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Ladys Knight

Deana arched up, clutching his bare shoulders. Please, Lorgin, dont. Her pleas came out a wispy rasp as the feel of his mouth through the material combined with the feel of smooth, rippling male flesh under her hands. She gasped for breath, overwhelmed by the potent force that was this man.

He paused to look down at her, eyes now bright with iridescent pink sparks. He rested his lower body fully against her as his hands cupped the back of her head, his bent elbows raising her face to him.

Give me your mouth. His tone was implacable and raw, all earlier traces of humor gone.

Deana gazed upon his beautiful countenance, so masculine and alive with passion. She knew in that moment, no matter what she said or did, he would not stop. He meant to have her.

Give me your mouth, he repeated, his glance falling to her full, soft lips. When she did not respond to his words, he pressed his lower body tight against hers, his hips rocking seductively in the cradle of her. She shivered at the intimate feel of him. Raising his eyes from her lips, he captured her with his brilliant, heated stare. His ragged breath caressed her face.

Kiss me, he whispered hoarsely. Kiss me, my Adeeann.





For Percy Charles, who could talk a circle and
make it meet. I remember, my friend.







The beginnings of all things are small.

Cicero
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Prologue

Planet Aviara, Star System Tau Hydra, 5186 m.u.



Lorgin taal Krue gazed sadly at his old friend and mentor, Yaniff. No one really knew Yaniffs age, but the elder mystic had always seemed timeless. For the first time in Lorgins memory, Yaniff, the ancient one, showed signs of his vast years. His shoulders were stooped; his face was etched in lines of worry that had not been there the previous day. Bojo, Yaniffs winged companion, perched silently on his right shoulder.

In a comforting gesture, Lorgin placed a hand on the old mans arm. So, there can be no doubt? Youve rechecked the alignments?

Yaniff sighed deeply. Yes, it is certain. This is most disturbingmost disturbing. He shook his head, his long silver locks flowing about him.

Can nothing be done, then? Lorgin asked.

Not by me. My knowledge cannot extend to this area.

Then it is hopeless. If you, the wisest among us, are powerless Lorgins words trailed off.

Yaniffs eyes, darker than the darkest night, pierced Lorgin. I did not say that.

Lorgins head snapped up. He knew his old teacher well; Yaniff in his convoluted way was getting to something. Lorgin crossed his arms over his massive chest and leaned against the balustrade. What exactly did you say?

Yaniff closed his eyes. He was pleased with this Lorgin taal Krue, his favorite of all his students, if truth be told. I said I could do nothing. I did not say that you could do nothing.

Now it comes, Lorgin thought, smiling to himself. Yaniff unfolds as slowly as the tazmin flower in the sun. What may I do, Master?

The ancient words of service were spoken.

Lorgin had given his life and measure to Yaniff to command as he saw fit. Again. Many a campaign had he waged on behalf of Aviara and the Astral Alliance. He awaited Yaniffs words.

You must go on a quest, Lorgin. Find out what is causing these rifts in space and time. You know the disturbances on the rim must be stopped.

You wish me to go to the far sector? This surprised him. It was a difficult journey. Few survived it. The risk of death did not concern him so much as the enormity of the task. It was an impossible mission.

The ancient mystic read his thoughts. Perhaps for most, Lorgin. Maybe not for you.

Lorgin wished he had Yaniffs certainty; he himself had doubts.

It is good to have some doubts, Lorgin. They will serve you well when you need them. Thus I have trained you.

Yes, it is so.

Come, my young friend, we will go to the Hall of Tunnels. Your journey is to begin. He took Lorgin by the arm and together they traveled through the city.



Lorgin faced the first tunnel. It spiraled away from him in a myriad of brilliant lights, pulsing in time. Before he entered, he turned to bid his mentor and friend good-bye, then stepped through the portal.

Safe journey, my friend, Yaniff softly said as Lorgin dissolved into the swirling mists.

How long Lorgin had been traveling he knew not. What he did know was that his journey was far from over when he was suddenly and powerfully yanked out of the space/time continuum





Chapter One

It had been a horrible day.

Horrible.

First, she had been fired from her job. Excuse me, laid off. Amounted to the same thing. Strange how being overqualified hurts you when youre applying for work, but doesnt help you when youre given the sack.

It was just the beginning of a day that would live in infamy.

On the train, leaving the city, she thought herself lucky to spot a seat, an occurrence that came around with the frequency of Halleys Comet. Naturally she dived right for itinto a seat of something wet. It was not pleasant and it smelled.

She stood quickly enough, but the damage had been done. At least she had been wearing her raincoat, not that it had had the decency to rain, yet. Thankfully, her person was relatively dry, though the coat wasntit stunk. People were giving her strange looks, putting as much space as possible between her and themselves.

In Deanas present mood, this suited her just fine.

When she got off the train, the last stop, of course, she removed the offensive coat and impulsively threw it in a trash receptacle. She was just in that frame of mind.

Her troubles were only beginning.

Just as she reached her car, she had the good fortune to see two cars back into each other in the parking lot. Their bumpers crunched and unbelievably locked together. Both drivers, being courteous and polite Boston commuters, exited their cars like wild bulls at a rodeo, snorting and stamping while circling their automobiles.

Deana didnt have to guess whose car they were blocking in the lot.

When the police finally came, she was informed she would have to wait for the tow trucks to clear the space. At rush hour, they estimated a good 45 minutes.

As she looked around for a place, any place, to escape to, her eyes lit on a small, decrepit-looking resale shop across the street.

She headed for it like a person who has just discovered she had hit the lottery, and that was where she had to collect.

As she entered the store, a bell tinkled over the door. Observing the seedy interior, Deana revised her original evaluation and demoted it from resale to junk shop. Cartons were piled haphazardly everywhere. Books, old furniture, glassware, broken toysthey haunted the room like the ghosts of consumers past. At least it was blessedly quiet in here.

As she was viewing this white-elephant graveyard, a curtain in a doorway parted and an old geezer wearing a Red Sox baseball cap sauntered out.

Got caught in the commuter blitz, did you? His eyes crinkled at the corners as he smiled. He seemed like a nice old guy.

How did you guess?

Happens all the time. Keeps me in business. Do you want to look around? This was said in a hopeful voice.

Sure, why not? Deana turned and, walking toward the rear of the long, narrow store, started looking through what could only be called trash.

She thought of her now defunct job. Here I am, Deana Jones, twenty-six-year-old soon-to-be bag lady. Better get used to this, she lamented.

After about a half hour, she did find an interesting necklace, sort of. It was under about five cartons of junk, but Deana had had a feeling there might be something good under there.

She held the necklace up to the dim light.

It was tarnished and dirty. Made of metal, it was a collar type necklace which reminded her of a torque from the days of King Arthur. In the center of the band was a dark, rough-shaped stone which seemed to be black, although it was hard to tell in the poor lighting.

She scrutinized it more carefully.

Yes, it might polish up quite nicely, although she doubted it was silver and couldnt find any stamping on it.

She brought it to the front of the store and placed it on the scruffy countertop.

How much for this? she asked the proprietor.

The old man picked up the necklace and eyed it with distaste. You want to buy this? As if no one in their right mind would.

Deana immediately defended it. Its not that bad. He looked at her incredulously. Okay, so it is that bad. How much?

He shook his head, the enormity of the task of trying to put a price on it overwhelming him. Finally he said tentatively, Fifty cents?

Sold. Deana slapped two quarters down.

While the old man was putting the necklace in a bag for her, she looked out the front windows, noticing that the tow trucks had arrived and were clearing the cars out. Thanking the man, Deana grabbed the bag and left the shop, already tasting the strong, hot cup of coffee she was going to make as soon as she got home.

She was exhausted. Thank God she had already packed for her trip tomorrowthe trip she had paid for well in advance, could not cancel, and therefore didnt have to feel too guilty about taking in her present economic circumstances. Nice of them to fire her the day before her vacation was to start.

Deana peered warily at the low black clouds coalescing above her. Perhaps if I hurry, I just might make it.

Thunder sounded briefly before the sky opened and rain pelted the ground in torrents. She ran pell-mell across the tarmac of the lot. Without her raincoat, by the time she made it to her car, she was soaked to the skin.

What did I do to deserve this day?

Due to the rain, the traffic was horrendous on the way home. What should have been a twenty-minute drive turned into an hour. When she finally pulled into the private drive that led to the cottage, Deana almost sobbed in gratitude.

Until she got out of the car to check the mailbox at the end of the drive. Three rejections from two editors.

She stood in the driveway letting the rain pelt down on her. Resignedly, she got back in her car and drove the quarter mile up to the cottage.

Gazing tiredly up at the little three-room house, Deana blessed her grandfather, her last remaining relative, for leaving it to her in his will. At least she would always have a roof over her head. As long as I pay the taxes, she amended.

Once inside, she closed the door and quickly threw the deadbolt, locking the rest of the world out of her private domain. Groaning in relief to be back in her nice, warm home, she headed straight for a hot shower, removing her soggy clothes on the way to the bathroom.

Never had a shower felt so wonderful. Feeling almost human, she braided her waist-length hair and stepped into a comfortable pair of well-worn jeans. Even though it was the beginning of September, the damp air was chilly, so she donned a sweatshirt before padding into the kitchen to make that long-awaited and well-deserved cup of java.

While she was waiting for Mr. Coffee to do his number, Deana retrieved the necklace from the bag and stared at it. What had possessed her? It looked even worse, removed from the other junk that had surrounded it. Perhaps if I clean it up

She headed to the utility closet, returning with a polishing cloth and some jewelry cleaner. As soon as she started to remove the tarnish from the band, Deana felt a lot better about her purchase.

The necklace gleamed silver under the kitchen light, although Deana doubted it was sterling. It almost looked like platinum, but that would mean this piece was very valuable, and even though the old geezer in the store seemed eccentric, he didnt seem to be anybodys fool. Besides, she didnt think platinum tarnished. It must be some alloy.

Whatever it was, it attracted the light like crazy.

Examining the stone under the bright kitchen light, she noted it wasnt black, as she had originally thought, but a deep, dark green. Well! This had turned out very nice. The only ray in a bleak day, she mourned. Deciding to take it with her on her trip, she went back to the bedroom to toss it in her suitcase.

It was time to forget this awful day and remember that she was taking her long-awaited trip tomorrow to San Francisco. She was going to the Worldcon! Once a year, science fiction aficionados from all over the world met in some predetermined location for the worldwide science fiction convention. This year it was the City by the Bay.

Deana could hardly wait to see all her old friends from around the globe, thoroughly enjoy herself, and forget all of her troubles for one week. The prospect of the trip lessened the rejection of her science fiction stories immeasurably. Besides, shed probably see The Editors there, and perhaps could chase them around until she got some input on her writing.

She chuckled as she envisioned herself clutching a stack of dog-eared pages to her breast as she bore relentlessly down on some hapless editor who was screaming and running through a hotel corridor, The Twilight Zone theme music playing in the background.

Returning to the kitchen, Deana poured herself a mug of coffee and turned to go into the family room.

A man was sitting on her couch, staring at her intently.

Deana blinked twice, but the strange vision didnt disappear.

The mug slipped out of her hands and crashed on the tile floor of the kitchen. Thoughts raced across her brain in rapid succession.

Oh, God, how did he get in here?

Some sane part of her mind distinctly recalled deadbolting the door when she came in. An even more disturbing thought followed: that he had already been in the house when she had come home. But it was not possible; she had been in every room. Her forehead briefly furrowed in confusion. What did he want?

Dont be an idiot, Deana, what do you think he wants, a cup of coffee?

A sweat broke out across her forehead. She had never been so terrified in her life. Somehow, she found her voice.

Pl-please, d-dont hurt me. Ill do whatever you want. Do you want money? Take whatever you want, just please dont hurt me.

He said nothing, but continued looking at her with a puzzled expression. His eyes seemed strange somehow, but she was too far away from him to see their color, and was not about to get any closer to him. A tiny crystal point dangled from a small gold hoop in his left ear, catching the light and refracting it.

Could she get to the phone next to the Lazy-Boy? No, he was sitting too close to it. Besides, she would never have the time to dial. Her gaze flew to the front door. It was bolted. So how had he gotten in? More important, how long would it take her to unbolt the door and get out? She glanced over at him speculatively.

He was a big man, even seated; she could see that. She assessed his height at around six four. The cottage was isolated. A man that size could probably overtake her before she even reached the porch.

It didnt seem wise to try it. At present he seemed to be studying her with a peculiar thoroughness. Deana stood stock still; she didnt want to give him any reason to move.

Thinking quickly, she decided that her best option at the moment was to use this opportunity to study him as carefully as he was studying her. If she made it out of this, at least she would be able to identify him. Not that she would forget anyone who looked like him. She examined his face carefully, noting the strong forehead, beautifully shaped eyes, straight nose, perfectly chiseled lips, and strong chin with a slight cleft.

He was devastatingly handsome for a maniac.

The man seemed to be in his early thirties. His hair was straight, thick, and long; it hung to the middle of his back; a true golden color, it had no yellow in it. The golden hair complemented his skin tone which was a warm golden tan.

Next, she noted the strange outfit he was wearing.

His black pants appeared to be made of a soft leather, hugging his muscular thighs like a second skin. He wore high black pirate boots that cuffed above his knee. His shirt, a white silky material, laced up the front ending in a low vee neck. A great velvety cape, black as night with strange golden symbols, was draped across his broad shoulders. He was quite a sight to behold, that was for sure.

They continued to stare at each other in silence.

Something isnt right here, Deana thought. His clothes were too attention-getting for an intruder.

But not for a science fiction fan.

The thought hit her like a bolt of lightning. It was all clear now. She smiled suddenly at him, causing him to narrow his eyes.

All right, who put you up to this? Was it Loraine? She always did love a practical joke. He looked blankly at her.

No, no, dont tell me; Ill figure it out. She snapped her fingers. Jimmy! It had to be Jimmy. No response.

Well, dont worry about it, Ill get it soon enough.

Relieved, she walked over to the couch and sat down next to him. Jeez, he was big. He looked down, watching her through veiled eyes.

So, are you going to the convention? I can hardly wait. The program looks awesome and

She stopped in mid sentence because now she was close enough to see that there was definitely something strange about his eyes. Framed in a thick, beautiful fringe of black lashes, they were lavender. Not violet, not blue. No, more like the color of French lilacs in spring

She swallowed. No human ever had eyes like that.

No human

She shook her head. This was stupid. He was obviously wearing contacts. She peeked up at him. They didnt look like contacts. Of course they were. What was she thinking, that he was an alien for Gods sake!

What flight are you taking? Im

He turned to her, abruptly placing a long, beautifully tapered finger against her lips. She froze, eyes wide at this gesture. What was he doing?

He leaned close to her; using his other hand, he placed two fingers against her temple. She felt warmth and a slight tingling sensation. Now that he was close enough, she could discern the scent ofsandalwood incense? Mmm, very nice

She closed her eyes for a moment.

Lorgin taal Krue looked down at the woman. He hadnt been able to understand her strange words, but he would correct that now. He gazed upon her face as the decoding process took place. Her beauty radiated out from her like a light from within. She more than intrigued him.

A smooth, deeply compelling voice penetrated Deanas senses. By what name are you called?

Her eyes flew open. DeanaDeana Jones.

He touched his forehead briefly. A-dee-ann?

So what was with this guy? A weird form of dyslexia? Deana, she repeated slowly for him.

Adeeann. He confirmed. What do you call this place?

Home. She looked at him strangely. What do you call it?

Forgive me. My neural translator is slow to adjust to this language.

Neural translator? What is he talking about?

Lorgin tried to rephrase his question. What planet is this?

She looked at him and burst out laughing. What planet is this? How many others have you been on? She smirked at him. Typical science fiction fan!

He looked at her stone-faced. Countless others. I ask you again, what planet is this?

Okay, shed play along. Its called Disneyworld. This she managed with a straight face.

To her surprise, he didnt react in any way to this bit of information, other than to absorb it. He nodded at her. I have not heard of this Disney World. What star system are we in?

She looked at him strangely. Sol, Milky Way galaxy, Virgo supercluster. Does that help you? Cripes, get a life, pal!

He blinked for a moment. I have not heard these namessomething is amiss here.

He seemed so serious, she was becoming slightly concerned for him. Maybe hes losing his reality base? Please, be straight with me. Who sent you here? Jimmy?

No one sent me here. I was pulled out of the space/time line of continuum on my way

Whoa! She put her hands up. What are you talking about? Who are you?

I am called Lorgin taal Krue of the planet Aviara, star system Tau Hydra. As you can see, I am a Knight of the Charl and on a quest the nature of which need not concern you.

Get real! Quit the role playing and give me some honest answers here.

His eyebrows slanted over his eyes. I have just given you the answers you seek, woman! Why do you persist in He stopped and reached inside his cape, pulling out something from a hidden pocket. He opened his palm in front of her face. Does this look familiar to you?

Deanas face blanched. Floating above his palm was a perfect hologram image of a star system. Needless to say, she didnt recognize it. Her eyes flew to his face. Wh-what is that thing?

It is He thought better of what he was about to say. That is not important. It is obvious to me you know not this place. He returned the strange image to his cloak.

Deana discreetly moved a few feet away from him on the couch. Whatever that thing was, it hadnt come from Earth, and her uninvited visitor was an honest-to-God extraterrestrial!

She closed her eyes and groaned.

Her thoughts tumbled around in her head. Why me? How do I get into these things? I cant believe that of all the gin joints in the world, he pops into my living room! Its the day! This unbelievable awful day! Cripes, a real alienWhat do I do with an alien?

Lorgin noted her distress. You are disturbed by me?

Deana felt a fingertip touch her cheek. She opened her eyes and gazed at him, sighing. That would be an understatement. Even if he hadnt been from another planet, she would be disturbed by him, and so would any other female who was breathing. She had never seen anyone who looked like him. He washe was what her friend Kristen would leeringly call a man of consequence.

She gathered her wayward thoughts. After all, as a representative of her planet, it wouldnt do to drool all over him. She would just have to ignore his incredible face. Her eyes covertly skimmed the length of his body. His incredible physique. Those eyesStop it!

She blinked in an effort to clear her thoughts and was surprised to see him sitting cross-legged on the floor, eyes closed, palms up on his knees, in a classic lotus position. She tentatively knelt in front of him.

Are you meditating? she whispered. Cripes, an alien!

Trying to get a spatial fix. A moment His light amethyst eyes abruptly opened. I have not just jumped the space/time continuum. It appears there has also been a dimensional phasing as well.

You mean youre from another dimension? She sat back on her haunches. This is too weird.

Another dimension, another space, and another time. Three shiftsI have never heard of this happening before. Stunned, he stood up and went back to the couch. Sitting down and leaning forward, he rested his arms on his knees while running his hands distractedly through his long hair. I must try and ascertain the significance of this.

Lorg-in? She pronounced his name the way he did. He looked over at her. She joined him on the couch, placing a hand lightly on his arm. Forget the dimension thing, she needed to know when he could vacate the premises. An alien.

You can get back to where you came from, cant you?

Lorgin stared at her, amazed that she would ask him such foolishness. Why would the woman think he would leave this place before he found out why he had been brought here and the significance of it? Such knowledge would surely dictate his next step. He stated firmly, I cannot go back.

Deana groaned at his response, entirely missing his implacable expression. Now this was a bombshell! He couldnt go back to wherever he came from! That was sad for him, but what was she going to do with him? Should she turn him over to the FBI? No, shed seen too many xenophobic movies where horrible things always happened to the poor dolt of an alien whose only mistake was landing on this planet. The men in suits would probably dissect him, or mate him to a gorilla.

She couldnt do that to him.

Although, on the other hand, it didnt seem right to keep such a momentous discovery to herself. What she needed to do was bide her time here, think about her options. In the meantime, it wouldnt hurt to subtly pump him for information. She had to admit her curiosity was boundless.

Deana darted a look at him. He was deep in thought, his gold hair hanging over his shoulders as his head dropped forward on his hands. She took a deep breath, then exhaled slowly. My God. Hes too gorgeous for words

No, wait a minute. Maybe hes too gorgeous to be real. A brilliant notion seized her. Perhaps hes an android! Or a Terminator. She swallowed convulsively.

Are you human? she blurted out.

He turned to her. What is human?

Good question; certainly her ex-boss wouldnt fit into that category. Can you reproduce?

His eyebrows shot up. Strange little pink sparks appeared in his luminous eyes. Without warning, he leaned toward her on the couch, his strong arms coming around her like a steel vise. Alarmed, she pushed her hands against his solid chest, feeling the silk of his shirt slide against her palms. Her action was about as effective as a gnat pushing a lion away. Why had he reacted

She instantly knew exactly what he thought she had asked him.

No! I dont want to reproduce! I just want to know if you can.

Why? Obviously, there were still translation problems. He did not release her.

Why? BecauseI do!

Then let me show you, so you will know. He started to lower her down onto the couch. She shoved him. He didnt release her, but he stopped his downward slide. She tried again.

Are you a machine?

He grinned rather sexily at her, revealing perfect white teeth. Some have said.

She blushed, realizing what he thought she meant now. This was getting worse every time she opened her mouth. Im not asking about your prowess. Are you How do you ask this? How were you made?

The meaning sunk in. He released her immediately. Ah! I am like youhuman. I was not made; I washe hesitated for the right wordconceived.

So, he was humanoid, after all. Lets see what else she could find out. You mentioned a quest. I gather coming here was an unscheduled pit stop. He looked totally confused now. She rephrased the question. You didnt mean to come here, did you?

No. Yet here I am.

Yes, here you are. I was thinkingperhaps if you told me more about this quest

This is not for you to know. His lips lifted slightly at the corners, in almost, but not quite, a smile. He blinked slowly, his innocent expression not really masking the knowledge evident in his eyes.

He knows that Im pumping him for information. Drat! So much for subtlety.

Okay. Why dont you tell me about your world. Are there others

He sliced his hand through the air. This is not for you to know either.

She folded her arms across her chest. How aggravating! Why not?

None of this is relevant to you. Such information could prove dangerous in certain circumstances. The only thing of import is why I have been brought here.

She expelled a breath. He wasnt going to answer her questions. Apparently he was too smart for that, or else he had seen the movies she had been thinking of earlier.

All right. Lets try to figure it out. Maybe you were brought to the house? This was an idea. Had Gramps been hiding more than his Jack Daniels in the cellar?

Lorgin shook his head. Not houselifeforce. He leveled his gaze at her. Yours.

Me? No way! You must be mistaken.

He regarded her thoughtfully for a moment, tuning out all other disturbances. YesI am Chiin tse Leau. I cannot leave your side.

What did he mean by that? What is this chin something?

He smiled at her attempt at his language. Chiin tse Leau. How to translateguardian, protector, one who walks beside

I dont need protecting!

He shrugged as if to dismiss that nonsense.

Realizing she wouldnt get far arguing with him about it, she tried another track. How do you know this stuff anyway? I dont understand how

I know. You do not need to understand. I was brought here; I will stay by you. It is a sacred trust. This cannot be broken.

What in the hell was he talking about? Some nonsense about a sacred trustwas he mad?

Look, I think youve made a grave error here. He snorted at the very notion. Really. It has to be something else.

He smiled at her indulgently. I think not. But even if you were right, which you are not, I would still protect you.

She gritted her teeth. Ive already told you, I dont need protecting! He didnt bother responding.

So, he was going to stick by her side was he? Protect her? Shed like to see his expression tomorrow when some guy dressed as the Blob approached her at the conventionAt the convention!

Theres something you should know. Tomorrow Im going to a convention in San Francisco for a week. Youll just have to stay here and wait for me

He interrupted her. No. I will go to this sanfrancisco with you.

You cant! She gasped. He folded his arms across his chest and narrowed his eyes at her. The effect was rather formidable. Nonetheless, she had to make him see reason. There was no way she was taking an alien with her to the convention. No way.

I mean it. You cannot go with me. She spaced her words firmly, letting him know she meant it.

He raised an eyebrow, but did not respond.

Look, I dont care if youre an alien or the reincarnation of Albert Einstein. Im not canceling this trip. She added the words that strike terror into every travelers heart. Its non-refundable.

He still said nothing, but his eyes had definitely narrowed some more.

She was getting exasperated now. Do you understand? I cant take you!

The slow smile he gave her chilled her to her bones.

Hes going to follow me. I just know it. Damn!

She exhaled noisily. You think youre going, dont you?

The look he gave her was implacable and faintly amused. I am going.

The man was serious. Double damn! She took a moment to size up her adversary, and silently admitted defeat. He didnt look the malleable type.

She supposed shed have to buy him a plane ticket and everything. She groaned. If an alien had to fall on her doorstep, why couldnt he at least have a gold card? Thank God she had plastic.

She paused a minute, wondering if she was losing her mind.

An alien was in her house and she was lamenting the fact he didnt have a credit card! Shock. It must be shock. She peered at him. He still regarded her with a piercingly intent expression.

Oh, all right! Let me call the airline and see if I can get you a ticket.

Grudgingly, she went to the phone to call the airline, hoping there wouldnt be any seats left. The ticket agent cheerfully informed her she got the last seat available in coach. It figures, the way this day has been going. She slammed down the phone.

I dont suppose you have a change of clothes either, do you? she snarled at him.

He grinned at her, revealing an engaging dimple in his left cheek. No, Adeeann; I do not. He didnt bother to add that clothes of his quality were always purchased with a self-cleaning spell put on by the Weavers Guild wizard. And it was so stated on the label.

She threw her arms up in the air. I dont believe this! she fumed. What do you think this is, an intergalactic mission house?

He regarded her strangely, having no idea what she was talking about.

Well just have to go to the mall later and get you some clothes. You cant go walking about dressed like that.

That got his dander up. I will have you know these garments are of the finest

Yeah, yeah, can it. Im starved. Ill go see what I can find for us to eat in the kitchen.

Lorgin watched her stomp off, his thoughts returning to his appearance on this planet and the nature of his quest. Were they somehow linked?

Deana stormed into the kitchen, opening cabinets and slamming doors, looking at the choices. Popcorn and popcorn. I guess its popcorn. Three minutes, ten seconds; she punched the timer on the microwave and hit start. Deana figured she might as well clean up the spilt coffee on the floor, and was about to do so when the popping started.

With a grace and speed she wouldnt have thought possible in a man his size, he bounded off the couch, leapt over the coffee table, cape flying, and ran into the kitchen. In an instant he spotted the source of the popping and whipped out a rodlike object from his waistband, flipping it over agilely in his hand and causing a four-foot beam of blue light to appear.

As she watched gape-mouthed, he swung the light saber in an arc over his head, then through the microwave, which seemed to hiccup once, let out a belch of black smoke, and die. It was cleanly sliced in two.

Of course, the Berserker was smiling as if he had just slain Loki himself. He retracted the light blade and returned it to his waistbelt.

Her microwave! Her sweet inoffensive microwave!

Which she hadnt finished making the payments on yet.

Shock was rapidly being replaced with anger. It was the last straw! No one should have a day like this. No one! She had reached her limit.

Thats it! You are out of here, pal! She stormed over to the kitchen door, flung it open, and pointed in the general direction of the backyard. Out!

He stood silently leaning against her refrigerator, arms crossed over his chest, staring at her. A gust of wind blew up and slammed the door shut.

Damn it, nothing was going right today. Nothing! Nothing! Nothing! She swung the door open again.

I said out!

Another gust of wind blew up and slammed the door closed. Only this time she realized that the wind had come from inside the kitchen.

I think not, he stated firmly.

Youdid you do that? He quirked his eyebrow. She sat down on the kitchen floor. Oh, my.

He came down on one knee beside her, his cape floating around him. Something has upset you, Adeeann?

Her gray eyes were huge as they focused on him. Lorgin, you have supernaturalpowers? she squeaked.

He put his warm hand on her shoulder. Powers of the Four, yes. Do not concern yourself with this, Adeeann. I am beginning to accept that this is an unenlightened world and as such

What do you mean, powers of the four? Like, can you read my mind? Her expression turned horrified at the thought. Especially concerning her earlier thoughts of him.

He laughed outright at the expression on her face. No, Little Fire, I cannot.

Little Fire? Her hand went unconsciously to her red hair. He noticed her action and seemed amused by it. She supposed that at five foot five, she appeared to him as nothing more than that gnat she had compared herself to earlier. Little Fire, indeed!

Powers of the Four, he broke into her thoughts, over earth, wind, water, andhe looked at her hair pointedly and grinnedfire.

Dont count on it, buddy, she mused. It seemed as though her alien had a streak of arrogance in him about as wide as the San Diego Freeway. Are you saying you have pyschokinetic ability over the elements?

I believe that is how you would phrase it. He looked at her and his pastel eyes twinkled. Only a seventh-level mystic could read your mind, Adeeann. I have several incarnations to go before I achieve this state. Besides, this state can only be acquired after the harmonic

Please, youre giving me a headache. I have no idea what youre talking about. She put a hand to her forehead.

He stood, offering her a hand up. Perhaps it is this hunger you mentioned earlier. She placed her small hand in his large one, choosing to ignore the strange frisson that traveled up her arm at his touch.

Yes, she replied, standing. We might as well pick up a hamburger on the way to the mall.



It had begun as soon as they had left her house.

Lorgin seemed very uncomfortable in her car, almost turning green when she got onto the highway. This from a man who traveled space, time, and dimensions. Of course, Boston drivers could make anybody sick, she supposed, reluctantly giving him his due.

As soon as she spotted the yellow arches, Deana swung the car in, drove through the drive-thru, and ordered them some burgers and fries. He was suitably impressed with the speed with which the food was delivered to them.

Swinging into a parking space, she handed him a bag of food, saying, Wait until you taste this! I bet they dont have good greaseburgers where youre from.

With this endorsement, Lorgin eagerly took the bag and dug in. The horrified expression on his face said it all. Forcing himself to swallow, he looked at her aghast. His voice bellowed in the confines of the closed automobile.

Are you trying to poison me, woman!

Deana winced, supposing that with an undiscriminating palate, anything was possible. Would you like me to get you something else? How about a frozen yogurt? she offered placatingly.

He looked wary. What is that?

Soured milk from an animal, chilled She stopped when he visibly shuddered.

Never mind. I am not hungry. Your driving has taken care of it.

Cross the universe and men were all the same! Blaming all of lifes misfortunes on women. Okay. Have it your way. She chuckled at her pun to which he was totally oblivious.

Of course, she finished her meal, being careful to exclaim over the delights and nuances of the combined flavors to him. Lorgin did not seem to appreciate the critique.

The mall was another story. Here, he was entranced, turning in a 360-degree circle, enraptured by the three tiers of consumer paradise.

Surely, it is like a city! He marveled, gawking. By no coincidence, people were gawking at him. Taking him by the cape, she led him to the nearest department store.

Lorgin, stopping at almost every counter, was amazed at the sheer number of choices of apparel, the materials and color combinations. Perhaps theyd be out of here by midnight, she silently fumed. Thankfully, the mens department was fairly close to the door.

After a long and tortuous argument, Deana managed to get him into a pair of Levis 501s, button fly. Button fly, because the man turned that same shade of green he had in the car when she demonstrated zipper action to him.

There was a sticky moment or two when he walked out of the dressing room with a jeweled dagger stuck in the waistband of the jeans. Deana thought the salesclerk was going to faint. She rushed over to Lorgin.

Where did you get that dagger? she hissed.

It has been in my family for sixteen generations. As if that answered her question!

Why didnt you leave it in the dressing room? He looked at her as if she had a gear loose. She gave up and walked away, praying the salesman wouldnt call security.

They ended up with three pairs of assorted jeans, three long-sleeved shirts, and various sundries. Her credit card was not happy. He looked over her shoulder while she was paying the bill.

What is your token of exchange? he curiously asked.

Hmm? Ohplastic, she answered distractedly while signing the receipt. She happened to look down at his feet and, noticing his piratical boots, felt another expense coming on. Deana sighed resignedly, knowing she was going to have to spring for some shoes as well.

She brought him to the shoe department, intent on getting him a pair of Nikes. He had other ideas. He headed straight to the boots, picking up an expensive pair of brown Tony Lamas.

I will have these.

No, you wont either, she firmly responded.

Do you not think these go well with these Leave-eyes I am wearing?

Yes, theyre dynamite, but

The salesgirl walked over, interrupting her. Can I help you?

Lorgin turned to her. We will take these. She has plastic. The salesgirl looked at her.

Wrap em, she mumbled, feeling like a gigolos favorite patroness.

When they finally got back home, Deana flopped down on the sofa, exhausted beyond words. She was beat. Really beat. What a day! She had gotten fired, sat in God-knows-what, got rained on, got caught in a traffic jam, been rejected three times, and, as if that werent enough, sponged on by a mooch of an alien knight who claimed he was protecting her from household appliances. Shed laugh if she wasnt afraid shed burst into tears.

She supposed she had to drag herself off the couch to get him some bedding. It was an effort to go to the linen closet and get blankets and a pillow. Half asleep, she made up a bed for him on the couch. Saying good night, she marched straightaway to her bedroom.

Deana didnt realize he was following her until she entered her room. She would have to remember that about him: despite his size, he was an amazingly quiet stalker. She turned abruptly, and Lorgin almost walked into her.

Where do you think youre going? she challenged him.

I will sleep where you sleep.

She snorted. You will not.

I have a sacred

She pointed in the general vicinity of the couch. Go!

He studied her a moment, noting her sincerity. His right arm crossed his chest, placing his hand on his heart. By your desire. He turned and proudly strutted out of the room.

She firmly closed the bedroom door.







Chapter Two

The alarm went off at six a.m.

It was still raining; the air felt raw and chill. Deana groaned, shut the alarm off, and rolled over in bed.

When next she opened her eyes, the clock read half past six. She peered at the traitorous clock in disbelief. 6:30!

She bounded out of bed almost tripping over her long flannel nightgown. The plane left at nine! Knowing the vagaries of Boston traffic to Logan Airport, she prayed she would make it in time.

Running to the bedroom door, she hurled it open, and immediately tripped over a large body curled up on her door frame. The alien!

Two strong arms shot out and grabbed her before she could hit the floor. She fell back onto Lorgins lap, her hair flying around her in disarray.

Where are you going in such a hurry, Little Fire? he murmured sleepily. His eyes, a strange light in them, gazed on her loose hair. His hand slowly reached out to casually finger one long corkscrew-shaped lock.

Deana had always hated her hair.

It hung down her back in long spirals to her waist. The fact that many women purposely permed their hair in an effort to get it to look the way hers did naturally, boggled her mind. The only reason she didnt cut it short was the fear of looking like Little Orphan Annie.

Lorgin did not seem put off by her hair. On the contrary, he seemed entranced by it.

He brought a lock of it to his face and deeply inhaled. You smell like the tasmin flower, Little Fire. Those strange pink sparks started up in his eyes again.

What was this all about? And what the hell was a taz-meen flower? She felt like a complete fool, sitting here in her bedroom doorway, on the lap of a man who was smelling her hair. She grabbed the lock of hair away from him.

Never mind that! What are you doing in the doorway?

Lorgin smiled to himself. She smelled like the tasmin flower, but was as prickly as the gharta. He rather liked the combination, and idly wondered if shed be as soft and sweet as the gharta was once you got beneath the spines to the fruit inside. His powerful hands settled warmly on her hips.

I am guarding you. His voice was low and sultry.

From what, the evil dead microwave? He had the good grace to look sheepish over that. She started to rise, and he reluctantly let her go.

Come on. We have a plane to catch. Let me find something to hold your stuff.

She located a duffel bag and helped him pack his new wardrobe. He insisted on taking his own clothes as well. She couldnt blame him for wanting his own belongings with him. She supposed shed feel the same way in an alien place.

Deana got dressed while Lorgin used the bathroom, hoping the man remembered the demonstration she had given him last night on the plumbing. When he came out, he was dressed in faded blue jeans and a black T-shirt.

Mercy.

The jeans hugged his thighs, indecently showcasing his muscular legs. Never had a T-shirt looked so regal. She observed the brown boots on his feet, almost admitting that the pleasure of looking at him was worth the beating to her credit line.

Subtle as Deana thought she was being, Lorgin was not unaware of her pleasure of him. The woman was not skilled at hiding her feelings. This pleased him on numerous levels. The guileless trait, however, would make her very vulnerable to the unscrupulous. Despite her protestations to the contrary, such a woman definitely needed a Chiin tse Leau. Even so, he did not think this was the sole reason he had been brought to her.

When she dragged her ten-ton suitcase out of the bedroom, Lorgin was waiting for her patiently next to his duffel bag, his cape draped over his arm. Seeing her difficulty with the cumbersome luggage, he took her suitcase, tossing it under his arm as if it were nothing more than a mere annoyance. Deana was not going to argue; the stupid bag had wheels, but they all went in different directions.

They quickly left for the airport.

Everything at the airport terminal went smoothly until she recommended that he pack his cape in his bag. He did this readily enough, but that was when Deana noticed that damn dagger stuck in the waistband of his jeans. Her face blanched as she attempted to block him from securitys line of sight.

Are you mad? Put that thing in the suitcase.

I will not. The Cearix stays by my side always.

Look, now is not the time to be intransigent. They wont let us on the plane with that thing. Instead of taking her words in the serious vein they were intended, he seemed greatly amused. He smiled arrogantly.

How would they stop me? He ran the back of his hand down her cheek. You worry for nothing, Adeeann.

She pushed his stroking hand away. Do you see that security point over there? We have to walk through it. When it detects that weapon of yours, all hell is going to break lose. You have to trust me on this, Lorgin.

Lorgin ignored her brush-off, returning his hand to her face to lift her chin with a single bent forefinger. Did she really think they could stop a Knight of the Charl? He examined her face carefully, noting her belief in her words. It was not his desire to distress her. Sighing, he relented. Very well. But I will retain my light saber. She started to object, but he was firm. This I will not relinquish.

She gazed at the small black box. Theyll never figure out what it is, she reasoned. Okay, but if they ask you what it is, tell themtell them its a beeper.

He looked perplexed. A beeper?

Just do it.

Pushing Lorgin in front of her, she held her breath as he went through the arch without a hitch. Then it was her turn. As she went through, she looked up at the monitor, noting the gate number of their flight with disgust.

I wonder why my gate is always the last one in the terminal, she mumbled as she joined Lorgin, and they made their way through the crowded building.

Deana located their waiting lounge, gratefully sinking into a chair. Lorgin sat right beside her, his translucent eyes scanning the area, presumably looking for hidden attackers. He was guarding her like a junk-yard dog and it was starting to get on her nerves. He seemed to be quickly satisfied, though, that everything was in order, settling into his chair.

After several minutes, she noticed that he started looking slightly uncomfortable. Whats the matter?

He looked down at his boots. II have to relieveuse your bathroom.

She smiled. Well, were a little far away from it right now. Come on, Ill show you where the rest rooms are. He gratefully followed her.

She stopped in front of the door. Public rest rooms are gender separated, Lorgin.

This puzzled him. You use separate facilities in public but not in private?

Yes. See this little figure? The one with the little man on the door is the one you go into.

Lorgin peered at the stick figure. How can you tell he is a man?

Because hes wearing pants.

He snorted. You are wearing pants and you certainly are not a man.

He could be exasperating without even trying. Okay. Think of it this way: dont go into the one that has the figure in a little skirt.

He shook his head in confusion. This Disney is a most strange world.

Ahem She cleared her throat, quickly changing the topic. The plumbing is a little different than in a private bathroom, do you want me to explain

He raised a lordly eyebrow. I believe I can figure it out.

Fine. Ill wait for you here.

The next few minutes seemed interminable. Finally he emerged from the bathroom. A second later a little boy in a striped shirt ran out of the bathroom, calling at the top of his lungs, Mommy, Mommy, that man just peed in the sink! The mother grabbed her child and quickly disappeared in the terminal.

You said you could figure it out! Deana hissed under her breath.

He winced. They all look like sinks to me.

She nabbed him by the shirt and yanked him away. Pay attention. One is called a urinal, that is what you have to use. Got it? she gritted out.

He looked sheepish. I believe so.

Come on, theyre starting to board.

It was very crowded. Deana wouldnt be surprised to hear that they had overbooked the flight. She was very glad they had checked in as soon as they reached the airport; the last thing she wanted was to get bumped from the flight.

They boarded the plane, sitting in the first two seats behind first class. Lorgin squeezed his six-foot-four frame into the no-leg-room seat. He did not seem happy, but did not complain either.

As the plane started filling up, Deana noticed the flight attendant looking around the cabin. Her eyes lit on Lorgin and remained there.

Any female who is breathing, Deana sighed resignedly, watching the woman walk toward them. The stewardess purposefully approached Lorgin, bending over to talk to him as if she were about to impart the secrets of state.

Good morning, she said in a breathy voice. We overbooked the plane, and since you dont look terribly comfortable in that seat, would you like to come up front?

Lorgin stared at her stonily, eyes slightly narrowed.

Deana giggled to herself. He probably thinks shes coming on to him, inviting him to join her up front. What a riot!

Deana leaned forward smiling sweetly. Do you have two seats?

Oh, I didnt realize you two were together.

Ill bet you didnt.

The attendant hesitated briefly before continuing. As a matter of fact, we do have two seats open; come on. The stewardess turned around and said to Lorgin, I love your contactsunusual color.

Lorgin furrowed his brow, confused at the womans strange statement. He had not contacted her in any way. She had contacted him. He would have to ask Adeeann about men and women contacts on this planet. He had no desire to unintentionally invite advances. His interested gaze skimmed over the Little Fire next to him. With possibly one exception, he amended.

Deana didnt waste any time following the flight attendant into first class. Naturally, where she went, Lorgin closely followed.

Arent these seats much better, Lorgin? Here, you can sit by the window.

Deana sat back in the sumptuous seat, enjoying the spaciousness. Maybe having an alien around had its advantages after all. If he could get her into first class for nothing, she might keep him around. She helped him with his seat belt as he stared out the window at the ground crew.

Adeeann, this plane does not resemble your car.

Of course not. She opened a magazine and flipped through it.

It has extensions on its side.

You mean the wings? She was studying a map of their air route, half listening to his remarks.

Wingslike ahe paused, waiting for the right wordbird. Light was beginning to dawn.

Yes, how else would it fly?

He immediately unbuckled his seat belt and made to rise.

Deana grabbed him by the waist band of his jeans and yanked him back into the seat. Whatever is the matter with you?

You fly in a machine? He seemed revolted at the prospect.

She looked at him askance. Im not going to ask you why flying in a machine is upsetting you, because I just know I am not going to like the answer. She patted his knee. Youll be fine.

He accepted what she had to say; whether he believed it was another matter.

The plane soon turned down the runway and took off. Lorgin clutched the arms of the chair tightly, but took it quite well, considering. Once they were in the air, he seemed to relax somewhat.

The fight attendant will serve us breakfast soon. You must be very hungry, you havent eaten sinceYou havent eaten.

He agreed. I am very hungry. Breakfast will not begreaseburgers, will it? That idea worried him.

A mischievous gleam sparkled in her eyes. Not unless were lucky. He shot her an Im-not-amused look.

Breakfast turned out to be scrambled eggs, hash browns, toast, and orange juice. He ate everything, seeming only really excited about the orange juice. And coffee. The man loved coffee. He drank four cups before Deana warned him about the effects of caffeine.

I would go easy on that stuff if I were you.

Why?

Coffee contains a stimulant called caffeine. If you drink any more, Ill have to scrape you off the ceiling.

I vow I would brave the effects of this caffeine if I could have more of this wonderful elixir.

Deana placed a hand on his arm, gently lowering the cup from his mouth. Trust me.

He complied immediately, his intelligent gaze intently capturing her own. I would that you also trust me, Adeeann.

Deana, flustered by his sudden intensity, returned to her tray of food.

After breakfast, they settled in for the long flight, Deana opening a paperback book, Lorgin leaning back in his seat, a look of stoic endurance on his face.

When Deana noted that Lorgin had been quiet for some time, she raised her head from her book, wondering if he had nodded off. Instead, she saw him staring intently out the window. He seemed fascinated by the wide blue yonder.

The plane bucked slightly in mild turbulence.

The captains voice came over the loudspeaker, requesting the passengers to fasten their seat belts due to unexpected clear air turbulence. Deana leaned back in the seat and gazed out the window beyond Lorgins golden mane. Just before she closed her eyes to take a nap, she idly noticed puffs of clouds fluffing by the window. Those clouds are moving rather fast, she thought as she yawned.

Too fast!

Deana bolted up in her seat and stared out the window, noting clouds rapidly and unnaturally converging together. Even as she watched, a bolt of lightning arced from cloud to cloud.

The plane bucked again.

The low rumble of thunder vibrated through the plane. She turned her horror-stricken gaze to Lorgin.

The plane took another hop and dive.

Lorgin! He turned to her.

Are you doing this? His smug look was admission enough for her. Are you crazy? Stop it at once! Are you trying to get us all killed?

He sighed and leaned back in the seat. The ride immediately smoothed out.

If she wasnt so shaken, she would be tempted to thump his head with her book. What possessed you to do something so stupid?

He shrugged. You make too much of this, Adeeann. I was justplaying, to pass the time.

Playing? Causing a lightning storm was playing to him? Good grief! Shed have to watch him every minute to make sure he didnt cause a disaster. Chiin tse Leau my foot! Just who was guarding whom, she moaned. Cripes, an alien with a warped sense of humor! And supernatural powers.

Deana had never been so happy to land in her life.



They arrived at the hotel in the late afternoon.

Since there already was a line at the reservation desk, Deana sat Lorgin down in a chair outside the ladies room, and went in to splash some water on her face. She was patting her cheeks with a paper towel when Lori, an old convention acquaintance, walked in.

Deana? Is that you? Wow, you look great! What did you do to yourself?

Deana stared at her reflection in the mirror. Hey, she did look great! No, great wasnt it; she lookedbeautiful. Her hair, always an auburn red, now looked somehow deeper, almost garnet, and it was absolutely luminous. Her features were the same, but in some undefined way, better. Her eyes, usually a drab gray, sparkled like crystals. Her light, rather dull skin tone glowed with a pinkish blush. Even her body felt slightly fuller and rounder. It was a magical transformation

Magic!

She stormed out of the bathroom, leaving Lori talking to the wall. Leaning over Lorgin, she placed her hands on the arms of his chair and glared down at him.

What did you do to me? she demanded.

He looked up at her, eyes half closed. What do you mean? he asked lazily.

When did you make me look like this?

Lorgin reached up and smoothed back a lock of silky hair which had escaped her braid. You have always looked like this, Little Fire. His voice was husky as his hand came up and cupped the back of her head. He bent forward, knowing his eyes were beginning to spark. She was a most pleasing prickly gharta.

With a great effort, Deana twisted free of his hold. You didnt put some spell on me?

I do not do spells. Only a sixth

Dont start that business again. Why do I look like this?

He looked genuinely perplexed. You have always looked thus.

She pondered that statement. Perhaps to him. But something had happened to her. Obviously, Lorgin knew nothing about it, so shed have to wait for an answer. Noticing that the line had thinned at the desk, she told Lorgin she was going to check them in.

Lorgins heated amethyst gaze followed her to the desk. In truth, he had wanted to take her from the moment he had first seen her. Now he suspected it was something more. Much more. Of course, this he would know later, when he tasted of her.

Deana looked around the lobby, noting the indoor waterfalls, marble floors, and lush plants. It was beautiful. Getting a copy of the reservation confirmation out of her purse to give to the desk clerk, she briefly thought of getting two rooms, but the cost of even one room in this palace for the week was exorbitant. She also was afraid that if she got separate rooms, shed wake up to find Lorgin sitting in the hallway in front of her door, guarding her from Darth Microwave.

The woman behind the desk scanned the form and punched her name into the computer. So, thats one room. The clerk glanced at Lorgin. King-size bed

No! Two double beds.

The woman looked over at Lorgin again, her eyes traveling the impressive length of him as she raised her eyebrows. She leaned forward, whispering to Deana. Are you sure, girlfriend? Id take the king and tell him thats all we had left.

You dont understand. She sighed. The doubles will be

We will take the king bed.

Deana turned around to Lorgin open-mouthed.

Am I not a Knight of the Charl and therefore entitled to sleep in a kings bed? I will take no other. He swept his hand through the air, as if to finalize it.

The woman behind the counter shook her head and tittered. I dont know what he said, but if I were you, Id go with the flow.



So, here she was in a lovely hotel room, sitting on a kingsized bed in her short cotton nightgown, going with the flow. Lorgin was in the bathroom taking a bath.

She looked down at the bed.

It was certainly wide enough for the two of them. She hoped he wouldnt get any ideas. No, that wasnt true. She hoped hed get a lot of ideas, just not act on any of them. She didnt think she could deal with an intergalactic Don Juan.

Especially not one that looked the way he looked

She shivered. Just the thought of anything physical with him could turn her into a bowl of jello. And it wouldnt take him long to find it out either! No, she was not stupid enough to play with dynamite. She didnt have enough experience to handle a man like

Her thoughts drifted off as the door to the bathroom opened and Lorgin walked into the room wearing nothing but that dangling crystal earring.

What do you think youre doing? she squealed.

He padded over to the vanity and retrieved her blow dryer, affording her a splendid view of his taut backside. He had the most perfect buns she had ever

Lorgin looked innocently over his left shoulder at her, asking guilelessly, It is not permitted?

No, it is not permitted! She tried to make her voice project a firm, no-nonsense tone; what came out sounded rather shaky.

He turned toward her, giving her ample view of all of his generous assets.

Oh God.

He was awesome. She never would have imagined

Deana flushed crimson. Go into the bathroom and put a towel around you, oror something! she sputtered.

His hand covered his heart. By your desire, he literally purred before he turned and padded back to the bathroom.

As soon as Lorgin was out of her sight, a devilish grin slowly creased across his handsome face. He pictured Adeeanns expression. No, she could not hide her emotions from him. He wondered what other reactions he could coax from her.

Deana heard the blow dryer go on, so assumed he had watched her dry her hair earlier. She lowered her still flaming face to her hands. She kept trying to think of something, anything, else, but it was no use. Her mind kept picturing him as he walked out of the bathroom, tawny skin still slick from his bath, with all the grace and beauty of a great golden tiger.

This would not do at all.

She heard the dryer shut off and braced herself for his reappearance, half expecting him to appear in the nude again. A moment later, Lorgin came out of the bathroom, graciously attired with a towel around his waist. However, his hair was going in every direction.

His face bore a thunderous expression. What has that machine done to my hair? The words were spaced and measured in an ominous tone.

Deana giggled. She couldnt help it. Great warrior, Knight of the Charl, done in by a blow dryer. He did not appear to appreciate her sense of humor. His next words confirmed this.

I do not see the humor in this, Adeeann. He narrowed his eyes.

Still giggling, she patted the bed. Here, sit down. Ill see if I can brush the knots out.

While he sat on the bed, she went to retrieve her hairbrush from the bathroom. Unbeknownst to her, his gaze followed her, flickering down the length of her bare legs in blatant interest.

Oblivious of his perusal, Deana sat down behind him cross-legged on the bedspread, saying, You know, youre supposed to brush your hair while you dry. She looked at his head critically and smiled. Unless youre aiming for the wind tunnel effect. He bunched his shoulders.

Relax. Im just teasing.

Be glad I do not challenge you for such a remark, Little Fire. He spoiled the seriousness of his words by turning to grin wickedly at her.

She began brushing his long, silky mane, carefully smoothing any knots out. His hair was thick and straight, gleaming to the middle of his back. So beautiful

Deana began stroking the length of his golden hair, letting the brushs bristles glide down his back, while her other hand followed the same path, smoothing down the strands. It didnt take long for her to lose all sense of time, getting lost in the activity.

Lorgin closed his eyes and leaned back into her small but capable hands, enjoying the sensuous tug and pull of the brush, the softness of her touch. He thought he might never master the use of this blow dryer, if the result would be Adeeann doing what she was doing for him now.

By Aiyah, such pleasure was almost pain.

She continued her long, sensuous stroking. The bristles of the brush lightly scraped over and down the skin of his naked back. Her sweet tasmin scent filled his nostrils. Occasionally her fingers lightly brushed against his bare skin, causing him to almost moan aloud. Enough!

Without warning, Lorgin grabbed her hand and brought it over his shoulder. He removed the brush from her nerveless fingers while holding her hand in his; then he turned his head to softly kiss the inside of her hand. Deana felt the tip of his tongue briefly touch the center of her palm.

Tiny ripples of electric current pulsed from his hot tongue to her fingertips.

Gasping, she tried to reclaim her hand, but he wasnt ready to release it just yet. Tugging her forward, tight against his bare back, he sweetly kissed the inside of her wrist. Some sane part of Deanas mind briefly wondered how such a strong man could have such soft lips.

Another shiver passed through her. What was that intriguing electric buzz she felt?

Thank you, Little Fire, he murmured, kissing her wrist once more. Again, a little shiver.

L-Lorgin?

Mmm His answer was muffled by the skin of her arm, which he was now nuzzling very affectionately.

I think She tried to pull her arm away again. He reluctantly released her. I think we should go to bedto sleep! She stumbled over her words. We should go to sleep now.

He gave her a Mona Lisa smilelike a cat before it pounces on a hapless mouse, she thought.

She shakily got off the bed. This time she didnt miss his provocative perusal of her legs. Okay. This is one fire she was going to have to douse and douse fast.

Ill take the right side, you can sleep on the left. Since theres plenty of room in the bed, Ill expect you to stay to your own side. There, that was plain enough.

Lorgin rose off the bed, going to the left side as instructed. He gave her a defiant look before he lifted the sheet, got into bed, and proceeded to toss the towel he was wearing onto the floor. Leaning back against the headboard, he crossed his arms over his powerful chest, raising an eyebrow in silent challenge, as if daring her to comment.

She ran her now sweaty palms down the front of her nightgown. Just go on with a normal routine, she advised herself, as if giving orders to a huge, naked, consequential alien in ones bed were a completely natural occurrence.

Fine, she said in a little voice. Now Ill say good night.

She moistened her lips nervously and dived into bed, quickly shutting the bedside light. Deana couldnt help but hear his low laugh echo in the darkness as he turned over and went to sleep. Did she say giving orders? Who was she kidding? She fumed silently. The man did whatever pleased him. Arrogant beast!

Unlike Lorgin, who slept soundly, Deana was not so trusting, tossing and turning half the night. She remembered thinking that she shouldve turned down the air conditioning before getting into bed. These hotel rooms could go arctic on you overnight. She briefly thought of getting up to turn it down, but then sleep finally overcame her and she drifted off.



Ahhh, her pillow was so warm, and smelled so cleanly of sandalwood

She cuddled her cheek against the satin down, loving the smooth, taut feel of it against her skin.

Sandalwood?

She blinked her eyes and stared into a golden amber chest.

Oh, no. Please, no.

Worse than that, in her sleep, her nightgown had ridden up to her waist, and her leg, probably looking for warmth, had insinuated itself between his thighs. His naked thighs.

She didnt want to know what her knee had been rubbing against.

As if that wasnt enough of a situation, she felt two large toasty hands cupping her bottom, inside her bikini underwear. She didnt move a muscle, praying he was still asleep and she could slowly untangle herself from him. Haltingly, she raised her head, apprehensively lifting her eyes to his face.

Lavender eyes burned down on her, sparking with passionate flame.

Im in a fix here, she thought, swallowing.

Lorgin knew the instant she had awakened. He had been waiting patiently for her to do so for some time. It had not been easy. The woman had been rubbing and cuddling against him like a baby zeena. He had no intention of wasting the opportunity.

He swiftly dipped his head to claim her mouth. She tried to squirm away. Not to be denied this time, he held her fast. Leaning toward her, he chose first to lightly brush his lips across her closed mouth, back and forth several times, to leave no doubt in her mind who was in control. Who would always be in control. He had not liked her thinking she could order him about like some untried youth. He was a seasoned warrior, a Knight of the Charl; best she know it and know it well.

He paused to regard her silently, with smoldering eyes, for several minutes. Her frightened gaze locked with his.

Deana thought he must hear her heart pounding in her chest. This man is dangerous. She was terrified of his strength, of his power over her, of his alienness. But most of all, she was terrified of his uncompromising masculinity.

He continued to regard her silently for several moments. Without warning, he abruptly released her, saying, Go get dressed, Adeeann. I am of a mind for something to eat. Best for you if it is food.

Deana did not stop to question her reprieve. She leaped out of the bed and ran into the bathroom.

Lorgin rolled over in the bed and stared at the ceiling.

Aiyah, she was a woman who could surely test a Knight of the Charl. He sighed, knowing that if what he now suspected was true, eventually he would have no choice but to overpower her fear of him

When Deana came out of the bathroom, he was sitting in front of the television watching, of all things, the Three Stooges. His look was incredulous as Curly started spinning horizontally on the floor, clucking, Wub, wub, wub!

Lorgins head slanted to the side as he followed Curlys movements. Is this a civil punishment of some kind?

Deana thought of his overbearing behavior in bed. Yes. So you better be careful what you do. She walked over to the television and turned the station. Bugs Bunny sashayed by in drag, batting his false eyelashes at Elmer Fudd.

Lorgin got up and stood in front of the set, clearly fascinated, his hand reaching out to the screen. What is this? They appear alive, but are not. These are wondrous

Theyre called cartoons. She felt she definitely owed him one, so added, They live in a place called Toon Town.

His head whipped to her. They exist? How could He noted her huge grin, which she could no longer hide. He wagged his finger at her, smiling. One day I will return this mischief to you, Adeeann.

Of that, she had no doubt.



After breakfast, they walked to the convention center across the street. Deana purchased a membership for Lorgin, idly wondering if she could take all the money she had spent on him out in trade.

She looked over at him in his tight black jeans and cotton shirt. He had rolled back the sleeve cuffs exposing the sinewy muscles of his forearms. The crazy part of it was that she didnt think hed have any objection to such an arrangement. And why should he? He was on a shore leave of a kind, albeit a permanent one.

I have to stop thinking like this, she groaned. It wouldnt do. Wouldnt do at all.

The guy behind the registration desk didnt even blink when he asked Lorgins full name for his convention badge. After all, this was a science fiction convention. He grinned up at Lorgin. Great name! Have fun! He handed Lorgin his badge and program book, never realizing that here was the real McCoy.

While Deana registered, Lorgin looked around the room, his gaze falling on a man at the end of the line. His face broke into a huge grin.

Ah, a Meephan! he stated as he purposefully approached the man and began communicating with him in a series of clicks and whirs.

Deana strolled over while pinning her badge on. The confused man turned to her. What is he doing?

Deana took Lorgins badge from his hand and pinned it on his shirt. She smiled over at the poor fellow. Let me take a wild guess here, she mused. Talking Meephan to you?

The man looked totally puzzled. Deana tapped Lorgin on the shoulder. Sorry, Lorgin; hes Vulcan, not Meephan. Lorgin looked completely bewildered.

The convention had only just begun.
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