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Glossary




Adapa (a-dap-a) father to Raiden, Zamush, Michel, Pete, AND Ben. Hero in The Day Behind Tomorrow. 

Akurn (ack-urn) rogue planet in an elliptical orbit around the sun every 3600 years.

Alaingar (al-lain-gar) Akurn Warlord (The Shapeshifter).

Amata Lamont (aka Amata-Aya (a-mat-a eye-a) Jelena’s Akurn foster mother (The Psychic)

Anbu (an-boo) Captain of Murduk’s guard

Apilkin (ape-il-kin) “The Rapid Flower” an internal Akurn weapon that will turn a person’s insides to dust when activated (The
Psychic).

Arammu (are-moo) “love”

Azadi (Ah-za-dee) Hidden city under the moon’s surface

Bahadur (bah-a-door) Akurn guard (The Shapeshifter)

Ben Duncan: Hero of Alien Legacy: The Empath. Birth name: Ibru-Um (eye-bru uhm)

Commander Kud (cud) Loyal follower of sub-Prince Murduk. Commander of Far Deep Base. 

Damkina (dam-kee-na) Akurn nobility – undercover spy
for sub-Prince Murduk

Damuzi (dam-oo-zee) Co-ruler of Azadi

DD-CrowT (dee-dee crow t) Michael’s private droid (The Psychic)

Dhasa (Dah-ash-a) “asshole”

Eengurra (Ee-gu-ra) Capital city of Akurn

Edinni (in-din-ee) Co-ruler of Azadi

Ennugi (in-you-gee) Akurn Warlord (The Shapeshifter)

Ereshkigal (eres-ki-gal) Sumerian goddess of the dead or underworld.

Goraxag (gore-axe-ag) Semi-sentient creature used by the Akurns to track prey (The Shapeshifter)

Inanna Azneas (ah-za-nas), Princess of Akurn – mother to Raiden, Zamush, Michael, Pete, and Ben. Heroine in The Day Behind Tomorrow

I’lati (eye-la-tee) “Goddess”. 

Jazmi-Tiamat (tia-maat) “Maiden of Life” Heroine of Alien Legacy: The Mage

Jaragua (jar-a-goo-a) The world’s smallest lizard - a dwarf gecko.

Jelena Aqru (ack-ru) Heroine of Alien Legacy: The Vampire

Jena King McFarlane - Heroine of Alien Legacy: The Shapeshifter

Jordyn Lamont – Heroine of Alien Legacy: The Psychic

Julienne King – Heroine of Alien Legacy: The Empath

Kahu (kah-oo) prison/holding cell/interrogation room 

Katr (kat-are) Akurn mouth gag – expands to cover the mouth 

Katsuki (kat-soo-kee) Native to the planet Narkata. (The Psychic)

Khoshgel (kosh-gel) Akurn endearment. Means “beautiful”.

King Du-Uru (doo-are-you) King of Akurn, father to Princess Inanna and sub-Prince Murduk

La’um (lay-um) Akurn guard for Naram-Sin

Lukurra (luke-you-ra) Ancient Akurn word for enemy.

Maathes (math-ee-ss)/Bubbas – Demigod/son of Egyptian goddess Basetet (The Shapeshifter/Psychic)

Mattaki-bunu (mat-ta-kee bun-you) An Akurn warlord killed by Murduk 

Meskim xul (mesh-kim zool) Akurn curse for evil fiend.

Michael Johnson – Birth name Sandu Etlu (san-dooet-loo) Hero of Alien Legacy: The Psychic

Nabalkuta (naa-bal-koo-ta) Official process to overturn the Akurn monarchy.

Namatar (nam-a-tar) “Lady of the Great Akurn” – The goddess of death and birth. Rules the underworld.

Naram-Sin (nar-am sin) Akurn scientist on Far Deep Base (The Psychic)

Ngish (n-gish) “penis”

Ninmah (nen-mah) Early goddess of Akurn in charge of pregnancy and birth

Nisba (nes-baa), High Priestess of Temple Namatar

Nungal (nun-gul) Murduk personal guard

Nutesh snare (nut-ish) Akurn slave collar

Pete Hayes: Birth name Ara-Riyad (a-ra ree-yad) Hero of Alien Legacy: The Shapeshifter.

Puzur-Assur (pu-zoor Ah-sir) Akurn Warlord. Damkina’s father.

Queen Asta (ah-stah) Akurn. Mother to Princess Inanna

Raiden (Ray-den) Birth name: Shuhadaki (shoo-haa-daa-koo) “Supreme strong bright weapon” Hero of Alien Legacy: The Mage 

Rappu (rap-oo) iridescent bridle/gag

Rearith, House of (ree-earth). Noble house of Warlord Alalngar from Akurn.

Sahu (saw-hoo) “pig”

Sub-Prince Murduk Utuk Xul (mur-duck u-tuck zool) Series villain

Sychar (sigh-char) Leader of WOTA (Warriors of the Abandoned). Akurn name Amil (a-meel) Shamash (shay-mush)

Tizqar (tis-qwar) Akurn guard for Naram-Sin (The Psychic)

Transkip (trans-skip) transporter device used with mirrors

Uruk (you-rick) sub-Prince Murduk’s personal guard

Wapiti (whap-eye-tee) An Akurn domesticated animal - usually used to swear “wapiti shit”

Was-scepter (was scepter) “power/dominion” scepter wielded by Maathas

Yetu (yet-oo) “shit”

Zamush (zaa-mush) Birth name: Nasaku-Kan (nas-a-koo kahn) Hero of Alien Legacy: The Vampire

Ziyatum (sigh-ya-tum) Akurn warlord

Zikia (zee-kee-a) The Akurn spaceship hidden in the mountains of the Himalayas. It was the vehicle that Inanna and Adapa used to
escape the great flood before their sons were born.  



















Chapter 1


~Jordyn~

Visible through the large bay window of the lab, an astronomical wall of water soared straight at Jordyn. Given its dizzying velocity, it would reach her within a matter of heartbeats. That enormous power would crush the building she was in when it impacted.  
“Hurry, Amata-Aya! Through here.” 
Amata-Aya? She wasn’t Amata… A familiar, yet not-familiar, man grabbed her upper arm and dragged her to the nearest Transkip. Hey, how did she know what that thing was called? The reflection in the transportation device changed before she saw her face clearly. In its place was the interior of the spaceship they were going to escape in. She somehow knew she and her workmates had been diligently filling it with lifesaving supplies for the last couple of days. With white knuckles, she gripped frozen, precious cargo. A tray full of small containers holding viable embryos lay snug in a large case that had to be protected at all costs.
“Wait!” She spied the duplicate of the case she held, perched forgotten on the counter, left behind. “There’s one more…”
“I’ll get it!” Ekur shouted above the riotous noise from the rushing water outside. “You go!” 
The man pushed her through the Transkip. She stumbled but caught her footing. She turned around just in time to see a solid wall of water wash her friend away. She screamed… 
A snap of darkness jerked Jordyn from one reality to the next. The spaghetti-filled fork had been halfway to her mouth when it slipped from her fingers. She ignored the splash of red sauce soaking the once-pristine napkin over her chest. What in the hell was that? She might as well have been in a movie theater watching a drama on the wide screen instead of sitting in the sun in Carson City, Nevada. What she witnessed felt real, but it wasn’t. Crap, the eerie snippets she was getting of other people’s lives were increasing. Okay, focus. The person she suspected of being in that vision sat right in front of her. Either that, or her imagination had gone bye-bye. 
“Who was Ekur?” She blurted it out before she thought about it. Great, Jordyn. Way to keep your weirdness to yourself. No way did her reclusive aunt save a stash of viable embryos, go through some kind of futuristic transportation device, and end up on a spaceship escaping a worldwide flood. 
Auntie’s teacup paused halfway to her lips. “I beg your pardon?”
Jordyn thinned her mouth. Well, in for a penny and all that. “Ekur. Did you know a guy who was as pale as you by the name of Ekur?” She whipped the napkin from her chest and dropped it on the tabletop. Glancing around the outdoor café, she made sure nobody overheard the loony crap she said next. “Was he killed in a massive flood?”
Amata put the teacup down and took off her large sunglasses to wipe a line of tears rolling down her model-worthy cheekbones. She stared at the cup. “How do you know about him?” She looked up, her gaze clear of tears. “Have you been experiencing unusual gifts lately?”
Gifts? Jordyn broke eye contact. The unwanted visions that bombarded her lately weren’t some kind of gift. “Maybe?” She hated to lie to Auntie, but she hadn’t wanted to confess the strange things happening to her lately. She’d been determined to figure this stuff out for herself. But the longer she waited, the less she understood. That’s why she’d begged her aunt to go to lunch with her today. She wanted to see if Auntie was open to questions before confessing anything. After all, her relative was the one who immersed herself in the strange paranormal world. Not her.
Amata’s full lips parted in a slight smile. “Did you have a vision? Is that why you sat there like a statue with your mouth open?”
See, no one but an otherworldly geek would even ask that question. “Yes?” Jordyn picked up her discarded fork and twirled the spaghetti around her plate. “So, did you know someone by that name?” With trembling fingers, she put the fork down and grabbed the glass holding her favorite diet cola loaded with ice. She took a long draw through the straw. The icy sweetness of the cold liquid relieved her parched throat. 
“Yes, dear. I did.” Amata squinted and put her sunglasses on, hiding her unusual turquoise eyes. She sipped her tea and said nothing else.
Dammit, she hated it when Auntie did that. She’d only give as much information as she thought she could get away with. “Auntie, can you tell me…”
“Listen here, Jordyn Asta Lamont.” Amata thrummed her fingers beside her untouched spinach salad. “I agreed to meet you in public because there is something important I have to tell you.” She leaned forward and clasped her hands together. “And I suspect what worries you ties in with what I have to say. So, you tell me what concerns you and then I’ll do my best to answer your questions.”
“I, ah… um,” God, admitting her experiences out loud would make them real. Jordyn cleared her throat and studied her cooling lunch. “About three weeks ago, I started having these really weird dreams.” She glanced away before the next confession. “Mostly about one man.” Her face heated as she recalled that man. Shoulder-length, deep-ginger hair that matched his full beard and mustache. Tall, muscular, and there was that depth to his chiseled chest she found hard to resist.
But it was his eyes that captivated her. A littler larger than normal, the orb oval instead of round. His irises were dual-colored around a dark egg-shaped pupil. A yellow sunburst spiked around the pupil and sliced into the surrounding depth of deep aquamarine. In her dreams, when their gazes locked, the emotion from him was intense. Like he absorbed who she was with his eyes.
“Is this man someone you know?” 
Jordyn licked her lips. “No. But ever since then, strange things happen around me. Watch.” She put her palm over the fork beside her plate, keeping a few inches above it, and moved her hand. The fork followed. Without her touching it. Pulling her hand back, she gripped the napkin on her lap. “I also think I’m hearing people’s random thoughts when they’re highly emotional. Thank God I can’t hear what they think all the time.” She shuddered. “I can’t imagine what that’d be like.”
“You’re saying you’ve gotten psychic abilities ever since you dreamed about a certain man. Is that right?”
Jordyn nodded.
“Anything unusual about this man? Something not normal?”
She jerked. How did Auntie know that? “Yes, as a matter of fact. His eyes are a little unreal.” Shoving the sense of betraying the handsome man aside, she went into detail about his exotic orbs. 
“Ah, I’m right. Things are happening a lot quicker than I expected.” Amata sighed and settled back in her chair. “I’m afraid I don’t have any choice. There’s not enough time to prepare you like I hoped there would be.”
This wasn’t the first time Jordyn wished her aunt didn’t cover her eyes with large sunglasses when they were outside. Even though it was a cloudy day, the woman kept her sunglasses firmly in place. She’d give anything to gaze into the unusual turquoise color to get a hint at what Amata meant by that cryptic statement. 
“What does that even mean, Auntie?” Jordyn cleared her throat and physically fiddled with the fork. 
“I know you think it’s only a bunch of tinfoil hat-wearing crazy people that believe the UFO theory. Especially the Ancient Alien theory about ETs visiting Earth in our distant past. But I assure you, that isn’t theory but reality.” 
Jordyn rolled her eyes. Oh Lordy, listening to her aunt’s favorite alien theory wasn’t something she wanted to get into right now. “Yeah, so you’ve told me my entire life. I don’t think that has anything to do with what’s happening to me now.” She plunged her fork into the spaghetti and twirled the pasta. She glanced at her aunt, who wasn’t eating. What if her relative was so far gone in her bizarre theories that she couldn’t separate them from reality? Not that looking at her would give anyone that impression. 
Amata took the overly large sunglasses off and squeezed the bridge of her nose with her eyes closed. With a twitch of her lips, she put the glasses back on and continued the story. “It does, but then again, it doesn’t. Let me summarize this for you the best I can. In the very distant past, a rogue planet called Akurn ended up trapped in our solar system after they accidentally exploded the planet between Mars and Jupiter. When they got caught in the ensuing blast, it threw them into an elliptical orbit around our sun that lasts 3600 years. Because they were a rogue planet, they maintained their own atmosphere by deriving energy from their molten core to create a shield around their planet. Unfortunately for them, the shield disintegrates after a certain period. It has to be replenished with precious minerals and gems. Since they’d stripped their own world, they resorted to raiding other planets to keep theirs livable.”
Jordyn clenched her jaw. Here she’d fretted about telling her aunt the unnatural things going on in her life, and Amata jumped in with her bizarre story. Since the woman was an Oscar-winning scriptwriter, it wouldn’t be surprising if she sold this crap to her producer friends in Hollywood. “What, they’re space pirates?”
Amata’s smooth brow furrowed. “Yes, but when they ended up stuck in our solar system, the only two viable planets around to loot were Mars or Earth. Mars, at that time, was a planet teeming with life, with the promise of a burgeoning sentient species. But the Akurns were greedy and steadily stripped it of its natural resources until it became the desolate wasteland it is today. That’s when they set their sights on Earth. Back then, this planet was in its prehistoric era, complete with dinosaurs and Homo erectus.
Against the wishes of the ruling monarchy of Akurn, some scientists spliced DNA from Akurns and mixed it with Homo erectus, creating a new species they called Adamou. The intention was to have these new creatures work as slaves in the dangerous gold mines. That way, the Akurns didn’t have to. But the scientists failed to realize the new species was extremely intelligent as well as powerful. Apparently Homo erectus carried the genetic material to create every psychic ability you can imagine—shapeshifting, telepathy, telekinesis, teleportation, etc. etc.“ Amata cleared her throat and took a sip of her steaming herbal tea. “Similar to the things you’re experiencing now.”
 Jordyn opened her mouth to interrupt, but Amata put up a hand. 
“Let me finish before you ask me anything.” She set the teacup on the table. “It wasn’t until the monarchy of Akurn discovered the illegal creation of the Adamou that they attacked the earth base with a worldwide flood.”
Amata didn’t have to take her sunglasses off for Jordyn to see the pain in her aunt’s pinched lips.
“Not only did Ekur die, but a lot of my other friends did as well. Instead of every living thing being destroyed, several Adamou escaped and scattered around the world. One of those ships carried the only true heir of the Akurn monarchy, Princess Inanna. With her gone, the ruling house fell into the hands of her sadistic half-brother, Sub Prince Murduk.”
Jordyn squirmed in her seat. Was her aunt trying to tell her she’d been around for the biblical flood? What the…?
“Since then—“ Amata sighed. ”—capturing the princess to force her to marry him has obsessed Murduk. See, the only way he can solidify his position of absolute ruler of Akurn is to do so as her husband. For the last 7000 years, Princess Inanna has successfully evaded Murduk and his single-minded attempts at capturing her. 
“But unknown to the princess, an Akurn scientist named Thoth recently created genetic alien hybrids as catalysts to attract her sons. When they believe the time is right, the Akurns plan to activate that genome. With those men incapacitated, the Akurns will grab them to use as hostages to force Inanna back to Akurn to marry Murduk.”
Holy fudge-rockets. Jordyn’s lips thinned. If she didn’t know any better, she’d swear Auntie was going over her latest project instead of helping figure out why her niece’s life was going sideways.
Amata took her sunglasses off and squinted at her with pursed lips.
Jordyn’s stomach dropped. Shit, what her aunt said next was going to be a doozy.
“I’m not surprised you’re experiencing these strange things, my dear, because you’re one of those alien hybrids created to capture the princess’s sons. Once the Akurns get their hands on you, they’ll activate that genome inside of you. The small psychic gifts you have now will more than double, and you’ll no longer be the person you are. You’ll end up an unwilling pawn in their game. I’d hoped we had more time before that happened, but I’m afraid Akurn is getting close enough to implement their invasion to take over Earth. It’s imperative we take precautions to make sure the Akurns can’t find you.”
Jordyn snorted. “Are you serious?” Her face heated at the hurt look on Amata’s face. “Okay, listen. If what you say is true, why did it take you over thirty years to tell me this? I get you wouldn’t want to say anything to me when I was a child, but come on! I haven’t been one of those in quite a while.” She stilled as another realization hit. “Are you saying the stories about my parents are all lies? Wasn’t my father your older brother? If not, then who are you?” Her fork and knife on the table quivered. She slapped her hand over them before the twitching utensils flew across the plaza. Damn, she’d better get a grip on her emotions before she accidentally hurt someone. 
Amata tugged an arm of her sunglasses with her head down. “Before I answer that, please understand something.” She looked up as she grabbed one of Jordyn’s icy hands in hers. “We may not be blood relations, but I’ve raised you since you were a toddler. I couldn’t love you more if you were my own child. Raising you has been the greatest joy of my life. Even though it put my life in danger, I’d do it all over again. I don’t regret taking you from the Akurn lab to hide you here on Earth. You’re precious to me, and I’d do everything in my power not to let anything happen to you.”
Unshed tears blinded Jordyn. With her hands clasped in her aunt’s, she read the sincerity firmly planted in Amata’s psyche. Everything she said rang true. 
“I love you too, Auntie.” She sniffled with a chuckle. “But you’ve got to admit, all this is hard to believe. So…” She squirmed. “Let me get this straight. You’re telling me I’m not human, but neither are you. Is that right? What are you? A hybrid like I am?”
Amata shook her head and squeezed her hands before letting go. “No, I’m afraid I am a full-blooded Akurn. I’m sure you’ve noticed I look slightly different from anyone else.”
Damn! She eyed her aunt. “Um, maybe, just a little.” Growing up, it was hard to explain how she was related to the platinum-haired, pale-skinned woman with aquamarine eyes. What was really weird, for the last couple of years, Amata hadn’t seemed to age. If Jordyn didn’t know any better, she’d swear the bright-haired woman was in her early to mid-twenties. Her porcelain skin had no blemishes, wrinkles, or sagging skin. She looked way too young to have a thirty-one-year-old niece she raised from a baby. Jordyn frowned. “Is that why you’re so young looking? Because you’re an alien?” 
Amata’s mouth curved into a knowing smile. “I may look young by Earth standards, but I assure you I am much older.” She shrugged. “Because I’m from Akurn, it ties my lifespan to the elliptical orbit of that planet around our sun. Which, like I said before, is around 3600 Earth years. By Akurn standards, I am forty-six years old.”
Jordyn gasped. No friggin’ way! “Are you telling me you’re over 100,000 years old?” Her napkin flew off the table as her plate rotated. She ignored the napkin lazily floating free and grasped the plate. She glanced around to make sure no one noticed. Thank God the other patrons in the outdoor cafe paid them little attention, absorbed with their own concerns. Amata’s serene smile told her she didn’t miss a thing. 
“My age was never an issue on Akurn. It’s been awkward, as my friends here have grown older while I haven’t.” She grasped the steaming mug of hot tea and gave it a frown. “But it doesn’t make any difference now.” Her jaw tightened as she regarded Jordyn. “My associates have contacted me to let me know the Akurn invasion has unofficially begun. I’m sure you’ve noticed there’s been a financial crisis escalating. They’ve also compromised the power grid, tapping into the human power plants.” She twirled a finger around to encompass the surrounding area. “I’m positive you’ve seen how the lights have flickered on and off over the past couple of days. Not to mention how sporadic our cell phone service has been.”
“Yeah, but who’d have thought it had anything to do with aliens. Humans are more than capable of creating their own mess.” Shit. She couldn’t believe she was buying her aunt’s tall tale. What a hot nightmare. 
Amata gave a quick, high-pitched laugh. “While I don’t know what the invasion timeline is, I think it’s best if you and I leave Earth as soon as possible. Don’t worry, I know a safe place where the Akurns will never find us.”
An icy pain squeezed through Jordyn’s core. “Leave Earth?” Even if that was possible, would that solve her problems? The image of her dream man made her catch her breath. 
“A long time ago, my friends and I founded a hidden city called Azadi under the lunar surface. That’s where we’ll go. The Akurns will never find you there.” 
Jordyn blinked. Lunar what? Was she talking about the moon?
Amata took Jordan’s hands again.
The image in her aunt’s sunglasses reflected her flushed face and pinched eyes.
“While the genome they created you with will incapacitate any of the princess’s sons, I fear it will affect you just as bad. I’m hoping the medical facilities on Azadi might reverse what they did to you.”
Jordyn pulled her hands back and crossed her arms. The phrase “alien experiments” flashed in her brain. “I can’t just get up and leave.” She bit the inside of her cheek. “A lot of people are counting on me for their livelihood.” The fork and knife next to her plate shook again. She closed her eyes and concentrated on taking a calm breath. The quivering utensils stopped. She rubbed her forehead. Fantastic. A searing headache would pop up any minute now.
Amata shook her head. “I’m not suggesting we go today. I think we have a couple of days to work things out. That will give us plenty of time to wrap things up before we leave.” She regarded Jordyn with a slight smile. “I have to say, you’re taking this a lot better than I thought you would.” She chuckled. “I can’t tell you how relieved I am. I don’t know what I’d have done if you fought me on this.”
Jordyn let her mind go blank. A male voice whispered in her mind, begging her to find him. Could she… should she, find her dream man first? Tension squeezed the back of her neck. She took a sip of the cola, now flat from the melted ice. She gave her aunt what she hoped was a reassuring smile. “Yeah, well, sometimes if you don’t take a leap of faith, life is just a bunch of Tuesdays thrown together.”

[image: image-placeholder]Damn, where was a cigarette when you needed one? Even though Jordyn quit smoking six months ago, after that conversation with her aunt, she might have to start again. Lost in thought, she left the cafe and walked next door to the small casino she was in charge of. Reaching into her purse, she pulled out a piece of gum that was supposed to replace the need for a cigarette. Chewing on the bitter-tasting stuff wasn’t as satisfying as puffing on a cancer stick. Not that she’d let that stop her from trying to break the nasty habit. After a couple of chews, she mused over that bizarre conversation with her aunt. Ha! It’d be great if being part alien meant she didn’t have to worry about dying from it so she could smoke to her heart’s content. Yeah, well, snapping her fingers so all her problems disappeared would be nice too. While she had a tendency to believe most of what her aunt said, wouldn’t Jordyn know if she wasn’t human? Right?
With a firm mental shake, she brought herself back to the here and now. Pushing on the glass circular entrance doors etched with the company logo, she entered the dimly lit casino floor. Her breath shuddered as secondhand smoke whirled around. She snorted. Maybe she was an idiot for even thinking about quitting smoking. She inhaled polluted air ten or twelve hours a day, no matter how hard the building’s air purifiers worked.
Several regulars greeted her as she passed them. She stopped now and then to hold light conversations with some of her favorites. When she walked by the floor employees, their faces lit up. She kept the warm, friendly smile plastered to her face as she roamed the room. She didn’t like that the atmosphere was thick with uncertainty. Employees and the customers looked to her for reassurance that business ran as usual. Folks came there to keep the recent financial crises looming over the country out of mind. The casino offered a fun diversion, and she’d do everything in her power to keep it that way.
It didn’t take long for her cheeks to burn from smiling so much. No use in putting it off. Time to head to the office and plow through the never-ending paperwork. A bright movement at the corner of her eye caught her attention. Thoughts of malice slammed into her, and she took a step back. Whoa, where in the hell did that come from? She shook her head and rubbed her temple. It took a couple of blinks to clear her vision. Vicious waves of masculine thoughts slammed into her. They contained images of pain and humiliation directed at her.
There, behind the large roulette wheel, were two odd-looking strangers. Damn, what if those guys were the menacing aliens Auntie told her about? Come to think of it, they looked a lot like Amata. Blinding-white hair, matching platinum bushy eyebrows over vivid turquoise eyes. Their skin was so pale, it was practically translucent. Talk about not blending in.
She snorted. People with skin that pale should never wear black. It made them stand out. The idiots were dressed in long tunics with billowing pants tucked into ankle-high black boots ending in a curlicue. As if they came straight out of the history books, from ancient Persia. While tourists from other countries visited their community from time to time, those folks were usually happy vacationers, full of smiles and taking part in what the casino offered. Not these guys. They stood with rigid postures and their creepy gazes glued to her.  
Jordyn grabbed the small radio unit stuck to her waistband and requested security to check them out. When guards surrounded the two men, she made her escape to the staircase leading to her office. She doubted it was a coincidence some guys with the same coloring as her aunt showed up here tonight. Amata said things were happening faster than she’d expected. 
Once in her office, Jordyn plopped onto her executive chair and clicked on the computer. Staring at the monitor with the company’s logo floating on the screen, she made a decision. While she could be overreacting, she doubted it. She had to tell Amata about those two guys. What she wouldn’t give to leave now, but tonight was the casino’s annual wine dinner. The event was planned a year in advance. Hell, even the governor and the casino owner would be there. No way would she dream of missing it. 
“Hey, boss?” Her radio crackled with the voice of her head of security, Bob. “There’s some kind of accident out front. Looks pretty bad. You want me to send some boys to check it out?”
“Yeah, make sure everyone’s okay and the police have been notified.”
Putting Bob out of her mind, she tapped a forefinger on the desk as she reviewed the conversation with her aunt. Tomorrow she’d head to Auntie’s house and start making plans with her. The gripping tension choking her loosened. Yeah, that would be better than ignoring the impossible things happening to her. Grabbing her cell phone, Jordyn texted her aunt and told she’d be over first thing in the morning.




Chapter 2


~Michael~

“Shit!” Michael pounded the countertop of his command center. His collection of science-fiction figurines and toys jumped, threatening to topple over. He grabbed the wobbling crystal case housing his exclusive Boba Fett figurine before it leapt off its perch. Damn, crisis averted. Being the proud owner of the collectible that had never officially been for sale was one of his prized accomplishments. 
He’d been sitting at his personal computer station made up of multiple towers, monitors, and laptops while he searched for Julienne’s and Jena’s sisters. He’d been at it for days, making sleep a distant memory. Which wasn’t unusual since insomnia had been his best friend for most of his life. But once he started this search, obsession took over. Other obligations fell to the wayside. He promised himself once he got a handle on where those other women were, he’d get his personal life back into perspective. Then he’d coerce the sandman to kick insomnia’s ass away. 
Grabbing the lukewarm energy drink he’d opened hours ago, he took the last swallow. Ugh, bitter and flat. He tossed the empty can over his shoulder in the direction of an overflowing trash bin. The rumbling mountain of canisters flooding to the floor landed with a cascading clank. Huh, might let the domestic droids in to clean. Keeping his eyes on the monitor, he opened the small fridge under his counter and pulled out a fresh energy drink. He popped it open and took a swig. The fizz of icy sweetness replaced the sour taste of the old one. He smacked his lips and zeroed in on the display blinking in front of him.
Foraging through the dark web, he searched for information on the identical quintuplets his brothers’ women were part of. What should have been a breeze had turned into a herculean basket full of nothing-crap. Given the extensive info he had on Julienne and Jena, he shouldn’t have had any trouble uncovering where they came from. It was freaky crazy how getting to their origination point eluded him time and again.
The only other tool he created was a face-recognition program he’d had running for several weeks. While he used Julienne and Jena’s faces separately, he recently combined and morphed their images to add to the parameters. He should have hit on something by now, but so far... not a damn thing.
Shit. He ran a hand through his auburn hair, dislodging the tie holding it at the nape of his neck. Lately, everything he tried to do ended up worthless. Here he was, the supposed “prophet” of the family, as well as being one of the best hackers ever born. If he couldn’t find what he wanted one way, he’d rely on the other to pick up the slack. Not now. Not when it was critical to locate those hybrid sisters. After that one vision he had of Julienne and Ben, nothing else came to him. It was as if some unseen force stopped his visions. He scratched the beard along his jawline. Could someone be blocking him?
A quick ping made Michael jerk. He glanced at the monitor on the upper left. Finally, a hit. He swiped the information and expanded it on the main monitor in front of him.
Eureka… combining the sisters’ faces did the trick. He widened the image, and it turned out to be a professional photo of a woman named Jordyn Lamont. She was the general manager at a small casino in Carson City, Nevada. He skimmed through the pertinent details and breathed a sigh of relief. Thank the Goddess of Love, the info seemed to be current.
He clicked on the photo and expanded it for a closer look. At first, she looked identical to the other two women. Upon closer reflection, there were glaring differences. Her hair was shorter, for one. Instead of shoulder length or longer, hers was a neck-length shaggy cut with several red and gold highlights. Her eyes were the same cinnamon brown, but set farther apart. Her nose ski-sloped at the end, giving her a pixie look.
Her mouth, oh... her mouth. Pouting, succulent, sexy lips. Michael’s breath hitched. Those plump mounds made a man think of sultry nights and decadent days. The shiver slithering down his spine caught him off guard. He might be a healthy male in his prime, but he’d ignored the sensual part of his life for quite a while now. The mere idea of meeting someone new face-to-face left him cold. He’d rather stay in his command center and meet folks online. Hell, when was the last time anyone tempted him to do otherwise? He glanced at Jordyn’s picture. Her image burrowed deep inside, changing his life in an instant. In the past, he never believed people who claimed that happened to them. He’d always thought it was an excuse for folks to act like delusional morons.
Yeah, and who’s the delusional moron now?
Eh, who cared? Right now, he had to… no, needed to find out everything about Jordyn. With practiced ease, his fingers flew over the keyboard to find her personal computer on the web. Ah, there she was. Damn, the woman sure loved to travel. And not just in the US. She was a card-carrying globetrotter. Sometimes she went with two of her college friends, but often traveled alone. Europe, Asia, South America, as well as Australia and New Zealand. Holy shit, she even had plans to go to the North Pole and Antarctica. Here he was a housebound, self-imposed hermit and she an expert world explorer. 
Michael took another swig of his energy drink and stared at her picture. A wild idea hit. Maybe… just maybe, he should get in touch with her telepathically instead of meeting her in person. After all, physical distance wasn’t a factor for him. All he needed was an image
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