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One night, ten years ago, they satisfied
her hunger, and she ran as fast as she could. Now, they are back in
her life, and they want more.

 


 


Nessa has stayed away from home for ten
years, but a plea from estranged family brings her home. Nessa is
half faerie, half human, and drains sexual energy from the people
around her. Ten years ago, she had a night with two lovers and has
not felt the hunger for power since. It all returns in a rush when
she helps her cousin save her boss.

Nessa knew it was an awkward
intervention, but when she recognized two of the VPs she was there
to protect, she feels like it has been a setup.

She saves the day and settles
the men down for a restoring nap when one of them snaps up and
plants a tracking spell on her. Oh, yeah. He was the mage to the
other one’s dark elf.

Hector and Tynan have been
waiting for their third. They have kept their eyes out for the last
ten years, and when she falls into their laps, they are not letting
her go.

Stovos, king of the dark court,
has watched his son’s attempts to locate the woman and was
beginning to doubt his son’s sanity. When the courtship of his son
and son-in-law exposes the woman that Stovos has been seeking, he
is rocked on his own whirlwind seduction with a harpy of his own.
She had been under his nose the entire time.
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Chapter One

 


 


Nessa put hot sauce on her taco and
looked at her cousin. “So, when is the wedding?”

Meredith smiled. “Ten days away.
Why have you come to the city?”

Nessa smiled at her cousin’s
redirect of the conversation. “Oh, you know. Time to visit the
folks.”

“Your father is still well?”

“He is. My mother is as well.”
Nessa ate her meal and mumbled, “How is work?”

Meredith’s eyes lit up. “Oh, the
strangest thing. The entire executive floor seems to be having an
issue. They are working on a huge and lucrative project, but over
the last few days, they have been losing focus. Like, all of them
at once. The CEO is losing his shit.”

Nessa chuckled. “What do you
think is going on?”

“Well, at least two of the guys
are warlocks, so it has to be something pretty heavy to stun them.
The way they look, it is like they are hollow and drained by
something, but there are no physical signs aside from the
fatigue.”

Nessa paused. “Do their eyes
look grey? Hair is brittle? They are drinking a lot of sugared
beverages?”

Meredith blinked. “Yeah. Do you
know what it is?”

Nessa drank from her soda. “I
have a pretty good idea, yeah. Someone has put a hit out on your
team.”

“That isn’t possible. He would
have known. Mr. Twilight or Mr. Poldan would know.”

“Are they affected?”

“Yes.”

“They wouldn’t know.” She wadded
up her wrappers and finished her drink. “It’s a pity. They are
going to collapse soon if the cycle isn’t stopped.”

“The CEO has offered a reward.”
Meredith blurted it out.

Nessa paused. “Has he now? When
did he offer it?”

“After the first morning. They
have been off for three days now.”

“So, he offered a reward if you
could solve the issue?”

“If any of us could solve it, we
are entitled to a huge share package. We haven’t been able to
figure it out, and two staffers have been let go for nearly showing
magic to humans. I don’t suppose you would be willing to help?”

Nessa nodded. “I did wonder why
you got in touch. Sure. I can take a look. If I am in time, I can
sort it by morning. If not, they are doomed.”

Meredith looked relieved. “When
can you look around?”

“Let me hit the restroom and
send a message to my parents. Then, we can get back to your office,
and I can find a good place to wait out of the way.”

“What? You can’t just figure it
out?” Meredith looked appalled.

“Don’t worry. They won’t see me.
Just find a reason to get into the area that they have been
disappearing from, and I will follow. Mind you, if I had known
about this, I would have asked to go somewhere other than a taco
place. Wait. This was your choice.”

Meredith blushed. “It is across
from work. So, how will this work?”

“Just leave here, and I will be
behind you. I will occasionally touch your elbow to remind you that
I am here, so don’t do anything like rush for the elevator or jam
yourself in tight. Right? If I don’t get in, I won’t come in, and
your company loses the bid.”

Meredith flinched. “Right. Okay,
so move like I have a cloud attached to me.”

Nessa dumped her tray, and then,
she got a bottle of water and pulled her hood up over her pastel
rainbow hair, pulling it in with her fingertip-less gloves. “Right,
let’s go.”

They stepped out of the shop,
walked to the intersection, and Nessa wrapped herself in her
nullification glamour when the sign indicated walk.

Moving while nullified was
always odd. It had taken her parents a year to teach her to move
around people and keep enough of a repulsion wrap on her skin. The
exposure of her fingertips was a necessity. She couldn’t wear
mittens all year long, but the cut-off fingertips made her look
peculiar but trendy.

She followed a nervous Meredith
into the skyscraper, and the elevator was full, but they were
holding the door for her cousin. Meredith smiled. “I will get the
next one.”

The men looked disappointed, and
the doors closed. Nessa moved forward, and before she thought about
it, she pushed the button. Damn.

She stepped behind Meredith, who
just noticed that the button was glowing. When the elevator chimed,
they stepped in together, and Nessa pivoted to watch the door. She
wasn’t shocked when it started to close, and a hand held it open,
but when she saw the face of the man attached to the appendage, she
held her breath.

The second man who entered the
elevator was also familiar, and her cheeks were burning as they
greeted Meredith and asked her where she had gone for lunch.

The first man looked around and
frowned a little bit. Nessa pulled up her nullifier and hardened it
as the elevator rose up. She caught the names Mr. Twilight and Mr.
Poldan and instantly looked at them for traces of other fae on
their skin. When she switched her senses, she could see and smell
the hands of faerie all over them. Geez. No wonder they are
tired.

Meredith asked politely if they
were feeling better, and Mr. Poldan chuckled. “I have only felt
like this once before, but I remembered that night. Whatever this
is is different.”

Nessa blushed and followed
Meredith out of the elevator and into the hallway.

Meredith had a cubicle and not
an office, but she was the replacement for the receptionist on the
executive floor during breaks. Two hours of sitting in a corner,
and then, Nessa was ready to follow.

Thankfully, Meredith headed to
the restroom. Nessa didn’t break her field, but she did pee quickly
before washing her fingertips and opening her water bottle to crack
the seal. She didn’t speak to Meredith, but Meredith was accustomed
to her ways. They had been raised together for three years, but
Nessa had something that Meredith didn’t. A powerful faerie in her
bloodline.

Nessa made sure to turn her
phone off and remove all alarms. A text to her parents was the last
thing she sent, just in case they got curious.

She followed her cousin into the
elevator, and they headed to the executive floor. There was a cart
with a tray of coffees and accessories that made Nessa nearly dizzy
with enjoyment. She settled down in a low crouch, and she waited
near a potted plant. When Meredith pushed the cart down to the
boardroom, Nessa followed.

It was awkward to get inside the
room filled with drawings and men moving at a frenetic speed, but
Nessa managed to find a stack of boxes and creep in behind them.
Now, she just had to wait for eight hours. No problem. Her father
came from a long line of ambush predators.

She watched as they worked,
trying to ignore the flickers of memory she was getting when she
saw Hector and Tynan. She had known that they were magic and that
they were definitely out of her league, but she had used her inborn
attraction to lure them both. Her first time had been a bit more
aggressive than she had intended, but it was a twentieth birthday
to remember for her. She took as much of herself away from them as
she could. She blushed when she looked at them, and she could still
see the traces of her energy on them ten years after that
night.

Mr. Twilight looked around now
and again as they gathered and tried to make up for lost time.
There was a furrow between his dark brows, and as he looked around,
she could see his nostrils flaring.

Nessa covered herself in heavier
magic, and his frown cleared. Mr. Poldan glanced at him and gave
him a slight nod.

They worked well together, but
then, she knew that. The project seemed to have been going well
until the interruptions, but they worked until dinner, and then,
they sat and ate, discussing details that needed to be finished
up.

Nessa held her stomach to keep
it quiet. The food smelled good.

They continued working until ten
when she felt a building of magic coming from one of the glass
walls. She got up and stepped down, going to the portal and holding
it open until the blank-faced men stepped through, and then, she
pulled herself in and let it snap tight behind her.

There it was. A faerie brothel
in the mid-realm. She pinched the bridge of her nose and walked
forward, following the men.

The hostess who was urging them
to choose their lovers paused when Nessa approached. “We don’t
allow cloaking spells here.”

Nessa dropped her nullification
spell and pulled her hood back. “I am going to need these men back
before they are exhausted.”

The little clipboard dropped to
the ground. “You are supposed to be a folktale.”

“So I have been told. Oh, and
these two don’t get to choose tonight.” She grabbed Hector and
Tynan, pulling them back from the wave going to select their exotic
fae lovers for the night.

The hostess murmured. “They have
been summoned. They need to do something, or they are going to go
mad.”

Nessa pressed her lips together
and looked at the blank expression in the two men. “Fine. I will
take care of them. I will put back what I take.”

Nessa paused. “Wait, you have
been taking from these two even though they are clearly marked as
mine?”

The hostess’s eyes got wide.
“They are old markings. Not fresh.”

“Really? Why have your females
used them as accessing areas? I see their fingertips all over the
markings. You have taken from me, and I demand compensation.”

The hostess frowned. “I beg to
differ. We were contracted to distract these men, and they have
been enjoying themselves in the process. Your jealousy isn’t my
concern.”

Nessa smiled and flicked her
hair out of the hood. “Oh, it isn’t jealousy. I just don’t like
others contaminating my food.” She dropped all of the layers of
glamour that she used to keep from being marked, hunted, and
pursued as a mate. She glowed, she gleamed, she was the most
beautiful thing that the hostess had ever seen, and she smiled as
the woman dropped to her knees and reached out to her.

Nessa went and collected all of
the men from the office, whispered to them to get dressed, she was
going to take them somewhere wonderful, and then, she walked out
again. The faeries were stunned and bowed and stayed that way until
she was gone.

Nessa touched the hostess’s
face, and she cried out, collapsing with her hand between her
legs.

She took her herd of twelve
humans back to the portal and ushered them through. She arranged
them around the table and brushed her finger across their cheeks,
whispering about the erotic dream they had just had. They would
wake up in a few minutes and only have the memory of their ideal of
a fae woman or man at their disposal.

When she got to Hector, his hand
grabbed her wrist. He didn’t look up. “Do I know you?”

She touched his hand and smiled.
“No, you never did.”

Tynan caught her fingers in his
and rubbed his thumb across her fingertips, “Will you be back?”

She whispered softly with a wave
of power. “No, my time here is done. This time, there will be
nothing of me left behind.”

His head snapped up, and he
kissed her. She shook as he whispered inside her mouth, and she
felt something bright and noticeable settle into her skin. She
jerked back and covered her mouth. “What did you do?”

He smiled, swayed, and his head
thudded against the table.

She resumed her daily appearance
and stuffed her hair back in her hoodie. She jerked her power from
his skin and cleared his memory while trying to figure out what he
had tied to her. Nessa yanked her nullification into position and
ran out of the building via the twenty flights of stairs.

She hadn’t planned on talking to
her parents that night, but when she asked, her father ordered her
to come over to hide. Whatever had been done to her, it was not
dissipating.

Nessa ran the two blocks and got
into her car. She resumed her normal appearance when she unlocked
the car and drove carefully and sedately out to the sprawling
suburbs where her parents had their home.

When she parked in the carport
and walked to the door, it was opened to highlight the form of the
most handsome man on the planet. “Hey, Dad.”

He looked at her and laughed.
“Aw, sweetie. You got tagged. Come on in, and we will see what we
can do about it.”

“Sure. Laugh it up, you
pointy-eared bastard.”

Her mother came out and said,
“Uh-oh. You only call him that when you are really peeved. Wait. Is
that a...”

Her father grinned. “Tracking
charm.”

Nessa covered her eyes at the
look of delighted amusement on her father’s face. It was how he had
gotten caught by her mother, after all.


Chapter Two

 


 


They fed her, and then, her mom took a
look at her. “Well, it is definitely a tracker, but there is an
energy-drain component that I wish I had thought of.” She leaned
back. “There was a lot of planning put into this.”

Cian snorted. “There always is.
How long did he have to plan, Nessa?”

“Um, ten years?” She winced at
his shocked expression.

“Did you leave a trace on
him?”

She covered her mouth and
mumbled, “Them.”

He snorted. “Them, then. You
left traces?”

“It wasn’t my idea. I just
started kissing one of them, and the other is his familiar, so it
got a little out of control, and I thought I had gotten it off
them.”

“But you hadn’t.” Her mother
looked disapproving.

“Apparently not. I saw it this
evening when I was trying to do Meredith a favour.”

Cian chuckled. “Did she ask you
to be a last-minute bridesmaid?”

“Uh. No. I am not invited.
Right, so there is a problem with the company she works for
and—”

Kallie Northern looked at her
daughter. “What do you mean you aren’t invited? I just talked to
her mother, and she is looking forward to seeing you at the
wedding.”

“I would have to crash it. I had
lunch with Meredith today, and she didn’t even pretend that it was
unfortunate that I wouldn’t be there.” She looked at her mother’s
stricken face. “It’s fine. Puberty wrecked a lot of things for
us.”

Cian sighed. “You are unique and
kind. She is neither of those things. She has always found those
around her who can bolster her bad decisions.”

Kallie sighed. “I thought that
becoming an adult would stabilize her.”

“No offense, Mom, but I am the
one in desperate straights here. Focus.”

Her mother smiled. “Right. Well,
I can brew up something to negate a portion of the effect. I can
stop the power drain. Well, I can slow it down. You are going to
have to identify the caster before I can focus more on matching the
magic pattern to snap it.”

“But, it can be broken.”
She nodded thanks to her father for the hot chocolate.

“Sure. It can be. If you knew
the family name, I would have a better chance at matching it on the
first try.”

“Poldan.”

Her mother sprayed hot
chocolate, and Cian rubbed her back. “Easy, dearest.”

“Sorry, Mom. I should have
said.”

Kallie blinked. “Where did you
meet him?”

“I was at a college graduation
party for Skeller, and he and Hector were there.”

Cian coughed. The poor hot
chocolate seemed toxic tonight. “Hector Twilight?”

“Um. Yes. Do you know him?”

Cian clapped her on the
shoulder. “You sure have strange luck when it comes to men.”

“Dad, I have strange luck all
around.”

Kallie looked at him. “Is that
the relative of—”

“Yes. And Poldan was your—”

“Yes.”

Nessa was nervous. “What is
going on?”

Kallie sighed. “Come with me to
the workroom. I will explain as I mix up the potion.”

Cian nodded. “I am going to make
more cocoa.”

Nessa looked at her first cup
and the empty cups that he collected. “Uh-oh.”

Her mother turned and asked,
“What is that?”

“This has the hallmarks of a
three-cocoa night.”

“Five if we don’t pace
ourselves. Don’t worry, Nessa. This is just our past being visited
on you. We bit ourselves in the butt.”

Nessa followed her to the
workshop. “Dad can do that, you know.”

Her mother chuckled. “Yes, I
know. It reminds me of the day we met. Why I wanted a super sexy
faerie who was after my magic was anybody’s guess.”

Nessa murmured, “It is because
you got pregnant and wanted him to account for his actions.”

Her dad came in with another
tray of cocoa. “I have been repenting twice daily ever since.”

Her parents kissed, and she
smiled. For a love-talker to find a human attractive enough to bind
to was exceptional. Usually, one of his kind just got her addicted
and then let her pine for him once his touch was gone. The touch of
a love-talker usually ended in fatality. Somehow, her parents were
still in love after thirty-one years, and both were ridiculously
healthy.

Her mother hummed and started
with a flask and her book. Every potion started the same. Her
father moved around the room and collected ingredients for the
spell. Nessa sat back and drank the cocoa, trying to wash away
whatever had been planted in her. It didn’t feel bad, but she could
definitely feel it, like a set of shoes that didn’t quite fit. She
widened her eyes. “They set the spell for a succubus.”

Her mom looked at her and
laughed. “Well, in that case, drink this.”

Her mother handed her a vial of
blue and crimson swirling fluid. “The whole thing. Bottoms up. The
worst thing that it will do is give you the hiccups.”

Nessa nodded and opened the
cork. The potion moaned, and Nessa laughed. Her mother did like her
running gags. Nessa nodded and slugged the bitter solution
down.

Her mother put her hand on
Nessa’s chest and chanted rapidly. Nessa caught the gist of it. It
was an order to shatter the link and seek another bond that met the
criteria. She was chastising the spell itself, saying that it got
the wrong number.

The spell inside her paused and
then shattered. Nessa inhaled deeply, and her father caught her as
she toppled toward the floor. “Easy, Nessa. Perhaps you should stay
here for a few days.”

Kallie grinned and whispered
into her hand before casting it behind her. “Your room is ready.
Fresh linens and a change of clothes.”

Cian helped Nessa up and toward
her childhood bedroom. “Come on, Nessa. You need to sleep that
off.”

 


* * * *

 


When Cian returned, he saw his wife on
her fifth hot cocoa. “Ouch. Is it that bad?”

“They aren’t going to stop
coming after her, Cian. There was a lot of power in that spell, and
he had practiced it until it was perfect. If he hadn’t guessed
wrong, he would have been able to reel her in.”

“She’s an adult now, Kallie. She
was an adult the first night with them, and it was ten years ago.
As far as I can tell, she hasn’t had anyone since, so they made an
impression on her. If she had been mad at him, she could
have drained him and left him for dead.” Cian held her and felt her
relax against him.

“Yeah, she could have ripped him
right in the power bank. What about the Twilight dude?”

“She could have stunned him, but
he is made of very particular stuff. I wonder why he didn’t grab
her?”

“Well, she has her own
signature. Maybe he was susceptible to her.”

Cian looked at his wife. “I am
hoping he wasn’t. She needs more of a fight.”

“I don’t want her fighting. I
want her swept off her feet.” Kallie grumbled.

“Dearest, you bespelled me and
stood with a foot on my chest yelling that I had gotten you
pregnant. I was flat on my ass, and I want that for her. The
feeling of looking up at your mate and knowing that every tick of
the clock has been leading to this moment.”

She turned in his arms. “You
always know just what to say.”

He grinned. “It’s all in the
description.” Inwardly, he was sighing with relief.

She sighed and held him until
his hands started to move over her back and down to her butt.
“Really?”

“You know how I feel about your
spellwork.”

She looked up, and he lifted her
so she could wrap her legs around his waist as they walked to the
bedroom. Cian chuckled inwardly. If Nessa hadn’t been there, he
would have laid Kallie out on the workroom table, but his beloved
wife got a little loud if he was doing things right. She needed a
distraction, so he had to do things very right tonight.

 


* * * *

 


Tynan woke up with the flare of a
headache and then nothing. He checked the clock. They had been out
for ninety minutes.

Hector looked at him. “So, it
wasn’t just me, right? You saw her.”

Tynan rubbed the back of his
neck. “I saw her; I can taste her.” He looked at his friend. “I
think I set the charm.”

“Well, where is she?”

Tynan frowned as he tugged on
the tether that he had set. “It shattered. The spell is tiny
fragments.”

Hector cocked his head. “That
shouldn’t be possible. What would cause that?”

“The spell changed its mind. The
only thing that I can think of is that we guessed wrong. Wait. Are
the cameras still running?”

Hector grinned. “They have been
set all day. Shall we?”

They opened up Tynan’s laptop,
and at first, they watched the embarrassing march into the portal,
but then, instead of closing, it remained open for a moment, and a
female silhouette was highlighted against the portal before it
snapped shut.

Hector nodded and grinned. “She
was here.”

Tynan nodded and fast-forwarded
a surprising ten minutes before a glowing woman herded them
through. “That isn’t a succubus.”

Hector blinked. “That’s
impossible.”

“What?”

“Love-talker. They are supposed
to be all male, though.”

Tynan murmured, “I definitely
remember her being female. How about you?”

Hector nodded. “That is my
recollection.”

They watched her walk to each of
the men, and one by one, the guys smiled. When it came to Hector,
she brushed her hand across his shoulder as if wiping something
away.

“She’s removing the trace that
she left on us. Look, she is doing it to you as well. Whoa.”

Tynan watched as he lunged for
her and kissed her. She staggered back as he dropped to the
table.

Tynan murmured, “So, the kiss
landed. What the hell?”

The glowing woman turned into a
beautiful woman in a hoodie, jeans, and sneakers with a dozen
pastel shades in her hair. She tucked her hair into her hood,
pulled her hood up, and disappeared. The door opened and closed,
and Tynan brought up the security cams.

Nothing. There was nothing.
“Wait. There. The stairwell.”

“We are on the twentieth floor.”
Hector was amused.

They switched to the main-floor
camera, fast-forwarded, and the door burst open five minutes after
she had left the boardroom. Tynan chuckled. “She has
endurance.”

She was gone.

Hector nodded. “That explains
it; she’s a shadow court faerie.”

Tynan shook his head. “Then and
now, she tastes of wild magic and mage craft. I don’t think she is
purely anything.”

“You know, until you said that,
I had discounted the possibility, but there is one person who would
know if there was a love-talker in town.”

“Who would that be?”

Hector smiled. “Another one of
the same kind, and I happen to know where one is.”

Tynan looked at the other men in
the room as they woke up and tried to clear their heads.

Anton looked up, embarrassed. “I
feel better, but did anyone else cum in their pants?”

Tynan took stock, and Hector
looked embarrassed. “Yup. I will take it as a more benign side
effect; now, let’s get to work.”

Once the project was finished,
they could go in search of the other faerie. Hector might enjoy
talking to one of his own.

 


Just before eight, they got the
parcel sent off with the courier and were free to leave. They
laughed and talked in the elevator when Meredith from the accounts
payable department looked at them and grinned. “Oh. Good. It
worked. She did it.”

Hector looked at the woman as
the elevator descended. “Who did it?”

“I called my cousin. She’s
excellent at this kind of thing. I asked her to help, and since
your team doesn’t look like zombies today, I guess she managed
it.”

Tynan smiled with what he knew
was a predatory grin; his tone was sweet. “Meredith, who is your
cousin?”

“Uh. Nessa Northern.” She smiled
in a pacifying manner.

Hector asked her softly. “Where
does she live?”

“She travels a lot. I didn’t get
her location when I met her for lunch.” She looked flustered.

Hector smiled smoothly. “What is
her cell number?”

Meredith rattled it off, and
when the elevator disgorged them on the main floor, they had a
solid lead.

Hector took out his phone and
started dialling. Tynan smiled.

“Hello, Nessa. You didn’t stay
to kiss all the sleeping beauties...” He looked at Tynan with a
grin. “She hung up.” He tried to call again. “And blocked me.”

Tynan chuckled. “We will ask the
other one and see if he can point us in the right direction. If
there aren’t supposed to be girls, he might know where she is.
Something like that stands out.”


Chapter Three

 


 


Mornings were always strange now that
she was an adult. The likelihood of finding her parents in some
degree of foreplay was high.

She was having her first cup of
coffee of many that she had planned for the day. She didn’t want to
sleep. The memory of two pairs of hands on her body was far too
intense.

Her phone rang, and she answered
it. “Hello?”

The voice on the other end was
like audio velvet. “Hello, Nessa. You didn’t stay to kiss all of
the sleeping beauties—” She hung up and blocked the number. Her
breath was heaving in her chest, and one little fact stung her.
Hector knew her name.

Did you give Hector my name and
number?

Of course. They were asking me
together and really hot.

You are getting married in ten
days.

I would totally use my
get out of jail free card for either of them.

Thanks.

Nessa pressed her phone to her
forehead. “Shit.”

Her mother came in with her
gardening apron and smiled. “Hey, you are awake. How do you
feel?”

“Better. Coffee helps. Hey, if
two dark and creepy handsome dudes show up, pretend you don’t know
me. I will be in the garden pulling weeds.”

“I already pulled the
weeds.”

“I will be in the treehouse!”
She smiled.

“Fine. Take breakfast with you,
or you can’t go.”

“Yes, Mom.” She moved around the
kitchen and put a suitable breakfast together. She had coffee in a
carafe and small containers of sugar and cream. She kissed her
mother on the cheek and kissed her father as she passed him in the
hall. “What’s up, Nessa?”

“They are on their way, Dad. I
am hiding.”

“Good girl. I will bring you a
sandwich at lunch.”

“Thanks, Dad.”

She scampered across the
property with her tray, and then, she sent it up on the winch
before she climbed up and pulled the ladder up behind her, just in
case.

She sat and watched the TV that
her dad had installed a few years earlier and let her mind go
blank. They weren’t going to show up. She was just paranoid about
the guys, but having a morning snack and TV moment was her
favourite thing to do. Nothing like a private treehouse to lift
one’s mood.

 


* * * *

 


Hector knocked at the door, and a
smiling human mage greeted him. “Yes?”

“Excuse me, madam, I am looking
for Cian.”

The woman smiled brightly and
nodded. “Cian, you have scary company.”

Hector paused as the most
stunningly beautiful man he had ever seen stepped toward the door.
“Yes? What can I do for you?”

Tynan stepped forward. “We are
trying to get information on a female love-talker that has been
seen in the area.”

“Technically, that is
impossible. Do you have a description of the woman you are looking
for?”

Tynan smiled slightly. “Her name
is Nessa Northern, and she is the same woman as the one in the
picture on the bookshelf. And that bookshelf, and over there. I
believe the woman in question is your daughter.”

“She’s not in the house.”

Hector asked, “Is that her car
in the carport?”

Cian nodded. “It is.”

The woman came back and swatted
her beautiful spouse. “Cian, what are you doing? She’s hiding!”

The faerie turned to his mate
and stroked her hair. “She has to embrace what she is
sometime.”

Hector watched the faerie emit
magic toward his spouse.

The woman swatted his hand away.
“Don’t come at me with that weak shit. You think you are so
cute.”

“I am.”

She exhaled and waved her hands
in the air and stalked away. “Fine, but she is going to shred them
into bits if they piss her off.”

Cian smiled. “Gentlemen, would
you care to come in? I can put some coffee on.”

The charming man opened the
door, and Hector took the invitation. Their intended lover had at
least one open-minded parent. It was best not to irritate him by
denying his offer of hospitality.

In a few minutes, they were
sitting and having coffee, and Cian was filling them in on anything
that they asked. He was very direct for a fae that killed by
creating a slow lust-powered drain on his lovers.

“So, you have a mate?” Hector
asked politely.

“Indeed. She was travelling
through my territory, and we had a lovely night together. Her
energy fed me for weeks, so I was surprised when she attacked me
and asked me what I was going to do about our child. I laughed, and
that was the wrong thing to do. She blasted me, and down I went.”
He laughed. “It was love from that moment, and I work to keep on
her good side.”

“That... is Nessa’s mother?”
Hector raised his brows.

“She is. Kallie Romarth agreed
to be mine and I hers. She changed her name to Northern, and our
one daughter was born. We balanced our power, and it was an
excellent decision. Nessa has been a blessing and a joy if a little
hard to hide from the world. How did you two stumble across her?”
Cian sipped at his coffee.

Hector was nervous. Cian
obviously knew that she had taken both of them as lovers, but what
he thought of it wasn’t yet sure.

Tynan said, “We were at
Skeller’s graduation party. She was on the deck getting fresh air.
We saw her and went to talk to her; we didn’t talk long.”

Cian nodded. “It sounds like she
made a choice.”

Hector nodded. “We didn’t use
any seduction magic.”

“She thought you were a familiar
at first. Not a lot of faerie would hang around with a
warlock.”

Hector grinned. “We have been
friends for a few decades. Finding a woman that we each found
fascinating is rare. We checked her tolerances at several moments
during our time together, and she had no objections.”

“I am not insinuating that you
forced yourself on her. She could have knocked both of you down in
a heartbeat. She has a lot of raw power at her disposal. Her
inability to remove the traces of her energy from you left a mark
and a memory.”

Tynan asked, “Why didn’t
she?”

“She was young; it was her first
time; she was learning to hide her traces.”

Hector paused. “First time? You
mean the magic, right?”

Cian laughed. “No. That was not
what I meant, but apparently, you treated her properly as she has
no grudges on that account.”

Hector exhaled. “Where is she? I
would like to discuss things with her.”

“She’s hiding. It has become
second nature by now.” Her father sighed. “It is what we are good
for; we feed and hide in the shadows. It was only when Kallie
demanded me that things changed.”

Hector narrowed his eyes. “I
think I am understanding.”

Kallie came back with her arms
crossed and scowled. “What he is saying is that love-talkers can
choose a lover, but they can’t choose a partner. That is left up to
the other side of the equation. They are definitely not chosen by
members of the faerie courts.”

Hector looked at her in
surprise. “You know who I am?”

“Yes, and my daughter is not a
toy.” She was snarling, and Cian stood up to hold her back. He
wrapped his arms around his wife and held her, stroking her hair as
magic crackled wildly around her.

Tynan bowed. “Madam Nothern. We
are not here to toy with her.”

Hector cleared his throat.

Tynan said seriously, “Fine, we
are here to toy with her a little. She has kept us waiting for a
decade, and we are pleased that she is now known to us.”

Hector nodded. “Not knowing
where to start looking has been an issue for us.”

Cian inclined his head. “So,
what do you have to offer her?”

Hector smiled. “Three homes in
this realm and one in the realm of the faerie.”

Tynan chuckled. “We can help her
study, expand her magic, and things of that nature.”

Hector looked at the angry woman
and said, “We can be her companions. She won’t be alone.”

Kallie slumped, and Cian
exhaled.

Tynan opened his hands. “And you
might get grandchildren.”

Cian was able to walk his mate
to the couch and settle her down. Cian shrugged. “She has been with
Nessa longer than we were together. Her protective nature is hard
to ignore.”

Kallie glared at the men. “Men
have been trying to toy with her since she wasn’t even in puberty
yet. I don’t like the faerie method of finding partners by
stealth.”

Tynan raised his brows. “I could
apply to the head of your family line and simply buy her if you
prefer the mage method.”

Kallie grimaced. “Funny.” She
sighed. “Well, since she doesn’t seem to feel it necessary to hide
from the rest of the world, I suppose that you two can press your
suit. If she says no, I am going to back her up all the way.”

Hector nodded. “I understand, as
long as you understand that we are not giving her up now that we
have found her again.”

Cian took his wife’s hand. “We
understand.”

Tynan asked the important
question. “Where is she?”

Hector looked around, but he
couldn’t see anything.

Cian smiled. “My wife is very
good at wards, and she taught our daughter. Sometimes you can find
something where there should be something and isn’t.”

Hector nodded. “Got it. Come on,
Tynan.”

Tynan bowed to their intended’s
parents. “On my way.”

They left the house, and Hector
was scanning.

“What are we looking for?” Tynan
muttered as he focused on directing his energies.

“We are looking for nothing. A
pile of nothing where there should be life and trees and
flowers.”

Tynan nodded. “Or we could just
try that treehouse that has a power connection coming out of
it.”

Hector paused and grinned. “That
would be good, too.”

They walked across the open yard
and headed for the treehouse.

 


* * * *

 


Cian chuckled. “Well, the grandchildren
won’t lack intelligence. That is good to know.”

Kallie leaned against his back
and clutched his shirt as he watched the two young men via the
window. “I don’t like this.”

“I know, but she was never just
going to meet someone suitable on a dating app, was she? They know
what she is going in. That is important.” He turned in her arms.
“You knew what I was, and I knew what you were. If either of us had
something to hide from the start, things would have gone
badly.”

Kallie sighed and burrowed
against him. “I know, but I still don’t like it.”

“Do you want to see grandkids?
If the answer is yes, those two are the key to it.”

She grimaced. “Yes, and I want
her to have someone, but those two are just overpowering and smug.
You know how I despise smug.”

“Yes, dearest, I know.” He
rubbed her back and watched the two predators that he had just
loosed on his daughter. It was a good thing she knew how to use her
own teeth and claws.

 


* * * *

 


Nessa heard a knock on the base of the
sprawling oak. She was going to slide the ladder down, but she
glanced through the trap, and two familiar creatures were climbing
up. No ladder necessary. It was only twelve feet, but she wished it
was higher.

She sat on the trapdoor for
three seconds before it started tipping upward. There was a shove,
and she fell off. Hector emerged first, and Tynan was right behind
him. She scooted back and went invisible. They both scanned the
room, and to her shock, they walked over to her and sat to either
side.

“Nessa, it is so nice that we
have found you again. You may remember us. I am Hector; this is
Tynan. We met a few years ago.”

She sat with her arms around her
knees and her head down.

Tynan spoke softly. “You might
also know me from last night when I shoved a ball of power down
your throat with my tongue.”

Hector snorted. “Not filling her
with confidence, Ty.”

She could feel the heat
radiating off their bodies, and she started to shake. Her body was
telling her one thing, and her mind was trying to keep her clothing
on.

She murmured, “What do you
want?”

They both jolted. It happened
with men she wasn’t related to. It was also why she kept herself to
the edges of the parties. There were fewer people to hear her
speak.

Hector smiled. “Do you want the
polite version or the direct version?”

She shivered. He had a good
voice, too. “Let’s go with polite.”

Tynan chuckled. “Hector and I
would like to court you.”

She blushed. “At the same
time?”

Hector nodded. “Ideally, yes.
Tynan and I complement each other. We have been companions for
quite a while, and we are loathed to part.”

“What we don’t tell people is
that Hector got loaded eighty years ago and split his life with
me.” Tynan chuckled. “His drunk enchantments are something to be
wary of.”

She lifted her head in
surprise.

Hector was leaning back, smiling
ruefully. “He’s not wrong. I did, and
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