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Chapter One
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Delbee sank into a chair at the window. She wanted to take a walk, just get out of the house, but that wasn’t allowed. She would be more than happy to run an errand for Odval but her eej, her mother, would never allow it. Delbee would know if anyone were planning to harm her. Eej refused to believe she could do that and became angry if reminded, so she’d learned to hide it. When she did use her gifts, it only enraged her mother. They weren’t exactly outcasts here but close enough. She looked too Western to go out alone and Odval had the house to look after. There was also the fact she had to remain in hiding from Terta Devi. That was a constant in her life stressed by her father, Isas, while he was alive.

She’d gotten her abilities from him. That was obvious since her mother refused to believe they even existed.

Delbee had finished her lessons for the day, even the secret ones. Eej didn’t know she was studying English now as well. There was no one to practice on, so her pronunciations were no doubt terrible, but it was something to do. At least she could read it fairly well, as long as Eej didn’t find out and destroy her books. It had happened before with other subjects she didn’t approve.

She’d suffered through the deluge of thoughts of her fellow students, now all younger than her. She understood why she was still at the school, for her protection, but the reality of it was maddening. Of course, all her classmates thought about boys and going out in the city. Neither were on the horizon for her. How long before she exploded depended on her mood at the time but was growing shorter each day.

Someday Delbee would get out of this city, this country. Her father might be gone but he had left them with financial security at least. And Eej wasn’t aware of the money he had left her in secret. Yes, someday she would escape. It didn’t matter to where, just away was good enough for her.

Isas, her father, had set them up in this house, provided for them in an attempt to keep them safe from his enemy, Terta Devi. She understood it was hard to keep someone like herself hidden. She looked too much like her father, Western in appearance, taller than her contemporaries. She couldn’t call them friends as she never spent time with them other than in class. It was risky staying in the same city as Terta, but so far Isas had been right. Hiding her in plain sight so close to their enemy, would never be suspected. Terta knew nothing of her existence and her father wanted to keep it that way.

With her father gone, Eej had cracked down. Delbee attended the private school Isas had arranged for her and returned home. That was the extent of her interactions. She would no doubt have lived at the school if that had been deemed safe. The fear of Terta Devi might be justified, but Delbee had no idea what was behind the feud that had killed Isas and relegated them to near total isolation. She wasn’t completely sure Eej knew. Quick delves into her mother’s mind had elicited only old orders that Eej still obeyed. In any case, she would never enlighten her daughter.

Delbee looked out the window again, seeing the wall that surrounded their home rather than any landscape.

****
[image: ]


Thomas Frank rose from his seat in first class and stretched. It had been a long flight and he hadn’t been at the controls this time. Not his preference, but necessary in this case. This was his first time back in the field since his injuries. He felt completely healed from the attempt by Terta Devi to kill him. Still a twenty-plus hour flight never felt pleasant. Not to mention he didn’t want the hassle of taking a plane through the security and customs necessary. The important thing was, he was still alive and able to serve his sovereign.

He hadn’t been in Mongolia in years. From what he could see out the window, there had been modernization, for which he was grateful. He’d spent time in China, especially Hong Kong, after transportation became available and reliable, but this was more important than any business deal. He had a job to do, one of the most important in centuries. If others of their kind had been sent here—and that much had been proven—he had to find out everything he could about them. This seemed to be the place to start.

He’d flown into Buyant-Ukhaa International Airport, still the only international airport in Mongolia. Now he had to get into the city of Buyant itself. He had an address for the offices of Alcorn Industries, the company Terta owned and used as a cover. Terta Devi was deceased but Thomas was certain no one here was aware of that fact yet. He didn’t know of a way they could be, but he needed to confirm that. He had personally been the one to drive the ceremonial knife into Devi’s heart before he collapsed from his own wounds. His king, Victor Frank, had been the one to behead the man.

Thomas applauded Victor’s actions. If Thomas had still been able to stand, he would have done it himself, though Victor deserved that honor.

It felt strange not to be at Victor’s side, acting as bodyguard, but this search was probably the most important assignment he’d taken on. Everything had been turned upside down with the discovery of Amy, now Victor’s wife.

She was one of them but born here on Earth.

In all the centuries Thomas and his small group had lived here, they had been unable to reproduce with humans. They might appear to be human, but they had assumed that was only a façade.

Until Amy.

Now it was Thomas’s task to trace her origins, hence the trip to Mongolia. They didn’t have much to go on, but this was the place to start.

With his luggage in hand, he hailed a cab and headed for the Best Western Premier Tuushin Hotel. He hadn’t spoken Mongolian in years but had brushed up before leaving home. He wasn’t going to count on finding many English speakers around here.

Once he settled his things in the room, he checked his GPS for the location of the Alcorn office. Not that far, but he’d take a cab. He stood out in this city, both his height and his western appearance. Nothing he could do about either one, so caution was the best move.
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A small bell rang from over the door as he entered the shop. The place didn’t look especially prosperous and no one was in sight. Of course, since it was an import business that could mean little walk-in traffic. The few decorations he saw on the shelves were dusty and not even as old as he was. An elderly woman stepped into the main room from the back, spotted him and bowed slightly, then ducked back out of sight. A disgruntled man, younger than the elderly woman but still old, stepped out and nodded to him.

“Good afternoon, sir,” Thomas spoke and the man seemed startled that he could understand him. He could feel the man reassessing him as he came to the counter.

“Good afternoon. How may I help you?” he asked.

Thomas laid a business card on the counter. “May I speak to Terta Devi?”

The man’s eyes narrowed slightly. “I’m sorry, he’s away.”

“Away? When do you expect him back?”

“He’s on an extended buying trip. It will be some time.”

Thomas nodded. He lightly scanned the man’s mind. He didn’t know Devi was dead, or anything about his heritage. That was to Thomas’s advantage. “Is there anyone else I could speak to about a possible business transaction? Is Isas in town?”

That was a calculated risk. No research had been able to turn up a surname for Isas. The man behind the counter reacted, then caught himself. He knew Isas was dead. Could Thomas get the names of any of the others from him?

“Isas Devi is deceased. I’m sorry to bring you that news.”

Devi? They’d used the same last name? Was that true of all six of the assassins they had uncovered? It made sense, Mongolians used the father’s name rather than a surname and Tetra and Isas’s fathers were far away. And since they weren’t any more Mongolian in appearance than Thomas was, it would set them apart even more.

Of the group of assassins sent to Earth to murder Victor, Thomas had only met Terta in person. He had definitely been western in appearance. The others from their home world would have as well.

“I’m sorry to hear that. When did he die?”

“It has been over two years.”

Thomas shook his head, feigning sorrow. This man knew nothing about his employer or his associates that would help him. Now what? He’d reached another dead end. He needed to contact Mitchell, Victor’s attorney and one of the group that had accompanied Victor these centuries, to see if he had any insights.

Thomas waited for a moment. No, this man was not going to give him any more information willingly. He’d be back, but this was going to take longer than he wanted. At least he now had a surname for Isas.

Finally, he bowed to the man, who still hadn’t given him a name or even thought it so Thomas could pick it up from his mind, and he turned toward the door. The man immediately slipped back into the other room.

The older woman returned from a different direction but didn’t speak. He bowed to her as well and to his surprise she held out her hand as though to shake his. He took it, giving it a light shake and took the slip of paper she had hidden in her hand. He kept his face bland in case the other man was watching. The old woman was completely silent.

Well, it looked like someone was helping him.

He left the shop and walked two blocks before he stopped and looked at the paper. It was an address, no name. Interesting. Her mind had been blank, not shielded, but she must have known something about Terta to be able to achieve that.

He fed the address into his GPS. He didn’t know the city at all, so he summoned another cab.

The ride was longer than he’d expected and to a prosperous, residential part of the city. The house he stood before was one of the largest, with a decorative wall surrounding it. Now what?

He hated having so little information but he’d rely on his abilities for now.

He approached the door and knocked after dismissing the cab. An older woman opened it and bowed to him. Apparently, a westerner wasn’t as odd here. She seemed nervous but not afraid.

He bowed and a slight smile appeared on her face for an instant before it disappeared. “May I help you?”

“Is this the Devi home?” He spoke Mongolian.

That startled her but after a moment she nodded, glancing inside as though to ensure no one had seen her gesture.

Terta or Isas? He wasn’t really in a position to ask that and this woman was a servant. He looked up as another woman, a young one, joined them in the foyer.

She stopped him in his tracks.

This was who he’d come to find, though they had all been unaware of her existence until this very instant. The sight of her caused his breath to catch. She was Amy’s sister, well half-sister. She had to be. And she was just as beautiful. There was more Asian in her face than Amy’s, but he understood now how Terta had recognized Amy.

Amy’s red hair had been replaced with dark black and the eyes were slightly different. This young woman was taller, thinner, and younger, but there was no mistaking the relationship.

He bowed to her and the older woman stepped in front of him, shielding her from his gaze.

“Forgive me. My name is Thomas Frank. Is Mr. Devi home?”

The older woman glanced at Delbee as she stepped forward but didn’t stop her. “My father is deceased.”

Isas’s home then. That made sense. If Terta had known of this woman, why had he looked for Amy?

“My sympathies for your loss.”

Another older woman, dressed in much finer clothing, hurried into the foyer then and also stepped in front of the young woman. The mother? Damn, he needed names.

“Am I addressing Isas’s wife?”

She drew herself up. “I was his consort, Geriel. What is it that you want?”

“I wished to set up a business arrangement with Terta Devi, but I understand he is on an extended trip. Is there someone else I could speak with?”

At the name Terta, all three women went on alert. They knew him then or at least of him and didn’t much like him.

“How did you get this address?” Fear was the predominant emotion from the mother of the woman he needed to know.

“I’m sorry, I don’t know her name. Terta is out of the country.”

The three women exchanged a look but the fear didn’t really lessen.

“There is no one else. I am sorry we cannot assist you.” At a look, the servant began trying to move him toward the door.

“Wait,” the younger woman spoke. “We should—”

“Silence. Go to your room.” There was no wiggle room in that order. The young woman bowed and left the foyer. It took all his strength not to follow her.

Instead, he stepped back and bowed. “My apologies for disturbing you.” He turned then and moved back to the street.

Once at the street, with the door firmly closed on him, he looked back. The young woman was at an upstairs window watching him.

Would she be able to pick up his thoughts. She had a shield, unlike the other two women in the house. Hell, he didn’t even know her name.

Then a thought, not his own, appeared in his mind, Buyant-Ukhaa Secondary School. He nodded and walked away.

Was she trying to reach him? He was going to act on it in any case. He needed to find the school. He’d be there the next morning.

After summoning another cab, he’d return to the hotel to think about what he had learned. Amy had a half-sister. Isas had to be the father of them both. Not someone that Sophia would ever pick up with a DNA trace, not from this tiny corner of the world. He needed to contact Mitchell but wouldn’t bother Victor and Amy while they were on their trip. He would know more by the time they returned. He had a lot of work to do.
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Chapter Two
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As Delbee watched, the man had nodded and walked away. Had he received her thought? No one could do that. Why had she even tried? She’d learned to hide it after Eej had become hysterical about it. Delbee couldn’t help it, the ability was part of her. Only her father had accepted it and even he had warned her to keep it a secret.

She shouldn’t have reached out to this stranger but there was something about him that drew her. Not just his appearance which was beyond anything she had known, and so much more attractive than anyone else she had ever met. More sophisticated looking, but he looked like the men who protected people in the magazines she’d seen, He was tall, taller even than her father had been, and his shoulders were broad. His hair wasn’t as dark as hers and looked like it might curl if it were longer. He was the most handsome man she’d ever seen. He was an adult, not a boy, but not that much older than her nineteen. Maybe in his early twenties?

Would he come to the school? She could only wait and hope.

The next morning their man, Altan, drove her to school as usual. Eej forbade her to use public transport or walk. No, they had to stay out of the public eye. Terta was the threat that always hung over them.

Watching closely, she spotted the man from the day before in a park close to the school. He was dressed in native clothing, not the suit he wore yesterday but he was still easy for her to spot. The size of him if nothing else. Now she needed to figure out a way to leave school.

She waved goodbye to Altan and headed inside. Hadn’t she heard about a couple of the girls coming down with a cough? Maybe she could use that. Scanning some of the students, she decided on the symptoms she could fake. She approached her teacher and bowed. “My apologies. I came to school because I didn’t want to miss class, but I’m not feeling well.”

The teacher nodded. “Several of the girls have taken ill. You should return home. Has your ride left?”

“He has, but I will call him. He shouldn’t take long to return. I’ll sit outside so I don’t infect anyone else.”

The teacher nodded. “I will watch from the window.”

“Thank you.” Delbee pulled out her phone and pretended to make the call. Not everyone had such a device and wouldn’t know that she had faked the call. Listening to her teacher’s mind, she waited until the woman was distracted and slipped away. She would think that Altan had returned.

Delbee headed for the park, but the man met her closer to the school.

He didn’t move too close and bowed politely. “May we talk?”

She nodded and, keeping her distance, followed him back to a secluded area in the park. Most people were at work or school by now and the park seemed to be deserted. She would know if anyone approached or watched them.
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Thomas looked at the young woman before him. She was brave to do this. She was certainly an innocent but her shields were strong.

“Thank you for giving me the information to meet you,” he said.

She looked at him and quickly away. The desire to stare into her eyes was brutally suppressed. He needed to make sure he didn’t scare her, but he needed information.

“How did you know I would receive your message?”

Her shoulder’s hunched slightly and he winced. She still hadn’t spoken.

“I apologize,” he said, “I don’t mean to frighten you. Isas was your father, wasn’t he?”

She met his eyes then. “Yes.”

Her voice was soft and low, and he leaned in a little to hear her. Not to smell the juniper of her perfume. That was a scent he’d found prevalent here, but it was different on her, lighter, which suited her. Even though she was a native, her appearance was very different from the other women he had observed since arriving. She was taller and...willowy, like her half-sister. And like her, she was surpassingly lovely. He shook his head and returned to the present.

“Do you have a picture of your father?”

She blinked, then took out her phone. She scrolled through it for a moment, then turned it so that he could see the picture of her with her father from several years ago. Yes, this man was Amy’s father as well. Of course, Terta had recognized her. There were two other men in the picture, neither native Mongolian.

“What can you tell me about him?”

She shrugged. “He is gone.”

“I know. I’m sorry, but I need to know everything you can tell me about him.”

“Why?”

Yeah, he hadn’t thought about that. She wasn’t something he’d expected to find. Mitchell should have come for this part. It didn’t require muscle, only cunning.

“I believe he and I came from the same homeland. I would’ve liked to know what he remembered about our birthplace. Did he ever talk to you about where he came from?”

She shook her head. “He came to Buyant as a young man, he never told me about anywhere before that. He... he didn’t want to talk about it.”
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Delbee found herself trying not to look at this man, Thomas, he had said when he’d come to her home. Something about him drew her, which was odd. She’d never been attracted to anyone, not that she saw that many people and never a boy. This was no boy sitting across from her now. He was a man and Eej would kill her if she found out. For some reason that didn’t bother her as much as usual.

“Why are you interested in my father? You only want some memories of your home?” Thoughts of his home had always seemed to depress Isas, and he had avoided any conversation regarding it, even with her.

“Not exactly, I wanted more than that. I saw your reaction to the name Terta yesterday.”

She looked away then and scanned the park.

“You know him,” she said. “Do you work for him? Is that why you were looking for me, to turn me over to him?”

“No. Please believe me. I do not work for Terta Devi. He attempted to cause harm to my employer, and I wanted to know more about him.”

“He attempts to cause harm to everyone according to Isas. He killed my father. Isas believed he killed his friends as well.”

“His friends?”

“Isas had two good friends. The men in the picture. They were both killed a few years ago. I only met them once, when the picture was taken. There was no proof, but Terta killed them as he did my father. He is an evil man.”

“Yes, I believe you. Would you share that picture with me?”

“I... Yes.” She forwarded the picture to his phone. Now she had his number, but he also had hers. “My father kept us hidden from him, here under his nose. I had heard he was away. That is the only time my eej and I feel a little safe.” She felt for Thomas’s mind then, but his shield was as formidable as her father’s and she was unable to read it as she did others. They were alike, maybe not in appearance, the man before her was much larger and...more dangerous, but she felt no fear of him.

Odd, she’d never been this close to a man before without her father beside her. Oh, there was Altan, but he was married to Odval and old. This man was different.

“Do you know why Isas kept you hidden?”

She shook her head. “He never said, but he was unyielding about it. It was his strictest rule. I always thought he was hiding me more than my eej.”

“I believe you are correct. I know this is improper and I do not wish to get you into trouble, but my employer would be very interested in meeting you, talking with you.”

“I am unimportant.”

“Not to me, and not to my employer. In fact, finding you has made my trip worthwhile.”

She could feel the heat in her cheeks at that statement. She knew he hadn’t meant anything personal, but she couldn’t help but be a little flattered. For a man such as him to take an interest in her at all felt incredible. Fantasies she hadn’t realized she had were flourishing. She shoved them to the back of her mind.

“What did your father say about hiding you? The reason, I mean.”

“He never told me, just that Terta must never know of us. Then Terta killed him. I don’t know if he had proof that Terta had killed his friends, but I know he believed it.”

“He did kill them. I know this with or without proof. Your father was right to keep you hidden from him.”

“Would he hurt me or Eej?”

“You don’t have to worry about that now. Please, just tell me what you remember about your father.”

They spoke until lunch time. She would have liked to have the meal with him, but someone would see and it was inappropriate. Instead, she allowed him to place her in a cab and send her home. She could use the same excuse as with the school when asked why she was home early.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three
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Thomas knocked on the door of the large house once again. Delbee had been taken to school by the man who lived here, so he would have privacy with her mother. He had learned a lot from her yesterday but there were limits to her knowledge. Hopefully her mother would know more, if she would talk to him.

There was no way he could spend time alone with Delbee again. It could ruin her reputation and... he wanted to see her again too much. She was a child. He didn’t know her age and hadn’t asked, but she was still in school, a secondary school, like high school maybe. Well before the time she would stop aging, if that happened.

Did that make him a pedophile?

She had picked up that she was kept better hidden than her mother. She was perceptive and intelligent. Yes, he wanted to get to know her. Bad idea.

The older woman—Delbee had said she was the housekeeper—answered the door. He bowed. “Is the lady of house in?”

He needed a name for her. Calling her by her first name, Geriel, might be insulting. Had Isas married her? She’d used the word consort rather than wife. Would sharing a name with Terta set her off? He needed a good long conversation with her.

The woman glared at him but finally stepped back allowing him inside. The house wasn’t to his taste but it was definitely one of the finer
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