who snagged me. All I know is apparently I met some kind of criteria.”

      Given her looks, he could only come to one conclusion. Sex trafficked. Damn. Meaning no flirting by him, no leering, no nothing. Derek wasn’t about to make her trauma greater.

      “Think they’ll come looking for you?”

      “Probably.” She hesitated before adding, “Don’t worry. I’ll be gone before they figure out where I am.”

      She kept saying “they.” As in, more than one person.

      “Even if they do show up, I’m not afraid,” he quickly stated. “More just wondering if I need to be more on guard than usual.”

      “You should be fine. It’s me they’re after.”

      “Any way I can help you get them off your back?” he offered, because his grandma raised him to be a gentleman who helped people in need. And he hated scum. If vigilante justice wasn’t punished more severely than actual criminals, he’d have long ago started cleaning up the city.

      “You’ve already done enough by giving me a place to crash for a few days. Thanks.”

      “No problem.”

      With that, they arrived at his place. She declared the couch perfect, and then, despite his earlier claim, Derek tried to insist she take the bed because he suddenly felt bad about putting her on that lumpy thing. She refused.

      He might have fought longer, but he needed sleep before his shift tonight. He pulled out some leftovers in the fridge, a bucket of fried chicken and another of hot wings which they devoured in silence—unless her staring meant something. After their meal, he said goodnight and hoped he wouldn’t wake to an apartment stripped of all his valuables. He’d be pissed if she took his collector edition Xbox.
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      Athena lay on the couch listening as Derek actually went to bed and slept. Slept with a slight snore, despite the stranger in his place. Was he nuts? Then again, she’d seen him in action on the path by the canal. The guy knew how to handle himself.

      At first, when she’d seen him confronted by those three thugs, she’d expected him to get beaten. Her plan had been to snag his keys, find out his address by stealing his wallet back from the bullies—along with a shirt since dawn wasn’t far off—and then head to his place for a few hours of rest while he got handled at the hospital, which these days took upwards of eight hours, sometimes closer to twenty-four.

      Only that plan failed before it began since Derek disarmed the would-be thieves but not in a violent way. He literally chastised them instead of beating them silly. He was much nicer than her. She even tested his nice streak by appearing naked and asking for help. Had he turned into a pig, she would have beaten his ass and kept to her initial plan, but he’d proven to be a gentleman, offering her his shirt, showing caution at her asking to stay, then actually being a nice guy by offering her his bed and, when she said no, a clean T-shirt, boxers, and a blanket with pillow.

      He'd not once tried to grope her. Kept his gaze on her face and not once made any kind of sexual innuendo. She’d have thought him into men if she’d not seen his expression light up when he’d first seen her.

      At least now she could stop running and rest for a bit. She’d spent the night racing around the city, muddying any trail she left, hopefully foiling anyone trying to follow. She’d not once thought of popping by her place because Dr. Rogers probably had people watching it the moment she escaped. Asshole.

      Soon as she could get her hands on a phone, she would need to get in contact with her family, who most likely worried. She tended to talk to them several times a week. That was assuming Rogers hadn’t taken them into custody and kept them in a different location, which didn’t seem likely given his elaborate lab setup. Good thing they lived about an hour west of the city. It might have kept them safe, at least while Rogers still tried to ascertain her lycanthropy.

      She couldn’t be sure if her wolf was spotted in the escape. In either case, her family needed warning, but she couldn’t use Derek’s phone. If Rogers already surveilled her family, then he’d trace it the moment she called. She’d have to get a burner phone and run her call through a VPN to make it seem like she was elsewhere.

      As to how she’d get the money to buy it…

      Rather than steal from her host, she prepared to offer him a deal when he woke. A yawning Derek emerged from the bedroom at one p.m., wearing low-slung track pants, a form-fitting faded T, and ruffled hair. He waved as he walked by the couch, muttering, “Afternoon.”

      An already awake Athena listened to the news on low. She turned to watch him in the tiny kitchen preparing a coffee.

      “Good afternoon to you too. You slept good?” she asked.

      “Like a cat.”

      She blinked. “Isn’t the expression baby?”

      “Grams says that’s the stupidest thing ever since they sleep like shit most of the time. Cats, though, they know how to get some shuteye,” he offered with a grin. He held up a mug. “Shot of caffeine?”

      “Yes, please.”

      He also pulled out a box of cereal and milk, along with two bowls, and put them on his small kitchen table.

      “I gotta go to work around three. Need anything before I go? You’re welcome to any clothes in my closet or food in the kitchen.”

      She hesitated before saying, “I need a hundred bucks.”

      “Okay.” He said nothing else, so she added, “I’ll pay you back soon as I can.”

      He glanced at her. “I assume this isn’t for drugs.”

      “Hell no. I want to grab a prepaid phone.”

      “You could borrow mine.”

      “I’d prefer something anonymous.”

      He arched a brow. “Are you a spy being tracked by the government?”

      “And if I was?”

      His lips curved. “So long as you’re not trying to take down Canada, it’s cool.”

      She couldn’t help but laugh. “I promise nothing so nefarious. But I’d like to be cautious so the assholes who took me don’t know where I am.”

      His expression darkened. “How badly did they hurt you?”

      “Nothing I couldn’t handle. I’m more pissed about the situation than anything.”

      “Were you sex trafficked?” He sounded hesitant asking.

      The query rounded her mouth. “No, although I could see why’d you think that, given my state of deshabille.”

      Once more, his low baritone laugh rang out, sending a shiver through her. “Who the fuck uses deshabille in conversation?”

      “A girl whose mother bought her a calendar that featured a new word for each day of the year.”

      “My calendar had half-naked girls because Gramps said those were the only acceptable calendars for a boy.”

      “And your grandma was okay with it?”

      “Grams was the one who bought it.”

      Now it was her turn to laugh. “I kind of want to meet her.”

      “You sure you didn’t hit your head?” he quizzed.

      The giggle was so unlike her, and yet this man… he kept surprising her. “My family’s a little strange too.” Understatement. Selene, also a wolf, raised rabbits. Loved them to death. Literally. She let a few loose each full moon for sport while selling others to restaurants. Athena’s brother, Ares, had a thing for cheese. Made it artisan-style from goat’s milk. Unlike Selene, though, his wolf didn’t eat the animals he raised. He preferred to go after the coyotes that harassed the family farm. Their mom seemed kind of normal in comparison, given she sold honey and country pies.

      “Your coffee, milady.” Derek handed her a mug of steaming java and sat down to eat his cereal. She joined him and studied him over the rim of her mug.

      “Go on, ask,” he mumbled around a mouthful of Honeycomb.

      “Ask what?”

      “Whatever question is brewing in your intense stare.”

      “You’re being awfully nice considering you don’t know a thing about me.”

      “You were a naked woman asking for help. Only an asshole would have walked away.”

      “Aren’t you curious at all about me and my situation?”

      He eyed her. “Would you tell me the truth if I asked?”

      “I can’t.”

      “Then no point in poking.”

      “How old are you?” she queried.

      “Thirty-three. You?”

      “Twenty-nine.”

      “I thought you were younger,” his reply as he spooned more cereal.

      “You’re single?” She’d seen no sign of a woman in his place, nor smelled any. “Just wondering if I’m going to have someone screaming at me if they come over and find me here.”

      “Not seeing anyone, but not by choice. Still waiting for the right chick to come along.”

      “If you call her chick, she might not stay.”

      He leaned back in his chair, which creaked. The mismatched set looked to be on its last legs. “I come from a no-filter family who doesn’t do any of this modern woke-language shit. Meaning anyone I do end up with has to be able to handle me using words like fuck, shit, dude, and chick. I mean, hell, my grams calls me the little bastard since my mom and dad never married, and before you get offended, she loves me. I’m the apple of her eye, so it’s more like a term of endearment.”

      “Fair enough. I get you wanting to be you, and your family is obviously important.”

      “Very. So love me, love my cussing grandma and my cigarette-smoking Gramps.”

      “And your parents?”

      “Bethany left when I was a kid. Wasn’t cut out to be a mom. Dad’s still kicking around. He works in construction.”

      “What about you?”

      “Volunteer firefighter and, in my off time, warehouse worker.”

      Well, that explained the muscles. “So you’re good with a hose and handling boxes.” She said it deadpan, and he choked on his coffee.

      She smiled as she sipped hers.

      He wiped the mess and eyed her. “That was naughty.”

      “Who me?” Innocently said with a devilish smile.

      Amusement curved his lips. “You’re something else.”

      “Says the guy with interesting design tastes.”

      “Can’t take the credit. The place came fully furnished. I basically just moved in my clothes.”

      “Handy. Lived here long?”

      He shook his head. “A few months now. Grams told me to get my ass out of her house. Said I needed a social life outside the farm.”

      “Kind of the same reason I left ours too. Only I’m not so good at the whole making-friends thing. Sometimes I miss the chaos of having family underfoot all the time. Although I’d never admit to them I’m lonely.”

      “I hear you.” Silence fell before he said, “I gotta shower before work since I skipped it after my jog. Need the bathroom first?”

      “Go ahead.”

      He stood but before he headed to his only washroom grabbed some money from the cookie jar on his counter. “Here’s two hundred in case you need extra for the phone and other stuff. There’s more if you need some. I’m afraid I don’t have any girly stuff here like tampons and whatnot.”

      Her turn to almost choke. Most men never used the T word. “You’re being too nice.”

      “I better be, or Grams will whoop my ass.” He winked and went to shower, leaving her to ponder this enigma of a man. Here she’d been prepared to offer him a blowjob for cash, and he’d just tossed it at her.

      She would pay him back, plus some, soon as she got Rogers to stop hunting her.

      Restless, Athena prowled his living space, inspecting it more thoroughly. He showered quicker than expected. If he thought it odd to find her ass up, face under his couch, where much could be told about a person, he said nothing.

      She popped out and said, “Nice gun you got under there.”

      “Grams got it for me,” he said, not a bit nonplussed by her snooping. “I’m heading out now for work. There’s a spare house and vestibule key on the rack by the door.”

      “What time will you be home?”

      “Around two if I don’t get fucked by no-shows at work and my bus.”

      “Have a great day, honey,” she chirped.

      He snorted. “You too, sugarplum.”

      She found herself grinning and shaking her head as he left.

      Left her alone in his space.

      The level of trust baffled. Then again, with her upbringing, everything seemed suspicious. Neighbor came knocking to say hello, Mom assumed they were being nosy. A car drove down their country road, and it had to be someone surveilling. In Mom’s defense, she worried about her kids. All three lycanthropes. Just like their dad, a man dead in his prime because someone shot him when he was out running during a full moon.

      Unlike legends, the whole werewolf thing didn’t come via a bite or a virus. From what Athena had gleaned, it occurred at a genetic level, meaning you were either born with it or not. And it sometimes skipped a kid. Dad’s brother never got it, but his sister did.

      Thinking of her family had her readying herself to go out. A shower was welcome, as was a scrub of her teeth with a finger and toothpaste. Delaying, but then again, a few extra minutes wouldn’t make a difference, given it had been weeks since she’d talked to them. God only knew what they thought.

      Derek’s clothes hung loosely on her, which worked to conceal her figure. The ball cap hid her hair, and his sunglasses worked to cover her face. While Ottawa didn’t have a CCTV network like Britain, there were enough cameras watching that she worried Rogers and his vast resources would still be able to track her. She’d seen a show about how they could tap into security cameras and use a computer program to scan for specific faces.

      It took a few blocks of walking—and glancing over her shoulder often, checking to see if anyone stared overly long—before she found a store with prepaid phones. On her way back to the apartment, her neck constantly prickling, despite no one seeming to pay her any mind, she hit the Salvation Army for some clothes and then a pharmacy for a toothbrush and other essentials. By the time she retraced her steps to Derek’s building, her pace rapid, as she felt exposed, she had three dollars and eleven cents left.

      She dumped it into his cookie jar and made a note beside it how much she owed. A McMurray, like a Lannister, always paid their debts.

      As she chewed on a buttered and toasted bagel, she got the prepaid phone ready, downloading an app that would allow her to call as well as set her location to wherever she liked. She chose Montreal. If Rogers monitored her family’s phone, then he’d think she fled the province.

      It took a few deep breaths before she rang her mom.

      “Hello, you’ve reached Beatrice’s Honey Bee Emporium, how can I help you?” chirped her mother.

      “Hey, Mom.”

      Dead silence.

      “Mom?”

      “OHMYGAWD!” Mom wailed. “I thought you were dead!”

      “I’m not, but I might be deaf,” Athena muttered, holding the burner phone away from her head.

      “Where have you been? Why haven’t you called?” Mom kept screeching.

      “I kind of got kidnapped by an evil doctor who was convinced something was wrong with me.” A roundabout, but also to the point, way of telling what happened. If anyone listened, she’d not revealed anything, but Mom would understand.

      A deep silence ended when her mom whispered, “Shit.” For a woman who never swore, it just went to show how hard the news hit.

      “Are Selene and Ares okay?” Athena closed her eyes as she waited for a reply.

      “Yes, but Ares says someone’s been watching our place the last couple of weeks.”

      The blood in Athena’s veins turned cold. “Please tell me they’ve been careful.” Both her siblings loved to shift and run in the moonlight.

      “They’ve barely left the house since you went missing. It was all I could do to keep them here instead of heading into the city to hunt you down. Good thing Barbara June told us you were okay.” Barbara June, their closest neighbor and a bit of a psychic. She made money reading people’s futures and was one of the few who knew their secret. Knew because the spirits told her. “Where are you? Is it safe?”

      “I’m okay for now. I’m staying with a friend.”

      “When are you coming home?”

      She closed her eyes and sighed. “I don’t know.” Left unsaid: it would be too dangerous.

      “I miss you, baby girl.”

      “Miss you too, Mom.” Her throat tightened. She had to protect her family. Especially now. With Rogers having lost Athena, would he go after them next? “Are you guys still going on that trip to visit Uncle George?”

      They had no Uncle George, but the oblique reference acted as a clue, and Mom caught on.

      “Well, we were going to wait for you to go. You know he loves seeing all you kids.”

      “Can’t get away at the moment but give him my love.”

      “Will do, baby girl. Love you.”

      “Love you, too.”

      She hung up and took a deep breath then another. At least now she knew her family hadn’t gotten caught up in the Rogers mess. Not yet. Hopefully Mom would have Selene and Ares packed and hiked out into the bush by the end of the day. Because what better way to foil watchers than to disappear in the wilds? They used to do it all the time growing up, Dad wanting them to learn how to live off the land just in case. They’d nicknamed the hut deep in the wilds Uncle George’s place. It became a running joke with them saying they were going to visit their uncle when they needed to blow off some steam.

      With her family taken care of, time to plan her next move.

      Rogers needed taking down, which meant locating him. Preferably at home. Only he wasn’t listed anywhere she looked. No phone number or address, just the news reports featuring him when he went viral for his amazing finds.

      As she stared at the picture of Rogers standing beside the Sasquatch in a cage, her lips pursed. That had almost been her. The whole world had been only hours away from finding out werewolves really existed. Sometimes she wished she didn’t have to hide. That she could be loud and proud about her heritage.

      How bad would it be?

      Just ask Fred, the Bigfoot who’d been put on display in Calgary and became a huge tourist attraction. He’d lost weight and hair since his captivity. Poor guy. At least the Ogopogo got to stay in its lake, albeit under guard.

      Athena would die if they ever served her up like a circus freak.

      She had to make sure that never happened.

      Even if she had to kill her first human to do so.
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      Derek hated his job. Monotonous, repetitive, and long. So very long. He kept eyeballing the huge clock over the exit. He didn’t usually pay it much mind, but thoughts of Athena kept intruding. Had she left his place? Would he see her again? Would his stuff be there? Had she used his shower? Touched her body with his soap?

      By the time one a.m. hit, and he could clock out, he’d convinced himself she’d be gone, most likely with his cash stash. He probably should have been more discreet, but honestly, if she fled with it, then so be it. He kept the bulk of his savings in random spots—a chunk in the bank, more inside his mattress, a few wads tucked in the eaves of his old treehouse. Derek believed in being prepared. The jar held only his fun money.

      He snoozed on the bus ride home. At his stop, he hit the pizza place that stayed open late, picking up an extra-large loaded with meat. He’d skip the jog tonight in favor of push-ups and squats. Maybe watch the highlights of the hockey game.

      To his surprise, Athena sat on his couch, wearing a soft pink sweater, his boxers, and a smile. “Do I smell pizza?”

      “Yeah. Meat lovers, hope that’s okay.”

      “Oh hell yeah.” She vaulted off his sofa like a gymnast.

      “Glad to hear it. So many folks going vegan these days. I tried it but didn’t even last a week.” He’d never been so damned hungry. Fucking tofu and veggies and fruits and nuts just weren’t a meal to his carnivore brain.

      “Fuck the rabbit food. Give me meat!” she declared, holding up a slice.

      He’d love to give her his meat. Uh… He chewed, lest those words come out of his mouth.

      As they ate, he asked her about her day. “So, did you have to escape any bad guys?”

      She snorted. “Nope. Just dealt with my mom, did a bit of shopping, and then proceeded to suck searching stuff up on the internet.”

      His turn to make a noise. “That was your first mistake. Everyone knows the regular net only shows you what the government wants you to see.”

      A pizza slice hovered in the air in front of her mouth. “Hold on, are you a conspiracy theorist?”

      “I’m sure some would call me that. I prefer the term well informed.” He shrugged. “I don’t take shit at face value. I like to hear both sides before I make an informed opinion.”

      “Fair enough. So how do you get your news?”

      “Dark web,” he stated before taking a bite of his pizza.

      “Wait, that’s a real thing?” Her eyes widened.

      “Why would you think it wasn’t?”

      “Because I assumed it was like a thing they invented for movies.” She waved a hand. “You know like for John Wick and the Marvels and stuff.”

      “It’s real.”

      “And you can access it?” she asked, leaning forward, the vee of her sweater gaping. He averted his gaze but not before he got an eyeful of cleavage.

      “Yeah. Just let me know what you want to find.”

      She chewed her lower lip. “That would mean involving you in my problem.”

      “And?”

      “And these people I’m dealing with are kind of shitty.”

      “Obviously. All the more reason to let me help you.”

      “Let me think about it.”

      “You said you talked to your family?” he asked, changing the subject.

      “Yeah. They’re all right, if worried. Good thing our neighbor the psychic told her I was okay, or Mom would have had the RCMP out searching for me.”

      “A psychic?” He laughed.

      “You don’t believe?”

      “Nope.”

      “Says the guy with an apocalypse plan.”

      “Wait, how do you know I have one?” He frowned.

      “Gun under the couch, crossbow under the bed, vacuum-sealed meal rations in the cupboard. Jugs of water in your linen closet.”

      She’d snooped, but he didn’t take offense. He’d been known to do the same thing. Nothing like poking through some closets and cupboards to get a feel for a person. It kept him from getting involved with the chick who collected dolls. Dolls she later claimed killed a guy she was dating less than six months after Derek went to her place for dinner.

      “The world is going to shit,” he stated. “Figured it’s best if I have some emergency supplies to tide me over just in case.”

      “You think it will be zombies or a nuclear blast?”

      “I’m currently thinking alien invasion that triggers a nuclear blast, which then causes radioactive walking dead.”

      She didn’t laugh at him. Not like some girls had. “With everything going on, you might be right. Let me guess, Grandma is just as prepared?”

      “I’m small potatoes compared to her. She’s got the entire cellar under the house retrofitted as a bomb shelter. Air circulation, underground well, shelves and shelves of canned goods, rice, medicine.” He spread his hands. “The plan is if the world gets fucked, I get my ass to her basement.”

      “Won’t you be lonely?”

      “She’s got hundreds of movies, books, puzzles, games.”

      “Things to do, not people,” she pointed out. “Unless you’re planning to bang your grandma.”

      He wrinkled his nose. “No. But if I had a girlfriend, I’d be dragging her along.”

      “You’re different from most guys,” she murmured.

      “Which probably explains why I’m single,” he joked.

      “I didn’t mean it in a bad way. You’re actually rather interesting.”

      “Why do I hear a but?”

      “But you’re too nice. You left me alone in your place after showing me your cash jar. Not too bright.”

      “It’s just money.” He rolled his shoulders. “And if you’d have taken it, then you obviously needed it.”

      “Too trusting by far.” She cocked her head, and her lips curved slightly as she asked, “So what kind of partner are you in bed?”

      He almost spat out the pizza crust in his mouth. He chugged some water before gasping, “What the fuck?”

      “Don’t be shy. I’m curious. You’re obviously hot. Despite your sometimes crude language, you’re actually well-mannered. Kind. Funny. Not a pig. Your place is clean considering it’s just you. You work. So you must have a flaw or someone would have snatched you up.”

      “Why would you assume I suck in the sack?”

      “Do you?”

      “No.”

      “How can you be sure?”

      He gaped before mumbling, “Because I always make the woman come first.”

      “Doesn’t make you good.”

      “I’ve never had complaints,” he retorted. “What about you? Are you the kind who just likes to receive?”

      “I don’t lay there like a starfish, if that’s what you mean.”

      “Any particular reason why we’re even discussing sex?” Because he wasn’t used to women being so bold. It was kind of a turn-on. Actually, everything about Athena revved his engine.

      “I haven’t fucked anyone in a while, and quite honestly, I miss it. Especially now that I’m kind of under a lot of stress.”

      “Is this your way of saying you want me to make you come?” he asked boldly because he got the impression she’d prefer him being direct.

      “Yes. I would. That is, if you’re in the mood.”

      “Am I alive?” he drawled. “Of course, I’m in the mood, but don’t you think it’s kind of soon? We just met like a day ago.”

      “And? I’m not asking to marry you, just sex.”

      “Just sex,” he repeated. “Okay. Let me know when.”

      “Now.”

      “Now?” The surprises kept on piling up.

      “Unless you had other plans?” She arched a brow.

      “No.”

      “Then no time like the present.” She stood and, without preamble, stripped off her shirt.

      He stared. Didn’t blink. Didn’t want to blink in case her breast-ly perfection disappeared.

      “You going to get undressed?” she asked as she shoved at her pants.

      “Shouldn’t we, like, start by making out?” He’d never had a woman move so fast before.

      “We’ll kiss in a second. First, let’s see what I’ve got to work with.”

      There was something a tad daunting about a woman standing there naked, hands on her hips, staring as he took off his work shirt. It wasn’t boasting to admit he had a nice chest. He kept fit. His hands fumbled at his pants, though. Yeah, he knew his dick was above average at eight and a half inches, but would she like it and the slight tilt at the tip?

      At least it didn’t embarrass him by being limp. It sprang to attention the moment he freed it from his boxers.

      Her lips curved. “That will do very nicely. Come here.” She crooked a finger.

      There wasn’t a man alive who would have said no, and yet he hesitated. “Maybe we should hold off.”

      “Your dick says otherwise.”

      “You just came out of a traumatic situation.”

      She sighed. “Yeah, and I need relief. Something to remind me I’m alive. But I had to get stuck with the one guy with morals.”

      He shrugged. “Trust me, I’m not happy about it either.”

      “So what are we going to do if we don’t fuck?”

      “Hang out?”

      “If we must,” she stated dramatically.

      He grinned as he dressed himself. He wanted to slap himself silly when she hid those gorgeous boobs, but at the same time, he wasn’t one to take advantage.

      She pursed her lips. “You know what, if you’re not going to make me sing hallelujah, then maybe you can show off your dark web skills.”

      “My pleasure, but it does mean you’ll have to tell me a bit more about what happened and what we’re looking for.”

      “More like who.” She paced his living room as he got out his laptop and set it up to crawl beyond the regular internet. Not something most knew how to do, but Derek had always had a curious nature. Combine that with his grandparents muttering about the evil government and he had a need to look beyond what the media liked to say.

      “Where do you want me to start?”

      She sat on the couch beside him, legs tucked up.

      “The man I need to find is named Dr. Montgomery Rogers.”

      His fingers paused over the keyboard. “Wait, the Dr. Rogers? The guy who debunks myths?”

      “Yeah.”

      “He kidnapped you?” His voice went a little high-pitched with incredulity.

      “He did.”

      “But why?” he blurted out because it made no sense. Athena obviously wasn’t a monster.

      “Because the silly bastard seemed to think I was something I’m not.” She laughed.

      “Like what? An elf?” The first thing that came to mind because she had an ethereal beauty about her.

      “Something like that,” she murmured. She tilted her head and swept her hair. “No pointy ears, in case you were wondering.”

      “What exactly do you want to know about the doctor? Most of his work is public knowledge.”

      “Not really.” She paused before adding, “He has a lab under one of the buildings at the Experimental Farm.

      “Like fuck. Seriously?”

      She nodded. “It’s where I escaped from.”

      “Jeezus fucking Christ. That’s insane.” Also slightly unbelievable. Was she fucking with him?

      “I know it sounds crazy, hence why I didn’t want to tell you. Still having a hard time coming to grips with it myself, and yet I was there for almost a month.”

      “What happened while they held you captive?”

      “Blood tests and other shit. Rogers kept trying to prove I had some weird genetic anomaly, which I don’t.”

      “And now you want to find him? To do what?” He wasn’t keen on being an accomplice to murder, especially of someone who would draw media attention. It was one thing when he thought they were dealing with a gang. No one gave a shit if they suddenly disappeared.

      “I don’t know. Maybe dig up some dirt to discredit him. Bring to light some of his unethical practices.”

      “You want to shut him down.” That he could get behind. “Okay, let’s see what we can find on this doctor.”

      Not much as it turned out. Despite the dark web being a bastion of information, there was a suspicious lack when it came to Montgomery Rogers, as if he didn’t exist or someone had wiped his record clean.

      “Well, this was a bust,” Athena grumbled when he closed his laptop lid a while later.

      “Yeah, it’s weird. For a man that famous, there should have been something. I couldn’t even locate a home address.” Not to mention no connection to the Experimental Farm in downtown Ottawa. Even his business had no office, just a postal box.

      “Surveilling the farm will likely be noticed,” she mused aloud as she rose to pace, her legs bare, given his boxers only went mid-thigh.

      “Don’t give up. Could be I’m not searching deep enough or he’s mentioned but under an alias. We’ll try again tomorrow. I gotta get to bed.”

      “Thank you,” she murmured. “I really appreciate all you’ve done.”

      “No problem. You want the bed?”

      “Depends. Will you be in it?”

      He wanted to say yes. He shook his head. “We both know there wouldn’t be any sleep happening, and I gotta work.”

      “Can’t tempt you to play hooky?”

      She sure could. At the same time, did he want to mess up his life for someone who would most likely disappear from it in a day or two? “You are tempting, but the bills need to be paid.” He stood from the couch.

      “In that case, good night.” She leaned up on tiptoe to brush a kiss on his cheek and murmur, “Dream of me.”

      He did. And in the morning woke so hard he jerked off in the shower, a process that took an embarrassing thirty seconds. In the light of day, he couldn’t believe he’d turned her down. He doubted he’d be so strong if she made the offer again.

      She greeted him with a warm smile. “Morning, sugarplum.”

      “Hey, honey. You sleep okay?”

      “Only after I played with myself, seeing as how someone left me hanging.”

      Yup, he spit out his coffee.

      She laughed. “You’re cute when you blush.”

      He did not blush. He did, however, mumble to escape, “I gotta get to work.”

      If he’d thought his last shift proved tediously long, this evening was even worse. To the point his supervisor pointed it out. “Not paying you to watch the clock.”

      Soon as Derek could leave, he booked it, actually making it home in under an hour, having caught all his buses. At times, he thought of getting a car, but the cost of parking it, plus insurance, and all the rest was a financial dent he couldn’t justify. Usually, his commute didn’t bother him. But that was before he had someone who excited waiting for him at home.

      At least, he hoped Athena was still there. She’d said see you later when he left for work.

      He walked in with some Chinese food he’d picked up to find her naked on his couch.

      The bags almost hit the floor.

      She turned a bright smile on him. “Honey, you’re home.”

      Fuck yeah, he was. “I brought food.”

      “Ooh.” She bounded over the couch, boobs bouncing, and he just about hit the floor in worship.

      He tried to not focus on the hottie as he grabbed the plates and cutlery to eat.

      “How was your shift?” she asked.

      “Long,” the honest truth. “What about you? Did you go out today?”

      “For a bit. I put on a disguise and headed over to the Experimental Farm.”

      “Was that wise?” He spooned some rice onto his plate and dumped some crispy honey chicken on top.

      “Probably not, but it didn’t matter. Looks like the doctor cleared out.”

      “How can you tell?”

      “Because Simon, the guard I flirted with, told me Rogers drives a Mercedes, and the parking lot most definitely didn’t have one. It appeared rather empty.”

      “So what’s next?”

      She shrugged. “I don’t know.”

      “Could be he isn’t looking for you,” he suggested.

      “Is this your way of trying to kick me out?”

      “No!” Almost shouted. “Stay as long as you’d like.”

      “Thanks, honey. Don’t worry. I’ll try to not cramp your style.”

      He almost said cramp it all you want. He’d not been this entertained in ever. However, there was something appetite-killing about sitting across from a woman eating. Not entirely correct. He might not be hungry for food, but damn, he craved something else.

      And she knew it.

      She tossed him a few coy looks before saying, “So am I masturbating for dessert, or are you going to cream me yourself?”

      He’d been strong the night before.

      He could not say no twice.

      He rose from his side of the table, only to drop on his knees in front of her. Nothing was said. She just parted her legs and uttered a happy sigh as he leaned in for a lick of her pretty pink pussy.

      She was wet. So very wet. And she moaned as he licked her. Moaned and grabbed hold of his hair as he spread her nether lips and teased her sex. He slid his hands under her ass, dragging her partially off the chair, changing the angle of her hips so he could thoroughly devour. Tasting her, teasing her. He flicked her clit with his tongue and was rewarded with a shudder.

      He sucked her button while he thrust a finger into her.

      She growled, “Give me another.”

      Two fingers thrust in and out as he plied her clit with attention. Her hands tugged at his hair. Her hips rolled and pushed against his mouth. The heels of her feet drummed his back.

      Her channel tightened around his fingers, and her breathing emerged short and ragged. When she came, her pussy clenching and pulsing around his fingers, she wasn’t quiet about it.

      She yelled, “Oh fuck yeah,” and he just about came in his pants.

      Her eyes opened, and she gazed at him before purring, “Now that was what I call epic oral. Your turn next. Drop those pants, honey.”

      He couldn’t stand and unbuckle his belt fast enough.

      Just as her knees hit the floor and her hand gripped his straining dick, her head cocked as if she listened. He heard nothing, but she whispered, “I think we have company.”

      Not for long because his tight and very blue balls would kill them for interrupting.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      A quite tingly and happy Athena was also annoyed. After getting the most epic oral, she’d been excited to return the favor, but noises in the hall distracted. Especially since they seemed out of place at three a.m.

      Poor Derek looked frustrated as he grumbled, “I don’t hear anything.”

      Ah yes. His human ears wouldn’t.

      “Trust me when I say there’s at least two people in the hall.”

      He didn’t take her word for it and went to the apartment door to peek. He glanced at her and whispered, “Someone’s put something over my peephole.”

      That someone probably listened too.

      Rogers? Seemed most likely and unlikely all at once. No way could he have detected her already.

      Athena dressed fast and padded to the door just as Derek yanked it open and barked, “What the fuck are you doing?”

      Lo and behold, it was two of the thugs from the other night, still wearing their masks, but she recognized their scent.

      And they’d come with a gun!

      Not that Derek cared. “I fucking warned you pukes what would happen if I saw you again.”

      “We don’t want you. Give us the girl.”

      “Nope.” Derek blocked the doorway and crossed his arms.

      “Are you blind?” said the smaller one. “We’ve got a gun.”

      “And no brains apparently,” drawled her new lover.

      “You either hand her over or I’ll shoot!” The thicker fellow’s hand had a slight tremble to it.
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