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  His Angelic Mate


  Being the Dragon King is good, but even that has its moments of absolute tedium. Apparently the others have noticed Talon’s lack of focus and shorter-than-normal fuse when he finds himself practically kicked off the job for a vacation. Completely unnecessary in Talon's mind, or so he believes until a woman plops down across from him and starts to steal his food.


  Cinnamon Pericles is an angel who loves watching humanity in all its glory and all its low points. Pure of heart and soul, she's a lamb in lamb's clothing. Innocent and excited by everything, she tracks down the only man that can help her with her task and maybe a few more personal items as well.


  With his very world being turned on its ear, Talon doesn't know whether to send her packing or find the closest room with a door that locks. She's drawn to the large Dragon King in ways she'd never known possible. When these two come together, sparks will fly.
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  Chapter One


  


  Cinnamon watched as she always watched. She took careful note of all that were around and noticed that the more she watched, the more she wanted to get involved. She was reminded time and again of a human man that she had befriended once, his interesting ways of looking at life, and the quotes that he came up with constantly popped into her mind as she watched, especially now. Now she was thinking of the time that he had told her that there were no facts, only interpretations. If only he had been right.


  Another killing, another brutal slaying. It was senseless, and there was nothing she could do about it. She pounded her fist on the pure-white marble baluster with gold veins thick in it. Frustration beat at her. She whipped around her white-blonde hair and glared at nothing in particular.


  Anger is not an emotion you should allow to cloud your soul, child. You know as well as all of us that emotion, especially strong emotions, are not permitted.


  “Yeah well I’m not old enough to grasp that concept yet,” she muttered darkly. “We have to do something.” She stated the obvious. “We have to do something because we simply cannot allow this to continue. We need to tell the group that fights for humanity. Gaia’s creations. Gaia has always been on the side of good Now is no different. We must get word to them as to what they are facing, because I fear if we don’t…” She took a deep breath. “If we don’t, all of humanity is gone, forever. This is not to be how it is written. We both know that.”


  And who would you choose to emissary this mission? the voice questioned.


  “Myself,” Cinnamon told the voice softly. “For it is I that has stared into the Abyss, and I saw it looking back at myself. It is time that I go there because I feel that is where I belong. Please, Father, let me do this?”


  I knew allowing you to befriend Nietzsche would be a bad thing one day. There was a long suffering sigh and then he said, Go with love in your heart, daughter. Your destiny does await you there, on Earth, however. There was a great pause. You may not tell them what you are until the time has come for you to use the light inside of you. When that time comes, you will know. Until then you will be as human as the ones that you watch over. Be well, daughter, and know that I will always love you, her father whispered to her before the energy that was Him engulfed her in a loving hug.


  “I love you, too, Daddy,” she whispered softly as she felt the love to the very depths of her soul. “I will return home soon, Daddy. I just have to make certain they understand what they are battling. I need them to realize that Chaos has created his own armies, armies of darkness and death.”


  Not all, darling daughter. Not all of them will be as you have seen, just as not all of Gaia’s creations are good, and just and just as not all of humanity is as I had hoped for them. Keep that in mind as you deal with those that you encounter. Trust in what you know to be true, deep inside, because you will never be wrong. Be good, darling, and know that you will be protected. Gaia’s Warriors wouldn’t allow you to be harmed. Because He had the power to destroy the very universe if He so wished it, and Gaia and Chaos both knew that.


  “I will be good, I will listen to my heart, and I will know you will talk to me. Now. Send me to Earth please, Father. As close to their facilities as possible, if you could?” she asked and looked down at herself. “I am going to miss my wings.” The pure-white wings with the golden-tipped edges of the feathers of the plumage. They were truly warm and beautiful, but for this mission she knew she had to keep them under wraps, so to speak.


  When her father’s warmth left her, she then felt the sizzle, the sizzle and burn of the Fall. She wasn’t losing her wings, but she was falling to Earth. She screamed as the pain tore through her, and she landed hard in the center of a field of flowers, leaving a crater where her body impacted.


  Cin simply lay there for the longest time, her eyes closed and chest struggling to breathe in this air that was so filled with pollutants that it hurt her to simply move. She did, however, finally struggle to her feet, grasping at a rock or a tree here and there, and climbing from the crater and heading south toward the compound where Gaia’s Warriors were stationed.


  Chapter Two


  


  It was good to be King. Usually. Then there were days when even getting out of bed was quite obviously the wrong choice. Today was one of those days where had he known what was coming he likely would have climbed right back in and yanked up the blankets. He really had to learn to listen to that particular instinct of his.


  “All right, enough!” he bellowed, his voice echoing sharply through the chambers. He hated raising his voice, but by the Gods, some of those that sat at the table were worse than children! “We aren’t getting anywhere like this,” he said, standing up. “Take an hour to eat, cool off, and return with clearer heads.” It was not a suggestion.


  Watching as they filed out one after another, the pops from each Vortex signaling their departures, he sighed. Glancing to Quincy, who still sat there, he lifted a brow. “Did you think that was merely a suggestion?” he asked softly.


  “Course not, I recognized that tone well enough,” Quincy said, tapping his fingers lightly to the arm of the chair. “You seem on the edge of late, T-Rex.” He used the detested nickname on purpose. “Not just with these douche bags, but even at work you’ve been testy. Want to discuss it?” he offered, looking to the big man curiously.


  Did he ever, but he really couldn’t, not with the King of another House. But this was also a friend and comrade-in-arms. Sitting back down, he stared at him for a time before sighing softly.


  “Come on, T, you know I’ll never repeat a word of whatever you say. Hell, I won’t even hold it against you. Talk to me, man. We’re all starting to get seriously worried, and you know I don’t like worrying, gives me nasty little lines.” Quincy rubbed between his brows with a crooked grin.


  He knew Quincy could hold a secret tight, forever if necessary. Leaning back, he stared at some of the empty chairs for a time before speaking. “I’m tired, Q,” he murmured softly, “really tired.”


  Quincy knew he wasn’t talking about exhaustion. No, his friend and boss was referring to his never-ending journey through life alone. “You have Talina now. Doesn’t that help at all?” he asked softly, sincerely concerned.


  Smiling at the mention of his daughter, he had to nod. “She does help, quite a bit, but it’s not the same, Q. She has her own life to lead. I love the time we have together, every moment a true and priceless treasure.” He fought tooth and nail for every second with her, especially since she did have a life, a mate, a child on the way, and a budding career on base and at a local clinic.


  “It’s all the rest of the time, alone at night that is starting to get to me,” he admitted. “It’s making me less lenient in other aspects of my life.”


  “Dude, those jack-offs totally needed you to bitch slap them. Hell, they need someone to remind them even they can die,” Quincy said, rolling his eyes.


  “True, but I’m not one to yell,” Talon muttered. “I have always tried to be respectful but firm with them.”


  “So take a sabbatical, bro,” Quincy suggested and shrugged at the look he got for it. “Have someone step in temporarily for a few weeks to manage the idiots and take a vacay. You know the Teams will fully understand, and one of the others can probably manage not to get us all blown up for that long.”


  “There’s too much to be done,” he said, shaking his head even as he started to consider and even like the idea.


  “There is always a crap load to do, T. Just pick a date, put someone in charge, and go,” Quincy said in a firm tone. “Otherwise you’ll talk yourself out of it and we’ll have to do something drastic that you will not appreciate.”


  Eyeing him for a moment, Talon narrowed his eyes. “Was that a threat, Quincy?” he asked, not quite able to figure it out. He just didn’t know if he should be impressed, insulted, or pissed.


  Snorting, Quincy gave him a smirk. “Dude, if you can’t tell the difference between a friend’s advice and a threat, you really need to take a break.”


  Knowing he was right and being willing to admit that he was right were two very different things. “I will consider it, Q, but not until after our next couple of missions.” Both of which were slightly personal for him.


  “Deal, but no procrastinating,” Quincy told him, “or my next piece of ‘advice’ will very definitely be a threat, with plenty of backup.”


  Knowing the kid could easily pull a threat out of his hat without even blinking, Talon didn’t doubt him even a little. Though it did amuse him slightly.


  


  * * * *


  


  Just over a month later he had his bag hooked over the back of his bike, no plan in mind, and was hugging his daughter good-bye. After getting her and Aiden’s solemn promise once more to call if the baby came early, he took off with only a couple quick peeks back.


  “Thank the Gods he finally got his head out of his ass and took a break,” Aiden muttered, rubbing his bond-mate’s back gently.


  “If he hadn’t, there likely would have been a full-out revolt,” Trey said. “Right before we beat him bloody.”


  “You really wouldn’t have,” Kat asked and looked around, “would you?” She sounded shocked by what she saw and assumed.


  Quincy shot her a look. “The Ear of Truth isn’t a part-time gig, Kat. You know better than that.” They had all spoken the absolute truth. Talon had needed a holiday or there would have been absolute and complete anarchy. Plus they all needed a break from the big guy, too, from time to time.


  “Well, he’s off now for a bit, and that’s all that truly matters,” Allister said, hopeful their friend could find some semblance of balance once more in his life.


  “We have work to do while he’s away. Let’s do it and ensure we don’t need to call him home early,” Mac advised, smiling at his bond-mate and wiggling his eyebrows suggestively.


  


  * * * *


  


  A couple hours after departing the base, Talon pulled off the highway and found a little town to refill in, both the bike and himself. Climbing off, he stretched and gave a nod to the older gentleman who came out wiping his hands on a rag.


  “Fill her up for you?” Buck was the name on the well-used but clean coveralls he wore.


  “Please.” Talon nodded. “And do you happen to have a restaurant here? I’m absolutely famished.” All the clean air, the open road, and time to relax had helped to rejuvenate his appetite.


  “Sure do,” Buck said, starting the gas and looking up at the nearly seven-foot mountain before him. “Over on the next block is Franny’s. She’s got great food all day every day.”


  “Thank you.” Talon dug out his wallet and paid for the fuel.


  Watching the young man pull away, Buck went inside to call over to Franny and let her know a tourist was heading her way. When asked how she’d know, Buck just had to chuckle and told her honestly that not a soul in town or her place would be able to miss him.


  Chapter Three


  


  After laying there in the dirt for a time, Cin rose to her feet. Taking in another deep breath, she licked her lips and then frowned when her stomach growled. Touching her hand to her belly, she said, “What is this?”


  Hunger, darling. You are hungry. The one that you are searching for is about a mile away in what is called a diner. You will be able to find food there, dearest daughter. Remember, you cannot tell him what you are. You can only give him the proof that you have.


  “But how?” she asked even as she began to walk, the long flowing white dress with golden threads of her station moving along with her, the white and gold sandals at her feet moving with absolute quiet across the grass. It was as if nature and all of the animals that were a part of nature truly knew what she was. Instead of running from her, they approached her. They came and touched her where they could before racing away as if to tell the whole nature community that a being such as her was walking the Earth for the first time in more than a millennium.


  You have a pack at your hip. It has proof that he will be able to use. There are memory drives that have recorded the beings that you need to tell them about. You also have your knowledge of just how these creatures came to be. Don’t worry, daughter, you will be believed. They have a truth-seer, and she will know.


  Cin continued to walk and nodded. “All right, Father. I trust you,” she stated. “I believe in you.” And she did. She had utter faith in her father. Touching the pouch at her waist, she smiled when she realized what was in it. “I had forgotten that these beings used currency.” She heard her father’s laughter and then said, “Thank you for ensuring that I would be able to survive while here, Father.”


  Seeing a small cafe coming into view, she looked at the massive and shiny motorcycle, her mind automatically filling in what it was, and smiled. It was truly a thing of beauty. Lifting her head, however, she inhaled the scents and sighed. “Oh that smells so good.” Her stomach growled even louder.


  He is inside. You will not be able to miss the Dragon that I’m sending you to, her father told her.


  “A Dragon?” Cin stopped immediately. “Father, their senses of smell are so acute that he will know I’m not human.”


  I know, daughter, but you have to tell him that he needs to trust in the wisdom of the Gods, and if he can’t, tell him to ask Gaia. Gaia will not tell him who and what you are, but she will vouch for you.


  “I would hope so. She is after all my mother.” Cinnamon was a being that walked the line of many worlds. She was the daughter of the first deity, of the primordial being that brought all into light as well as the daughter of Gaia, his most beloved Goddess. “All right, I will tell him. I certainly hope that he doesn’t bite first and then ask questions later,” she mumbled and opened the door to the cafe, after trying to figure it out first of course.


  She might be ancient, having watched civilizations rise and fall time and again, but she had never really been on Earth before, so something as simple as walking through a door was beyond her.


  Once she was inside of the cafe, she inhaled and sighed. “It smells so wonderfully delicious.” She didn’t realize the sight that she made. She stood there, her white-as-snow hair falling in waves past her ass, her icy pale-blue eyes huge in her pale face and the white and pure gown she wore with the intricate gold thread at the hems of the gown.


  Turning, she looked to the back of the cafe and took a seat opposite the very, holy mother, very large Dragon sitting in the back corner. “Hello. I’m Cinnamon. Would you mind sharing a meal with me and then perhaps having a talk with me about an issue that will come up for you and your Council, an issue that must be addressed as quickly as possible?” Blunt and to the point. She was rather proud of herself for that.


  Nearly choking on his coffee, Talon stared at the female that had parked herself across from him at the booth he was in. Blinking, he wiped his mouth and frowned. “I think you may have the wrong person, Cinnamon.” Interesting name to go with an interesting female. She wasn’t human, not fully anyway. There was an aura of power around her that told him that. Plus the fact she smelled nothing human. There was a hint of her namesake with something clear and sunny. Very interesting female.


  Reaching out, she took one of the long things from his plate and frowned, looking at it from every angle, and then sniffed it. “Oh this smells lovely.” She then licked it and took a moment. “Salt. Interesting.” She then stuffed it into her mouth and began to chew. Her face went into instant pleasure, the features softening and a low murmur of delight coming from her. “Oh this is so very good. What is this called? I would very much like this please,” she said and licked her fingers and then lips.


  Once more she turned her eyes to Talon. “You are who I want. You are Talon, King of the Dragons. You lead the Council of Gaia. You have noticed that there have been far too many murders that you can’t figure out lately, murders that not even your Dragon nose can detect a scent on.” She looked at one of the things that she had eaten, and it had red goop on it and she took it, repeating her earlier process and sighing in pure delight. “These are truly marvelous. What are they? And I know what you are fighting. You need me in this fight.”


  Lifting a slow brow as she started devouring his meal, Talon signaled for another plate. “Those are sausages, and that is bacon.” He pointed at his plate, his eyes never leaving her face. Leaning in slightly, he tipped his head. “I’m going to guess you’re not from around here, are you?” he asked softly. He was betting not anywhere around anyplace he’d ever been. No way could someone be that innocent and yet self-assured. “We don’t speak of such things as the Council, who I am, or anything else like that around the humans.” His voice was a low murmur, but he knew she could hear him easily. “They tend to panic and get all…weird when you start spouting off about Dragons and such,” he pointed out to her when she looked ready to question him. “It’s safer for us all, humans and others alike, to speak of these things only in private.”


  “Ah, I understand that,” she said and rolled a fluffy flat and round thing up into a stick. “What is this called?” she asked and took a bite, sighing happily. “I never knew that food could be so very good.” She had missed out on so much. It was truly delightful, and now she understood where her friends that came to the void to wait for such a time that their souls could be recycled came from. “Food. It truly can make a person do such strange things, can’t it?” she asked and took another bite with a smile. “And you need me. You don’t know it yet, but you really do,” she amended happily.


  “It’s a pancake,” he stated, watching her. Thankfully another plate was brought to the table, and he set it between them for her to pick at. “Why would I need you, Cinnamon?” he asked suspiciously. Talon did not believe in coincidences, never had, never would. Everything happened for a reason. He just didn’t know what that reason might be that this woman was in his life, especially in the midst of his first vacation in…forever.


  Cinnamon smiled and winked at him. “Because it’s time. It’s time that you had me in your life,” she told him. “And because I’m a heck of a lot more powerful than I look.” She shrugged. “Well, when the time comes I will be at least,” she added softly. “And because I know the monsters that hide in the shadows, the ones that you can’t get a read on. The ones that you can’t figure out. I know what they are and how they came about. I know a heck of a lot.”


  “Do you really?” he asked curiously and fought the urge to smile. Odd, he’d never had that reaction with a stranger that knew too much about him before. Not that he usually allowed people who knew too much about him or his people to live long enough to be amused, but still, the fact was…she amused him. “Eat up and we’ll talk later,” he advised softly. Talon had a really bad feeling his vacation had just taken a header. The others were going to kill him.


  Chapter Four


  


  Cinnamon sat back, her stomach completely full and now feeling another odd sensation, sleepy. “Thank you for feeding me. I really don’t mind paying for it.” She held out the gold doubloon that she had pulled out earlier to pay for their meal. “I was told that gold was the current currency that is used. I assure you these are very real.” They had been given to her by her father, and he would never send her with anything that wasn’t real. “Or should I use jewels?” she asked instead and cocked her head to the side, watching Talon, King of the Dragons, as she spoke.


  “Gold is a currency if you’re buying countries or contraband,” he murmured, pulling out two twenties and dropping them on the table. Getting up, he pulled his leather jacket on once more and looked to her. “Coming?” he asked. She looked about ready to have a nap, which wouldn’t do until he got some answers out of her, and unfortunately, that meant returning to base. They were going to kill him.


  She moved up and out of the booth and slipped her hand into his. Giving him a grin, she looked up at him adoringly. “I have a lot to learn, don’t I?” she asked. “Will you help me? I’m going to help you, so you should help me in turn, right?” she asked as she skipped along at his side.


  He was seriously considering getting his head checked. The woman was bending his mind nine ways of Sunday, and he really didn’t know what reality was anymore. Guiding her outside, he led her to his bike and then stopped to look at her. “Where are you from, Cinnamon?” he asked softly. He needed something from her and since she was damned good at avoiding answering anything she didn’t want to, he was really looking for clues, hints, tells, any-fucking-thing.


  “Same place as you, from my mother,” she told him evasively with a smile on her pretty bowed lips. “I’ve seen the entire world, every square inch of it.” She looked at the bike and ran her hand over it. “I’ve so wanted to ride one of these. They look like so much fun. Is it freeing? The sense of wind in your hair, nothing around you but the possibilities of what could be?”


  “It has its moments,” he drawled quietly as he watched her. “Where did you come from, Cinnamon? And if you tell me your mother again I will leave you here,” he said flat out. “I’m on vacation, and this”—he waved a hand at her—“is creating a serious crimp to my plans.” Gods damn it, he had the same urge to kiss her as he did when he first spotted her, but he pushed it down viciously and listened to the Dragon, who was highly suspicious of her when it didn’t feel the need to jump her bones and give her the orgasm of her existence.


  She became very serious and shook her head. “I can’t tell you that. Not yet,” she admitted with a heavy heart. “I hate to tell you that, I really and truly do, but that’s the truth. I can’t tell you yet where I come from, but one day I will be able to. One day when I reveal who and what I truly am I will tell you, but only you, everything,” she whispered and stepped back. “You need me, Talon. You might not know it, but you do. You need me because the Vampires, Minions, and worse that Chaos has created are soon going to begin attacking closer to you. They are going to go for those of the Paranormal Protection Unit, and I’m the only one that can help you save your men. Without me, without my help, there won’t be any left and, without them, no more bond-matings. The lines will die out and Chaos will rule.” She flushed and felt ill. “I’ve told you too much now.” She turned to look around and stepped another step from him as the skies began to darken in a storm. “You should leave now,” she whispered and took another step toward the woods. She would draw them from the humans in the diner. “Ride like the wind, Talon, King of the Dragons,” she said and then began to run for the forest, praying she would have the time to draw the Minions of Chaos to her instead of the humans that they would so readily feast upon.


  Staring after her dumbly, he frowned a moment later and growled, a scent hitting his nose. Danger was close and permeating the air. Tipping his head slightly, he let the Dragon’s eyes show him more than his human ones ever could. Odd heat signatures, low range, lower than a human’s were closing in on the female. Not good at all. “Fuck me,” he grumbled and jogged after her. No way was he leaving her alone with all those bodies heading right for her.


  Cin smiled as they began to circle her. Holding out her hands as if she were completely defenseless, she said, “You really don’t want to do this. You need to go back to your Coven Masters and assure them that the plan that they have been tasked to do is detrimental to their health.” She eyed each of them. “There is goodness in all of you. You all have a choice to serve the light, to come out of the darkness, but it has to be your choice. Will you choose to fight with me?” She gave them the chance, would always give them the chance.


  When they attacked en masse, she sighed. “Really, boys? Ganging up on a girl?” she teased and twisted, turned from their grasp, and as she came back around, pulled the hidden sword of light from its perch on her back. “Do you want to try again?” she asked softly. She wasn’t in Angel mode, just simply holding the sword that would be as deadly to them as the sun was. “Well, come along, gentlemen, time is wasting here, you know.”


  She felt him then, felt Talon coming through the trees, and held out a hand. “No closer,” she demanded of the Dragon King. Turning back to the circling six, she sighed. “I really do hate to kill. It goes against every fiber of my being. I was created for life, but you aren’t giving me choices here, boys.” When they attacked again, she didn’t hesitate. No questions, no remorse. She lifted her sword and slid from one to another, slitting one throat, another belly, any knick of her sword causing them to bleed.


  Now on the other side of them with Talon on one side and her on the other, she said, “I warned you all.” She watched then as they began to scream, well, the ones who hadn’t received the mortal wounds, only the nicks from her sword. “May the cosmos accept you into the nothingness once more. Come back as peaceful beings. Come back and know love,” she whispered quietly and dipped to the ground to clean her sword before putting it back into its hidden sheath.


  Staring at what she’d done and then at her, he closed his eyes wearily and turned to leave. He really didn’t need this shit. Walking back to his bike, he frowned when he felt her following, sort of. Did he really want her around? She was a trouble magnet obviously, and he really didn’t need this kind of crap on top of everything else he was dealing with. Maybe he could just dump her on someone at the base…Now there was a plan.


  Cinnamon hated that he had to see what she did. She hated taking lives, more than anything else, but it had to be done. “Those are what you are facing,” she commented softly off to the side of him. “They are only a small fraction of what is coming for the bond-mates of Gaia’s children,” she whispered. “If there were anyone else I could tell, I would.” She looked up at him, hurt in her eyes. “Because it’s very clear you would rather put me off on another. However, I must give this information to you. I’m very sorry, Talon, but for a short time your life will be entwined with mine.”


  “I don’t like being lied to even through omission. That is what I’m opposed to, Cinnamon,” he told her, stopping and moving to stand nose to…well, technically air, but…whatever. “My life and the lives of everyone that is mine, those I consider mine or who are friends and associates, are at risk, and all I’m getting is the runaround. If I wanted that, I’d call up some government agency and be put through the spinner by them.” He stared down at her. “Trust is a two-way street, darling. You want my trust, but I can’t give it if nothing is extended in return.”


  “And I can’t give you the full truth yet. I can give you a bit more, but I can’t tell you what I am, not yet,” she whispered with tears falling like diamonds from her eyes. “I want to, you have no idea how much I want to, but I can’t. Once it’s voiced what I am and that I’m here”—she shook her head—“the monsters will come out even more on the hunt. Once it’s known that I’m on Earth.” She shook her head. “When we are able to talk without another overhearing, I will tell you all that I know about the things coming for the bond-mates. But if it’s too much for you, then I will simply have to do what I can to save them, alone.”


  Licking his lips, Talon stared at her for a moment. “Are you saying you’re bound by rules as to what you can and can’t say to me?” he whispered. At her nod he cursed internally and rubbed his eyes. “Well that’s entirely different, Cinnamon,” he said gently. He knew all about rules that held your tongue. With a seer for a mother he knew just how dangerous saying the wrong thing could be. “All right, I will leave who you are and where you came from alone for now as long as you swear to Gaia you will tell me eventually and all of it. Deal?”


  “I swear by Gaia that I will tell you absolutely everything when the time comes.” She felt the zing of her promise. She felt the full weight of it on her shoulders but could tell he couldn’t feel the shift in energies around them that tied her to her word, a vow made in her mother’s name. “For now, I truly think we should head to your base. Your men need you and the information that I have.”


  “They are more likely to kill me than greet me with happiness,” he told her honestly. “I’m on vacation, the first in too long. I actually only managed”—he checked his watch—“a whole five hours.” Had to be a record of some sort.


  “Sorry,” she said and stepped back. “Maybe you should just go ahead and go on your vacation? I don’t want to get in your way,” she muttered honestly. “You should go and enjoy your time,” she said softly. “Because when your vacation is over it’s going to be the start of one heck of a fight, one that will determine if Chaos rules or Gaia continues.”


  He really did want to go, but if he did that he’d feel guilty. “No,” he murmured, “we’ll head to the base. It will be better that way. I couldn’t relax knowing even that”—he waved a hand to the woods—“little bit without at least warning them. I can always head out again after everyone has been alerted.”


  She nodded. “Yes, it is very good to get the word out to all of them,” she stated. “They all need to know to protect their bond-mates, and we will also need to try to find the bond-mates that belong to the rest of Gaia’s children,” she whispered. “Because he has somehow forged an alliance with another for finding the bond-mates, and we need to be able to get there before he does.”


  That didn’t sound good at all. “Did you want to ride with me back or did you have your own transportation?” He couldn’t recall if she’d had her own ride or not. She’d have to…wouldn’t she?


  “I would like that.” She smiled and shrugged. “I don’t have transportation that I can use.” She had her wings, but if she brought them out, then all hell would break loose, and she would rather that not happen. “Are you sure that you are all right with this, Talon?”


  Looking at her, he finally nodded. “I’m not thrilled with what we have to tell the others.” More her than him since he knew next to nothing on the subject. Moving to the bike, he handed her the helmet and waited to see if she knew what to do with it.


  Cinnamon looked at the helmet that he passed her and then up to him. “What is this? Am I supposed to put something in it?” When she had watched humans, they had never had anything like this with them. “Is this a weapon of yours that I need to keep safe?”


  Staring at her for a moment, he burst out laughing as he took it from her and pulled it over her hair. “It’s to keep your head safe in the highly unlikely event that I crash us.” With that in mind, he shrugged out of his leather jacket and held it for her to slip into.


  She looked at the jacket, but since he had slipped it off she stepped into it. “Oh it’s so very nice and warm.” She wrapped her arms around herself and hugged herself in his jacket. Closing her eyes in utter bliss, she sighed happily. “I like this a great deal. I’ve never known cold before, nor have I known intense heat but this…” She sighed. “This is perfect,” she admitted and looked up at him with the heavy thing on her head. “What is the thing that you put on my head anyway? It feels so odd.”


  “It’s a helmet,” he told her quietly as he adjusted the chin strap to keep it on her head. “It will keep your skull and brain safe if we are to crash, and the jacket will keep your skin protected as well as your vital organs.” To a degree, as long as there wasn’t anything sharp around in the path.


  “Oh I don’t need those,” she said but shut up immediately and added, “thank you, Talon, for caring. Worrying that I stay safe.” She looked to him and added, “What about you? Don’t you need protection as well?” She could protect him. If worst came to worst, her wings would come out and she would easily be able to lift him from danger, but then that would bring up a whole mess of questions and issues, and well, she couldn’t deal with it yet.


  “I’m a Dragon, Cinnamon. Not much can kill me, and I’m old enough I can shift in barely a blink of the eye. I’m more worried about you, but I will also keep the speed down to ensure the precaution isn’t required at any time.” Climbing on, he flipped out her foot rests and then held out a hand. “Step on there and swing your other leg up and over so you are straddling the bike.”


  She looked down at her long gown and shrugged. Pulling it up nearly to her thighs, she showed her long and milky-white legs to him before getting on behind him. Settling against him, she braced her arms around him and snuggled up closer to him and sighed. “This is very nice.” She wasn’t used to contact and being able to touch another being. It was like catnip to her.


  Grabbing her well-defined and toned calves, he tugged her closer before turning the bike on. As expected, at the first throaty rumble she nearly leaped off. Grinning, he turned his head slightly. “You all right back there?”


  “Oh I hadn’t expected that,” she said breathlessly and squeezed her legs around him tightly. “That feels so very nice.” And it did. The rumble against her bare bottom had her inner lips quivering, and she shuddered, blowing out a breath of pure need. “Can you make it rumble again? I really so very much liked how that felt.”


  Chuckling, he popped up the kickstand and revved the engine twice before he pulled out of the lot. Keeping his speed down, he got them out to the highway and then opened it up some more. He had a feeling that there were about to be a lot of firsts in Cinnamon’s life.


  She held onto him and all but purred right along with the engine. “Oh God,” she whimpered and squeezed her thighs tighter against him as the liquid pleasure all but dripped from her body. She was sure that he could feel it, but it felt so lovely she honestly didn’t care. “Make it go faster,” she begged.


  “Then you had better hang on tighter,” he called over his shoulder to her. When she did, he revved up higher and got them some more speed. Grinning at her moan of pleasure, he sped up just a little more.


  Holding on to him and all but flying down the road was pure pleasure for her. Her thighs tightened on him, arms tightened, and she shuddered. “Talon.” She breathed his name in such a small whisper she was sure he hadn’t heard her, but she felt it in the very pit of her soul. Something as simple as this gave her pleasure. She wondered what would happen if she ever allowed a man to make love with her? No, no she couldn’t think of that. That fast she pulled back from Talon and straightened even more. She couldn’t think of a man loving her. She couldn’t think of giving her body to a man. It was about the fight. She had to focus on that.


  Slowing when she shifted back, he frowned at her image in the mirror. “Are you all right?” he asked over the sound of the wind. She looked troubled and like she was closing herself off.


  “I’m fine. I just realized that I was experiencing pleasure and wanted to know about other pleasures, ones that I have no business thinking about. I need to focus on the task that I was sent to Earth to deal with and not think of the pleasures that I’m finding with my body,” she stated starkly.


  Well that was rather blunt and to the point. He rather liked it. It also gave him more clues to who and what his little Cinnamon was. “Haven’t you ever heard the expression that all work and no play creates a very dull being?” he asked with a grin. Dropping a hand to her leg, he gently stroked her petal-soft skin. “You really should play from time to time, Cin.”


  “But if I spend all of my time playing I won’t be able to do the job that I was staying here to do.” She really hated to admit that, because in all honesty she liked the way she felt with Talon. She felt safe, she felt secure, and she felt something she’d never before felt in her life, a strange kind of intense buzzing in her chest. It was as if her heart was beating double time just for him. The aching in her loins was even more intense whenever he was there. “I wish that I had time to play, Talon, I truly do. However, I don’t. The lives of your bond-mates are in question, and that is more important than my having fun.”


  “Never say that, sugar,” he said, squeezing her calf lightly. “You always need to have a bit of fun, especially if you are working hard,” he told her honestly. “It helps to relax you and refresh your mind. Plus it ensures that you are rested so you don’t screw up and get someone killed. Plus I don’t have a bond-mate.” He’d never had one, and he had a feeling he never would have one. “Apparently Gaia hasn’t found anyone she figures should be stuck with me for the rest of time.”


  That made Cinnamon frown, and she shook her head. “I’m sure that she has someone for you,” she whispered softly. “And I have never had fun. My life has always been about duty, serving, protecting. Watching.” Which she hated at times, but it was her purpose in life.


  Oh, Talon, my most favorite of all the Dragon Kings that have lived, you think that I would forsake you? Darling man, your bond-mate is the most precious of all my children. She is one that I truly bore out of love. Do you think that I would give you any other? Do not press her for answers, but know that she is yours, Talon. Protect my daughter and keep her safe, and one day she will be able to tell you all.


  Talon nearly totaled the bike. As it was he still had a wobble he had to straighten out. “Sorry, saw the pothole too late,” he said to Cinnamon over his shoulder. Could you not sound a little bell or something before you start talking, Goddess? I nearly had a heart attack and while driving a bike, not a good thing I’d like to mention for the record. A second later his brain clicked in. Cinnamon’s your daughter? he practically squealed. His inner voice sounded so strangled and high.


  Yes, she is my daughter, Gaia said with obvious laughter and joy in her voice, as a bell tinkled. At least you didn’t ask me who I was talking about, so that is an improvement, Gaia stated softly. You will keep her safe, right?


  Like you even have to ask, he said, injecting pure insulted male into his voice. I would never harm a female, let alone my chosen bond-mate. But—Talon paused and sighed as he drove along—I need to know. Why me, Gaia? he asked, terrified of the answer.


  Because you are the only one who is strong enough to protect my daughter from the monster that will come for her, a creature that simply shouldn’t be. You are the only one who will be able to love her as she deserves to be loved. You are the only one who can give her what she needs, acceptance, patience, happiness, and joy. I had thought to pair you with a third, a trio. Two men to protect my daughter. However, I’m uncertain how you would feel about this, Dragon King.


  Pissy was one word I could think of, he thought and rolled his eyes at the snort he heard. It’s true, he muttered. I might be willing to give everything for everyone, but at the end of the day I don’t think I could handle having another sharing even more of what is mine. That would likely have made me snap big time, so thank you for not going there, Gaia. As much as I love my brothers, all of them, at the end of the day I need the solace of not a one of them around.


  Which is why you and you alone, Talon, are the bond-mate for my daughter. The pause weighed heavily against Talon before the Goddess continued. She will be hard to convince. My lovely daughter has the silly notion that she will return to her home when she has finished here, a home that she no longer belongs to. Her home is at your side now, Dragon King. Convince her to stay. Show her what love truly is. Allow her to give you that love back.


  She isn’t exactly going to be cooperative, he pointed out in a seriously dry tone. She’s a little on the stubborn side of things. You wouldn’t happen to know where she gets that from, would you? He grinned internally as he teased the Goddess. Hearing nothing but silence, he snickered slightly and mentally shook his head. I will do my best, but in the end it has to be her choice to remain with me. I would never force a female to do anything that goes against her will, stubborn or not.


  I know that you wouldn’t, but all she needs is someone to love her. To show her what her body is feeling isn’t a crime. She should live life instead of simply watching it. For far too long she has watched life unfolding, only meeting the people who caught her eyes after they died. It’s time for that to end. Show her what living is all about, Talon, just as you are doing now by simply having her on the back of your bike.


  Nodding internally for the Goddess, he smiled slightly. If he had his way, he’d show Cinnamon just what life really meant. Gaia, is there anything I need to know about her? I know she can’t say who she is or where she came from, not yet. But do I need to watch out for anything or be aware of anything that could potentially harm or do harm to her? He didn’t want Cinnamon getting hurt while around him, and if she wasn’t from around there, well there was a lot to hurt her.


  She’s never been on Earth before. While she is more knowledgeable than any other being alive on so many things, she isn’t on the smallest things. As you noted with her trying to open a door and so on. She is so very much like a child in so many ways. I’m sorry for that, Talon. However, think of the happiness and joy you will have relearning how to actually live with her.


  Was that a crack about my age, Goddess? he asked softly with an unamused tone. Because if we’re going to sling that around…He let the thought drift off, especially since he wasn’t a hundred percent sure how far he could push before she did something to him. And it would likely hurt, a lot.


  Just because I have chosen you to be my daughter’s bond-mate does not mean that I will not come down hard on you for pushing too far, Dragon King. Take care with what you say. There was a pause before the Goddess added, Protect her. She will be hurt emotionally by things that even your men won’t realize they are hurting her with. Since you are about to turn into the base, that was the last I wanted to tell you.


  Thank you for entrusting her to me, Goddess, he whispered with full respect in his voice. He knew he’d been pushing her, but she had to know he wasn’t just going to lie down for anything she brought his way. I will do my best to keep her body, heart, and soul safe always. You have my word on that, Gaia.


  I know you will, Talon, King of the Dragons. I know you will, the Goddess said before pulling away from him.


  Cinnamon was watching everything around her and squeezed Talon once again. When they finally stopped, she excitedly looked at him. “This is so very much fun. I really liked riding with you. Can we do that often?” she asked hopefully.


  “Yes, sweetheart, we can do it as often as you wish,” he told her honestly. Pulling up to the guard shack, he rolled his eyes at the guard that just sat there staring at him. “If you wouldn’t mind,” he asked oh so sweetly, waving a hand at the gate. It was amazing how fast a human could move when motivated, Talon considered as he rolled through the gates and toward the office buildings. Now just to keep his Teams from killing him before he could say anything.


  Cin looked at the man and smiled. Waving her hand at him, she said, “This was the first time that I’ve been on a motorcycle. Aren’t they amazing machines?” At the man’s weird look, she shrugged and wrapped her arms around Talon’s waist once more when they went through the gate.


  Chapter Five


  


  “Before you all get on my case, this was an emergency,” Talon said over the voices that were, well, bent out of shape, he’d guess. Waving them all into their seats, he held out a hand to Cinnamon. “Everyone, I’d like you to meet Cinnamon. She has some very important information for us all and especially the Teams as well as all the unmated men and women. This could potentially shake everything we stand for to the very foundations. So I want you all to listen, mouths shut and ears open. When she’s done, you can ask questions, but I swear to the Gods, you interrupt her even once and I will fry you extra crispy, clear?” He looked around at everyone before he sat down in a chair.


  Cinnamon grinned and waved at the men and women. “Hi. I would really rather Talon not have to fry you crispy. Although I had this thing called bacon and sausage and it was so very good.” She rubbed her hands together. “I don’t know if you have ever tried it, but it really was so good and you all should try it,” she said seriously. Looking at Talon, she sighed and said, “Oh all right.” When she turned back to the group of men and women, the look on her face had each of them sitting up. “There are beings that are hunting the unbonded mates to you all.” She was blunt in her speaking and held herself tightly. “Gaia has her children, as you all know. She protects humanity with the races that she has created, but she’s not the only one who has created races.” There was a pregnant pause before the woman continued. “There is another God, one who is dark and wants humanity to fall. He wants death and destruction. Thrives on it. Lives on it.” Moistening her lips, she continued. “Chaos.” As soon as she said his name she felt the God taking note of her, trying to figure out who and what she was. “He gave birth to races of Vampires and Wraiths.” She watched it sink into them.


  Again messing with her dress, she whispered and finally continued. “Vampires are dark beings that live at night. They drink blood and cause chaos. Not all are bad though. I need to ensure that you all know that not all Vampires and Wraith are bad, just as not all Shifters, Magic Users, and Dragons are all good,” she reminded them. “And the Wraith.” She sighed and shook her head. “The Wraith can move in the shadows, literally moving from one shadow to the next with a thought. They can give death with only a touch. Both are fast, but Vampires can actually do something called ‘trace,’ which is where they move faster than the speed of light from one place to another.” Looking at the men and women, she then looked at Talon. “Any questions so far?”


  Watching everyone as they tried to absorb everything they were hearing, Talon touched Cinnamon’s wrist lightly. “Give them some details on each, ways to identify them, weaknesses, and that sort of thing, Cin. They need to know how to fight what is coming our way,” he told her quietly, honestly. They all needed to know what was coming and how to stop it.


  “With the Vampires the best thing is to take their heads off or, as silly as it sounds, remove their hearts.” Or if they were her, nick them with her sword of light. “Sunlight is also deadly to them.” Cinnamon moved her hand so that she could slide her palm against Talon’s and hold his hand. “With the Wraith, the one and only way to kill them is by taking their heads off and then burning the bodies. If you don’t burn the bodies, believe it or not they will find their heads and reattach them and come back. Pissed.” She hesitated and then said, “Oh and did I mention Zombies, too? They are the dead, reanimated. There are Shifter Zombies, Magic-wielding Zombies, and so on. Their one and only desire is to eat live flesh. You have to kill them by putting a bullet in their brain. Nothing else will stop them.”


  “Dear Gods, I feel like I suddenly woke up in a horror movie,” Aiden groaned.


  Trey was feeling a little nauseous as he looked to his teammates. “Holy hell, we’re in serious shit here,” he said to everyone.


  “How can we recognize them, Cinnamon?” Talon asked softly. “Is there a way before they attack and we’re all dead?”


  “What is a horror movie?” Cinnamon asked Talon but then shook her head. “You have me now,” she told him, all of them. “I’m the only one who can feel them when they are near.” She looked at a couple of people in the room and added, “And it’s important that you all know that they are not all bad. The ones that Chaos created are not all bad, and some actually fight on the side of good.” Looking at Talon, she then looked to them again. “I can tell you when they are near, but the Dragons should also be able to scent them and tell with their lower body temperatures. Didn’t you notice that when you came for me at the diner? When I fought the Minions of Chaos?”


  Nodding slowly, he looked to the others. “Most Changers should be able to detect them. There’s a…” Talon frowned, searching for the right word. “Their scent is a little different. They don’t have the same body odor, for a lack of a better term, like Changers and humans do. They run about thirty degrees cooler than a human, from what I could tell, and they smell off, cooler and a little like blood. Not like a cut finger blood, but sort of a rich undertone, probably because of their choice of diets.”


  Cinnamon once more scanned her eyes over the people in the room and added, “But they aren’t all bad. I was reminded of that before I came to Earth.” She sat down in the seat that Talon pulled for her and when she leaned back, nearly kept going. Jumping to her feet, she pressed a hand to her rapidly beating heart and looked to Talon. “I think your chair is broken.”


  “It’s not broken,” he said with a chuckle and tugged her back down. “Just relax. It will ease back a little and then stop. It’s reacting to your upper-body weight to get it into the right position for your body type. Sit,” he told her, holding her hand as she settled back down. “Now lean back gently and relax, Cinnamon,” Talon said quietly to her.


  Cinnamon heard the chuckles of the people and felt her face heating. Frowning, she touched her fingers to her cheeks and asked, “What is this? I don’t understand it. What is happening to me?” She whispered in fear, “Is it because I’m here on Earth now instead of home?”


  “It’s a blush,” he said softly. “Blood floods your cheeks when you are embarrassed, and that blood is warm, which heats your skin. It’s an unconscious reaction.” Looking around the table with a cold stare, Talon was clearly warning them all in a look to not tease her. Turning back to her, he smiled. “It will go away in a few minutes.”


  “All right,” she whispered. “I trust you, Talon, King of the Dragons.” Dipping her head, she then added, “After I have helped you all figure out just how Chaos was able to find your bond-mates before you have been able to find them, I will return home.” She felt sick with that thought and frowned. “I know it needs to happen sooner rather than later, but I don’t have to like it all the same,” she whispered.


  Gaia was right. Cinnamon actually thought she’d be able to go back. “Well until we figure out how to stop them, we will let you experience a few things here.” Getting to his feet, he looked at everyone. “I want all the Teams briefed, and update our friends in the human military to this as well. They all have night vision, so they’ll be able to know the difference of at least the Vampires. There’s not much we can do about the Wraith at this time, so let’s hope they only come after us. I want a meeting with all personnel in two weeks when I get back. Until then, suspend as many ops as we can. Double up on the ones we can’t avoid going out on. No one goes anywhere outside of the base by themselves. Quincy, I want you to figure out a way to up the shields around the base. Do some research and find out if there’s anything we can do to keep the evil ones out.”


  “I might be able to help with that,” Cinnamon said as she looked at the man, Quincy. Smiling, she said, “I’ve watched you. Gaia hated the life that you had to go through, but it was to make you stronger. I know that you don’t like to talk about yourself, and for that I’m sorry. I also want you to know that your great-grandfather hated, absolutely hated, what happened to you. He was so very angry that he asked to be returned to Earth, but it was refused, sadly. However”—she shrugged and smiled—“I know you have never met him, but you will very soon, in your son.”


  Not a sound could be heard as every last person stared at Cinnamon. Clearing his throat, Talon licked his lips and tugged her hand. “And with that bomb we’re out of here. Q, come to my office when you’re done figuring out everything with these guys, and Cin can help you with the shields.” Guiding her out of the conference room, he led her up the hall to his office and inside. “Sweetheart, you can’t just drop things like that into a conversation. Especially if you can’t discuss how you know these things and where you found this information out, all right?”


  “Oh shoot, I forgot that,” Cinnamon muttered and wrinkled her nose. “Right. I need to remember that. Will you help me to remember?” she asked and looked up at him with a smile. “At least it won’t be a great deal of time that you have to deal with me, right?” And just saying that made her feel horrid, made her stomach hurt. “I don’t like saying that,” she whispered. “I really don’t like saying that, and that makes no sense to me,” she whispered.


  “So don’t say it. Don’t think about it. Live in the moment, Cinnamon. The future will be whatever it will be,” he pointed out. Taking her hand in his, he guided her to the sofa and sat down, tugging her down onto his knee. “So until it’s time for your next step in life, we will be together and I will show you a few things to make your time enjoyable.”


  Slipping off her gold sandals, she tucked her feet up on the couch and curled against Talon. Cin laid her head on his shoulder and nestled in close to him. Smiling, the woman then spoke very softly. “I really, really like this so far,” she told him. “I love having you holding me, having you touching me. I’ve never really been touched by another being, and I really like it when you touch me. A lot.” Far more than she would have dreamed.


  He curled his arm around her and settled his other hand on her knee lightly. Resting his cheek to her hair, he breathed her in and felt his whole body tighten a second before a low burn started. “I can’t believe no one ever touched you, Cinnamon. That just seems so wrong and foreign to me.”


  Cinnamon shrugged. “Where I’m from we don’t have touch. It’s hard, I know, to understand that is, but where I’m from we really don’t touch. I like touching though, so that will be hard to go back to, the no touching.” Cin moved slightly and rubbed her lips to the side of his neck.


  Stroking his thumb to her knee and his other fingers to her side, he rubbed his cheek to her hair, the strands catching in his stubble. “Well then you should soak it up so you will always know what the sensation is,” he commented. Not that he had any plans on letting her go, and since she couldn’t go back “home,” he did have an ace in the hole.


  Closing her eyes, she smiled. “Then I’m going to rely on you. I’m going to totally come to you for all of those touches, Talon, because I don’t know anyone else.” There was the smallest hesitation before she added, “And I don’t feel this close, or whatever this feeling is that I’m feeling for you, with any other person out there.”


  “It’s probably best you don’t allow others to touch you,” he told her honestly. He didn’t know how his Dragon would react to any that did touch her. “Especially since we don’t know if this is a fluke thing between the two of us.” Not necessarily a lie. It could be the truth even though he knew and believed otherwise. Leaning back on the sofa, he rearranged her slightly. “How are you doing, Cinnamon?” Talon was worried for her. She was such an innocent, and now that he knew for sure she wasn’t someone sent in to fool them all and hurt anyone, he really was concerned how she was handling everything she’d seen and had to put up with so far.


  “I’m doing really well,” Cinnamon replied and moved so that she was even closer to him. “I like this a lot, Talon. Being held here like this. I really like you touching me. I really like you holding me. I like you, Talon, a great deal.” There was an admission there, an admission that Cin simply couldn’t understand.


  “I like you, too, Cinnamon,” he murmured, “as long as you promise to stop stealing my meat. It’s not very nice to steal a Dragon’s meal, sweetheart.” On that point he wasn’t teasing, at all. “Quincy is coming, our resident Mage and King of all Mage-kind. Just remember to watch what you say to him of where you have come from. Keep it all in the moment and pertinent to his task. Don’t give him any more clues to your past than needed or he’ll be locked in his office for the next month trying to figure you out.” Something that Maya would not appreciate, Talon was very sure.


  Cinnamon shrugged and grinned. “There is nothing that he would find on me.” Watching him, she frowned and then said, “But how would I know if I liked a meat or not without you ordering it first? You will share with me, right?” She gave him a look that clearly asked him that question as well. “Because how else will I know if I will like something if I don’t have an opportunity to try it?”


  “You could ask to try it,” he said, softly lifting his hand to touch her cheek. “Asking is polite after all,” he pointed out. “But yes, I will share anything I have with you, Cinnamon. I want you to have a chance to try as many things as you can. Everyone should have the experiences this world can offer at least once. Come in, Quincy,” he called a little louder when he scented the man outside the door.


  Chapter Six


  


  “Uh, I can come back, boss.” Quincy stood wide eyed, taking in the scene. He’d never thought he’d live long enough to see Talon all lovey-dovey with a female. And not just any female, but the mysterious Cinnamon, who apparently didn’t exist in any database on Earth. Not that he had expected her to after he’d felt the energies coming off of her.


  “Get in here and sit down,” Talon ordered, shooting him a look of warning.


  Smirking slightly, Quincy shut the door and collapsed into an armchair, throwing a leg over the arm to bob his foot as he watched them. He had no idea what was going on between the two, but he had to admit Talon looked a lot more relaxed than he had mere hours before.


  Cinnamon cocked her head to the side and grinned. “Oh, I’m a mystery to you,” she said happily catching Quincy’s thought from the air around them and rubbing her hands together. “I’ve never been a mystery. So how many databases did you check before you came here?” Seeing Talon’s look and feeling his squeeze, she amended, “Sorry. I’m supposed to be mysterious and watching my words, but this is far too exciting.” She had known this man’s great-grandfather after he passed, had spent some time with him while he waited for his judgment to come before being sent to the wheel of souls once more, and had liked him a great deal. It would be good that the man had chosen to be reborn as Quincy’s son. It was fun actually.


  “I have them all on tap. Took me three minutes to figure out that you don’t exist,” Quincy told her honestly. “Your fingerprints on the table helped with that in case you were using an alias to deceive us. But you are clean, squeaky clean in fact, so much so that you were not born here, which means you’ve come from someplace else entirely. And while that is making my head hurt and my fingers twitch, everything I can read off of you tells me you can’t lie, you can’t deceive, and that you aren’t here to hurt anyone. Which means you can stay, at least in my book. The others are still arguing and trying to decide if they should take you to interrogation.”


  Cinnamon frowned and became very serious when she whispered, “One day I swear to you that I will allow you all to know where I’m from, but right now they all need me. Especially the ones that haven’t yet found their bond-mates. They need me far more than they can realize. Right now the concern should be about how to stop them from dying and finding them before the evil ones do.”


  “And we will find a way,” Talon said to her. “But right now we need to ensure that the base security is safe and solid so that when we find the women, even if their bond-mates are here, they can be safe while we wait for them. So what does Quincy need to add to our current shields to ensure that the Vampires and Wraith that aren’t out doing good are kept out of here?”


  “Well I will need to be careful, because not all of them are bad,” Cinnamon hedged. “But you will need some of my blood,” she told Quincy. “I know, ick, but trust me, with my blood there is nothing that isn’t invited that will ever be able to get in here. Nothing,” she added. “So before we put up the shields”—she looked to Talon—“I need to talk to you and”—she shrugged—“we might need to put out a couple of invitations.”


  “I’m good with blood,” Quincy said, getting up and heading for the door. “I’m not into all the old-fashioned spells and such, but I’m up to date on them all. I’ll go and get another bag of Skittles and be back.”


  Waiting until Quincy was out the door, Talon turned his eyes on Cinnamon. “So what’s up with all that mysterious stuff of putting out some invites, darling?”


  “Because in your Teams you have a Wraith and a Vampire. They are the good guys though. They have fought for you and your Teams for a number of years and are very good at what they do. I didn’t want to out them in front of everyone. If you would rather not know who they are, I can give them the invitation, since it’s my blood that’s bonding the shielding.” Cin paused and segued into, “What are Skittles?”


  “Little candies with a soft, chewy center under a crunchy outer coating in all different colors,” he told her as he thought through whom she was talking about. “Tell me who they are, just so I know. I won’t tell anyone else unless it’s absolutely necessary, but I need to know for my own peace of mind.”


  “You have a Wraith that was in the room as well as a Vampire. I don’t know their names, but they were in the very back. One was all dark, his hair and eyes and such, and the other was almost the opposite, all light. Both were leaning on the table in the very rear.”


  “Mikhail and Davyn,” he said, immediately knowing just who had been where in that room. “Mikhail is Vampire,” he commented with a frown. “I didn’t put the pieces together, but I know his skin is always cooler than a human’s from the few times I’ve shaken his hand.”


  “But he is a good person. I know how odd that sounds, but it’s true. He takes blood deliveries so that he doesn’t feed off of humans. I like him. He seems to hate himself though and that’s really very sad,” she murmured with a shrug. “And Davyn.” Her smile bloomed. “He’s intriguing, and the woman that will be his is such a sweetheart.” That had Cinnamon frowning. “How did I know that?”


  Snorting out a laugh, Talon shook his head. “You can’t be asking me questions like that, sweetheart. I have no idea how you know half of what you know. The rest is a little easier to piece together but still slightly confusing. Davyn has always been great, a terrific doctor and a calming soul.”


  “No, I shouldn’t know that,” she said and pulled back from Talon. “You don’t understand. I shouldn’t know that.” She wiggled on his lap. “The bond-mates are created by Gaia. How could I possibly know who his bond-mate was?”


  “Maybe because you are now here on Earth and closer to him the knowledge came to you,” he said softly, trying to come up with something that sounded remotely plausible. “Or are you just guessing? Do you actually know who his mate will be?” he asked her, shifting her so she stopped rubbing along his cock. She was killing him in slow degrees.


  “No, I know who she is,” she whispered. “I can see her life in my mind’s eye when I see him.” She cocked her head to the side. “I can see so many of them,” she whispered quietly. “The single men that were in the room. I see Mikhail’s mate as well,” she admitted, confused as she did so.


  “That’s good.” He let out a breath. “It means we know who we have to watch over. But it makes sense if you think about it, Cinnamon. If Chaos knows who the bond-mates are, then it’s only fair that you are permitted that same knowledge to balance it out.”


  “True. I suppose that could be it,” Cinnamon whispered and then voiced her real fear. “Does that mean that he is here on Earth?” She could destroy his Minions, but she wasn’t so sure that she could destroy him. He was a God after all, and she was only the child of the Creator and Gaia, no Goddess, just an Angel. One of the truest of the true of Angels.


  “He could be, but if he is, he has to play by rules as well.” Oh by the Gods Talon prayed that he had to play by the rules. If he didn’t…Not going to consider that. “Let’s worry about what we do know and what we can do something about, darling. We need to know the bond-mates, who these guys are going to go after, and who they will kill if they find them. We got lucky on the others, really lucky. I do not think our luck is going to continue to hold without your help, sweetheart.”


  Nodding, she said, “Mikhail’s mate is already on the move toward him. She’s a friend of another one of your guys’ bond-mates. The King of the Cats, Tryggr,” she shared with a frown. “But she’s got trouble all of her own. It’s going to take her some time, but she will make it to Mikhail safe. It’s Davyn’s bond-mate that worries me.” She shook her head and then looked up at him. “He will be there just in time for her though, I hope.”


  “Do we need to put a watch on her?” he asked seriously, needing to know. “I don’t want anything happening to her before Davyn can find her. We can’t afford to lose even one of the bond-mate females, Cinnamon, so I need to know your assessment of the danger she is in.”


  “The only danger she is in is from a far too boggly eyed, I don’t know what he’s called. He tells her what to do and she gets money from him?” Cinnamon looked to Talon in request for the answer to the question. “That’s when Davyn will find her, so it’s okay. After that though”—Cin shrugged—“I don’t know.”


  “Uh-huh.” Talon wasn’t sure what she was referring to but nodded nonetheless. “Well if she’s not in danger from the Vampires, then we look at the next in line. Is she in any immediate danger?” he asked softly as he watched her struggling a little with whatever was going on in her head.


  Cinnamon frowned and shook her head. “I can’t see anything else. I don’t know if maybe I have to be closer to the men or what.” The look on her face spoke of her confusion, and it was obvious she didn’t like it either. “Can we talk more about them later? I know that I have to give your Mage blood and I’m already confused enough.” She hated being confused. It was very clear on that count.


  “Of course we can, sweetheart,” he said softly. Pulling her in a little closer, he gave her a hug. “Don’t push it. When it’s ready, it will come to you, Cinnamon,” Talon advised gently as he stroked her hair very lightly.


  “That sounds very good. I think that right now I just want to focus on getting to know you and getting to know the Earth while I’m here. I want to create a great deal of new memories to take with me when I have to return.” There was such sadness in her voice when she spoke of leaving Earth, because she didn’t want to leave him.


  “And that is what we will do, sweetness,” he promised gently. “But first let’s have Quincy come back in, draw a little blood, and then you and he can iron out whatever he needs to do with the shields and I will check messages.” He was on holidays, but Talon couldn’t just leave the job, his friends, and family behind, especially after only two hours.


  “All right, as long as you are sure.” Looking up at Talon, Cinnamon smiled happily once more. “I like order. I like having a list of tasks to accomplish, and I look forward to being able to tell you everything about me, Talon. I look forward to not keeping secrets from you.” Which weighed heavily on her. “But I would ask that you not trust too many with the secrets that I will give you, please?”


  “I won’t tell a soul if you don’t want me to, sweetheart, I swear it. It’s your story to tell or not, darling mine,” he whispered quietly. “I will just be here to help you along your path and show you my world as best I know how. And attempt to keep you in line.” Talon kissed her cheek gently. “Come in, Q. Let’s get this done so that you can share some Skittles with her.”


  “Who says I’m sharing?” Quincy asked, coming in with a box of things. “Not sure if she should have sugar, given her apparent reaction to bacon.”


  “Is bacon that stuff that was so good?” Cinnamon asked, and at Talon’s nod she turned wide and happy eyes to Quincy. “I would very much love to try Skittles, please. I want to make all kinds of memories, so if you will share your Skittles with me, I will share my blood with you.”


  “Well, she apparently has blackmail to an art form,” Quincy said, shaking his head. Setting the box down, he poured a few of the candies into his hand and passed them over to her. “Put one in your mouth and suck on it for a moment so you can taste the hard shell. As it melts you can then chew on it and break into the gooey center.”


  Popping one of the candies into her mouth, she offered him her arm. Making a face, she wrinkled her nose. “It’s sour,” she grumbled. “I don’t think that I like this sour thing.” She watched as Quincy prepped her arm and stuck the needle in. As he was taking her blood, she added, “Whatever you don’t use you must burn. Promise me that you won’t save it for any reason, that it will be completely and fully destroyed?”


  “All right.” He nodded, pressing a cotton ball to the wound as soon as he withdrew the needle. “Bend your arm up and hold the cotton there until it stops bleeding, Should only be a moment or two,” Quincy said, careful of the vial and of disposing of the needle. “So, now that I have this, what do we do with it?” he asked her, popping some candy in his mouth. Going into his other pocket, he dug out a different bag and handed her one. “These are the sweet version of them,” he told her. “I prefer the sours, but I always keep a bag of sweet just for emergencies.”


  She took one of the sweet ones tentatively and popped it into her mouth. A wide smile lit her face and she grinned. “Oh I like those a great deal.” To Talon she added, “Can I get some for me please? I want to try absolutely everything before I have to go back please.”


  “Here.” Quincy handed her the bag of sweet ones. “It’s only a half bag but should hold you over until the big guy can get you some more. Now, quit stalling, female. Tell me what we need to do with your blood and the shields to keep me from being eaten alive by a Vampire.”


  “Oh thank you,” she said with a grin, but as soon as he mentioned Vampire she became serious. “The spell that you need is in a grimoire that your bond-mate knows of. Tell her that it’s the one that her great, three times over, grandmother created several hundred years ago. It’s a blood spell for protection. There is one word that is written in there that I would appreciate you not saying aloud, and you will know it as soon as you see it.” The woman had known Angels, had known of the creator and how Chaos had wooed the fallen ones to becoming Wraiths, but what worried Cin was the mention of the Angels. She couldn’t have Chaos knowing she was there yet, and as soon as any of the magical beings read that word aloud he would know. “Use my blood. It will tell you how.” It spoke of the Angel’s blood being key to the spell.


  “All right.” Quincy nodded. “Get the grimoire, read but don’t speak the spell aloud until I know what I’m doing and where, and then get it done. Got it.” He smiled at her. “Well, it’s been interesting meeting you, Cinnamon no-last-name. Good luck learning the world as we know it, especially with sire Grumpy Pants there.” He grinned at Talon. “And aren’t you supposed to be on holidays? Why are you checking your e-mails on your phone?”


  “Because apparently those I left in charge weren’t listening when I said that everything had to be dealt with immediately,” Talon said as he shot off yet another reply. “Nearly three quarters of all my e-mails are extremely time sensitive, and even a few minutes of delay could end up getting us sued, fined, or having someone’s death being our fault.”


  Cinnamon frowned and shot a look to Quincy. “You will ensure that his work is taken care of properly?” It wasn’t a question, it was a command. A command from one who got everything she wanted. “So that Talon can leave for his holidays. I will learn life as it comes. I will try to find the missing bond-mates and send them here for protection or for their bond-mates. He deserves a true vacation.”


  “Me?” Quincy squeaked at her. “No, no, no.” He shook his head, holding up his hands. “I have more than enough on my plate, lady. Besides, I’m more than sure he left a pair of Dragons in charge of everything, and they are the ones you should be tearing a strip off of.”


  “He is right, darling,” Talon said when she got a rather terrifying look of promised agony and death on her face. “He has the new system to integrate as well as getting the shield up to date, plus looking after his wife and their soon-to-be-popping-into-the-world child. He’s got plenty on his plate. Rane and Synister were supposed to be taking care of everything here on my end of things. Where are they anyway?” he asked Quincy.


  “They had to go to some meeting apparently, but were supposed to remain in full contact the entire time,” Quincy said slowly.


  “Find them and let them know that they can’t be letting anything slide more than ten minutes at a time,” Talon said on a sigh. “Go and do what you need to, Skittles. I’ll check in later this week and see if you need anything.”


  “You got it, Bulldog.” Quincy grinned before heading out with his box of things and the vial of blood.


  “Are you going to come with me, Cinnamon?” Talon looked at her as he put his phone away. “I did promise you a bunch of new experiences, and I can’t do that if I’m not with you.”


  “I…” She wasn’t certain if she should. She really wasn’t sure if she should go with him. She had been sent to earth to find and protect the bond-mates, to warn Gaia’s children that there was serious danger to them and their own. “I would love to come with you, Talon. You have no idea how very much I would love to come with you, but you deserve your vacation. You deserve your time alone, and I need to find and protect those that need me.” She rubbed at her chest and frowned. “Why do I hurt?” She had an ache in the center of her chest, a pain that she didn’t understand at all.


  “Because you know you should come with me,” he said softly. “How are you going to find the bond-mates when not all the men are on base all the time?” he asked her, his mind racing. “We can go through some of the places that they reside in during the two weeks, and you can see if you can get a read for who their mate might be. We might even find a few bond-mates and be able to help them out while you also get to see some of the world, darling.”


  Cin frowned as she looked up at Talon. “But what about your vacation? That’s really not much of one if you have to play babysitter to me.” She continued to rub at her chest. “Yes, I would like to meet some of the other men so that I can see if I can’t figure out how I know their bond-mates, but as it is you deserve, you need a vacation. I can’t be the one to hold you back from that.”


  “I think we could quite enjoy my time off,” Talon told her honestly, relaxing a little. She was trying to talk herself out of letting him take her along. “Come on, Cin, it would be fun,” he said softly. “We can see some of the countryside, stop wherever we want to, visit with a few of the Team members, and just enjoy the time together. I’ll even take a vehicle instead of the bike to ensure you are comfortable and don’t get a sore bottom from riding the bike for too many hours. But either way, we are going to have to get you some more modern clothes so you blend in a little more, sweetheart.”


  Looking down at her gown, she grinned. “Yeah I can see me not blending.” Everyone she had seen had been wearing pants and real shoes instead of the golden sandals she was wearing. Chewing her lip, she was obviously mulling over whether or not she wanted to go, but finally she nodded. “All right. I will come with you, but only if you promise that you will also try to relax? And I can pay my own way. I just need to find a place to exchange my currency for the paper stuff that you used.” There was only the smallest of pauses before she added, “Why would anyone think paper was better than gold?”


  “Paper money isn’t better than gold, it’s just a more compact way to carry what is needed around,” he told her honestly. “Quincy can change the gold to cash currency at today’s market. Depending on what you have we may need to set you up an account. A place to store the money securely,” Talon explained when she looked confused. “Then you would have a card you can swipe that is directly linked to the account and the monies within without having to carry all the money around and potentially be robbed. Does that make sense?” he asked softly.


  She nodded but still looked confused. “I have an endless supply of those gold coins,” she told Talon. “My pouch never empties. I have an endless supply of the gold and gems as well as identification,” she said with a shrug. “So I suppose that I could give him whatever you think I would need.” Once more she looked to him. “My father would never send me here without ensuring that I had everything that I needed.” Her weapon was a part of her though. It wasn’t something that could come off. It came to her when she willed it.


  “Well then we will empty it a couple of times to start up an account, give you some cash and then the card to go with the account. I think though we should leave the pouch here, in my safe where no one can get to it, since I don’t want it getting stolen either,” Talon said carefully. “If you need more money while we are gone, you can borrow from me and pay me back when we return, deal?”


  “All right,” she grudgingly agreed. “As long as you are certain that you are all right with me tagging along on what should be your time.” She hated thinking she was going to ruin his vacation, but she couldn’t seem to deny him anything either. “Then let’s go and talk to your friend so that he can get me an account started and all that fun stuff. We should likely figure out which of my identities we want to take with us as well.” At his look she grinned. “I have passports and identifications from every country on the face of the planet. I’m a native of all the countries, just have to choose one.”


  “You just need your American one, darling,” he told her honestly. “And no passport necessary, just the ID,” he said. Pressing a kiss to her cheek, he breathed her in slowly. “We’re not going to be travelling anywhere you’ll need a passport, not this trip. But we’ll take a trip another time so you can use the passport,” Talon promised her, dropping another kiss to her lips before lifting her to her feet and standing next to her.


  Cinnamon touched her fingers to her lips and smiled. “I really do rather like it when you kiss me. Do you think that while we are looking for others to watch over and protect you can kiss me often? I think that would be joy for both of us, don’t you?” She slipped her hand into his and looked up at him trustingly. “I look forward to sharing this time with you, Talon. I really do need to make memories to keep with me forever.” She smiled and then a little sadly added, “And if we meet your bond-mate while we are traveling you can send me on my way so that you can finish your vacation with her with you.”


  “We won’t,” he told her, leading her out of his office and toward Quincy’s. “Gaia told me she’s not quite ready yet,” he said, feeling her gaze on him. “So we will have a lovely vacation and get to know one another again.” Talon smiled down at her.


  Chapter Seven


  


  Winking, he guided her into Q’s office. “Skittles, my man, we need you to change some gold and jewels into cash and throw it into an account for the lady plus give her some hard cash and a card for the account.”


  “All right, how much?” Quincy asked, looking at each of them.


  “How much would be a good start?” Cin asked and opened her pouch to pull out a handful of heavy gold doubloons, and then another, and another before pulling out large uncut diamonds, emeralds, sapphires, and rubies. When there was a large pile before him, she asked, “Do you think that I need more than that?” She wasn’t trying to be flippant or rude. It was a true question in her mind. Chewing her lower lip, something that seemed to be a nervous habit with her, she said, “Maybe more? I don’t want to have to make Talon pay for anything, and since I need clothes as well, perhaps I will need more?”


  Picking up one of the coins, Quincy knew his eyebrows were as far up as they could go. “Uh, let’s just wait until I figure this pile out first and go from there, all right?” Waving a hand, he sighed. “Grab a seat. This will take a few minutes,” he told them as he began to sort out the gems from the coins. Digging out his pouch, he tossed all the gems in and shook his head. “That’s about six thousand,” he told them and put in half the gold before adding the other half. “That is, in total, six hundred twenty-two thousand four hundred and ninety dollars. I don’t think you need any more, darling girl. You will have enough to do many things for the next several months with this.”


  “Are you sure?” Cin asked the man and then sighed. “Thank you.” She smiled wide at him and nodded. “Then I suppose that I will take some of that weird paper money and a card to swipe so that I can pay my own way?” she asked proudly. “And buy bacon,” she added happily. “In fact I really think that should be our first stop, somewhere that we can have more bacon.” Her new favorite treat.


  “We will stop for food, darling,” Talon assured her.


  “All right, I need some sort of ID to set up the account with,” Quincy said, digging out a couple hundred dollars. Setting the cash on the edge of his desk, he looked to her. “It will have to be for the States. Otherwise I’ll have to create an overseas account, which is a big pain.”


  “It’s okay, I have one.” She produced the ID as well as the passport for the States. “See, I even have a last name,” she stated proudly. Cinnamon Smith. Weird name, but people now had a first and last name, so she had to have one as well.


  “Thank you,” Quincy said, turning back to his computer to set up her account. Humming softly, he dug out a blank card as he worked and, with a bit of magic, had everything set. “Here you are, Ms. Smith, one card good in any ATM or banking machine in the United States and several other countries. Some cash”—he handed it over—“and you two are set to go.”


  “Thank you, Quincy,” Cinnamon said with a grin and then impulsively went to him and gave him a hug. “You are a very good man. Moth—” She paused. “Gaia chose wisely the new King of the Magic Wielders. You are just what they need,” she told him with a smile and then turned back to Talon. “Bacon?” One-track mind, and right now it was on bacon.


  Keeping his facial features still after her near slip, he nodded. “Bacon, right.” Shaking his head, he left a few messages with Quincy and took her hand in his to lead her back through the base. “We will take a truck so we can be comfortable and talk easily. Plus, since we need to purchase you some clothing, we will need a bit of room for that, and my bike only holds so much.” Which reminded him, he’d have to grab his saddlebags from the bike so he had what he needed for his vacation.


  “All right, then let’s go and get your truck and bacon,” she teased with a grin and slipped her hand into his. Giving another wave to Quincy, she walked at Talon’s side. “He’s a truly good man. I like him. He thinks that he’s not good enough for the Crown, but in reality he was born to lead.” She spoke as she walked along at Talon’s side. “He, like you, is one of those rare people that others instinctively gravitate toward. He’s just better at keeping them away than you are.”


  “He had a great many years where he was put down, and at least I believe, he still thinks it will all start again, so he guards his heart,” Talon said as they walked. “He’s going to be amazing in a few years when he realizes how we actually see him. But he needs to regain confidence in himself as more than a techie. Until then I try and do whatever I can to help and guide him.” Talon had been leading his people for so long he really didn’t know any other way of life.


  “You are a very good man, Talon. I hope that whomever Gaia chooses for you is just as amazing as you are and realizes just how good you are for not only her, but others as well.” Cin rubbed at the ache in her chest again. Why was it that when she thought of him with another woman it made her hurt? She felt like being physically ill from the thought and didn’t like that, at all.


  “Stop thinking about it, Cinnamon,” he whispered, seeing the pain in her eyes. Wrapping his arm around her, he hugged her close. “What will be will be, little darling. But that will come later. For the moment it is just you and I, Cin. There is no other but the two of us.”


  “I like that,” she said with a smile and nodded. “Just the two of us, and food. Oh yes, food. I look forward to trying other really yummy things. Do you think that we could test everything?” she asked happily.


  “We can definitely try a great many things over the next few days,” he told her. “Not all in one sitting because you would get ill, but we have plenty of time. I definitely want to give you a treat that has your name involved in it.” Talon grinned. He couldn’t wait to give her a cinnamon roll. It would be interesting to see if she liked it or not.


  “Oh I love treats.” She had never had them before, but she was finding that if he thought she would like it, she would. “I think that you and I are going to have fun together over the next couple of weeks, don’t you?” She hoped so. She also wanted to figure out a way to ask him to help her ease the ache of need that she had since she wrapped her legs around him on the motorcycle.


  “We will have lots of fun.” He grinned at her, pulling her into the parking garage. “Don’t worry. I will keep you out of trouble, darling. And I will ensure that you have a marvelous experience while you get a hands-on tour of some of this country.” Going to the boxes, Talon pulled out the keys for the Hummer he preferred to use. “Let’s grab the truck. We’ll go and get my bags and then we can hit the road. First stop will be a shop to get you a new outfit and, if I remember correctly, a bag from the place next door to carry it all in.”


  Cin moved her hands over the smooth surfaces of the vehicles and smiled. “They are all so shiny.” When they stopped before a very large black truck, her eyes went wide. “Goodness, this thing is so very big.” She looked up and then to him. “I don’t think that I will be able to get up and in there.”


  “Probably not in that outfit, but you will likely have an easier time of it once we get you some other clothes. For the time being though, I will gladly help you up.” He smiled, hitting the remote to unlock the doors. Pulling open the passenger side, he lifted her up, rubbing her over his front because he was a masochist of course, and set her inside. “This is a seat belt, and it is a law here that you wear it.” He pulled the strap out and across her body, clicking it into its holder. “When we stop to get out of the vehicle, you press the big orange button to release it, all right?”


  “All right. Big orange button.” Grinning up at him, Cin reached out and touched her fingers to his cheek. “You are taking such good care of me. I don’t know what I did to have you as my guardian, but I am very happy that I did it,” she said with a happy smile. Cinnamon had felt every hard inch of his body when he lifted her, and again she had felt her slit wetting with need and an ache blooming again in the pit of her stomach for him.


  “I told you I would look out for you, sweetheart,” he said honestly. Catching her fingers, he pressed a kiss to her hand and then leaned in to brush one to her lips. “We should get going. We need to shop for you and then feed you before we can start our trip after all.” And if he didn’t find something to do with his hands, he’d get himself into trouble with her much too fast.


  “All right then let’s get going,” Cinnamon told him as she moved her hands over the surfaces of the interior of the Hummer. Turning, she grinned at him. “I like this thing. I think that if I have the time and you have the patience I should learn how to drive. I think I would like it a lot.”


  “We will see if we can find a spot that won’t get us arrested,” he said before shutting the door. He didn’t mind the idea of trying to teach her to drive, and the Hummer could easily take a lot of abuse. Sliding in behind the wheel, he turned the engine on and looked at her with a wink before he pulled out of the lot and headed to where he’d left his bike. He’d already made Mac swear to move his baby somewhere safe and appropriate.


  When she saw the motorcycle come into view, she grinned. “Riding on the back of that thing made me feel so interesting. I felt wet between my legs. I felt, I don’t know what it was, but I liked it. A lot.” Cin didn’t have a filter on her mouth. Every sensation was a new sensation, and she wanted to share them with anyone and everyone…with him.


  Swallowing hard, Talon let out a shaky breath. He so hadn’t needed to know that, not when he couldn’t do a damned thing about it. “I’ve heard some females have that reaction,” he rumbled out as he pulled to a stop, threw it in park, and jumped out. Muttering under his breath, he grabbed his packs and sunglasses. Tossing the bags in the back, he jumped back in. “Other things also elicit that particular response,” he said as he started them for the main gate.


  “You do,” she said without hesitation. “Shoot, I shouldn’t have told you that, should I?” Fudge nuggets, she needed to figure out what she could and couldn’t say around Talon. “Are you sure that you should be alone with me? I think that I’m…” She had to pause and think of the words she wanted to use, as evidenced by her chewing her lip again. “I think that I’m attracted to you the way that a woman is attracted to a man. I shouldn’t because that would be bad. You have a bond-mate out there somewhere, so I really shouldn’t be attracted to you, right?”


  “Who says you can’t be attracted to someone, Cinnamon?” he asked, waving to the guards before speeding up as they cleared the walls. “Besides, we don’t know I have a bond-mate. I’ve been alive a long time and never even gotten a hint of one. There literally could be not a soul on the planet for me, darling. We just don’t know. Plus, what happens before a bond-mate never gets told to a bond-mate. It’s a secret society sort of thing.”


  “But you are one of Gaia’s favorites, Talon. She would give you a bond-mate.” Cinnamon knew her mother and knew that there would be no way that she wouldn’t give him a bond-mate, a woman that would help him create the next generation of Dragon Royalty.


  “Well apparently I slid off her list of favorites somewhere along the line.” He sent a mental apology to Gaia for that fib. “Or maybe she’s saving the best for last. Either way, there is no bond-mate in the picture, Cin, which means both you and I are single.”


  Cinnamon wasn’t so sure that it was a good idea. Angels were supposed to be pure, but honestly she wanted this. She wanted to live life. She was tired of watching from afar and wanted to actually have a full life with someone. She wanted to be able to actually live for a change. “All right. We will be able to do what single people do that are attracted to each other? You will help me know what that is, right?”


  “Absolutely,” he assured her, feeling nearly heady with relief. He hadn’t really been sure where he’d been heading with pushing her, but hot fucking damn, he’d convinced her to play with him. Reaching over, he took her hand in his gently. “Two single people who like one another often hold hands and touch frequently.”


  “I do really like touching you,” Cin admitted. “I like it a lot. I really think that we should touch a lot together. I love feeling your hands on mine, and I really love it when you hold me, too.” Cinnamon loved it when he touched her, anyway that he could possibly touch her.


  “Then we will touch as often as either of us wants,” he said honestly to her. Squeezing her fingers lightly, he drove along, plotting and planning in his head for what he could do to get her to see things his way, all the way. “And since we are two single people interested in each other, kissing is also allowed whenever it’s needed or wanted.”


  “I think that I would like that a great deal.” Cin smiled up at him happily. “I would really love to know more about kissing, too.” She wanted to get to know everything about everything. She looked forward to being able to learn about love with this man.


  “There’s a lot to learn about kissing,” he told her softly with a smile. “There’s the politeness between friends, the peck between relatives, the sensual slide between lovers, and a wealth of variation in between. There is a lot to kissing, Cinnamon. We might not be able to cover it all during our two weeks, but we will get close I’m very sure.”


  “I look forward to that,” Cinnamon said with a grin. “I think that I would like to try the sensual kisses first. Do you think that we could do that?”


  Grinning over at her, he nodded. “We can definitely do those first,” he said. The Dragon was fully on board with the idea, too, it liked her, a lot, which made sense given she was their mate. But it was good that the Dragon wanted, needed, and liked her. It would make life a lot easier. “We will try them all, sweetheart, promise,” he murmured, lifting her hand to nip her knuckle before sucking on the wound gently.


  She shifted in her seat and shuddered. “Oh I liked that.” Licking her lips she gave a soft whimper. “I would really like it if you did that again. Because I really liked it.” Squeezing his hand again, she stared up at him and then added, “Do you think when we stop you can maybe give me one of those kisses?”


  Nipping again gently, he sucked her knuckle and then her entire finger into his mouth. Stroking his tongue lightly to her finger, he teased her flesh. She tasted a little like her name, just a small hint of the cinnamon, enough to entice and pleasure.


  A whimper escaped her lips. She couldn’t help herself. “Again,” she begged. “Oh I liked that so very much. I really and truly did,” she told him quietly. “I want you to do that again, if you don’t mind, please?” She liked anything he did though.


  Grinning, he scraped his teeth up her fingers before suckling again. Keeping his attention on driving was becoming an issue. His cock was throbbing against the zipper of his jeans. He wanted to pull over and fuck her hard and fast, bury his cock deep into her body where he she was wet. He knew she was wet because of the heavy scent of her arousal in the air.


  It seemed as if everything he was doing was making her wetter and wetter. “I feel…” She didn’t know how to explain it. She felt so desperate, wasn’t sure what to do. “I feel like there is something else I need, something more. Talon, what is wrong with me?”


  “Nothing is wrong with you.” He blew a breath over her damp digit. “Pull your skirt up a bit and touch yourself, darling. Rub your fingers over where you ache. You’ll feel so much better if you do.” Good Gods, he was a seriously sick masochist! He was going to kill them if she did it. He knew she would and knew he was going to wreck them in his desperation to taste and have her.


  “Wouldn’t it feel better if you touched me? It seems to be your touch that I crave,” Cinnamon asked but pulled her skirt up all the same. With no underclothes to hinder her, she reached down and touched her bare mons. Leaning her head back, she closed her eyes and bit her lower lip as she began to touch herself. “Talon.” She panted his name.


  Licking his suddenly dry lips, he took a slow breath. “Press your finger between the folds and rub lightly at the tight nub you find there. Rub, circle it, gently scrape it with your nail,” he instructed as his hand tightened on the wheel. Being careful, he ensured the hand holding hers was still gentle.


  Doing as he’d instructed, she jumped slightly with her eyes going wide. “Oh God,” she sobbed. “Talon, that feels so good.” She shivered. “I still think it would feel better if you were doing it,” she said even as she moved her finger in and out of her body.


  In for a penny and all that. Taking their joined hands, he reached over to rub at her silky-soft pussy. Smooth and perfect and so wet. “Move your hand,” he rumbled softly. When she did, he pressed their joined fingers into her body a little and slowly stroked her. “Lift your leg up a little, the one closest to me. Spread yourself wide open, sweetheart.”


  It was difficult to do, but Cin lifted the leg he asked her to and opened herself wider to him. Closing her eyes, she lifted her cunt to meet their fingers over and over again. “Talon, please.” She didn’t know what she was begging for, but there was something, something just out of reach that she knew she needed and knew that he needed.


  Pressing their joined fingers in deeper, he stroked. Rubbing hard and fast, he shot her a look and growled at the picture she presented. “Cup your breast and play with your tight nipple,” he rasped out.


  Cin did as he ordered without question or hesitation. She was biting her lip so hard, arching her head back and lifting her cunt to their fingers even as she teased her breast. Panting, she closed her eyes and sobbed out his name again. “Oh God, Talon!” His name came out in a sudden scream when she did something she never had before, she orgasmed. Her body clenched their shared fingers inside of her body and her cream covered their joined fingers when she came.


  His cock jerked hard in his jeans and he barely kept from coming right there. Releasing a shuddering breath, he gently continued to stroke her through the orgasm and eased her down. Oh he was going to hell in a burned hand basket of all his sins, that was for sure.


  Her head fell back against the seat and her breath came in fast and tight pants. Finally she looked to him. “I really would like to try that again, only without us driving. Do you think that we could please?”


  “We will tonight,” he said, withdrawing their hands. Lifting their fingers to his mouth, he sucked her sweet juice from their fingers. “We will do whatever you want, darling,” he told her honestly. If he could he’d show her a lot more than just a little foreplay.


  She had no words. Words simply couldn’t and wouldn’t express how she was feeling at the moment. Instead she watched him licking their fingers clean and then watched him. Nodding, she said, “Tonight.” She knew they had a great deal that they had to do, but she found herself longing for tonight.


  Chapter Eight


  


  Smiling slightly, he let their hands settle back on the middle console. “You should probably lower your skirt or we’ll be doing things in this truck that will likely get us arrested. While it would be worth it, I don’t want you getting an arrest record as part of your new experiences.”


  Pushing her skirt down with one hand, she looked to him and smiled. “I don’t think that I would like that either.” She then frowned, sadness swamping her as she added, “Although once I’m gone I’m sure all traces of me will be wiped clean.” She was afraid her father would even wipe the memories of those she met. It was, after all, the one and only way to keep the secret of the Angels, but as she looked at Talon it made her want to cry. She didn’t want to be forgotten by this man, and she didn’t want to forget him. Sighing, she shook her head and closed her eyes. It would be better to not think about it right now. Right now if she thought about it she would cry, and she found she didn’t like that sensation at all.


  Tugging her hand gently, he pulled her in closer so he could touch her cheek, his eyes moving from the road to her face. “Hey, I didn’t mean to make you sad, sweetheart,” he said quietly. “Talk to me, Cin. What’s making you so sad, baby?”


  “When I leave, your memories will all likely be altered. When I’m gone from here, none of you will recall me, and that makes me sad. I doubt that I will be allowed to retain my memories of you either, and that”—she paused and shook her head—“that has my heart feeling like it’s breaking into a hundred pieces.”


  “And what if you were to stay instead of going back?” he asked her softly. “Is that an option for you, Cinnamon? To stay instead of returning from where you came from?” He knew one way to ensure she couldn’t go back, but unless she wanted him enough to fight to remain, he couldn’t just take her desire to go back from her. Gaia had said she wouldn’t and couldn’t go back, not now that she’d been to Earth. But Cinnamon seemed so positive, so sure of herself, and he wouldn’t be the reason she couldn’t have her wish. Even if he was already mostly in love with her.


  “I don’t know,” she whispered. “I wish that there was a way that I could stay here with you. I would love to be able to stay until you find your bond-mate.” She knew when he found his bond-mate it would break something inside of her. “So far I have very much enjoyed being here. Even before we did what we just did I had been enjoying myself a great deal. I think that I should try to get in touch with my father and see if I can stay a bit longer.”


  Talon frowned. “Do you want to stay, Cinnamon? Choice or not, would you stay here if you could?” he asked shooting her a quick look. “This is me asking you specifically, not your father or anyone else, just you. Would you, could you stay here, Cinnamon?”


  “I would stay here,” she admitted softly. It would kill her when he found his bond-mate, but she wanted to remain. She wanted to stay and learn about him and all that Earth had to offer. “But I have to ensure that it wouldn’t throw the balance of the Earth off if I remained. You have no idea, and I swear I really will tell you one day, but I have to ensure that my remaining here won’t toss everything into overdrive crazy.”


  “Oh darling.” He smiled at her and shook his head. “I think we’ll do just fine. But you need to trust in me, sugar, trust that I know what I’m doing and would never lead you wrong. I know we only met, barely five hours ago, but can you trust me that much?”


  The tell-tale lip chew was in process from the small woman in the vehicle with him when she finally said, “I can trust you that much, Talon. If you tell me that it will be all right and that you won’t lead me wrong, I will trust you. I believe in you.”


  “Good.” He smiled at her, gently touching her cheek. Dropping his hand, he switched lanes and then pulled off the highway onto a side road. “So, we will go and get you some clothes, and then we can head out for food, if that’s all right by you?” Talon asked.


  “I think that would be best. I will need to find a place to change so that I can get out of my gown. Do they have places like that where we will be going? I’ve noticed that they really frown on people getting naked in the streets here, so it would be best if I didn’t do that, right?” Cinnamon asked with a tilt of her head.


  “Not if you don’t want me razing every one of them down in a stream of Dragon fire,” he said in a deadpan tone. His eye was twitching at the mere thought of her stripping down naked in front of a crowd. “But yes, they have something called changing rooms where you can try on your new clothes and, when you find something you like, change out of the gown into a new outfit and take the others with us along with the gown.”


  “But we will still pay for the new clothes, right?” Cinnamon asked with a weird look on her face. “And yes, we have to take my gown. No one can ever have it.” It was a gown of Heavenly origins. It was something she would have to be very careful with, just as she would her shoes as well.


  “Yes, we will pull the tags and pay for the ones you wear out as well as the other new clothes that they will bag for us. It’s not done often, but it’s common enough that no one will think anything of it. The only thing you will need to purchase before wearing out would be undergarments,” he told her softly.


  “What are those?” she asked with a tilt of her head. “Are those the uncomfortable looking things people wear under their clothes?” At his tight nod, she crossed her arms over her chest. “No thank you,” she said with a frown. “I don’t want anything that will be uncomfortable. I’m perfectly fine not wearing undergarments, thank you very much.”


  Chuckling, he shook his head. “Some people get them in the wrong sizes, and yes, they can be very uncomfortable. But if you get them sized just right, in the right materials for you and your skin, they can feel sensual and sexy, a little bit of sin for Cin’s skin.” He teased her, watching for the shop he knew was in the area…somewhere.


  That had her grinning and asking, “Would you like for me to wear them?” That would mean no more touching like they had just done, but perhaps once was enough for him. She knew it wouldn’t be for her. Later when she had to be alone in bed, she would think of what had happened and replay it all over again, touching herself and replaying his words as she did so. “If you would like me to get them, I will trust you to help me find ones that won’t be uncomfortable.”


  “I think you might enjoy them. Plus they can add to the desires you are feeling,” he told her quietly with a smile. “And I will gladly help you pick out some sexy underwear,” Talon said, his grin getting wider.


  “How do you know what desires I’m feeling?” she asked with a grin. “Because I am feeling them, you know. I’m feeling such wonderful and deep need. I truly do like these feelings a great deal, and like the feelings that came earlier even more.” Cin was nothing if not completely blunt.


  “Well those are repeatable, sweetheart, as long as we are alone where no one can see us. These new sensations will be for you as well, private, but because what is creating the sensations”—Talon spotted the place finally—“is hidden under regular clothing, it will give you a sense of empowerment and thrill all while looking serene and perfect to the outside world.” Pulling into a spot on the street, he peered at the store. “Remember, anywhere public be very cautious of what you say of our world and yours,” he said in a low tone, looking to her. Leaning over, he kissed her slowly, encouraging her because he hadn’t forgotten his promise to her. He’d never forget anything he told her.


  Cin lifted a hand and placed it on his cheek. The other she used as a brace to keep herself close to him as she kissed him. Cinnamon kissed him with wild need and relish. She found she really, really liked kissing a great deal. When they parted, she licked her lips and tilted her head. “I really do very much like kissing. I think if I’m about to say something silly that I shouldn’t, you should kiss me, Talon. Yes, in fact I think that would be the best idea ever.”


  “Yes, ma’am.” He gave her a crooked grin, his cheeks creasing as the other side slid up in a full smile for her. “It would be my absolute pleasure, and trust me, my little darling, I do so mean it.” Kissing her again quickly, he groaned and pulled back to get out of the truck. “Holy hell,” he muttered, walking around to open her door and help her out. Because he was into torturing himself, Talon slid her down his front side to feel the press of her lush form to his hard, very hard in places, body.


  Licking her lips, she looked up and into his eyes. “I really like how hard you are,” she whispered. “But does it hurt?” she asked and let her hand trail down his chest to hover so close over his erection. “You are so large, feel so hard. Does it hurt?”


  “Right now?” he asked, holding his breath to see if she would touch him even as he feared she would. “Right now it aches a lot from need for you,” Talon told her honestly. “It’s throbbing in time with my heartbeat and is full of blood, making it press against the zipper. Not very comfortable, but I hate wearing underwear, so it is what it is.”


  Placing her hand over him, she stroked softly. “How can we make it go away? I don’t want you to hurt, Talon,” Cinnamon admitted honestly. “Should I touch you as you touched me?” she asked even as her fingers worked loose the button on the top of his jeans and found the zipper. “Would that help ease the ache you are feeling?”


  Catching her hand, he lifted it from his jeans, the cool air around them brushing against the extremely hot skin of the head of his cock. “Not out in public,” he said softly. “Not where other women could see what you are doing and be jealous of you.” Brushing a kiss to her lips, he redid the button though it was tough. He so wanted to feel her soft hands on him. “Later,” Talon breathed out. “When we are alone in our spot for the night, then and only then can you touch me however you wish.”


  “Do you promise?” she asked softly. When he nodded, she nodded as well. “Yes, I wouldn’t want anyone to see you. I think that I would be very”—she paused and tilted her head—“angry. Talon, I think I would be very angry if anyone else other than me saw you naked.” That didn’t make sense. She didn’t feel anger. She wasn’t supposed to feel love either, but she did. “What’s happening?” she asked in complete confusion.


  “You’re feeling possessive,” he told her, watching the myriad of emotions racing over her face. She was so damned expressive. “We shared something intimate when you and I stroked you into an orgasm during the drive. You are feeling a little possessive toward me just as I am toward you. It’s perfectly natural, Cin. Don’t be afraid of the emotions. It’s all part of living here and will ensure you gain the full experience of it all.”


  She felt the tears shimmering and ducked her head. “But I can’t,” she whispered sadly. “I can’t feel possessive of you, Talon, because I don’t have that right.” She pressed her face to his chest and felt the tears falling. “I don’t have that right because you have a bond-mate somewhere in the world. He or she is the only one who should be able to feel possessive of you. I’m feeling more than that, too, but I shouldn’t. This is going to break my heart when you find her. I can’t feel possessive because I will not want her or him to meet you, and I should never want to stand between bond-mates, but right in this moment, I do.”


  Damn it all to hell and back again. He had to tell her, but he couldn’t. He needed her to want him for who he was, to need him as he needed her, and to realize the truth he had been given. Wrapping his arms around her, Talon cuddled her close. “Baby, I know you don’t realize this yet, but sometimes the heart wants what it wants no matter what the head knows. I feel just as strongly for you, Cinnamon, more so if you want the truth. So don’t pull away just because what you think you know is scaring you.”


  Wrapping her arms around him, Cinnamon held him and cried all the same. “But I’m falling in love with you. That’s the emotion that I’m feeling, Talon. I know what love looks like, what it should feel like, and that’s what I’m feeling for you. I would give my wings for you,” she whispered in admission to him and pressed even closer to him.


  Truth rang in her voice. She’d confirmed his suspicions with one little sentence. “And I will always catch you should you fall, angel,” he promised. “Should you ever want to fly, you have a King more than willing to take you anywhere you wish to go, no matter the heights, no matter the distance.” Come on, Cinnamon, cave, give in, come to me, damn it, he cursed in his head, very, very careful not to project, to keep everything buried down deep where she couldn’t possibly hear his thoughts.


  It was too late. She realized that in that moment. She loved him. “I love you, Talon. Father help me, but I do,” she whispered and turned her face up to him. Her tears were diamonds falling from coal lashes. “I’ve seen it enough times I know what it is. I love you, Talon. I don’t think that I can ever give you up.” She sobbed. “Even when she or he walks into your life, I don’t think I will ever be able to let you go.”


  Kissing her because he had to, needed to, Talon held her close to him as he devoured her mouth. I love you, too, Cinnamon. You’re the only one for me, he whispered into her mind. Thrusting his tongue into her mouth, he teased her tongue to follow his so he could suck on it for a time. Lifting his head because he was all too aware of where they were, he stared down at her. “You’re mine, little angel, now and forever.”


  She didn’t speak. She just watched him. How did you speak in my mind? And why was she asking that question as if he would hear her? Only bond-mates could hear each other unless the other was a Magic User that could read minds. And how could you possibly know what I am? This time it was just a thought that flitted through her mind. “We should get to shopping. I know you had a destination in mind before the sun set.”


  “Tonight,” he whispered quietly. “If you want to know, tonight when we are alone, I will tell you absolutely everything I know to be true, Cinnamon. But before that you get to play with a Dragon for a while and ensure you are really ready to hear it, because once it’s out it will come to be and won’t be deterred.”


  “I want to see your Dragon. I look forward to playing with him,” she admitted softly. “I want to know. I need to know,” she confessed as she looked up at him. “So we should shop quickly so that we can find food and then get to where you need for us to be for the reveal of whatever it is that I’m so very obviously missing.”


  Smiling, he nodded and kissed her again slowly before pulling back. Taking her hand in his, he squeezed her fingers. “Trust me, sweetheart, I think you might actually like what I have to say.” As long as she didn’t think too long or hard on the obvious fact that she couldn’t ever go home. Tugging lightly, he led her into the store and looked around as he pushed his sunglasses up onto his head. Finding what he needed, he headed for the section with her in tow, waving off the salesperson with a single singeing look of warning.


  Cin looked around at the intimates section they were in with wide eyes. “They are so colorful.” Reaching out, she touched her fingers to the pretty material and looked to Talon. “All right. I will take some of the uncomfortable things. Help me choose and find the ones that won’t be as uncomfortable because of fit and material or whatever it was that you said.”


  Chuckling softly, Talon pulled her close for a kiss. “Don’t move,” he ordered her. Shifting, he ran his hands over her hips, measuring her, and nodded before he cupped her breasts and judged the size. “All right, time to shop,” he told her, moving to pick out the right sizes in designs and materials he knew she would love to wear.


  “Oh I like this one a great deal,” Cin said from behind the dressing room door as she looked at herself in the matching pink undergarments. “I want to wear these out of the store. I also would really very much like more of them in different colors. They are so soft, but they make my breasts look so amazing,” she told him as she ran her hands up under the cups of the bra and over her breasts. “Do you want to see?” she asked brightly.


  “Later tonight, darling,” he told her as he collected a few more items. “Try these on overtop of the undies, babe.” Talon wandered off with an armload and left it with the cashier plus the two tags from the bra and panties she was wearing. “There will be more items,” he warned them before returning to keep picking out clothing for Cinnamon and tossing them over the door to her.


  Choosing a soft and flowing pink shirt as well as a pair of pink jeans, she grinned. “I really like pink,” she told him happily and peeked over the door at him. “I need pink shoes now, too,” she told him with a nod. “Unless I should just continue to wear my sandals?” She would be decked head to toe in pink, while the love of her life was in black head to toe. It was enough to make her giggle.


  “We have to go across the street for shoes, so let’s finish getting you clothing first. We’ll toss everything into the truck before we run over,” he said to her, passing her a couple more items to try on. “How did everything fit?” he asked her, looking at her piles of clothing. “What do you want to buy, sweetheart?”


  “All of it,” she said happily. “I could really get used to buying clothing. I really very much liked it. I want it all,” she told him as she all but bounced on her feet. “What do you think? Do you like what I’ve chosen to wear?” she asked and held out her arms, turning so that he could see the back as well.


  “You look good enough to eat,” he commented low, his voice a sensual rumble just for her. Grinning at her look, Talon kissed her. “Grab what you are happy with and want to keep so we can buy it and move on. We need to get you a jacket, so we will get you outfitted for that while they ring everything up.”


  “But I like it all,” she said with a frown. “I’m happy with all of it.” She frowned. “Except for the purple and the black. I don’t think I look good in those colors at all.” The colors of the pile were all pastels, very light colors to blend with her light looks. “All right, you can take the blacks, purples and that weird blue color.” It was so vibrant she hadn’t even tried it on. The color hurt her eyes to look at.


  Chuckling, he collected the clothing she wanted. “Come on darling, we’ll give this to the clerks so that they can start ringing it up. We need to get you a jacket and then we will buy you shoes of all sorts.” He had a feeling she was going to love shoe shopping. So many different types, so many choices. It was going to be a long day, he realized with a grin.


  Chapter Nine


  


  “Oh I would like to have a jacket like yours, but not so dark. Do you think that they have it in pink to match my outfit?” Cinnamon asked him happily as she stroked her hands up and down the silk of the shirt. “I’m glad that I got other colors as well. I don’t want to wear out my favorite colors too soon. Right?”


  “They might,” he told her as he handed the huge pile to the clerk. “We’re taking these, too,” he said before heading across the store to the jackets. They wouldn’t have exactly his coat. It was custom made, but they might be able to find something similar. Flipping through the jackets he paused and pulled one out. “Try that on for size. Ignore the color for the moment,” he told her. “I just want to see the cut of it on your body.”


  She wrinkled her nose at the dark black hue of the coat but slipped it on all the same. “I don’t mind wearing yours because it smells like you and feels like you, but I dislike this one a great deal.” She did, however, move obediently for him in it so that he could look. “Yes, it’s very comfortable. However, I dislike the color and will not wear it.”


  Tipping his head, he eyed the lines. “It’s a little big, which was the real reason I wanted you to try it on,” he said, taking it back and checking the tag. Moving to another rack after hanging up the other, he dug through and pulled out a white one with pink accents. “They don’t have pink, but will this do?” he asked her, checking the size before holding it for her to slip into.


  Looking at the jacket, she grinned. “This one is perfect for me. It’s so pretty and soft,” she whispered as she ran her hands over the butter-soft leather and enjoyed the feel of it.


  Helping her into it, he turned her around and double checked the fit. “Looks good on you.” He smiled gently. “Let’s go and pay for it and everything else, little one.” Taking her hand, Talon guided her to the counter and indicated they wanted the jacket, too.


  “Oh, do you have my card? I look forward to swiping it and paying for all of this with that little piece of plastic.” She didn’t understand why people wanted plastic instead of gold, but she wasn’t going to argue. “I would like to wear my new jacket out please,” she murmured when the woman was going to place it into the bag. “If you can tear off the little plastic things and throw those away for me, too?”


  Digging out her card, Talon smiled when she plucked it from his fingers. Taking the jacket from the sales lady, all tags removed, he helped her into it. Looking up to him when he chuckled she tipped her head. “Better?” he asked her, pulling her in close to kiss her.


  “Much better. It’s so very soft and so pretty,” Cinnamon said and looked up into his eyes adoringly. “I do love you so very much, Talon,” she whispered softly before passing her card to the woman. Grinning, she added, “I just got the card today. You are the first person to swipe it for me.” She then frowned, cocked her head to the side, and bit her lower lip to keep from blurting out what was on her mind. She looked up to Talon and then the woman who was smiling indulgently at them. She could feel it. The woman was very, very ill. She likely didn’t know it, but she was dying and would without proper care and treatment. How could she get the woman to go to her doctor? How could she steer her in the right direction?


  Looking sharply at Cinnamon, he caught her worried look and turned his eyes to the woman she was staring at, the woman that was helping her with her purchases and the card. Inhaling slowly, he caught the scent of illness. Cinnamon must have picked it up. She was practically vibrating in her need to say something but was holding back because of his warnings. His little angel was just something amazing and special. Reaching into the human female’s mind, Talon planted the suggestion of feeling off, not herself, and that she had to make an appointment as soon as possible with her doctor. Not to just wait, but to do it as soon as she saw them off and to insist on an appointment immediately.


  Taking the bags, he smiled at the woman. “Thank you,” he said, taking Cin’s arm in his hand and leading her to the door and just outside. When she went to speak, he shook his head and watched through the window as the female picked up the phone. Letting the Dragon up nearer the surface, he listened in as she spoke to the doctor’s office and managed an appointment for later that day. Satisfied, he guided Cinnamon to the truck to put the purchases in. “Boots next.”


  When they were at the truck, Cinnamon jumped into Talon’s arms and hugged him closely, tightly. “You are amazing, Talon. Thank you,” she whispered against his ear before kissing his ear and closing her eyes. She allowed her love for the man to flow freely around them. She didn’t try to hide what she was feeling. She just wanted to let it all out. “You knew what I needed and you ensured that it was taken care of. Thank you,” she whispered.


  Shrugging, he held her to him with a single arm. “You are mine to look after, too, Cinnamon,” he said softly. “Besides, you were hurting not being able to say what you needed to say to help the woman. I just did what you couldn’t do little one, it’s what a couple does. They help each other by giving what the other can’t and accepting what they don’t have. It’s a mutual respect and companionship, darling. It’s how successful couples work together by knowing their own strengths and weaknesses, accepting them, and doing the same with their partner.”


  That had her smiling and nodding. “Well I hope that I will be able to remember that and be able to give back to you all that you have given to me.” Pulling back, she looked at him. “I do hope that they will be able to help her. I don’t know if they will or not. I think the illness is one that has been brewing for a long time, and it’s something she has put off as a cold or stress. I hope that they can save her.”


  “We did what we could, angel,” he pointed out softly to her. “I know it’s not a lot, but it’s what could be done. Hopefully they can figure it out and get her the treatment needed.” Pressing a kiss to her cheek, he breathed her in and smiled. “We need to go and get you some shoes.”


  “Yes, shoes. Boots. Do you think that they have ones like yours but in pink?” She looked down at his boots and then said, “Or maybe not. Yours are very manly. I don’t think that I would look right with such manly boots, do you?” The heavy combat boots looked delicious on him, but would likely look silly on her.


  “They are not for everyone,” he agreed, looking down at his boots. “But we will find you something just for you,” he promised. Taking her hand in his, he led her across the street to the shoe place and inside. Moving to the women’s section, he pointed to all she could choose from. “Boots, shoes, runners, cute little whatevers-they-are.”


  “Will it be as fun as clothing shopping was? I really liked that a great deal.” Cin had loved putting clothes on and taking them off, trying things on and seeing herself in the mirror as she did so. She knew she was battling vanity right now, but she could fight it later.


  “Don’t know,” he told her honestly. “I always know just what I want when I go into a store and just get it.” Grabbing a pair of boots, he passed them over. They looked a little like his boots but more feminine and with heels. “Give these a try on, sugar,” he told her quietly.


  She looked at the boots and then saw another pair over his shoulder. Taking the ones he gave her as well as moving past him, she pulled off a pair of boots that looked so soft, were white with pink embellishments, and perfect. “These are perfect,” she told him and took a seat. Humming happily to herself, she tried on the pair of boots that Talon gave her first and wrinkled her nose when she stood. “I don’t think I would be able to fight very well in these.” The heel put her off balance. “I think that I need flat ones, like these,” she said, holding up the ones she had chosen. Pulling off the boots Talon passed her, she gave them back and tried on the ones she had chosen. Standing, she moved around in them and then, because the space was wide enough with no people, moved through a couple of fight moves. “Perfect. I want these,” she told him with a grin.


  “Get a few more shoes, darling. Sometimes boots will be too heavy to wear. Try on some runners and flats.” He pointed to more pastel-colored items. “You’ll want a couple different pairs to go with your outfits, too. Sometimes you need to pair them appropriately, in looks and feel.” Sitting down, he waved her onward. “Try on different ones and figure out what styles suit you best and you like the most.”


  “I only want the flat ones though. I don’t think that heels would be good for me at all,” she said as she moved to the runners and selected three pair and then to the flats where it seemed she got a pair in each color of the one style she liked. Looking at the mountain of boxes, she grinned. “I like shopping. I think that we should shop often.” She turned to Talon and added, “Do you think you should call Quincy and ask him to add more gold to my card?”


  “You’re still okay, darling. You barely dented what he put on the card,” he told her honestly as he stood and grabbed up a stack of boxes. “Come on, sugar, let’s get these bought, dumped in the car, and then we are buying you a suitcase.” Or twelve. “Much less conspicuous than have nothing but baggies and boxes for your clothing.”


  “Oh do I get to pick those out as well? I would really like to get some that are pink or white or, oh do you think that they have them in red? That would be a beautiful color, don’t you think?” Since she wouldn’t be wearing it, she would love to have the bright colors in her luggage.


  “I’m sure they have red,” he murmured quietly. “They usually do.” Setting the box pile on the counter, he turned and got hers before digging out her card for her again. “We’ll take a look and see what you like the best and go from there.” He smiled down at her as he leaned in to kiss her gently. He couldn’t seem to stop kissing her. He was bloody addicted to her mouth.


  Cinnamon looked up at him and smiled. “I bet that you never dreamed that you would be going on vacation with a woman who liked such loud and girly things, huh?” She had seen the wince and knew that the reason he chose dark colors was to blend. Well Cin was doing anything but “blending.” She was her own person, and it was screamed with each item of clothing she bought, from shoes to her jacket, and now it seemed with her luggage as well.


  “It’s definitely a different experience.” He smiled at her. “Not that I mind it in the least,” he stated, holding her in close. “I’ll just have to remember to wear my shades around you all the time,” he teased with a grin, brushing his lips to hers lightly.


  “Oh, I should get some of those, too.” She went from one topic to another like a child with ADHD. It was all so new to her though. It was such a wonderful experience that she wanted to catch everything. She wanted to be a part of everything, and more than anything, wanted to belong.


  “We will get you a few pairs,” he promised her softly. “We’ll do it when we go to the mall to get you a few other personal items.” Mainly for personal hygiene, but that discussion would be for later, after they had lunch.


  Cinnamon nodded and leaned into him. Sighing happily, she passed her card off without even thinking of the cost and just soaked up being held by the best man ever born, by a man she loved with all her heart. “I love you, Talon,” she whispered softly.


  Smiling, he held her close. “I love you, too, Cinnamon,” he whispered against her soft hair. Rocking her in his arms while they waited on everything to be bagged, he breathed her in. They would figure it out, work it all out, and he’d tie her to him, keep her with him for the rest of time, and life would be perfect. Or as perfect as he could make it for her.


  Turning her face up to him, she smiled. When her shoes were bagged up, she took one bag and let Talon take the other three bags. “Let’s get these into the Hummer, and then we can go and find luggage and then food. I’m finding I really would like to try more food.”


  “We’ll get you something to eat, I promise.” He smiled. Taking the bags to the Hummer, he tossed them inside and took her bag to add to the growing heap. It wasn’t even a pile any more. It was more of a mountain. Looking around, he found a bag place. “Come on, sugar, let’s get you a suitcase or two as well as a purse and wallet so you can keep your money and card in there plus your sunglasses that we will get down the line.”


  “Well I should have just brought my pouch then.” She was confused, and it was obvious. “Why would I buy a purse when I have my pouch that could hold anything that I wanted it to hold?” She shrugged though and added, “Except my clothes and shoes. Those I want in new luggage.”


  “Because purses are not merely for holding things, they are a fashion accessory as well,” he said to her. “You can get them in many different shapes, sizes, and colors depending on your mood. You can mix and match them with your clothing choices for a splash of color or to accent your shoes or whatever it is women do with the things. Trust me, a purse of any size, shape, or color is going to be a lot less obvious than your pouch in this world, darling mine.”


  “All right, I will trust you on that,” she said with a smile. “We will go and choose me some purses so that you don’t have to keep handing over my card and cash.” She nodded. “And to hold my sunglasses and whatever else I might find to put into a purse.”


  “I’m sure there will be many things,” he told her honestly. “Women seem to keep their whole lives in their purses,” he revealed, leading her toward the luggage place. Opening the door, he let her go first and pointed out a few things. “Suitcases, purses, and wallets,” he told her and waved her on. “Shop to your heart’s content, angel mine.”


  She looked over the things there and grinned. “Oh I think suitcases first.” She immediately gravitated toward the bright red metal cases that she saw on display. “Those, I like those a great deal.” They were red and shiny. Oh she liked them a great deal.


  “I’ll grab them, love. Go look at the purses,” he said, turning her toward the other side of the store. Releasing her to search through the many colors, he collected the set of suitcases. One large, one medium, and a carry-on should be enough for her. The medium would hold all her shoes easily, and the large could hold her clothing and any accessories she collected along the way.


  Cinnamon began to look through the handbags and found three that she liked. The rest she just didn’t care for at all because they were all black, brown, or a puke green. Moving back to Talon’s side, she slipped her hand into his and gave him a squeeze. “Now, I need something like you have to put my card and ID into as well as cash. Will you help me find something like that?”


  Looking down at the bags she’d picked, he took her to the shelves with the wallets. “Any of these will work for you, darling. Just pick one or two you like. You can move them between the purses so you don’t need as many, but they should complement all the purses you chose so you don’t clash.”


  She narrowed it down to one wallet just at a glance. Grabbing it, she passed it to him. “This one.” She didn’t like this part of shopping as much as she had shopping for clothes and shoes, but it was a necessary part of it all, she was sure.


  “All right, let’s go and buy this, and then we will drop everything in the Hummer and go get something to eat. After we’ll find a place to sleep for the night and you can organize everything into your suitcases.” They would have to make a stop before that, too, but he didn’t think she’d enjoy the pharmacy where they’d be getting her a toothbrush and such.


  “Oh and when we stop for the night will we do more of what we did in the front seat? I really, really very much want to see you naked, too. I want to make love with you, Talon. I want to know if you have orgasms like I did.”


  And just like that he was rock hard again, not that he’d softened much since he’d given her her first ever orgasm. “I do, darling, but I know with you there with me they will be so, so much more,” he whispered.


  Chapter Ten


  


  They’d eaten, done the pharmacy with numerous explanations for nearly everything in the store. Some he’d been okay with, but apparently even with him being several centuries old, feminine hygiene got him all tongue-tied. He’d covered it rather well, he believed. Oh it could have been better, but he’d given her the explanations she’d wanted and left her looking concerned and worried. Apparently where she came from such things were not a concern for the women. Why have menstruations when living a perfect existence that didn’t require sex?


  That bugged him a bit, not in regards to Cinnamon, because he was seriously jealous when it came to her, but who would give up sex? Yeah he hadn’t had it for a while, but even he had needs, and once in awhile he found a willing female who wasn’t looking for any ties and they would have a good romp together, satisfying both their needs. Shaking his head, Talon carried in the last of the bags to the motel room he’d chosen. It was quaint, small, clean, and gave him six escape routes should they be required.


  Cinnamon was still poking around the room asking him random questions about what this was or what did this do or why would they just leave something like that in the room. It was adorable, her nearly insatiable need to learn everything all at once. Setting the last load on the bed, he dropped his saddlebags over the back of a chair and stuck his head in the bathroom to see what she was doing. Sniffing soaps from the looks of things. “You don’t need to use those, love. They are generic items left for those travelers that hadn’t planned to stop and are caught without them. We did purchase you ones from the pharmacy that you liked, remember?” Talon said, watching her face as she wrinkled her nose up at the smell of the little bottle of shampoo.


  “I am very glad, because these really do not smell very nice at all. I really like the ones that we chose at the pharmacy.” She loved the sweet honeysuckle scent they chose together. “I think that I like it the most because we chose it together.” Cin turned her face up to him and smiled. “I want to try a shower, Talon. Will you shower with me?”


  Sucking in a breath, he let it out on a hiss. “I don’t know if that’s a good idea, sweetheart. First and foremost, you touch me and your first time won’t be as I want it to be. Secondly”—he eyed the tub space—“That doesn’t even look big enough for me to be in it by myself. I’d be terrified of moving in case I clocked you with an elbow or something.”


  She looked at the space and then him once more. “Are they normally larger than that? I just assumed that all bathrooms would be the same, here and everywhere.” This was actually the first bathroom she had been in that had a bathtub. The only other one had been at the restaurant when she had to go to relieve herself.


  “This is what’s called the builder or standard bathroom, cheap tub, toilet, vanity, and sink all crammed into as little space as possible. Trust me, when you’re as big as I am you always go custom,” he told her with a sigh. “I already miss my bathroom.” Talon pouted slightly as he stared at the lack of clearance space in the tub and shower space. He would have to remember to keep his head bent just so he didn’t bang his skull.


  “Oh then I look forward to seeing your bathroom. You will let me, right? It’s not one of those spaces that will be off limits, is it?” She knew that some people had spaces that they didn’t let another living being in if they could help it, and the way that he spoke of his bathroom, it might be one of those places. “Which would make me sad, because I would really like to be able to shower with you one day.”


  “You are welcome in all spaces in my home, Cinnamon. I hope that it will be yours, too, one day,” he told her softly. “I want you there. I think you might like it,” he said with a smile. Leaning in, he kissed her gently. “Have your shower and then I will attempt to have one as well. Just remember, be careful and test the water before you step under it. You don’t want to be burned.”


  “Right, you showed me that. All right, you go and do whatever you need to, and I’m going to have a shower.” She gathered up her shampoo, conditioner, body wash, and sponges before heading to the bathroom with a jaunty little pep in her step.


  Smiling, Talon snatched up a robe he’d bought her and held it out. “So you don’t have to get dressed again,” he told her quietly. “Just gather up your clothes and bring them out when you’re done, darling.” Stepping back, he pulled the door shut and moved to sit on the bed to wait for her.


  “No clothes tonight between us, right?” Cin asked through the door. “Tonight it will only be us, right? Skin to skin, loving each other?”


  “Absolutely, but I don’t want you getting cold while you wait for me to shower, thus the robe to wear in the interim.” Going through the bags, he began to pull tags and fold everything up neatly. It was something to do, something to keep his mind off the fact she was naked, wet, and sliding silky soap over her perfect skin behind the bathroom door. The very thin, very fragile bathroom door.


  In the shower, Cin turned her face up to the spray and let it slide over her body. Running her hands over her wet and slick skin, she touched herself all over. She let her fingers trail over her breasts and then down between her legs. Slowly she stroked herself for a moment and then bit her lip with a whimper of need. “Right. Clean. Get out. Get Talon clean. Make him show me just how good it can be between us,” she rattled off and shook her head as if coming out of a trance.


  Fully clean, she got out of the shower, brushed her hair and teeth before sliding into the robe and walking out into the room where Talon was. Looking up at him, she smiled. “I like showers,” she admitted. “I think I will like them more with you. I like the way that it felt to run my hands over my wet body, so I know that showering with you will be much better because it will be you touching me instead.”


  Swallowing hard, he nodded. “It would be much better,” he rumbled out softly. “Might not be as good as a bubble bath, but it would be close,” he said. “I uh”—Talon cleared his throat—“I folded all your clothes and got rid of the tags. Everything is in the suitcases if you need anything,” he said, getting off the bed and grabbing his shaving kit. “I’ll be right back.” And with that he made a break for the bathroom. She hadn’t dried very well, the silk robe sticking to her damp flesh and lending his imagination way, way too many details. “Mother of the Gods,” he wheezed out as he cranked the shower on. “She’s trying to kill me.”


  “Thank you for folding up everything for me,” Cinnamon called through the door and grinned. Removing the robe, she pulled the bedding back and climbed in. Wrinkling her nose, she said, “I would have thought the bedding would have been more comfortable.” She shrugged, however, and settled back against the headboard to wait for her Talon to return to her.


  “Hotel bedding is mass produced for ease of cleaning and uniformity,” Talon told her as he pried himself out of the jeans and finally took a full breath. “The beds are chosen in the medium range in the hopes of pleasing as many people as possible without upsetting those who prefer firm or soft in the process. It’s all mass marketing at its best, babe,” he said before stepping into the tub and nearly strangling himself on the curtain rod.


  “Well I don’t like it,” she admitted to him. “Where are we going anyway? Will the next place we stop at be more suited to you and your big body?” she asked happily. “Because I truly do want to shower with you. Maybe we should bathe in a waterfall together. That would be wonderful, don’t you think?” A bit cold, but wonderful nevertheless.


  “At this time of year we’d end up getting frostbite, not an experience you want to have I can assure you,” he called as he managed to dunk his head under the spray. Scrubbing quickly, he rinsed and got out, remembering at the last minute to duck his head before stepping out. Grabbing a towel, he dried off and wrapped it around his hips. Picking up his clothing, he snatched up the bags and stepped out into the room, dropping everything in a chair. “I will find us a better place for tomorrow evening that has larger bathroom spaces.”


  “Are you sure that you want me with you? I feel like I am more trouble than I am worth.” She sat up in the bed and reached out to touch his chest and the tattoos there. “These are beautiful,” she whispered. It must have taken him a long time to get them so bright with his being a dragon and all.


  “They’re laced with magic to keep them on my skin,” he told her as he sat down where she could touch him. Leaning in, he kissed her softly. “I like having you around me, Cinnamon,” Talon whispered honestly. “You are no trouble at all, darling, trust me.” He smiled at her.


  “As long as you are sure,” Cinnamon said with a smile and looked up at him. “I happen to really very much adore you, and it would break my heart if you didn’t want me around, if you couldn’t deal with having me about,” she admitted. “You are truly a magnificent being, Talon.”


  “I’m very sure, Cinnamon,” he whispered, cupping her face. “Baby, you’re it for me. I know it in my very soul.” Plus her mother had mentioned it. Keeping that thought tucked down deep, Talon kissed her softly. “I will always want you around. You’re amazing, unique, special, and all mine.”


  She grinned at that and nodded. “And I happen to really and truly love having you around as well,” she admitted to him and let her hand move down his chest. “I’ve never felt so good being around another being. Not even where I came from. Only you, Talon. Only you.”


  “Which is a good thing, Cinnamon, which means we’re a good thing, darling,” he told her with a grin. “Now, as I seem to recall from earlier today while we were out and about buying you many fabulous and amazing things, you were all upset that you didn’t get to touch me. Now, with that, because we were in the street it wasn’t the prudent thing to do without also accepting a police record with it. But we are behind closed doors. Would you like to touch?”


  “I want to know what it feels like to make love, Talon. Show me everything? Love me, Talon?” Cinnamon asked and pulled him closer to her body. “I want to know every touch, every feeling. I want to feel every part of you, touch every part of you, and have you do the same to me.”


  “Well I did promise you could touch first, angel,” he murmured, brushing a kiss to her neck. “If you want to touch before I show you more, you should do it first. Because once I get my hands on you”—Talon nipped her skin lightly—“you won’t be getting another chance for a good long while. I will be insatiable, this I already know, and not in the least willing to give up what I’ll have in my hands.”


  “I think that if I touch you I will lose myself and not be able to handle not being able to touch you, to feel you. To have you touching and feeling me. I really and truly do rather love looking at you, but when I touch you I will want to do so for hours on end, and honestly, Talon, I need you too much for that type of patience right now.” She wanted to make love with him, needed to.


  Nuzzling at her throat, he smiled. “Then we will make love first,” he stated. “Once you are feeling less likely to attack me, you can play with your Dragon.” Because he would be hers and she would be his once he bonded them. Catching her earlobe between his teeth, he teased it with care. “You have the softest, sexiest skin around.”


  “I like that.” Cinnamon looked up at him with such trust, such honest need in her eyes that it was enough to take anyone aback. “I need you, Talon. I need to be yours.” She only wished she could be his, forevermore. She wanted to belong to him. For a moment Cin wondered if love would be enough for him when he was faced with his bond-mate.


  Brushing his lips to her cheek, he let a breath skate over her skin. “I want to taste all of you, licking slowly from top to bottom.” Yanking his towel away, he eased her back as he tugged the sheets away from her, pushing them to the edge.


  Fisting her hands in his hair, Cinnamon kissed him back just as desperately, needfully as he was kissing her. A moan escaped her lips, and when she turned her head to the side to give him access to her neck, she whispered, “I want that, too. I want everything, Talon. I want to make memories that are going to last us a lifetime.” Or so she could hope at least. She wanted to experience everything, all at once and then again on a slower scale.


  Scraping his teeth gently to her neck, he breathed her in. She was wet, her arousal heavy in the air. Sliding a hand slowly over her skin, Talon cupped her breast and shuddered. She was built perfectly to fit his hand, just enough with a bit more for emphasis. Moving his mouth over her chest, he sucked on her nipple as he squeezed her soft flesh.


  “Oh that feels so very nice,” she moaned. “Again, please do that again,” she all but begged him when his mouth left her neck and headed further down. “I love the feeling of your teeth on me.” Cinnamon didn’t know how to reserve herself, how to hold back. She was giving Talon all of her very being, her very soul.


  Sucking hard on her nipple, he let his teeth lightly scrape her flesh. Smiling at her instant response, he cupped her boldly between her legs and stroked her. Moving to her other breast, he sucked her tight nipple into his mouth and flicked it with his tongue over and over.


  Cinnamon arched up into him and cried out. Pleasure seemed to carry like an electrical current from her nipples to her pussy. Fingers threaded through his hair and held him close while she began to lift her hips up against him. “More,” she demanded.


  Stabbing his finger into her wet pussy over and over again, he pressed his thumb to her clitoris and rubbed. Rolling her nipple around, he scraped his teeth to it as he drew back. Blowing a breath to her wet skin, he grinned at her shiver. Easing lower, Talon settled between her legs and lifted one up onto his shoulders before pressing his mouth to her clit and sucking as he pushed a second finger into her tight sheath.


  Cinnamon couldn’t think. For two whole seconds she couldn’t breathe. Eyes wide and mouth open in a surprised O, she then cried out. “Talon.” It was said in a pant, with desperation eating at her even as she began to rub her body against him as much as she possibly could.


  Lapping at her, he plunged his fingers deeper, spreading them slowly to stretch her as he feasted on her pretty pussy. Growling deep in his chest, he sucked, licked, nipped, scraped lightly, and generally just tried to make her insane.


  Cinnamon’s head began to toss and turn on the pillow as he lapped at her pussy. “More. God that feels so good,” she whimpered and lifted her hips over and over again. Her leg that was wrapped around his back tugged him closer and needed more.


  Sliding in a third finger, slowly he stretched her, his tongue sliding over her soft flesh, seeking every drop her body was giving him. Scraping her clit with his teeth, he nipped lightly and tugged before licking some more. Settling his mouth over her, he pressed his tongue to her clit and growled deep, letting the vibrations run from his throat and to her body.


  Cinnamon’s breath left her body with that rumble of his growl. A silent scream tore from her throat, and she arched against him. Drawing the sheet tighter against her body in clenched fists, she found voice to scream loudly as her orgasm washed through and over her.


  Licking her as her body spilled silky cream on his tongue, Talon grinned happily. Withdrawing his fingers, he licked them clean before returning to lap at her soft folds. Breathing her in, he cleaned her fully and eased up over her body. “Step one completed.”


  Looking up at him with her body covered in a sheen of sweat, she grinned. “That was sex? That was amazing, but I really thought that you would have been able to feel that way, too. Or did you?” she gasped when she was finally able to speak. “I don’t know how to give you pleasure, too.”


  “Oh, darling.” Talon chuckled, softly nipping at her chin. “That was foreplay, or, if you’d rather, oral sex for the female. Not fully penetrative sex. That is step number two that we will be proceeding with as soon as you can focus on me a little better. I fear I may have blown out some of your circuits, sugar.”


  Cin grinned and nodded. “Yeah, I really think that you are right.” Reaching up, she touched her fingertips to his cheek lovingly. “I think that I really, really like oral sex for the female. It felt amazing,” she moaned. “I can’t wait for what’s next.”


  Turning his head, he nipped at her fingertips lightly and shifted his weight over her. Catching her lips, he kissed her gently and adjusted her legs. Pressing his cock to her wet opening, he eased in slightly. “Next will be much more fun for us both.” Especially when he bonded her to him. She’d likely have a few things to say later.


  She looked up at him with wide eyes and winced. “You are too big,” she whispered and stilled him. “I feel so full, but I don’t think that I will be able to survive this. Honey, you are too big.” She felt as if she was stretched to her limits, but she loved it, wanted more.


  “I’m not too big, angel,” he whispered, softly brushing his lips over her chin. Nibbling on her skin, he cupped her breast in one hand and her bottom in the other. Lifting her ass, he massaged her breast, rolling her nipple gently. “Just relax for me, love,” he whispered licking at her throat. “I will fit you and you will fit me perfectly. I promise.”


  Cin nodded and licked her lips. “I’m trying.” She turned her face to the side and held him closer to her body. “Oh I like that so very much,” she admitted to him. “And you can’t possibly know what I am.” He kept calling her “angel,” but she was sure that was just an endearment, not him actually knowing what she was.


  Smiling against her throat, Talon slid his tongue over her soft, fragrant skin. “I’m glad you like it, sweetheart,” he whispered, slipping in another inch. Pinching her nipple, he tugged gently and gained another inch with the rush of liquid from her body. “I promise that you will have a lot more to like soon.” Moving his mouth to her chest, he licked and nibbled to her neglected breast, suckling at her tight nipple, sliding in a little more as she relaxed around him.


  Cinnamon lifted her hips off the bed to meet him halfway. “So good,” she whimpered. “But you feel too big.” She shivered though and felt him sliding deeper and knew that she was wrong and he was right. “More.” It was a demand, one made of desperate need that had her gasping. “Please, Talon, again.”


  “Slowly, love,” he whispered quietly to her. “I don’t want to hurt you.” And he still wasn’t fully inside her body. Sliding his tongue around her nipple, he suckled hard and eased deeper on the next rush of liquid. Moving to her other breast, he nibbled on her soft flesh. “You have the most amazing skin ever, angel.”


  “I’m yours.” She knew that she would be his. For now and for all time she was his. “I need more.” She was getting restless and knew that she had to have him, needed to have him. “Please,” she begged softly. “I want to feel everything. Take me to the skies,” she whispered.


  Lifting his head, Talon kissed her hard and pushed in fully, stopping when she tightened around him. Nibbling on her lips, he began to move slowly when she loosened up. “I have you, darling,” he whispered quietly.


  “That hurt.” Tears were sparkling in her eyes when she looked up at him in confusion. “I had thought it would only feel good. I really had thought it would only feel good because of how good the previous part felt.” She pouted. “I think I would rather the first part and not this part. I don’t like hurting,” she whispered and bit back a sob. When he began to move though, her eyes went wide as saucers. “I—” She paused. She didn’t understand. How could it not hurt any longer? How could it feel so…nice?


  Smiling slowly, he kissed her gently. “You were a virgin, love.” He should have expected that but hadn’t. “No more pain though, darling,” he whispered against her skin as he nibbled along her jaw. “Only pleasure, always and forevermore pleasure for you.”


  “Pleasure for us both?” she whispered and let her hands move from where they were practically clawing into his shoulders and down his chest. “This feels so nice. Strange but so very nice,” she whispered quietly, lifting her hips to meet him, gasping in surprise.


  “Oh yes, darling mine,” he said, softly thrusting into her a little harder. “There will be much pleasure, darling,” he whispered with a grin. Nuzzling at her throat, he breathed her in, the Dragon moving closer to the surface. It knew what was going on.


  Cinnamon moved her head to the side, giving him full access to her neck and lifting so that her body was closer to his. She didn’t know what was going on, but it felt so very, very good that she didn’t care. She needed him. She was going to explode with pleasure and needed him to be right there with her. “More,” she whispered and felt an itching on her back at her shoulder blades. It felt as if her wings were coming out, but that thought was gone as soon as he pushed in and out of her body harder and faster.


  Catching her hip in a hand, Talon held her still so he could fuck her as hard as possible. His teeth shifted, growing longer, and he growled softly. “Mine,” he breathed out before sinking his teeth into her flesh. Jolting at the flash of Gods only knew what between them, Talon roared her name and, slamming into her hard, came in a tidal wave.


  Cinnamon felt her wings explode from her back the moment that he bit into her. Shock tumbled through her as she felt the silver ropes of their souls reaching and bonding together. No air would enter or exit her lungs in that brief moment, and when it did, she gasped loudly. “Talon!” she heard herself screaming with her orgasm as well.


  Mine! he told her, holding her tight to him as he ejaculated over and over again into her sweet, lush body. Groaning at the absolute pleasure of finally having his bond-mate, Talon gently rolled them over. Still locked deep inside of her, he released her shoulder, his teeth withdrawing and becoming normal once more. “Mine, Cinnamon,” he rasped out quietly. “For the rest of time, mine.”


  She was glowing over him. Her hair lifted from her body as if it were floating around her. Looking down at him, she whispered, “Mine.” He was hers. How? She didn’t understand, but she didn’t care. He was her bond-mate, and she would never let him go. Collapsing on him with her wings floating to the sides, she panted. “I love you.” Her whispered words came softly from where she was draped over him limply.


  “I love you, too, Cinnamon,” he whispered softly, stroking her hair gently. Licking his lips, he let out a breath. “Gaia told me you were her daughter, that you were my bond-mate, but she didn’t tell me you were an Angel. I sort of worked that one out on my own,” Talon told her honestly. “It was still mostly a guess, an educated one of course, but still just a guess.” Looking at her wings, he snorted. “I guess I now have undeniable evidence that my mate truly is an Angel.”


  She nodded, a tight ball of fear in her stomach. Pulling back, she looked down at him and felt her wings finally coming back into her body. “And now Chaos knows that I’m on Earth,” she whispered with a hard swallow. “He’s going to be hunting for me now,” she whispered. “He’s going to attack. He’s going to bring his forces closer, and that’s really going to be bad,” she whispered. “We have to make sure that your men are ready.”


  “We’ll get them ready, love,” he told her honestly. “He may know you’re here, darling, but he hasn’t run across our group very often,” he murmured. “We will get ready, and we’ll ensure he knows that he’s not wiping any of us out, not without us taking him and his rag tags along for the ride to hell.”


  Cinnamon nodded and closed her eyes. “My mother does love to arrange lives, doesn’t she? Is she why you relented and decided to take me with you?” she asked with her head on his chest, not able to look at him when she asked the question. She had to know. Needed to know.


  “No,” he told her honestly. “I was still resistant to the idea, but then when we were on the base and I had you in that room, I knew I couldn’t leave you behind. You were mine. The Dragon knew it, I knew it, and I knew that there was no way I would ever leave my bond-mate behind, no matter what. We’re a team, always will be a team, and that means we do everything together, always. Bathroom breaks not included of course, since that will get us arrested when in public.”


  “And I think it would just be kinda gross to share that personal bathroom time.” She wrinkled her nose and reached up to touch him. “I never would have believed I could have had a bond-mate. I never knew that they were possible for Angels,” she whispered. Then she paused. “I hope my father will understand that I can’t and won’t return home now.”


  Watching her a moment, he sighed. “As soon as you left, you couldn’t have returned, love,” he said quietly. “Once you left there was no way to return to your home, not as you are now anyway. You were always destined to be my bond-mate.” He just wished it hadn’t taken so long. He understood it, knew why the more he thought it through, but he still wished he’d had her in his life sooner.


  That surprised her. “I couldn’t have?” she asked with wide eyes. Taking in a deep breath, she calmed her racing heart and nodded. “So this is my home now, right? We have the rest of forever for you to show me everything, right?”


  “That we do, angel mine.” Talon smiled at her. “This is your home, with me, wherever we are, for the rest of our days. We will go on trips, we will see everything, and I will ensure you learn absolutely everything I have to teach you and so much more.”


  That had her grinning. “I look forward to that.” There was a pause followed with, “We can’t tell anyone else what I am, Talon. If they knew that Angels were real and that there was a higher being watching everything, I’m not so sure how they would react. Besides, I really don’t want them looking at me as if I’m a sideshow attraction, or something like that.”


  “No one else will know who you are, angel,” he promised, stroking his fingers over her hair gently. “You are my mate, my life, my every breath. That is all that they ever need to know. If they ask where you get your information from, well”—he shrugged—“we will come up with something plausible for them to believe and that isn’t too far from the actual truth.”


  “We could tell them that I’m a Magic User and I’m able to see parts of the past, present, and future.” She paused. “Do you think that your tech, Quincy, would claim me as one of his and not dig for what I am?” The man had an insatiable curiosity, and that worried her, a lot.


  “I will ask him,” Talon said, watching her closely. “Are you going to be all right telling the fib? I know that lying outright is abhorrent to all Changers and Magic Users. Will you be okay telling this revised version of the truth?”


  “The alternative is allowing them to know something that could get them killed.” No, she wasn’t all right with it. It would take a bit of her soul at a time to tell the lie, but it would save their lives, and that was all that mattered.


  Hearing her thoughts, Talon shook his head slightly. Shifting them to their sides, he drew her in closer and tangled his legs with hers. “I am not going to risk you either, love,” he said softly. “Not even a little of you. We will ask Quincy to adopt you. I will tell him a reason that will fly with him and keep him from looking into your life, at least for now.” What he’d say, Talon didn’t know, but he would come up with something later he was sure. “As to telling everyone what you are…” He paused for a moment. “You are a messenger from Gaia, sent to help us with our newest problem. Both the absolute truth and provides them with some information without telling them a damned thing.”


  “Oh, that’s brilliant.” It wasn’t a lie because she truly could be a messenger from Gaia since her mother could speak through her quite well. Hugging Talon tightly again, she grinned. “I love it. Thank you, Talon, for coming up with something so perfect.” She pulled back and smiled happily up at him. “Now, I think that you should kiss me and then we should snuggle for a couple of minutes.”


  “And it’s not a lie, so it won’t hurt you,” he pointed out, kissing her with a smile. Cupping her face, he stroked his thumbs over her skin lightly. “If they question anything, we can mention, reluctantly of course, that you get flashes of the future thanks to Gaia and you need to be careful what you share so as not to tarnish or possibly alter a future that should be.” Hopefully that, too, would be close enough to the truth that it wouldn’t harm her in any way.


  She nodded. “They don’t have to know that I see every possible future that they could have.” She chewed her lower lip and frowned. “We might not want to mention that either. I think they wouldn’t like that too well,” she commented. “Hopefully though they will just accept your word for it and not try to investigate me or separate us.” She wouldn’t be held accountable for what she did if someone tried to separate her from her bond-mate.


  “All right, we will leave it with you being a messenger,” he said softly, kissing her again. “If something comes up, then we will worry about giving them more.” Sliding his arms around her, Talon held her tight. “No one is going to separate us, my little angel, not if they want to keep on living.”


  That had her grinning. “I can’t believe that I’m your bond-mate.” She felt it though. She felt the silky strands that tied their souls together, felt a part of him inside of her, and she liked it. A lot. “I like it. I love how it feels to be tied to you,” she admitted and rubbed her cheek against his chest like a kitten needing to be pet.


  Smiling at her actions, Talon stroked her back gently. “I like the feeling of being tied to you as well,” he said softly. “It feels so pure, warm, and absolutely perfect, like you, my little bond-mate,” he declared, pressing a kiss to her hair. It was more though, so much more. He could actually sense a part of her inside. The Dragon was the calmest it had ever been in his entire life. It was…amazing.


  “I think, my darling Dragon King, that I need a nap for a bit. I’m exhausted after that amazing lovemaking and bonding that we shared. Are we safe enough to let our guard down and actually sleep here?” She was worried now, very much so. When she and Talon bonded, it sent a wave of pure Angel energy over the Earth, and she was sure that Chaos had felt it. It terrified her.


  “We are safe, love,” he said, softly pressing a kiss to her cheek. “Sleep for now. We will head out in a few hours and continue our journey. After I feed you. Yes, I know, must keep your strength up after all,” Talon teased with a grin when he caught the faint flickering thought in her head.


  “Thank you.” She grinned then, mostly because she couldn’t help herself. “Goodness I’m happy,” she admitted and yawned again. “Have a good rest, Talon. If I get too uncomfortable for you to sleep with, just let me know.”


  “Never going to happen, Cinnamon angel.” He smiled, tucking her closer to him. Burying his nose in her hair, he closed his eyes and relaxed. “You are mine, you are perfect, and you are not going anywhere,” he commented before yawning and curling into her more. “Sweet dreams, angel mine,” Talon whispered before dropping off to sleep.


  Chapter Eleven


  


  Chin propped in a hand, elbow on the table, Talon watched her as she devoured the meal he’d ordered for her. He’d finished his already and now had the pleasure of watching her discover the mixed platter he’d gotten.


  They were three days into their trip. So far it had been amazing, spectacular, and fun. She was learning and enjoying, and Talon was just plain enjoying. He liked being out with her, taking in the sights and learning how to live again. She had brought laughter and pleasure back into his life. It was everything he’d been missing and didn’t realize until she was there.


  Cinnamon looked at him and grinned. “What did I do this time?” she asked with a frown. “Did I get something on my face?” she asked and touched her fingers to her face as she spoke. “You promised you would tell me if I dribbled again.” She had dripped strawberry jelly on one of her white shirts and didn’t even know it until someone offered her a napkin.


  “You are perfect, love,” he said, reaching over to stop her from wiping at her face. “I just like looking at you. I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable or self-conscious, little one,” he murmured gently with a smile.


  “Well you know me, honey. I worry about everything because I don’t pay a great deal of attention to too many things except you.” Perfect honesty. “So you can look at me all you want to.” She grinned and winked. “Especially if you lean over here and kiss me.”


  “I can do that,” he said, shifting forward and leaning over the table to kiss her gently. He knew they made an odd couple, his Cinnamon so light, delicate, and chipper, and then there was him. Talon was darker, much, had more secrets and more things haunting him than most humans could even process. He was built like a tank, his Dragon giving him the bulk to take a beating and keep on killing people, and he was definitely not chipper. Happier now that he had her, but never, ever chipper. Sitting back, he smiled. “Eat your food, angel mine,” he told her as he put his chin back in his hand and settled in to just watch.


  “I think that we are perfect together.” Yep, she had been intruding on his thoughts, but she did it because she loved him and loved being a shadow in his mind. Taking another bite of her food, she sighed happily. “This is so very good.” Food, she loved food. There was so much diversity in it. It was like people. No two dishes were exactly the same.


  “Of course we are perfect together, darling. You fit me, and I absolutely fit you.” Talon flashed her a wicked grin and wiggled his eyebrows suggestively in her direction. Gods, he wanted her again. Not a bad thing in the least, but he really and seriously needed to consider a large size for his jeans. Having his cock constantly rubbing up on the zipper couldn’t be good for it, not in the least.


  That had her laughing. The pure sounds tinkled over the diner, and she winked at him. “I love you, darling. I also can’t wait to go and try you on again,” she said happily before she pulled back. “So how much longer until we make it to the next hotel?” She found she really liked the hotels. The ones with four and five stars were amazing. She loved them, a great deal.


  Grinning at her excitement, he shrugged. “We should keep moving for a little longer before we stop for the night. But if you’d like we could call it a little early, stop in maybe three hours. If we do we could call for a pizza”—something she’d yet to try—“and watch a couple of movies on the TV.”


  “What is pizza?” she asked with a happy grin. “I like this plan, especially since it’s got new food included. Will it be a four- or a five-star place that we are stopping at?” She ran on with the questions anytime she got excited.


  “It will be at least a three. I can’t promise a four or five with the direction we are headed, but I shall try my best for you, sweetheart. As for the pizza…” Talon tried to think of how to describe it. “Pizza is a lot like foreplay for your mouth, flavors bursting and exciting your taste buds into a wild frenzy before you swallow and begin again.”


  “Oh I very much love foreplay,” she admitted a little too loudly, causing heads to turn their way. “Especially when you give me foreplay and let me give back to you. That’s truly the most amazing feeling ever.”


  Chuckling softly, Talon lifted a brow. “Remember to use your inside voice, love. No need to let everyone in the restaurant including the impressionable young children know of your delight in foreplay. They do not need to know about our sex life, my love. That is for us alone to know all about and others to only wish they had it so good.”


  “Oh.” She felt her cheeks getting red again and frowned. “What’s this?” She touched her cheeks. “Why are they hot?” Had the temperature been turned up? That had to be it. No, the rest of her body was the same temperature but her face and neck were so very hot. Weird.


  “Embarrassment causes blushing, love. The blush is a rush of blood to your face. In particular the cheeks, which, because of how warm your blood is, warms the flesh,” he reminded her. They’d discussed it before, but she didn’t always listen, especially when there was food around. Not that he blamed her. He got distracted by food as well.


  “Oh yes, I recall that now.” She felt her face getting hotter. “How do I turn it off?” she asked softly. “You know, make it stop? How do I do that, honey?” Reaching out, she placed her hand on his. “Help me make it go away?”


  “Slow breath, relax, and do not panic,” he said, quietly turning her hand over to rub his thumb against her palm. “It will fade in its own time, but the more laid-back and easygoing you are, the faster it will go away.”


  She followed his instructions, slowing her breathing until she felt herself calming. Finally she smiled at him. “Thank you, Talon. You always know what I need and when I need it, don’t you?” It was one of the hundreds of billions of things she loved so very much about him.


  “It’s only because I love you, love watching you, and am bonded to you, darling. It gives me an inside track to what you want and need.” That and he was relatively observant as well, which likely was a good thing given how long he’d lived. After all, no one lived as long as he did on pure luck alone. It was impossible or, at the very least, improbable.


  “Well I’m glad,” Cinnamon retorted. “I’m glad that it’s only you that can read me so well.” She was expressive, to say the least. Finally, when she felt her cheeks turning from red to her normal pale color, she looked to him. “All right. So we should finish our meal, right?” Instead of running. She wouldn’t run from Demons, Vampires, or Minions, and she sure as shooting wouldn’t run because she was embarrassed.


  Nodding, he smiled at her. “Absolutely, love. Finish up and we can get on the road again for a while before we stop for the night. We’ll order in your pizza and then we can spend a nice lazy night in bed today.”


  “I think that sounds wonderful. Oh, can it be another one of those hotels that has a hot tub in the bedroom? I really rather liked that a great deal.” She found there was so very much on Earth that she loved. Most of it revolved around Talon, but there were other things she liked as well.


  Smiling, he nodded. “I will see what I can manage, darling,” he promised softly. He didn’t know if he could find one around there that night. “I can’t promise, love, but I will definitely try just for you, sweetness.”


  “Thank you for that, Talon.” Reaching out, she squeezed his hand with hers and smiled up at him. “Have I mentioned to you just how much I love you? How happy I am that you are mine, sweetheart?”


  Shaking his head slightly, Talon grinned at her. “You know, darling, I’m not sure you have mentioned it of late.” He lifted her hand slightly to play with her fingers. “I think you should really remedy this slight, my love.” Talon shot her a sly look.


  Leaning over, Cin brushed her lips to Talon’s cheek, and in his ear whispered, “I love you, Talon. I’m so very happy that you are mine. No matter what pain comes next in our lives, it’s worth it because I have you.”


  Frowning at her words, Talon eyed her suspiciously. “That sounded mildly prophetic, love, and not in the least comforting or reassuring.” The fact she’d specifically said “pain” was what truly made him nervous. “Why would you say something like that, angel?”


  Cinnamon frowned and shrugged. “I honestly have no idea. I truly didn’t think anything of it when I said it,” she admitted to him. “It just bubbled up and out of me before I was able to stop it.” She didn’t like that either.


  Squeezing her fingers, he smiled. “Let it go, love,” he advised softly. “What is to be shall be. We can only be aware and prepare for whatever it might be. We are as much at the whim of the Gods as any other soul on Earth. Mere cogs in the great wheel of the grand scheme of whatever life is meant to be.”


  Cinnamon nodded. “I know, honey. Believe me. I know that more than anyone else does.” She had watched it far too often. She had watched everything happening on the Earth since man climbed from the pond of life. “Whatever happens in life we will figure it out, darling.”


  “Finish eating, darling, and let’s go and find ourselves a place to sleep tonight.” He smiled at her. “I have a few questions for you that hopefully you can answer.” If she even would, that was. Talon knew that there was likely a bunch of stuff she wouldn’t be permitted to speak of. He could respect that, but he also had to try and gain more knowledge about her. She was his other half, after all, and, while he loved and adored her, he didn’t know her very well…yet.


  “I will answer anything that I can.” Cinnamon watched him and then softly in his mind finished with, If I can answer them aloud I will, and if I can’t I will speak in your mind. It’s time that you learn all that there is to learn about me, Talon. Time that I opened my heart and soul and let you in fully and completely.


  Smiling at her words Talon leaned in to kiss her quickly. “Finish eating, love. We have a bed to find for the night. Preferably one that is large, soft, and is solidly built.” He had plans that went beyond just talking with her. Nefarious plans, one might even be so bold and brash as to say.


  “I like that idea a lot. Especially the unspoken one.” Her eyes heated with intense need, desire making her panties wet. “I think maybe we should get our leftovers to go so that we will have something to eat after we come up for air.”


  “Darling, that is what room service is for,” he whispered, letting the Dragon flash in his eyes for just a second. Holding up his hand, he asked for the check and grinned at her. “They come when needed and will just keep bringing us sustenance throughout the night.” Especially if he could find a high-end hotel.


  “Oh I love how that sounds, a great deal. Yes, I think we should try to find a place like that. Do you think Quincy would mind doing a search for us to find us a hotel that has all that we want and need in it, honey? I think he would be able to find it far faster and easier than we could.”


  Smiling at that, Talon dug out his phone and pulled up Skittles’s number. “Give him a call, love, and ask while I pay the check, all right?” Quincy would likely do anything Cinnamon asked. She’d gotten the little fiend wrapped around her finger rather well of late.


  Cinnamon looked at the phone and frowned. “How do I make it call him?” she asked with another rush of red to her face. “Remember you haven’t shown me how to use this yet.” She was ancient, older than Talon in reality, but she was much like a babe with how things on Earth actually worked.


  “I remember everything about you, love,” he said with a smile. Tipping the phone, he pointed to the button. “Hit that and then press this”—he pointed to the speaker at the top—“to your ear and speak nice and normal. Don’t yell. While he’s not like me, he still has slightly more sensitive hearing than the average male.” Turning, he took the check from the waitress and winked at his Cinnamon. “Be right back, darling,” Talon promised, sliding from the booth to head to the till to pay.


  Doing as Talon instructed, she laughed gleefully when Quincy picked up. “Quincy!” She thought to lower her voice, thankfully. “You are my very first phone call. Isn’t this exciting? I’m so very proud of myself. I did it mostly on my own.” Sure, Talon had pulled up the number and all, but she had pressed the button to make it connect. “Would you please, please do me a favor?” she asked the Mage with a grin.


  Shaking his head, Quincy spun around in his chair. “Very impressive, Cin,” he said, knowing that if he didn’t praise her his life was forfeit. Talon was forgiving of many things except when it apparently came to this woman. “What do you need, darling?” he asked, shutting a few windows on his screen and pulling up another to work on whatever she required.


  “I have no idea where we are, but I really would like another four- or five-star hotel. I love those the best. Do you know that all of the bedding that they have on their beds is hand stitched and it’s so smooth and soft it’s like silk? Oh and a hot tub in the room, too. Talon gets so hot in a hot tub, and not because of the water either. He really loves to make love with me in one, and I love it, too. Have you and Maya done that yet? If not you really should,” Cin rattled off happily.


  “Uh, right.” Quincy felt his face heating up at her words. He’d have to let Talon know about his woman and her serious case of passing along too much damned information. Typing, he focused on the search. “I have two in your general area. Depending on how far T-Rex plans on driving before you get there, you have one about two hours from you, and the second is four hours away. I’m sending the information and GPS data to T’s phone so you and he can take a look at both and see which you prefer.”


  “Oh definitely the closer one. I want to get my dragon nice and naked again as soon as possible. He has the most beautiful body that I’ve ever seen, and I haven’t yet seen enough of it,” Cinnamon told him, blissfully unaware. “Oh and then he is going to take me to the beach. I look forward to that part as well. The oceans have always intrigued me, and I look forward to seeing one up close and in person.”


  “Right,” Quincy squeaked before clearing his throat. Holy mother of the Gods, that was way too much information! “Well then you can discuss that with T-Rex and let him know just why you want the closer of the two,” he told her, trying to figure how to get her off the phone without getting himself killed.


  Walking back to the table, Talon picked up his leather jacket and shrugged into it as he waited for Cinnamon to finish her talk with Quincy. Hopefully the young Mage was behaving himself.


  Cinnamon looked up at Talon and grinned. “Here he is now.” She spoke to Talon and said, “There is one only a couple of hours from here, and I told Quincy that one would be the best one because I can’t wait to be naked with you again. I told him that you have the best body ever created.”


  Staring at her for a long moment, Talon held out a hand. “Let me talk to him for a moment, love,” he said gently. Taking the phone from her fingers, he pressed it to his ear. “Forget everything she just said, Quincy. We’re working on her filters for that gorgeous and talented mouth of hers, but we obviously haven’t gotten nearly as far as I thought.”


  “There isn’t enough mind bleach on the planet for some of the things she’s told me, Bulldog,” Quincy muttered.


  “Well, do your best,” Talon ordered and hung up, sliding the phone into his pocket. “Come on, darling, let’s go and find this hotel you want me naked in.”


  “Oh yes, please. Quincy said that he put it on your phone, but I don’t know how since he’s there and we are here.” She shrugged. “But if he said that he did then I trust him completely and know that he did,” she said happily. “I really rather like Quincy. He’s such a sweetie, and Maya is perfect for him.”


  “He is a good guy,” Talon agreed, pulling the phone back out of his pocket to check it. Reading the message with the hotel info, he pulled up the second message and groaned. Quincy had basically sent him, verbatim, what Cinnamon had told the other man. “Babe, remember how I mentioned that you need to guard what you say so you don’t embarrass yourself or others?”


  Looking up at Talon with near fear in her eyes, she nodded. “Yes. I remember. Did I do something wrong?” she asked and bit her lower lip. She tried to think about everything that she had done and hadn’t thought she had done anything wrong at all. Quincy was a friend, and friends talked about everything, right?


  “No, love,” he whispered, drawing her up off her seat and into his arms. “Just remember that not everyone needs to know how much you love my naked body and all your plans for it.” Pressing a kiss to her lips, Talon rubbed his nose to hers lightly. “I love you, Cinnamon, and want you happy in our mating, but try to recall that some people are incredibly embarrassed to know just how much fun we have in the hot tubs we’ve managed to have of late.”


  “Oh. You don’t think that Quincy and Maya have found fun in hot tubs yet?” Cin asked with a worried frown on her face. “I think that’s rather sad. They are so very much fun.” She grinned up at Talon and added, “I will try to remember that not everyone needs to know about our hot tub fun. What else should I not tell others?” Obviously there was a list she would need to learn of topics she could and couldn’t discuss with friends.


  “Anything to do with us being naked and what we do while naked,” he told her, collecting her jacket to help her into it. “That is for us and us alone. It’s private and our little secret. Unless it’s something you don’t like, that scares you or makes you fear me, you shouldn’t ever say anything about it to another person.”


  “Oh, okay. I can do that,” she said with a smile. Turning her head, she looked up at him. “How could I ever be afraid of you, Talon? You love me and would never hurt me, honey. Besides”—she shrugged—“I’m actually a lot older and a lot harder to kill than even you in your Dragon form are.”


  “And now that we’ve dented my sizeable ego, we should go.” He snorted out a laugh and shook his head. Tucking her jacket closed around her, he smiled. “You can tell me just how much older you are later when we are alone while we play together.”


  “I love playing with you,” Cinnamon admitted to him with a grin. “I really enjoy being able to play with you, and as for me”—she shrugged—“Well it’s one of those things that I will have to tell you later, darling mine.” She was older than the Council, older than any being on Earth.


  Eyeing her up carefully, he nodded. “I think it will be, darling mine,” he rumbled softly. Taking her hand in his, Talon led her out of the restaurant to the Hummer. Boosting her up, he went around and climbed behind the wheel.


  Doing up the seatbelt, Cinnamon turned sideways so that she could watch him and found herself reaching out to touch him. Taking his hand in hers, she gave him a smile and squeeze. “I love touching you, Talon. I really very much love touching you, and you need to know that I will do it often. It doesn’t matter where we are, I will touch you.”


  Lacing his fingers with hers, he smiled. “Fine by me, love,” he said honestly as he backed out of the space. Spinning them around, Talon looked her way briefly. “So, my sweet little angel, why don’t you start divulging a few secrets to the man who loves and adores you while we’re moving and no one else is around.”


  “My father is the one who created Gaia, created the Earth, gave her the power to create the races.” First bomb. “After he created Gaia and Chaos, he fell in love with my mother. While she created the children that would protect the Earth, that would be a part of nature, Chaos began to hate.” Cinnamon’s voice dropped into a near whisper. “He began to hate my mother because of how much Father loved her. That hatred festered, and he began to plan. Father created Angels to walk among the humans, among Gaia’s children and assist them. Angels to help the world continue to turn, and for a time there was no hatred, no fear, no war on Earth,” she whispered. “One of the first Dragon Kings was sadly, however, the first casualty of Chaos’s hatred. Chaos took physical form and walked the Earth just as Gaia could. He approached the Angels and swayed far more of them than I care to admit to. When he swayed them to their first evil deed, they fell.” She frowned and scrunched up her face as she tried to think of how to explain it. “When they fell, they lost their wings. They lost the ability to return home. But it was more than that. It was as if they assigned their souls to Chaos.”


  Shifting in the seat slightly, Cinnamon continued. “That is how the Wraith were born,” she told him. “Even though the Angels were lost, lost to be Wraith that lived only for death, there was hope. Children born to the Wraith were not cursed to their fathers’ deeds. Yes, they still hold the Wraith inside of them, but they hold humanity as well. The strength of the man determines their fate. One of your team is a Wraith, and he’s always walked the straight and narrow. He was abandoned by his mother when she learned she was pregnant. She carried him to term, however, and abandoned him to a family that raised him as their own. Sadly, however, they were killed, and even though his inner beast, the Wraith could have protected them, it didn’t because they weren’t truly ‘his,’ if that makes sense. The Wraith children that walk the straight and narrow, their inner Wraith will kill anyone in its path to protect those that he, the beast, loves and considers his.” She took a sad breath. “Sadly, however, the Wraith children are very, very few and far between because of the intricacies that Father set in place to combat against Chaos’s dominion.” Her father hadn’t wanted Chaos’s Minions, vile beings under his full control he specifically created, to procreate, ever, and had made sure that only through pain and suffering could they. “Your team member, however, will find love. He will learn that he is so much more than the Wraith that he carries inside of him. He’s an amazing man, and the woman that will be his is just as amazing. The man and the Wraith will both protect her fiercely.”


  Looking to Talon, she asked, “Would you like for me to continue, or have I already said too much?”


  “No, no, please keep going,” he said softly with a smile to her. “I’m just digesting, darling,” he muttered as he thought everything through. “You keep on telling me everything, and I’ll sit here absorbing it all. If I have a question, I promise I will interrupt,” Talon assured her, brushing a kiss to her fingers lightly.


  “Gaia wasn’t on Earth when Chaos created the Wraith. She was in Father’s home because I had been born,” she told him softly. “While Mother and Father spent time together ensuring that I would be raised well and in a loving environment, Chaos did something even worse,” she whispered. “The first Vampire was created when he drained the blood from a human and fed him his. He created several of them and ensured that they could procreate. He, however, held back the ability for a Vampire to change another human into what they were because he wanted to rule all those he created with an iron will. Again Father had to step in and gave all the Vampire children free will and the ability to choose between right or wrong. The Vampire you have working on your Teams has chosen good. He’s worried that he’s a monster when in reality he truly isn’t. He’s a good man, and his mate will need him to be who and what he is in order for her to survive,” she murmured. Taking a breath, she closed her eyes and leaned back.


  “Chaos tried to turn Gaia’s children into Vampires but was unable to, and once Father realized that Chaos was creating Vampires he tried to ensure that they were protected. Sadly, however, evil will always find a way,” she said on a sigh. “After the Wraith and Vampires, Chaos then created the ones you saw me fighting. The Minions. They are soulless husks of Gaia’s children and Father’s children and humans. I don’t know if the proper term is zombie or what, but they are dead, yet still walking. They have only one mission, and that is doing whatever their Master, Chaos, demands they do. To the death.”


  Leaning back, Cin thought for a moment. “I watched as your lineage made their way through the world. I watched as the Council was formed,” she whispered. “Their prime directive was simply combating Chaos and his Minions. Somewhere along the way things shifted so that you could begin to protect the humans and hide the existence of Gaia’s children and sadly Chaos’s Minions,” she continued. “As humanity grew, the Council began to become even more secretive. I watched for so long. Frustration took root inside of me, and I finally could take no more. I went to Father and asked to be allowed to come to Earth to warn you of the danger that is coming. I didn’t think that it was fair that none of the current Council knew of the true danger that was stalking you all,” she admitted. “Plus I was fascinated by you. You were hidden from me for so very long, and when Father told me that you were the one I should look for, I was fascinated. And now I understand it.”


  Talon had stayed silent while she’d told him more of how everything had come to be. He had questions, plenty of them, but he wouldn’t ask until they were organized properly. He was nothing if not tidy in his approach to everything in life. “Well, I’m glad you were fascinated by me, love,” he said softly with a grin. Chewing his lip slightly, he shot her a look. “There’s a book I want to show you,” he told her slowly, his mind still processing. “It’s written in the old language, one that is practically dead now. Only a few of us can still speak it, and even fewer can read it. The book was passed to me when I took the Throne of the Dragons, both for my people and within the Council. I was told that a day would come when I would need to open it, but until then it would remain sealed. It is said that only the pure touch of the faithful could open it. None of us ever knew what that was. Now I think that it’s you,” he told her softly.


  “I would be more than willing to open the book, Talon.” She had to think. She couldn’t recall a book, but that was nothing unusual. Father and Gaia actually did hide things from her from time to time. “But not right now. Right now I really just want to enjoy this time with you and see if we can find more of the bond-mates so that we can get them to safety and out of Chaos’s reach.”


  “No, not now.” Not anytime soon actually. “It’s sat there for the last several centuries. It can wait a few more days.” Or weeks or months. “Do you have any idea of where other bond-mates might be for some of the men?” Talon asked curiously.


  “Honestly no idea. I just know them when I see them. Sometimes I see glimpses of what is to be when I meet the men, but for the most part it’s just a knowledge when I meet them.” It wasn’t exact. She knew that, but it was all that they had.


  Nodding, he grunted as he took that little tidbit in. “All right, so we will hopefully get some more information off the men. And if that fails, we hit things like markets, the malls, coffee shops, diners, restaurants, and the like to see if you pick up on anyone there.” It wasn’t like they could drive around aimlessly in the hopes she’d spot one. The odds were too high against such a possibility.


  “Sounds good to me. Most people are beings that crave being around others, so it would make sense that we would have a better chance to meet them in a place that has a number of people in it.” She stated, “And I look forward to every single second that we get to spend together.”


  “Any time I get to spend with you, love, is all good, even in a throng of crazed humans hunting for every bargain there is,” Talon said, shaking his head. “I do much prefer the times where we can be alone, private, and naked. I do so love having my bond-mate naked and at my very tender mercy.”


  “Oh I much prefer those times to any other time in the world. I happen to very, very much love our alone times and naked times,” she told him with a grin. “And hopefully very soon we will be able to get nice and naked, because I love those times. Quincy promised that there was a hot tub in the room that he is sending us to.”


  “From what he sent me, there is a hot tub as well as a very large shower with multiple heads and a massive bed,” he told her with a smile. “They have full room service until three in the morning, so we can get anything and everything we could possibly want.”


  “Oh I love that man even more now,” she teased. “I think that Quincy is my new best friend,” she added with a grin. “I think that this is going to be very, very good, darling mine. How long until we are there? I’m ready to get naked with you, Talon.”


  “We are about an hour and a half out, darling, so you need to resist the urge to strip for a little longer,” he said with a smile to her. “But once we are there you can strip out of everything you have on and do whatever you’d like.”


  “Are you going to make me wait until we are in our room, or can I strip before we leave the truck?” She knew the answer. She just loved that growl that he gave when he thought of anyone seeing her naked. It made her grin.


  Growling deeply at her, Talon shot her a look that held the Dragon firmly in his gaze. “You ever strip in front of another living being and their life is forfeit,” he muttered with more than a little fire behind the words. Breathing deeply, he exhaled slowly, a curl of smoke exiting his nostrils as he forced himself to calm. He knew she was teasing him, but his primal instincts tended to kick in at the absolute worst times, one of the major issues with being a Dragon—he wasn’t that far out of the swamp.


  Reaching out, Cinnamon laid her hand on Talon’s cheek and smiled. “I love you, too, Dragon mine. You are mine, and I feel the same way. I don’t want another being to see you naked either, darling. You are mine. For now. For always. You are mine. Never again do I want anyone to see you naked. From here out only I get to see you naked, just as only you will see me naked.”


  Leaning into her touch slightly, he let her calm the beast and nodded. “As long as we understand one another,” he murmured with a slight smile. Turning his head as he carefully kept his eyes on the road, he nipped her palm before flicking his tongue out to stroke her soft flesh.


  “We do.” Pulling back, she squeezed his hand again and turned to look out the front window. Laying her head back, she closed her eyes and yawned. “I hate this feeling of sleepiness. I feel so strange being so tired all the time.”


  “It’s just part of moving through our mortal coil, sweetheart. It’s exhausting here on Earth, so many factors battering at your body. Close your eyes and sleep for a time,” Talon advised. “I’ll wake you when we get to the hotel, promise.”


  “That sounds good to me, honey,” Cinnamon said with a smile. “I love you, Talon Silverwing. I’m very happy that you are mine,” she whispered, and turning in the seat, she closed her eyes and was soon snoring lightly.


  Shooting her a look, he brushed through her mind lightly and was glad she was asleep, truly asleep. It would allow him time to think. Closing off all but the most bare of awareness to her, Talon thought over everything she’d told him. He was a little concerned about some of it, mainly Chaos’s Minions, not exactly what he wanted or needed to hear.


  Chapter Twelve


  


  Sighing, Talon checked his watch again. Freaking woman was going to make him wait. He knew it. Never failed. She’d spot something she just had to investigate that very moment and leave him hanging for hours on end. He’d go look for her and she’d smile that gorgeous smile of hers and he’d be freakin’ melted butter right there. He was so damned whipped it was actually a little scary. “Cinnamon!” he bellowed. If he didn’t go looking he couldn’t be all melted, seemed simple to him.


  “So loud,” she said as she tapped on his shoulder with a grin on her face. “See, I come to you just to surprise you and you yell,” she teased. “What do you think, honey? Is this acceptable?” she asked him as she turned in the long fitted dress that she had picked out just to wear to the council chambers.


  “Very pretty,” he said, running his gaze up and down her body, twice. Smiling, he leaned in to kiss her gently. “You look gorgeous as always, Cin. You don’t even need to try, my angel.” Stroking his fingers up and down her arm gently, he smiled wider. “They aren’t going to know what to make of you, my love, and I can’t wait.”


  Cinnamon grinned and leaned into him. “I hope that you are right. I’m very nervous though,” she admitted. “I’ve never seen the Council Chambers, and I don’t know what will happen there.” She had heard about the way that Katherine had changed into the Fae Queen and did so each time she entered the Chambers from Quincy. Cin was honestly worried that her true self would come to the forefront in the Chambers.


  “What’s wrong?” he asked, watching her eyes. Her face was very expressive he’d learned, but he also knew that to get to really know what was going on in her head he had to watch her eyes. Talon was trying to be good and not eavesdrop on her thoughts. It was hard though. She was just so damned cute.


  “What happens if…” She stepped in closer and looked up at him to whisper, “What if my true self comes out in the Chambers? How do we keep secret what I am? Who I am? I’m sure that Chaos already knows that I’m here since I told you all about his Minions and killed some of them when I first arrived on Earth, but still…” She sighed. “Will the others even accept me?”


  “You can wear a cloak if you would prefer keeping your secret,” he told her honestly. “Quincy is on the Council, as is Katherine.” Who she’d met twice only briefly. “They would recognize you if your true form comes forth, which is very possible given the nature of the Chambers, love. We can test it though,” he offered, sliding his hands around her waist to draw her in tight to him. “Off the main hall where we all enter are small anterooms. They are under the same spell as the main Chamber. If you don’t reveal your true being there, then you won’t in the Chamber itself.”


  Cin nodded and let herself be curled into his strong embrace. “I think that is ideal. If my true self shows, I can’t go in there with you, Talon. I’m not so sure that all that sit on the Council currently are exactly on the up-and-up, honey. There are so many that are not all they appear and would use that information against us all. I’m sorry, but I really don’t think that you would want me exposed to them before it’s time, do you?” If he thought it was best, she would do it. She would always trust him.


  “Of course I wouldn’t want that,” he said and frowned against her hair. “Who isn’t on the ‘up-and-up,’ as you so eloquently put it?” he asked. All right, it was a demand. He wasn’t King for nothing. He hadn’t gotten there just because of his reasonably well-put-together looks or charming if slightly demented personality.


  “I’m not sure, but Chaos has to have had someone helping him along the way. Haven’t you wondered how some of your bases have been found? I have over the years.” Then again she had been watching Gaia’s children for centuries. “But they are always just out of my purview, and I’ve never been able to figure out who it is.” She admitted, “But it’s someone who sits on the Council.”


  “Then they need to be found,” he said in a chilling tone. He was beyond mad. He was seriously homicidal. “They will pay for such betrayal, not only to the Council but all of our peoples and the humans as well. It is unforgivable.” And punishable by the most heinous death he could think up.


  Cinnamon nodded and took a deep breath. “I’m sorry. I ruined your mood.” She hadn’t meant to, really and truly hadn’t meant to do that at all. “So the question is, do we allow them all to know exactly who I am and see who begins to sweat it, or do we hide me if my true self comes out in the Chamber anteroom?”


  “I don’t know,” he answered grimly, honestly. “I will make the call when we know what occurs in the Chambers,” he said. Pressing a kiss to her lips, he let out a slow breath. “It’s always better to ruin my mood with truth of dangers than to let me blithely continue believing all is right in the world.”


  “I will always tell you the truth, Talon.” Cinnamon looked up to him and smiled. “I love you, honey.” She sighed and then said, “All right, we should likely go off to the chambers so that we can see if my true self shows or not.” She had a feeling it would. It was like a rock in her stomach, the knowledge.


  “Stop self-prophesying,” he said to her, drawing her in tight. Pressing a kiss to her temple, he murmured the words to open the portal. Keeping her close, he guided her in and stepped out with her a moment later into the large room. Nodding to the guards there, he guided her to the hall and headed for one of the doors. Opening it for her, he waited, his eyes on her face to see what was going on with her.


  Cinnamon was nervous, very much so. This was a place that she had never seen before. She shivered and looked up at him, knowing what he would see. “I’m sorry, Talon.” She could see the glow of her own body without looking down, could see her wings reflected in his eyes and her sword hilt showing clearly on her back.


  “Never apologize for who you are, love,” he told her as he shut the door behind them. Moving in closer, he smiled. “You are one seriously hot and sexy Angel, darling. I’ll likely go to hell for coveting you and all the thoughts running through my head, but whatever, I’m good with that.”


  Cinnamon laughed and shook her head. “I love you, too.” She looked down and sighed. “And the dress that I had made for just this occasion is gone.” Instead she was in her white gown with the gold and silver threads, the Heavenly Gown she had been sent to Earth in. Pouting, she looked to Talon again. “That means you will have to take me somewhere else where I can wear that gown. It’s made by someone named Vera Wang. I guess she’s something big.” She shrugged. Now that she was over her sadness though, she looked at Talon and grinned. “Goodness, you look amazing.” He was truly the Dragon King in his armor. “Is it bad that I want to make love with you right here and right now?”


  “It’s never bad,” he told her honestly, moving in closer to her. He didn’t even notice the weight of the armor and chainmail. He’d worn it regularly for so many years that even in the modern age it was like an old pair of shoes, broken in just right and extremely comfortable. Lifting a hand, he cupped her cheek. “You are amazingly beautiful, inside and out, sweetheart,” he stated softly. “But we can’t have you going into the Chambers like this. I don’t want anyone to know who you are just yet. There is a small panel you can watch through and feed me info if you can.”


  Cinnamon nodded and swallowed hard. “All right.” Touching his cheek, she smiled. “I love you, Talon Silverwing, King of all the Dragons. You are mine for now and forever more. This is my solemn vow.” She hadn’t said it quite like that yet, and the vow snapped into place and tied them together forever.


  Shaking his head as he felt everything try to slide sideways, he narrowed his eyes on her. “What was that?” he asked in a curious tone. Stepping in closer to her, he tugged her to him, feeling her heat even through the heavy armor.


  “Even if we were to die, our souls would live on together forever in my father’s home. What I just did…” She flushed and looked down. “I should have asked first,” she whispered. “But I know you love me. I love you, and I never want to be without you,” she admitted.


  “I like that idea.” He smiled down at her. Lowering his head, he kissed her gently. “It’s all right, angel. I don’t mind what you did, not in the least. It was a bit of a shock though. A little warning would have been nice,” Talon teased with a chuckle. Nipping at her lips, he breathed her in deeply. “I love you, too, angel, but I need to get into the Chamber before they come looking for me.” Stepping back, he took her hand and guided her toward the panel. Opening it, he pointed. It’s screened, he commented in her mind slowly, so as long as you remain quiet no one will ever know you’re here.


  Silent as can be, Cinnamon promised him and smiled. As long as my mother keeps my being here a secret as well. I know how she tends to love to spring things on people, so yeah. She sighed. Ask Katherine, privately, to ask all of the council members if they know who Sla’can Morose is. If they do…She felt her eyes glowing and her wings raising. Then they are working for the darkness. He is one of their Generals. He is a Vampire, and deadly. He’s a terrible, terrible being, Talon, and if they know of him, it would only be because they are a part of the darkness. No one of the light would know that name. It was one that wasn’t ever even whispered for fear of him being found, but Cinnamon hadn’t been a part of Earth when she learned of him. She had been watching as she always had and seen him. Heard his name. Knew the truth.


  Nodding, he kissed her gently. I will, love, he murmured. Stepping back, he left her there and moved into the Chambers, ensuring the lock fell behind him so no one could enter the room where his bond-mate was. Moving around the table, he nodded to a few people, shook a few hands, and moved to Katherine. Leaning in, he put his lips to her ear. “If you can manage it,” he said with the barest of sounds, “I need you to ask each of the Council if they know who Sla’can Morose is and watch and listen very carefully to their answers.” Straightening, he stared into her eyes and nodded when she seemed to understand his meaning. Moving to the head of the table, he stood before his throne. “Council is now in session. Settle down everyone,” he ordered before sitting.


  Tuning into that Fae part of her, Katherine listened. She watched all that was happening, how people moved, and how they shifted. There was something different in the air, something that had her frowning. She continued to look around the room but couldn’t figure out what was off. It was as if, well, it felt almost as if Gaia was there, but something stronger than her. It was, in a word, odd.


  I think that Katherine is feeling me, Talon. She is not only the Ear of Truth, but in these Chambers she sees and feels truth as well. Should I return home?


  No, remain, he frowned and looked to Katherine. Waiting until he caught her eye, Talon shook his head and directed right to her, Leave it be, Katherine. The name is much more important, and I will explain the rest later. Or as much as he could without breaking his promise to his bond-mate.


  I think we will have to tell her all. Your most trusted, I think we should let them know wha—Talon. Cinnamon stopped dead in her tracks. On the end, one of the lower houses. Not the Queens or Kings, but the Lady of the Vipers. Look at her. Something is off.


  Turning his head slightly, Talon let his eyes drift over everyone slowly, not settling on any one person for too long. He listened to everyone as they spoke of issues, discussed problems, and occasionally put forth a comment or suggestion himself. His gaze landed on and then slowly slid past the Lady of the Vipers. Something was off with her. She appears to be very fixated on someone across the table from her. He couldn’t be entirely sure who since he wasn’t at the right angle to determine it. Can you tell who she is staring at so intently? he asked as he leaned forward to speak with the King of the Cats, the interim King Evan Tryggr’s uncle, about a problem he’d found beginning to occur within the population of some Lions.


  No, it’s the wrong angle for me, too. When they are all gone we will have to figure out who sat there, but for now just continue. We don’t know what’s happening but something is. Of that the Angel was sure. I still say that the ones that you trust the most need to know about me, or at least that I’m more than human.


  I think so, too, love. More now than before. He couldn’t leave them all in the dark. After the meeting concluded, he would grab Kat and Quincy and go meet Cin in the anteroom to tell them. Until then he had to remain focused on what was going on around the table. Most things were the usual petty grievances between the races. The Cats were doing this, the Mage were attempting that, blah, blah, blah. But there was a serious undertone occurring that Talon knew was the real issue.


  After four hours he held up a hand. “Council, let’s adjourn for today. We’ve covered a lot, but there is much more still to contend with. We will reconvene in a few days.” He looked to a couple of the Kings and Queens. “Please bring whatever information you have to the next meeting so we can all have everything needed to decide best how to assist you,” he told them. “I will send notice tomorrow of when we will next meet. Until then, attend to your people, and may Gaia be with you always. Go in peace,” he said, ending the meeting. Kat, Q, stick around, will you please, he sent to them directly as he sat back down in his Throne.


  Katherine and Quincy shared a look, but they remained seated. Waiting until the Council Chambers were empty, Katherine looked to Talon. “All right, talk, Talon. What’s going on? You’ve never once asked us to remain behind, so what’s going on?”


  “We’ve got problems, lady and gent,” he told them as he stood up from his Throne and moved around the room slowly. “We have traitors on the Council,” he said first and foremost. “When you get a chance, Kat, I need to know what you can find from each about the name I gave you. In the meantime…” He let out a breath and looked to the door that led to where Cin was. You want to come in here, darling? Talon sent to his mate softly. “In the meantime, there’s something I need to tell you both, but you have to, no matter what, keep it a secret until otherwise told, right?”


  Cinnamon walked out of the anteroom with her wings trailing behind her. In the white dress with the silver and gold thread that all but glowed in the semi-dark chambers, she knew the sight she made. The glow to her skin cast about to all around her. Her hair was like spun silk, silver, and the pure joy that they would feel was evident. Moving to Talon’s side, she looked to him and slipped her hand into his. “Hi,” she whispered.


  “Hi, baby,” he whispered, tugging her in close to kiss her lips lightly. Looking to Quincy, he grinned. “Close your mouth, boy. You’re catching flies,” he teased. Slipping his arm around his mate’s waist, Talon shot a look to Katherine. “Cinnamon’s power was what you were feeling earlier. We decided it was time to tell you the truth about her now so that you could both digest it and ask any questions you might have while we’re here.”


  Cinnamon decided to speak first. “My kind haven’t been on the Earth in a very, very long time,” she began softly and wrapped her arm around Talon’s waist. “I’m an Angel. But more than that.” She smiled and then gave a little shrug. “I’m Gaia’s daughter. Her true daughter. She and my father, the Divine Creator, have always loved each other. From the moment he created her she loved him and he her. That bond that they share is the reason each of you has a bond-mate,” she explained. “Father not only created love and life through my mother, but he created a balance as well. Chaos. Chaos is darkness. He is all that is evil and bad. He has created his own races of beings. Sadly.” She sighed. “When Father sent his first Angels to Earth to help man and Gaia’s children of Earth to remain on the straight and narrow, Chaos swayed them to his side. They fell. When they fell, they became something darker, something more. Not all are bad, though. I need you to all realize that,” she said, thinking of the Wraith that was a part of Talon’s team. “Which is why my blood is the only thing that can be used in your protection spell, Quincy,” she revealed.


  “Well that explains a hell of a lot,” Quincy said, shaking his head. Running a hand through his hair, he leaned forward and propped his elbows on the large table. “And since Davyn can still come and go I’m assuming he’s on your list of good guys.” He looked to Cinnamon. At her look he grinned. “I wasn’t born yesterday, and I’m just smart enough to get into a hell of a lot of trouble without much effort in the least.”


  “He and Mikhail both,” Cinnamon said. “But he’s a completely different breed,” she said with a smile. “But that is his story, not mine. He’s an amazing man, just as Davyn is,” she added. “But yes, that would be why. If there is no darkness inside of them, then they are able to come and go as they please. The slightest hint of darkness, however, will keep them out of the compounds.”


  Frowning, Quincy nodded. “That makes sense, but…” He licked his lips. “I don’t mean any disrespect here, but you know this stuff better than any of us, so forgive me if I seem blunt or act more of an idiot than normal. Don’t both Wraiths and Vampires, by nature, have a level of darkness inside? I mean, everyone does, all of us on Earth do. But it’s our choices that keep the balance to one side or the other, free will that the Divine Creator and Gaia both gave us. So really, we’re all light and dark within. Some are just more one way or the other. Is it that balance that the shielding, with your blood of course, detects?”


  “Everyone has darkness inside of them. This is true,” Cin told him with a smile. “And yes, they do have a level of darkness inside of them. However, it’s the choices that they have made in their lives that keep them more firmly in the light than in the darkness. The shield will work on all of Gaia’s children as well. If there is ever one that turns to the darkness, it will repel them as well. It’s all in the choices, which is where my blood comes into play. You see, by nature darkness can’t be around light. The light is stronger than the darkness, and any who are of that darkness will shun me. They will turn from me and not even realize why. That’s why my blood is so powerful in your spell.”


  “Makes sense to me,” Quincy said with a smile to her. “And it also makes me feel better about using it on all the bases we have. Which reminds me, I’ll be gone for a few days, boss. It’s going to take me awhile to get to them all and put the new shields in place. I doubt I’ll be back in time for your next meeting with all the stuffed shirts.”


  “That’s fine. The shields are more important than meetings right now, Skittles,” Talon stated, giving his mate a squeeze. “You’re awfully quiet over there, Katherine. Thoughts?”


  “The Vortex to the Council Chambers will work from anywhere in the world,” Cinnamon reminded helpfully, grinning as she did so. “And you will want to be able to use your slipstream often so that you can come home to visit your wife and child. I wouldn’t suggest taking them with you,” she admitted. “No prophecy, I promise. Just it wouldn’t be good for the child to travel to the places you need to. It would be best to keep him as hidden as possible.”


  “I wasn’t planning on taking them with me,” Quincy said, shooting Kat a look as she sat there with a thoughtful look on her face. Lifting an eyebrow in question when he caught her eye, he waited for her to add something to the discussion. “I never take Maya or Viren anywhere I don’t know personally is protected and safe,” he said softly.


  Shaking herself out of her stupor, Katherine looked to them. “An Angel,” she whispered. “I’ve never believed that something like Angels was real, and yet here you are standing before me. Every single word you have spoken is like a waterfall of truth over me. It’s…” She shuddered. “I’ve never before believed that such truth could be a part of a person, but the truth that you give is just…” She licked her lips. “I’ve never felt it before,” she whispered.


  “I think Kat is high,” Quincy whispered loudly and grinned at the dirty look he got from the woman he considered a sister. “Or drunk maybe. She definitely has the look of being a little drunk.”


  Rolling his eyes, Talon looked to Kat. “Cinnamon can’t speak lies at all. They eat at her even if they are well-intentioned lies, white lies if you will. She can only give the absolute, unvarnished truth,” he explained. “Which is why we had Quincy ‘adopt’ her—thanks again, Q—and why she’s officially listed as a consultant with our Teams.”


  “It is like being drunk,” Katherine whispered. “I’ve never felt anything like this. Even when talking to my guys there has always been something held back. No, I know that they don’t lie to me, but they have occasionally omitted things, but with her there isn’t anything of the sort. It really is the most amazing of things. Yes, I have met her before, but never has there been anything like this before. Ever.”


  “Cin can guard her words just as well as anyone else, Kat,” Talon told her honestly. “And you know the boys only omit that which they can’t speak of, just like the rest of us. We never want to lie to you, Katherine, but some things can’t be spoken of before it’s time. We never can be too careful of who might be listening to us.”


  “I know that, but right now…” Katherine shook her head again and looked to Talon. “I think that it’s too much for my Fae Senses, for the power that I hold. I swear I feel as if I could become addicted to Cinnamon here in these chambers. Outside of them I’m good, but right now and right here. In her Angelic form. I’m telling you, it’s dangerous for me to be around her in this form too much. Sorry, Cin.”


  “Don’t apologize, Katherine, not for this,” Talon told her, pressing Cin in closer to him. “We should head back and finish speaking. I don’t want any harm befalling any of you, and Quincy does need to get moving with the shields. So let’s head back to the base and we’ll go to my office to finish chatting.” The only other space he knew of that was shielded enough for such a talk.


  “I will also be able to shield my Angelic being from you there again as well. It’s only when I have to be in battle or, well, here, I can’t shield myself,” she admitted to them. Looking up to Talon, she smiled. “I think that we first all need to see our loved ones. Katherine’s men are all but ready to kill someone, namely you, Talon.” Because of not being able to get to their bond-mate.


  “Pfft,” he snorted, waving a hand. “Bunch of wusses.” He teased Kat with a grin and chuckled at her look. “All right, let’s head out. We’ll meet you up at your place, Kat. I need to stop in at the base though and sign a few things and whatever else. Q, head home, kiss your baby, kiss your wife, and get working. I would really like all the bases shielded today, but since that’s unrealistic, what time frame are we looking at?”


  “Well.” Quincy tipped his head in thought. “Now that I know what I’m doing, I can get it down to about twenty minutes, but the prep is the killer. It’s still going to take me about three hours ahead of time before I can put up the new shields on each base.”


  “You will also need new blood from me as well,” Cinnamon murmured. “We should get that done as soon as we get back to the base in Talon’s office.” It would work best to be able to have them together in a shielded area like that.


  “Sounds good,” Quincy said quietly to her as he got to his feet. “Everyone want a lift out?” he asked them as he moved to Katherine to tug on her hand. “Come on, Kat, time to get you home where your boys can give you a run for your money and snap you back out of this.”


  “I think that sounds good. If you wouldn’t mind taking me to the B&B, I would appreciate it.” She knew that Quincy could get slipstreams going just about anywhere, and that made her all kinds of happy. “I need my guys.” She looked to Cinnamon and grinned. “See you back at the base,” she called out quietly and waved.


  When they were gone and it was just Talon and Cinnamon, she smiled up at him. “I love you, my Dragon King. Now that you and I are all alone here in this Chamber, what do you think we should do?”


  Straightening, he took her hand and pulled her with him to his Throne. Sitting down, he tugged her into his lap so she was straddling him. “I think we should do something that will likely have Gaia flipping her wig at me.” He grinned up at her. Defiling the sanctity of the Chambers would get him a dressing down like none he’d had in centuries.


  “Well I think that sounds like the best idea ever, Talon.” Thankfully in her Angel form she was in a gown, with no underthings. “So what is it that you think would have my mother flipping her wig?” She wanted to know just exactly what it was that was that her man was thinking of.


  “Well, the room is soundproof, the guards are outside and won’t allow anyone entry since I very clearly dismissed the Council,” he said, inching her robe up to bare her legs. “I was thinking that we should think about a little debauchery, christening my Throne as it were.” Talon grinned as he slid a hand between her legs and stroked her silky wet pussy.


  Cinnamon moaned. Arching her back, she braced her hands on the table at her back. “I think we should. I want you to think of me every single time you sit on this throne.” She moaned in a low and guttural tone. “Tug my gown off please.” Her wings and sword would remain at her back. She couldn’t help it.


  “I like your gown.” He smiled at her, tugging the front down to free her breasts. The result was the front caught below them and thrusting them up high. Leaning forward, Talon caught a pert nipple in his mouth and suckled. Thrusting two fingers deep into her wet pussy, he stroked her as he pressed his thumb to her clit and rubbed. Growling softly as her body spilled more silky liquid, he scraped his teeth to her soft flesh and suckled once more.


  One of her hands moved to the back of his head to hold him close and tight to her body, demanding. “I love when you do this to me.” She growled, delight in her tone. “So good.” Her hips rocked on his fingers. She moved in time with his mouth and fingers. “More. I need you, my Dragon King.” Desperation colored her words.


  Pressing a third finger into her body, Talon moved to her other breast and breathed a little heat out onto her flushed skin. Flicking his tongue over her skin, he lifted his head. “Kiss me,” he demanded softly of her, pushing his fingers deeper.


  Leaning in, Cinnamon teased his lips with hers. Grinning, she brushed her nose against his. “Always, Talon,” she said before she began to kiss him as she rode his fingers. Kissing him with desperation, she squeezed his fingers that were deep inside of her body, telling him what she needed with only her body.


  Undoing his pants, Talon withdrew his hand from between her legs and pulled her to him. Holding his cock, he drew her closer. “Inside of you now.” He growled up at her, nipping at her chin. “I’m desperate to have your sweet, silky pussy wrapped around me as we fuck one another.”


  She moved in closer to him. As he held his cock steady, she slid down on him, easing herself on him as she did so. Moaning, she bit her lower lip. “So good.” Goodness, he was so big. Everything about him was massive, was huge. “Help me.” She eased on and off of him. Happiness spread through her from this as she did so.


  “Take me all in,” he told her softly, gripping her hip to press her down over him. “All of me, Cin.” He growled out as she took him in deep. Sliding his free hand between them, his thumb found her clit and rubbed at it gently.


  Cin slid down his thick, hard shaft and cried out as she did so. Rising up, she began to move up and down on his velvet cock, her liquid heat coating him so that it would make her ride all the easier. When his thumb brushed her clit, she felt the electrical sparks flying around her and took more of him into her body. Moaning, she shuddered. “Talon!” She screamed his name and rocked up and down on him.


  “That’s it,” he said, sliding his hand down to her breast and squeezing the soft flesh. Scraping her clit with his thumbnail, he let the Dragon out more, let the beast up as close to the surface as he dared. Any further and the shift would start taking over and he could seriously harm her. “More, harder,” he demanded in the rougher tone of his other half.


  Her hands braced on his shoulders, she looked down at him and grinned. “You will never hurt me. Even if your Dragon got out just a bit more, you wouldn’t hurt me. So good,” she moaned and rocked harder on him, taking him fully into her body as she did so.


  Moving his hands to her bottom, he moved her up and down him harder and faster. “More,” he demanded of her, his vision that of the Dragon, letting him see her in an entirely new and different fashion. The aura around her was full of shimmering lights, more a rainbow of opalescent colors than anything else he could identify.


  Cin allowed her full Angel out. She let him see the truth of what and who she was for the first time. In this place of pure magic, she allowed him to see all that she really was while moving on him harder, faster. Her nails bit into his shoulders, moving down in bloody lines to his arms and back up again, the scream lodging just inside of her throat for completion.


  Snarling out her name, Talon pulled her tight to him and sank his teeth into her shoulder again. Shuddering when she squeezed him impossibly harder, he practically crushed her dainty form to his harder one. As he closed his eyes, her scream echoed through the room and she smiled as he pulled his teeth free from her soft flesh.


  Completely limp and smiling, Cin fell against his strong chest. Panting as if she had been running for days, she gasped for air and finally spoke in his mind. That was amazing, Talon. I think we should do that far more often. However, they would likely have to do it here in the Chambers because of the explosion of magic that had torn free of her when they both climaxed.


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  Stroking her back, he grinned as they lounged in his Throne. I’m all for kicking the Council out on a regular basis so that we can have mind-blowing sex. Though if your mother asks, we know nothing of which she speaks, he teased, hugging her to him. Gaia was going to have his balls as it was with a one-time go. More than that, he’d have to hide behind his mate for protection from her mother. “Holy hell,” he breathed out as it all clicked in his head. Gaia was his mother-in-law!


  “Yep, she sure is,” Cin whispered sleepily from where she dozed on his chest. Another yawn had her moving in closer to him. “I wanna go home and curl up in our bed. I’m so very tired,” she admitted to him with yet another yawn. She was exhausted after the mind-blowing and amazing sex they had, but it had felt like more than that. She just didn’t have the energy to analyze it right now.


  Pressing a kiss to her hair, he smiled. “Then I will get us to the base and we can head home from there,” he said softly. “But that means you need to move a little, sweetheart, because with how you are I don’t think I can pick you up without giving you a concussion.”


  “I don’t know. I really rather love having you buried deep inside of me, darling,” she teased happily. “But for safety’s sake I will get off of you so that we can get ourselves out of here and head home.” She smiled at that. “I love you, honey.”


  “I love you, too, darling.” He chuckled softly to her. Helping her up off his lap, he stood and adjusted his pants. Taking her hand, he lifted it to kiss her knuckles. “Come on, sweetheart, let’s get home. We have much to do.”


  “We should leave through the antechambers so that hopefully I will be back in human form instead of Angel form so that the guards don’t learn my secret.” Cin squeezed Talon’s hand gently as she spoke. “That way we will be able to keep it a secret for longer, hopefully.” As long as possible would be very nice.


  Nodding, he guided her back to the door and through the room, stepping into the hall to ensure he blocked her from view as she stepped out. Smiling at her regular dress once more in place, he took her hand again and led her to the portal room.


  Her hand in his, Cin looked up at him with a happy smile on her face. Waving at the guards, she then cuddled up closer to Talon. “I love you, honey,” she told him with a smile. “Have I mentioned to you just how happy you make me?”


  “I think you have now and again, but a reminder is always welcome,” he teased. Waiting for the doors to shut and seal at their backs, he wrapped her in his arms. “How happy do I make you, Cinnamon, my most precious and amazing bond-mate?”


  “You make me happier than anything. I look forward to each and every single second that we have together. I look forward to the little things like holidays, and I can’t wait for Christmas. I think that holiday will be so very much fun.”


  “I can’t wait for Christmas either,” he said with a smile and called up the Vortex. Guiding her through the white room on base, he headed for the door. “I can’t wait to get you so many things that you practically explode with glee and joy.” He could get her anything and everything, and she’d be excited and pleased, but he also knew that he was going to spoil her absolutely flipping rotten.


  “Oh, honey, I don’t need a lot of things. I just need you,” she told him with a grin. “That’s all that matters.” She looked up at him. “And I get to get you something as well, and that’s going to be so very much fun. I look forward to being able to go shopping and seeing if I can get something for you, love.”


  “Well if you do go shopping, you should take some of the other women, make it a day, and they will help you choose things. I just want to ensure that your first Christmas with me is memorable and special. I know I don’t have to get you things, but I want to, because it’s the first Christmas I have my bond-mate, and that is spectacular,” he told her honestly as they walked toward the garage.


  “I would love that. I want to get to know them. They are going to be a part of my family, right? We are all one large family, aren’t we?” She thought that they were. She felt as if she had a family with him. “I think that it will be great for us both.” She had never experienced holidays before, so she looked forward to each and every single one of them.


  “Of course we’re a family, Cin.” Talon grinned down at her. “And yes, I think you should have a few girls’ days out with them so you can get to know them better and so they can get to know you, Cinnamon, the most amazing woman in the world. If you want to tell them the rest of it, that’s your call, but I’d wait at least until the first time out. Maybe do a spa day and get massages and such. I know Kat has a standing date. Maybe you can arrange something a couple weeks from now on that day but for all you ladies.”


  “I think that would be good, and I would rather them not know about me for a while now. I really don’t think that them knowing would be a good idea.” It might put them into danger, and that was something that Cin didn’t want to be a part of. “Yep, that sounds good. I will go out with them and get a massage and all that.” Whatever that was. “It will be fun I think, don’t you?”


  “It will as long as you like massages and other people handling your feet and hands,” he told her honestly, pulling open the door for her to the garage. “But really I think most of them go just so they can talk about their men and discuss female issues. Just remember when you are with them to not say too much about our sex life please. I really don’t want them all knowing what we do in the bedroom, sweetness.”


  “Well since I don’t know if I would like that or not, I would like to at least give it a try.” Cin grinned up at Talon then and asked, “Are you worried that they will look at their men as if they are lacking because you are so amazing? Don’t worry though. I will try not to mention just how exceptional you are.”


  “No, darling.” He chuckled softly, guiding her toward the bike. “Women tend to start comparing when they get into groups and then, at functions, they eye up the men that were discussed. For us men it’s a little uncomfortable, sort of like they are mentally dissecting us.”


  “Ah, then I won’t say anything at all about our love life. I don’t want to do anything that would cause you any type of discomfort at all.” He was her love. She would do anything she had to in order to shield him from any type of discomfort. “It will be nice to be able to spend some time with some women though. I want to learn how to be a modern day woman, a woman that you need in your life.”


  Stopping, Talon pulled her around and tugged her close into his arms. “You are exactly the woman I want and need in my life, Cinnamon. I do want you to learn this world so that you can see it for its beauty and understand its dangers. I don’t mind if you want to learn to be a little more modern when you are out in the world, but when we are home, just be who you are, my love.”


  “All right.” Reaching up, she cupped his cheek with her hand and lovingly caressed her thumb over his lip. “I love you, Talon Silverwing, and if you say that I’m exactly who and what you need in life, I believe you. I want to spend time with the women to forge friendships as well. I’ve never had one of those, and I would like one.”


  “You already have a couple friendships, love,” he said softly. “I’m not just your bond-mate but also your friend and your lover. You also have Quincy as a friend. He does like you a lot after all,” he pointed out softly. “You are a conundrum to his poor mind, but he likes you for who you are as well, Cinnamon.”


  That had her grinning. “I’m glad. I like him as well. I also really do love that you are my friend as well. I also like Maya and their son. He’s so amazing, and he has such a wonderful destiny laid out before him. He’s truly going to be stunning and make changes that need to be made, with his father’s help of course.”


  Lifting a brow at that, Talon touched the end of her nose. “How do you know that, love?” he asked softly. She said things from time to time that clearly revealed she was garnering information from elsewhere than what was right in front of her. He just didn’t think she realized all she was picking up and nearly constantly sharing with him. He just didn’t want her sharing the wrong thing, at the wrong time, in the wrong place.


  Cinnamon shrugged. “All right, I am going to tell you something, and I hope that you can understand it. I hope that I can explain it properly.” She chewed her lower lip, a nervous gesture he would notice. “When I look at people I see…” She hesitated as she thought about it. “I see not just what you see right now, but I see the past, and I see the future. It all overlays for me. That’s why sometimes I will say something that doesn’t fit in the moment. It’s because I’m having a hard time distinguishing whether that reality belongs to today, or to yesterday or tomorrow. Does that make sense?”


  “Of course it does, darling,” he told her honestly and grinned at her dubious look. “I’ve been around a while, love. Not as long as you, sweetheart mine, but I have learned a few things and had more than a few Mage friends during that time. I have also known a couple seers as well who said the same thing. One told me that when she looked at someone there were layers, the past, present, and future, as well as possibilities of what might be, could be, and would be. According to her, for the first years of her life it was like a horrible distortion to everyone she met until she learned how to filter merely to the present and now, the other things are still there, still being processed by her mind but not of a concern in that moment.”


  “Exactly. When I was home I didn’t have to worry about that because I could literally choose them like flipping through the, what is that thing called? That plays the pictures on it? Microphone?” There were so many words she was learning and trying to acclimate to. “Well whatever that thingy is. The one that hangs on your wall, and there is one in every hotel room we have stopped at so far.”


  “Television,” he said softly to her. “So it’s harder here on Earth for you to narrow your field of what you can and can’t view.” Made sense in a way. “What about me?” Talon asked curiously. “Have you always had an issue with seeing the me that is now, or are all the other layers there, too?”


  “I’ve never seen you,” she admitted. “Your ancestors, yes, absolutely, but you were always dark to me. And now…” She shrugged. “All I see is you, Talon. There are no layers. No past or future fighting with the present to show themselves. I don’t understand it, but you are the only one that I don’t feel confused with.”


  “That’s always a good thing,” he said softly with a smile. “I like that you are not confused by me, Cinnamon,” he whispered against her mouth. Brushing his lips back and forth, he nipped at her lip. “But let’s go home and discuss this further in the nude.”


  “I love how you think, Talon. I thought that we were going to another hotel though, and not home?” She was confused. She was ready to go home if he was, but only if he had enough of a “vacation,” whatever that was.


  “Definitely home. We’ve vacationed enough this year,” he said with a smile. “We’ll go again in the spring so you and I can see new things and find new hotels. But for now it’s time to go home, see how you like my shower.”


  “I look forward to that,” Cin told him with a grin. “I look forward to being able to try out your shower and your bed and everything like that. I think it’s going to be a lot of fun, don’t you? I look forward to learning how to cook, too. Will you help me learn?”


  “You want to learn to cook?” he asked in surprise. He hadn’t even thought of that. Guiding her toward the bike, he nodded slowly. “I can teach you what I know. It’s not a lot though, I should warn you. But I do know enough to at least teach you the basics.”


  “I want to learn to do everything. I want to live, Talon. I look forward to doing all the things that will make life, well, life,” she admitted with a shrug and a blush. “If you don’t know how to cook, how are you as large as you are? You eat a lot, so how have you been able to keep your mass if you don’t eat?”


  “I eat a lot, but usually I eat here on base,” he told her, lifting her helmet off the bike and passing it to her. Throwing his leg over the bike, he settled on it and turned it on with a smile. “I do cook on the rare occasions I’m at home, but really, it doesn’t take a neurologist to grill a steak.”


  “Well I look forward to learning. Who knows, maybe I will be very good at it.” She could hope. “The base does feed you rather well, don’t they? Tell me about this place and why you chose it for your base. I could see Katherine and her bond-mates. I watched as she chose this small town as her home, but what made you choose here? It’s far from the cities. The town is so small everyone knows everything about each other.” She was curious, about everything.


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Turning the engine off again, he stared up at her. “We chose spots all over the world, those that are low key and yet integral to the safety of the world and all the humans that live here. They are nearly non-existent spots on the planet, places that would never ever be attacked. They are safe, and we are making every place around us as safe as we could.”


  Nodding at his explanation, she smiled. “It makes sense. You can literally go from here to anywhere, and with this being a prior military base, you have an airfield and everything. You are able to move with planes or helicopters. I would like to ride in one of those by the way.” Her thought processes were all over the map as usual.


  “We will go for a ride one day,” he promised softly with a smile. “But yes, with the Council Chambers in another realm that can be accessed from anywhere and then the bases from that point by those of us with the ability, it’s actually a very efficient way to get around. Plus with where we are we attract very little attention because there is almost literally nothing and no one out here to see. On top of that, because we do so much for the town, even if hell upchucked a bunch of nasty, they would stand as the first line of defense just because they consider us theirs to protect.”


  “Good points, one and all.” She had seen the good that he and his men and women did for the town. They had single-handedly kept the small shops in operation in the town, ensuring that the people of the town didn’t have to fight big business and all. “I think that the town is wonderful as well.”


  “It is. It’s the perfect place to raise children. Small town and yet not stuck in the past.” Not with the lot of them having invaded. They’d helped to drag the town into the future, and there had only been a little kicking and screaming. “It’s a place that, except for the manner of speech, clothing, and new technology, reminds me a lot of the village that was next to where I grew up.”


  “I like that,” Cin said with a smile. “I like that the town is so small. It’s good that they are able to keep their children inside of the town as well.” Mostly because of the funding that Talon’s group set up for education of the children, no matter how few were in the school.


  “They are our family, too, love,” he pointed out with a grin. Pulling her in close, he kissed her lightly. “Put on your helmet and let’s get home,” he said, eyeing her dress. It would ride high on her legs, and Gods it would be amazing to see all that silky flesh.


  Cinnamon got onto the back of the bike with Talon’s help and moved in tighter and closer to him. Her helmeted head lay on his back, and she whispered in his mind. Can you feel my constant need for you, my Talon? I do, you know, constantly need you, that is, she assured him. And that is a good thing, right? It was to her at least. He might not feel the same.


  Starting the engine once more, he smiled. I feel it like a smooth and vibrant beat against every nerve in my cock constantly. I’m always very aware of you and your need, love. Your hunger is mine, too, Cinnamon.


  I’m very glad that is true. Cin loved that they were that connected to each other. She loved that he knew her every want and need even before she did. “I love you, Talon,” she said louder, over the roar of the engine, Now, let’s fly on your bike. Not literally, but she loved going fast with him.


  Grinning, he squeezed her leg gently. As you wish, my little angel. Pulling out of the garage, he got them off base and far enough away to ensure no one raised an alarm. Then he cranked the engine up and let it fly them down the road until the wind was nothing but a roar.


  Laughter trailed behind them. She laughed with joyful abandon and let his waist go so that she could spread her arms wide and let the wind whip around her. This is amazing, Talon, she said happily as she let the joy she felt move through her.


  Laughing softly, he checked on her in the mirror before he pushed the engine even further. He loved opening up the bike, but only when it was safe, especially since Cin had come into his life. How you doing back there, darling? You want a little more? he asked softly.


  Oh yes please! Cin loved this. She felt so incredibly free, and even though they were speeding down the road she trusted Talon with every single fiber of her being. She knew that neither of them was exactly human, so she wasn’t worried. Faster. More!


  Yes, my love, hold on, he warned and waited until she put her arms back around him once more. While they would survive a crash, likely, he didn’t want to chance throwing her. Only when she had a good grip did he open the engine up further and pull the Dragon up so he could use the vision to watch for anything ahead.


  Holding onto him tight, Cinnamon scooted in closer to him. He could feel the happiness and joy of her heart and soul when he opened up the bike and let it roar through the dark highways. Sheer pleasure wrapped around them both from deep within her.


  Grinning slightly at her actions and the thoughts in her mind, he slowed a little for a corner, easing them around it, and then slowed up more. They were close to the town. There’s a section of the countryside where there are nothing but open highways we can roar along. We’ll go one day soon, make a day of it, and just race through with nothing but the wind in our hair.


  I would love that, Talon. One day when we have nothing else to do I think that would be a wonderful thing, darling. When we have ensured that your people, our people, are safe, we will have some time to be completely carefree, but for now duty calls. Or something like that.


  Something like that for sure, he thought to himself. Reaching back, he squeezed her thigh gently in silent understanding. They had a long and rough road ahead of them where such things as vacations and free days would be very far and few between. Slowing to the speed limit as he hit the city limits, he looked at and took in everything. He was always conscious of any possible or perceived threat that could come at them.


  I love how well you take care of me, honey. I love just how much you are willing to put aside your needs and desires for me. For his people. He did everything for everyone around him and yet never asked for anything in return. I’m glad that I’m in your life and you are in mine.


  I love you, too, sweetheart, Talon said quietly to her. Stroking his hand over her leg lightly as he drove through the town, he noted who was there. A lot of the townsfolk didn’t realize that even when his men and women were off duty they actually never were. Their lives’ dedication to keeping the human world safe was full-time. Even downtime meant they were watchful and aware. Turning onto a side road, he cut a bit of their trip off and headed for the large gates that announced his home. Fire-breathing dragons made of metal guarded his drive. A little cliché, he knew, but the artist had been a friend and extremely talented as well as taken from the world much too soon.


  “I love it,” Cinnamon said when they finally parked in front of his home. “It’s massive, but the dragons…” She turned back toward the gate. “They are what sold me on this place.” Rapidly she turned back to him and grinned. “It’s perfect, Talon. Our home. It’s exactly perfect.” She hadn’t seen the inside, but she didn’t need to because so far the outside was perfect.


  “You should probably reserve judgment until you see inside it,” he told her, quietly chuckling at her enthusiasm. “You may absolutely hate the decor.” Though he didn’t think so. It was updated of course, but was the same as it had been when he’d bought and gutted the place long ago. It had been designed to be the home of his mate, one he’d never gotten until then. Opening the door, he felt a moment of sheer and complete nervousness. “I hope you like it though,” he murmured, turning on the light.


  She snorted. “I seriously doubt that I could hate the inside when I love the outside so much,” she told him with a grin. She walked into the wide-open space and breathed in happily. “Oh Talon,” was all she could say. The home took her breath away. “It’s amazing, Talon.” The space was completely open. Gleaming and beautiful marble floors should have made the home look cold and sterile, but the gold and silver in the floors made it instead gleaming and beautiful.


  Shutting the door, he shrugged out of his jacket and gently took hers to hang them up. “Keep going, love. Walk around and see if the rest suits you as well,” he advised, more than a little worried. He was seeing the house through her eyes now, and it definitely made him nervous. Stuffing his hands in his jean pockets, he followed on her heels as she moved to peek into a doorway.


  Cin turned into what looked like a family room and paused. Grinning at the massive fireplace there, she looked to him. “I love this room.” It was homey and it felt like Talon. “How about you get the fire started for us, my Dragon?” she asked and moved from the door to the massive-sized sectional and dropped down on it as she did so.


  “That’s it?” he asked with a chuckle. “You’re not going to go and look at the other fifty-five rooms?” he teased. Moving to the fireplace, he ducked down, fiddled for a moment, and, striking a match, slipped it into the wood stacked at the ready.


  “Nope, I’m happy right here. I will look at the other rooms later. Right now I only wanna worry about this room and our bedroom.” She grinned at him as she spoke. “So get yourself over here, darling, so that we can cuddle in front of the fire.”


  Shaking his head at her words, he moved closer and eased onto the sofa close to her. Wrapping his arms around her, Talon hugged her close to him. “Welcome home, my little mate,” he whispered against her cheek. He finally had his mate, the only woman that would ever truly know him, understand him, and be there fully for him, in the place he created just for her. “There is one room though I will want to show you before you see the bedroom,” he told her softly. It was a room he had created on instinct, pure and simple, never once understanding why.


  “Oh really?” she asked with a grin and turned to look up at him. “Well then before we go to the bedroom you can show me that room, but for right now I’m totally great being just where we are. If you are.” She would go wherever he wanted to go, when he wanted to.


  Lifting her into his lap, he hugged her tight. “Here is just fine for now,” he assured her softly. Nuzzling at her soft skin, Talon adjusted her so he could rub his hand up and down her leg. He loved having her at his mercy, and she let him have his way. Likely not great for someone as possessive as he was at his core, but he adored her even more for giving him a little leeway. “Anywhere with you is amazing and perfect, my love.”


  “That’s a good thing,” she murmured and began to pet him. “And I will always let you have your way with me, darling. Haven’t you realized yet that I will always let you get away with anything and everything? That I will gladly allow you to show me which way to go?” She did interject, however. “But only me and only with you. No one else had better ever lay their hands on you from here until the rest of time, or they will see that Angels are more than protective. We are also possessive.” Well, she was at least.


  Smiling at that, he gave her a squeeze. “So I can’t hug my friends when I see them?” he asked curiously with a grin. “Kat is going to be very upset, and don’t even get me started on Maya or my baby girl, too,” he sighed. “Oh well, I will just have to tell them they can never touch me.”


  “Oh silly man. They aren’t women. They are family,” she muttered and shook her head. “Family is far different from a random woman putting her hands on you. Like that waitress at the restaurant. That made me very upset to see her laying her hand on yours when you were clearly with me.” Jealousy was something that Cin wasn’t used to, and it left a very bitter taste in her mouth.


  “You’re jealous?” he asked, absolutely shocked. Shifting, he tipped her chin up. “Why?” he asked softly. “We’re bond-mates, Cinnamon. There is no one else in the world for me but you,” he whispered, stroking his fingers lightly over her cheek. He loved her skin. There was something just a little ethereal about it that taunted and teased him. “Even if she’d jumped up on the table, stripped naked, and gotten up in my face, I still would have only had eyes for you and only you.”


  “I know that, and it makes no sense that I am, but I just am.” She shrugged. “It would be the same for you I’m sure. If we had a male waiter and he came over and touched my hand. Wouldn’t you feel jealousy or outrage?”


  “Of course not,” he said honestly with a slow smile. “But he would have likely felt a lot of pain and shock when I ripped his arm off and beat him to death with it,” he told her quietly. Grinning at her look, he kissed her softly. “I don’t bother with all those wasteful emotions when actions suit so much better.”


  “But you understand exactly what I’m saying,” she stated. “So you see, that’s what I was feeling when she touched you. I didn’t like it, at all. Yes, I know that you are mine and I’m yours for now until time no longer has meaning, but that doesn’t mean that I want some random woman touching you, especially with the lascivious thoughts in her head.”


  “Lascivious thoughts?” he asked, really curious now. “What were her thoughts that had you so ready to rip her heart out?” Talon needed to know just what that waitress had thought about. There was something there that had her still hopping mad.


  “She was thinking about a question,” Cin muttered. “She was wondering if you were as large everywhere as your body led people to believe, and then she had the audacity to look to your lap. I wanted to beat her,” Cinnamon grumbled.


  Laughing softly, he squeezed her in close to him. “Well you know the truth, and she will only ever be able to imagine and conjure up calculations that could still be a lie.” Pressing a kiss to her lips, he smiled. “And I’m all yours, Cin, whenever and wherever you want.”


  “I know, honey, but it couldn’t be helped. I still wanted to beat her to within an inch of her life just for thinking something like that,” she grumbled. “You are mine, honey, only mine. It makes me so angry to think that another wanted you like I wanted you.”


  “And if we’re walking down the street and you hear thoughts of other women, will you want to beat them as well if they think of me in that way?” He was likely going to get himself into serious trouble with this line of questioning, but Talon was curious.


  “I hate it when you use logic on me,” she grumbled. “But it’s okay.” She sighed. “I guess you are right,” she muttered. “It makes sense that I can’t blame people for their thoughts, only if they dare to touch you. That’s when I will get really unhappy with them.” She compromised.


  “Well try not to take their heads off, especially if it’s a business meeting and I need to shake hands with someone.” He was amused by her, quite a bit. She got so huffy over the most innocent things. It was truly adorable. Kissing her softly, Talon stroked her cheek gently. “I adore you and your jealous little streak.”


  Wrinkling her nose, she said, “Well I’m glad that you like it, honey, because I’m all yours,” she admitted to him. “I guess it’s because I’m just not a part of this world and haven’t been here on Earth for too long. Maybe it will lessen as time goes on?”


  “I seriously doubt that,” he teased with a chuckle. “If anything you will likely get much more jealous and possessive as time goes on. Not sure why, but it seems to go that way,” he told her honestly. “We males are very aware of our jealousy issues. We can do some serious damage, so we are very careful about such things.”


  “Then it’s something that I really need to make sure to keep in check, because I could do some serious damage as well.” With her sword of light she could cut through thousands and thousands of beings with the blink of an eye.


  “Well,” Talon said softly with a smile, “all you need to remember is that no matter how much they wish and dream, not a one of them will ever have a chance with me. They can hope, they can fantasize, but only you will ever know the truth of what happens in the bedroom.”


  That had her grinning. “And that makes me so very, very happy. I’m so very happy that I’m your one and only, just as you are my one and only.” He may have had lovers before her, but they were the past, and she knew that for the truth that it was. She was his forever, his future and always.


  “Yes you are, my angel,” he whispered, brushing his lips to hers. “There is no future I’d ever want to face without you next to me, love.” Shifting slightly, he laid her down on the sofa and leaned over her with a grin. “I think now though we should work on that future and maybe make out a little before we retire to our very large bed for the night.”


  “Oh I like how you think, Talon.” Cinnamon’s smile was broad, happy, and pure. “What is it that you are thinking we should do, darling? What kind of making out do you think would be best for us?”


  “Well, since we’re on the sofa and I don’t really feel like falling on the floor, I think some kissing, maybe a little necking, and a bit of touching. But once you start tearing off clothes we’re going upstairs.” Or they’d end up on the floor, and he didn’t want to give her rug burn or, worse yet, friction burn from the wood flooring in the room.


  “Oh I love how that sounds,” she told him happily. “So I think that perhaps I should be on top because I really do want to touch you, feel you, kiss and love you.” Moving so that she was facing him on his lap, she grinned. “You are such an amazing mate,” she whispered and leaned in so that she could brush her lips over his neck and then his lips.


  Chuckling softly at her quick reversal of their positions, he let her have her way. Stretching out, Talon kicked his feet up on the sofa so she’d have full reach of all of him. “I happen to think you are the amazing one, my angel.”


  She grinned as she leaned in, her lips brushing over his and then down his neck. Tugging at his shirt, she frowned. “You have on too many clothes, my Dragon. I think you should get rid of some of them, darling.”


  “Clothing stays on until we go upstairs to our bed,” he reminded her with a grin. “But if you ask really nicely I’ll pull my shirt off for you. Do you want to ask me nicely?” he teased, stroking his fingers up and down her thigh lightly.


  “Talon,” she all but purred. “Will you please, please take off your shirt so that I can caress, touch, and love on your chest, darling? I want to trace that tattoo you have with my tongue, darling.”


  Laughing softly at her, he nodded. “I will if you lean back slightly.” Laughing harder when she snapped back from him, he sat up enough to tug the shirt off over his head. Tossing it onto the coffee table, he lay back down. “Is this better, my love?”


  “Oh yes, very much so.” Cin’s fingers lovingly and lightly traced the dragon on his chest and grinned. “I love your body art, Talon.” Leaning down, she traced the outline of the tattoo with her tongue, lavishing him with love as she did so.


  Shifting slightly, he tugged a throw pillow under his head and watched her under hooded lids. “It’s more than just art,” he told her honestly. “It’s my Dragon,” Talon explained softly. “It’s exactly what I look like when I shift forms and, in a way, is part of him.” It had been created with magic to ensure it stayed fused to his flesh when he shifted from form to form, so in essence it was the Dragon.


  “Will you show me your Dragon one day?” Cinnamon asked as she gently traced the beautiful dark dragon on his chest. “I would very much love to see him sometime, darling. I would love to go flying on his back someday. Do you think there is a place left in this world where we could take a flight without being caught by radar or camera or whatever else there is out there?”


  Grinning, he nodded. “We have a section we can fly in. You may not know it, but in human culture it’s a place that has them all trying to get in any way they can. It’s called Area 51, lots of open space, lots of open air, and no cameras. Not even satellites can see what we do there.”


  “Oh that is very nice. I love that idea,” she said with a grin. “I think that it would be wonderful to let the Angel in me out and fly and to watch your Dragon as he flies through the air as well.” She would like it a great deal simply because it would be that primal and fundamental part of both of them.


  “Then we will go when we next have a chance.” He smiled at her. “But before that, if you want to see the Dragon, I can show you him in one of our warehouses. They are built large for when we are hurt and need to be in our other form to heal.”


  “I think that I will wait,” she told him with a grin. “Mostly because I don’t think that I would like having to be there inside when you shifted and when I shifted.” Because she knew she would want to shift as well. To shift and fly about would be wonderful.


  “Then we will wait,” he told her. Reaching out, he stroked a finger lightly down her collarbone and over the curve of her breast. “You know, I’m feeling a little exposed. I think you should get rid of your top too so I don’t feel so naked before you, darling.”


  “Oh I wouldn’t want you to feel exposed, darling,” she said with a grin. Moving, she tugged her shirt up and off, tossing it away from her. Smiling, she winked at him. “Is that better, or should I get rid of this as well?” she asked as she ran her fingers over the pink silk and lace bra.


  “Much better, but you should get rid of the bra. I would really hate to damage such a pretty piece of artwork,” he told her honestly. “And it is one of my favorites.” He grinned. Actually anything of the lace and silk variety was a favorite of his.


  “Ah yes, this is very true,” she told him with a smile. Reaching between her breasts, she unclipped the bra and tossed it to the side. “There, is that better, darling?” she asked happily and ran her hands over her breasts, tweaking her nipples as she did so.


  Licking his lips, Talon followed her hands with his eyes and nodded. “Much,” he growled out softly. He loved her breasts, adored her even more when she stroked and played with herself as she was doing. She always got him so revved up and so easily. Woman knew just how to play him to get him hot and hard.


  “Yes, I do,” she teased with a grin. “I know just exactly how to get you going, darling,” she commented with a smirk. Pinching her nipples, she rocked back on him and winked. “Is it working?” she asked happily. “Am I getting you nice and hard and hot and ready?” She loved teasing her Dragon, so very much so.


  “Oh it’s working,” he growled softly at her reaching out to stroke his hands over her thighs lightly. “I’m rock hard, ready to fuck you into the next life right now. My cock is throbbing with every beat of my heart.”


  “That’s very good, sweetheart, because I really, really love the fact that you are as hard as you are.” She loved it actually, loved knowing she could get him that hard, that fast. “So should I do this?” She ran her thumb over her taut nipple and then pinched it. “Or would you rather do it?” she teased.


  “I would rather you lean over so I can lick your pretty pink nipples and then you can slide them over my chest as you kiss me, lots of tongue,” he said. He was keeping his hands light on her legs, ensuring that he wasn’t forcing her into doing anything and letting her play. Yes, he was domineering and a serious dominant, but he also knew for a healthy relationship he had to give her the reins, too. Not that he was all that good at it yet, but he was trying at least.


  Leaning down, she pressed one breast against his mouth and growled in utter pleasure when his teeth and tongue danced over it. “Talon.” Her breath started to come out in desperate and needy pants as she did so. “Please, again.” She was happy to submit to him, but right now it felt so good to “be on top,” per se.


  Sliding his tongue around the tight bud, he toyed with it, tasting her and just enjoying playing with her in a simple way. Sucking it deep, he held it in his mouth as he rubbed the flat of his tongue over the nub. Lifting his hips slightly, he rubbed his aching cock to her, trying to get her to sit back a little and rub over him, too.


  Cinnamon could read his need as well as she could her own. Pressing back hard against the solid length of his cock, Cin began to rock back on him, rubbing herself against his shaft as greedily and hungrily as she possibly could. “Please,” she begged this time, holding his head to her breast as she panted the need and desperate desire.


  Scraping his teeth to her soft flesh, he suckled hard as he put his hands to her hips. Holding her down, he rocked and rubbed his cock against her. He could feel her wetness even through all their clothing, and Gods, the Dragon was hungry for her.


  Cin moaned and shivered. “I need you, Talon. I know we were supposed to stay down here and do a little necking, but I am finding it very, very hard to concentrate on anything other than you. I need you, my Dragon, desperately.” She finished with a wiggle of her ass against his cock.


  Letting her nipple free, Talon moved his hands to her waist and undid her pants. “Get out of these, now,” he ordered her. So much for letting her have full control. The Dragon was taking hold, and to hell with the consequences. Talon needed to be buried inside of her and fast.


  Cin pulled back, and as she slid off of his body she slipped out of her pants quickly. “Panties as well?” she paused to ask him. It was clear from the look on her face that she loved standing before him in only her pink thong with the little white bows at the top of her ass cheeks.


  Kicking his pants off, he tugged her back to him. “They can stay on. They are pretty and small enough that they won’t get in the way.” Tugging her over him, he smiled up at her. “But I need you on my cock now, damn it.”


  “Oh I love when your Dragon comes out to play,” she purred and kicked her leg over him so that she was straddling him. “So you need me like this?” she asked as she rubbed the silk of her thong-covered pussy against his cock. “Or do you need something a bit more?”


  “Wrap your hot little pussy around my fucking hard cock now, woman.” He growled at her. “Move your panties and take me into your pussy, now,” he said in a demanding tone. He was through playing. He needed her now.


  She watched as he struggled to keep the Dragon contained and smiled down at him. Pushing her thong to the side, she rubbed against him for a moment, letting him growl again, before taking him into her wet and waiting pussy. Leaning back with her eyes closed, she rocked slowly on him until he was fully buried in her body. “Talon.” She could only breathe his name in desperation, lifting and pressing down, alternating her movements as she did so.


  “Harder,” he demanded of her. Catching her hips in his hands, he moved her over him in the rhythm he wanted. Lifting his hips, he met her thrust for thrust. So much for not getting naked and making love in the living room. Oh well, maybe next time.


  Cin rode him harder and harder, using his hands on her hips to give her the right rhythm to move with. Her head fell back, and the long blonde tresses caressed his upper thighs with each movement she made. “Talon.” A gasp of a sound came from her throat, her body nearly complete and shivering in demand of her Dragon. “So close.” She just couldn’t find the right thing to push her over the edge.


  Reaching up to wrap his hand around her neck, he hauled her down to him and pushed his teeth through her shoulder. Growling deep, he bucked under her, his hips slamming up to meet her every thrust. Scream! he ordered her.


  Cinnamon did just that. She screamed. Her pleasure coursed through her veins as she finally found that ultimate pleasure. It was his bite that she had needed. She had needed his demands on her body, his command to come. “Now, please.” If only he would come as well.


  Once she tightened around him to the point of near strangulation, Talon let loose. Roaring out, he came, his hips slamming up to meet hers as she milked him dry. Wrapping his arms around her, he held her to him tight.


  Collapsing against him, Cinnamon’s breath was coming in gasps. The smile on her lips told of her satisfaction, and pure pleasure coursed through her veins. A hand stroked over his shoulder. Words wouldn’t come to her, but she didn’t need them, not with feeling as wonderful as she felt in that moment.


  Stroking her back gently as they lay there in a tangle of flesh, Talon closed his eyes. He was completely and absolutely happy. He had his mate, in his home no less, and she was more than he could have ever dreamed would be in his life. Letting out a breath, he relaxed and just soaked up the pleasure of that moment.


  She smiled a happy and content smile. “I love you, too,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to his chest and yawning. “Sleep for a moment though.” She closed her eyes. Another shuddering yawn raced through her, and without another thought the Angel was sound asleep on her Dragon’s chest.


  Chapter Fifteen


  


  “Adjust the temperature down just a little now,” Talon told her as he stood to the side. “Keep stirring though. We want it to come down to a simmer. The sauce will continue to thicken a little more, but we don’t want it burning, which is why we lower the temperature.” Moving to the dual ovens mounted in the wall, he looked into the upper one before he pulled it open to get their meal. Setting it on the counter, he put the cover on and shut the power off.


  Going back to her side, he nodded. “See the bubbles have slowed. Slow your stirring, too. We need to ensure there are still a couple of bubbles rising, but not too many.” Reaching in, he put his hand to hers and slowed her motions to a nice gentle swirl through the liquid. Counting the bubbles, he stopped her hand. “Now we let it simmer for a few minutes and get everything else prepared. But we keep an eye on it since there is still enough heat that it will burn if we’re not attentive.”


  “But how do you know?” she asked as she looked at the pan in question. “How do you know when to leave it and when to not? What if it begins to burn and we don’t know it?” Cooking was hard, Cinnamon was learning, very hard. “I’m not so sure that I like this whole cooking thing.” She loved to eat, but cooking was difficult and took concentration. Something she seemed to be lacking in.


  “Mostly it’s guess work and instinct,” he told her honestly. “Unless it’s a cream sauce you can turn it down and, as long as you stir it from time to time, it won’t burn. Cream sauces, anything with milk or cheese, has to be constantly stirred or it will burn no questions asked. This is a beef-based sauce or, if you prefer, gravy, so we’re good as long as the temperature is low and we remember to give it a little stir every couple or three minutes.”


  Cin hesitated but finally nodded and pulled back from the sauce in question. “All right. If you say that it’s okay, then I will trust you and believe in you.” She smiled brightly up at Talon. “But only because I think that you are exceptional and know your stuff when it comes to cooking.” Yeah right, they both knew that she would trust him even if he told her that he had to drop her from the top of a mountain.


  Snorting at her, he dropped a kiss to her nose lightly. “Then let’s get the food dished out so we can put on the sauce and go and eat.” Moving to the counter, he pulled the lid off the meat. Digging it out, he handed her the knife and long fork. “Slice the meat if you would and put a couple slices on each plate,” he told her with a grin as he watched her taking the utensils.


  Cin could handle blades. She was beyond good with them. With skill and precision she sliced the meat so thinly you could practically read through it. When that was finished, she laid the slices carefully on the plates and passed him one. “This good?” she asked with a hopeful grin on her face.


  “Very,” he told her honestly with a smile. “Now we dish up the vegetables and put on the sauce, at which point we turn the heat off and move the pot off the burner.” Carrying his plate over to the stove, he waited for her and then dished up the vegetables. Switching out the spatula for a ladle for the sauce, he spooned some over each of their meat before turning off the power and moving the pot. “Now we go and eat,” he told her with a grin. “The good part of it all.”


  “The best part.” Cin loved food. She found that she was nearly constantly eating since coming to Earth. “Food is such an unexpected pleasure.” She knew that food would be necessary to have energy to fight, to move, but she never would have dreamed from her perch in the skies that food would be such a joy as well.


  Chuckling at her, he led her toward the table and pulled out the chair for her. Sitting once she was settled, he looked to her and waited for her to try her first attempt at cooking. “So?” he asked as she dug into it. “Is it as good as the stuff they do in the cafeteria?”


  She took a tentative bite and chewed slowly. Finally she smiled up at him. “Oh this is very good,” she admitted to him. “I think that this is actually better,” she told him with a smile. “I know, strange for me to say, but I really do think this is better.” Because they had shared the experience in making it.


  Nodding, he smiled at her. “It’s always better when you put the work into making it, darling. It gives it that something special that when others make food just doesn’t exist.” Digging into the meal, he ate and talked with her softly.


  Chapter Sixteen


  


  Eight days later…


  


  He stood in the trees watching, his teeth grating together and anger pouring off of him in waves. Stalking from the shadows, he approached, a lifted hand tossing guards out of his way. “Hello, my dear one.” He didn’t know what she was, who she was, but he knew she was different. He wondered if this one was the reason for the odd waves that had cascaded and crashed into him weeks earlier. “Who are you, my little birdy?”


  She turned slowly, facing a monster of true proportions as she did so. Cocking her head to the side, she frowned. “It’s truly amazing how Gaia’s beings were created of beauty and love, simply because she is beautiful, but yours…” She tapped a finger to her lips. “Even yours didn’t fall subject to your devious visage and instead hold a part of that light and goodness inside of them. Do you think that perhaps it’s because you are completely void of any goodness or light?”


  Baring his teeth in an evil version of a grin, he hissed a breath at her. “They are things of beauty so that they can better lure you all to your ends at my feet. But you didn’t answer my question, little birdy, and that is just plain rude. Who are you?” he asked, the question blasting at her with a good amount of his power behind the words.


  Cinnamon laughed at the onslaught and tilted her head to the side. “You haven’t figured it out yet?” she asked and shook her head. “Father must have ensured that everyone else had the brains and just left you empty when he created you then,” she said and then allowed Chaos to see her for who she truly was. She felt Talon’s guards approaching, even felt her mate approaching, but she showed herself to one and all. “Such a pity, here I had truly believed that you would have known the moment that he allowed me to come to Earth.” Pulling her sword from her back, she faced her uncle in a loose fighting stance.


  “So you are that inferior little thing he sent here,” Chaos sneered at her in a dismissive manner. Waving a hand, he doused the flames of her sword, leaving it nothing more than metal in her hands. “I was born of his thoughts, child. What you have for weapons can’t harm me, not here.” He spread his arms wide. “This is my playground, and you”—he pointed at her—“you were not invited to this party. So you will just have to sit it out, I think.” He smiled slowly at her. “But since you decided to crash it, a parting gift for you.” He snapped his fingers and a small army of his Vampires appeared. “And no, you don’t get the flaming sword to protect yourself with, not this time,” he said, snapping his fingers again to hide the blade. He couldn’t take it from her, but he could ensure she couldn’t use it. “Good luck.” He laughed and stepped back to watch the “party.”


  “Don’t need luck,” she muttered. Even though her sword was no longer lit, she could feel the weight of it in her hands, knew the dimensions of it, and could use it, lit or not. He might have been able to hide it from her, but he would never have the power to take it from her. Ever. Only her father had that type of power. Standing to face the Vampires that came from the shadows, she smiled. “Come and face justice,” she hissed out softly and waited patiently, knowing that it was best to be on her terms in a fight instead of rushing into another’s.


  Cinnamon, talk to me, Talon ordered as he ran for everything he was worth. They’d been on the training fields right at the back of his property, a long way to get to the house. But the instant he’d felt a hiccup in her heart rate he hadn’t even thought. He’d just spun around and started running for all he was worth. He still had the sword in hand and knew better than to toss it to the guards. There was evil emanating from the house, somewhere close, and he had a feeling he’d need his blade before the night was over.


  Chaos has his Vampires about to attack me. He was just here, Cin said as she began to battle the first wave of Vampires that attacked. I think he’s done something to your guard. They can’t move and I’m fighting alone. A little help would be much appreciated please, she confessed as she moved like a graceful dancer through the wave of dark Vampires that practically swarmed over her.


  Rounding the house, he growled. “Coming to you, babe,” he warned and inhaled deeply. Fire coming through, he said before he breathed out a stream of pure Dragon fire. The Vampires in the path went up like the driest tinder known to man as he raced in and swung his blade in a wide swath, removing heads as he went.


  “Thank you, honey,” she said and moved so that her back was to his. “Are your guards all right, honey?” she asked as she took another head off of the Vampire that attacked, the remaining ones seeming to rethink the sanity of attacking her since her bond-mate showed up with her.


  “You’re welcome, babe,” he said and shrugged. “The guards with me are fine and picking off those on the outskirts. The others, I don’t know, I can feel them, but they seem wrapped up in a fog of some sort, like their minds have been messed with.” Which pissed Talon off to no end. Gods needed to leave him and his alone, or he’d be figuring out how to take the fight to Chaos’s doorstep right quick.


  “If you can reach them mentally, tell them to focus on my light. I’m going to amp it up so that they will be able to find us as well.” Another head went rolling from her sword, which was invisible. “And then after that I need to have my mother come and ensure that my blade is put back to rights. This is seriously angering me that I can’t have my sword as it should be,” she grumbled.


  “All right.” He could just touch the guards’ minds. He’d had them with him long enough and sent out the warning. “They’re ready. Do it and call Gaia,” he said, inhaling deeply and blowing out more fire in a tight stream. It wouldn’t harm the Dragons, but the Vampires all shrieked in agony.


  Amping up her inner Angel, Cinnamon allowed the pure light of who she was flow through the trees, knocking more than one Vampire onto his knees as she did so. “She’s coming, and she’s more than a little cranky. Said to tell you that nothing had better happen to me or she would be very cross,” she snorted. “She still doesn’t get that you would die instead of allow anything to happen to me.”


  “Considering she’s the one that created the whole bonding with a mate and the guidelines to it, you’d figure she’d know that,” Talon said, sweeping his blade around and grinning happily at the number of heads that rolled.


  “Yeah, I know, but where I come in she’s completely and totally uber-protective,” she admitted as she swung her blade and took off more heads. “Where the heck are all of these Vampires coming from? Did he pull them all from the tri-state area?”


  “More than likely,” he told her as he swung around. “Switch places,” he told her, putting a hand to her hip to move her to where he’d just been standing. Breathing in, he let loose a blast of Dragon fire and mowed more down. “I swear they are multiplying,” he muttered as a flash of light came from their left. “Mom’s here,” Talon said, swinging his blade again.


  Gaia took the situation in a moment and shook her head. Walking through the Vampires, her light knocked them down as she passed them. Moving to Cinnamon, she touched her blade, the fire once more lit, and she smiled. “There you are, daughter. Now you don’t have to take their heads. Just touch them with the blade and they will die. Now I have to go and turn off my brother’s call that he has out to these poor men and women.” With that she was gone.


  Shaking her head, Cinnamon sighed and then began to move once more, only the smallest touch of her blade taking the Vampires down where before she had to slice their heads off.


  “I so want one of those,” Talon said with a grin over his shoulder to her. “Think I can talk her into getting me one for Christmas?” he asked, only a little serious. He had Dragon’s fire. He could do a lot more damage in one blast with a lot less effort than she could with her sword. Still, it would be nice to have one, make a great conversation starter.


  “Only Celestial beings can hold this sword. Sorry, love, but you can’t even give it a swing. It would bring you to your knees with the weight. The sword was made only for me I’m afraid. It’s connected to my DNA only.”


  “Well, it was a thought,” he said, turning to drop a kiss to her lips as they changed positions again. “You are one sexy female swinging that around though.” He had to admit that. He loved the fact she knew how to handle herself and wasn’t afraid to get a little dirty.


  “I think that you are sexy as all get-out with your fire,” she admitted and pushed back so her back was to his for a moment. “Shoot,” she muttered. “Not all are in the darkness,” she whispered. “Crap, how is he forcing those that have chosen the light to attack us?” She growled, “It’s like they are under hypnosis.”


  “Maybe they are,” Talon said, looking around. “Point them out to me, babe, and I’ll put them on their asses and we can figure it out later.” Tossing his sword to one of his guards, Talon decked the one she pointed to and left him on the ground bleeding. They could patch them up after they weeded out the good from the bad.


  “Any that I touch with my sword is unredeemable,” she told him as they worked through the wave of Vampires. “The others, however, are a part of the light. Don’t kill them.” She pointed another three out to him as she let her sword move through the ones that were true monsters.


  Putting his fists into the faces of those she pointed out to him time and again, soon they had none standing. A lot were dust. Many more were on their backs unconscious. Taking his sword back from his guard, he pointed to those on the ground. “Lock them up for the time being. We need to figure out what happened to them and how to fix it.”


  Waving a hand over her sword, she cleaned it with a thought and then placed it on her back once more. Turning to Talon, she smiled. “Hey, honey,” she whispered. “How about a hug?” she asked hopefully. She was ready to fall into his arms. She was exhausted. She hated to take lives, even when they were of the darkness.


  Reaching out, he tugged her to him and wrapped her up in his arms. “You did amazing, my love,” he whispered softly. Brushing his lips to hers, he smiled. “You were pure poetry in motion, my Angel darling.”


  “Do you think that we can take a hot shower, and sleep for a long time? Taking lives takes so very much out of me,” she admitted. “I just need to get into bed to sleep before I crash.” She whispered, “Because trust me, I’m going to crash, and when I do it’s going to be for a while.” It would be the only way that she would be able to get past the exhaustion she felt because of taking so many lives.


  Nodding, he scooped her up into his arms. “Take care of them,” he told the guards quietly. “Put them in the cells, provide blood and water. Ensure the windows are barricaded so they aren’t harmed, and alert me when they wake. No harm comes to any of them or your heads will be on my wall,” he said, looking at each man. Seeing that they would all obey even if they didn’t understand, he carried his mate back to the house.


  Snuggling up closer into his arms, Cin sighed. “I do love you, Talon. Goodness, you were so very remarkable out there, honey. I would fight at your back any day of the week.” Hopefully they wouldn’t have to kill so many beings next time though.


  “You are amazing as well, sweetheart,” he told her, pushing into the house. Kicking the door shut, he took her straight upstairs. “Do you want a bath or a shower before we lie down?” he asked her quietly.


  “I just need sleep. When I’ve had a little rest I will wash, but right now the backlash of taking so many lives is hitting me hard.” She needed to recharge, so to speak.


  Understanding, he carried her to their room and locked the door. Laying her on the bed, he helped to strip her down and tucked her under the blankets. Moving around the room, Talon drew the drapes and stripped down. Slipping into the bed with her, he wrapped her in his arms. “Sleep, angel mine.”


  “All right,” she mumbled, moving and curling into him. Yawning, she closed her eyes. “Good night, darling mine,” she whispered and was off to sleep without another moment’s hesitation.


  “Good night, my Angel,” he whispered, stroking his fingers over her back as he pulled her in closer to him. Brushing a kiss to her cheek, Talon rested his cheek to hers. “Sleep well, Cin,” he said softly as he felt her relaxing into sleep.


  Chapter Seventeen


  


  Watching the TVs that showed the video feed from the cells, Talon spun the chair back and forth in short turns. The Vampires all seemed relaxed except a couple who were edgy and looked to be having arguments with themselves. Looking up when he scented his mate, he smiled. “Hello, angel,” he murmured, pulling her into his lap. “Did you find out anything that will help us help them?”


  “I have, but they so aren’t going to like it.” Cinnamon moved so that she could rub her lips to his shoulder and the side of his neck. “I can reset their buttons, I guess is the best way to phrase it.” She closed her eyes and whispered to him, “But to do it I’m going to have to reach inside their souls and pull out the seed that Chaos implanted in them. It’s going to hurt them like whoa crazy.”


  Wrinkling his nose at her words, he shivered in sympathy. “Well, I say we offer them the choices, love,” he told her honestly. “We lay it all out and let them make the call.” What they decided would be pivotal to what would happen to them.


  “I think that would be the best.” She sighed and closed her eyes. “For those that refuse it, we will have to put them down,” she admitted. “Because the dark seed that Chaos has implanted in them will only grow, and they will turn into darkness even though it’s not what they truly would want.”


  Nodding, he ran his hand up and down her calf gently. “All right, we should likely pull them out one at a time and discuss it. It will ensure that we get honest answers from them.” And they’d be able to tell who actually didn’t like the darkness and those who were starting to get into it.


  “All right.” Cinnamon turned into him closer, brushing her lips to his neck time and again. “Do we need to now?” she teased with a smile. “Because I’m telling you, darling, I’m feeling like I need you, need to be with you again before we go and deal with them.”


  Smiling at her words, he shook his head. “No, we don’t need to go right now,” he told her honestly. “They all need more blood, and while I understand it, it definitely gives me the heebie-jeebies, so I’m not going down there until they are done.”


  Wrinkling her nose, she nodded. “I was never so happy to see blood banks in my life as I was when I saw the first Vampire step from the darkness and into the light. It’s truly the best thing for them, and I’m so happy that they were created.” It meant that they no longer had to hurt humans. That was very good.


  “I’m just glad that there are ones specifically for them,” Talon said softly to her. It meant that the clean blood went to humans that needed it and the blood that was tainted or diseased could be used by the Vampires since they couldn’t catch diseases. Though Talon had been kind to their guests and gotten them only clean blood. It helped having a Vamp on staff who knew of a place off the radar.


  “Same here,” Cin nodded. Looking up at her bond-mate, she smiled. “How did you get to me so quickly? How did you know that I was being attacked?” It was as if he had known before she had sent out the call to him asking for help. Odd, but then again he was her bond-mate, so there had to be something there as well.


  “I felt your tension level rise. You weren’t the eternally calm deep spring of water you normally are inside,” he told her. “I was already kind of heading your way when you sent out the call. I didn’t want to just rush in if something had startled you. Then you did the holler for help and the Dragon gave me a burst of energy to reach you fast.” And he’d cheated a little, too.


  “Well I’m very glad that you did because I don’t think that I could have handled all of them on my own.” Sad but true fact. “All that matters is that you are here now. We are together and we were able to fight off the Vampires. Now, I think we need to get naked.” A full 180 turn, but she was all about those turns.


  “Not in here,” he said with a chuckle, pulling her in to kiss her softly. “We’ll go into the office next door and have one of the others sit watching the monitors.” Standing with her in his arms, he set her onto her feet and went to the door. “Rayne, watch the monitors for a moment. My mate is demanding some time alone.”


  Cinnamon grinned up at the large Dragon and nodded. “In other words, I really want to get him naked so that he can make me scream. He’s got such a delightful way of—” She frowned up at Talon and narrowed her gaze. In her mind she demanded, Why did you cover my mouth? I was just telling him that you have the most amazing way of making me scream because of the way that you use your mouth on me. What’s wrong with that?


  Sighing, he looked at Rayne. “We’re still working on getting her to learn boundaries, and talking about our sex life is one of them.” Smiling at the Dragon, he looked to Cinnamon. “No talking about our sex life, darling,” he told her quietly before he dropped his hand.


  “Well what kind of fun is that? You and I both know that the guys talk about sex all the time, and I will be the first to tell you, women discuss it often.” She nodded. “I can’t tell you how many conversations I’ve listened in on that were very, very descriptive.” She looked to Rayne and added, “I know of a few that have been had about you.”


  Eyeing the grin that Rayne dished out at her words, Talon bent and threw her over his shoulder. “We’ll be elsewhere for a time,” he said to his guard and left the room with his mate draped down his back. “Seriously, my love, no discussing our sex life with anyone. It’s not their business. Only those trying to prove themselves or bolster themselves speak of such things.”


  “Oh.” Cin’s eyes were wide and round. “Well we both know that you don’t have to prove anything, because you really, really are the most amazing lover in the world.” Sure he was her only lover, but she knew that no one would ever be able to be better than him.


  Smacking her bottom, he squeezed the one globe lightly. “And you will never have a chance to test your theory either,” he said, reading her thoughts easily. “It will be a long, dark, cold day in hell before that happens.” He was possessive and knew it. He was also working on it, but at moments he just didn’t seem to have any self-control in regards to her.


  She smirked and said, “Just like I’m the last one for you as well. I will not share you just as you will not share me. It’s as it should be between us.” She knew that some of the couples were triples and quads, but she was perfectly happy having it be her and him only.


  Rubbing her bottom, he grinned as he walked and found them a nice empty room still in the basement of the house where the cells were. Locking the door, Talon ducked down and let her feet hit the floor. Straightening up, he smiled at her. “I think we’re wearing too much clothing.”


  “I think so, too.” Cin’s grin spread wider and she began to peel out of her clothes. She watched him and tilted her head to the side. “Come on, honey. Naked. I really want you naked.” She didn’t care who saw and who heard. She just wanted and needed her Dragon. Now.


  Wiggling his brows, Talon reached over his head and, catching the back of his shirt, pulled it off. Toeing off his boots, he shoved his jeans down his legs and kicked them away. “Naked,” he told her and looked at her, shaking his head. “Unlike someone.”


  She couldn’t help but giggle. “That’s because I get distracted. As soon as I see this.” She touched her fingers to his tattoo of the dragon on his chest again and felt weak kneed. “And I can’t seem to function. Then again it could have something to do with this.” Her hand moved down his chest, caressing and touching every muscle along the way. “Or even…” She was about to grab his cock when he growled at her. Laughing, she jumped back and slipped out of her clothes as fast as she could.


  “Brat,” he grumbled with amusement in his voice. He adored her playful nature. She was definitely the perfect balance to him, keeping him from being too serious. Moving to her once she dropped the last article of clothing, he smiled. “Much better,” he whispered softly, grabbing her hand and tugging her to him.


  She stepped into his arms willingly, grinning up at him. “I happen to love every single part of being your mate, by the way. I love every single part of being yours,” she told him. “But most of all”—lifting her face to him, she smirked—“I love how big you are, all over.”


  “No sharing that information with anyone,” he reminded her softly. Dipping his head down, he kissed her gently as he backed her toward the single bed. Turning her around, he pushed her to bend over. “Hands on the bed,” he ordered, stroking his fingers lightly up and down her hip.


  “Right, boundaries and all that.” A full-body shiver raced over her skin when he growled for her to put her hands on the bed. The Dragon was so close to the surface and making his dominance known and clear. God, she loved that about him! Bracing her hands on the bed, she wiggled her ass for him. “Like this?” she asked coyly.


  Smacking her bottom, he rubbed the head of his cock through her wetness. “Just like that, my darling,” he said. Pressing into her heat slowly, he dropped his head and watched as her pussy swallowed him inch by inch.


  Cin bit her lower lip. A low, keening moan tore from her throat as she pushed back against him. “So good,” she praised him, her legs widening to take more of him. “That feels so good,” she purred, nearly literally purred like a kitten.


  Holding her hips, he began a slow thrust, in and out all as one smooth motion. “We really should do this more often,” he told her honestly. Watching the sway of her breasts, he felt the Dragon coming up further to the surface.


  “I am so very up for you doing this to me any time you want, my mate,” Cinnamon admitted to him as she pushed back against him harder, going up on her tiptoes to meet him thrust for thrust.


  “I’ll hold you to that,” he promised softly as he thrust harder and faster. Holding her hips tight, he kept her right where he wanted. “I plan on doing many things with you, to you, and often,” he told her honestly.


  “Oh that’s very good.” Cinnamon shivered, her wings itching at her back in their need to come out. “Because I want you to do a great many things to me, with me.” Lord, she couldn’t wait for each and every thing that they would do together!


  Sliding his hand up and down her back gently, Talon stilled near her spine. “I can feel a warmth here, slightly different from your skin,” he whispered, slowing his movements a little. “It’s your wings, isn’t it?” he asked curiously.


  Cin nodded. “Yes, there are times when the pleasure is just so intense that they want to come out. It’s kinda like I orgasm harder when they are out or something strange. I don’t know. I’ve never had to keep them hidden all the time, so it’s new to me.” She pushed back and grunted. “Please don’t stop,” she begged.


  Moving again, he smiled faintly as he continued to rub a light finger to her back. “Let them out, angel,” he advised softly. “Let out your wings, Cin,” he whispered, leaning over to scrape his teeth gently to her spine.


  Cinnamon shivered. After he pushed against her again she did just that. She stopped fighting her wings and allowed her Angel to come out. A shudder and then a moan came with her wings spread wide open.


  Growling softly, he stroked his fingers over her wings. They were soft, ethereal, and yet so strong and powerful. She was also extremely sensitive, it appeared. Stroking his hand up the wing, he thrust harder, her own movements driving him in deeper and deeper.


  Shivering when he stroked his hand over her wings, she sobbed. “Talon.” She cried his name out in desperation. “Oh please, please do it again,” she begged and pushed back harder against him. Another shiver, another shudder, and she screamed as she came.


  Roaring as he followed her over the edge into the abyss, Talon pulled her back toward him so he could feel the stroke of her wings. Shuddering, he nuzzled at her neck, stroking his hands up and down her bared front. “I think you like having your wings stroked,” he teased when he had the breath to manage it.


  “I very much like it.” Cin never knew that she would like it. Never before would she have even come close to knowing that her wings were such a turn-on. “Heavens, I think that we should do that often, honey. I really, really liked that a lot.” She enjoyed everything that they did together though.


  Chuckling, he pressed a kiss to her neck. “You do seem to like anything we do naked a lot,” he teased with a grin. “Which I’m all for, my Angel mate. Anything you want to try naked I’m there for you, except cooking—that’s just too dangerous.”


  “Naked is the absolute best state of dress to be.” Cin couldn’t help but grin and nodded. “Yes, cooking and nakedness don’t work together, but you have to admit, naked and everything else seems to blend ever so nicely.”


  “As long as we needn’t be outside with others I couldn’t agree more. Only issue is, if others come over to our house, which does occur on occasion, you would need to be dressed fairly fast, darling,” he pointed out to her with a smile. Dropping another kiss to her neck, he slowly withdrew and stepped back to look at her. “I have to say though, darling, I do love your wings.”


  Grinning, she folded them around her and winked. “And they cover most of my body as well.” With the way that her wings wrapped around her body, it was as if she were wearing a full-body suit of feathers.


  Growling at that, he moved in closer. “That I don’t like,” he said with a glare at her. “I much prefer seeing your body, my love. No wrapping up as you are, babe,” he told her quietly. “I don’t like you hiding away all that luscious skin.”


  “Well when we are together and alone I will always make sure that my whole body is visible to you. If someone else comes in, I will cover myself.” She shrugged. “Easy peasy,” she mumbled happily. “But for you I will always, always show my true self and naked body.”


  “Good,” he told her and pulled her into his arms, being careful of her wings. “Because I love to see you, all of you, and only the real you, Cin. Besides, mates should never hide who they really are from one another, ever.”


  “I couldn’t agree more. I guess that’s why it makes me so happy to see you in your Dragon form.” She loved him as a Dragon. He was massive. He was also incredibly beautiful as his Dragon. She loved him, all of him. “I’m happy, love, very happy,” she assured him.


  “You just like being able to pet me in that form.” She had a thing about running her hands over him in either form. But she really liked being able to pet him when he was in his Dragon form. He couldn’t feel her touch in that form. The scales were too hard to feel anything through, but he saw and felt the pleasure she felt through their bond. That was enough.


  “Yes, this is very true. I enjoy putting my hands on you when you are in your Dragon form, sweetheart. I happen to really, really like that a lot,” she admitted. “And I can feel the Dragon inside of you loving it as well.” She didn’t know how she knew. She just knew.


  “He loves the attention.” Talon smiled at her as he pulled her closer and felt the brush of her wings on his legs. “Damn those tickle,” he said, looking down. “They really are very soft, aren’t they?” He frowned slightly and tipped his head. “Or rather, most of them are,” he murmured, carefully running a hand down one and pausing. “These feel, well, for a lack of a better term, more deadly and less fluffy.”


  “That’s because they are very deadly. My sword isn’t my only weapon. Some of the feathers in my wings are sharp as blades, but all of them are protection. If I wrap my wings around my body, not even a bomb could get through them. It’s a gift that all of the Angels have.”


  Oh, now that is cool, he thought with a chuckle. “Damn, woman.” He grinned. “You’re a walking, talking little weapon, aren’t you?” Dropping a kiss to her lips, he leaned back. “I love that about you, Cin. So innocent looking and yet damned deadly. My kind of woman.” The perfect woman for him.


  Grinning at him, she winked. “Well I’m glad that I’m your kinda woman because you aren’t getting another.” She would never allow another woman to take him from her. She loved him, and she was darn well keeping him.


  Grinning at that, he kissed her again. “Since I’m not going anywhere, you don’t have to worry about it. I’m yours and always will be,” he said honestly. Stepping back a little, he looked her over top to bottom. She was literally the epitome of an Angel, golden haired, lithe, elegant, ethereal, and so gorgeous it made his heart ache at times. Shaking his head, he smiled. “We should dress. We have a lot of Vampires to talk to.”


  “This is very true. Hopefully more of them will be willing to turn from the dark seed that has been forced on them and we won’t have to kill very many of them.” She hoped at least. “But we will do whatever we must in order to ensure that all of our people, all of our family is taken care of, honey.”


  “That we will, my Angel Queen,” he said quietly to her. Dropping a kiss to each of her hands, Talon moved to pick up his clothing, beginning to pull it all back on. “I would have Katherine come to listen in, but I’m not sure her mates will let her near the Vampires right now. I just wish I had her Ear to be absolutely sure that they weren’t just buying their lives.” Looking to Cin, he drew his shirt over his head. “Will you know if they speak honestly or not?” He knew she spoke honestly at all times, had to or weakened, but he didn’t know if she heard truth and lies.


  “Yeah, I should be able to know. I will be able to tell just by the shifts in their auras.” She looked up at him and grinned. “Come on, love, clothes and then we will go and talk to the Vampires.” And she was sure that after their conversation with the Vampires she would be more than ready for a bath and sleep.


  Tugging his boots back on, he stood to zip his jeans. “Unlike someone, I am dressed,” he told her with a grin. “You know”—he shook his head at her as he propped his hands on his hips—“I’m seeing a pattern here. You take forever getting undressed and then you take forever getting dressed.”


  “It’s because I really dislike clothes,” she admitted. “I would rather be very nice and naked with you, honey. That’s the truth. I would much rather remain naked with you as often as possible but…” She held up her hand. “But I will get dressed because I also know that you don’t like anyone else to see me naked, honey.”


  “Absolute truth in that, my love,” he said, watching her. “When we are alone you can be as naked as you’d like.” Talon smiled slowly. “But when we have guests and all the guards hanging around, you very definitely need to be clothed.”


  “Couldn’t agree more, darling mine,” she said with a grin. “But you have nothing at all to worry about, love. I fully intend on being completely and totally dressed if anyone else comes around, but I fully expect the same from you.” She was possessive of her mate and didn’t care who knew it.


  “You know I’ll always pull on a pair of jeans if we have guests,” he said with a grin, knowing that wouldn’t go over well. She’d never let him run around bare chested for no reason at all. Nope, his mate was pretty particular about what people were allowed to see on him. Kind of like he was for her.


  “And a shirt,” she grumbled. “Not just jeans, but a shirt, too, mister.” Cin didn’t like anyone seeing what she considered hers. She didn’t want another woman to fantasize about running her fingers over the dragon on his chest. That was only for her to fantasize about.


  Grinning wide at her look, he moved toward her. “And a shirt,” he promised softly. “Just for you I’ll pull a shirt on, too, darling.” Leaning in, he kissed her gently. “Finish dressing, babe. We have Vampires to go and chat with. Preferably sooner rather than later so they can vacate our house.”


  “I couldn’t agree more.” She was more than ready to have her Talon all to her own, and she knew it. “Let’s just hope that we can save more than we have to destroy.” Otherwise it would be an imbalance, something that wouldn’t be good for those who turned to the light at all.


  “Well, we will chat with them,” he said with a shrug. Looking her up and down, he nodded once she was finally dressed. “Let’s go, darling.” He opened the door and led her toward the cells again. “We’ll pull them one at a time, take them to the office, have our talk, and depending on their answer, they will either go to the conference room or they will be put into a new cell.”


  “I think that we should keep guards on them until we are able to get the dark seed out of them,” Cin murmured quietly. “It will take a great deal out of me, but I need you to know that I can do it, honey. Promise me that you won’t try to stop me once I’ve started?” She knew him, and knew that he would protect her. Even from herself.


  “As long as you don’t go too far,” he said softly. “You endanger your life and there is no force in Heaven and on Earth that will stop me from protecting you. Mates don’t ever back down, darling, as you should know if you’ve been watching us. And you know that I’ve never once backed down from anything, ever.” When it came to her safety, he’d take everyone on to protect his heart and soul.


  “I wouldn’t endanger myself, never that. I happen to really and truly love my life and need my life,” she promised him. “I give you my vow, Talon. I will not do anything that will endanger me at all, honey.”


  “Good,” he said with a breath, knowing that she couldn’t break her word any more than the Changers, Shifters, or Magic Users could. Pressing a kiss to her lips, Talon wrapped his arm around her. “Then do whatever you need to do, my love.”


  “Sounds good. Just”—she hesitated—“just don’t touch me when I’m fishing in their souls for that piece of darkness, and when I pull it out, turn your fire on it. I will hold it in my hand, but the flames won’t hurt me,” she assured him. “We have to work together on this, okay?”


  Watching her as she talked, he nodded. “I’ll trust you in this, angel mine,” he said softly. “This is totally your field of expertise and I will always bow to you on it. But we’re going to take this one Vamp at a time. I don’t want you exhausting yourself. If some need to wait until tomorrow, so be it, understood?” he asked quietly.


  “I agree. One at a time. We will evaluate after each to ensure that neither of us is worn too much, honey,” Cinnamon agreed. “We have to ensure that we are both able to handle this, love, that we are both still where we need to be and you are still all right with all we are doing, love.”


  “Deal,” he agreed easily and opened a door for her to an office. “We’ll do it in here.” There was enough room for them, two or more guards, the Vamp, and still lots of space if they needed to fight. It was also pretty empty and therefore fireproof for the most part. “We’ll shove the desk and chair to the wall and the sofa, too. That way I won’t set anything ablaze.”


  “Sounds like the best idea, honey. See, you have it all figured out,” she teased. “All right.” She steeled herself and took in another breath. “Will your guard bring the first one to us, or do we go from room to room so that we can figure this out, love?”


  “No,” he said, pushing things around while she stood there. “They will bring them to us,” he told her as he shoved everything out of the way. Turning, he smiled at her. “They can all read me like a book when I let them, and they know the plan.”


  Taking in a deep breath and centering herself, Cinnamon nodded and smiled to her bond-mate. “They do tend to know just what you want and need, when you want it and need it, don’t they, darling. It’s one of the many things that I totally love about you.” Among like a million other reasons.


  “They’ve been with me long enough we all have a mental connection. Like I can talk to you, I can boss them around, too,” he said and grinned. “I think that’s why so many of them are desperately trying to find bond-mates. They figure it gives them an out so they can ignore me.”


  Cinnamon laughed at that. “Even if they find a bond-mate, they would still be your guard. Allister and Aiden are still your guards even though they both have bond-mates, so that would go to reason that any other would still remain as your guard.”


  “Yeah, those two are crazy though. I have certification that proves it,” Talon told her with a grin. He actually did have certification for the twins, but it had all been a prank that Quincy had helped them work out. Talon had kept the paperwork because it had amused the man and the Dragon.


  “Yeah, have to be.” Cinnamon’s laughter floated behind her as she spoke. “Aiden bonds to your only daughter, and Allister bonds to the daughter of the most powerful human in the lands. Yep, those two are nuts.” Cinnamon didn’t think of the president as the most powerful. His hands were too tied and he was watched too closely. Secretary-General Sutter, however, now he was truly the most powerful.


  “It does help to have major connections, but we never use them for that. They are on the Teams because they are amazingly good at their jobs and can think on their feet and with their heads and hearts, not only with cold, hard military logic.” Moving to her, he smiled at her. “I think I got the best deal though. My mate is a badass Angel,” he said, dropping a kiss to her lips. Hearing a small knock, he lifted his head and inhaled. “First one’s here, love. You ready?”


  Cinnamon nodded, straightened from him, and shifted her stance slightly. “I’m as ready as I’m ever going to get.”


  Chapter Eighteen


  


  “I’m done,” Cinnamon whispered to Talon after the thirteenth Vampire entered and exited the room. The room was filled with blood, walls were painted with it, and it covered the floor in a thin, slick sheen. “I need sleep.” She was barely standing, only upright because of Talon’s arm around her shoulders. “Take me to our rooms.”


  Scooping her up in his arms, he carried her out of the office and headed up to the stairs for their suite. Climbing the many flights out of the dungeon of the basement, he hugged her close. “Quick shower and then we will go to bed, my angel love.”


  “Okay, but if I fall asleep in the shower you have to dry me and get me into bed.” She had nearly pushed too hard. “Tomorrow remind me, one less.” She whispered against the side of his neck and sighed when his arms tightened. “The last one was nearly too hard. The dark seed tried to stick even though he was fighting and I was trying to pull it out.”


  “No unlucky number thirteen tomorrow,” he promised softly. Kicking the door to their suite shut, he shifted her enough so he could lock the door. Moving straight for the bathroom, Talon set her down on the vanity. “Can you stay upright long enough for me to strip and turn the water on, love?” he asked when she listed toward the wall.


  She nodded finally and even with her eyes closed whispered, “Think so.” It had taken far more out of her than she had anticipated. “Tomorrow make sure I don’t push too far. Something’s off, because I should have been able to keep going, but I’m so sleepy.”


  “This has all been stressful, darling,” he pointed out. “And we have been wracking our brains with ways to help them. Plus it is Chaos involved, so you know he’s not going to give up without a fight,” he added. Gaia had given Talon a crash course on her brother and his, well—ways. Moving, he stripped and turned on the water, adjusting it so it would soothe aches and not scald. Going back to her, he smiled. “Come on, darling, let’s get you undressed and we’ll bathe. We’ll worry about cleaning up in the morning after a good long night’s sleep.”


  “That sounds super wonderful,” Cinnamon mumbled sleepily as she rested against his chest. “Just get me standing, lean me against the wall, and we will go from there.” It was a sad fact that the Angel was so tired she wasn’t even thinking of making love with her Dragon. Sad, sad times.


  “Tomorrow is soon enough, my Angel,” he told her as he helped undress her. Once she was naked, he lifted her and carried her into the large shower stall. Sitting her on the bench, Talon adjusted the water and began to wash her up, making sure to take extra care with her fine hair to get all the gunk and goo out.


  Her head on his shoulder, she simply lay there against him. Yawning again, she nuzzled her cheek against him and whispered, “Love you, Talon Silverwing. Thank you for taking such great care of me.” She whispered sleepily, “I’m afraid that I’m not going to be able to do much more than slump here against you, honey.”


  “That’s okay, darling,” he murmured, shifting slightly to grab the hand-held spray head. “I’ll do the work for you,” he said gently, stroking her hair back. “Tip back your head, sugar, so that we can rinse out all the soap.”


  Leaning her head back, Cin’s eyes remained closed, and she yawned again. “I shouldn’t be this worn. I expected it, I really did, but I didn’t think that I would be this worn after only pulling that from a few Vampires.” She knew something was off, just couldn’t figure it out.


  “Well, it’s been a long week,” he said honestly to her. “We’ll get a good night’s sleep and then see where we’re at come morning.” He smiled, moving so he could rinse her hair out. Squeezing the water out, he gave it another rinse before putting in the conditioner and rinsing that out. “All right, babe, a quick wash and then we will go and crawl into our bed.”


  “I love how that sounds,” Cin told him with a grin. “I look forward to being able to crawl into bed and sleep for like a week.” She sighed again and added, “If I’m feeling this worn tomorrow, honey, I think that I’m totally going to have to put off pulling the dark seeds from the Vampires for another day.”


  “Agreed,” he said, washing her quickly before pulling her up to rinse her and himself off. Turning off the water, he helped her out of the shower stall. Grabbing towels, he wrapped one around her before sitting her on the vanity and draped the other around his waist. Snatching up another towel, Talon used it to gently dry her long hair.


  When he had her nice and dry, Cinnamon moved to wrap her arms around his shoulders and smiled. “I love you, Talon. Now take us to bed.” Preferably before she fell asleep, but with the way that she was feeling now, it wouldn’t happen.


  “I’ve got you, babe.” He chuckled, lifting her off the vanity and carrying her to the bed. Sliding her in between the sheets, he moved around the room, securing it and drawing the drapes. Returning to the bed after turning off the lights, he slipped under the blankets and drew her into his arms. “Sleep, my little angel,” Talon told her quietly, stroking her back lightly.


  “Okay, g’night,” she whispered and was sound asleep within seconds.


  Chapter Nineteen


  


  Two weeks later…


  


  Her head felt like lead and her stomach was rolling. Closing her eyes to simply breathe through the upset stomach, she whispered, “Talon, I’m really not feeling so hot.” She had never felt illness before, and this was something she found she didn’t like, at all.


  Laying the cold cloth on her forehead, he nodded. “I know, sweetheart,” he told her honestly. “I don’t know if I should mention this, but I think you may be pregnant. It would explain your symptoms and why your scent has changed just a little.”


  Cinnamon frowned. “I can’t get pregnant, can I?” She had wanted children, she really and truly had wanted babies with him, but it had never once occurred to her that she would get pregnant this soon after coming to Earth. “Would you be able to tell this soon? We haven’t been together that long. Are you sure?”


  “Not a hundred percent, but we’ll have you pee on a stick and go from there,” he told her. At her confused look, he grinned. “It’s the slang phrase for a home pregnancy test, because it’s a stick that you pee on and the hormonal changes that will show in your pee create a reaction with components on the stick to give us a clue of pregnancy or not.”


  “I thought that Dragons’ noses could smell anything,” she whispered. “Oh Goodness, we are going to have a baby.” A Dragon baby. Oh goodness, they were going to have a baby. “Wait, will our baby be a Dragon or will it be an Angel?” Fear crawled in her throat at the idea that they would bring a baby Angel into this world. They would be hunted even more so.


  “I don’t honestly know, love,” he told her quietly. “I suppose we will have to wait and see, won’t we,” he advised, quietly flipping the towel over on her forehead. “Dragons can smell a great deal, but even early stage pregnancy is a test for us. A couple more days and I would know for sure. Right now, all I can tell you is your scent is a little different.”


  “Then I guess we should take the test so that we know.” Curling up against Talon’s heat, she sighed. “I feel so much better against you.” It was odd. Having him holding her made her stomach feel better, and she liked it a great deal. “I think we will take the day off from dealing with the Vampires. Tomorrow we will work more with them.”


  “I will send one of the guards to go and collect a couple of the pregnancy tests for you,” he told her softly. “We might not get any results the first day or two, depending on your body. And depending on the results, we will need to take you into medical to have the docs look you over.”


  “We need to finish with the Vampires that want to be freed of Chaos’s darkness though, honey,” Cin whispered. “I don’t know though, honey. Maybe it’s just something that has to do with the darkness?” Even as she said it though, she knew that it wasn’t right. She knew that he was right, and that stunned her.


  “I usually am right, babe.” Talon grinned at her as he heard her thoughts loud and clear. “But it’s understandable you wouldn’t realize this yet. We’ve only been together a short time after all.” Pressing a kiss to her hair, he rubbed her back gently. “Why don’t you sleep for a little longer, and then we will get up and get you some tea before I explain to one of the guards just what he gets to go shopping for?”


  “They are so going to be not happy about that shopping trip,” she guessed. “I can’t imagine that they would enjoy it at all.” Sighing, she looked at him and then smiled. “They will give us a hard time, won’t they, darling?” Not really a hard time so much as they would likely double her guard.


  “They will give us a bit of a hard time, and then they will likely bury you in gifts.” He rolled his eyes. “They’re all pissed they missed Talina’s birth and childhood, so they are going to be making up huge with ours.”


  “Oh yes, that’s right.” Her eyes were wide as she spoke. “I completely forgot that. I don’t know why I forgot that,” she whispered. “All right, so I will have them giving me lots and lots of gifts. I can survive that, right?” she asked with a smile. “Besides, if they are excited about this baby, that means that they will protect her or him even more, right?”


  “They would do whatever it takes to keep you and our child safe,” he said honestly. “They adore you, Cin. They don’t always understand you, my quirky little mate, but they love you.” His guards were seriously smitten with his little bond-mate.


  “They just don’t understand me and my candid speaking. Well that and I’m still trying to learn how to not spill the candy on their futures.” A frown crossed her face. “Is it candy that I need to learn how to not spill or coffee?” The phrases sometimes just confused her, a lot.


  Chuckling, Talon shook his head at her. “It’s spilling the beans on their futures,” he told her softly with a grin. “And you are doing very well with not spilling the beans, though you do slip on occasion.” And he usually was able to poke her and get her distracted enough to lose her train of thought, thankfully.


  “I try not to, but sometimes it’s so hard to keep what I know inside,” she murmured, “especially if it’s something that I think will harm them in any way. I never want any of our friends to be harmed. Because I like them all far too much, and they are an extension of our family, aren’t they?”


  “They aren’t an extension, love, they are our family,” he said, rubbing his hand over her back slowly. “They may be our guards and will do whatever is necessary to always protect us, but they are our family.”


  Cinnamon grinned. “I think that you are absolutely right, honey. They are truly our family. I love that you think the way that I think as well.” It made her all kinds of happy to know that he was hers and she was his and their family was vast.


  “Of course I think that way, and while I’ll kick them in the nuts if they piss me off and send them packing if they fail me, they are still my family. Which gives me all sorts of extra leeway to make their lives miserable.” He grinned.


  She couldn’t help but grin at that. “And do they know that you feel this way? Do they know that we have adopted them as our family and that means that they have to be even closer to us come holidays and such? I’m going to make them come to dinner with us for all of the holidays. I so look forward to those. Do you think that they will want me to cook for them, or should I order out?”


  “Well…” He thought a minute. “We usually just order in catering to feed everyone at Christmas, so I think we should do that again. It saves on us actually having to cook, there is no clean up, and we don’t have to worry about all the shopping and prep ahead of time. Which given how many we feed at any given time around here at Christmas would be strenuous to say the least. So I vote that we order in and make the catering company super happy again this year.”


  Cinnamon grinned. “I like that idea. I still think that I should make something for everyone as well. I would like to cook something for everyone.” She was still struggling to figure out how in the world to cook, but she was sure that she could learn before then and not give food poisoning to her friends.


  “Well, why don’t we do up cookies and maybe some loaves of bread,” he suggested to her. “We can make it all ahead of time, package it up, and make little goodie baskets. Then, when they all leave, they grab the basket with their name on the label and they will have a treat that’s just from you.”


  “I love that idea!” Cinnamon wrapped her arms around Talon’s neck and hugged him tightly. “You are truly the most brilliant man ever, do you know that?” She hugged him tightly, keeping him close, and happiness spilled from her as she did so.


  Chuckling softly, he hugged her gently. “I’ve heard that a time or two,” he teased softly. “But it is nice to know that my mate feels that way about me,” he said, brushing a kiss to her lips.


  “Of course I feel that way about you.” Leaning up on her tiptoes, she kissed him again. “I think that you are the most brilliant of all men, darling.” Another kiss to his cheek. “And you are mine. All mine for the rest of time.”


  Leaning in so she didn’t have to reach, Talon pulled her closer. “Tell me more, little mate of mine,” he growled softly. He loved when she got like this, free and unthinking in her words and actions, just feeling the moment and showing him everything.


  “I’m very thankful that my mother tied our lives together. I’m very happy that you are mine and I’m yours,” she told him as she rubbed her body against his, breathing him in as she did so. “I do love you so very much, honey.”


  “I love you, too, angel,” he whispered softly. “But you should sleep, little mate. You need to rest, and then we will get up in a few hours and eat.” Brushing a kiss to her cheek, he breathed her in. “Sleep for a couple hours, Cin.”


  “Sleep does sound pretty nice,” Cinnamon whispered and nestled up against him. “I love you, honey,” she murmured sleepily and then, without much more thought, was sound asleep in his arms.


  Chapter Twenty


  


  “You are most definitely pregnant.” Talon grinned at her before he looked down at the four sticks laid out on the towel. Two from yesterday and two from today. “But we’ll need to have a doc tell us all official like. We could always get Dav to do the blood draw and run the test.”


  Cinnamon grinned. “We are having a baby,” she whispered happily. “I can’t believe it. We are having a baby!” Turning, she jumped into Talon’s arms once more and hugged him close. “I love you so much,” she whispered. “And I’m very happy. If you think that we should have Davyn look me over, then we will. His Wraith might balk at me though,” she muttered without thought. “Because I’m an Angel.”


  “He’ll do whatever needs to be done,” Talon told her honestly with a grin. Hugging her tight, he kissed her cheek. “But we should keep it quiet for at least the first little while, love.” Feeling her stiffen, he leaned back to look at her. “Just to be safe and to ensure all is well with the pregnancy, Cin, and then we will tell everyone so they can be a part of the joy. Course that means I’ll have to order every Shifter that comes within a mile of you to absolute silence,” he muttered.


  “If anyone can order them into silence, it’s you,” Cinnamon told him honestly. “Because you could make anyone do anything that you wanted them to.” That, and she was sure that they would keep it secret because of her as well.


  Grinning, he shrugged. “Not sure of that, love, but you definitely can get them to do everything at all you want. They adore and love you,” he whispered, brushing a kiss to her cheek. “That and the fact that you make me happy has them all much happier.”


  “Exactly, so we will just ask them very nicely to not say anything. Now the question is, how do we ask them and not have everyone and their brother knowing that we are pregnant?” Who were they kidding? Half the town likely knew that they were pregnant.


  “Not a clue, darling,” he told her honestly. “But we will let them know we are being cautious and that we’d like to keep it all on the down low until we get to the second trimester. Which, as I’ve been told, is the best thing to do just in case Nature has other plans.”


  “I would hope mother wouldn’t give us a child only to tear it from us before we are able to have a baby,” she muttered. “But I agree. It’s better to be cautious, to be safe rather than sorry, honey. I will follow your lead on this fully.”


  Pressing a kiss to her lips, he smiled. “We’ll be just fine, angel,” he promised. “But for now, how are you feeling?” he asked, leaning back a little to see her face clearly. She looked more relaxed and definitely didn’t look as uncomfortable as she had earlier in the day. One would think an Angel pregnancy wouldn’t have the same issues as a human, but who the hell knew.


  “I’m well, Talon. Really I’m good.” She had a small upset stomach earlier, but other than that she felt marvelous. “I know I didn’t feel well this morning, but right now I feel spectacular and starving. I’m so hungry, but I don’t know what I want to eat. Would you like to go to food services with me so that we can be fed?”


  “We can definitely do that,” he told her with a smile, collecting the pregnancy tests together, sticking them into his desk drawer for the moment so no one would spot them. Going to the bathroom, he washed his hands quickly before rejoining her. “Come on, darling, let’s go and feed your current hunger.”


  When they came closer to food services, Cin’s stomach growled and she lifted her face in the air. Closing her eyes, she savored the scents and sighed. “Oh whatever that is, I want it. It smells so very good.” It was meat of some kind. The scent of it cooking was dancing against her taste buds and demanding that she have some.


  “Prime rib,” he told her as he pushed the door open and let her into the cafeteria. Guiding her to the buffet, he pointed at what she’d been smelling. “That’s it there, darling,” he commented, passing her a plate and taking one for himself.


  “Oh goodie.” Cinnamon piled her plate high, taking a moment and right there taking a bite of one of the pieces only to sigh happily. “Oh this is so very good.” She bypassed everything else, only had her plate filled with the thing called prime rib, and headed for a table.


  Grinning, he shook his head and grabbed a couple of steaks, a baked potato, and a side pasta salad. Collecting water, he tucked the bottles under his arm and headed to join her at the table. Setting one bottle in front of her, he settled at her side and passed her a set of cutlery.


  “Thank you.” She had a piece of prime rib in her fingers, putting it in her mouth and then licking her fingers as she did so. “Goodness, that’s so good,” she praised. “I will so have to go up for more.” Unwrapping the silverware, she cut into several slices at once and put it into her mouth, moaning in near orgasmic pleasure at the tastes that exploded along her senses.


  Watching her for a time, Talon grinned. “Just remember to go slow and easy. No need to upset your stomach any more than necessary. Especially since it wasn’t very settled this morning,” he pointed out, digging into his steaks.


  “True, but right now it’s not upset, and the food is so very good.” But she did force herself to slow down. She forced herself to take it easy on the food on her plate. “Do you think that we can get this delivered to our home from time to time, too? It’s so very good.”


  “We can make it at home whenever you want, love,” he promised. “I can pick some up and store it in the freezer. We can make some tomorrow and then you’ll have it in the fridge for a couple of days. How does that sound, angel?” he asked quietly.


  “I would very much love that.” Cinnamon was grinning as she spoke. “I would very much love to be able to have this whenever I wanted it.” Hopefully she wouldn’t eat so much of it that she would begin to hate it.


  “Well I will pick up a couple slabs and we’ll go from there. Don’t want you overdoing it and hating it inside of a week, so we’ll be a little stingy. Freeze some portions after it’s cooked in case you have a late-night craving or want a sandwich in the middle of the day,” Talon told her.


  “Oh I like that idea. Especially on days where I can’t come to food services or such.” She took another bite and sighed. “This is truly so very good. Why have I never had this before now?” she asked with a frown.


  “There are a lot of different foods available, love. It’s not exactly that easy to feed you everything inside of a couple of weeks. That’s an awful lot of food, and you would have been super sick had we tried stuffing you every minute of every day with something new,” he pointed out.


  “Hrm, that’s very true. Well we will get to know the foods a bit at a time. For now I am finding that I really like the red meat stuff.” She hoped she had that right. The category of meat that was. She was trying to learn while there with her bond-mate.


  “Just meat is fine,” he told her, leaning over to kiss her cheek. “Or, in this case to be specific, it’s prime rib. These”—he pointed to his own plate—“are steaks. Don’t worry, sweetheart. We’ll teach you everything you could ever want to know.”


  “Well I like meat,” she told him happily. “I really like the buffalo chickens. Those things are so good.” Her mouth watered thinking about the spicy goodness that was buffalo chicken. “In fact I think we should have that for dinner. Will they deliver again, do you think?”


  “Of course they will.” Talon chuckled softly. “That’s part of their jobs, darling,” he said quietly as he cut more of his steak off before chewing it. “They will always deliver your buffalo wings to you, especially since you are always so happy to see them.”


  She grinned at him happily and nodded. “And they really like the green paper that Quincy gave me instead of the jewels.” She shrugged nonchalantly. “So I just give it to them. They really like the ones with the zeros on it.”


  Talon shot her a look. “I think we will need to discuss money tonight, my little angel.” He had a fear she was seriously overtipping the drivers. Likely why she got her orders so fast. They probably had to fight for the chance to deliver to their house.


  She shrugged. “Why? It makes them all kinds of happy to get the green paper, so why not? It doesn’t do anything special for me, but they all seem to love it,” she murmured. “And they are all so sweet as well, so why not? They always give us little extra treats with our pizza, too, so why not?”


  “Because if you keep overtipping them like I fear you may be, they will quit and retire, so you will end up with someone new that isn’t nearly as considerate, darling,” he pointed out. “Plus, while I appreciate the need to tip someone for doing extra and going that extra bit, I also don’t want them just expecting it either.”


  She frowned at that. “I hadn’t thought of it like that. I would be very sad if Sammie or Kimmie quit. I quite like those two, and they seem to be the ones that always come to the house. Then again they really could use the money,” she stated. “Did you know that Kimmie is in art school and she lives on her own? She also has a small baby. She truly needs the money, but I think that Sammie does as well. He supports his mom and brother.”


  “You could have mentioned that,” he muttered, feeling like an ass. “All right, you can tip them a little more, but we need to be careful not to overtip, love. They are working for a living, and that’s a good thing. I don’t mind you giving them a little more, but just be careful about it.”


  “I will. They are the only ones I really like to see smile with the zeros.” She thought for a moment. “Hundreds. That’s what they are called, right?” she asked happily. At his nod she continued. “And they don’t share with the others how much they get from us either. I like them, and they have a deep well of goodness in both of them.” She could still see that in them, and she was happy she could.


  Watching her a moment, Talon nodded. “All right, but just be careful, my angel love. Greed is one of the deadly sins, as I recall, and we don’t want them turning down that path. Do we?” he asked her quietly, reaching out to stroke a finger down her cheek.


  “No we definitely do not want them to succumb to that.” She nodded firmly. “Sinning would be very bad and even worse if I were to somehow aide them in it.” She frowned and then asked, “What should I do? Should we continue to give them the tips as I do or should I stop?”


  “No, we should still tip them for a job well done, but maybe we slim it down a little. And then at Christmas we find out what they need, want, and maybe get them something. Adopt them into our family in a manner of speaking.”


  “I love how you think, Talon. See, this is why Gaia has appointed you as the head of the Council, my love. You are so very smart. I love that about you.” The fact that he was always seemingly many steps ahead of everyone else was just another reason.


  “Hardly, darling, but thank you for the compliment, Cinnamon.” He smiled, leaning in to kiss her softly. “I have excellent people that keep me very well informed. That’s the only reason I appear to be so many steps ahead of others.”


  “Well then I think that you need to give them a raise, because they are doing a great job keeping you safe, darling mine.” Well, not safe so much as informed. It was because he was so well informed that made her as happy as she was.


  Snorting, he rolled his eyes and sat back. “They are very well paid for the work they do and for any additional and extra information supplied, as it’s not technically part of their jobs. Don’t you worry about that, little darling.”


  “All right, as long as you are sure, honey,” she told him with a smile. “Because it means that we will have them in our lives for a very long time. That makes me happy as well, because I actually like most of them.”


  “Most?” he asked, looking at her sharply. “Are there some you are not happy with?” He needed to know. If his mate wasn’t happy with any of his men or uncomfortable with them, then he had to know so he could do something about it.


  “I’m teasing, honey.” Cinnamon shook her head. “You know when I’m not comfortable with someone. Heaven’s sakes, everyone knows when I’m unhappy because I still haven’t figured out that whole mouth and filter thing.”


  Relaxing, he nodded. “Good point,” he said and then smiled. “We do need to work a little on that. But that is an ongoing project, no big worry for that.” He actually loved the fact that she spoke her mind and said whatever she felt and believed. As long as it wasn’t a saying or a cliché she did really well.


  “Thank you, honey,” Cinnamon said happily. “I never want you to ever question anything that I’m thinking or feeling. I will always and forever tell you the absolute truth no matter what else in this world happens.”


  “I know that, darling. You couldn’t do anything else.” And they both knew it. She got horribly ill if she told anything but the Gods’ honest truth. But he did have to teach her to filter a little. Too much honesty could be just as horrid to some as a lie.


  “Exactly,” she murmured. “But enough of that, darling mine.” She smiled at him as she spoke. “How about you and I just forget everything else and simply snuggle for a moment or three?” She loved to snuggle with her Dragon. He was so nice to snuggle with.


  “Done with the prime rib for the moment, are you?” he asked. She’d put a serious dent in the mound she’d taken. He had to give her that. Sliding his empty plate away, Talon shifted his chair in closer to her and wrapped his arm around her shoulders.


  Cin moved from her seat and climbed into his lap. Curling up into his lap, she began to pet her Dragon and smiled as she did so. “I needed this,” she told him and then yawned. “I love you, Talon. Think that we can get some of that to go and take it home with us? I would kinda like to get a bunch of it to go so that I can have it later tonight when I wake up and will be craving it.”


  “I’m sure we can borrow a container to take a bunch of it home, darling.” He smiled as he wrapped his arms around her. Pressing a kiss to her hair, he breathed her in. “You getting tired, my little mate?”


  “Yes, don’t know why, but I’m feeling more than a little sleepy now. I need to push past it though, because we have to save the other Vampires that are waiting for that darkness to be pulled from them. The longer it is there, the harder it will be to get it out. We will go and work on a few more of them, the ones that seem to be wavering, okay?”


  Nodding, he squeezed her gently. “You ate half of that pile of meat, love. Your body is likely trying to deal with it, so it’s going into backup mode while it digests everything.” Rubbing his hand over her arm lightly, he kissed her hair again. “Why don’t you shift back over, love? I will get you a container of the prime rib and then we can head home. You can nap on the way there so that you aren’t feeling so worn out.”


  “We need to help them, honey. I will nap for a little bit in your office, love, and then I will go back to helping those that are in need.” She knew that they were needed. It was very needed to have these men saved so that they could be protected.


  “You can nap on the way home and then snooze a little longer on the bed. We can start in a couple of hours,” he told her honestly. Settling her into her chair, he kissed her lips and stood, taking her plate with him toward the kitchen.


  She frowned and shook her head. “You are being bad.” She reached out and touched her hand to his. “I love you, honey. I really do, but you are really giving me trouble about me wanting to go and take care of them today, aren’t you, love?”


  Leaning, he shook his head. “No, angel, I’m looking out for you and our…” He dropped his eyes to her waist in a silent point. “You need to be well rested before you do this, so we will head home. You will sleep, and then you and I can go and help some more of the Vampires.”


  She hadn’t been thinking of their child. Flushing, she nodded, laid her hand over her belly, and licked her lips. “All right. We will do that because you are right,” she admitted to him. “Go get our to-go containers, honey, so that we can get home, have our nap, and then we will get up and help them.”


  “We will at that, love.” He smiled at her gently. Pushing off, he headed for the kitchen once more. His poor little mate didn’t always understand his words, but they were getting there. Slowly. Shaking his head, he got a large container of the prime rib.


  Lightly, she rubbed her hand over her belly and sent waves of love to the child that was only barely forming. When she looked and saw Talon approaching her once more, she smiled. Standing, she slipped her hand into his and gave it a squeeze. “All right, get me out of here so we can sleep.”


  “Absolutely, darling.” He passed her the container. Wrapping his arm around her, Talon walked with her down to the garage. “Don’t worry, darling. I’m not going to keep you from doing your work to save the Vampires, but I am going to keep watch over you.”


  “I think that at least one of us needs to do that,” she admitted to him. “Sometimes I think my need to help, my need to save overrides my own self-preservation, and now”—she touched her flat stomach again—“I need someone to make sure that I don’t do that, so I’m glad.”


  “I will always keep watch over you, darling,” he promised, giving her a squeeze. “I love you and our little promise of something more to come. It is in my nature to keep you safe, darling, and to spoil you and pamper you, especially now.”


  “I’m sorry.” She stopped and looked up at him. “I forgot that even though you have grown children, you’ve never been through this part of it.” She then grinned. “I will allow you to pamper me then,” she told him confidently and began to walk again. “Because you need to do it and I want it.”


  “Never apologize,” he told her quietly. “Yes, they are grown, and yes, I missed much, but this time around I intend to make the most of it all,” he said with a smile. “Spoiling you rotten is only a part of it, sugar, trust me.”


  “Good.” She was happy that he was going to get every single moment of time with this pregnancy as he was. “Because I’m rather looking forward to learning what it is to be spoiled when pregnant. Over the millennia I’ve watched men giving women jewels and treasures, or just something as sweet as their words of love. I want it all,” she admitted.


  “And all you will have, my Queen,” he said softly. Pulling the door open to the Hummer, he helped her inside before handing her a blanket. “Do up your belt and tip the seat back a bit, darling,” he advised before shutting her in and then joined her. Getting them rolling, he turned the heat up inside the cab to help lull her into a nap.


  Doing as he instructed, she turned slightly in the seat so that she was looking at him and smiled. Reaching out after covering herself with the blanket, she touched her hand to his arm and sighed. “You just don’t want to be sweating, darling, while we go home.” She did seem to like it a lot warmer than he could handle it.


  “I’m Dragon, love, heat doesn’t bother me all that much.” But he did crack the window a bit on his side. “Just sleep, sugar,” he told her quietly with a smile. “We will be home in a half hour, and then you can have some juice, have a two-hour nap, and then we will go and help a few more of the Vampires.”


  “All right,” she whispered and closed her eyes. “I love you,” she told him quietly and reached out to touch him once more. Rubbing her thumb over his arm, she let it relax her and then she went silent, her body went still, and from her breathing she was sound asleep.


  Chapter Twenty-One


  


  Sitting next to her on the bed, Talon smiled down at her. She was still out cold, but he had promised to wake her two hours after he’d tucked her into bed. Checking the clock, he sighed. He’d stalled a few minutes and had to wake her.


  Reaching out slowly, he rubbed his finger to her cheek. “Time to wake up, angel. Two hours is up, Cinnamon. We need to head downstairs to see if we can’t help more of the Vampires break free of the darkness.”


  Her eyes opened and she turned her gaze up to him. “I’m awake,” she whispered very quietly. “Okay.” She took a moment. Sitting up, she rubbed the back of her neck and then sighed. “You will make sure to keep me from doing anything that might hurt our child, right?”


  “Absolutely,” he told her quietly with a grin. “We will do one or two, take a small break where you eat something and drink water. Do another couple and repeat. I’ll watch you and keep tabs”—Talon tapped his temple—“and if I say you stop, you stop, period.”


  “Perfect. This sounds like the best idea to me.” Pulling back from him slightly, she licked her lips. “Then let’s go and see who we can help, honey. We will go with the ones that are closer to accepting the darkness before the others that can hold out longer.”


  “You may want to brush your hair first, my sweet little mate.” He grinned, eyeing the mess on one side of her head. “You look like you were attempting some sort of maneuver in your sleep that didn’t quite work out.”


  “Shoot.” She moved from him and toward the bathroom. She squeaked when she saw herself. “Oh heavens, you shouldn’t have seen me like this.” She began to pull the brush through her hair. “Gosh blessed it all.”


  “Why not?” he asked, moving to stand in the doorway. Reaching up, he took hold of the frame and rocked back and forth slowly. “You are my mate and wife, Cinnamon. That means all the good and bad, the beauty and bad hair days,” he teased. “Were you not listening during that very moving and touching ceremony? I distinctly heard the minister mention bad hair days and bed head.”


  “Oh that was so not in our vows.” She paused and then tilted her head. “Was it?” Now she wasn’t sure. She had been so engrossed in Talon and just how handsome he had looked standing there before her that she had to admit that a great deal of things slipped her mind, and she didn’t recall them from that day. She still couldn’t believe he’d arranged a wedding, just for her. They had mated but he’d gone above and beyond and given her a dream day, beautiful setting, her gown and her mate. And it had all been a surprise, they’d been going about their day one moment and she’d been rushed about the next to find herself getting married. How he’d kept it from her she’d never managed to figure out.


  “Hell if I know, darling. We’ll have to ask someone that was paying attention. I was too busy eating you up with my eyes and wondering just when I could get you naked again,” he teased with a huge grin.


  Cinnamon began to laugh and finally just pulled her hair back in a bright pink ponytail holder. Nodding, she turned to him and grinned. “All right. Let’s go and save some more of our friends from the darkness shall we?”


  “Yes, darling.” He grinned at her and wiggled his eyebrows. Dropping his arms, he stepped back out of her way. “Come on, little mate. Let’s go and handle some business.” He’d already arranged for snacks and plenty of water to be available for Cin while she worked.


  She could only smile. He was so good to her. However, as they descended into the dungeons, her smile was lost to the cries and moans from the Vampires below. “They all are hurting so very much.” She could feel the darkness, feel the oppression, and it made her ache. Stepping before the first cage, she looked to Talon. “We begin here.”


  Looking inside, he nodded and led her to the office they’d used before, now cleaned. Entering, he waved the guards to go to the first cell and bring in a Vampire. He guided her to the center of the plastic-coated room. They’d done a little redecorating to protect it after the last round.


  Cinnamon gave a small, sad smile to the Vampire before her and said, “I’m so sorry, but this is going to hurt very much.” She then allowed her Angel out and him to see her. “I can save you, however.” With those words she reached out and into him, seemingly shoving her hand into his chest and searching for the darkness that was inside of him.


  Standing back, he kept a close eye on her as she did her work digging out the darkness. Wincing at the volume the Vampire reached in his shrieks, he clenched his jaw. This was always the hard part, when she was digging it all out and yanking it free.


  Cin pulled it all free and then let it drop, her Angel light coming out and killing the darkness even as the Vampire dropped to his knees. Laying her hand on his shoulder, she whispered, “I’m so sorry. I hate doing that, but it had to be done,” she murmured quietly and looked to Talon. “He’s fine. He needs blood, however, lots of it.”


  Nodding, he waved the guards forward to take him to the rooms where the others were recovering. They would get him blood, water, a shower, and a bed to lie in. Passing Cin a bottle of water, he watched as she drank it down. “Ready for another?” he asked, his eyes assessing her top to bottom.


  After another couple of drinks, she finally nodded. “I’m ready, honey,” she stated firmly. “Bring in the next one and let’s see if we can get this done as best we can. I’m just ready to get this done, love. It’s time for us to get this over and done with so that we can go upstairs, eat, and sleep for a bit more.”


  “Then let’s get this done.” He smiled, taking the bottle from her. Pressing a kiss to her lips, he stepped back as the next Vampire was brought into the room.


  On and on it went for a week. Finally they had been able to save more of the Vampires than she had believed they could have saved.


  Sitting on the deck of their home, Cinnamon’s eyes were closed and a smile came from her when she felt her bond-mate approaching. “Hey, you.” She lifted her hand to him and relaxed when he took it. “I do believe, darling, that we are going to have a very, very good life together. I think that we will be able to keep our people safe as well. That’s good, right?”


  “Very,” he told her and sat on the lounger facing her when she shifted her legs. Bracing a hand by her hip, he leaned in to kiss her. “But now we will worry about us for a time, you and I and our child. The rest of the world will survive for a little time without us worrying about them, too.”


  “Good. I’m glad. I like that it’s time for us to simply focus on us. Maybe we should pull out our wedding video so that we both can figure out just what it is that we have pledged ourselves to give each other?” she asked with a smile. They would have a good life, a very good life, and she knew it.


  “Babe, all I care about is that you love me, I love you, and who the hell cares what was said during that ceremony.” Talon grinned at her. “We’ll watch the video later,” he told her honestly. “But for the moment all I care about is you and only you.”


  That had her grinning. “I love you, honey, and that makes me all kinds of happy. I’m very happy that you want to be with me, too,” she admitted honestly. “Now I think we should go upstairs to our bed so that you can tell me how much you love me.”


  “We don’t need to go all that way just for that,” he teased, leaning in to kiss her again long and hard.


  


  


  THE END
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