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Do you want to keep up with the latest updates, articles, and more? Sign up for my monthly newsletter on my website at www.dominiquegibsonauthor.com or you can catch me on Facebook and Twitter to learn more. Hope to see you again real soon. 

www.dominiquegibsonauthor.com.

List of terms for the Truson S.E.T. Series:

The Island of Truson: An island that’s located from the rest of the world that was created by Benjamin Truson and Courtney Madison for a safe hiding place for the Ormans and other species to live on after the U.S. Government declared it was no longer safe to keep them scattered throughout the world. 

Ormans: A race of half-human, half-orcas that lives on the island of Truson. 

Alter Ego: The animal side of the human species that rises to the surface. After being injected with the Animan three-hundred, the Ormans transform into an orca for twelve hours a day before turning back into their human form for another twelve hours. The only exception to this rule would be if the human was injected a few hours after their death as a human. 

Truson Super Elite Team: A bunch of half-human, half-animal hybrids who are sworn to protect humans from criminals both on land and water. 

Book of Truson: A manual that contains specific information about how the Truson S.E.T. was born, starting from ancient Egypt until the present day in addition to the laws of Truson to keep the Truson S.E.T.’s powers from spinning out of control. 

The Transforments: A group of orcas that was created by Samuel Holifield as a way to retaliate revenge on the Truson S.E.T. after being kicked out of the group for killing innocent humans and Ormans throughout the years. 

Binosil: A liquid medicine used to stop the human-animal transformation whenever it is too dangerous for a human to transform into their animal form. 

The Hammerhead Squad: A group of half-human, half-hammerheads who have a very corrupt background when it comes to lying and murdering people. 
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CHAPTER ONE
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I'm sorry, Tonia. I just want to be friends.

Those words echoed in Tonia Ojai’s mind as she downed the last sip of tequila. After all this time, she still couldn’t understand why Ford just wanted to be friends with her. How could he possibly want to be friends after everything they had been through together? Tonia thought about how much of an outcast she’d been when she first turned into an Orman. 

“Another shot of tequila?” 

Tonia focused her attention on the bartender and smiled while handing her the glass.

“Keep it coming,” she said. 

“No problem.” The bartender gently took the glass and walked away while Tonia stared out at the water rushing along the shores. The sun was beautiful at night and everything seemed to be cheery. 

Except for your love life, of course.

“Here you go.” 

Tonia smiled and thanked the bartender for her service. She drank the glass of tequila and let the warm sensation flow through her throat. 

“I would slow down if I were you. Our alter egos don’t like it when we’re drunk.” 

Anger boiled inside her. The sound of his voice made every feeling in her body come alive and not in a good way. She could feel her alter ego wanting to snap his neck just for disturbing her evening. 

“Do you mind? I'm trying to enjoy a nice, relaxing night without anyone stalking me or telling me what to do, and I would appreciate it if you would go away and let me have the peace I deserve.”  

Instead of walking away, he decided to scoot next to her. 

“The peace you deserve? What could have possibly happened...” 

Tonia glared at him. 

“Stin Vanderson, I’m only going to warn you once to stay the hell away from me.” 

He cocked his head to the side. 

“For what it’s worth, I’m sorry about what happened between you and Ford. I know how much you wanted a relationship with him,” he said. 

Tonia squinted. 

“Great, so now you’re making fun of me too?” Don’t need this right now. Tonia got up from the counter and headed out the door, but Stin grabbed her arm. 

“It wasn’t a joke, Tonia. I meant every word of it. Can’t imagine how you felt when Ford told you that in front of all the members of the Truson S.E.T. It must have been really embarrassing for you.”

“Save your pity for someone who gives a damn.” Tonia jerked her hand away but made the mistake of staring into Stin’s baby blue eyes. For a second, she thought she saw something. It was a sense of anger and sadness mixed together, two emotions Tonia never knew existed when it came to Stin. The man is capable of feelings Tonia. He is part human after all.

“Fine,” Stin said, breaking the silence. “I just wanted to show some sympathy for your situation, but if you want to continue to be a bitch for the rest of the night, then I can excuse myself and find another place to sit.” 

Tonia shrugged. 

“By all means.” It wasn’t fair that he came in to spoil her night. She didn't need him to rub it in her face or give out any phony apologies.

“You know, you’re not the only one having issues. I’m having a lot of problems as well, and it’s way more than getting dumped by a guy,” Stin said. 

Tonia sighed. Why did men have to act like babies whenever something didn’t go as planned? 

You got room to talk sister. Look at where you are.

Tonia felt like she had no choice but to sit down and listen. Though she would have preferred to be alone, something told her Stin wasn't going to let that happen. Her eyes never left his face as she darted back into the chair.  

“Since you’ve decided your situation is so much worse than mine, feel free to speak,” she said. After the way Stin had treated her, it should have been her choice to walk away and not even give him a chance to explain himself. She remembered the horrible way he treated her in front of a bunch of students at the Truson School for Shapeshifters when she wanted to protect Ford from another group of orcas called the Transforments. They once had an argument that was so bad, Tonia almost killed him by throwing her power of acid in his face. She’d immediately apologized even though she felt like he deserved it. 

“Dr. Madison is dead. My best friend is no longer single, and I’m now dealing with a sixteen-year-old boy who wanted nothing more than to prove a point to his father that he was important to him.” 

Tonia swallowed. Memories of Dr. Madison’s torched body burned her. She didn’t want to remember what happened that day, so she decided to focus on Stin. Unfortunately for her, that stemmed a problem as well. He had the most gorgeous baby blue eyes she'd ever seen. The intensity of his eyes felt like he was staring into her soul. Her body and alter ego stirred. She convinced herself it was sadness and fear invading those eyes, and all she could do was sit and listen to whatever came next.  

I guess this is how he got women to sleep with him, huh?

“What? No comment? No telling me to go to hell?” he asked. Tonia could tell he was half-joking about the comment. She shifted her weight. 

“No,” she finally answered. “I thought maybe you were on some BS tonight, but I can see you’re in need of...” Tonia paused. “...Company.”

He lifted a brow.

“Really?” He shifted closer to her. “And how can you tell I’m in need of company?” 

Her mouth watered. Her arms felt like they were on fire. What the hell was happening to her? She hated this man’s guts. His attitude about her made her feel breathless. Quick! Say something to make him stop.

“I don’t know. With all the women you sleep with, I’m surprised to find you here alone. I thought you would be spending more time being in someone else’s bed than sitting down at a bar having a drink,” she replied. 

Stin shifted back. 

That worked.

“I should have known you didn’t care about Dr. Madison. You don’t care about anyone except yourself. I don’t even see why I bothered to sit here next to you.” 

The desire she once felt was replaced by anger. 

“How dare you say I didn’t care about her? I loved her more than I loved anyone else in my life.” Tonia squinted. “She was the first person who helped me get out of the hell I experienced in Africa. I wanted to escape after my parents died, but I couldn’t.” She paused. 

Stin's jaw stiffened. He turned away from her and slammed his hand down on the counter. The gesture stunned Tonia. She was expecting some sort of rude backlash or offensive comment. There was just silence.

“Hey bartender, I need another whiskey for me and another shot of tequila for this beautiful woman right here.” 

Tonia eyed him carefully as a sly grin spread across his face. 

What do you think you’re doing?

“What's the catch Stin? Why are you buying me drinks? What's up with you tonight?” Tonia asked. She didn't feel right being around him like this. With her supernatural powers, Tonia could hurt him within seconds. She didn't want to take that risk. She had better things to do with her time than hurting people.  

“I just want to enjoy your company, what the hell? I don't have anything to do tonight. Lex is out at a party with his friends, and I'm just sitting here thinking about memories of how I got here and I don't want to grieve alone.” 

The sound of the glass hitting the counter broke the conversation. Tonia watched as Stin gripped the glass and downed the whiskey.  

“So,” he said. "Tell me about what happened to you in Africa. How did you end up being an orphan?"  

Memories of her mother and father dying in their sleep, the gunshots, the men storming into the hut...It was too much for her to handle. Tonia stared at her drink. Her fingers glided to her chin, causing her to shift her focus to Stin again. 

“My—uh...my parents were killed in the Congo in Africa. The people who killed them thought we were rich, that we had money stored somewhere in the hut we were living in.” Tonia took a sip of the tequila. She felt the liquid burn her throat. 

Anything to eliminate the pain.

“Let me guess they came in and shot everyone. Did you have any brothers or sisters?”  

“I had one brother who they kidnapped. I tried to find him in the hut, but he wasn't there. I'll never forget the stench of my mother and father when I ran inside. They had been dead for hours.” Another swig. Tonia's eyes averted to Stin's muscular arms bulging from his white shirt. Heat flamed between her thighs. She had to admit looking at him was a welcome distraction from all the pain she had endured within the last couple of hours... 

Or years, depending on where the conversation was going.  

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t know.” 

“A lot of people don't know. Well, maybe one.” Tonia didn't want to say names. He should have known who that one person in her life was who didn't make her feel like a complete maniac all of the time even if she knew some of the things she did were nuts. If he didn’t know who her best friend was then tough for him. 

Stin took a couple of knocks with his knuckles on the counter before he spoke. “So how do you know this group kidnapped your brother?” 

“I didn’t see his body anywhere in the hut. I remember him telling my father in French that a group of guerrillas was trying to recruit him to join their army, but my brother wasn't interested. My parents wanted to keep my brother and me home to prevent us from getting killed, but it was no use. The army came in and killed my parents anyway. As for my brother...” Tonia trailed off. It had been years since she last saw her brother. She often wondered if she would ever find him after the raid.  

“How old were you when this happened?” 

“Eight,” Tonia said. Tonia opened her mouth to yell at the bartender, but she must have read her mind as two more glasses darted across the counter, and the other two glasses disappeared. “My brother was thirteen when they kidnapped him. A part of me hoped they killed him too.” There was no mistaking the anger coursing through her body as the acid bubbled inside her.  

Her alter ego wanted to come out. She tried to protect her from the pain etched in her brain from the horrible images she envisioned in her mind. Another burn down her throat. She closed her eyes. Yes, she could finally feel herself getting drunk. This wasn't going to end up being suitable for her come morning.  

“May I ask why?” he asked. 

Tonia's eyes were starting to blur. The baby blues she adored were fading and twisting into a double vision so compelling, it almost knocked her down.

“Tonia?” She heard his voice, but it seemed so far away. Acid and heat burned her shoulders when Stin grabbed her and gave her a small shake. "Tonia?" he spoke again. Okay, so maybe she had a little too much to drink. Sure, she had a couple of drinks before but this? This was too much for her.  

“Tonia, answer me. Are you okay?” 

Tonia shook her head before she focused on where she was. Unfortunately, the physical contact between her and Stin only fueled the aching tension she had been trying to fight all night long. She blinked her eyes several times to knock out the drowsiness from the drink. 

“Yes, I’m fine. I think the alcohol is starting to affect me.” That’s not all it’s affecting. “I think I need to stop drinking now and just go home.” 

Stin nodded. 

Tonia felt herself smile. “You know, I never thought I would say this, but I think you have the most gorgeous eyes I've ever seen.” Tonia moved closer. Since Stin walked through the door, she hadn't thought about how she landed here in the first place. Was it a good thing? She wasn't sure.  

She swore she could feel the intensity of his power through his chest as he gently grabbed her legs and swooped her into his arms. 

“You’ve had way too much to drink tonight. I’m gonna take you home so you can get a good night’s rest.” 

Rest. She needed it after the night she’d had. She closed her eyes. Rest seemed like the perfect idea...
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This was not how he wanted the night to go. 

It was supposed to end with Tonia lying naked in his bed and him being on top of her, desiring what he'd been dreaming about for several days. He'd wanted to avoid any contact with her at first because of her obsessive attitude with Ford. He knew she had a crush on him, but she let it take over her whole life. Stin remembered how much she used to stalk the guy before his fiancée Mandy came along. A part of him was grateful Ford had moved on with another woman and not Tonia.  

In the end, they weren’t perfect together. 

At that time, he didn't care about her. He cared more about his best friend than anyone else on the team, even though Ford was also his boss. Correction: He cared about everyone else on the team except her. Stin couldn't stand her. He never liked the way she carried herself, like she was entitled to everything that ever crossed her path.  

And he was always the one that had to put her in her place. 

In some ways, he still didn't like her. He did, however, feel sorry for what she had gone through in Africa. He was moved by her story and wanted more. For the last couple of days, Stin had been going through a dry spell. The women he usually picked up from the bar were starting to feel the same. His one-night-stands were beginning to become boring.  

The sex wasn’t even that great for him anymore.

So now, he was standing here in a bar with the woman who he couldn't stand but was cradling her like a child after one too many drinks. He felt like the universe was laughing at him. Was this punishment for all the one-night stands he'd had in the past? If it was, then he'd survive. It hadn't been the first time women bared their soul to him after a few drinks. Difference was, they were still sober enough to give out sex and then pass out. 

He felt Tonia stir in his arms. His body tingled as his eyes roamed down her chest. The outfit was showing enough cleavage to set his body and power on edge. He felt the bulge raging through his pants. 

Can't have her this way. She has to be somewhat sober for you to sleep with her.

Stin grunted. 

The only other option out of this whole situation was to take her home and call it a night. He sighed. The only way he could work off this energy was to surf the waves until his body grew tired. Hell, maybe it was what he needed to fight the desire swarming deep within his belly.  

“Tonia?” he whispered softly. He didn’t want her to freeze outside in the cold. It was only when one of the customers headed out the door that he realized it was daylight and the temperature was only sixty-two degrees. It was pointless to wake her up. Stin shifted. 

“Would you like another drink, sir?” the bartender asked. Must be new here. Couldn’t she see his guest was knocked out from all that drinks served earlier in the day? 

“No, thanks. I'm going to call it a night. I need to take her home.” Stin headed toward the door and kept heading straight. The glaciers collapsed into the ocean, turning the water that was once covered with ice and snow (his favorite superpower) into a lush aquamarine beauty. The leaves had grown back into their full form, making the island look even more like the ones he’d seen in the movies. 

He always hated this time of the year, specifically for that reason. 

After walking for what seemed like an eternity, Stin finally managed to come across Tonia's home. Though all of the homes were more like cabins than mansions, the Truson S.E.T. was allowed to do whatever they wanted to make the cabin stand out from the others. For that to happen, each of the members had to paint, remodel, and decorate within their own personal style. Hers was a lot fancier than most. The cabin was painted brown. A mailbox stating Tonia Ojai, Truson S.E.T. was written in blue writing. 

Stop judging. Just drop the woman off and leave.

Problem was he needed a key to get in.  

“Tonia?” he asked. He was taken aback by the sweet smell of tequila and strawberries. The sensation drove his erection into a sexual fury. This woman was doing things to him he didn’t expect. A part of him didn’t like it, but another part of him couldn’t escape it. 

He carefully leaned forward to set Tonia on her feet. She stumbled a few times to regain her balance before Stin finally helped her remain still. Her glassy light brown eyes stared back at him. 

“I was enjoying the nap,” she replied. 

“Where are your keys?” Stin asked. His hands focused on her waist. Desire coursed through him again as he thought about how close he was to touching her ass. 

“I—don't know. Can't—think,” she said. His jaw clenched. He hoped his key would work, but it was unlikely. There was no other way to get in except for his powers. He lifted his hand toward the door. Tonia blocked his goal by pressing against him. 

“You are so handsome. I never thought hating someone would be that hard.”

He felt her breath on his skin. His alter ego roared. 

Dude, pipe down. You haven’t even had sex with her yet.

“Tonia, it’s a little stuffy out here. Do you have the key to open the door? If not, we’re going to have to use my powers...”

“I think—I think I left the card key back at the bar,” she said. She giggled. “Did that make sense?”

Get her inside. At this point, they were going to be standing out there all day. She needed a warm place to sleep. Stin grabbed the handle and used ice to turn the knob until the knob fell to the ground. He reminded himself to replace the lock in the morning and carefully guided Tonia inside. 

“You need to lie down and rest. You’ve had a little too much to drink.” 

Tonia massaged her fingers on the outside of Stin's shirt. Her fingers felt like silk. Heat flared through him.

Take her dude. You know you want to.

“Why can’t I touch Ford like I can touch you?” 

His heart dropped. What a way to spoil the moment. This was taking way too long. If he didn’t get out of here soon, he might lose control. He picked Tonia up again and placed her on the couch. 

Tonia grabbed his neck. His lips were inches apart from hers. The temperature increased. It felt like the room had reached a hundred degrees within the last few minutes. He couldn’t sleep with her, not tonight. 

But his body said otherwise. She leaned her head forward. All he could think about was him on top of her like he dreamed so many nights before. He had to let himself go to fulfill his desires. He didn't have to miss another opportunity now. She was in his face, ready and willing.  

And drunk. 

A gentle caress of her lips was all that was needed to change his mind. He took her mouth in his as the sweet sensations crawled through his abdomen. Her delicious tongue scraped his. He wanted more. He savaged the sweetness of her mouth as she ripped his shirt, exposing his chest. He needed to stop but he couldn’t. He was in too deep now. There was no way of turning back. Stin let out a low groan as he fiddled with her dress. Once she was exposed, his mouth touched her beautiful nipples. 

Stin caressed them one-by-one, forming invisible circles with his tongue. Tonia cried out as the nipples hardened like diamonds. Stin groaned. The sensations he felt were nothing compared to the other women he had sex with. Something was different about this one, but he couldn’t put his finger on it. 

“Stin, take me. I want to feel you. Make me forget, Stin,” she mewed. Her voice was raw and full of passion, something in which he should have denied her. But it only made him want her more. Within seconds, his pants were undone, exposing his erection. Tonia purposefully grabbed it with her fingers and opened her mouth. There was no way she would do that sort of thing. Not now.  

But he was wrong.

The warm liquid oozed all over his skin as she began sucking him. Stin leaned his head back as the blood rushed through his skull. The warmth reminded him of the ocean every time he decided to take a swim. Tension brewed inside him as she continued to go back and forth with her mouth. 

Damn, she was good. So good he was about to—

“Tonia, I'm about to let go, and I don't—" She ignored him. “Tonia, I—" he tried to say it as loud as he possibly could, but he lost control. Her mouth let go before his hot liquid spilled onto her breasts. His whole body began to shake uncontrollably. He got up and held onto the armrest to control himself.  

“Are you okay?” she asked. 

He observed her dark-toned skin and light brown hair. Thoughts of her being unattractive and stuck up were replaced by how stunning she looked in her own skin. He couldn’t lie to himself. He wanted her more than any other woman he’d desired before her. 

“I'm fine,” was all he could muster before he went through his pocket and pulled out a condom. He lay on top of Tonia and rammed himself inside her.  

“Stin!” 

He stared at her. Was it too much for her to handle? He should have thought about it before he pushed his weight on her, but he couldn’t take it anymore. He needed to get all of his energy out. 

“Am I hurting you?” 

She shook her head no. 

“Good.” He continued. In and out. He could feel the moisture of her climax surrounding him as he dove deeper inside her. The feeling was intoxicating...way better than spending his nights' downing a glass of whiskey on a warm summer night. In and out. He felt himself coming to an explosion. He heard Tonia cry out again before he lost complete control.

And so did she.

Stin felt her walls closing in on him as he exploded inside her. Tonia's eyes twinkled before he managed to lie down on top of her. He caught his breath before he managed to lift his head to see if she was still awake. Surprisingly, she had fallen asleep and was snoring away on the couch. Stin shifted his weight by lifting himself up. It was getting late. He didn’t feel like walking home. He mustered his strength and began searching for a nice place to sleep. He went to the first door and found Tonia’s bed in a corner near the window of the cabin.

He collapsed on the bed, too exhausted to do anything else. He reminded himself he needed to pick up Lex from his friend’s birthday party tomorrow. Then, maybe he and Lex could spend some quality time together surfing the waves on the island. Stin closed his eyes as he thought about them surfing, but a picture of Tonia interrupted his thoughts...

Let it happen. Stin’s dreams took full course as he felt himself drifting off to sleep. 
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A knock at the door woke Tonia out of her sleep. She glanced around until she noticed the clock on the wall. Nine-thirty in the morning? It couldn’t have been nine-thirty in the evening because she had arrived at ten ‘o’clock at Nise’s Bar and Grill.

Another knock followed.

“Tonia, are you in there? It’s me, Ford. We need to talk.” Tonia searched the room and found her silky black dress on the floor. 

“Tonia?”

“I’m coming,” she said. She grabbed the dress off of the floor and straightened the wrinkles out before she opened the door. Sure enough, her boss was standing in front of her, his auburn hair and dark brown eyes staring at her. 

“Tonia, have you seen Stin? We need to talk to him, it’s important.” Tonia focused on the other three people standing behind him. She could tell by their body language something was wrong. 

“What’s going on Ford? Is everything okay?” Tonia watched as the woman stepped forward and pointed her finger behind her. 

“That’s him! That’s the one that killed my daughter.”
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“Whoa lady, I don’t know what you’re talking about. I didn’t murder anyone.” 

The woman lurched forward, causing Tonia to take a few steps back. 

“How dare you lie about such a thing? We have proof you were the one who sank your jaws into my Jojo!”

Stin stared at the woman as she tossed the photo at him. The picture landed on the floor. 

“I don't know what you're—-”

Ford cut him off. 

“I know what you are going to say, Stin. You don’t have to repeat yourself.” Ford came inside and stood in-between Stin and the unnamed woman. Stin picked up the photo off of the floor. 

“Before we go any further, I think now would be the appropriate time to introduce ourselves. Stin and Tonia, these are three members of a group known as the Hammerhead Squad.” Ford extended his hand. “This is Blake, leader of the Hammerhead Squad.” The man was short and bald. He didn’t seem like he would pose a threat to anyone. 

Stin scoffed. A hammerhead versus an orca? He could take him down any day of the week. His alter ego stirred. Apparently, he agreed with his statement.

“This is Blake's wife, Jessica. She's second-in-command of the Hammerhead Squad. The last one to your left is Gio. He’s the Hammerhead’s top bodyguard.”

“Why are they here?” Tonia asked. 

“Because Stin is responsible for my daughter’s death,” Jessica said, pointing to him. 

Stin stood
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