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GEMINI

“Is she ok?” I asked, needing to know how Soar was doing. 

Over the last weeks I had been slowly getting to know the other troupe members. While I was still wary and had a tendency towards awkwardness around them, I was finding them to be very kind and supportive. 

Especially the females. 

Soar, a gorgeous redhead with hazel eyes, had been kidnapped by a satyr last night. Smoke, the dark-haired man with bluish grey eyes, had tracked down his fiancé and took down the satyr. Both of them had been in pretty bad conditions when they returned last night. 

The satyr was now locked in a warded cage, waiting for his judgment. 

“She is, thankfully. She’s having a hard time speaking due to the damage to her neck and throat, but she’s healing. She’s strong and she has Smoke.” Nate reassured me from the island he was working at. 

“Do you think...?” I started only to stop. 

Biting my lip, I stared down at the eggs I was cooking, not sure how to continue. 

“I do.” Nate sighed, sounding sad and frustrated. “But I won’t know for sure until we question the satyr.”

“They won’t stop.” I breathed, shaking my head. 

“No, they won’t.” Nate fully agreed. “But they will eventually have to step out of the shadows they are hiding in. That’s when we will have them.” 

“Nate?” I turned to the frankly interesting looking man, studying his down bent head. His straight black hair hung around his rectangular face, a sharp, jagged length that I knew hit just below his sharp jawline. 

His mismatched eyes were surrounded by a thick set of long black lashes, accenting those eyes in a way most woman aspired to. His pale skin covered a set of sharp cheekbones and indented cheeks. His pointed chin went well with his long, pointed nose and the wide length of his smooth lips. 

Interesting, fascinating, beautiful. Even the scars and blackened snowflakes didn’t detract from his looks. 

Then there was the body that he kept completely covered. Dark clothing that consisted of dress shirts or long-sleeved T-shirts and dress pants or cargo pants. All of which accented his tall, lean build. Hard. 

The man was extremely hard and veiny. 

The only time I would get a glimpse of any skin beyond his face and neck was when he pushed the sleeves of his long-sleeved tees up his forearms. Strong, corded, vein laden forearms that constantly drew my eyes. 

I couldn’t lie, I was very fascinated with those forearms, studying them as much as I could. Which was saying something since I now had something very fascinating on one of my own arms. A tracking spell that came in the form of a couple of small sigils that Mister tattooed on my forearm. 

I could definitively say that Nate’s forearms were much more interesting. 

Currently the man’s eyes were tipped up to mine, his eyebrows arched in question. 

“You said that they were targeting the circus, but it wasn’t because of me. You said that they didn’t know about me.” I hinted, needing to know. 

“They don’t. Or they didn’t. With the way the satyr was watching the caravan village, I am not so sure anymore.” Nate explained, straightening from his bend to face me fully. 

“Ok. But...” I led, circling my wrist in a gesture for more information. 

His mouth tightened as something flashed in his eyes. A knowledge that he clearly wasn’t sure if he should share with me. “It isn’t you. As to...what it is, it is not for me to say.” 

Giving him a nod of understanding, I let it go. Whatever it was, he was clearly protecting it. And I completely understood that as the man was also protecting me. Fuck, over the last weeks he had done nothing but protect me. 

“You are worried.” I noted, feeling my heart squeeze at that. 

The man took on way too much, he carried numerous burdens and most of them weren’t even his to carry. 

“I am.” His eyes dropped to the island. An action that he did when he was nervous about something, afraid of the reaction he would receive. “I am not sure how but you and what they are after, you are somehow connected. Your life, your survival is dependent on it.” 

“Gods you are sweet.” I smiled, tilting my head at the man. 

He truly was a sweetheart. 

Not only did he provide me with clothes, food, and the personal items I needed but he did everything he could to make sure I felt safe and comfortable. 

He gave me his bed, sleeping on a long bench in the bedroom. He tried sleeping in the main area on one of the chairs but that ended after the first night when I continually woke up screaming from nightmares I couldn’t remember. 

The man was far too stubborn when it came to that bench. No matter how many times he ended up in the bed with me, chasing the nightmares away and comforting me in the aftermath, he still insisted on starting the night out on that damned bench. 

Me, I tried to give him the space he needed to work while also doing what I could to relieve him of the numerous and heavy loads he continually took on. 

When I first took something on, like cooking or rubbing his head in the evenings, he argued with me, telling me that I didn’t need to do things like that. And each time, I ignored him and did what I wanted. Which was how he ended up lying on the bed with his head in my lap every night, watching some random TV show while I rubbed his head. 

Touch. 

That was another thing with him. While he never denied me, he did act strangely shocked and somewhat astounded when I did touch him. Like it was a miracle or something. Which was why I made sure to do it often. 

Like now. 

I circled the island and hugged myself to his side, circling his shoulders with my arms and laying my head on his back. 

“You have got to stop calling me sweet.” He chuckled, his hand coming up to grip my arm. “You are going to ruin my creepy, untouchable image.”

“I highly doubt that.” I rolled my eyes, straightening up and brushing the length of his hair back so I could look into his eyes. 

His eyes gave a quick flutter of pleasure that he immediately tried to hide, the man really liked having his hair played with but hated showing any signs of weakness. 

“I am not sweet.” He growled, shaking his head at me. 

“Maybe not to everyone.” I smiled, drawing back and returning to the eggs that were now done. 

“And you call me sweet.” His very sharp eyes watched me as I plated up breakfast and set it out on the island for us. The man didn’t miss a thing, always watching. 

“It’s just food.” I shook my head at him. “Now eat.” 

“It’s just food, it’s just some cleaning, it’s just some washing, it’s just a head rub.” He listed off as he narrowed his eyes at me. “Sweet.” 

“I will have you know that it isn’t polite to just cook for myself. You might not be messy, but I am anal, and I like having my area clean. I need to do laundry anyways. And I really like your hair. Not sweet, selfish.” I argued, digging into the food. 

“Uh huh.” He emoted in disbelief, his mouth full of food. “That’s why my costume is washed every night, because you have laundry.”

“I put my daily stuff in there too.” I glared at him. 

“And you think I do too much.” He shook his head. “I stand in the middle of a tent and talk to people. My job isn’t physical and my part in it all takes around twenty minutes.” 

“Does Power know you sneak into the big top every morning and work out with his equipment?” I asked, pointing out that his routine wasn’t the only thing he did during the day. “You also spend a good hour studying and practicing and another couple of hours researching and writing. You can deny it all you want, but I see you, Nate.” 

“First of all, I work out because I like it, it helps me burn energy. Second of all, I like learning, advancing my mind.” He pointed his fork at me. 

“Ok, we can argue about who does more work all day long.” I sighed. “But the fact is that we both do what we want to do. So, stop making a fuss when I do something that I want to do.” 

“I don’t do it all the time.” His brow furrowed. 

“No, you only do it when you believe I am doing it for you. Repayment.” I argued. “But that isn’t even close to why I do it. I like doing these things and I would do them whether you were here or not. Well, everything except the head rub. I just really enjoy playing with your hair.” 

“Fine.” He finally gave in. “I will stop making a fuss about it.” 

“Thank the Gods.” I groaned in relief. 

“Sweet but stubborn.” He chuckled, rising with his now empty plate and carrying it to the sink where he started doing the dishes. 

“Leave those.” I jumped up from the stool, using my hip to move him out of the way. 

“Gemini.” His growl was low and filled with warning. 

“No, Nate.” I pointed out the window to the people who were walking by. “We need information.” 

“On it.” He nodded, drying his hands and moving to the caravan door. “Be back.” 

“Yup.” I called back, smiling. 
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GEMINI

I watched through the windows as Nate’s tall body strolled over to join the others. 

I couldn’t see the cage from the caravan windows, but I could see Nate. He had his arms crossing the dark grey button-down shirt he was wearing with his black slacks, the strain of the material hinting at the hardness underneath. 

My gaze moved over his body for what had to be the millionth time in the last two months, pausing on the muscular round of his ass. Those pants did wonderful things to his ass. Or maybe it was his ass doing wonderful things to those pants. 

Forcing my gaze from that ass to his face, I watched the play of his emotions, masked by the length of his hair. The rise and fall of his chest, the narrowing of his eyes. He was angry. His jaw was tight with a muscle ticking in his cheek. He was frustrated and worried. 

Whatever he was hearing wasn’t good. 

A good amount of time passed before his next reaction presented itself. A widening of the eyes and a slackness in the mouth. Shock. It was quickly replaced with a slight lowering of his head and an upwards tilt to his lips. Satisfaction.

Then he moved, disappearing from sight. He was gone for about ten minutes before he reappeared carrying the bars of what was once the cage. He had an armload while Mister had his own armload. They carried them to the caravan across the way, Mister’s caravan, and locked the bars into the storage underneath. 

The two of them talked for a moment before Mister nodded and turned back the way they came from. And Nate came home. 

I rushed forward, meeting his rising form as he climbed up into the caravan. 

“The satyr did work for them, and we now have two names. Troy and Stake.” Nate described, his hands coming up to grip my arms. Even though the names didn’t ring any bells I knew they were important. “They are names linked to the underworld, pure myths but rumored to be very powerful. If your family came up against them then it would make sense that they would have had your family removed. According to what little has been spread about them, Stake is the one in charge. Troy is his second. Troy is rumored to be very violent, a psychopath with erratic tendencies.” 

“Troy is the one?” I asked, my voice trembling with the fear coursing through me. 

Even though I didn’t remember, that didn’t stop me from feeling the innate terror that seemed to have been gouged into my very soul.

“I don’t know for sure but...yes.” Nate’s hands slid up my arms and around my back, pulling me into the hard heat of his chest, holding me. 

“Fuck.” I breathed shakily, gripping his shoulder blades and burying my face into his neck. The deep, warm scent of him, exotic and spicy, filled my nostrils, calming me in a way nothing else could. 

I felt his chest move, drawing in a deep breath of air. “I wish I could tell you that everything is going to be ok. I wish I knew for sure. But I don’t. I can tell you this, no matter what happens, I will always be here for you, I will fight to my last breath to keep you safe.” 

“I know, Nate.” I whispered, blinking away the tears pinning my eyes. “That’s why I am not completely freaking out right now. Because I know I am not alone. And neither are you. We have each other.”

Nate’s arms tightened around me before fully releasing me. 

“I need to get some work done.” He sighed, returning to the island and his research. 

While he was doing that, I pulled out the material he picked up for me the other day and started cutting. 

In my boredom one day, I found myself going through the cupboards and closets in the hopes of finding something to do. I came across one of Nate’s old costumes, a plain black hooded robe with a tear in it. 

Thinking that I could fix it, I dug out the very limited sewing kit he had and began to stitch the rip closed. That’s when an idea popped into my head. 

That’s what started my clothing designing. 

Sketches of costumes turned into Nate picking me up a sewing machine along with fabric and materials. I turned that plain black robe into a cowled masterpiece with purple designs stitched through it and purplish silver edging. 

He loved it. 

He also loved the flowing dress shirt I created to go with it and the pants I made. The pants were ok, not quite the fit I would’ve liked considering I had to go off of one of his other pairs of pants. When it came to the next pair of pants I was planning for him, I was determined to get my measurements right from the source. 

Currently, I was working on a black vest and a long-tailed tux version of his preferred hooded robe. 

The caravan was quiet as we worked, the only sounds were his typing and my measuring and cutting. 

By the time lunch arrived, I was onto the sewing part of the vest. This was the easy part compared to the stitch designs I was planning. 

After lunch Nate headed off to practice and I took a break to do some exercises. It wasn’t easy with the limited space I had but I wasn’t about to chance going outside to do it. If the satyr did indeed spot me and recognize me, then he would’ve shared that news with the evil duo. They would be on the lookout for me. 

There was no way I was going to put Nate or any of the others in danger that way. 

So, I did it in the middle of the main room. 

Once I was done, I felt good, my body loose. 

By the time Nate returned from practice, I had the basting on the vest done and was ready for him to try it on before I put the final sew on it. 

“You know.” He tugged on the material, twisting back and forth to check out the fit. “Once the rest of the troupe sees my new look, they are going to be so jealous. They are all going to be begging you for new costumes.” 

“I have no issues with that as long as they pick up their own materials.” I shrugged, running my hands over his back and adding a pin here and there. 

Circling him, I had to admit, the fit was awesome, accenting his surprisingly wide chest and slim waist. “It looks good.” I smiled, helping him out of it. 

“I like it.” He nodded slowly. 

“If the ladies see you in this, they are going to be all over you.” I examined the vest as I turned back to the sewing machine. 

“That’s why I have the robe.” His statement had me turning to eye him. 

“Despite what you think, Nate, you are a very good-looking man.” I informed him. 

When his eyebrow arched up in disbelief, I shook my head at him. “You will see.” I pointed a firm finger at him. 

“I would honestly prefer that the ladies didn’t notice me that way.” He stated, crossing his arms and leaning back against the island. 

“I notice you.” I rolled my eyes at his stubbornness.

“You aren’t them.” He grunted, turning to sit on his stool and get back to his research. 

Setting the vest aside, I hopped forward and circled his shoulders from behind, collapsing along his back. “I am special.” I bragged. 

“Yes, you are.” He chuckled, reaching back to pat my face. “Crazy lady. The only one in the world who actually likes touching me.” 

“That’s good because I have to say, you are really comfortable. I could sleep here.” I nuzzled my face over his back. 

“It is strangely comfortable.” He hummed, his hand moving around to grip my arm. 

I laid against him like that for a good twenty minutes while he worked, far too comfortable to move. But then I had to pee. 

After peeing, I returned to my work. I finished sewing the vest and started to work on the stitching. 

About an hour before the evening show, Nate headed to the bedroom to change. He came back out wearing the black slacks I made for him and his newly finished shirt under his refurbished robe. 

I had to admit, he looked fantastic, the purplish silver edging really popped. 

“Well?” He put his hands up and gave me a circle. 

“Fuck, I am good.” I breathed, loving the tight yet loose fit of the robe. The torso hugged him tightly, not that it was very noticeable with the panels of fabric that hung from his shoulders and neck. 

“You really are.” He chuckled and lowered the cowl to reveal his face. He didn’t do makeup like the others, mostly because he kept his face shadowed for his routine. “It almost makes me want to dance.” 

I giggled softly when he gave me a sweeping bow, his hand held out to me. Setting my hand in his, I gave a gasping laugh when he pulled me into his chest. His arm circled my waist, his fingers spreading over my lower back. My breasts swelled against his hard muscles, my legs pressing against his. 

With a grin, he began to expertly spin me around. My hand found the back of his neck, my feet automatically following his lead. My eyes stayed locked on his while he guided us around the island. 

“You are impressively good at this.” I smiled, truly enjoying the feel of him dancing with me. Both mentally and physically. 

He was very graceful, his lead strong. 

“I took a class, thinking it might help with my routines.” The sharp edge of his eyes softened. 

I loved his eyes, there was so much beauty in their uniqueness. But then, there was just as much beauty, if not more, in the plain black pupils that gave him sight. Those were what I usually focused on when I looked him in the eyes, seeing him just as he was seeing me. 

Another giggle burst from me when he spun me out only to pull me right back in. “So suave.” 

“Suave?” His eyebrows rose at that, his hand tightening on my back, pulling me tighter into him. 

He slowed his movements, adding more of a smooth eroticism to them. The caress of the hard planes of his body against mine had my body waking up, heating, tingling. My breathing quickened as my eyes watched the way his pupils grew, expanding. 

“See, now I feel like I am dancing with a darkly erotic God.” I shared with him, my hand clenching on the back of his neck.

That had his head flying back with laughter, the tension breaking. “Oh, Gemini.” He hugged me tight, rocking me. “What would I do without you around, pumping up my self-confidence?” 

“I don’t know. And I am not in a hurry to find out.” I slowly drew out of his arms. “Showtime, Nate.” 

“Showtime.” He nodded, cupping my face in the palm of his hand. “Thank you for the dance, Gemini.” 
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NATHANIEL

“What are you wearing and where can I find one?” The darkly burnished Charm with his dark brown hair and green eyes asked the second he walked into the back of the big top. 

Backstage, as we called it, was split from the main show area by a flap. The huge, colorful circus tent was set up with three colorful rings set into the ground. A semicircle of stadium seats ran along the front wall and sides with a tunnel coming out from the entrance and through the seats. 

“Gemini made it for me.” I grinned proudly, showing off my new robe. The woman was a master when it came to designing clothes. “She made me a shirt and pants too and is currently working on a vest.”

“Holy fuck, this is awesome.” The golden blond-haired and the golden-brown-eyed Poise exclaimed, examining the robe right along with Power. Power had dark blond hair and green eyes. 

“If you want something done, you are going to have put in your orders and get your own supplies.” I informed the growing group. 

“Did she do all of the stitching herself?” The brown-haired and blueish-brown-eyed Handler questioned. 

“She did.” I confirmed. 

“Can we see the shirt?” The blond-haired, blue-eyed Whip asked. 

“Sure.” I undid the buttons on the robe and pulled it off so they could see the shirt and pants. 

“The pants are kind of off.” Flip noted, his hazel eyes narrowed on the fit, his hand dragging through his dark red hair. 

“She measured from a pair of my other pants so the fit isn’t quite what it would be if she took the measurements right from me.” I explained. 

“Ahhh, she didn’t want to force you to play ball.” The dark-haired, orange-eyed Flame nodded in understanding. 

“Most likely.” I fully agreed with his assessment. “Everything else she has done fits perfectly.” 

“This shirt...” Charm’s head tilted, his eyes gleaming with avarice. 

“Me first.” Whip claimed, putting his hand up while sticking his tongue out at his brother-in-law. 

“Damnit.” Charm groaned. 

“Are we ready?” Mister asked, walking into the tent with Mikaela on his heels. 

“We are.” Power nodded, the group finally backing away and giving me space to pull the robe back on. 

Catching the shadowed gleam in Mister’s eyes, I knew that he would be making his order first. 

For my routine that night, I chose a young lady around twelve years old. She giggled happily at being chosen, rushing down from the stadium seats only to slow the second her feet reached the ground. 

This was always the way of it. 

They were so excited to be picked. Right up until the moment they realized that they would have to approach me. Holding my hand out to the child, I patiently waited, giving her the time she needed to execute her slow, nervous approach. 

Her trembling hand lifted and gingerly set down in my upraised palm. 

“Kira.” I greeted in a soft, low tone that echoed over the sound system. “You should just ask him.” 

Her eyes widened in surprise, her face flushing a delicate pink. 

“What if he says no?” She whispered. 

“And what if he says yes?” I asked. “If we really want an answer then a question has to be asked.” 

“Ok.” She nodded slowly, her brow furrowing. 

“Go with the green ones.” I answered her next question before she could give voice to it. 

“I don’t like the green ones.” Her face crinkled in disgust. 

“Believe me, they will grow on you.” I chuckled softly. 

“Are...?” She paused at her next question. 

“I am afraid so, Kira.” I sighed. “There are things in this world that we have no control over. The only thing we can do is learn from them and maybe find the light in the dark.” 

“What if there is no light?” She asked sadly. 

“Then we make one for ourselves.” I told her. “That’s the great thing about the human spirit, it always finds a way.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Prophet. You are really nice.” The girl shot me a smile before running back to her parents in the stadium seats. 

I finished out my routine and headed backstage, waiting for the end of the show. 

I was walking back to the caravan when Mister appeared at my side. 

“I so called it.” I chuckled to myself. 

“I am not surprised about that.” His lips tilted up in an amused smile. 

“She’s going to want to take your measurements.” I warned him. 

“I only want a shirt and maybe a new jacket.” Mister stated nonchalantly. 

“She’s all for it. I can’t be sure but with the fast way she picked it up, I am thinking that she was a clothing designer in her previous life.” I shared my thoughts on the matter. 

“Could be.” Mister stated, following me up into the caravan. 

“I brought you your first client.” I greeted the incoming woman with a hug. The beautiful woman always had a hug for me when I came home. A hug that I always anticipated receiving and immediately returned.

“Mister.” Gemini gave the man a wary smile. 

“Gemini.” Mister greeted. “A shirt and a new jacket, please.” 

“Anything specific?” She asked, her wariness disappearing as she pulled out a notebook and pencil. I smiled at that, the way her anxiety and panic diminished now that she had her work to concentrate on. The woman’s love for designing clothes was definitely a godsend. 

“Similar to Prophet’s shirt, only more stylized and with a lace up collar. For the jacket, this.” Mister’s arms rose to show off the robe like jacket he was wearing. “Or something long that goes with the hat.” 

“I think I have the perfect thing in mind.” She pointed the end of the pencil at him, her brow furrowing as she studied the jacket. “I need black silk and dark brown, suitable for a jacket, pale cream for the shirt, gold, black, and cream thread.”

“How much?” Mister asked. 

“Let me get your measurements and then I can get you the lengths.” She set the notebook aside and tucked the pencil behind her ear, pulling out her measuring tape. 

I shed my robe and started setting out the supper she made while I watched her measure Mister. He had taken off his jacket which helped her get more accurate measurements. I couldn’t help but feel a tinge of relief at the focus her eyes had on the measuring tape. She wasn’t even looking at him, treating him like a mannequin instead of a flesh and blood man. 

She wrote down each measurement as she took it, performing some mental math before ripping a sheet of paper off and handing it to Mister. “This is what I will need.” 

“And your labor?” He asked, shouldering his jacket back on and tucking the paper away. 

“Uh, what?” She frowned at him, confused. 

“How much are you charging for your labor?” Mister pressed. 

“I am not.” She slowly shook her head, that frown still in place. 

“You are now. Decide on a price, Gemini.” Mister declared in that low rasp of his, giving me a nod and stepping out of the caravan. 

“Did he just order me to charge him?” She turned her confusion on me. 

“He did.” I tapped on the plate I had dished up for her in a silent hint for her to come eat. “How much are you going to charge?” 

“I am so confused.” She rubbed her forehead, sitting down and starting to eat. 

“This is really good. Thank you.” I pointed my fork at the phenomenal dish I was shoveling into my mouth. 

“You’re welcome. Why does he want me to charge him?” She questioned, mindlessly eating her own food. 

“You are offering a service.” I stated bluntly. “You should be paid for that service.” 

“You are not giving me any money.” She pointed her fork at me in a commanding way while narrowing her eyes on me. “You already pay for everything. I am doing your stuff pro bono. The others, twenty an hour, not including the initial design. Those are mine.” 

“Sounds good. I will let the others know.” I nodded in agreement. 

“Is that always a thing?” She jerked her thumb towards the door. “He makes a decision like that, and everyone just follows it?” 

“Yup.” I confirmed. “And now, so do you.” 

“How?” She was back to looking confused. 

“It’s the tone he uses and the presence he carries.” I described. “People just automatically follow his orders. And to be honest, he has never led us wrong. Not once. So, trust is also a big part of it.” 

“Well, fuck.” She exclaimed. 

We finished eating and cleaned up the dishes. 

I took a shower, pulling on my usual bedtime attire of a pair of pajama pants and a thin, long-sleeved T-shirt. When I came out, she was already dressed in her own bedtime attire, one of my long-sleeved T-shirts and a pair of my boxer-briefs. Items I had lent her until I was able to get clothes picked up for her, items she refused to return. 

Not that I argued about it. Something about her sleeping in my clothes hit deep and I really liked it. In fact, I liked it so much that it took me a number of concentrated minutes to talk myself down. Stupid dick.

She shoved the day’s clothes in the washer/dryer combo while I made sure everything was locked down and shut off for the night. We climbed into bed and found a show to watch. Within minutes, the stubborn woman had once again maneuvered my head down until it was lying on her thigh, her fingers playing through the length of my damp hair and gently scratching over my scalp. 

As soothing and sleep inducing as that touch was, I forced myself to stay awake until it was time for bed. I knew that she was frustrated with me and my continued insistence that I sleep on the bench. I also knew that sleeping in the same bed with her was an intimacy that I wasn’t sure we were ready for.

After all, it had only been two months since I found her and carried her broken body out of those woods. 
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NATHANIEL

THE BEGINNING

I slowly cleaned her delicate limbs and torso, carefully wiping the dirt and blood from her. And other things. Horrifying things. She had clearly been tortured, raped. She had hand and fist bruises mixed with long, sharp bruises. Then there were the cuts, the strangulation marks, and the brand that had been burnt into her upper back. 

Her breathing was disturbingly shallow, her swollen eyes closed. Her skin was cold under the touch of my hands. She was lying on a blanket on the long island in the kitchen area of my caravan. The soapy bowl of warm water beside her was very quickly darkening with every rinse of the cloth. 

I rinsed the bowl and continued washing until all that was left was the matted mass of her hair. And for that, I needed a sink. Gathering up my shampoo and conditioner along with a comb and brush, I set them beside the kitchen sink before moving the woman’s limp, unconscious body to the counter there. 

With her head hanging over the sink, I wet her hair down and soaped it up. Rinsing the shampoo out, I gave her hair another wash and rinse. Then it was on to the conditioner. I worked the slick cream into her mats carefully, loosening them as much as I could. 

Using the comb and brush, I gently combed the rest of the mats loose, releasing even more dirt and leaves. One last wash and condition and I was wrapping her wet, clean hair in a towel. Dark purple streaks mixed with light, ash purple streaks, the woman had some very unique hair. All natural. 

Moving her back to the island, I laid her down on the blanket and braced my hands on the counter. My eyes tipped up to the silent man sitting on one of the plush, living room chairs. He was leaning forward over his knees, his long-fingered hands curled around the silver head of his cane.

Mister, the ringmaster and the owner of Antediluvian Extravaganza. The man was wearing his usual top hat over the long length of his white hair, his shadowed whiskey eyes watching my every move. 

My mouth stiffened and I gave him a nod. 

Rising to his feet, he set the cane aside and stepped forward. 

My fingers gripped down on the top of the counter, my eyes burning as I watched him work on her wounds. Stitches were applied, miracle cream was slathered over just about the whole of her body, gauze was taped over the worst ones. 

Minutes turned into over an hour before he stopped. His eyes moved to mine, and he handed me the cream, leaving the last heartbreaking part to me. Girdling myself, I took the cream from him and very gently coated her abused privates. My soul screamed at the abuse the poor woman had been put through and the fact that I was forced to touch her this way without her being awake, aware, just so I could help her heal. 

I hated this. 

But what I hated more was the flashes I continually received from her. Skin to skin touch was my weakness. As a warlock, a magic user, and a touch reader, when I touched someone else, skin to skin, I ended up getting flashes or visions of their past and future. 

Sometimes I even got flashes without touching anyone, precognition flashes. Which was how I found the woman. I felt her soul reaching out, receiving flashes of where she had been dumped. Following those flashes, I found her exactly where I had been shown. 

The second I touched her, I saw. 

I saw so much. 

A mishmash of past and present all mixed in one. I also received a vision of a little boy with straight black hair and a familiar pair of mismatched eyes. Complete heterochromia that consisted of one black iris and one white iris. 

My eyes. 

And yet, it wasn’t me. 

The child wasn’t me, his features so similar yet just different enough to tell me that this child was related to me. 

My child. 

And his mother...

My eyes moved to the woman’s swollen, bruised face, trying to see past the pain to the woman underneath, trying to compare what I was able to make out of her features to the differences I saw in the child. 

A child that heartbreakingly bore my eyes. Eyes that were jarring to a lot of people. Eyes that were a big reason why I was bullied so much as a child. It was bad. It was also why I grew my straight black hair out and let it hang over my face, hiding those very triggering eyes and the marks that went with them. 

“Thank you.” My hoarse voice rasped with emotion, my eyes burning with agony and anger. 

“Prophet.” Mister’s low, mesmerizing rasp had my eyes meeting his. 

“There was a number of them but the main one I saw had light brown hair and brown eyes. He was very erratic, trigger happy with this psychotic glee. He was the one in charge, the one who did the most damage.” I explained what I had caught of the men who had tortured the woman. “Dark, evil, and he enjoys it.” 

“Hmmm.” Mister hummed, a slight frown pulling at his lips. 

“Gemini. She’s mine.” I informed him. “Beyond that, I am still receiving and assessing.”

Mister nodded, repacking his medical bag and grabbing his cane. My gaze caught on the container of cream he left on the counter for me. Miracle cream. That’s what the others called it because it truly was a miracle. Not only did it carry pain relief and antibiotics, but it promoted fast healing. 

Depending on how often it was used, it could be really fast.

None of us knew what was in it that made it so special, nor did we know where Mister got the cream. Mister had
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