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Kala Desai may not have exactly felt like a million bucks —  as she was still recovering from her bout with food poisoning the day before, but sitting across the table from this man, in her favorite Thai restaurant, was worth it. She still couldn’t believe she really sat there, having dinner with this most delicious specimen. 

Tall, dark and handsome. His hulking frame radiated an ominous allure. But he wasn’t actually a man, not all of him anyway. How she knew this exactly she couldn’t say, but a lot had happened in her life up to this point she couldn’t explain. 

Her almost instant linguistic skills for example, always feeling ‘other,’ in a sea of people, and her all too vivid dreams of a past she must have lived, were some examples.

‘Inexplicable’ aptly described many aspects of her life, as easily as ‘tea lover’ and ‘conflict avoider.’  ‘Not normal’ had been her baseline for normal for so long she didn’t question the strangeness of it all.

Right now, Kala couldn’t care any less about this man’s questionable background, as twisted and perverse as that sounded. She’d walk on hot coals for ten days to be sitting in his presence for even ten minutes. 

For years, she’d felt him, seen him out the corner of her eye, scented him. Yes, scented him. A smoky masculine smell with something else she couldn’t identify... 

They’d shared a life’s worth of conversations in her dreams, in different lands, at different points in time. 

Neither of them aware of this little fact at the moment. To label them dreams didn’t fit. To call them memories was also a stretch — even the ones she’d had several times over — but the details and information within them made her a believer in past lives. 

Kala had admonished herself countless times believing those dreams were anything but just dreams, but the lines between wake and slumber had blurred into one many times over. 

In these dreams they dressed differently, their appearances only slightly altered based on the location, but they were together. 

She’d roughly sketched his face how many times? 

Kala had driven Aunt Vi and her bestie Mindy to insanity. Both women knew to suggest a blind date if and only if the guy resembled this phantom man she’d tormented them with for so long. Her phantom man. A man who sat, quite real, across the table from her now.

Everything about Seth held her enthralled. At 6’6” and about what 240 to 250 solid pounds , he stood a toned, bulky bruiser. The wavy black hair and obsidian eyes against dark tanned skin made him ruggedly handsome yet feminine and soft, at the same time. 

Although a stunner, he fidgeted whenever someone’s gaze lingered too long. Gazes like those from the she-wolves at the table on their right. Every woman’s head turned when he first entered the dining room. Yet Seth kept his eyes fixed firmly on Kala’s, and only ever left hers to speak to the staff. 

This man had secrets. Many, many secrets. Unbeknownst to him, this woman could tell. And she knew those secrets involved her. He had appeared as her knight in shining armor too auspiciously for it to be a ‘just a coincidence.’ 

He’d spill these secrets, tonight. 

For now she’d enjoy his company and the concessions he’d made for their date.
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Seth had squeezed himself into a delicate chair. He endured the gawking and stares of everyone around him due to his massive size.  His discomfort at engaging in conversation or being in crowds had been all too apparent. He sat as a conundrum. He knew he had come off as a ferocious lion when he’d defended her yesterday from that jerk. Maybe a tad too ferocious. 

Only the pervert hitting on his Kala had witnessed his true nature. He’d made sure of that. Should this land the man in a psych ward babbling about fangs and demons, so be it. Seth would not lose any sleep over the destruction of that miscreant’s mental well being, and now tenuous grasp on reality. 

It stood as ironic that he now knew what it meant to be filled with fear. Not over demons and hellfire, but intimidated by a little human. His human. Kala.

He sat as a timid deer, jumping out his skin each time the flirty server approached him. He struggled to ignore all the pairs of eyes that lingered too long on him.

All this. All for her. Kala. His Kala.

She’d attempted several instances of small talk, and unfortunately Seth did just that. He spoke very little. He excelled at monosyllabic responses to the point of infuriating accuracy. Her frozen smiles and glimpses of her exasperation told him as much.

“So, Seth,” setting down her fork from her dessert, chocolate orbs gazed into his own dark eyes. 

She took in those fine features a moment too long. He licked his lips. She licked hers in response. His notched eyebrow revealed what he wouldn’t. She noticed this, just as he did her faux pas. 

Her mouth lingered open, but nothing came out. The poor woman had forgotten what she’d wanted to say. To her credit she recovered quickly. 

She tilted her head in a curious puppy dog manner with a realization. “What is your last name? Seth...what?”

Eyes bulging momentarily, he bought time to compose himself while playing with the edge of his plate. “Ummm, just Seth.” Pausing, he considered the plausibility of his answer and quickly approved of it. “Yes, just Seth.” 

“Like Cher?”

“Who?”

Her eyebrow now raised in disbelief. She dropped the fork she’d picked up once more. “Like Cher... you know...” Kala over dramatically flung her long dark curls over one shoulder, singing in a weird throaty voice, “‘I got you babe’ Cher?” She tilted her head in the other direction, the incredulity of it all making her brows furrow ever so cutely. “Never-looking-a-day-over-thirty-five-but-she’s-well-into-her-seventies, Cher?”

Seth’s brow now matched hers, but in confusion.

Crickets.

“Seriously? Ok. Well, you have only one moniker, like Prince. And full disclosure here, if you don’t know of the The Purple One, the High Priest of Pop, this date is in danger.” 

Near immortal eyes spied the way her eye twitched in irritation. Her breath caught for a moment as well. Whoever this person was, clearly meant something to her. 

Gathering himself he uttered each syllable unsure of why he did not like seeming ignorant in her eyes. Considering how much, how long, he’d watched over her, he felt a twinge of regret sweep over his face. He’d had to keep his distance and done so from the shadows. But this left him ignorant regarding certain aspects of her life. 

“Which prince?”

Sharp inhale on her part. Hellfire. He held his breath awaiting her response.

“Beg your pardon?”

“Uh, I asked, ‘Might I inquire exactly, which prince?’”

“There’s only one Prince.”

“There’s royalty all over this world.”

She pushed away her dessert momentarily. Placing her elbows on the table and lacing her tanned brown fingers together, she placed her chin on top of them.“Well this one’s from Minneapolis.”

“From the northern state of Minnesota? Royalty?”

Hellfire, he should pay more attention to the things that interested her, now that he’d accidentally placed himself in her sights. He’d spent so much time watching from a distance, and then his absence meant not being able to watch her at all. He’d missed interests that had become part of her core identity. 

His gaze fell, one hand idly playing with the vibrant blue and green batik tablecloth. Mundane ongoings of this place held no interest to him. He merely endured his time on this plane for ‘work’ if she were not somewhere in the vicinity. 

This world reverberated a grating hum against his essence, the mortal skin he cloaked himself within. Consuming its ‘pop culture’ and general ongoings held no sway over him. 

As the decades turned to centuries, it interested him less and less. He had only to find her and hone in on her existence each time. That was all he required. Save Kala, he’d never cross over unless he absolutely had to.

He still regretted the forced time apart and the aspects of her life now a mystery to him. 

She snapped him out of his thoughts, back into the conversation.

“If you don’t know him, you should. He’s music royalty, musically multi-talented, a lyrical genius... He’s Prince.” Her whole face lit up in adoration of this person.

Seth took her in. By all the darkness of the universe she was beautiful. “A prince?”

She scoffed, indignant. “Uh, no. The Prince, to the point that there is no article before his name, A or The. Just Prince. There’s only one Prince, Seth.”

She pulled the plate back to her and took another bite. The act conveyed the finality of her cultural lesson.

His unexpected smile eased them both. Kala’s shoulders went down and the breath Seth had been holding, came out in a rush. 

“I see. I must school myself on the musical genius of this Prince post haste.”

“Post haste indeed.” 
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He didn’t know his strange speech added to his mystery. His ‘post hastes,’ and ’might I inquire,’ or ‘this world.’ Oddities of someone who spoke as though they’d just been dropped off from the Mother Ship a few weeks ago, or their last visit to Earth had been a few hundred years before. This strange, beautiful man...

“Thank you again... for earlier.” 

Retrieving her plate, she moved the last of the coconut custard around her plate. The swirled white concoction on her plate resembled her twisted insides. 

She decided to risk a glance, and peeked through her dark, soft curls to take him in once more.

“Do not speak of it. I am pleased you are recovering well.” Seth’s forced smile did not hide his strained attempts at casual banter. He also stole glances at her—just as she’d been doing with him, as though trying to sort out the puzzle she presented. 

Was he trying to figure her out? She noticed how his brows knitted and loosened. 

Her curls bounced about her face, falling gracefully down her back. The black sweater dress clung too well to her curves. That was most definitely an intentional fashion choice. She had it, and damn it — she was flaunting it.

“Standing in as my boyfriend really saved me from that prick. He wouldn’t take no for an answer.” Stroking her own chin, she’d rather be touching his. 

Their hands brushed against one another as they both reached for the salt earlier. He jumped just a bit. He tried to cover it up with a cough. It hadn’t worked. 

He came off as more skittish than a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs. An expression Aunt Vi would say, that somehow totally fit him in the current moment. 

“Who tries to pick up someone spilling their questionable lunch on the sidewalk?”

“Are you sure you are truly feeling better? You should have not ventured out tonight if you still feel under the weather.” 

Genuine, syrupy sweet concern. Kala would gladly suffer a cavity for this one. 

“Seth, I’m good. Twenty four hour bug. All better. Scout’s promise.” She raised three fingers up to carry out the oath of a group she never belonged to. 

Confusion skirted across his face. Or was is doubt? Seth opened his mouth as if to question or correct her, but shut it just as quickly. Almost as if he’d caught himself from saying something he shouldn’t. 

He had just shown another card in his hand without realizing it. Interesting. 

He attempted to hold eye contact with her but broke it as he felt his grip on his demeanor slipping. Adjusting his crisp navy blue shirt and rubbing his neck, Seth avoided her gaze. 

Was he starting to realize she knew something about him screamed ‘other’ — as she felt she did to everyone else? What a club to belong to for them both. 

“Good.” He cleared his throat and folded the dinner napkin. “That pleases me... I mean, good. That is good. I mean, cool... cool. Yes, uh yeah.” 

Odd man. Kala noted how his speech went back and forth in time. Literally. As their server dropped off the bill, they both reached for it. Their hands met again, and damned if she didn’t see an actual spark between them.  “What the hell...?” 

His eyes nearly left his body. He saw it too. 

She’d blame it on static cling from the carpets, but there was no carpeting in this part of the restaurant. 

What supernatural kind of date had she found herself on? She almost had begun to talk herself out of what she had been pretty sure she’d seen. But the color draining from his perfect face told her she’d not been hallucinating, or suffering hold over effects of the bad sushi.

Her phone chiming in at that moment literally had him ‘saved by the bell.’ Kala had no need to let on that a reckoning-slash-interrogation loomed in his future. No sense making him more uncomfortable and cagey than he already was. She knew in time he’d reveal all those secrets. Sooner rather than later. 

She fished her phone out from her small purse and started talking. It was a client for whom she’d been helping to translate some old diaries. They’d belonged to her great-grandfather who’d lived in Spain and Portugal as a young man. Some of the entries were scandalous but so enjoyable, Kala felt bad getting paid to read good gossip from a few generations before.

The one minute conversation went from English to Spanish back to English and a smattering of Portuguese at the end. 

The young woman loved to talk, and as much as she enjoyed chatting with her, but Kala really needed to get back to her date. She let the client know this in Spanish under her breath. She couldn’t risk that this man, being, whatever Seth was, had understood what she’d been saying about him. The woman on the other side made a salacious comment which proved she’d not strayed too far from the naughty family tree.

The comment about endowments caught her off guard. Kala’s sudden outburst of laughter caught the ire of a few other patrons at a nearby table. A matronly woman cleared her throat with a tad too much effort. She took this as her cue to end the conversation. She apologized for the interruption as she put the phone away. 

His raised eyebrow asked an unvoiced question. It brought her back to another conversation they didn’t get to finish when he’d rescued her almost thirty six hours ago. 

“I’m a translator, remember?”

Smiling, the details of their short chat as he helped her home, came back to him. “Right. You are good with your tongue—“

The blood coloring his light brown face once more tickled her insides, but made other regions feel way more than a tickle.

“Apologies. So sorry.” The details of the tablecloth became most interesting for the poor guy. “I meant to say, you are good with other tongues, ah, languages.” 

Tanned, yet very rosy-colored cheeks.

Although embarrassed, he managed to match the pearly whites she displayed. 

“I knew what you meant. Don’t worry about it. And yes, I am very good with my tongue...” 

His eyes began to bulge again. 

It was too easy. Kala had to remind herself not to scare him off with her bold antics. This one looked ready to flee at the drop of a hat.

“... I have nine languages under my belt, most of them fluently, and I’m currently working on four more.”

After taking a moment to recover, Seth found words to continue their conversation. 

“How? Why?” 

Monosyllabic, even with his questions, this one.

Shrugging, she reached for the check once more. “Dunno. Learning languages has always felt more like recalling them rather than learning them from scratch. I can’t explain it. I can hear things and somehow I kinda just understand bits and pieces... when that happens, it’s usually the language I learn next. Go figure.”

Kala explained that she literally bounced from language to language, depending on the people she surrounded herself with at that moment in time. 

The diner near her apartment? Her Greek as flawless as Niko’s tzatziki. Her favorite bakery where the owners treated her like another daughter? Italian, with the hand gestures on point. The bier hall she frequented in the summers? German that made people do a double take, and some German men blush. 

“If you learn a language, you’d better learn the naughty stuff too,” she often said.

Her inability to explain this familiarity with languages, her dreams of places she’d never been to but somehow knew, at first made her wary. One day she woke up and decided to stop fighting it. Embrace it all. So, after all these oddities, and years of dreaming of a man she’d never met, and locations she shouldn’t know, she started saving her money to see the world. 

Her excursions began to take on the feel of “coming home” rather than seeing somewhere new. These locations had imprinted themselves on her, from another life, another time. 

On more than one occasion, with the older cities of antiquity, she could recreate and identify things with an accuracy that unnerved her. How do you explain to the tour guide from Pompeii how you navigated the streets better than him on your first visit while the map sat unopened in your back pocket? Or that you knew what the missing portions of frescos should be without freaking him out? Or hold a conversation with a historian about the slave trade in a country in the Caribbean with details and names very few people would even know about? Details that surprised even the historian himself?

She wouldn’t admit this to just anyone and very few people were aware. It never failed how she’d get somewhere new and wander around as though it were an old neighborhood. More than once she had to tell herself she must have studied the travel books and maps to the point of memorizing them to explain away the deja vu. She’d gotten used to pushing the worry of her freakishness off to the recesses of her mind.

Tonight, this tiny linguaphile would remind herself to stay focused on the handsome hunk across from her. Seth eyed the check in her hand. Ever the gentleman, he’d attempt to pay. 

Both of them knew the other so well, yet neither of them knew the full story of how truly similar they were.

Shaking her head, she grasped the check tighter. “My treat Seth. For you being my,” she eyed him to gage his reaction, “guardian angel yesterday. I insist. Besides, you hardly ate anything.”

“Apologies Kala.” He chuckled, his cheeks getting a bit more red as he looked at the mostly full dessert. His dinner plate had remained as untouched. “I guess I was not that hungry. I hope you are not offended I’ve not eaten.”

Did he apologize? Sweet, strange, and simply sexy man. His awkwardness made him all the more desirable.

“Don’t worry about it. Next time, you can pick. Not everyone loves Thai food like me I guess. I should have asked you first.”

He cocked his head. A genuine bit of curiosity flitted across his face. “Next time? You’d want to do this again? With me?”

He had no ideas the salacious things the woman sitting across from him wanted to do with him and to him. Dinner was nowhere near the top of that list. But she thought it would get her closer to the other items on her list, so she would start there.

Revelations of her inner dialog no doubt would have made him wet himself. Goodness knows she was already. 

“Absolutely.” 

Her grin spread wide enough to illicit a matching one from him. “I’ve grown quite fond of having my own personal protector.”

Seth’s eyes softened with inexplicable sadness. Kala could not for the life of her figure why her compliment brought such a despondent look to his features. She knew they had a mutual attraction going. She wondered what the problem could be.

After a short but animated conversation with the waiter in Thai, she paid and they left the dining room. On their way out, she spied a busty brunette trying to catch Seth’s attention. Kala shamelessly reached back for his hand. An immature way to one-up the ‘boobs with hair,’ but her date had approved. Her boldness eased him and he welcomed her hand with a squeeze.
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Seth knew he should steer clear of this woman. Getting himself entangled with her could only spell trouble for them both.

He made his way to towards the coat check door at the back of the establishment to gather her coat. He still couldn’t believe he’d just had dinner with his only human obsession over the course of his millennial lifetime. He still didn’t understand her reaction to him.   Most people knew he was something ‘other,’ and tended to avoid him, giving him space. Even now, delivery people and patrons milling about gave him wide berth. 

He was the one who radiated darkness and danger, yet she made him uncomfortable. Only this woman. This all too mortal woman. If she only knew the trouble he’d be in for just breaking bread with her.

Her calm and light to his turbulent darkness made him wonder though. Did this woman know more about him than she let on? She noticed the actual spark between them and he could see her look to him for confirmation or explanation of the event, neither of which he wanted to do... not with total honesty.

He could lose himself in those brown eyes of hers—when they weren’t sizing up his half-truths.

A pre-teen sat in the coat check booth, mindlessly scrolling through her phone when he appeared before her. He stood tall, directly blocking the glaring fluorescent light in the ceiling. The fair skinned youth rose her head in irritation. He smiled, seeking to appease her as he tried to hand over the ticket. 

Looking up at the offending person who blocked her light source, she paused. She sized up Seth in an instant. Her age had not yet reached the point that it blinded her to what he really was. She opened her mouth to say something, but wisely held her tongue instead. 

She gazed over at the ticket, wary of coming close to even touching it or Seth. He set it down on the counter for her. Getting off her stool, she backed away slowly and went behind a small rack to retrieve Kala’s jacket.

Nearby, a petulant child — he couldn’t have been more than five or six, was throwing a fit. Seth turned to look at him. The little one must have wanted a sweet from the vending machine. He kept pointing to all the fluorescent colored sugar as his tired mother shook her head. 

Coats in hand along with a bag of left overs, she moved toward the exit hoping he’d just follow along. He didn’t. He was about to let another scream rip when he locked eyes with Seth. Mid-scream he stopped. Mouth agape, he stared at Seth. He knew something ominous stood before him. Children always knew. 

Seth shook his head and jerked it in the direction of his mother, telling the child basically to catch up with her. A flare of red from deep within his eyes had the child’s eyes bulging. Then he ran, quite literally, like a bat out of hell to his mother’s side.

Seth chuckled. 

His mind wandered as he looked around taking in nothing in particular. 

He thought back to the curious talent that had become Kala’s career. He thought about how her brief conversation on the phone went from English to Spanish back to English and ended in another language Seth initially didn’t initially recognize as Portuguese. He amazed himself not giving away his understanding of all she’d said, his little tease.

For the thousand or so years he’d been visiting this existence, he’d racked up a working knowledge of many languages. Kala’s ability to go between numerous tongues had been wondrous anomaly. She, this human female, had always been a marvel. 

He had sat watching her speak, entranced not only by her enthusiasm, but her intonation, her hand movements — as though the person on the other line could see her, and the expressions she wore. He had always been bewitched by her, like a sailor to a siren’s call. Except with Kala, it had been her kindness, her smile, her laugh, her brilliance, her bravery... 

Sometimes it seemed like he’d known her before, but he didn’t think that was the case. Sure there were gaps in his memory, but when one lived as long as he did surely that was to be expected? 

He and his kind didn’t exactly bond and talk much. His existence had always been a solitary one. Yet, each forbidden visit to spend even a moment in her presence felt familiar. It felt like coming home.

The coat check girl returned and handed over Kala’s coat. The  warm vanilla scent he had come to know as Kala’s wafted up to him. Holding the coat up to his nose, he closed his eyes and inhaled deeply. Instantly his shoulders dropped a tad. His breathing more even. 

How could it be she calmed a creature like him so? Opening his eyes once more he caught the perplexed gaze of the girl and schooled his features to those of a stoic man and not a besotted imbecile. 

Yes, she did something to him and he would do anything for her.   He’d done it many times, interfering, and trying to make her life better, safer. He’d done it until he’d been prevented from doing it in this particular lifetime. He’d done it until he’d been punished for even daring to be near her at all. 

He’d have spiraled into the darkness of those memories had she not called to him just then. She didn’t call to him exactly, but he sensed her distress. Her panic and fear hit him. Acrid, harsh, jagged. It tried to engulf the sweet scent of her. In an instant his feet moved him towards his Kala, his obsession, his everything.

May the darkness be merciful to whoever brought this terror out in her. Seth knew with or without witnesses, he would not be. 
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Kala had made sure to enjoy the view of Seth walking away. His approach and retreat were both gifts for the eyes. A mere mortal wouldn’t have an ass that perfect. 

As he moved past others and turned a slight corner, she lost sight of him. This didn’t mean she didn’t replay the image of his perfect self on loop in her mind. She knew she had that lovestruck teenager far-off gaze in her eyes.  It was the kind of gaze that caused her eyes to linger on everyone and yet no one in particular. 

But someone in the room misread her far off gaze, and took it as an invitation.

She’d been so lost fawning over Seth she didn’t see Mr. ‘Roid Gym Rat staring at her. He stood freakishly bulky. The too tight poly-blend black muscle shirt and jeans he wore strained not to burst at their very seams.  His dark eyes travelled up and down her body, lingering at her  breasts before giving a lascivious smile once their eyes met. 

While she had not always been the most fit girl in class, or the most athletic, Kala worked out regularly now. Toned muscles hugged at her sweater dress. The curve of her ass that had initially helped her select it as tonight’s winning outfit, now made her regret the decision — if only for a moment. 

Remembering how Seth’s Adam’s apple bounced when she opened her door to meet him definitely made the choice, and her current predicament, worth it.   However, the nauseating realization that he had mentally undressed her turned her pad Thai to stone in her stomach. 

“Hey sexy thing.” His low hoarse voice ran over her, grating down her spine. Do men actually talk to women this way and still get a date?

“Good evening.” She tried to put some distance between them even as he approached. She hoped this combined with the act of looking past him clearly searching for someone, like her physically imposing date, would deter his advance. It. Did. Not. He closed in the distance some more. 

She tried to hide her look of irritation.

“Can I buy you dinner?”

“Just ate actually. With my date.” She mentally urged Seth to hurry. 

“How about you give me your number? If the other guy doesn’t work out? You said ‘date’ not ‘boyfriend.’” 

His sneer, which horrified her when she realized it was an attempt at a smile, upped her anxiety. He exuded dominance and control in a most threatening manner. She pondered how his arrogance could possibly be a turn on to anyone.

“Ahh, that won’t be necessary.” Kala now had her back to a wall, cornered at the hostess’s desk with no damn hostess and nowhere to go. Praying for the sudden gift of telepathy, once more she mentally called to Seth. Cut off from the hallway, she couldn’t see him or coat check.  

“Why not?” He closed the
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