
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_9ed6d380022cf7188264a0feb53f30f5_74BWG5_html_38ad6e1.jpg]

 



 


[image: tmp_9ed6d380022cf7188264a0feb53f30f5_74BWG5_html_767cf5ac.jpg]

 


 


Published by Evernight Publishing ® at Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2015 Berengaria Brown

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77233-225-4

 


Cover Artist: Sour Cherry Designs

 


Editor: JS Cook

 


 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and
places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 


 



 


DEDICATION

 


For E, who jumped off the top of the
refrigerator and landed safely; and for A, who copied her and split
her head open, but still wanted to do it again.

 


 


AUTHOR’S NOTE

 


Kalman and Enre, who are mentioned in this
story, have their own stories told in “Hotter Than Hell” and “Still
Hotter Than Hell”.
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Chapter One

 


Mermae glided over the rooftops of the town,
letting the updraft pull her wherever it wanted. She twisted and
turned, loving the air blowing through her long, brown hair,
giggling with happiness when she was buffeted and turned in the
opposite direction from the way she’d been heading.

Every evening after her day’s work at what
she believed must be the world’s most boring office job, she
climbed onto the roof of her apartment building, checked no one was
around, and launched her body into the air. Tonight’s adventure was
better than most, with the gusts of wind playing with her and
teasing her. Sometimes the air was so still she glided back down to
the ground after only a few minutes. Tonight she’d been flying for
an hour already, and the wind showed no signs of letting her
go.

Mermae was born of normal human parents but
had known she could fly from a very young age. At first her family
had thought it was just childish imagination, but when she’d jumped
off the top of the playground climbing frame and floated across the
grass instead of falling, her mother had finally understood—and
told her never to do it when anyone could see her. During her
teenage years, Mermae had spent hours online trying to discover why
she could fly. She’d never found a solution apart from the obvious
one—there was supernatural blood in her ancestry somewhere, and
apparently she was a throwback. She no longer cared. She just loved
to fly.

Her everyday life was gray, monotonous, and
boring. But once she was in the air, floating on the breeze,
flipping through the updrafts, sliding along the downdrafts, all
that faded away, and she was as light as the air she rode, filled
with happiness and joy.

The only problem was, she couldn’t tell
anyone about it. As she’d gotten older, her parents had explained
that if she told people she’d likely end up locked in a mental
institution. If she demonstrated she could actually fly, they’d
lock her up in a scientific center, and she’d spend the rest of her
life as a human experiment. Mermae had understood. The only
solution to remaining happy was silence and secrecy. It was a
little lonely, but she could do it for the sake of the pleasure
flying gave her.

Finally the breeze died down. She was a long
way from her apartment, farther than she’d ever been before, but
she managed to ride the wind until she was getting too low and
hurriedly landed in a park. It was about a two-mile walk, but she’d
had such a great flight she didn’t care. As she landed, she thought
she glimpsed something else in the sky, someone else perhaps, but
when she stood on the ground and scanned the area, no one was
around. Mermae shrugged. She must have imagined it. It must have
been a bird or a balloon or something. After all, she’d never seen
another person fly in her entire life.

 


****

 


Kade had done a double somersault in shock
when he’d seen the woman with long, brown hair flying through the
air. He’d found out he could fly when his best friend had dared him
to jump off the garage roof, like Superman. Kade had scrambled up
the ladder onto the building, jumped, and floated gently to the
ground. His friend had crashed to the earth and broken his leg.
None of their parents had been very pleased, and Kade had learned
then and there never to say he could fly.

To see someone else flying was beyond
amazing. It was the most exciting event in his life since the day
he’d learned he could fly. He absolutely had to find out who she
was and where she came from. He’d hovered behind a tree until she
began walking and then had followed her as discreetly as he could
manage. When she’d entered the apartment building, he’d run like
hell so he could see what floor she got off the elevator at, and
then he’d raced up three flights of stairs to see her exit the
elevator and enter her apartment.

Only then did it occur to him she might have
a husband and a couple of kids who knew nothing about her flying,
and bursting in on her might not be smart. There was also the issue
of Iain, his own partner. Oh, God, Iain. I must go tell him
right now. Then we need to meet her, talk to her together.

Kade was a hell of a walk from his own
apartment and had no idea where to catch public transportation home
from here. He stood on the sidewalk for five minutes, but no taxis
passed him. Fortunately, when he phoned for a cab, one wasn’t far
away and arrived in minutes.

He burst into the apartment he and Iain
shared and ran into the living room. Iain wasn’t there, so he
skidded down the hallway and into the bedroom. Iain was sitting in
bed stroking his cock. Kade’s own cock rose in response, but this
was no time for sex. He bounced onto the bed and said, “Iain, I saw
someone else flying tonight. A woman with long, dark hair.”

Iain’s whole face lit up in excitement.
“Really? You did? What’s her name? Where does she live? Did she
agree to meet with us?”

“I followed her home but didn’t want to go
inside without you. You’re an integral part of my life, and you
have to like her too, especially if we’re going to… But, I mean,
she may be married with kids and stuff already.”

Iain’s dark brown eyes held Kade’s gaze.
“She would only be married to someone like us. Someone a little
different.”

“Hey, speak for yourself. I’m almost normal.
I don’t howl at the moon and go hairy now and then.”

“No, you just jump off the roof and glide
through the air like a bird!”

“Well, yeah, there is that. Come on. Get
dressed. We need to speak to her. See if she’s The One.


Chapter Two

 


Kade knocked sharply on her door, took a
deep breath, and hoped he could handle this correctly. He glanced
back at Iain, who gave him an encouraging grin and a nod.

The door opened just a few inches, the
chain-lock evidently on. It was her, and she had huge green eyes a
man could drown in. Kade cleared his throat and forgot everything
he’d been telling himself. “Hi, I’m Kade, and I can fly too. I’ve
never met anyone else who can fly. And this is Iain. Can we please
come in?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,”
she said. But her eyes were wary, and he knew she was
interested.

“Watch!”

Kade raced over to the stairwell, climbed
onto the railing then jumped as high as could without hitting his
head on the ceiling. He kicked his feet as if he were swimming and
floated along the hallway back toward her.

When he stood on the floor, her face was
split wide in a grin, and her door was open wide, too. “Come in,”
she said simply.

 


****

 


They talked and talked for hours and hours.
Iain let Kade and Mermae control the conversation. He wanted her to
be calm and assured in the knowledge that she and Kade were two of
a kind before he explained about his own… um… differences. He
wasn’t an average sort of werewolf. That’s why he didn’t live with
a pack. In fact, he’d been very much the lone wolf until he’d met
Kade, a man who understood him through and through. A man who held
the key to Iain’s future happiness.

Finally, Mermae turned to Iain. “There’s
more to you, as well, isn’t there? You are more than just Kade’s
partner. I can sense something different about you, too.”

Wow! Perceptive woman. She was truly a
perfect match for him and Kade. Iain nodded. “Stay right
there,” he asked. He moved to the far side of the room and stripped
off his clothes. Then, with his back still turned, thought,
Change.

Kade had told him he was an attractive wolf
with almost black fur, gray feet, tail, and nose, and the same
eyes, so dark a brown as to appear almost black. All he knew was
that he wasn’t big enough to defend himself from a group of wolves
who distrusted him for being different.

Mermae said, “Oh, you’re beautiful. What a
handsome boy. Come over here, so I can pet you.”

That wasn’t quite what I expected!

He padded across the room, resting his head
on her lap as her gentle hands stroked his fur, scratched him
behind his ears, and rubbed his back just the way he liked it. With
his nose on her lap, he could smell her. She smelled wonderful. So
good. All woman. His. Iain surprised himself by whining his
pleasure to her.

Kade and Mermae laughed. Then
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