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Nina looked completely refreshed when | saw her an
hour later, walking into the dining room just

a little late for our double date. Kayden paced
closely beside her, his hand hovering on the small
of her back.

She’d changed her hair again. It was now a really
pretty fuchsia color. She was wearing it down

and wavy, and had on a cute, simple outfit that
looked crazy stylish on her immaculate physique: a
long-sleeved black body suit and a pair of high-
waisted denim jeans, paired with hot pink heels,
layered necklaces and hoop earrings.

Our little party started out great. | adored Alex for
having the idea to do this. | needed some real
socializing in my life, and this was the most I'd had in
a long time.

But, like all good things, our good time met a too-
quick end. Alex’s phone rang and | just knew it
would be something that was about to tear him
away.

He took the call in the hallway, then returned and
announced that one of his Gamma warriors had
requested to meet with him and Kayden right away.



“Text me,” | told Alex as | moved in for a hug. “Let
me know if | can help with anything.”

He gave me a sweet little kiss on the lips then a
peck on my forehead before promising to keep me
posted and heading out. In my periphery, I'd caught
sight of Kayden giving Nina a different kind

of goodbye kiss on their side of the table.

As soon as the boys were out of earshot, | turned to
my friend and said, “Tell me you know that he

likes you, Nina. Come on. You have to see that in
the way he treats you.”

Nina looked out at the hallway into which the guys
had just disappeared. “Yeah, he's real sweet to

me, but | don’t know, Fi. Ever since you told me how
he'd been saying he was weirded out by my

job, it made sense of some stuff. | didn’t know before
if I'd been just imagining it, but | think he

did avoid me for a little while. He'd been saying he
was busy, but in hindsight | think maybe he’s

just... less interested than he was before. Before he
met Elektra.”

“If that’s true, he must have been extremely
Interested before. Because he is still very, very
interested.”

Nina arched a critical eyebrow. “You said ‘he is’ with
an awful lot of confidence. Are you telling

me... you read Kayden’s mind? These aren’t just
opinions you're sharing right now?”| bit my lip.



Nina and | began a staring contest as | hesitated.
I'd been trying to avoid doing this for a long time. I'd
just always felt like it was not my place to

interfere in Nina and Kayden'’s relationship, that |
should keep out of their business if | could.

And that was still true. | really should not be sharing
Kayden’s secrets. He never consented to

sharing them with me in the first place and he
deserved to have his privacy respected. But my
husband, our best friends and | were all so tied up in
each other’s lives already. And seeing earlier

today how much Nina was hurting to know how
Kayden felt about her, | realized it was time.

“You know | can’t actually read people’s minds. So |
can'’t tell you exactly what Kayden thinks

about you.”

Nina relaxed, her mouth slipping into a smile. “But
you can tell me... something?”

| closed my eyes, nodding yes.

“Fi, I've resisted asking you to do that before, and |
think you know why. It...”

“Feels creepy?”“Yeah, | mean, with the baby was
one thing, | knew | wouldn'’t learn much

anyway. Part of me feels like it would be really
wrong to ask you to go snooping around in
Kayden’s brain. Or his feelings, or whatever. The
other part is just flat-out desperate for you to tell

me anything you know.”



“I get it. How about | just tell you one thing?”

She nodded, brimming with excitement but trying to
hold it back.

“Okay. So, when you and Kayden are together,
your... auras turns the same color.” | wasn'’t sure |
loved to use this word—aura—because what |
experienced empathically was not exactly
something that was easy to see and understand. But
| do see colors in my vision when | perceive
people’s energies. It just surrounds their bodies in a
shiny, blurry way that | have to squint and

look at sideways to make out.

Nina narrowed her eyes, waiting for me to explain.
“And it's a color | haven’t seen coming from anyone
else, that’s the interesting thing. Just you

have it when you’re around Kayden, and he has it
around you.”

“And what color is it?”

“Kind of a pinkish red, fuchsia color. Actually, almost
exactly like...” My eyes moved to Nina’s

hair.

She followed my gaze, pulled some of her hair
forward in front of her face and looked it,

furrowing her eyebrows. “What the fuck? The fuck
does that mean, Fi?”

| shrugged. “I can tell you my theory, but like | said, |
don’t get a lot of really specific or helpful



information easily just by using my gift. It's a bit
limited.”

“Okay, what'’s the theory?”

“Basically all | know is that whatever good feelings
you feel when you're with Kayden, he feels

just the same. And other pink colors | have seen...
they usually mean loving kinds of things...”

Nina had been running her hands through her hair
compulsively, intermittently holding it in front

of her face and studying the color. “Weird. | don’t
know what to do with this information, Fi.”
“Welcome to my world. | know a lot of weird stuff and
don’t know how to process most of it.

Sorry | don’t have more clear intel for you.”

“That’s okay.” Nina stopped obsessing over her hair
and looked at me. “It's for the best. Like |

said, I'd feel like a snoop, like I'd read his diary or
something, if you could tell me something

more precise. | just... you want to hear something
really weird?”

“Weirder than what | just told you?”

Her eyes widened and she bobbed her head up and
down. “It changed while we were fucking in

the shower just now. My hair, | mean.”

“What?” | looked at the baby, who’d been placidly,
silently relaxing on my knee while Nina and |

were chatting. A rather senseless maternal impulse
had me wanting to cover her ears.



Nina saw me look at the baby and understood. “I
hadn’t planned on changing my hair today. |

was... um, just finishing with Kayden, and suddenly
he got this wild look on his face, and said,

‘holy shit.” He wouldn’t tell me why, just said | should
look in the mirror. He was tripping out,

having watched it turn.”

“When'’s the last time that happened? That your hair
changed without you doing it on purpose?”

“The hologram highlights came through when | was
trying to keep it white. That was a fun

surprise | woke up to one morning. | knew it would
happen, though. I'd gotten bored and knew |
couldn’t hold off a change for much longer. Before
that... itd been years. And I've never had it

happen during...” She cleared her throat, guiltily
glancing at the baby. “In a scenario like that.”
Finally | allowed myself to laugh, snorting, at how
very hilarious it was to listen to Nina painedly
censoring herself. It probably was not actually
necessary around an infant, but | appreciated the
effort anyway.

“I need to take you shopping,” Nina announced for
the second time this week. The first had been

the other night when she gave me a mini makeover,
when she’d looked through everything in my

closet before resorting to finding something of her
own for me to borrow. “That dress you're



wearing is cute, but it doesn’t fit you, babe. Most of
the stuff in your closet is maternity clothes.

Are you keeping those for a reason?”

“Well, | suppose | should keep them, yes. I'm not
planning on getting pregnant again anytime

soon, but | think sometime down the road, we will
have another baby.”

Nina grinned. “Yeah, you probably should. That one
you’ve made already is crazy cute. You and

Alex have some really good-looking genes to pass
on.”

“Stop.”

She giggled.

‘I don’t want to go out shopping, Nina. | don't like
how people watch me in public, now that they

know who | am.”

“That’s fair. That's exactly why online shopping was
iInvented though, babe. Tell you what—I'm

going to go through your closet and sort out the
maternity stuff. We'll box it up or something,

store it away for now. You get on your computer and
start shopping.”

| liked this plan, and I'd just finished feeding Lexi and
getting her down for her afternoon nap, so

| did as my friend instructed.

She’'d been in the closet for just a few minutes when
she popped her head into the doorway and



called out, “Get some new earrings, too. Dangly
ones.” She winked.

| rolled my eyes. “| already have like ten pairs.”
Now Nina stepped fully out of the dressing room.
She was holding a single high heeled shoe in
one hand, having been in the middle of moving stuff
around. “Babe.” She pointed the shoe at me

for emphasis. “Do you know how many pairs of
earrings | own?”

“I dunno... fifty? A hundred?”

She shrugged. “We’ll never know. Too many to
count. Now go order some fun, new shiny things
to show off to your boo, princess.”
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Alexander

Cal had found some anomalies on the drone footage
he was studying this afternoon and was eager

to have me and Kayden review his discoveries. They
were good catches; the places he pinpointed

did look to me like cave mouths that had been
tampered with. We arranged to have more drones



sent back out into the canyon the next day, this time
only to study these particular locations more
closely.

We were just leaving the Gammas in the media
room when | received a text from Fiona. She was
letting me know she’d just received a promising
email response from one of the pack leaders in

the valley. | asked her to come meet me and Kayden
In my study so we could talk more about it,

and she arrived within a few minutes.

“We should invite them here,” Fiona said. “We need
to get to know them in person before we will

really be able to tell if they are trustworthy.”

“That’s a good idea. We can connect them with
Brandon, and have him arrange their travel.”

Fi narrowed her eyes, and | got the feeling she was
about to insist on handling all of that herself.

But after thinking it over a moment, she said, “Okay.
I'll reach out to him tonight. After | respond

to our new friend’s message and extend the
invitation.”

We spent some more time discussing our work—
Fiona’s work with the potential allies, and mine

with the canyon mapping—before | told Kayden we
were due for a break, called for some

refreshments from the kitchen, and took my wife by
the hand and led her around the corner into

the library enclave.



| knew Fiona pretty well by now. | knew that even
though she’d loosened up over the last few

hours, she was still hurting from her visit to the
nursing home. Her grandfather was her only

family outside of me and Lexi, and she used to
derive such joy from spending time with him.

Now she was losing him, and in an exceptionally
painful, gradual way.

My Luna was in need of some loving care and
comfort. And it was my job to provide that for her.

“I want to show you something,” | whispered into
Fiona’s ear before placing a little kiss just

below it.

“Oh?”

“Come here.” | pulled her over toward the bookshelf
to the left of the fireplace, in which a healthy

orange fire was blazing. Fiona eyed me curiously as
we moved. “See that red book right there?” |
pointed; she nodded. “Slide it forward.”

Fiona pulled the hidden lever, an old hardbound
book that came forward only about two inches
before sticking in place. She let go of the book when
she realized it was not coming out. It slipped

back into its spot between two other books on the
tightly packed shelf, and a groaning sound
emanated from the wall as the bookshelf began to
swivel and turn forward into the room.



Fi shot me a “what the hell” look with her eyes, but
said nothing aloud. Just paced backward to

allow the bookshelf to pivot on its hinges, shaking
her head in amazement as cool air floated out

from the dim, stone walled stairwell behind the
hidden door.

| swiftly pulled her right through the opening and
closed the door behind us.

Fiona laughed, breaking into a huge smile that felt to
me like the sun coming out. “This is so

cool,” she said, looking up the dimly lit spiral
staircase. “Where does it go?”

“You'll just have to wait and see.”

We climbed the stairs, Fiona leading, and | grinned
as | heard her whisper, “Oh, my word...”

when she got to the top and caught sight of the view
from the watchtower. “Oh, Alex. This is
breathtaking. The view... it's incredible.”

Fiona moved in a circle all around the perimeter of
the watchtower, which was wrapped with

heavy glass windows that provided a panoramic
view of the entire palace grounds and the forest
beyond. The sun was setting. The sky was lit up in
shades of red and violet tonight, and in this

exact moment it was burning brightly across a cloud-
dabbled sky, the vivid colors just about to

fade out and disappear below the horizon within the
next few minutes.



“Gorgeous,” Fi summarized, completing her walk
around the tower and meeting me back near the
top of the stairs.

“My thoughts exactly.” | looked her up and down.
“Cheesy line,” she said, rolling her eyes. But her
smile betrayed that she liked the compliment,
however cheesy it may have been. She strode over
Into my waiting arms, stood on tip toe and

leaned up for a kiss.

“It's just true,” | mumbled into her mouth. “You look
beautiful tonight. As always.”

She pulled back an inch and grinned up at me,
shaking her head, then let her heels fall back to the
ground. She rested her cheek on my chest and
looped her arms around my middle. “You spoil

me,” she said quietly.

“Not as much as you deserve.”

A smile curled the edges of her lips, enticing me to
Kiss them.

Then I trailed more kisses down her neck and chest
while sinking down to my knees. | came to a

kneel at her feet.Fiona was still wearing the pretty
beige dress she had donned for our lunch date,
and | was glad. She’d taken to wearing pants a lot
more lately, probably in part because of the

recent change in weather but also because she was
excited to fit into them again, now that she was



no longer pregnant. Her curves looked great in
jeans, but dresses were just so much easier to work
with,

| reached under the dress and started sliding my
hands up Fi's silky smooth legs. She inched back
toward the curved stone wall of the tower so she
could lean against it.

“That feels nice...”

“Yeah? How about this?” | pulled her dress up just
enough to duck my head underneath it, and
followed the trail my hands had taken with my
mouth.

“Yes, that’s good too.” A gasp made the last word of
this sentence come out with a hitching

breath, as | took hold of my wife’s little black panties
In my teeth and began to pull them down

her legs. “Mm-hm,” she moaned agreeably once that
task was complete and my lips returned to

her skin.

She started going shaky on her legs when |
earnestly started in on pleasing her with my tongue
and fingers, so | cradled her hips with my hands to
hold her steady. When | felt her thighs start
clenching with quick little spasms, | knew I'd found
the right spot. | kept pulsing my fingers in a

hard, steady rhythm while Fi cried out words of
approval, and | didn’t stop till I'd felt her core



tighten and throb around them, then finally her entire
body slackened with a wave of relaxation.

| ducked back out from under the dress, licking my
lips. Fiona looked down at me with heavylidded
eyes, her mouth ajar as she panted. “l just want you
inside me now,” she whimpered like a

complaint, tugging at my shirt to pull me back up to
my feet.

“Yes, ma’am,” | whispered, rising to stand and giving
Fiona a deep, long kiss...

And then my phone started ringing. | peeled our lips
apart and groaned.“Answer it,” she said

breathily. “I'm sure it's important.”
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