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	Seventh Realm 

	Rowan Palace….
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	“Nae father!, 
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	I cannae stay here anymair. I love me brother, but if I do, ye’ll be less one son. He continually blames me for what happened with his wife and it wilnae end here. 

	Sooner or later, one of us will end it, and you know this father,” Kailen spat.

	“But the human world son? You are to be king!,” Roí cried disbelievingly. 

	“Just for a while father, I wilnae be thar for the duration. However, I cannae take it here any longer. The whole idea of being king is a bit overwhelming right now.  Just the four father, and I promise I’ll return and do what is expected of me?,” Kailen begged as he ran his fingers through his hair, then looked at his grimacing father.

	“I cannae stop you son, but you must know the Numinous nor the Emerald Council will approve of this?” Roí cautioned.

	“I know father, but I also know you have authority, and most of them do what you suggest. Just for a while Dà, and then I promise I wilnae ever speak of it again,” Kailen pleaded, and the king inhaled deeply. Roí had already lost one son, and he had no desire to lose the  other. 

	He could see from the look in his son’s eyes if he didn’t, Kailen would not return to him at all. Roí could force him to stay, but what would be the point? Not to mention, Kailen would probably resent him. 

	“Fine, but you must promise just the four. I cannae keep the Numinous Council for anything mair Kailen. You know how they are,” Kailen smiled, then embraced his father laughing. “When are you to leave then son?,” the king asked, and Kailen exhaled noisily.

	“Tonight,” Kailen returned, and the King’s frown returned.

	“If it is what you feel you must do, I cannae be angry with you,” the king replied.

	“Thank you Dà, I knew you wud understand,” Kailen cried embracing his father once more, then ran from the room. The King exhaled once more shaking his head.

	“The young…so full of life and promise,” Roi exhaled deeply.
The months became years, and the King would watch his son through the grenadine nearly every day. He watched Kailen graduate from one of the human schools; go on to another, as well as his jaunts with love gained, and love lost. 

	The entire courts would watch Kailen’s escapades with both joy and laughter, and Roí realized everyday he missed his son more and more. When Kailen made police detective the entire courts cheered and congratulated the King. Kailen seemed more at home in the human world than his own, and this worried the King. Kailen’s time was nearing an end, and the King knew he would have a difficult time bringing Kailen back to his natural world. Roí groaned as he walked through the halls to the council room. As he entered, they were all there.

	“We see Kailen is doing well Roí,” Batavia replied as Roí walked into the Emerald council chambers, then sat down.

	“Yes, he is well,” Roí smiled.

	“Yet, he must know it is time to come home too?,” Hagan asked with a slight frown.

	“Yes, and he will do what he is told,” Roí stated with a grimace of his own.

	“And the marriage, Roí?,” Tippet countered.

	“He will marry as well. He knows what is to be expected of him,.” Roí countered.

	“Splendid, I have already spoken to Theramina, and she is most happy,” Batavia smiled.

	“I am not shure why you wud do that Batavia. I can do many things, but I wilnae force him to marry someone he dosnae wish to,” Roí returned as his scowl deepened.

	“Well, he has to marry someone, Roí, and you know this. It is decreed,” Laren sent back surprised.

	“This I know too Laren; he will come to me when the time is right,” Roí countered, and they nodded. Roí groaned to himself. Now, he just needed to convince his son that this was for the best.

	 


Chapter One 

	Studio City 

	California…
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	I stood… 

	[image: Image] waiting for the metro-rail looking around. Shit, I hated this crap. 

	I thought looking down the rail, and of  course, nothing was coming. 

	Here I was on what looked like this all-white hospital platform waiting for the entire world to see at 10:30 at night. It was as if I was just begging to be picked off by some sociopath. 

	My car was in the shop for the third time this month, and with the news reporting some freak was out bumping cars so women would pull over, then he’d commence to rape them wasn’t too comforting. I guess I could be grateful for small favors though, because as of right now I wasn’t driving. 

	I had taken my customary position at North Hollywood High School for the summer, and now I was thinking maybe it wasn’t such a good idea this year. My normal teaching position was as a British Literature professor, with my Ph.D. in both British and American literature; but I was on sabbatical. Yet, me not teaching was like me not breathing. 

	I lived to teach! 

	I decided to leave the platform and walk to the normal side of the street. Maybe if I called one of my besties Kaneda and begged him nicely, he’d take pity on me and come pick me up. I dialed his number, and of course, I got his voice mail. 

	Just my luck. 

	I called Troy next, but got her voice mail too. 

	This so sucks! 

	I continued to walk towards the Norm’s on the corner of Magnolia and Laurel Canyon, figuring I could take the Metro bus from there, then maybe I could at least get close enough to get a taxi. I am not made from money. 

	Man, it sucked not having a car at night. 

	I thought scowling. 

	As I passed a huge parking structure, the hairs on the back of my neck suddenly stood on end. I hated walking in L.A. at night. It reminded me of that song, “The Freaks Come Out at Nite”. Something caught my eye; I saw what appeared to be a silhouette running towards me, and suddenly it was on top of me. I elbowed him in the face and rolled to my side. We both got to our feet at the same time. He swung at me, and I took a fighting stance.

	All those years at Sense Yamagatti’s dojo was about to come in handy. 

	He swung at me for a second time, I side stepped him, then swept his feet out from under him. I jumped on top of him, then gulped as I saw two sets of eyes dilate, then returned to normal. Before I knew it, I punched him a couple of times, then realized he was out cold.  He must have hit his head harder than I had imagined in the fall, because he was suddenly limp. I felt hands grab at me, pulling me off the man and I turned ready to fight.

	“Woah, hold up a minute!,” the voice said, the laughter evident. I turned straight into what felt like steel. It seemed I would never reach his face, as my eyes continued to roam the length of his body. What I saw when I finally did, took the breath from me. Eyes so dark blue, they reminded me of the rolling midnight seas. The dark blue around the irises dilated and pinpointed on me.

	“Who are you?,” I asked trying to wiggle out of his arms.

	“Detective Ó Crinnilan, of the San Fernando Police Department,” he returned smiling but had yet to release me.

	“Oh,” Was all I said as I continued to stare into his eyes.

	My god, I could get lost in those eyes! 

	The feel of his hands on my arms drew my eyes to his hands, and they were strong, masculine hands.

	This was my downfall because I had a thing for a man’s hands. 

	My eyes returned to his face, and his eyes seem to draw me in even more. There was something about him, which seemed just a bit unnatural. Not in a scary evil way, but somewhat freaky. You know as if he knew what I was thinking at that moment, or he could look straight through me to the soul.

	“Ummm…Ó Crinnilan,” The voice seemed to break the spell, because he released me, and I took a step back. Wow, I thought to myself. 

	That was so fricken weird.

	“What do you want us to do with him detective?,” the officer asked and I looked at the man, the man gave me an evil looking smile as his eyes appeared to flash. My frown deepened as he did. 

	Was it just my imagination, or did his eyes dilate twice for a second time? 

	I shook my head. Maybe it was because we’d both hit the ground hard. 

	Maybe I had smacked my own head in the process.

	“Cuff him and put him in the squad car Reed.” The detective responded. “This way Mrs…?” The detective paused to look at me and I breathed out deeply.

	“It’s Miss…Miss Jones.” I sent back.

	“Hey, ain’t there a song named “Me and Mrs. Jones?” A tall older African American cop snickered, and I just rolled my eyes. It seemed only the old ones thought it was funny. The detective walked me over to the squad car, which seemed to somehow magically appear out of nowhere.

	“I need to take yer statement if yer up to it?” The detective asked, and as I looked up, I wondered just how tall he really was; so, I asked.

	“How tall are you?” I said, he looked puzzled for several moments, then smiled.

	“Six-four…give or take a half an inch. Why, my height bothers you?” He smiled, and I shook my head no.

	“Actually no, I love tall guys.” I replied before thinking, and his grin widened. I felt the blush creep over my face and frowned. There was something about him that just didn’t seem right to me. Not because he’d made me blush, which was amazing in and of itself, but because there was something I was missing here.

	“We just need to take yer statement and you can be on yer way Ms. Jones.” He said smiling and I nodded. 

	I spent the next 30 minutes explaining what I’d seen when the man nearly bull dozed me over. However, I didn’t mention that his eyes were first red, and dilated twice. In L.A., and I’m sure everywhere else, that spells crazy. They would have me on a seventy-two-hour psych watch before the night was out. 

	“Is there somewhere I can give you a lift to Ms. Jones ? I’m sure you know as well as I it isn’t safe for a female out here alone at night?” The detective offered.

	“I can take care of myself.” I snapped and he raised his hands once more. “But since you offered, and you’re a cop and all; I guess I could use a lift.” I said and he motioned me towards his unmarked car. I lived in studio city, so it wasn’t far. He helped me in, then I remembered my briefcase. “Oh, could you grab my briefcase on the ground please.” I asked and he nodded.

	“Sure thing.” He closed the door and went to retrieve it. When he returned to the car and got in, he handed me the case with a frown. “What the deevil have you got in that thing?” He laughed.

	“Just study notes, a couple of books, you know.” I sent back.

	“What is it that you teach Ms. Jones?” He asked. There was the smile again. He pulled out of the spot and we were rolling. He seemed to be concentrating hard on something.

	“I’m a professor of British studies, but I’m on sabbatical. I take a summer position at one of the local high schools. I’ve been doing it for the last three summers; it keeps me focused.” I returned.

	“Really? So, you teach stuff like Beo Wulf?” He countered taking his eyes off the road for a moment to look at me.

	“No, no, unfortunately I have an aversion for old English. I float from the Age of Faith, the Renaissance, and the 1900s. But I do have a Ph.D. in American Literature as well, with a master’s in history, and a Minor in Cultural Anthropology.” I replied. 

	Here it comes I thought. 

	Men always seemed intimidated by a smart woman. 

	“Damn! And so young. I’m intimidated. And here I thought my Ph.D. in Ancient text, and Anthropology was enough.” He winked, at my gasp.

	“You have a Ph.D. in Ancient Text and Anthropology? Then why the hell are you working for the police department?” I asked, not believing my ears.

	“Excuse me, Ms. Besom. Forgive me if I want to help fix the world by putting away the bad guys.” He countered for a second time.

	“Ms. What? I didn’t mean it like that.” I said, and he chuckled.

	“It means like a difficult woman. And yes, you did, but it’s cool. It’s the same with everybody. My pop was in catching the bad guys, so I guess I wanted to follow in his footsteps.” He shrugged then.

	“Your father was a cop?” I asked searching my bag for my granola. 

	Man, I was famished.

	“Sort of, he wus in a kind of law enforcement.” He said, not really answering the question.

	“Oh. Take McKinley to Kittredge and make a left.” I directed, he nodded, then did as I said without replying. When he pulled in front of my house, he turned off the engine.

	“So, Ms. Jones, ever been out with a detective?” He solicited, then gave me that boyish grin of his again as he leaned slightly over in his seat. 

	“Nope, and I don’t plan on it anytime real soon either.” I came back with as I got out the car.

	“Awe come on, give a guy a break.” He groaned and I laughed.

	“We’ll see, call me sometime on Thursday and I’ll let you know. Thank you.” I said walking up my graveled drive.

	“Nite Ms. Jones and expect my call.” He called after me, and I chuckled waving him off. 

	“Yeah, sure detective.” I laughed and unlocked my door. I waved as he pulled off. As I walked through the door, I instinctively reached for the mail. “Bill, bill, bill, oh, mom.” I ripped through the envelope and sat down on the sofa. 

	As usual, she was ranting about my dad and his fixing. Both my parents were from New York, but the difference was my mom was from Harlem, Spanish Harlem to be exact and my dad King’s. 

	Yep, you guessed it. 

	My mom’s Creole, the African American/French/ Spanish version, and my dad’s Jewish; so, it makes for a lot of entertainment at home. My dad had practically gotten himself disowned for marrying my mom, especially since it was the sixties. A biracial Black woman was the last thing his family expected when he said he was getting married. His dad threatened to disown him, but after my dad said he didn’t care, his parents relented somewhat. 

	My parents put up with a lot of racism, and no one thought they would ever stay together. 

	But thirty-three years of marriage, and they were still together. 

	And driving each other crazy too, I might add. 

	My dad thinks he’s Mr. Fixit man, and has ever since I could remember, and my mom just wants to strangle him every single time he touches anything; because in the end they wind up paying twice as much for whatever it was, he thought he could fix. My cousins and I had Bat and Bar Mitzvahs, slash First Communions; yeah, my mom’s catholic, and so is her brother who converted to Judaism in public, but were practicing Catholics at home; so, it makes me Jewish too. I never really thought about the fact that my dad was Jewish and my mom biracial, until I ventured out into the world. 

	I’d always just figured we were normal, whatever that is. 

	I grew up in New York City, but then after graduate school decided to go to California to teach. My parents nearly had a heart attack when I told them I’d been accepted to one L. A’s finest graduate programs, and my dad had almost forbidden me to go. Nevertheless, thanks to Uncle Jerry, he relented, and I’ve been here ever since. I try to at least call my mom once a week, but from the letter, I could see she was feinin for one of our long sessions. My grandma used to be a proclaimed witch down in New Orleans, which is where my mom’s family originated, but my Nana had gotten herself thrown out the family for it. She’d even said she was a priestess of ancient Medea’s, and I’d laughed so hard at that once I got older and found out whom Medea was.

	She was my girl though, even if she did seem a bit touched in the head sometimes. I would spend long summers on the Bayou with my cousins Kalanit and MaKayla, until I was about 12; when my mom found out Nana was teaching me, my cousins, and my best friend Troy the art of magic and spells. They weren’t really spells though, more like the arts of love, but nothing evil or sacrificial! My mom had gone ballistic and forbade me to visit my grandmother anymore. She even went so far as to called up Kal and Mak’s dad, and from that point on we were banned so to speak.

	Man, I hadn’t spoken to Kal or Mak since last year. 

	I really needed to call them.

	Anyway, it was one of the worst summers in our lives. After that, my mom would always make sure I was busy during the summers. I never knew what it was that caused the riff between my mom and her mother, but every time I asked about it, she would politely change the subject. My Uncle Jimmy would do the same to Kal and Mak.  

	I did miss Nana though, and still do. 

	I have one crazy Aunt on my mom’s side besides my Uncle Jimmy, who swears she’s friends with Elvis and he’s still alive. I knew she had a daughter, but we’d never met her, because since Aunt Essie was a bit touched, I believed the father took custody of her when she was like 3 years old or something. My dad’s family is a bit more formal. Now my Bubbe or grandmother has a way all things must be done. 

	Just imagine this kind of explanation to a five-year-old. I always liked my Nana’s house better. 

	Everything was always quiet, and my Bubbe was constantly in prayer. However, my Uncle Jerry was a blast! I could never understand how he’d gotten into that family. Uncle Jerry was a heathen you let her tell it, he smoked, drank, dated lose women, and gambled! I remember my Bubbe persistently telling him that he would burst hell wide open, but he would only snicker behind her back, and put his hand to his lips and tilt backwards to indicate that she was the one drinking. I would snicker as well, until she finally caught on and shooed me out of the room. 

	My family was full of characters, and you don’t even want to come to my house during holidays! Nevertheless, it’s all normal to me; or as normal as anyone could be. However, when I went off to college, I found people could sometimes be hateful and evil. Being of mixed blood could sometimes be hell, because you’re never sure just where you fit in; but my parents would tell me all the time its better now than it used to be. 

	I took after my mom’s family, because I’m darker skinned than both my cousins and I have green eyes. If you saw my cousin Mak, and she didn’t tell you she was triracial, you would imagine she was white, or Jewish only. I on the other hand am a deep bronze color, but I look exactly like my dad, even down to his green eyes. I always felt awkward growing up, but my parents loved each other and me so that’s all I ever knew.

	I never knew why my mother just didn’t call more. 

	She would then scold me and say no one writes anymore, unless it was blasted e-mails! My mother is a retired English teacher, and my dad a retired civil engineer. She practically lives for the classics, so the very notion of getting out the quill and ink is the thrill of her week. 

	I curled my legs under me to read, and Fluffy jumped into my lap. As I scratched her ears, I suddenly felt the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end, and I would swear there was buzzing. 

	I’d had this feeling once tonight, and it was creeping me the hell out! 

	Fluffy hissed, just as the doorbell rang. I placed her on the sofa and slowly got up. I grabbed an umbrella out of the basket and slowly crept to the door. As I peeked through the peephole, I was surprised to see detective Ó Crinnilan.

	“What the devil--” I began when he chuckled.

	“Hey.” He said with that grin as I opened the door.

	“I thought we said good night, detective.” I countered with a slight frown.

	“We did, but since I hold yer lecture notes I imagined I should bring them back.” He answered and continued to grin as my briefcase magically appeared before my eyes.

	“Oh.” Was all I could say. He handed me the case with a smile, then turned to go.

	“How about Friday?” He called over his shoulder.

	“What about Friday?” I asked leaning against the column on my front porch.

	“My date.” He said laughing.

	“Woah, I never said that I would go out with you.” I cried laughing now myself.

	“Even after I drove miles on end, just to bring back yer briefcase?” He sent back feigning outrage, and I laughed.

	“You so did not! Wise ass.” I said laughing for a second time. “S.F.V. PD is only about a half mile from here liar.” I said, and he shrugged.

	“It wus worth a try.” He replied.

	“Fine, I get off at six-pm pick me up at eight.” I exhaled dramatically.

	“Really?” He asked and the look on his face was comical. “And I didn’t even have to use my powers of persuasion.” He winked.

	“Good night, detective.” I replied walking to the door.

	“Eight, it is Ms. Jones.” He said with an even wider grin, waved and got into the car. I waved for the second time that night as he drove off. I closed the door and walked back to the sofa to finish reading my mom’s letter. The same as usual, I’d have to give her a call tomorrow. 

	She said my auntie Sadie wasn’t feeling well, so I knew I should probably call. Auntie Sadie was like 100, I think, and a blast. Having a Minor in History just wasn’t fun unless you talked to Auntie Sadie. She told you the real history, the stuff the books neglected to tell us. 

	My mom was such a character too though. 

	I thought shaking my head with a grin. I walked into the kitchen and fished out the leftovers from last night and warmed them up.

	“I know fluffy, we’re a sad pair.” I said scratching the cat’s ears, but she jumped down from the counter and turned her butt to me as if to say she wasn’t included in said pair. After feeding her, as well as myself, I walked into my bedroom, took off my blouse and headed for the bathroom. 

	I took a long hot shower, and the water felt wonderful on my achy bones. It was weird, but I felt somewhat tired. That was strange because I’m usually wide-awake at this time. I teach until 1pm every day, so it gives me a lot of leisure time compared to my normal work scheduled. I rolled over and looked at the clock yawning, it was only ten-thirty. 

	 


Wait…What…
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	I snuggled …
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	down into the comforter and was suddenly on a rolling hill of green. I smelled wildflowers, and the sweet smell of freshly cut grass. I looked out across the huge meadow and was stunned. 

	Where the hell was I? 

	I never had dreams like this, but it was beautiful to say the least. The sky was a bright brilliant blue, and the sun felt glorious on my skin. I could hear the soft sounds of music, so I looked around to see where it was coming from. I instantly saw someone walking towards me across the vast meadow and huffed up.

	It was the detective. However, he looked nothing like I remembered! 

	He was dressed in a green and black plaid kilt, but his chest was bare. Tanned strong muscles rippled as he walked, and I was shocked at how toned he was. He was also barefoot too!

	I guess a suit coat and a shirt could hide a lot. 

	I shook myself mentally. This could not be happening. I hated anything like harlequin romance, so why was I dreaming in full techno-color harlequin? As he approached me, I felt a strange buzzing feeling, and something just wasn’t right. I knew I hadn’t had a date in months, but damn to dream of this guy just hours after meeting him seemed a bit much. 

	It’s not as if I could say he wasn’t my type because he was beautiful, if a man could be that? The eyes were what caught my attention though. 

	As he continued to stride towards me, I noticed his hair was nearly to his waist, and the sun caused the blue-black highlights to reflect in its glare. This was very odd to me because he had a fo-hawk when we met. I groaned. 

	Damn! 

	I wasn’t even sure if I liked him yet. 

	He walked up to me then, but it wasn’t exactly walking, more like a strut, catlike and not at all like he was a cop. He stopped in front of me, smiled and reached out to take my hand. I looked up at him expecting him to say something, but he didn’t. When I still hadn’t moved, he gave me a dimpled smile and tugged on my hand making me follow him. I timidly took a step, and things seemed to swirl, as I stood shocked. We were instantly in what looked like a cavern, but there was lots of light.

	Not harsh electrical light, but the soft glow of candlelight, only there were no candles around. What appeared to be light moved about the cavern gliding, and dipping, which made me think it might be alive. He pulled me up the first few large rocks, then set my feet on solid ground. My quick intake of breath lodged itself in my throat as I looked around, because it was not what I was expecting. There was a spring, which flowed through the center of the grotto, and what looked to be every kind of flower known to man. 

	I immediately closed my eyes and breathed in the heavenly sent. As I opened them and looked closer, my eyes threatened to pop out because it looked as if those flowers had tiny faces, and tiny people rolling around in them. I unexpectedly got a whiff of something strange. I wrinkled my nose at the smell, and he finally spoke as if he’d read my mind.

	“Tis a heat spring; sulfur.” He said and tugged on my hand once more.

	I knew I wasn’t about to get in that water, not to mention I wasn’t dressed for it. 

	No sooner had I thought the words, then I looked down and saw I was dressed in a sarong and so was he. I had a swimsuit top on, and my breasts were nearly spilling out. I looked at him then, my eyes narrowing.

	Was this my dream or his? 

	He noticed the shock on my face and chuckled. I waded into the water, and found it was delicious. As I examined it closer, I saw small people swimming around in eggshells smiling up at me. I took a step back, nearly freaking out as one of them saluted me. 

	Oh, my, God! Were those pointy ears? 

	My eyes flew to his face, and he chuckled shrugging. He pulled me close as if he were about to kiss me when I placed my hands on his chest.

	“Woah big boy, we just met.” I cried and he laughed once more.

	“Actually, we havenae and the Goddess has given not only her permission, but her blessing as well.” He replied as he pulled me closer to him, and his grin got even wider.

	“The who?” I cried shocked even still.

	“The Goddess, the Consort, and all that is mon and womon.” He stated with a grin.

	“Okay that’s nice, but I don’t giva f….” He placed two fingers over my lips and shook his head no. 

	“Shush, they’ll hear you. We must do this.” He whispered next to my ear, and I noticed his brogue then. 

	The accent wasn’t this thick when we’d met, right? 

	I asked myself trying to remember. It was strange I even understood anything he was said. I knew if this wasn’t a dream, I’d have no clue what the fuck he was saying.

	“But what if I don’t want to do this?” I whispered in his ear now because I suddenly felt as if we were being watched. He caressed the side of my face, then traveled the length of my lips with his thumb looking down on me.

	“Am I that repulsive to you then, darlin?” He sent back softly, and I looked into those amazing eyes of his now.

	“Of course not, you know you’re hot.” I murmured back.

	“And you said, tis only a dream, right?” He asked giving me that lopsided grin again.

	“This feels like no dream I ever ha--” I began, but his lips stilled whatever else I was about to say. I felt the fire creep into my body, slowly working its way up my limbs, only to settle in the nether regions. I broke the kiss then. “That sooo did not feel dream like.” I whispered a little too breathless.

	“Just trust me.” He whispered. My eyes narrowed for a second time. “Relax, tis only a dream, you said. What harm ever comes from a dream?” He winked. That was the last lucid thought I had because he pulled me even closer to him and sat me on his lap. As an afterthought, I wondered in the back of my mind what he was sitting on, but his lips brushed the thought from me. He untied the sarong, and I realized I was naked underneath it, and the one he wore did not cover much to begin with, so it was as if he was already naked. 

	He kissed my throat, and I inhaled deeply. 

	I should not be doing this! My mind cried. 

	But this was just a dream, right? 

	I heard him chuckle. He brought my lips back to his causing my thoughts to cease once more. I wrapped my legs around his waist, and he lifted me by the hips, and a deep sigh left my lips. He rocked me forward, and everything I might have asked him about this strange dream and place left me; and all I could feel was him. He suddenly whispered my name, and it alarmed me. I’d never told him my first name. 

	Then this was a dream? My dream, right? 

	In a dream, he would know my name. My driver’s license didn’t say it, it was in Hebrew. I threw my head back, and noticed the soft lights dancing on the cavern walls. They dipped and swirled with each breath we took. The deeper the thrust, the more they dipped and danced. I was amazed at the light show.

	“What’s that?” I whispered against his lips.

	“The Goddess has given us her blessing.” He whispered back, drawing the skin in the curve of my neck into his mouth, and I moaned. “Now shush, let me love you.” He commanded.

	I gave up trying to speak, offering myself up to the feel of his lips, the way his body responded to mine, and the fact that he was making me feel things I’d never felt before in my entire adult life. He lifted me from him, and we were back in that meadow on a soft bed of flowers and grass. He drove his hips forward with such force, I cried out, but not from pain. His body took on a more urgent rhythm, and I lifted my hips just a bit. He raised my hips up even further, which gave him an edge. I moaned, digging my nails into his arms and shoulders. 

	It was delicious! 

	He moved his hips back, and I stilled beneath him. His shallow strokes sent a sensation into me that spilled from the lower regions to the tips of my toes, and I wondered if he’d hit the elusive spot as I cried out in pleasure. The sensations built immeasurably, and I knew I was only seconds away from the orgasm. 

	As the cry left my throat release came, and I would swear later I’d seen stars. As he kissed my throat, the twilight, which was now above him, made the stars around us luminous. He drew away from me and I looked up as he whispered my name, as his spine bowed, and he flung his head back; then collapsed on top of me.

	“Damn.” He panted into my hair. He rolled then taking me with him. He looked up at me, and I could see his eyes had darkened once more.

	“You have the strangest eyes.” I huffed trying to catch my breath, and he chuckled.

	“Because I’m Seelie.” He murmured with a smile as if I had a clue what he meant.

	“What does that mean?” I asked with a slight frown when he kissed the tip of my nose.

	“Later, now you must sleep now.” He said as he plucked one of the purple iris’s which grew next to us and placed it behind my ear. I gazed down on him for several moments and thought, what a beautiful face. You could tell this was a dream. 

	He was just too handsome for me. 

	I thought laughing bitterly to myself. 

	I was never this lucky! 

	“Sleep…” He said once more, and I jerked awake in my bed surprised. I looked around my room, but nothing was out of the ordinary. Fluffy lay at the end of the bed, and only spared me the slightest glance. The room was bathed in moonlight, and as I continued to look around the room, I saw the clock read one-thirty-am. 

	I’d only been asleep for three hours. 

	I ran my fingers through my hair, then sat motionless.

	It couldn’t be, right? 

	I thought scrambling out of the bed to turn on the light. I walked over to the mirror, and there behind my left ear was the purple iris. The breath I’d been holding seemed to choke me all at once, and I needed to sit down. I reached for the glass of water by the bedside table, and absently drank it. 

	It was just impossible. 

	No fricken way! It was just a dream. 

	It had to be. 

	The self-conscious can play tricks on the mind. Maybe I was truly attracted to detective O’ Crinnilan, so it just manifested whatever I was feeling already? Maybe I’d picked up the flower earlier and just didn’t remember it?

	Yeah right. 

	Like Iris’s just grow anywhere in Southern California? I wasn’t sure if they were even indigenous to California in the first place! 

	But the dream had felt so real. 

	I rose from the bed and walked back to the mirror. My lips looked as if they were swollen, and there were tiny flecks of grass in my hair. I also had a huge hicky with the slight indentation of his teeth in the curve of my neck. I suddenly got a flash back, which nearly buckled my knees. 

	He’d been magnificent! 

	Never in my life had a man touched me as he did! I walked back to the bed. 

	There had to be some reasonable explanation for all of this. 

	There had to be! 

	I would just sleep on it. My thoughts always seem to re-group themselves in the morning. I got back into the bed and pulled my comforter up to my chin, then snuggled into the pillows once more. However, this time I smelled the scent of him. It hit me so strong; I got another flash back of him. I jumped up panicked. 

	What the hell was going on?

	I must be losing my fricken mind.

	“I’m losing my mind Fluffy!”  I moaned and she looked at me as if to say, that’s your problem, closed her eyes and went back to sleep. I walked to the linen closet, drew out a fresh pillow, blanket, then headed for the sofa. I sat down, then curled my legs under me and laid my head down on the pillow. 

	Yes, this was much better. 

	Something strange was going on in that room, and I’d be damned if I were going back until I found out what it was. I remembered when I was younger, I use to see my dead grandma, and we’d play together. However, when I’d told my parents they just said I was imagining it. I remember my cousin Kal teasing me for an entire month about it. Therefore, when I saw my grand again at fifteen, twenty-six, and thirty-two.

	I just kept it to myself. 

	I closed my eyes and hugged the pillow. That was more like it, just fabric softener, and fabric softener only. I smiled as I drifted off to sleep.

	 


Chapter Two

	[image: Image]

	The next…

	[image: Image] morning I jack-knifed awake to the sound of Am talk radio. I hated that shit; I thought as I slammed the off button down. It was only ever on when Jeremy had been around. 

	Jeremy! 

	The word asshole frequently comes to mind every time I think of him. Jeremy was my live-in boyfriend for over three years, until one day he just waltzed in and said he was leaving me, because he wasn’t getting what he needed out of this relationship. 

	Whatever the fuck that meant? 

	I saw him a week later at Tami’s Tea House with a blond. I guess he found what he really needed. They ignored me, and I was grateful because I ignored them right back. It had been at least six months since I’d been on a date, and I was just fine with that. Men only seemed to complicate my life. And as of right now my life was complication free, and I wanted it to stay that way. 

	Not to mention after three years with Jeremy’s narcissistic ass, I was due for a break. I walked into the kitchen and flipped on the teapot, them backtracked. I decided then and there to take a sick day as I walked back into my bedroom. I hadn’t taken one of those in years, so I was due one of those too. I just felt like I needed it today as strange as it may seem to me. 

	Twenty-minutes later I had made the appropriate phone calls, looked at the bright green letters on the clock which read six-thirty-am, then snuggled back under the blankets. Mmmm, I thought as I snuggled deeper. Before my eyes even closed good, I heard music once more, and as I looked up to find that I was sitting at a long banquet table, I struggled for breath. I gawped around, then noticed that the room was filled with laughing, smiling people. It reminded me of the English courts of the seventeenth century! 

	Where the hell was I?

	“She is beautiful just as Kailen said, but I would not have expected it.” The smiling woman at the head of the table said.

	“What do humans know of true beauty? She will never be one of us, no matter how much Kailen wishes it.” The young woman at the far end of the table spat with such contempt, I knew instantly she did not like me. 

	Screw you too trick! 

	I thought. 

	Where the hell was I anyway? 

	As I continued to glare around, I saw detective O’ Crinnilan glide into the room. He walked to where I sat and bent to give me a kiss full on the lips.

	“What the fu--” He placed those same two fingers to my lips once more to still what I was about to say.

	“Shall we just say, “I told you so.” He smiled.

	“What the hell does that mean?” I hissed back, and his grin grew wider.

	“I told you the Goddess chose you for me, so thar isnae much we can do about it. Tis the way it works love. They’re all here to celebrate my choosing of my princess elect.” He smiled.

	“I have no clue what you’re talking about. This is a friggen dream! A dream damn it!” I spat.

	“You still imagine it so love, even after last night? What of the iris? Do you believe that at least?” He grinned even wider, one brow rising.

	“You can’t seriously think I believe any of this do you?” I asked looking up at him, and he raised both brows now.

	“And the love bite that I left on yer neck, what wus that? Wus it part of the dream as well?” He replied with a grin, and I blushed to my roots. I looked around to see the men closest to me gave me a sly grin. The blonde next to me seemed to lean in just a little bit closer after the detective’s words. “How about the ones I left between those beautiful--” I slapped my hand over his mouth, and he laughed behind my hand as several of the men next to us drew in even closer now.

	“Shut… up.” I whispered back hotly. “I don’t know what the hell is going on, but I’m waking up now!” I yelled and was back in my bedroom. 

	What the hell was happening to me? 
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