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There is something a little peculiar about Eli Tate. He appears normal on the surface, but he’s spent years trying to remember what happened to him - and why he doesn’t age. Then there’s the way he can shift shape and take on any form he desires. He doesn’t know what kind of being he really is or if there are any others like him. What he does know he’s been in the same town for thirty years and he must move on before his secret is discovered. 

Returning to the Big Apple, Eli takes up residence in his old apartment. An evening walk turns deadly when he's attacked by a being reeking of pure evil. He barely escapes with his life - thanks to a stranger named Rio who is just like him – able to shift shape. 

Rio says he knows Eli, that he’s been searching for him for many years, that they were once lovers, and the creature stalking them once held them both captives to experiment on them. Eli has no memory of such a time, but he’s out of options. To remember his past, and destroy the creature pursuing them, Eli has no choice but to trust Rio, even if that trust fails him. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Intro:


[image: ]


It was a good thing Eli wasn’t vain. He had the height people noticed. His dark hair showed no sign of graying, and his whiskey-brown eyes reflected his intelligence. He’d looked like this as far back as his memory stretched. It could be a lot worse.

Being clean would be a lot better. He stepped into the master bath and opened the taps to fill the tub. A good hot soak was in order, and after that, some food.

The agency had stocked the fridge and pantry when they opened and readied the apartment. Going back out tonight posed too great a risk, and he wasn't fool enough to take it.

He sank down in the tub to submerge his aching shoulders. Flying was strenuous work. With Vihal hunting him he needed to condition his muscles. Sooner or later Vihal would come back to New York. 

The hot water surrounded his body with soothing heat. A wave of exhaustion rolled through him. He closed his eyes. 

Eli jerked awake. The water was cold, and he wasn't alone. He rolled to his feet in a shower of droplets, intent on getting to the Sig Saur he'd placed in the nightstand drawer. He skidded to a stop in the doorway, heart pounding at the sight of the man in his bedroom.

Rio calmly sat in the wing chair beside the window. He smiled. “Eli. Coming here was a bit predictable, wasn’t it?”

He had to keep his wits about him. Rio had helped him, but for what reason? “Apparently. Do you mind if I get dressed while we chat?”

Rio’s interested gaze swept him from head to toe and settled on his groin, where it stopped. “Maybe I do.”
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KC Kendricks never disappoints!"—Fallen Angel Reviews

"..beautifully moving in all the right places...KC Kendricks gives us a well-crafted tale"- The Romance Studio

"Good to the last word...."- Sensual Reads

..."Seriously entertaining and totally engaging..."- Joyfully Reviewed

"...solidly written contemporary romance..."-Jessewave
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He came alive in the night when the world quieted, and the heavens decked itself with sparkling stars. A man could go unnoticed in the night and enjoy the gifts of solitude and silence, no matter how fleeting. He was grateful for even the briefest of respites it gave him.  

Eli lifted his chin to sniff the swirling breeze. Not even the typical city odors could mask the scent of ozone. He stood completely motionless, listening, but did not yet hear thunder. It was of no importance. He knew a storm was coming. 

A touch to the middle of his back snapped him out of his reverie. His police partner had arrived, right on time. 

“Hey, Tim. No sign of him yet.”

Tim slipped past him to get a quick glance around the corner. “I love hanging out in freaking alleys.”

Eli snorted. “You love everything about this job. That’s why you’ll never retire.”

“Yeah, rub it in, buddy. We can’t all be independently wealthy like you.”

“I got lucky. I never heard my mother speak of growing up with her cousin Belinda. Ergo, I had no clue the lady put me in her will for a million bucks.”

After so many recitations, he didn’t flinch at the telling of the lie. Every twenty years or so, he needed to pull it out of the drawer, so to speak, and use it. He’d been in this town almost thirty years. The lie was overdue. 

The truth was, he liked this town and hated the idea of leaving. He hadn't planned to stay in Elizabethtowne more than a year, maybe two. It was a stopping place between his singular existence in the wilds of Wyoming and his Upper Manhattan apartment. He'd had a notion it might be best to slowly reintegrate back into society. The idea of leaping "cold turkey" into big city life after the quiet of his mountain hideaway had made him feel decidedly unfriendly. Then his fake credentials had landed him a real job offer and, in a moment of weakness, he accepted.

Fingers snapped in front of his face. “C’mon, Eli. Pay attention.”

Eli swatted Tim’s hand away. “I am. That’s not him in the car.”

Tim peeked around the corner a second time. “How’d you know a car pulled up?”

“What? You didn’t hear it?”

"Um, no. So, what makes you say it's not Chenoweth?"

He sighed. “You can’t hear the rock music blaring inside that piece of shit car? Cowboy Carl is a dyed in the wool fan of rockabilly as much as he’s a fan of shooting up with his own product.”

“I can’t hear that. You’ve got bat ears.”

“Nope. Wolf ears.”

“What the fuck ever. It’ll be great to bust this guy and get this shit off the street. I just don’t get why people use smack because it’ll kill you quick.” Tim leaned on the damp brick wall and lit a cigarette. Eli snatched it away and stomped it out on the dingy concrete. 

“No smoking. You know it makes me sneeze. If I sneeze, I’ll give it away that we’re in this filthy alley getting covered with mold spores and heaven only knows what else.”

“Christ, you’re such a queer at the oddest times.”

“Not politically correct to say that,” Eli murmured. 

“Bite me.”

“You probably taste vile, so I’ll pass.” He cocked his head to the side. “Another car is approaching. Did you remember to load your gun this time?”

Tim pulled out his Glock and checked the magazine. “Full clip. Any chatter?”

Eli shook his head. “No, and there should be.” He tapped the tiny device behind his ear to make sure it was working. It was. Unease rippled down his back. “It’s too quiet.”

Tim raised his arm and spoke, his lips near his watchband. “Captain?”

A raspy voice whispered in Eli’s ear. “Don’t you two idiots ever shut the fuck up? It’s quiet because the rest of us can’t get a word in. We have movement. Look sharp.”

The men exchanged glances. Eli moved, intending to get a look up and down the street. A bullet hit the wall scant inches from his head. 

“Fuck! They know we’re in here. We’ve got to get out of this alley! Run, Tim! Go!”

“I can’t leave you here!”

“Don’t fucking argue with me. Run!” He shoved the younger man toward the back of the alley. “Get up to the roof before they send a guy up there first. Move it!”

Tim squeezed his shoulders and started to speak but turned instead and bolted into the darkness. Eli flattened himself against the bricks in a dark shadow. It would take them a few minutes to get up the nerve to storm into the alley. Maybe he’d have time. 

He glanced up. Tim was almost to the roof. Thank all the gods. Even as the thought formed, Tim vanished over the parapet. Eli took a deep breath and started to climb the fire escape. His sense of timing and the rapid-fire sound of gunfire said he wasn’t going to make it - but somehow he did.

His muscles burned as Tim grabbed him by the jacket and pulled him over the ledge to safety. He sprawled on the dirty tar roof, breathing hard. “And I didn’t even piss myself.”

“C’mon, Eli. We’ve got to get out of sight. The door to the roof is open.”

The captain’s voice crackled in his ear, sounding like the man was pissed off. “Burns. Tate. Stay on the roof. We’re driving them up to you. Your backup is coming up those inside stairs behind them. Don’t screw this up!”

They ducked down behind a huge cooling unit. Eli pulled his Sig Saur. “Looks like you get to make an arrest buddy.”

“Nah. You do it. Your last night on the force and all.”

Eli spoke into the tiny device embedded in his cuff as a man darted out from the door. “Captain. One’s up. How many are coming to our little party?”

The captain’s voice was full of static as it came through his earpiece again. “Three. We’ve got Cowboy Carl in custody. Eli, don’t get stupid and get hurt. I want you to walk out of the precinct house under your own power tonight.”

“Copy that, Captain.”

Another voice sounded strangely in his ear and off to his left at the same time, like an echo. “We’re in place, Eli.”

“Copy that.” Now all he had to do was wait for all the bad guys to land on the roof and get their balance. He’d let Tim and the other members of the team reel them in because he preferred to end his police career in one piece. 

The three suspects were acting suspiciously as if they suddenly smelled the trap. But it was too late. They were surrounded. Even retreating down the fire escape was now blocked. 

Eli called to them. “Drop your weapons, face down on the roof, and no one gets dead.”

Tim made an exasperated sound. “You’re supposed to say no one gets hurt. Hurt, not dead.”

“I’m being honest. If they make me pull the trigger, someone will be dead.”

The captain’s voice was in his ear again. “Settle down, Eli. Just think of the paperwork you’ll have to do on your last night.”

Eli watched the three “alleged” drug dealers as they turned and noted the number of police surrounding them. They each dropped their weapons, and in varying degrees of speed, fell to their knees on the filthy rooftop. 

“No paperwork, Captain. They’re all on the ground.”

Other voices blurred together as cops appeared out of the shadows to handcuff the suspects. Eli pulled the tiny device from behind his ear and slipped it in his pocket. He was finished here. He slapped Tim on the shoulder. 

“Let’s get out of here. I need to...Do the report for me, huh? I can’t stand the thought of a bunch of long goodbyes.”

Tim stared at him. “You can’t just leave. We have a little party planned at Stoney’s. You’re the guest of honor, for God’s sake!”

He sighed. He’d known about that little soiree for several days and he didn’t want to go. He didn’t want to leave town, either, but it was necessary. Too many people had begun to comment how remarkable it was he looked the same now as he had ten years ago. 

“Okay, Tim. How’s this? You do the paperwork and I’ll go.”

“Nope. I know you, bucko. How about you go and then I’ll do the paperwork?”

"Deal. Either way, you do the report, so I win." He stood and gripped Tim's hand to pull him to his feet. "We'd better make it look like we're helping."

Tim brushed off the seat of his pants. “My job was to keep you alive tonight since you wouldn’t stay at headquarters. Let’s go.”

It was pointless to argue. He’d go and be polite. The guys meant well, but they didn’t know how difficult it was for him to say goodbye again. In maybe another seventy or eighty years, he’d come back to Elizabethtowne. Everyone he knew would be gone - and he’d be the same. 

They split up to go down the stairs, one ahead of the handcuffed suspects, and one behind. Once the perps were safely separated and locked inside three separate cruisers, Eli handed the keys to his department-issued Charger Defender to Tim. On impulse, he pulled the younger man into a bear hug.

“I guess the car’s all yours now. Don’t fucking wreck it.”

*     *     *
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As retirement parties go, it hadn’t been bad. He’d had a couple of beers, laughed with the guys, and once most of them reached the slightly inebriated stage, he’d slipped out the back door like a felon. It wasn’t the first time he’d walked home in the peaceful hour before dawn. 

He was strangely reluctant to step into his house for the last time. Everything he wanted to take with him was already shipped to his New York apartment. A property agency would close up this house and monitor it to keep it from deteriorating until he wanted to live here again or knew it was time to sell the property. He sat on the top step of the front porch, his hands between his spread knees and gazed across the street at the little park. It would probably be a field of houses if and when he finally returned to this place. 

Eli straightened. Every hair on his body stood on end. His heart rate soared as he expanded his senses, searching for the cause of his inexplicable unease.

He’d known this sensation before - the strange feeling of someone, or some thing, brushing against him. It was like he felt a touch but not through his skin. Always before he’d been able to shake it off, attribute it to nerves, or after things like the drug bust, a release of tension. 

This time was different. This time he knew all those other events had been someone searching for him. Not now.

Now someone who knew what he was had found him and watched with abiding malevolence. 

What he could not discern was why.  
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