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1 

Willow pushed Chase off and got out from 

under him at the same time. She rolled him onto 
his back to make sure he didn’t fall asleep on his 

face and stop breathing. Sometimes men slept like 

the dead when she finished with them.  
She had been sleeping with Chase for weeks, 

and it was time to call it quits, she was bored, and 

the relationship wasn’t going anywhere, it never 

would. Chase was a good man, but she knew he 
was not her mate. 

She moved slowly getting off the bed trying 

not to disturb him. She walked naked to the 
window and looked out. She could see part of Lake 

Washington from his Seattle condominium, but she 

wasn’t looking at the view. She was trying to gauge 
whether or not she had enough time to take a 

shower before she left. 

It was so overcast it could be closer to dawn 

than she thought. There was no way to tell. She 
glanced at one of the bedside tables looking for his 

phone to tell her the time. The only clock he had in 

the house was in the kitchen. Then she 
remembered the phone was probably on the floor 

in the living room where he dropped his pants.  

She padded into the living room to find her 
purse. She dug out her phone and saw it was just 

after five in the morning. She decided to get 

dressed and go. She was out of time, and there 

was no point in showering only to put on dirty 
clothes afterward. 



 

 

She found her panties near the bedroom 

door and remembered he tossed her bra over by 
the sliding door last night. She picked it up, put it 

on, and gathered her skirt and blouse near the 

couch. She went back into the bedroom to get her 

heels. He always wanted her to wear them to bed. 
She carried them back out into the living room to 

quietly dress. She did all of this by the pre-dawn 

light from the windows. If she turned on a light, he 
might wake up, and it would be easier if he didn’t. 

Willow picked up all of his clothes, took his 

phone out to put it on the charger and threw the 
clothes in the bathroom hamper. She got her 

purse, took her coat off the coat rack and went 

straight out the front door. She pulled a key from 

her purse and locked the door. He would never 
know he hadn’t been alone. 

She had been there many times before. His 

furnishings were elegant with everything made of 
steel and glass. The furniture was all clean lines 

and functional comfort. A decorator had taken the 

bare white walls and turned them into a fashion 
plate of colorful modern art to compliment the 

stark colors of the furniture. Every room in the 

house had the same type of decor.  

She liked it, but there was also something 
cold about the place, it felt more like a museum 

with everything placed just so. She thought of 

making suggestions on how he could make the 
place warmer and more inviting, but even if he 

agreed with her, nothing would change. Once she 

had sex with him, he wouldn’t remember anything 
she said.  



 

 

Willow left the building passing no one that 

early in the morning. It was chilly, and the sun 
would take a few hours to burn off the thick mist 

before shining through in the afternoon. She pulled 

her coat closer to her and walked more quickly to 

the bus stop.  
She could have parked her car near his 

place, but parking in Seattle neighborhoods can 

sometimes be tricky. It was just easier to let him 
drive and for her to take the bus home. The most 

she ever had to wait for the bus was ten minutes. 

She would have to walk a couple of blocks to get 
home, but it was better than having to walk the 

entire way. The bus had only a few passengers 

when it arrived, mostly early morning commuters 

and a couple of homeless people riding to stay 
warm. 

She got to her place and took Chase’s key 

out of her pocket. She opened the drawer of the 
small table she kept next to the front door and 

tossed the silver key inside. It clinked against the 

other keys already covering the entire bottom of 
the drawer.  

She changed her mind, took it out, and left it 

sitting on the table. She would put it back in her 

purse later. She might see him one more time. She 
took a shower and fell naked into bed for a couple 

of hours. It was going to be a day just like any 

other. 
Willow woke and got dressed when the alarm 

went off. She made a cup of coffee and a piece of 

toast before heading to work. She was a real estate 



 

 

assistant for a well-known company that had its 

offices in a tall building in Downtown Seattle.  
She took the elevator up to the 17th floor. 

The company occupied the entire floor. The 

reception desk faced the elevators and took up 

most of the lobby. Her office was on the left, the 
farthest away from the elevator. She had purposely 

requested to be kept away from other people and 

not in the direct sight line of the entrance. As it 
was, anyone attracted to her would knock on her 

door at least once during the day. There wasn’t any 

point in closing her door.  
She got to work and dreaded the next thing 

she had to do, make copies. Not because she hated 

making copies it was because of the tiresome 

routine that played out every morning. She 
anticipated what she knew was likely coming, the 

same conversation she had with Chase every day. 

Some days it would be in front of the copier, other 
days it would be in the hallway or somewhere else 

in the office, but it was almost always exactly the 

same.  
“Willow, would you have dinner with me 

tonight?” Chase asked standing next to her.  

As usual she pretended to be surprised and 

pleased, this time however she had to turn him 
down. 

“I can’t tonight, how about tomorrow?”  

She offered. He grinned. 
“Tomorrow it is,” he said.  

She smiled pleasantly and walked away 

knowing he was watching her. He always watched 
her; most men did, all day long, every day. She 



 

 

often wished it could be different, but it never 

would be. They couldn’t help themselves. It was a 
biological imperative.  

Most men thought she was beautiful enough 

to stop traffic. She was 5’6” with long dark hair to 

the middle of her back. She had smooth, flawless, 
ivory skin, and dark blue eyes. She was in perfect 

proportion all the way around. She was a fashion 

magazine cover come to life. She was also terribly 
lonely. 

Willow was a succubus, a being that fed off 

the things humans secrete during sex. The 
hormones, the sweat, and every labored breath 

nourishes her. The warm liquids released from the 

human body during the height of the act were the 

things that gave her life. Willow lived for the 
moment her human partner reached orgasm, and 

evolution had given her the skills to make sure it 

happened.  
She had had many partners over her 32 

years of life. Nature had also given her a very 

powerful tool, hormones. She could produce them 
at will, and even to a certain degree, direct them at 

someone who piqued her interest. Once she 

released a whiff of her hormones, anyone attracted 

to her would find their inhibitions lowered and the 
urge to mate heightened. All she had to do then 

was smile. 

During and after, her partners would tell her 
all manner of things one would expect to hear in 

the throes of great sex. The one that Willow hated 

the most was, “I need to see you again.” They 



 

 

probably never would and even if they did they 

wouldn’t remember her or what they did. Nature 
made sure sex demons remained a myth to 

humanity. It did so by making them forgettable. 

Whenever a demon and a human have sex, the 

human remembers nothing. 
Sex demons encouraged the urge of 

humanity to mate. Willow was made for sex. When 

she was in heat, she could hear the blood of every 
man within ten feet of her rushing through them 

heading toward the lower half of their bodies. She 

used to say she could make a man get hard at 
twenty paces. People she worked with would laugh 

thinking she was joking, she wasn’t. She had made 

men come in their pants just by blowing them a 

kiss. 

She went to her desk and sighed heavily 

glancing at her computer. She tried to focus on 

work, but couldn’t keep her thoughts from thinking 
about the state of her life. She had been out with 

Chase many times. He was handsome, over six feet 

tall with blue eyes, blond hair, and a charming 
smile.  

He asked her out almost every day, and 

since she needed sex to live, she usually accepted 

his invitation. He was kind, generous, considerate 
and an enthusiastic lover. She could have him 

every night if she wanted. There was just one 

problem. He wouldn’t remember it, ever. None of 
her lovers did. Neither did anyone else. 

Chase’s best friend at work, Roy, always 

slaps him on the back after she accepts. The very 



 

 

next day he asks when Chase is going to grow a 

pair and ask her out. Neither man remembers the 
many times Chase had already done so. She had 

even slept with Roy a few times, but again, since 

no one remembers, it wasn’t a problem.  

One would think the perfect job for a sex 
demon would be in the porn industry. They could 

feed to their heart’s content and just do what came 

naturally. No. If Willow had sex on tape, no one 
would remember it, and the tape would be blank.  

She could have sex at a ball game with the 

entire crowd watching on the big screen, and no 
one would recall anything about it. The people 

watching the game would remember the game and 

nothing else. 

Whenever Willow went out, it was always 
dinner at a fancy restaurant and sex at his place. 

The men she dated took her to expensive 

restaurants and paid with credit cards. She kept 
hoping it would at least leave a digital imprint of 

her activities, sadly, no.  

Every detail of the date was somehow 
overlooked, explained in some other way or 

outright dismissed. Everything associated with the 

sex, all the way back to the point of him asking her 

out becomes a blank, including technology. It was 
difficult for her to be so forgettable, and it had 

been this way since she hit puberty.  

She declined the date with Chase tonight 
because she had an SDA meeting to go to – Sex 

Demons Association. If humans asked, the initials 

stood for Single, Dating, and Available. She had a 



 

 

different name for the SDA. She called it Sex 

Demons tired of being Anonymous. After the 
meeting, she and Shelly were going to go to a 

restaurant for dinner. While sex was their main 

source of food, sex demons ingested and could 

gain some nourishment from food. Occasionally, 
they all enjoyed sitting down, having a meal and 

spending time with one another. 

The SDA meetings were set up for sex 
demons in the area to get together find out any 

news and socialize with one another. Tonight’s 

party was also the once a month BYOH, bring your 
own human. It was the demon version of potluck. 

Willow sat at her desk and remembered the 

first BYOH party she had ever attended here. Her 

mother had told her about them when she was still 
living at home, but Willow hadn’t been to one until 

she moved to Seattle. That night, she arrived with 

someone she met on the street an hour earlier. He 
was tall, good-looking and had a big cock. She 

thought he would make a good addition to the 

party. 
The entire room had cushions and pillows of 

various sizes strewn haphazardly. There were a few 

chairs and tables near the food table to sit and 

relax. Willow only arrived a few minutes after it 
was supposed to start, but already people were 

naked and writhing on the floor, both human and 

demon. 
The man Willow brought with her was 

immediately snagged by another demon and Willow 

watched as he hurriedly undressed for the blond 



 

 

succubus kissing him. There were a few humans 

talking with demons. They were just standing 
around snacking from the table nearby. Willow 

remembered that at the time, she wasn’t 

interested in food. She was hungry for sex.  

There was a muscular blond man lying naked 
on some cushions by himself. From the content 

look on his face, he had been ridden to orgasm at 

least once already. He looked delectable. As soon 
as she neared him, he looked into her eyes and 

groaned. She could see his cock hardening as she 

watched. 
Willow unbuttoned her blouse and stepped 

out of her shoes. He watched her closely and she 

could see the pupils of his eyes dilate. She dropped 

her top on the floor and unhooked her bra, 
dropping it as well. He took a deep appreciative 

breath watching her smooth, sensual movements. 

She unzipped her skirt and let it fall where 
she stood. She slipped her fingers into the sides of 

her panties at the hip and pushed them down her 

legs. She stepped out of the pile of clothing and got 
down on the floor next to him, immediately running 

her hands over his muscular thigh. She leaned over 

and kissed him.  

He took control of the kiss tasting her 
thoroughly. He grasped her arms and drew her 

down on top of him ravishing her lips. He flipped 

them over to get on top of her and Willow allowed 
it. She spread her legs and let him settle his hips 

between her thighs. He slid his lips across her 

cheek. He licked her neck near her earlobe only to 
suck on that choice piece of flesh a moment later. 



 

 

He thrust his hips between her legs and rubbed his 

hardness against her wetness. 
His chest heaved with each breath rubbing 

against her, driving her nipples to hard points. He 

moved down her body until he could fasten his 

mouth to one of the firm nubs while he massaged 
her other breast with his hand. He sucked hard on 

her breast, flicking the nipple with this tongue and 

teeth. He lavished the same attention on the other 
breast after reluctantly letting go of the first. 

He continued to move down her body, his 

hands touching and caressing every inch of her. He 
ran his tongue over her ribs while his hands held 

her hips. He slid further down her body until his 

face hovered over her wet pussy. He looked down 

at her center and licked his lips. 
Willow spread her legs wider and smiled at 

him when he looked at her. It had been a couple of 

days since someone had gone down on her, and 
she wanted him there. He was happy to oblige her.  

He moved further down and took a few 

tentative licks at her clit, then used his fingers to 
hold open her slick petals and then licked and 

sucked at her, devouring her with tongue and 

teeth. Every inch of her sex plundered. 

Willow writhed, the pleasure of him was 
exquisite, but she needed more. He pushed his 

fingers inside her, and she loved it, but still she 

hungered. As if he could read her mind, he moved 
up her body and pushed his cock into her all at 

once. Willow moaned and bent forward and 

grabbed his firm ass. He jerked and then started 



 

 

moving inside her. Willow slapped his left ass 

cheek. 
“Harder, baby.” She gasped. His face was 

sweaty, and she took one of her hands and rubbed 

it over his face. He was pumping out hormones 

almost faster than she could absorb them. She 
could understand why someone brought him.  

He pumped faster, harder, slamming his 

cock into her and Willow loved every inch of him. 
He reached between their bodies and rubbed her 

clit. Willow imploded. She came so hard she was 

gasping for breath. She wanted everything he had 
to give her. She wanted him to come inside her. 

That was the ultimate, the dessert to the feast that 

he was. She moved her hips encouraging him to 

keep plunging his cock into her. She grabbed his 
ass again and stuck her middle finger up his ass, 

and he jerked, immediately filling her with his 

liquid heat.  
He grunted and every time he pulsed, more 

of his hot cum would stream into her. He was like a 

fountain. Willow squeezed her vagina to milk his fat 
dick and still he kept coming. After one last hard 

push, there was a warm surge, and he was done. 

He rolled off her and settled next to her trying to 

catch his breath.  
She remembered lying next to him sated and 

content for the moment. She stood up to get 

something to drink and a very muscular black man 
caught her eye and instantly she was hungry again. 

By the time the night was over, she had been with 

five men. It was a good night to be a succubus, yet 
even then she knew something was missing. 



 

 

While she liked the BYOH parties, she liked 

when they just got together to talk too. The 
meetings allowed her to be herself.  

When she was around full-blooded humans, 

she always had to watch what she said and how 

she acted after she slept with them.  
Every time she went to Chase’s apartment, 

she behaved as if it was the first time she had been 

there even though she knew the layout of his place 
as well as her own. She pretended she didn’t know 

what he was going to say or how he was likely to 

act. It was like watching a movie over and over 
knowing exactly how it would end. It was like that 

with every human she had ever been with, and it 

would continue to be that way for the rest of her 

life. The only exception was if the human was her 
mate. Mates always remembered. 

Another rule she had to live by as a 

succubus was that she had to be conscious of the 
sunrise. If she brought a man to her place and he 

fell asleep, she needed to wake him up and send 

him on his way before dawn. If she was at their 
place and they fell asleep, she had to leave them 

before dawn.  

Willow learned the hard way a long time 

ago; it was better to follow the rules. It tends to 
freak a man out to find a woman in his bed with no 

memory of how she got there. No matter how 

good-looking she is. 
Before she let Chase take her home, she 

needed a key to his place. He wouldn’t remember 

her being there, and she needed to make sure his 



 

 

home was secure when she left. She couldn’t leave 

him with an unlocked door while he slept, it would 
leave him vulnerable to unsavory characters 

looking for an opportunity.  

She also couldn’t have him wondering how 

the door became unlocked when he would have 
remembered locking it once he was inside. She did 

this with all the men she took to bed. All sex 

demons did. It was a necessity.  
Before she slept with Chase the first time, 

she got his key off his keychain at the office. She 

did it by rubbing up against him and picking his 
pocket at the same time. She took a picture of the 

key next to her house key and emailed it to a 

demon key maker. A courier delivered a copy a 

Chase’s key to her the same day. She found 
another reason to get close to him and put the 

keys back in his pocket.  

She hadn’t accumulated as many keys as 
other demons. Most of her sexual encounters were 

in the backseat of cars, or alleyways, or even in 

bars while others watched. She decided to make 
use of the demon key services when she grew tired 

of the felt burns on her ass from the pool tables. 

Willow finished out the rest of the day, 

smiled at Chase on her way out, and rode the 
elevator down to the garage. She got into her 

midnight blue Lexus and drove away. The weather 

was supposed to clear up, but it hadn’t. It was still 
overcast. 

She left her office and threaded her way 

through the heart of downtown to get to the on-



 

 

ramp for Highway 5 going south. She drove to a 

small, nondescript building in Kent.  
The traffic was slow going as usual at this 

hour. She turned up the radio and let her mind 

wander as she crawled along with every other car 

on the road. She was happy with her life for the 
most part. She lived her life going from one partner 

to another, but she dreamed of having the kind of 

life her parents had.  
They had found their mates. Her mother was 

a sex demon like her, and her father was human. 

“Willow,” her mom said, “there are a couple 
of things you need to know about being mated. 

Your dad is human, but he will be live as long as I 

do. If I die before him, he could live longer without 

me if he wanted. If he dies before me, I could live 
longer as well, but I probably won’t.” Her mother 

had stopped talking, unable to continue.  

Willow’s father spoke. 
“What your mother is trying to say is that 

mating is for life, and when one of the partners is 

no longer alive, the other usually follows soon 
after. Mating with your mother and having you has 

been the greatest joy of my life. I cherish every 

moment I have with both of you.”  

Willow loved her parents so much it hurt to 
think that one day she would lose them. Her father 

continued to explain. Her mother was still too 

overcome with emotion. 
“You’re an adult now and, if it happens, we 

hope you understand we aren’t leaving you 

because we don’t love you. It’s just that we love 



 

 

each other too much to live without one another.” 

Willow’s mom nodded, wiping tears from her eyes. 

Willow smiled remembering their visit, and it 

reminded her that finding her mate was possible 

despite the odds. She envied them. She wanted 

the kind of love they had, the kind that lasts 
forever. 

They encouraged her whenever she 

expressed frustration at not being able to find a 
mate. They kept telling her not to lose faith, one 

day she would meet him. She wasn’t as confident 

in that belief as they were. In the meantime, she 
had good friends and the SDA meetings. 
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Detective Greg Stewart hung up his phone 

and cursed. Women were beautiful and amazing, 
and he didn’t know how he was going to do it, but 

he was done with every last one of them. He broke 

up with his last girlfriend a few weeks ago, and she 
was still calling to ask him to do things for her. It 

was insane.  

His best friend and partner, Shane McCann 

had told him to get rid of her as soon as he met 
her. Greg didn’t listen. Six months later, after all 

the crying, yelling, cheating, and manipulation, he 

was finally done.  
He had enough self-respect left not to let his 

ex-girlfriend treat him like a doormat. At first, he 

told himself the sex he was getting in exchange for 
all the favors she was asking of him was worth it. 

Then he realized he didn’t want to be a friend with 

benefits. He was looking for the real thing. He was 

man enough to admit he was lonely, but casual sex 
just wasn’t his thing.  

He was going to do himself a favor and take 

some time to figure out what he had done wrong. 
He kept choosing the wrong women, and he 

needed to keep his hormones on a tight leash long 

enough for his brain to work it out. He was going to 
throw himself into work and pray the answer would 

come to him soon, or a pretty face with a nice ass 

would have him on his knees again. 

He was following a couple of cases he heard 
about from other jurisdictions. They made him 

curious. There had been attacks all around the 



 

 

Seattle-Tacoma area in the last few days. Not that 

crime was unusual in the area, but what made the 
cases interesting were the victims. They seemed to 

be random, but Greg had a feeling there was a 

connection. There was no proof of that so far, but 

he always relied on his gut instinct. It was never 
wrong. 

It was because of those feelings that Greg 

became a police officer. He went to support his 
sister one afternoon. She got a speeding ticket and 

went to fight it. She lost and had to pay a fine, but 

when Greg met the officer who gave his sister the 
ticket, something in his gut told him being an 

officer would be his future.  

Greg’s father would have been surprised 

with his career choice. He was expected to take 
over the family business, and he intended to, but 

he thought he would have more time before that 

happened. His parents died in a car accident, and 
he had no more time.  

He walked into his father’s office two weeks 

after the funerals and realized he couldn’t do it. He 
couldn’t even sit in his father’s chair without 

breaking down. He applied and was accepted into 

the police academy instead.  

His sister was now president of the 
company. The company base was in Seattle, but 

she worked from and lived in Portland. Her 

husband’s family was there, and she wanted her 
kids to spend time with the grandparents they had. 

Their parent’s accident was ruled suspicious, 

but there was nothing to follow up on and the case 
grew cold. When Greg became a cop, he tried to 



 

 

find out what happened. He perused the case every 

few months. The old files just weren’t talking to 
him.  

His sister told him she wanted him to come 

visit her in Portland. Greg smiled thinking about his 

family. He was a lucky man, but he knew in his 
heart, he was hoping for a family of his own. He 

needed to be alone for a bit to try to get his life 

together and figure out what was next for him. 
What he knew for sure was that the next woman 

he chose was going to be one he might be able to 

stay with forever. 

He sighed and ran his hand through his dark 

hair. He had just cleared the pressing cases he had 

been working on, and while there were always 

more cases, for the moment, he could take a 
breath.  

He also needed to get to the firing range to 

practice. Shane was giving him crap about not 
being able to shoot for shit. Shane could put a 

bullet hole in a leaf on a tree at 50 feet with a 

cross wind blowing.  
Greg was going to tell him his dark brown 

hair needed a trim, but he didn’t bother. Shane’s 

green eyes would darken, and his sharp tongue 

would tell Greg to go to hell. Shane didn’t like 
people telling him what he should and shouldn’t do, 

not even Greg.  

Currently, Shane wasn’t at his best, but soon 
he would be back in fighting form. He was getting 

stronger every day. He had been shot during an 

investigation three months ago. He was sent to 



 

 

interview someone on a stolen car case, but his 

timing wasn’t good. He interrupted a drug deal. 
Greg was glad the drug dealer was a crappy shot. 

Shane put down his shooter with a single bullet 

before succumbing to his injury. 

He was back on the job, but he was forced to 
be a desk jockey for at least the next six months 

while he did physical therapy. He could be out 

doing interviews, but if there was a chance there 
might be a confrontation, the captain said to 

consider himself benched. 

Greg wanted to go to the firing range, but he 
went home instead and cleaned his apartment. 

Being a bachelor who spent most of his time away 

from home meant his living space often looked like 

a hurricane blew through. He stopped cleaning 
when Shane called. They had been assigned a new 

case, a car accident. It was a weird one. Just the 

kind of thing Greg would find interesting. 
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Willow pulled up to a single story building 

and got out. The building was as gray as the sky 
overhead. It was autumn, and it had started the 

long stretch of rain that happens at this time of 

year.  
She ignored the fat drops falling from the 

sky. She didn’t bother with an umbrella. She 

wouldn’t get sick. Sex demons never did. She 

didn’t worry about what she looked like either, 
even soaking wet; she was gorgeous. Succubi were 

considered beautiful under any circumstances. It 

was survival at its finest.  
She adjusted her skirt and walked into the 

building. She strolled down a short hallway then 

walked into a large room containing a circle of 
about thirty folding chairs in the middle. The walls 

were painted beige with no decorations on the wall. 

It was a nondescript multifunction room able to 

take on a theme at a moment’s notice. Off to one 
side, there were two long tables laid out with 

different dishes, desserts, and drinks. Willow 

glanced away from it to look for her friend Shelly. 
Shelly was sitting in her usual seat on the 

left side of the room. Today she was dressed in a 

blood red skirt and blazer set with a black satin 
blouse and three-inch black pumps. Her strawberry 

blond hair was pulled back in a sleek chignon. Her 

cherry red lips curved into a smile and her blue 

eyes sparkled when she spied Willow. 
“Hi Sunshine,” Shelly said when Willow sat 

down next to her.  



 

 

“Hey,” Willow replied. 

“How’s it going?” 
“It’s going the same way it always does,” 

Willow said.  

She met Shelly at the first SDA meeting she 

attended, and they had been friends ever since. 
Shelly helped her find her place and get a job. 

When Willow decided to go to the meetings on a 

regular basis, Shelly went in support. 
“I will go with you Will,” Shelly conceded, 

“but I happen to like being anonymous. It’s thrilling 

when you see someone every day and regardless 
of how they act towards you, you know their most 

private preferences. It’s exciting to know the prim 

man you ride the elevator with, who speaks to 

everyone in a brusque ‘don’t bother me’ voice, has 
a secret. He loves to have his ass spanked with a 

wooden paddle. We get to know all the sexy 

secrets people hide from others. Besides, you know 
as well as I do that sex demons who ‘expose’ 

themselves,” she grinned, “are severely punished. 

Unless I find my mate, there is no need for anyone 
to know who, or what, I am. The world, as they 

say, is my oyster.” Willow sighed and shook her 

head. Shelly was ever the optimist. 

“Let me guess, you slept with Chase last 
night and then he asked you out again today?” 

“Yes,” Willow answered forlornly. 

“Cheer up sweetie. At least you have a 
regular source of food. I have to go trolling almost 

every day.” 

“Maybe I should start trolling. It’s getting 
harder to be with Chase.” 



 

 

“Why, is he boring you in the sack already?” 

“Every time I sleep with him, he acts like it’s 
the first time.” 

“For him it is.” 

“I know. I hate that,” Willow complained. 

Shelly was gentle when she spoke. 
“That’s just the way things are for us.”  

“Don’t you ever get tired of it?” 

“Sometimes, but there’s nothing we can do 
to change it. If you keep thinking about it, you’re 

going to make yourself crazy. Until, or unless we 

find our mates, the way our lives are right now is 
all it's ever going to be.”  

Shelly was right. It was what it was.  

A tall man cleared his throat to bring the 

room to attention. While Willow and Shelly had 
been talking, the room had filled with people. The 

humans gathered mostly near the food table. 

Anyone walking into the room right then 
would have thought it was a meeting only for 

beautiful people. Tall, muscular men with chiseled 

features stood next to stunning women, from tall 
and statuesque to petite and curvaceous. Every 

single one of them was a sex demon. 

Shelly and Willow walked over to talk to 

Keely, a sultry redhead with killer curves and 
flashing green eyes. She attended the meetings 

regularly as well. Keely said her job made her even 

more anonymous because no one even wanted to 
know her name. She was okay with it most of the 

time, but she thought it might be nice if 



 

 

occasionally a man remembered her as more than 

the “red head with the nice ass.” 
Keely was one of Willow’s best friends even 

though the two women couldn’t be more different. 

Keely was blunt almost to the point of being 

abrasive. She didn’t care what people thought and 
always made it a point to say so when she thought 

someone was sticking their nose where it ought not 

to be. 
Despite her attitude, Keely never lacked for 

friends. Everyone who could stand Keely knew once 

she considered you to be a friend, there was 
nothing she wouldn’t do for you. Willow thought 

everyone should have at least one friend like her, a 

person who will tell you the truth, even if you didn’t 

want to hear it. Keely was never cruel, but she 
didn’t hold back either. 

Keely was a stripper, correction, exotic 

dancer, and she was raking in the dough. Keely 
started coming to the meetings in support of 

Willow. Keely would never admit to it, but after 

listening to her talk, Willow thought she might be 
feeling the same kind of loneliness the others 

confessed to having. Keely probably hadn’t noticed 

until someone put a name to the way she had been 

feeling. 
For the most part, the sex demons who 

attended were dissatisfied with their lives in some 

way. The SDA meetings started as a way to bring 
the community together to talk about their issues. 

One would think perfect looking people didn’t have 

issues, but it wasn’t true. Most of the demons who 
attended were mid-twenties and up. For younger 



 

 

sex demons, they were still enjoying the all-out 

sexcapade. When you figured out you could have 
sex with anyone, anytime, anywhere with no 

consequences whatsoever, every day was one big 

orgy with different partners.  

Willow remembered when she first moved to 
the city. She slept with just about every man within 

a mile of her home. Sometimes she went to clubs 

and would pick up three men at a time and do 
them all before dawn and kick them out. She 

sometimes picked men up, screwed them in her 

car, and then left them standing on the sidewalk. 
She didn’t regret doing those things because 

she never hurt anyone, but it wasn’t fun anymore. 

For those who had already been through the 

perpetual orgy stage, there was a sense of longing 
for something more. Eventually, everyone Willow 

knew had been there, done that, and now attended 

the meetings to try to figure out what’s next. 
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Willow recognized the man calling for 

everyone’s attention. Todd Kreski was a well-liked 
leader of the SDA meetings in the area. He was a 

few inches over 6 feet tall with short dark blond 

hair, light brown eyes, chiseled features, and broad 
shoulders. He had a lean, muscular frame with a 

deep, pleasant voice. Most women didn’t stand a 

chance when he turned his attention on them. He 

was a gentleman with a ready smile. 
“Welcome everyone. Please take a seat.” 

Todd said, “A friend of mine, Henry, is here 

tonight.” Todd gestured to a handsome man with 
dark hair and blue eyes seated next to him. Willow 

had never seen him before. He had kind eyes. 

“He's got a problem and he’s hoping we can give 
him some advice. He’s here to tell us about finding 

his mate.”  

The whole room gasped.  

He had found the only human who would 
remember having sex with him. This person would 

be his mate for life. Henry stood and shook Todd’s 

hand. He turned back to the group and smiled.  
“I did find her,” Henry said standing up and 

beaming. “I have been working my way through 

the women at the modeling agency I work for when 
I saw her. She got hired a couple of days ago to be 

my boss' assistant. I didn’t know what she would 

be to me. I mean how could I? She was bringing 

something to me, and her hand brushed mine. Let 
me tell you guys, instant hard-on. She’s not a 



 

 

model, but she is the most beautiful thing I have 

ever seen. She touches me and my skin tingles.” 
The crowd was breathless each thinking 

what it would be like to have someone who made 

them feel that way. At one time, Willow had hoped 

Chase would be the one for her.  
She remembered lying next to him in the 

dark in the early morning hours, gently stroking his 

hair while he slept. She left him before sunrise 
hoping he would tell her in a few hours he had a 

good time, and he wanted to see her again. She 

remembered seeing him smile at her in the 
morning. She was excited she might have finally 

found her mate. She was crushed when he asked 

her when she was going to agree to go out with 

him.  
Henry was still talking, and Willow focused 

her attention back on him. Maybe she could live 

vicariously for a minute. 
“I knew the moment I touched her she was 

the one,” Henry said, “I never thought it would 

happen to me. I try to behave normally around 
her, but I can’t. Every time I get near her, all I 

want to do is touch her. She must think I’m a 

freak. I keep finding ways to get close to her. That 

was before I even slept with her. Afterward, it was 
even worse. I can’t think of anything else but her. I 

need to find a way to get her to marry me.” Henry 

said. 
“What are you doing here? Shouldn’t you be 

with her?” Someone asked. 

“I would, but I screwed up. I slept with 
someone the day after I slept with her. Right now, 



 

 

my mate thinks I’m a man-whore because of it. 

She also thinks I might have done something illegal 
and immoral. She remembers me and leaving with 

the other woman knowing we were probably going 

to have sex. The woman I left with doesn’t 

remember anything of course. My mate is baffled 
as to how that happened and has concluded that 

the most logical explanation is that I must have 

slipped my date a roofie. She thinks I might have 
assaulted the other woman, and she’s just too 

traumatized to remember.” The audience groaned 

in sympathy.  
“What are you going to do?” Someone 

asked. 

“I don’t know. I was hoping for a 

suggestion.” Henry looked around the room as did 
others wondering if anyone could help. 

“You could ask Marissa.” Someone 

suggested. 
Marissa Davis was a respected leader in the 

area. She sometimes attended the SDA meetings. 

There were only a few meetings in a few places. 
Some found it hard to attend because of their 

schedules and sometimes the meetings had so 

many attendees there wasn’t enough room. 

Because of her there were meetings every night of 
the week all over the Puget Sound area. 

“I tried calling her, but she hasn’t returned 

my call yet. Anyone?” Henry pleaded.  
A woman seated near Willow raised her 

hand. Todd recognized her, and all heads turned 

towards her. 



 

 

“Try talking to her again. If she is your 

mate, she won’t be able to stay away from you for 
long. It’s only a matter of time.”  

“I tried, but she’s mad at me right now. She 

can’t even stand to be in the same room with me. 

I’m afraid she will reject me despite her attraction 
for me. If that happens, I’m done. I barely know 

her, but I already crave her. If she rejects me, I 

won’t survive it. I haven’t fed in two days.”  
The room got very quiet.  

A demon can only go three days before their 

survival instinct took over. On the fourth day, they 
ended up sleeping with anyone who had even the 

slightest attraction for them. If they still managed 

not to feed, on day seven they would die. It was a 

quick, but painful death.  
Most demons feed every day or several 

times during the day if they need to skip days for 

whatever reason. Going more than two days is 
something most demons avoided. 

No one else had suggestions for him, and 

Henry sat down despondently. He sat through the 
rest of the meeting quietly. 

The meeting went on as normal, everyone 

sharing their stories of having great sex that no 

one remembers but them. Willow didn’t feel like 
talking, she had already told the group about 

Chase. People had looked at her with 

understanding as she related how she had the 
same conversation over and over with Chase. 

Todd ended the meeting reminding them 

they were part of the underworld of beings that 
lived with and loved humans. He reminded them to 



 

 

be kind to the humans they fed on as those 

humans could turn out to be their mates. 
Most of the demons moved to the table of 

snacks where most of the humans stood. It didn’t 

take long before everyone was stripping. BYOH was 

optional, and Willow didn’t bring anyone with her 
this time. If she had, she knew she wouldn’t have 

to worry about them. If she wanted to leave early 

without him, she could.  
Todd always made it a point to make sure 

every human invited got home safely. Willow and 

Shelly decided to pass on the skin buffet and keep 
to their original plan. Shelly didn’t bring anyone 

either, but she did stop to get a kiss from a man 

with blond hair before they left. She said she 

needed one for the road. 
They gathered their belongings and headed 

out the front door. Keely had something to do 

before work. If not, she would have stayed. Keely 
never missed out on the human sex buffet. They 

hugged each other goodbye in the parking lot. 

Willow and Shelly made plans to meet at a place 
just up the street. Someone stopped Shelly to ask 

a real estate question. Willow left saying she would 

meet her at the restaurant. 

Willow’s thoughts wandered as she drove up 
the street. What would it be like to meet her mate? 

She tried to imagine it and couldn’t. Most demons 

believed that once you found your mate, and then 
had sex with someone else, it wouldn’t be the 

same. You would still be hungry. Once you had the 

four-course meal that was sex with your one and 
only, sex with everyone else was just a snack. It 



 

 

seemed once you found them, no one else would 

do. If you tried to sleep with someone else after 
your mate, you could also get sick, but Willow had 

never met someone who had experienced that. 

Willow noticed that all of her closest friends 

were at different places about having a mate. 
Shelly and Keely have always maintained they 

were happy being able to jump from partner to 

partner on a whim. Willow and their friend Darryl 
were looking for mates. Darryl didn’t usually attend 

the meetings anymore. He said he found them too 

depressing. He didn’t want to hear about a demon 
meeting someone they thought was terrific and 

being disappointed, again. 

Another friend, Megan was at the hardest 

point in her life. She wasn’t looking for anything 
right now. Megan had found her mate only to lose 

him a few months later in a motorcycle accident. 

Since then, she had been a shadow of herself and 
no one knew how to help her. Others feared she 

might take her life. Willow couldn’t begin to 

understand what Megan was feeling. Willow wasn’t 
sure she would be able to survive if she were in 

Megan’s shoes. 

Willow pulled up to the restaurant and got 

out. She peeked in the window and then went back 
to her car to wait. She did her best never to eat 

alone. Men would approach her constantly, and she 

wouldn’t get a chance to eat.  
Sex demons didn’t need to eat, in fact, they 

could completely live off sex, but to do that, Willow 

would have to have a lot of sex. She didn’t want to 



 

 

live that way anymore. She was bored with having 

different partners all day long. She wanted to do 
other things with her time, and she enjoyed eating 

food. 

At one point, she considered becoming a 

stripper like Keely. The hormones of the male 
patrons flooded those places. It was so thick she 

could practically drink them just standing in the 

room. She eventually dismissed the idea. She 
didn’t want to have to sleep with a drunk when she 

needed to get off. She might be a sex demon, but 

she did have some standards. Keely loved being a 
stripper. She said it was exciting to know she could 

pick a man in the audience, any man, and leave 

with him five minutes after she left the stage. 

Willow wasn’t sure it was her idea of a good 
time, but she could see Keely’s point. Sex demons 

needed sex to live. It wasn’t an option. Willow 

supposed it was like having a buffet to choose from 
versus having only one thing on the menu. 

Thinking of a menu made her stomach growl. 

She looked at her watch. Shelly seemed to 
be taking a long time to get there. Willow changed 

her mind, got out of her car and went to get a 

table. She looked around, and sure enough every 

man in the room had his eyes on her. She was 
pleased to note there was one exception. There 

was a couple sitting in a booth across the room. 

The man was leaning forward and listening intently 
to whatever the woman was saying. 

He’s in love with her. Willow thought, and 

she was happy for them. When a man listened to 
what a woman was saying, he was in love. Willow 



 

 

hoped to have that one day. In the meantime, she 

was hungry.  
After ten minutes, she was starting to worry 

about Shelly. She couldn’t figure out what was 

taking so long. It was only a five-minute drive to 

the restaurant. It was possible Shelly met someone 
on the way and taken them home. She had done it 

before. Though, if that were the case, Shelly would 

have called. Willow pulled out her phone and dialed 
Shelly’s number. 

“Hello?” a male voice answered.  

Willow didn’t think anything of it.  
“May I speak to Shelly, please?” 

“I’m sorry she’s not available, who is this?” 

“This is her friend Willow, who’s this?” 

“I’m Detective Stewart with the Kent Police 
Department.  

“Police? Shelly is supposed to meet me.” 

“Where is she supposed to meet you?” 
“The Range Restaurant, where is Shelly?” 

“Would it be possible for you to meet with 

me, right now? 
“Um, sure, but I don’t understand.” 

“What’s your last name, Willow?” 

“It’s Harris. What’s going on?” Willow asked. 

“There’s been an accident. Ms. Graham is 
being taken to Raven Hill Medical Center.” 
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Greg asked Shelly Graham’s friend Willow to 

meet him at the site. He needed to find out as 
much about the victim as he could and more 

importantly, who might want to hurt her. From 

what they could determine so far, the accident 
wasn’t an accident. It looked intentional, but what 

Greg didn’t know was whether or not the driver 

who rammed Shelly’s car intended to hit a random 

car at that intersection or if they were specifically 
waiting for Shelly. 

He looked at the other car. It was an older 

model made from solid steel. It was a tank. Aside 
from the crushed front end, the car was perfectly 

fine. The other driver had chosen the collision car 

well. They managed to get out of the car right 
before it hit and then took off. No one knew where 

the other driver had gone. It was a confusing 

situation, but Greg was going to get to the bottom 

of it. 
He was glad Shelly’s phone rang. Normally 

he wouldn’t have answered it. He hadn’t even 

known it was in the car until he heard it ringing 
under the passenger’s side seat.  

Greg was hoping he could learn a lot from 

the woman he talked to on the phone. He knew 
where Shelly was going. He needed to find out 

where she had been. According to her license, she 

lived and worked in Bellevue. Why was she in 

Kent? 
As soon as he was done taking a good look 

at the scene, he would leave it to the techs and 



 

 

start talking to witnesses. A couple of uniformed 

officers had already spoken to anyone standing 
around, and there had been a couple of calls from 

passing motorists. They would interview them all 

eventually. He had to get a better picture of what 

happened. Shelly’s injuries were bad, and he 
wondered again if she was going to make it. He 

would do his best to find answers for her and her 

family. 
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Willow left the restaurant and drove back 

down 68th Avenue heading South. The traffic was 
terrible. She crawled towards the intersection. She 

could see the flashing lights up ahead. There was 

no way she could turn at the intersection. The 
police were directing the traffic to go straight. She 

decided to make a left turn into the parking lot of a 

nearby business before reaching the intersection. 

She could park there and walk the rest of the way. 
She took her time walking over noticing that 

they had already put up a few bright work lights. 

She was trying to pay attention to her breathing 
and not panic. It was sinking in that Shelly could 

be seriously hurt. As she got closer, she noticed 

the details of the accident. It looked like Shelly had 
been crossing the intersection when her car was t-

boned on the passenger side.  

She felt cold creep up her spine when she 

saw all the blood on the driver’s side. The window 
was broken. There was a bloody jagged piece left 

of it in the door; the rest were pink glitter on the 

ground. There was a lot of blood. Was Shelly still 
alive? 

There was a police officer wearing a 

reflective vest, she told him her name and asked 
for Detective Stewart. He pointed at an officer 

standing near the car that hit Shelly. The officer 

called out to the detective to get his attention. 

The first glimpse Willow had of Greg was his 
bottom. He bent over scrutinizing something and 

he straightened up when he heard his name called. 



 

 

Willow noted he was tall, a few inches over six feet 

and broad shouldered. She couldn’t see the color of 
his hair due to the hat he was wearing, but she 

couldn’t help noticing his golden hazel eyes 

reflected in the bright work lights. She noticed 

thick dark brows and angular features when he 
turned towards her.  

When their eyes met, she felt her heart skip. 

He was handsome, and her skin tingled when he 
gave her a little smile. She couldn’t stop herself 

from thinking that with his strong body, any time 

he spent in her bed would be immensely enjoyable. 
She stopped herself from biting her lip; it was a 

nervous habit. She had to force herself not to do it 

when she was trying to help men focus. It was a 

habit that never failed to make them nearly stop 
breathing.  

If he saw it, he wouldn’t remember what he 

was doing, and within five minutes, she would 
probably be flat on the ground with him on top of 

her in the middle of the road. She could just 

imagine him working to get her skirt up and her 
panties down. Strangely enough, the thought didn’t 

bother her as much as it should right now.  

Then she remembered where she was and 

what had happened. She needed to focus and find 
out what he knew. He was supposed to be 

investigating what happened to her friend. If she 

confused him with sex, she wouldn’t learn 
anything. She was sure other demons would want 

to know what happened as soon as possible. 

She smiled at him and waited until he was 
done. The other men standing around him were 



 

 

staring as well. She reminded herself her friend 

could be dead, now was not the time to screw 
around although she knew Shelly would completely 

disagree. Shelly thought anytime was a good time, 

but Willow needed to find out what she could first. 

“Miss Harris?” Detective Stewart said. 
“Thanks for coming. Could you please wait over 

there? I will be right with you.”  

He gestured at an area of the sidewalk to 
her right. 

“Sure.”  

She walked over to get out of the way of 
other men who moved toward the vehicles. Once 

she got there, she turned facing his direction to 

wait for him. He was leaning over to talk to an 

older man wearing a white jumpsuit and gloves. 
She noticed how Detective Stewart’s pants clung 

nicely to his beefy behind. She liked the view. 

Another man wearing a white jumpsuit was 
walking near her at the time, and he suddenly 

turned towards her as if she was a beacon in a 

storm and walked straight to her. Oops, she 
thought. I’m leaking hormones like a teenager. 

Hormones made sex demons irresistible. 

There was also a major plus to having sex with a 

sex demon; the sex left humans in a happy state, 
which meant they had no regrets. When asked by 

someone why they were so happy, they couldn’t 

explain it.  
In essence, Mother Nature had allowed 

humans to have completely guilt-free sex. The 

demons couldn’t get humans pregnant and vice 
versa unless they were mated. Demons didn’t catch 



 

 

or carry diseases of any kind. Sex demons were 

able to orgy at will, anytime, anyplace with 
anyone.  

Willow could direct who would receive the 

brunt of the hormones she released. If anyone 

nearby found the demon attractive, the scent 
would encourage them to approach. When 

unlimited sex was still a novelty for her, she was 

ashamed to admit she used it to control men. She 
had often used it to get a guy to masturbate in 

front of her in public places just for fun. Back then 

she thought no harm, no foul.  
She had also used it to teach someone a 

lesson once. She was in a club and met a man who 

grabbed her arm and told her she was going home 

with him. She yanked her arm back and walked 
away. He grabbed her again and whispered harshly 

to her, “Bitches don’t walk away from me.” 

She bombarded him with so much of the 
scent of her hormones he nearly passed out. She 

ordered him get on his knees, pull out his cock and 

start stroking himself in front of everyone. The 
bouncer threw him out still stroking. He came on 

the sidewalk over the shoes of a police officer and 

got arrested for indecent exposure.  

At the time, she smiled to herself thinking 
about how he would wake up in jail the next 

morning and wonder how he got there. No one 

would be able to tell him. She realized then that 
she had more power to control humans then she 

thought and to do things like that was just cruel. 

Since then, she did her best to control herself. No 
matter how much some might deserve it. 



 

 

“Charlie!” Detective Stewart shouted. 

“Huh?” The man said stopping right in front 
of her looking dazed. “Did you say something, 

Honey?” 

“No,” Willow answered. 

“Charlie, I called you to help him, not to talk 
to the witness.” Stewart scolded. 

“Oh, uh, sorry,” The man mumbled red 

faced. Willow just smiled pleasantly and did her 
best to keep her hormones to herself. 

She watched the Detective talk to the men in 

the white jumpsuits with CSI printed on the back. 
She was fascinated by the science of it like most 

people were, but she was anxious to hear about 

Shelly. 

“Detective Stewart?” she called. 
“Yes?” He said turning slightly towards her. 

“I know you’re busy, if you want to do this 

another time, I can give you my number. You can 
contact me whenever it’s convenient. I need to get 

to the hospital and find out how Shelly is doing. I’m 

sure you understand.” She said.  
He took a deep breath and walked over to 

speak to her. She gave him her number and 

thanked him before walking back to her car.  

Her cell phone rang as soon as she was in 
the car. It was Todd, the SDA group leader.  

“Willow, thank God. I thought you and Shelly 

were going to have dinner at the Range. It took me 
some time to get there because I had to drive 



 

 

around an accident on 228th. When I got to the 

restaurant, you weren’t there. I was concerned.” 
“Something did happen. The accident you 

passed, Shelly was in it.” 

“Is she all right?” 

“I don’t know. They said she was alive when 
they took her to Raven Hill. I’m on my way there 

now.” 

“Ok, before you hang up. I need to tell you 
we have received threats. Somehow there are 

humans who know about us. They are determined 

to see us wiped out.” 
“How is that possible?” 

“I don’t know. Marissa called me right after 

the meeting, and I have been trying to call 

everyone to warn them. Please be careful.”  
“I will.” 

“I need to try to reach a few more people, 

but I will see you at the hospital,” Todd said. 
Willow hung up wondering if Shelly’s accident had 

something to do with what Todd just said. 

She left the parking lot and swung around to 
get on the 167 heading north. Ten minutes later, 

she took the off ramp for the hospital wondering 

what was going to happen next. 

  



 

 

7 

Greg couldn’t believe his eyes. He had never 

seen a woman so perfect looking. He could easily 
see himself running his hands through all that long 

dark silky hair and staring into those blue, blue 

eyes of hers. She was on the thin side, but he 
couldn’t deny he admired her killer curves. It would 

be his pleasure to feed her, by hand, every time 

she was hungry. He would be more than happy to 

appease every hunger she had. 
She was wearing a snug-fitting skirt. It 

emphasized her waist and round hips. He started to 

fantasize about being able to hold onto those hips 
while he pounded into her from behind. He shook 

his head to clear the thought. Damn, she was 

beautiful. Her eyes were practically glowing in the 
light. He found them magnetic, and he would 

dream about her perfect ruby lips for days.  

Then he remembered he was supposed to be 

a professional. It was not in his best interest or 
even vaguely helpful to the case to act like a tool. 

The promise he made to himself crossed his mind 

and reminded him again why he was not going to 
fall for another pretty face. He took a deep breath 

and prepared himself mentally to go over and talk 

to her. He needed to get some important questions 
answered. His lack of ability to get it together was 

keeping her from getting to see her friend.  

He glanced over at her again trying to 

muster up the courage to talk to her. He felt like an 
awkward teenager. It was ridiculous. It was raining 

again, and she wasn’t carrying an umbrella. Her 



 

 

light colored blouse was starting to cling to her in 

all the right places, and he groaned. He reminded 
himself yet again he had a job to do.  

Greg almost had a grip on himself then he 

looked at Willow again. She had caught a chill, and 

he could see her nipples through her blouse. He 
would have to make her wait a little bit longer. The 

front of his pants had become uncomfortably tight. 

He didn’t want her to leave, but her friend 
could be dead or dying. He had seen Shelly right 

before the ambulance took her, and he hoped she 

was in better condition than she looked. He was 
making her wait because he couldn’t control his 

raging hard on. The shame of it killed his erection, 

and he walked over to her. 

“I’m sorry to keep you waiting, Ms. Harris.”  
“Please just call me Willow and it’s not a 

problem. I’m just worried about Shelly. Can you 

tell me anything?” 
“She was alive when the ambulance pulled 

away,” Greg said in a flat informational tone as if 

telling her what time it was. He was doing his best 
not to upset her. She wouldn’t be much use to him 

if he made her cry. 

“Thank you. That makes me feel a little 

better. What did you want to ask me?”  
“Do you know where Ms. Graham was before 

she was going to meet you for dinner?” 

“Sure, we were at a meeting.” 
“Where was the meeting held?” 

“Just down the street a couple of blocks from 

here,” Willow answered. 
“What was the meeting about?” 



 

 

“Uh, well it’s more a get together for friends 

than an actual meeting. It’s a support group of 
sorts.” He thought her answer was a bit vague, and 

he would pin her down later, but first he needed to 

establish a timeline. 

“I see. What time did the meeting get over?” 
“About an hour ago.” 

He asked her a few more questions then 

took down her name and phone number. He said 
he would call her again within the next couple of 

days with more questions, but he didn’t want to 

keep her any longer. 
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Willow went to the emergency room to find 

out how Shelly was doing. She had parked her car 
and walked across the main lobby of the hospital to 

get to the ER. The waiting room was large with 

pale cream colored walls decorated with pastel 
watercolor paintings. The chairs were functional as 

well as comfortable.  

There was a long service counter on the 

right side of the room as Willow walked in the door. 
It had been sectioned off to allow for some privacy. 

She stood in a short line waiting her turn. 

A pretty young woman with dark blond hair 
and blue eyes looked at Willow to step forward 

when it was her turn. 

“How can I help you?”  
Willow saw the woman wasn’t wearing a 

uniform, but her name tag said “Karen Nicholson, 

R. N.” 

“A friend of mine was just in an accident and 
the officers told me she was here. I was wondering 

how she was doing.” 

“What is the patient’s name?” 
“Shelly Graham.”  

Karen typed on the keyboard in front of her. 

“Yes, Ms. Graham is currently in the ER,” 
Karen replied.  

Willow wanted to see her; she released a 

little bit of hormone in the hopes Karen found her 

attractive. She knew she probably wouldn’t let her 
back to see Shelly or tell her anything about her 

condition otherwise. 



 

 

“Is it possible to see her?” 

It didn’t work. Since she wasn’t immediate 
family, she couldn’t enter. She would have to wait 

until a male came and then she would find out 

what she wanted to know.  

Willow stood up, thanked Karen for her time 
and went outside to make calls. She got on the 

phone and called Darryl to tell him to contact Todd. 

She didn’t want to relay the news in such a public 
place.  

A tall incubus named Sam walked up to her 

a few minutes later. He hugged her and asked her 
how Shelly was doing.  

“I don’t know, the nurse wouldn’t tell me 

anything,” Willow complained.  

Sam smiled.  
“Leave it to me.” He said. 

They both walked back into the ER waiting 

room together, and all eyes swung their way. All 
the women were focusing on Sam. He is a 

handsome black man with cocoa colored skin and 

light brown eyes. His deep, resonant voice causes 
women to shiver pleasantly. Now there were two 

incredibly good looking people in the room, and 

soon there would be more. 

Within minutes, both Willow and Sam were 
being escorted by Karen Nicholson, R.N. to Shelly’s 

bedside. The doctor and nurse who were with 

Shelly were about to protest, but Willow and Sam 
extended their scent and looks of admiration 

replaced expressions of consternation. The medical 

staff left when Sam made the suggestion.  



 

 

Shelly had cuts, bruises, and bandages 

everywhere. She opened her eyes and winked. 
“Thanks for coming. Before you ask, I feel like 

shit.” Willow laughed. 

“I think she needs help to heal,” Sam said. 

“How are we supposed to do that? You just 
sent out the people who could have helped her a 

minute ago.” Willow asked 

“Just go find somebody.” Sam scolded.  
The plan was for Willow to find a man to 

have sex with Shelly. After the man had ejaculated 

inside her, Shelly would absorb the liquid 
nourishment he provided, and she would begin to 

heal.  

Willow walked beyond the curtain and went 

to find the doctor again. They couldn’t find him, but 
there was an orderly walking by. He was a husky 

man of medium height with chubby cheeks. He 

wasn’t wearing a wedding ring. As far as Willow 
was concerned he had the right equipment, and he 

didn’t seem to be gay. He would do.  

“You’re a big guy aren’t you?” she asked 
smiling.  

Surprise registered on his face until she 

released some hormones, and his eyes glazed 

over. She gently touched his arm. He smiled at her 
and followed her back to the room.  

Willow moved the curtain aside for him and 

closed it behind them. She turned around and saw 
Shelly’s feet up in the air with Sam pumping 

between Shelly’s thighs. He pushed in once more 

and jerked, letting out a soft groan.  



 

 

Willow frowned. Sex demons couldn’t live off 

the sex with each other for very long, both would 
eventually starve to death. There were crucial 

chemicals missing from the mix when going from 

demon to demon. 

“She looked like she was going unconscious. 
Her hormones won’t work if she’s out cold.” Sam 

explained. Shelly’s eyes opened again. 

“Shell, Willow brought you this nice man to 
make you all better. Turn it on, girl.” Sam said 

tucking himself back into his pants.  

Shelly moved her head slightly in a nod and 
Willow could smell the scent that Shelly was giving 

off to attract the man.  

Willow moved out of the way and stopped 

sending him the small pulses of hormones to keep 
him docile while they stood there. The orderly 

jumped slightly when his body registered the 

hormones Shelly released into the room. He walked 
over to her when she beckoned lazily with her 

fingers. 

“I need you to give me all you got big 
daddy,” Shelly whispered. 

“Yes, Ma’am.” The orderly answered politely 

pulling down his scrubs to reveal a nice hunk of 

male hardness. He then stepped into the space 
vacated by Sam and pushed into Shelly with a slow 

but constant pressure. He immediately started an 

age old rhythm that gets all human hearts 
pounding. The hormones in the room ratcheted up 

to the point where even Willow, who had excellent 

control, was breaking out in a light sweat. 



 

 

“I need to leave,” Sam said, “or this two-

some is going to turn into a three-some.”  
Willow hung around for another minute to 

make sure the orderly was doing his intended job 

before turning around to wait outside as well. Just 

because they were sex demons, it didn’t mean they 
didn’t value privacy. 

Megan and Darryl arrived shortly after that, 

and they were staying the rest of the night to be 
with Shelly. They would continue to snag anyone 

else Shelly needed to speed her healing.  

Megan was a slender dark-haired beauty 
with caramel colored skin and brown eyes that 

were so light, at times they looked gold. Before her 

mate’s accident, she was vivacious and bold with 

an adventurous spirit. After the accident, she 
became quiet and reserved. More than a few 

demons expected her to choose death over living 

without her mate, but somehow she was still here. 
Darryl was a tall, broad-shouldered man with 

pale skin, curly brown hair, deep brown eyes with 

long dark eyelashes and full lips. He was prone to 
moodiness, but he was one of the kindest people 

Willow knew. 

Willow was glad to see them. She wasn’t 

sure where Sam had gotten to, but since the nurse 
who let them in seemed to be on an extended 

break, she could guess. Willow decided to go for a 

walk. When she walked away from the room, the 
orderly was gasping out as he came inside Shelly 

for the second time. He was still pumping her as 



 

 

hard as he could. The man had stamina. Shelly 

would be doing better soon. 
The medical staff was competent and with all 

the possible sex partners walking through the halls, 

Shelly would probably be discharged soon. She had 

a lot of injuries, but she was also a demon, it would 
take a lot to kill her. Sex with three or four men 

tonight and Willow thought Shelly would be feeling 

much better by tomorrow.  
By the time Willow decided to take a walk, it 

was after midnight. She was tired and hungry. As 

she walked through the hospital parking lot feeling 
better about Shelly, her thoughts wandered to the 

accident, sexy Detective Stewart, and his beefy 

behind. 

She tried not to think about him. There were 
more important things to worry about at the 

moment. She was relieved Shelly was on the 

mend, and others would be with her overnight. 
Willow thought it was time for her to head home. 

She would check on Shelly one more time, stop off 

somewhere to get dinner, and go home. 
Shelly was sleeping when she returned. Todd 

was there talking to the doctor. Megan and Darryl 

were seated near Shelly’s bed talking softly. Sam 

was MIA still, but the nurse was back at her 
station. She seemed very relaxed. Willow kissed 

Shelly gently on the forehead and left.  

She drove to a fast food place to grab 
something. She could have stopped off at a dance 

club and have easily gotten food to go, but she 

preferred to not have to make nice to get her 
dinner tonight.   
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Greg was tired, uncomfortable, cranky and 

soaking wet. His penis was a steel pole. The reason 
for it was obvious. He had been remembering the 

vision of Willow Harris standing in the rain. It had 

been three hours since he last laid eyes on her, but 
he still couldn’t get his damn cock to obey his 

brain. He couldn’t stop thinking about her. Every 

moment he stood next to her made him feel like a 

drooling idiot. Just the sound of her voice 
practically had him on his knees. It was pathetic.  

He went home. He took off his shoes and 

socks before going in. His socks were soggy. He 
walked straight over to his laundry room to turn on 

the washer. He dumped in some soap and stripped 

where he was. He shivered naked to his room to 
get clothes and went to take a hot shower. He was 

annoyed, even with how cold he was, his dick was 

still hard and swaying back and forth as he walked. 

He knew it was better for him if he let 
someone else interview her. He wasn’t sure he 

could handle being hard for that long. There was 

no doubt in his mind he would be hard every 
minute she was near him. He had no damn control.  

He forced this mind back to the 

investigation. They needed to start with the last 
place Ms. Graham had been to find out if anyone 

had followed her. He expected to hear there were 

skid marks from the driver slamming on the 

breaks. Instead, the crime scene techs said the tire 
marks show the driver floored the gas pedal.  



 

 

Witnesses said the car stopped at the light, 

waited for a couple of cars to pass then accelerated 
into Ms. Graham. Right before the impact, the 

driver bailed out. It didn’t make sense. 

What he knew for sure was someone needed 

to interview the beautiful brunette to get the 
names of the other people at the meeting. He was 

praying for some divine intervention. Although, he 

wasn’t sure if he was praying it was him who got to 
talk to her, or praying he wasn’t.  

The next morning he woke up sticky. He had 

ejaculated all over himself during the night. “What 
the hell is wrong with me? I haven’t done this since 

I was fourteen.” He grumbled to himself. He got 

out of bed and went to take a shower. It was 

Willow again.  
He had been dreaming of her, all of her. Her 

legs, her hips, and her lips wrapped around the 

head of his cock. He groaned under the spray of 
hot water. He was back to rocking some serious 

wood. He fisted his shaft and stroked to ease the 

pressure. He let the fantasy in his head run wild as 
the hot water ran over his skin. He figured if he 

could just get her out of his system now, he would 

behave like an adult later.  

In his mind, he saw her naked lying on her 
side on his bed, her silky hair spread out over his 

pillow. Her smooth bare skin glowed with the light 

of the moonlight coming through the window, a 
cool breeze caressing her skin raising goose bumps 

all over her. She smiled at him and patted the bed 

next to her.  



 

 

“Come keep me warm,” she said.  

He leaned over her while fully dressed and 
gave her a gentle kiss on her sensuous lips. They 

were warm and lush. The taste of her filled his 

senses. She wrapped her arms around his neck and 

pulled him closer to her deepening the kiss. He ran 
his hands over her soft skin learning every curve of 

her body. He allowed himself to immerse himself in 

her, her scent, taste, and touch. He was drowning 
in her and he hoped rescue never came.  

The taut pink nipples on her creamy breasts 

were rubbing against his shirt, and he wanted 
nothing more than to be skin to skin with her. He 

drew back from her long enough to tear the clothes 

from his body. The buttons on his shirt flew 

everywhere. He didn’t care. All he cared about was 
being inside her.  

She watched him appreciating the view once 

all of him was revealed. He wasn’t good enough for 
her, but he would do anything to be worthy of her. 

He lay down next to her, and she turned to 

stroke his chest. Her polished nails gently scraped 
his skin and made him shiver. He tilted his head 

and took her mouth again. Her lips were so 

incredibly soft; he could kiss her for hours. He 

would remember the taste of her for the rest of his 
life. He licked her full bottom lip. She groaned and 

panted. He took advantage of her breathlessness. 

He was nearly breathless himself. She held all the 
air in the room inside her, and he was desperate 

for a single breath. His tongue swept in and kissed 

her deeply.  



 

 

He explored her mouth and listened to her 

moan. He licked her teeth, and she pulled him even 
closer. She captured his tongue gently with her 

teeth and sucked on the tip. He could barely 

breathe. He broke away from her sensuous mouth 

and laid gentle kisses along her cheek and down 
her neck. Greg arched his body over her, trapping 

her beneath him on her back. 

He spread her thighs with one of his own 
and settled his hips there. He moved his hardness 

over her, rubbing his erection over her warm, 

sensitive spot. He was giving her a taste of the 
rhythm he intended to use once he was inside her. 

Her moan of pleasure skittered down his spine like 

lightning. The sounds she made set him on fire. 

Her hands roamed over his body, up over his 
broad shoulders, and down his muscled arms. She 

slid her hands up and around his sides, drawing 

him closer. He kissed his way down her neck again, 
lightly licking her throat and nipping at the soft 

spot between her neck and shoulder.  

He breathed her in. She was warmth and 
light and everything he ever wanted. His hands 

ached to move over every inch of her silky skin. He 

finally had her in his bed. Before she left him, he 

was going to make sure he touched and tasted 
every inch of her.  

He moved slowly down her body, easing his 

cock away from the junction of her legs. He was 
pleased to hear her make a noise of complaint. She 

wanted him just as much as he wanted her. He 

nuzzled his nose along her collarbone taking in the 
sweet musky scent of her.  



 

 

He kept moving down her body. He reached 

her left breast and ran his nose around the mound 
of soft flesh before slowly engulfing the nipple, 

sucking and gently flicking the hardened rosy tip 

with his tongue. She arched her back, and he 

treated her other breast to the same treatment. He 
smiled against the succulent mound when she 

moaned again.  

Her nails lightly scored his back, and he 
relished the feeling knowing she was losing control. 

He continued moving down her body, nuzzling, 

kissing, and licking as he went, his hands roaming 
over her sides. He circled his tongue around her 

belly button and her fingers ran through his hair. 

He kept heading down her body sliding down 

the bed until he reached the sweet spot between 
her legs. He nuzzled her inner thighs with his nose 

as his hands stroked her smooth outer thighs. He 

moved his hands to open her legs further. He 
wanted to see all of her.  

He groaned when she spread her legs wider 

for him. He looked down at the soft, dewy pink 
folds. He looked up and let her see the hungry look 

in his eyes. He needed to hear her scream his 

name in ecstasy, and he was going to make it 

happen. 
He looked into her eyes while he separated 

the silky folds of her sex then bent and slowly 

licked and nipped at her. She writhed in pleasure, 
moaning and pleading with him not to stop. She 

was so wet he had to force himself to focus on not 

embarrassing himself by shooting off early. There 
was no way he was going to come until he was 



 

 

inside her. He licked faster until she was panting. 

He knew how close she was.  
He stopped the sensual assault for a 

moment just to watch her face. She was so 

incredibly beautiful. He bent his head again 

fastened his lips around her clit and gently sucked 
on it. It didn’t take long before she jerked crying 

out his name. His heart thumped with pride to see 

her lost in the throes of the nearly overwhelming 
pleasure. 

He couldn’t wait any longer. He had to make 

her ready to take him. He slid one finger into her, 
and she shivered, opening her legs even wider for 

him. Just the sight of her laid out for him had him 

burning with need. He could feel the muscles in her 

vagina still pulsing around his finger. 
He started to lick her again, slowly, 

languorously while he moved his finger inside her. 

She moved her hips in time with his finger. Not 
long after he put a second finger inside her, she 

was bucking her hips and riding his hand.  

She was so damn hot. He wanted to fuck her 
and keep fucking her until she never wanted to get 

out of his bed.  

“Come for me again.” He said and went back 

to licking her and finger-fucking her as fast as he 
could. She jerked again and groaned her pleasure 

to the ceiling saying his name. He continued licking 

her until he had wrung every last moan and shiver 
from her. It ratcheted his excitement feeling her 

sweet pussy squeezing his fingers. He was anxious 

to feel that pressure on his cock.  



 

 

He pulled his fingers out of her then 

stretched up over her body, kissing her hip and her 
ribs while murmuring to her how beautiful she was. 

He moved his hands up behind her smooth legs 

and put them on his hips, encouraging her to wrap 

around him. He leaned over her, and his cock was 
perfectly lined up with her wet heat.  

“Tell me you want this. Tell me you want me 

to fuck you.” 
“I want it.” She panted. “Fuck me.”  

He slowly pushed in, and she bucked making 

him slide in further. He gritted his teeth to keep 
from coming. He had to make it last.  

He pushed in further. She was so tight he 

had to go slowly. He didn’t want to hurt her. She 

was squeezing him so hard he thought he might 
pass out from sheer bliss.  

She moved again lodging him deeper inside. 

He was almost there. He pushed in all the way and 
held still when she caught her breath. He pulled out 

slowly and slid back in. She moaned again. The 

sounds she made drove him crazy. He loved them, 
longed to hear them. He did things over and over 

to her just to hear the sounds she made. She was 

so damn sexy. He was lost. She owned him. 

He couldn’t hold back anymore. He lowered 
his body on top of hers and ran his hands under 

her arms. He hooked his hands over her shoulders 

and started to fuck her as fast as he could. He was 
in heaven. She was tight, wet, and perfect. He 

pounded her with every inch of cock he had, and 

she took it all.  



 

 

“That’s it, baby. Fuck me hard.” She gasped 

out. He gave her what she asked for and pushed 
even harder. He worked his cock like a piston. They 

were skin to skin, and he was on fire for her, only 

for her. He shoved in all the way and felt her sweet 

heat pulsing. She was coming again, he could feel 
the pressure. She was squeezing him tight, and 

there was no way he was going to last this time. 

He shouted her name as she screamed his.  
He nearly collapsed on top of her as he felt 

her milking him. He was happy to give her every 

drop he had. Gasping for breath, he rolled off her 
and then gathered her into his arms and fell asleep 

with her head on his arm and his face buried in her 

hair. He had just had the best sex of his life. 

Greg groaned coming hard in the shower, 
whispering Willow’s name. He opened his eyes 

gasping for breath seeing the result of the intense 

fantasy spilling over his hand. He cleaned himself 
up and stumbled out of the shower. He got dressed 

and got ready to leave. He had a job to do. It was 

time to do it. 
He needed to call Willow Harris today to see 

if she had time for an interview. He knew he 

shouldn’t go to see her. The attraction was brutal, 

but he didn’t want anyone else to talk to her. If 
anyone was going to be in a room alone with 

Willow, it was going to be him. Even though he 

knew, he would spend most of his time hiding his 
arousal. He prayed the memory of fantasy Willow 

would keep him from making a complete ass of 

himself with the real life Willow.  
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Willow woke up, showered, and got dressed. 

She was going to put her hair up, but she felt like 
wearing it down today. She had her date with 

Chase later, and he preferred to have it down. 

Whenever he was on top of her, he liked to bury 
his face in her hair. It was one of his favorite 

positions. She used his favorite shampoo whenever 

she had a date with him. For some reason, coconut 

scented shampoo made him extra horny which 
meant he would fuck longer. On those nights, he 

would come at least twice. 

She found herself wondering how many 
times she could make Greg orgasm before he fell 

asleep on her. She also wondered what he thought 

of her. She could tell he found her attractive, but 
he had a firm handle on his urges. He had yet to 

say or do something inappropriate with her. She 

wished he would.  

Sometimes all it took was just a man 
suddenly realizing she was near him, and he 

couldn’t stop himself from touching her. A 

fingerprint expert could probably take prints off her 
ass for the number of times she gets grabbed a 

day. Not that it took much to get her into bed. She 

was the dictionary definition of easy.  
She didn’t see a wedding ring on Greg’s 

finger, but it didn’t mean he didn’t have a 

girlfriend. The thought depressed Willow a little, 

but Detective Stewart, she reminded herself she 
was not on a first name basis with the sexy officer, 

probably did have someone special. He was a 



 

 

good-looking, hard-working man, there was no way 

women would let him be single for long. If she 
were human, she would have been on him before 

he knew what hit him. 

Willow chose to wear a cream colored silk 

blouse with a short black floral print skirt and black 
knee high boots with two-inch heels. She noticed 

Chase’s ferocity for getting her into bed depended 

heavily on the length of her skirts and the height of 
her heels, skirts short, heels high. If she wanted 

him to skip dinner and get down to business, she 

would wear her micro mini and black five-inch 
heels. Today she was doing a modestly short skirt 

and comfortable two-inch heels. 

He should be able to make it all the way 

through dinner unless she started running her foot 
up his leg at the dinner table. The last time she 

did, he banged her three times before they even 

got into bed. The first time was in the car while 
they were still in the parking lot of the restaurant. 

The second time was against the car in the garage 

at his building, and the third was while he pressed 
her back against his front door as soon as he 

closed and locked it. It was a good night for her. 

She drove to her Downtown Seattle office 

and used her key card to park under the building. 
She arrived early to try to get some things done. 

There were two expensive properties scheduled to 

close within the next few days. She wanted to 
make sure everything was in order before she was 

interrupted. Coming in early was her only chance 

to get things done. She understood it was a part of 
being what she was, but she wanted to make the 



 

 

most of this job. Most sex demons got whatever 

job they wanted whether they were qualified for it 
or not. All they had to do was flirt their way 

through all their mistakes. 

Willow was raised never to take what she 

had for granted. The lesson was driven home when 
she met Marissa for the first time. The woman had 

a scar on her face proving that being beautiful 

wasn’t always the answer. 
Willow was making copies in the common 

area later when Chase came up to her. She liked 

that he was handsome. She wasn’t shallow but 
being with a person you find attractive only makes 

it better.  

“We still on for tonight?” He asked. 

“Sure.” She said smiling back noticing he 
wasn’t looking at her face. She thought. He’s going 

to tell my chest, ‘I’ll pick you up at closing time, 

we‘ll have a drink first then dinner at 7:30. I’ll have 
you home by ten. Sound good?” 

After he pretty much said and did what she 

thought he would, she turned away from him and 
finished what she was doing. She gathered up her 

papers in time to turn around and see Roy slap 

Chase on the back. 

She walked back to her office and saw that 
Keely had called her cell phone. It was only nine-

thirty in the morning, the stripper was up early. 

“Hey Keel, you called?” 
“Yes, I did, why didn’t you answer your 

phone?” Keely asked indignantly. 

“That would be because I work when the sun 
is still in the sky.” 



 

 

“Bitch, sorry, I’m up too early.” 

“I noticed, what’s up?” 
“My temperature,” Keely replied.  

Willow groaned. It was Keely’s way of saying 

she was going into heat. The last time Keely was in 

heat, ten soldiers from the local military base went 
AWOL for 12 hours. The men were found confused, 

but unharmed walking along the highway with 

nothing on but their tidy whiteys and a smile.  
“Remember what Marissa told you.” Willow 

cautioned. 

“I know, I know, stay away from the 
military. But damn, it was fun. You should have 

seen the one guy…” 

“No! I don’t want to hear what you did to the 

poor man.” 
“Oh, come on, live a little would you? You’re 

stuck, little girl, you need to get out of your rut and 

find a new man to rut on you.” She laughed at her 
cleverness. Willow wasn’t impressed. 

“Was there a reason you called other than to 

annoy me?” 
“Yes, there is a meeting tonight. Marissa’s 

called us in. She wants to talk about the supposed 

threat against us. It’s going to be at the restaurant 

in Ballard, you know the one. They are closing it 
down just for us. The meeting starts at six. We’re 

eating afterward.” Willow could almost hear Keely 

smiling. Eating meant food and sex. 
“Horndog,” Willow commented. 

“Come to mama, baby!” Keely laughed, “I 

have to go. I need to get back to bed. There’s a 
naked man in it.” 



 

 

“You know you’re supposed to kick them out 

before dawn,” Willow said. 
“Quit being such a wet rag. I picked him up 

this morning. He’s my new next-door neighbor. I’ll 

do him, put him out, and voila tomorrow I get to 

do him all over again.” 
“Good luck with that.” 

“I make my luck baby doll. See you later.” 

Willow hung up and shook her head. Keely 
was nuts, but she was a good friend. If Willow ever 

needed help, Keely would be there for her. Oh 

crap, I forgot about my date with Chase. 
The meeting was important. She couldn’t 

skip it. She remembered Todd calling last night to 

tell her to be careful. How had humans found out 

about us? She would find out later. She was sad 
Shelly would miss the meeting, but she would fill 

her in later. 

She told Chase she had to break their date 
shamelessly using Shelly being in the hospital as 

an excuse. He wasn’t happy, but he said he 

understood, and she told him they were definitely 
on for tomorrow night. She had to make sure of 

that. By then she wouldn’t have had sex for three 

days. Her body would begin to starve. She could go 

without sex for three days and then she would be 
ravenous. She would go on a binge.  

The last time she thought she could control 

her urges and not have sex, she went into heat. 
Before she realized what she was doing, she found 

herself catching a plane, renting a car and driving 

straight to a bunny ranch in Nevada. In less than 



 

 

24 hours, she had worked her way through most of 

the bunnies, the staff, and the clients. At the end 
of it, everyone was paying her. That didn’t even 

count all the people she did at the airports, and on 

the planes coming and going. She also had an orgy 

at the car rental place. Her survival instinct 
couldn’t be stopped.  

She ordered lunch to be delivered and 

continued working while she ate. The next couple 
of days were going to be hectic. She called Megan 

to see how Shelly was doing. They admitted her in 

the early morning hours. Megan said Shelly was 
doing better, but she still had a ways to go before 

they would discharge her. There were still broken 

bones and other major concerns to be monitored. 

The doctor told them he was surprised she was 
conscious today.  

The initial evaluation said she was on the 

verge of being comatose when they first examined 
her. The fact that she was talking was an 

unexpected but pleasant surprise. The doctors 

were running tests to find out why she was doing 
so well.  

They assumed it must have been the drug 

cocktail they had been giving her. They wanted to 

be able to find out exactly what in the combination 
was making her improve so fast. They would never 

find it. The doctors didn’t know the only reason it 

was happening was because Megan and Darryl had 
done their best to keep men going in and out of the 

room all night. More precisely, they kept them 

going in and out of Shelly. 



 

 

Willow kept thinking about Detective 

Stewart, Greg. She was hoping he would call. In 
fact, she was surprised he hadn’t by now. The first 

man she met that night, the man in the white 

jumpsuit, Charlie, had already called to check up 

on her. He said he worried about her and her 
friend. She told him she was fine, several times 

while declining his many offers to take her to 

dinner to comfort her.  
She noticed a ring on his finger the night of 

the accident. He was married. No one could deny 

the draw of a succubus. Nature had made it 
impossible for people not to notice her. If she 

wanted him, she could have him, married or not, 

but if he were in love with his wife, he could have 

put up some resistance. It would be enough for a 
succubus to move on. It meant the man had a 

strong connection with his spouse. Even a succubus 

can’t compete with that. 
Sex demon always attracted chronic 

cheaters, and by this time, Willow could tell, 

Charlie was one of those. Willow never slept with 
married men if she could help it. 

Her cell phone rang, and she answered it 

without looking at it thinking it was going to be 

Megan or Darryl giving her an update on Shelly. 
“Hello?” 

“Ms. Harris? It’s Detective Stewart.” 

“Oh hi,” She felt her heart beat speed up 
then marveled at her reaction. Never had the 

sound of a man’s voice excited her before.  



 

 

“I’m sorry to bother you. I need to ask you 

more questions. Could I come by your office 
sometime today?” 

“Sure, I can see you anytime today. I have 

to leave by five, though. I’m meeting some friends 

for dinner.” She allowed herself a moment to 
dream of having him for dinner instead. She loved 

the thought. 

“Great. I can be there in twenty minutes, 
does that work?” 

“Yes. I’ll let the receptionist know I’m 

expecting you.” 

When he arrived, she was, for the first time 

in her life, self-conscious. She and smoothed her 

skirt down her sides and stood a little straighter 

waiting for him to say something. 
His warm hazel eyes nearly glowed. He was 

charming. The scent of the pheromones coming off 

him was beguiling. She could practically bathe in 
them. 

She admired what he was wearing. He wore 

dark loose fitting slacks and a warm brown long 
sleeve sweater that brought out his eyes. It also 

emphasized the broadness of his shoulders, his 

slim waist, and hips. She could see muscle 

definition in his arms through his clothes. His dark 
brown hair was wavy and curled at the ends just 

above his collar. He was much better looking in the 

daylight. She wanted to see him naked by 
moonlight.  

His face seemed to be all angles but was 

softened by the dimples in his cheeks when he 



 

 

smiled. His voice was deep and smooth, a soft 

caress of her senses. Whoa, down girl! He sat down 
on one of the leather chairs in front her desk and 

made himself comfortable. She moved to sit down 

in her chair behind the desk. 

She just looked at him. She had been 
looking forward to talking to him. Now that he was 

here, she felt good. If she had to define it, she 

would have to say she was content. Then she 
would have to question why she was feeling that 

way. It was nice but confusing. 
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Greg hung up and immediately adjusted his 

cock. Get a grip man! He told himself. Maybe that 
was the problem, ever since yesterday he’d needed 

to get a grip practically every time he thought of 

her. The good news was he put on loose-fitting 
pants this morning in anticipation of his impending 

expansion.  

There was no doubt in his mind he would be 

expanding when he saw her. All he had to do was 
think about her and every drop of blood he had in 

his brain went south. He was surprised he wasn’t 

lightheaded. 
He drove over to her building and took the 

elevator to her floor. He was trying to tell himself 

maybe she wasn’t as beautiful as he remembered. 
Maybe she had just been at one of those meetings 

where the women met for make-up parties and had 

just had a makeover. Everyone looks good after a 

makeover. 
The receptionist directed him to Willow’s 

office. He knocked on the open door. He barely 

noticed the room itself. If he had, he would have 
noticed the expansive view behind her. He ignored 

it. All he could see was her.  

She was as beautiful as he remembered, and 
he was nearly breathless. He couldn’t figure out 

what the hell was wrong with him. His attraction to 

her was unbelievable. He had never been like this 

around a woman before.  
She reached to shake his hand, and he could 

smell her perfume. It was floral with the subtle hint 



 

 

of her underneath. It was enough to make him feel 

drugged. He closed his eyes for a second and took 
a deep breath just to take it in while he briefly 

shook her hand. 

“Thanks for seeing me, I appreciate it.” he 

said. 
“No problem, I’m happy to help if I can.” 

“I need to talk to you about the meeting the 

other night. Remind me again what the meeting 
about.” He said. 

“It’s more a social group than anything else.” 

She said dismissively trying to steer him away from 
it. She didn’t think Shelly being at the meeting had 

anything to do with the accident. 

“What does SDA stand for?” 

“Single, Dating, and Available,” Willow 
answered smoothly. 

“So you’re single then?” He asked grinning. 

“And available to date,” she said smiling 
back. She licked her lips, and immediately his eyes 

focused on them.  

Greg stifled a groan and looked at the 
notebook he was holding to stop staring at her lips. 

His thoughts wandered back to his fantasy from 

this morning, and he purposely glanced away from 

her to keep his thoughts on track. If he kept 
looking at her, his thoughts would derail, and every 

drop of blood currently fueling his brain would rush 

to his dick. Most of it was already there. Focus 
man! 

“Was there anyone or anything out of the 

ordinary about last night’s meeting?” He asked 
glancing at her. She chewed on her lip while she 



 

 

thought about it, and he had to close his eyes. 

Those fire engine red lips were beckoning him like 
a siren’s song. If he were a sailor, he would be 

crashing into the rocks by now. 

“No, not really, except for one thing. One of 

the members got up to say they met someone very 
special; it doesn’t happen very often. It was a 

pleasant change.” Willow mused. 

“So no one ever finds anyone special from 
your group events?” He was amazed that this 

beautiful woman hadn’t yet found someone. I 

certainly wouldn’t kick her out of bed for eating 
crackers. 

“No, we get together to talk about ways to 

find that special someone. We pass along a few tips 

about  what to look for in a person we might 
consider dating.”  

“Interesting, like what?” He tilted his head 

ever so slightly as a sign of interest, and she found 
it adorable. She wanted to say, ‘like he remembers 

we had sex.’ She couldn’t of course, but the urge 

to tell him the truth was there. 
“Things like he leans in when you talk, he 

looks into your eyes and the pupils in his eyes get 

larger when he looks at you. It’s all unconscious 

stuff, but everyone does it, and no one realizes it. 
It’s learning how to read body language cues.” 

Greg nodded. He normally looked for the 

kinds of things she was talking about when he 
interviewed people, but he usually wasn’t fighting a 

fierce hard on at the same time. 

“The group is more about having friends who 
understand how difficult it is to find that someone 



 

 

special, and having people to have fun with while 

you search,” Willow explained. 
“I get it. I need to get a list of the names 

and contact information of everyone who was 

there. Can you help me with that? I also need to 

know if Shelly has any enemies.”  
“I don’t think she has any enemies. She’s 

never mentioned anyone.” She handed him a sheet 

of paper she pulled out of her desk drawer with 
names and phone numbers on it. 

“Here’s the list of everyone who was there.” 

“Is your number on here too?” Greg asked. 
“Yes, my home and cell number are listed.” 

“Thanks,” Greg said taking it from her and 

absently staring at it trying not to think about how 

her dainty hand would feel on his chest.  
“Anytime,” Willow replied. 

“So was there anything else odd about the 

meeting or after that you remember?” Greg asked. 
“No, we said goodbye to our friends, walked 

out to the parking lot together. Shelly stopped to 

answer a question and told me she would meet me 
at the restaurant.” 

“OK, thanks. If you think of something else, 

here’s my card, please call me.” 

“I will do that.” 
“Thanks for your time, I appreciate it.” 

“No problem,” Willow said putting her hand 

out to shake his again. 
Greg smiled at her one last time and left 

making sure to hold his notebook in front of him 

the entire time. His dick was so hard he was 
practically limping. So much for getting her out of 



 

 

my system, he thought. He walked swiftly from her 

office intent on leaving as fast as possible before 
he embarrassed himself.  

He was waiting for the elevator when he 

heard what sounded like an argument coming from 

the direction of Willow’s office. He stepped back to 
glance that way and saw a man shouting at Willow 

from the doorway. His protective instincts flared to 

life, and he went to find out what was going on. 

“Is there a problem?” He asked. 

“Yeah, are you her boyfriend?” Chase 

demanded. 
“No, are you?” Greg said glibly. 

“No,” Chase’s expression was sullen. 

“What are we talking about?” Greg asked. 

“I don’t know,” Chase said suddenly 
confused.  

Willow explained. “He asked me out, I said 

yes, but I forgot I had promised to meet friends 
tonight. I asked if tomorrow was okay and he said 

fine then he comes in asking if you’re my 

boyfriend. I think I might have to decline his dinner 
invitation.” 

“Why are you telling him? It’s none of his 

business.” Chase chided her. 

“He’s a police officer and I assumed that if I 
didn’t tell him, he was going to ask.” Willow 

countered.  

Chase looked at Greg, who pointed to the 
badge on his belt. Chase paled slightly. 

“Wow, you thought I might be her 

boyfriend?” Greg asked. Chase scowled. “Thanks, 



 

 

man. I was feeling a little self-conscious, but if you 

think I’m good enough for her, I feel good about 
that.” He looked at Willow, “Hey if you aren’t going 

to dinner with him, will you go to dinner with me 

tomorrow?”  

Chase’s face turned bright red, and he 
stormed out of the office.  

Willow sighed. 

“Sorry, I couldn’t help myself.” Greg 
apologized.  

Willow shook her head. 

“I don’t know what brought that on.” 
“No problem,” he answered chuckling. 

“Were you serious about asking me out?” 

Willow asked 

Greg’s crotch yelled out a hell yeah, but his 
common sense said no. 

“Unfortunately, you’re involved with a case 

I’m in the middle of an investigating. It wouldn’t be 
smart for me to date a potential suspect.” 

“I’m a suspect?” Willow asked. 

“You are until I rule you out. As is everyone 
on the list you just gave me. I’m sure you 

understand.”  

Greg saw her disappointment before she 

smiled to cover it. 
“Of course I do. Thank you. I'm sorry to 

have kept you.”  

He smiled back and then got the hell out of 
there. While he was waiting to see if a fight was 

going to break out, his hard on went flat. Her 

parting smile had him stiff again. 
Dammit.   
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Well, so much for that. I was hoping he was 

serious, and who knew Chase could be such an 
asshole? 

She wished she could go back to the 

moment when Greg had asked her out and just 
said yes. Next time, she wasn’t going to hesitate. 

Something about him made her pay attention. She 

wanted to know what it was. 

He was handsome and charming and in 
some ways like every other man she had ever met, 

but somehow he was different and incredibly sexy. 

She allowed the daydream taking shape in her 
imagination to unfold. She closed her eyes and 

leaned back slightly in her chair.  

She found herself thinking of how it would 
feel to have his arms around her. She allowed 

herself the fantasy of waking up and looking out 

her bedroom window watching the sleeping city 

and feeling him walk up behind her and wrap his 
arms around her. She was aware that just that 

little amount of fantasy about Greg had her soaking 

her panties, but it was too good to stop now. 
She could see herself leaning back into his 

strength and breathing in his scent. She loved the 

thought of feeling herself skin to skin with him, her 
softness against his hard muscled body. She could 

see it all so clearly. He would slowly turn her in his 

arms. His hands were large and rough. She wanted 

him to touch her everywhere. He would kiss her 
gently with his full lips while cradling the back of 

her head in the palm of his hand. His other arm 



 

 

would be holding her close. She could feel his cock 

getting harder against her belly as he deepened 
their kiss. 

Her hands roamed over the warm firmness 

of his chest, his flat nipples becoming rigid at her 

touch. His breathy moans ratcheted up her desire. 
She was burning for him. She raised her hands to 

hold onto his broad shoulders pulling him closer. 

Their kiss became urgent and heavy with need.  
He finally broke the kiss leaving her 

breathless. Her hands were running through his 

soft hair, and she could feel every inch of his hot 
body pressed against hers. He walked backward to 

the bed and took her with him. He stepped away 

from her for the breadth of a heartbeat to pick her 

up and lay her on the bed only to immediately 
cover her body with his. She found herself trapped 

beneath him, and she never wanted to be 

anywhere else. 

Willow jerked back to the present when her 

phone rang. She let it go to voicemail. She shook 

her head and allowed the fantasy to fade. She went 
to change her underwear before getting back to 

work. She would soak through her skirt if she 

didn’t. There was no doubt, Greg Stewart was hot. 

She stayed out of the common areas for the 
rest of the afternoon. Her mini fantasy had her 

aching for Greg. She also didn’t want to see Roy or 

Chase right now. She had no doubt Roy had 
started this whole thing by telling Chase there was 

a man visiting her. Another problem with being a 

succubus was drama. If it wasn’t one thing, it was 



 

 

another. It was one of the reasons she started to 

go to the SDA meetings.  
She wanted a place where she could talk 

about what it was like in the real world to be a 

succubus and have someone understand. She 

realized with all the things that were wrong with 
the world that sometimes it just sounded like she 

was whining. She had a lot to be grateful for, and 

she knew it. It didn’t stop her from wanting more. 
Maybe it was the human in her. 

When it was time to go, she gathered up her 

briefcase and purse and locked her office. Chase 
was waiting for her down the hall. She sighed. 

What now? 

“Hey, I’m sorry about earlier. I was a jerk.” 

“Yes, you were.” She replied. 
“Sorry. I usually don’t act that way.” 

“You picked a heck of a time to start.” She 

said flatly. 
“I can’t believe I’m going to say this, but I 

like you Willow and seeing another guy in your 

office made me jealous. I know we’re not dating, 
but I have a wicked crush on you. Please tell me I 

haven’t blown it. Let me prove I’m not a complete 

moron. Please?” She thought about it for a minute 

and decided she would give him another chance. 
Besides, a girl’s got to eat. 

“One chance, that’s it. Try not to screw it 

up.” She said. 
“I won’t. I promise,” He grinned. 

She went to get her car and got on Highway 

99 North and through Freemont to get to Ballard. 



 

 

She found parking on the street and walked the 

half a block to the restaurant.  
It looked like a “hole in the wall” kind of 

place as you approached the door, but it was 

spacious inside. The dark wood and red curtains 

and tablecloths made her feel cozy. The art of 
some of the local Native American tribes adorned 

the walls. The menu was standard American fare, 

meat, and potatoes, but from what Willow could 
tell it was always busy.  

The demon who owned it made a good living 

from it and was always willing to hold demon 
meetings there. Willow had been there a few times 

before to eat and always found the food good and 

the service better. 

There were a lot of familiar faces, and it was 
a lot more crowded than she expected. She would 

hear what Marissa had to say, get a quick bite, and 

then head home. It had been an exhausting couple 
of days. She walked through the crowd looking for 

somewhere to sit when Keely came up behind her, 

grabbed her arm, and steered her to a table. 
“We’re saving you a seat,” Keely whispered 

in her ear. Darryl was at the table, and he took a 

swig of his beer before smiling sadly at her. 

“What’s the matter?” Willow asked. 
“Don’t pay attention to him,” Keely said, 

“He’s moping. There’s a girl he wants to make his 

bounce bunny, but she has a boyfriend. I told him 
to sleep with her. It’s not like she’ll remember.” 

“It’s not that simple. They don’t remember, 

but we do. We made them cheat; it’s wrong.” 



 

 

Willow said patting Darryl’s hand after he lipped 

‘Thank you’ to her.  
Keely scoffed. 

“We didn’t make the rules; nature did. We 

have to have sex to live. If I have to sleep with a 

married man with fifteen kids to survive, I’m going 
to do it.”  

“This is not about survival and you know it,” 

Willow scolded, “It’s about respecting their 
commitment enough to find someone else to take 

care of our needs.” 

“When I’m hungry, I eat,” Keely snapped.  
“Thanks for trying Will,” Darryl said. 

“There is a feast in the back room and I’m 

not talking just food. I’m sure you can find 

someone to wipe the dopey look off your face at 
least for the night.” Keely said.  

Willow was about to say something else 

when Marissa called for everyone’s attention. 
Marissa is a petite, dark haired beauty with striking 

gray eyes. Her face used to be as perfect as the 

rest of her until someone attacked her with a knife. 
It was only sheer luck that Marissa turned away in 

the right direction when the knife was coming at 

her. It had driven the knife down her cheek. She 

had a few plastic surgeries to minimize the 
damage, but she would never again be flawless.  

At first she covered it with makeup but then 

decided not to bother. She became a constant 
reminder to all sex demons that they needed to 

pay attention to how humans perceived them. Not 

recognizing a threat early could be deadly later. 
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“Thanks for coming tonight, everyone. Let’s 

get the business out of the way and then we can 
enjoy ourselves. We have had several of our 

brothers and sisters get hurt in strange and 

suspicious ways. The latest is Shelly Graham. She 
was in a car accident after leaving an SDA meeting 

the other night. If anyone knows anything they 

think might be helpful in her case or any of the 

others, please raise your hand.”  
Willow looked around the room no one had 

anything to say. 

“The police are looking into the attacks as 
individual cases. They don’t know they’re related 

yet. Our internal investigators are looking into the 

matter as well.” Marissa continued, “We don’t want 
the police too close to this for obvious reasons. We 

need to find out who’s doing this and get it handled 

as soon as we can. The longer this goes 

uncontained, the more we risk exposure. If that 
happens, we may have an order from the 

Regents.” 

An uncomfortable murmur rolled through the 
crowd. The Regents were the governing body of all 

sex demons. If you disobeyed the rules, you went 

before the Regents. If they deemed you unsuitable 
to live among humans, you could be sent to Hell. 

Hell was a physical place underground maintained 

by the Regents. The worst of the worst were there. 

Sex demons were born on earth and stayed on 
earth. To be sent downstairs was a one-way ticket.  



 

 

Occasionally there are demons born that 

couldn’t handle being demons, and they attempted 
to expose what they were. They didn’t go to Hell; 

The Regents issued a kill order sending a team of 

assassins to carry out the order. Anyone assisting a 

demon under a kill order would also die. No 
exceptions, no excuses. 

Marissa went on, “The Regents haven’t 

issued any orders for the time being, and we all 
hope it stays that way. It’s a last resort, and it’s 

something we don’t want. Most of you are not old 

enough to remember the last time they issued a kill 
order. I was a still a teenager, and I remember it 

clearly. Not pretty. Please inform anyone not able 

to make it tonight what we discussed. Again, if you 

think of anything that could be helpful, please let 
me know as soon as possible. Does anyone have 

any questions?” 

Todd stood up. “Who else has been hurt? I 
haven’t heard anything.”  

Others agreed. 

“Sadly, we have had four attacks in as many 
days. Three days ago Tracy Daniels got hit by a car 

walking through a parking lot. She is in critical 

condition and currently unconscious. We are ready 

with volunteers to help her recover, but as you 
know, if we are unconscious, we can’t absorb what 

we need. Hannibal Crane was severely beaten with 

baseball bats after attending a Mariner’s game with 
his date.” 

“Is Han all right?” Someone asked.  

Marissa raised her hands at the shocked 
noises coming from all over the room. 



 

 

“Hannibal is stable and conscious at Pine 

View Hospital.” 
“Was his date harmed?” Someone asked 

concerned. 

“No, she was restrained while Hannibal was 

being beaten. They let her go when they were sure 
he wouldn’t be getting back up. Her quick thinking 

was key to Hannibal’s survival. She called for help 

and kept talking to him to make sure he didn’t lose 
consciousness.”  

Many demons shook their heads unable to 

believe the brutality. 
“Why didn’t Hannibal fight?” A man towards 

the back asked, and there were several murmurs of 

assent. 

“Hannibal’s date was human.”  
Everyone understood. If Hannibal showed 

the kind of strength he had, the woman he was 

with would have run. He could have easily fought 
off his attackers and even killed them, but he 

allowed himself to be injured to avoid upsetting his 

date and possibly exposing demon kind. 
“As I’ve mentioned, Shelly was in a car 

accident and is doing much better at Raven Hill. 

Today, Jaime Piedmont was pushed in front of a 

bus in Tacoma. She’s fine, she was shoved from 
behind as the bus was beginning to move, and she 

managed to hang on to the bike rack and avoid 

being run over. However, she was dragged several 
feet before the bus driver realized she was there. 

She has lost some skin on her legs and feet. They 

are watching her for signs of infection. She has 
bruising from landing on the rack, but other than 



 

 

that, she’s okay. Someone is out to get us, and we 

need to find out who it is. Is there anything else 
anyone wants to say?” 

Willow looked around the room, and no one 

seemed to have anything to add. Marissa 

continued. 
“I also need to mention that we have heard 

of a group called Humans First. They firmly believe 

sex demons are walking among humans, using 
them for food.” The crowd gasped. “The part that 

concerns me is their mission, ‘To permanently rid 

the world of the infestation of sex demons.’”  
The crowd was stunned into silence. After a 

few seconds, some of those gathered started 

crying, others shouted questions about what could 

be done. Willow sat and watched the chaos. If 
humans knew about them, they could be 

exterminated one by one. 

“All right everyone, calm down, calm down. 
Thank you. I wish I could have spared you the 

news, but this is too important. We don’t know if 

this organization is behind the attacks because no 
one has claimed credit for it, but I think we can 

safely assume they may be involved. The Regents 

are working furiously to find out everything they 

can about the organization. Once details are 
known, you will be informed. The Regents have 

ordered all SDA meetings temporarily shut down 

since we don’t want to give anyone an opportunity 
to harm us while we are all together.” 

“What about this place?” Someone asked. 

“Most of you probably know Anya and her 
mate are the owners here, but most humans don’t. 



 

 

Her mate is the one who runs everything. However, 

it is in everyone’s best interest to stay away from 
here until further notice. We don’t want to 

jeopardize their business, and again we don’t want 

to give our enemies an easy target.” 

Todd stood up. “If we aren’t going to be 
running the meetings, how are we going to keep 

everyone up to date?” 

“Great question, I need all of you to make 
sure your SDA leader has all your current contact 

information. Give them all your addresses, home 

and work, phone numbers and email addresses. If 
we issue a general update, you will get an email. If 

it’s something urgent, you will probably get a 

phone call either from your SDA leader or me. As 

there are hundreds of us, again, please make sure 
those you keep in regular contact know what’s 

going on.”  

The fear in the room was thick. It was an 
odd sensation. Sex demons were confident beings, 

but their greatest fear had just come to life. Willow 

looked around the room among the faces and saw 
fear, despair, and sometimes defiance. She had no 

doubt that if it came down to it, they would fight 

for their survival. 

“If you have any information regarding this 
situation or suspect something or someone, please 

call me immediately and I will pass that 

information on to our investigating team. Until we 
know more, please pay attention to your 

surroundings and the people around you. Are there 

any other questions at this time?” Marissa asked. 



 

 

“What do we know about Humans First?” 

Someone called out.  
“Not much. Their flyer pretty much said it 

all, though. It was a call to action to join them in 

their fight to rid the world of us. There is a PO Box 

set-up for inquiries. We have a human private 
investigator looking into the matter for us, but we 

haven’t received any useful information thus far. 

When we do, we will share it at the appropriate 
time. 

A male demon stood to get her attention. 

Willow recognized him as Henry from the SDA 
meeting. 

“Excuse me for saying so,” He said politely, 

“but it seems like there’s something you’re not 

telling us.”  
Marissa sighed. 

“We also have to consider the possibility that 

one of us is the cause of the exposure.”  
“You mean one of us could be behind all 

this?” Henry asked astonished. 

“Not exactly, I think someone who knows a 
lot about us has been feeding information to 

them.” 

“What are you saying?” Henry pressed. 

“I’m saying the person or persons giving 
them information about us could only be a demon, 

a family member, or a mate. In my opinion, we 

have been betrayed.”  
Again, the entire room fell into shocked 

silence. Henry sat down and shook his head. The 

idea that someone close to them could be 
responsible was devastating. 



 

 

“Because of this, we are in the process of 

interviewing close friends and family members of 
the current victims. If you are close to any of the 

ones who have been injured, you will probably be 

contacted. Don’t worry. It’s just a formality to 

cover all the bases.”  
Marissa tried to assuage fears, but Willow 

could tell no one was convinced, this was a witch 

hunt. 
“Please call me immediately if you can’t get 

a hold of someone you normally keep in close 

contact with, they could be in danger. We need to 
be able to act quickly to assist.”  

Everyone knew she was also making the 

inference that anyone missing could be the person 

who betrayed them. 
“I think that’s all for now. I know some of 

you are thinking you can take care of yourselves, 

and I have no doubt that you can. However, 
whoever is going after us has managed to take 

down four perfectly healthy demons in unusual 

ways. Our enemy is organized, methodical, and 
patient. They know our strengths and our potential 

weaknesses. Don’t for a second think it couldn’t be 

you. Our friends who have been injured were 

watched and followed to determine their habits. 
Pay attention. Be aware of who is around you at all 

times.” Marissa cautioned. 

The meeting adjourned and Willow followed 
Darryl and Keely to the back room for the food. 

While Willow and Darryl went to the buffet, Keely 

headed for a tall red-headed man with green eyes 
and smiled at him. By the time Willow was carrying 



 

 

her plate back to the table, Keely had all her 

clothes off and had just ridden the man to the first 
of many orgasms he would have that night. Most of 

the demons preferred to have sex instead of 

eating. Willow chalked it up to them needing 

comfort. She could have used some of that herself 
but didn’t feel like indulging tonight.  

What Marissa told them was a lot to take in, 

and Willow was tired. She made it back to their 
table with Darryl right behind her. Darryl shook his 

head and started munching on his potato salad. 

“What do you make of all this?” Willow 
asked. 

“I don’t know, but I wish I could be like that 

right now.” He said gesturing toward Keely. 

“You are like that. We all are.” Willow said. 
“What I mean is to be able to lose myself in 

another person even if it’s only for a few minutes. I 

used to be like that until I met her. I like her Will. I 
don’t know what to do about it.” Darryl was talking 

about the wicked crush he had on a woman he 

knew. 
“How long has it been?” Willow was asking 

how long it had been since Darryl had had sex. She 

thought he might not be feeding as often as he 

should be because he was mooning over a woman. 
Humans wouldn’t ask such a question, but with sex 

demons, it was everyday conversation. 

“Don’t worry, I slept with two women 
yesterday, so I’m in no danger of starving, but I 

like her, she’s hot,” Darryl whined. 

“You know the rules, for us, there aren’t any. 
I understand about not wanting to interfere with 



 

 

commitment. I have the same rule, but to follow it, 

you have to either wait for her or move on. I say 
move on. It’s easier, besides if you were to wait for 

her, what are the chances she’s going to be your 

mate?” 

“Zero point zero percent.” He answered 
glumly. 

“If you want to respect her relationship, you 

need to leave her alone.” 
“You’re right. I hate it, but you’re right.” 

They ate their food in silence then hung out to 

socialize. The backroom had turned into an orgy 
with food being served on bodies instead of on 

plates.  

Keely was having the time of her life back 

there. Willow said her goodbyes and left the 
restaurant. As she was walking out the door, Darryl 

was naked, and he let a beautiful girl with short 

black hair kiss him and take him to the cushioned 
floor. 
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Willow walked to her car and drove home. 

Fifteen minutes later, she opened the parking gate 
with the remote. She parked the car in her space 

and walked to the elevator. She lived on the top 

floor of a four-floor building. It was a charming 
brick structure that had recently been remodeled 

and renovated. It was restricted access and 

regularly patrolled by the security staff. She got off 

the elevator and walked towards her front door 
ignoring the simple classic designs of the place 

decorated in cream, green and gold. 

There were two units on the top floor. One 
belonged to her, and the other belonged to a 

software millionaire who was always out of town. 

She had a three bedroom, two bath condo. It had a 
living room, dining room, and a spacious kitchen 

with an island in the middle. She had decorated her 

living area with comfortable furniture in burgundy 

and gold.  
She locked the door and then dropped her 

purse and keys on the small side table next to the 

door. She took her cell phone out of her purse and 
held it while she walked over to her fireplace. It 

was gas powered, and she loved the blue flames. 

She always turned it on when she was home to 
chase away the chill that seemed to seep right 

down to the bone some days.  

Satisfied it would be warming up very 

shortly, she went into her large bedroom decorated 
in soothing cream and shades of blue. She 

attached the charging cord to her phone and left it 



 

 

sitting on the nightstand. She went to her dresser 

across from the foot of her queen-sized bed. She 
pulled out a large plain cotton t-shirt she liked to 

sleep in. She didn’t bother with underwear. 

She walked into her sizable bathroom to 

start the water running in the tub and poured in 
her favorite vanilla scented bubble bath. She 

walked out of the bathroom and into the kitchen to 

start the automatic kettle for a soothing cup of tea 
before bed.  

The tub was full when she went back to the 

bathroom. She left the door open, undressed, 
pulled her hair up and stepped into the warm 

water. She sat down and let the heat soak into her 

skin and soothe her. She took her washcloth and 

scrubbed herself then laid back to enjoy the 
bubbles.  

She started thinking about Greg Stewart 

again. He was a gorgeous hunk of man. She 
wished he was serious about dating her because 

she had no doubt once she had him alone, she 

would have her way with him.  
Willow could see herself sliding her arms 

over his broad shoulders and caressing the back of 

his powerful neck. His beautiful hazel eyes 

darkened with need. She would show him in no 
uncertain terms that she would fulfill any need or 

fantasy he had.  

She imagined hearing his breath catch in his 
throat when he was excited. A gentle kiss on his 

full lips would ignite his passion. She wanted to 

hear all the sounds he made as she touched and 
tasted him. She wanted to hear that deep throated 



 

 

groan he would make when she rubbed his erection 

through his clothes.  
She wanted to watch his face as she 

unzipped his pants and pulled down his boxers. 

There was no way he was a tidy whitey man. She 

would bet any money all he wore were boxers. It 
didn’t matter, if she had her way, he would never 

wear anything. He would be commando for life. 

More than anything, she wanted him flat on his 
back completely at her mercy.  

Running her hands over his heavily muscled 

chest excited her. She wanted to lick at his flat 
nipples until he writhed beneath her then suck 

them until they were bright pink and engorged. 

She would run her tongue in the grooves of his six 

pack abs and kiss his hip bones. She would slide 
her hands over his thick thighs and bury her nose 

in the hair surrounding his thick cock relishing the 

musky male scent of him. 
She ached to gently suck his balls one at a 

time and listen to him groan and plead with her to 

stop or never stop. She would grab hold of his rigid 
pulsing cock and stroke him firmly watching his 

face to know just how much pressure would give 

him the most pleasure. She would lick him from his 

balls to the top of the fat pink flushed head. She 
would grip this thick leg and feel him shiver at her 

touch.  

She would enjoy licking the slit of his cock to 
taste the drop of salty liquid oozing from it. He 

would groan huskily. She wanted to feel his fat dick 

jump in her hand. He was breaking out in a light 



 

 

sweat from her ministrations, and she was just 

getting started. 
She would tease the tip of his manhood with 

her tongue before finally engulfing it and taking 

him in as far as she could as the rest of his body 

tensed, and he struggled not to come. He was 
shaking with the need to come, but she would deny 

him for as long as possible.  

If she thought he was close to coming, she 
would slow down, licking him lightly, slowly, 

drawing it out as long as possible. She would 

prolong the ache to make sure that when he finally 
came, he would ride the crest of pleasure until he 

was gasping for breath. The first time he came she 

wanted him buried between her thighs.  

Once she had tortured him enough, she 
would climb on top of him, straddle his hips, 

enfolding his cock with her pussy slit and putting 

her hands on his chest. She would rub herself on 
him making sure his hardness hit the crux of her 

desire. She would then reach to take hold of his 

throbbing cock and slowly put it inside her. It 
would be a tight fit, but she would work him in and 

take all of him. She would begin to move when she 

had him fully seated inside her. 

His hands would cup her breasts as she 
moved on him. He would thrust up as she pushed 

down. They would move with a slow sensuous 

rhythm to drive them both crazy. 
“Faster baby.” He would say, and she would 

shake her head, her silky hair brushing over them 

both. She would continue until he held her tightly 
as he flipped them over and drove his thick cock 



 

 

into her grunting with each thrust of his strong 

body. She would lie beneath him and take 
everything he had to give her. He would position 

his body to be able to stroke her clit as he moved. 

“I want you to come now, baby. I’m not 

going to last. You feel so fucking good, but I’m 
going to keep fucking this pussy until you come.”  

He would know when she was on the brink 

and pound her harder. She could do nothing but 
obey him while the orgasm crashed over her. She 

called out his name while he continued to grind his 

big cock inside her. Her pussy clamped down, and 
his manhood pulsed. He fucked her harder and 

faster making the orgasm last for her. She gasped 

for breath; he was a good fuck.  

He stiffened above her, and she felt his cock 
jerk inside her before feeling his warmth filling her. 

He held his breath; his eyes were closed, and she 

watched ecstasy stretch across the face of her 
lover. He groaned her name. He was still coming 

inside her his chest heaving with deep halting 

breaths. He leaned over and kissed her deeply, 
both of them sharing a breath as they had shared 

everything else, with sheer abandon. 

Willow groaned out her orgasm stroking 

herself underwater. She opened her eyes, fantasy 
fulfilled, and reality resumed. The water was cold. 

She got out dejectedly thinking her bed would be 

the same. She hoped one day soon, Greg would be 
in it to warm it.  
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Greg got out of bed the next morning and 

took a shower to clean up and take care of his 
bobbing erection. 

“I have got to get my head on straight about 

this woman. She’s turning me inside out, and she’s 
not even trying.” He went into the office grumbling 

to himself the whole time.  

“Hey Shane, how’s it going?” 

“It’s good. Captain says I get to schedule 
and conduct some of the interviews on this case. It 

will get me off the front desk for a while and make 

me feel like I’m doing something.” 
“You are doing something. I remember when 

the doctors said you weren’t coming back here.” 

“Bunch of quacks, what do they know?” 
Shane quipped. Greg laughed. 

“All right man, let me know how it goes. I’m 

going to do some research and see if I can bang on 

some doors this afternoon.” Greg said.  
Shane nodded and left. 

Greg sat at his desk and started to look into 

the car that hit Shelly Graham. It had been stolen 
earlier in the day from a Park and Ride in Federal 

Way. The car hadn’t even been reported stolen 

until after the accident occurred.  
The officers who interviewed the owner 

verified he had been on a bus from Sea-Tac to 

Federal Way when the accident happened. The 

crime scene techs were still going over the car, but 
they hadn’t found anything yet. Except for a 



 

 

cement brick used to depress the gas pedal, there 

wasn’t much to go on. 
Witnesses said the driver had bailed out of 

the car before it hit. They saw him roll away, get to 

his feet and run down the street into the docking 

area of a warehouse and disappeared. When 
officers went to investigate where he could have 

gone, they found a hole in the back fence of the 

place and assumed he had a car or an accomplice 
waiting for him there. 

There seemed to be no connection between 

the trucking company and the accident so far, but 
Greg asked the other officers working the case with 

him to keep digging. It wasn’t random. The man 

either worked there or knew someone who did to 

know the layout of the place so well. What Greg 
needed was to find this guy before he hurt 

someone else. 
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What Willow needed was to get out of her 

office for a little while. She had been trying to 
work, but constantly thinking about Greg made her 

horny and Chase kept stopping by to talk to her. It 

was getting on her nerves. She wanted to go for a 
walk.  

She grabbed her purse and coat and thought 

a walk to the coffee shop down the block might be 

just what she needed to shake off the mood she 
was in. She needed to talk to a friend. 

She headed for the door after telling the 

receptionist she would be out of the office for about 
a half hour. She saw Roy look up when she 

approached the reception desk, and he probably 

noticed her coat. She hadn’t even made it to the 
elevator when suddenly Chase was there. 

“Where are you going?” He asked. 

“Out,” she answered. 

“Willow?” Chase said as if he was expecting 
her to answer. She was going to turn around and 

let him have it, but the receptionist Leslie 

interrupted. 
“You’re not her boyfriend or her dad, leave 

her alone.” Chase seemed like he was going to 

argue, but Leslie gave him a look. Willow turned 
and walked out. She was ready to give Chase hell 

for irritating her so much, but she was glad she 

didn’t. It wasn't like her.  

It was a chilly day, and there was a 
miserable mist in the air. She snuggled her coat 



 

 

closer around her and kept walking. She went into 

the coffee shop and ordered a non-fat latte. She 
found an empty table and sat down to call Darryl. 

“Did you see her today?” Willow asked.  

“I see her every day. I keep telling myself 

I’m going to ignore her when she comes in, and I 
try, I do. I see her heading for our doors, and I 

hide in the back pretending I’m straightening up 

back there. Then Adriana asks for me and my co-
worker, being the clueless, lazy ass she is, always 

has to come and find me. I end up having to talk to 

her. The only times I have been able to avoid 
seeing her is when she comes during my lunch 

hour, and my co-worker is forced to help her. 

Adriana’s since figured out when I have lunch and 

either shows up before or after. It’s annoying.” 
“I’m sorry sweetie.” 

“I like spending time with her and that’s 

what kills me. She’s smart and funny, and all kinds 
of wonderful and then she mentions her boyfriend. 

I hate it. I’m sorry Will. I know you didn’t call to 

hear me complain.” 
“It’s all right. It’s better to hear you 

complain than listening to myself complain.” 

“What do you have to complain about?” 

“The detective in charge of Shelly’s case is 
gorgeous.” 

“Is he?” 

“Yes and he’s off limits right now. Also, a 
guy I’ve been sleeping with is starting to piss me 

off with a jealous routine I have never seen 

before.” 



 

 

“Interesting, that normally doesn’t happen,” 

Darryl said. 
“I know, it’s weird. Did you spend any more 

time with the dark haired woman from last night?” 

“No, she was nice, but I wasn’t really into it. 

She was pretty, but no spark. You would think for 
all the sleeping around I do, I would increase my 

chances of finding my mate, but no.” He grumbled. 

Willow laughed. 
“I know honey, but we have to keep looking. 

It’s not like we can stop. One day we both may be 

lucky enough to find our mates.” 
“I know I just wish it was sooner, and it was 

her.” 

“What is her name again?” 

“It’s Adriana Porter. She speaks French.” 
“Ooh-la-la, is she French?” 

“Her mother is French Canadian; her father 

is American. Adriana is a dual citizen.” 
“What does she look like?” 

“She’s a blond, blue-eyed angel,” Darryl said 

wistfully. 
“Nice. Well, keep your head up. If she breaks 

up with her boyfriend, jump her.” Willow said 

conspiratorially. 

Darryl laughed. 
“That is the plan.” He admitted. 

Willow hung up and finished her coffee while 

walking back to the office. The first thing she did 
when she got back there was close the door and 

shut the blinds. It didn’t stop Chase from knocking 

on her door and then just opening it before she 



 

 

answered. She kicked him out and locked the door 

behind him.  
She managed to get more done that 

afternoon than she had all day the previous day. 

She realized the constant interruptions were taking 

up a lot of her time. She was going to start locking 
her door more often. If they wanted something, 

they could send her an email. 

When the day was over, she went straight 
home. Chase was trying to talk to her on the way 

out, but she ignored him.  

“Forget it, Chase, I’m not dating you, not 
now, not ever. Stop asking I’m never going to 

change my mind.” She left him standing there 

gaping at her. 

She stopped at the grocery store on the way 
home to get a couple of things. She put her purse 

on the table next to the door, kicked off her shoes, 

and put her groceries away. The plan was to bathe, 
figure out something for dinner, watch a little TV, 

and then go to bed early. By this time, it was just 

after seven in the evening. She thought about 
going out and picking up a man, but she didn’t feel 

like it.  

She pulled a clean nightgown from a dresser 

drawer and went to check on the water in the tub. 
She leaned over to turn off the faucets and got 

grabbed from behind. The man held her to his front 

as he lifted her off her feet.  He didn’t say 
anything; he just held her with one arm locked 



 

 

around her waist, and one hand was firmly 

covering her mouth.  
He had a mask on, and she could hear his 

heavy breathing through it. She froze for a second 

then started struggling, she could feel the man’s 

cock getting harder, pressing against her bottom. 
The man overbalanced, and they fell. She found 

herself face down in the tub. She quickly flipped 

over and fought for a breath of air.  
At first she was disoriented because she hit 

her head on the side of the tub. Her attacker then 

held her down in the water by putting all his weight 
on her chest. Her eyes were burning from the soap 

in the water, and she couldn’t see anything 

because of the bubbles.  

She kicked her legs but couldn’t connect with 
anything. She panicked when her lungs began to 

burn from the lack of oxygen. She was thrashing in 

the water when she realized she was still holding 
back. It was a habit to hide her strength. 

She made it a point to let men carry things 

for her when she had the ability to bench press a 
car. She was fighting for her life; there was no 

reason to hold back. She grabbed the arms of the 

man and shoved. He flew back, and she sat up 

gasping for air. 
She had thrown him so hard, he dented the 

wall behind him and tore down the towel rack. She 

sat up sputtering trying to clear the soap out of her 
eyes. Her attacker turned and ran off. She climbed 

out of the tub, reaching blindly for a towel to help 

clear her vision. 



 

 

She looked around thinking he might come 

back. She was fully ready to defend herself. She 
walked out of the bathroom making sure to pay 

attention in case he was still there.  

Her attacker had taken off; the front door 

was open. She slammed it closed and burst out 
crying. Her chest was hurting from being held 

down, and it was hard to breathe.  

After a few minutes, she got off the floor and 
reached for her cell phone. She sent a text 

message to Darryl. She thought of contacting Keely 

first, but she would be at work and probably 
wouldn’t see it until later. Darryl immediately 

texted back that he would be right over, and he 

called the police. 

Darryl got there before the police and drove 
her to the hospital once the officers said she could 

leave. They were on their way to the hospital at 

nine-thirty.  
Darryl called Marissa who told him to stay 

with Willow at all times. She called back an hour 

later. The Regents had issued a kill order for 
anyone involved in the attacks. Anyone determined 

to be involved who didn’t have the good sense to 

admit it would be in big trouble. 
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Greg was pacing his apartment in Kent. He 

couldn’t stop thinking about Willow. He imagined 
running his hand along her slender neck and 

looking into those sparkling blue eyes of hers. 

Remembering the sound of her voice made him 
shiver.  

He gave it up and went to bed. He had called 

everyone on the list she gave him earlier in the day 

and spoke to them about the night of Shelly 
Graham’s accident.  

They had all agreed to come down to the 

station for an interviewed. He would let the staff on 
duty take statements from them. Shane was 

looking forward to it and Greg wouldn’t deprive his 

friend of something he could do. Shane liked 
talking to people even if he suspected them of 

nefarious things. He said every person he spoke to 

taught him things. Whether good or bad, he always 

learned something. 

Greg finally got the okay from Ms. Graham’s 

doctor to ask her questions about what she 

remembered of the accident. Other officers could 
handle the office interviews, he would ask Shane to 

visit Shelly Graham. His most pressing need was to 

get Willow Harris off his mind. 
The list of strange accidents was growing. 

While he was investigating the case for Shelly, he 

had heard little to no progress had been made in 

the other cases he was following. One was of a 
woman who was run down as she was coming out 

of a nail salon in Mukilteo. There was another 



 

 

woman pushed in front of a bus at a Transit Center 

in Tacoma, and a guy who got beat up with a 
baseball bat in SODO. 

The attacks were crossing city and county 

lines. The separate departments were thinking the 

cases might be related as he did, and it was 
beginning to make jurisdiction messy. Everyone 

wanted it.  

The only thing that seemed to link these 
people so far was that it happened over a short 

period and that the people attacked were 

attractive. He’d seen pictures of all of them and 
they were all good looking people, really good-

looking. No one had been able to determine if they 

knew each other yet, but his gut told him they 

were connected. 

He looked at the clock; it was just past 

midnight. He changed into his pajamas, brushed 

his teeth and turned out the light. He had just 
gotten comfortable when his phone rang. 

“Stewart.” 

“Good you’re still awake, get up and get 
down here,” Shane said. 

“Why?” Greg asked a little groggy. 

“One of the people named on that list of 

yours has been attacked.” 
“Who?” 

“Willow Harris.” 

“Is she all right?” Greg asked jumping out of 
bed. He started trying to pull his pajama pants off 

and hold the phone to his ear with his shoulder. He 

dropped it when he reached for his pants. 



 

 

“Sorry, I missed that.” He apologized. 

“I said she’s fine. She’s at Pierpoint Hospital. 
Seattle PD called us since her name is tagged 

because of our investigation. I thought you would 

want first shot at her as soon as the docs get her 

settled.” 
“What happened to her?” 

“Someone broke into her apartment and 

tried to drown her in the bathtub.” 
“I’ll get over there as fast as I can. Thanks.” 

Greg finished dressing, jumped into his truck 

and sped over to Pierpoint. It was the main medical 
center in the area. He had no doubt she would 

have the very best care.  

He showed his badge to the volunteer and 

let into the emergency area. He again showed his 
badge to the nurse and was taken back to meet 

with the doctors on staff. The hospital was typical 

of all hospitals, it smelled of disinfectant, but there 
was no mistaking the slight tang of blood that 

always lingered in the air near the ER.  

Greg made his way back to the curtained off 
section where they were keeping Willow. She was 

at the end of the room. There were three other 

beds and two of them were occupied. He opened 

the curtain to find Willow sitting up on the bed 
sipping from a straw and two people next to her.  

One of them was a curvaceous redhead, and 

the other was a man who looked like he should be 
an underwear model. They were both so attractive. 

Greg always considered himself to be at least sort 

of handsome. Hanging around with Willow was 



 

 

starting to give him a complex. Does she only hang 

out with good-looking people? 
“Hello, Ms. Harris. How are you feeling?” He 

asked. Willow smiled at him when he spoke.  

“She’s doing much better now that you’re 

here officer.” The red head said. 
“Keely, please don’t.” Willow’s voice was 

scratchy and weak. 

“Don’t what honey? You know what you need 
to get better. Unless you want that young stud of a 

doctor that just left here, but I didn’t think you 

would want him because he’s wearing a ring. It’s 
either the doctor or the police officer, which shall it 

be? You know if it were me I wouldn’t be choosing. 

I would take them both.” She said smiling at Greg. 

He kept looking at her and realized that her green 
eyes were vibrant. He took a step towards her 

without realizing he had done it. 

“Greg?” Willow said interrupting his train of 
thought. 

“Yes?” He said feeling as if he was waking up 

from something.  
“You were saying?” Willow asked. 

 Greg was about to answer when the 

redhead interjected. 

“Well, if you don’t want him, I certainly do.” 
Keely pouted.  

Willow frowned.  

“Could you quit for five minutes?” Darryl 
snapped while he dragged Keely out of the room.  

What the heck was that? Greg thought. 

“I’m sorry about that. They’re worried about 
me and being crazy right now.” Willow said. 



 

 

“No problem, if a friend of mine ended up in 

the hospital, I might be a little crazy too.” He said. 
“I came to talk to you about what happened.” 

“I already gave a statement to a detective 

with the Seattle PD.” 

“I understand, but I think what happened to 
you might have something to do with what 

happened to Shelly.”  

“You think the person who hit Shelly 
attacked me?” 

“I don’t know, but it’s quite the coincidence 

that the woman you were supposed to have dinner 
with got into an accident and then something 

happened to you. I’m working every angle I can. 

Anything you can tell me might be helpful. Do you 

remember anything about your attacker?” 
“Not really, it happened so fast.” She told 

him everything, and he took notes. Greg had to be 

careful to look at everything in the room but her. 
Even bruised and ruffled, she was still astonishingly 

beautiful. He also found himself wanting to wring 

the neck of the man who dared to hurt her.  
“I better let you get some rest,” Greg said 

reluctantly. 

“Thanks for coming and if I think of 

something else I will let you know,” Willow 
promised. 

“If you need anything, you have my card, 

call anytime. They can reach me wherever I am.” 
Greg told her gently taking her hand. Both of them 

jumped as a frisson of energy raced up both their 

arms when they touched. 



 

 

“Sorry static,” He mumbled sheepishly and 

backed up to leave. He rolled his eyes at himself 
after he left the room. It wasn’t static, but he didn’t 

know what it was. Nothing about this woman made 

any sense to him.  

He was walking down the hall headed for the 
elevators when Keely stepped out of a doorway and 

wrapped her arm around the back of his neck and 

leaned in to kiss him. It had happened so fast; he 
didn’t have time to react.  

Just as quickly Darryl’s hand was between 

their faces and Darryl roughly pulled Keely away 
from him. Greg stood there stunned, the back of 

his neck tingling. He heard Keely complain, “You 

are no fun.” 

“Willow likes him, leave him alone,” Darryl 
said through gritted teeth clearly having lost 

patience with his friend. 

“Will is okay with sharing men…most of the 
time,” Keely whined.  

Darryl dragged her away after muttering an 

apology. Keely smiled and blew Greg a kiss. 
Greg was shocked. He was also confused by 

what the redhead said. If she said what he thought 

she said, this put a whole new spin on the case. He 

had a sobering thought. Every single person he’d 
seen in relation to this case was good-looking. The 

few people he had had a chance to see were what 

most people would consider to be handsome or 
beautiful. 

He wondered if what he stumbled on wasn’t 

a support group at all, but a high-end prostitution 



 

 

ring. It was one of few things that might make 

sense. Everyone involved seemed like normal 
people, but the most expensive call girl service was 

nothing if not discreet. The thought that Willow 

might be involved with that disappointed Greg and 

then it made him angry.  
For all he knew, she had a liaison planned 

the day he interviewed her in her office. She told 

him she had to leave to meet friends by five. 
Maybe that friend of hers was a client. He refused 

to acknowledge that the thought of someone 

touching her didn’t sit well with him. 
All along she could have been playing the 

role of sweet all-American girl to seduce him and 

throw him off track. This case could be nothing 

more complicated than someone getting revenge 
for their husband or wife sleeping with a high 

priced hooker. 

If Willow Harris thought that she was going 
to lead him around by his dick like she did every 

other man on the planet, she was mistaken. 
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Even though the sky was lightening with the 

first rays of pink and orange, and Greg knew he 
should go home to try to get some sleep, he went 

to the station instead. He grabbed the list of names 

and looked at each of them again. It was a 
confusing mix of people. Their jobs ranged from 

professional people like Willow all the way to 

strippers. What could a real estate person have in 

common with a stripper? There had to be a 
connection between them, he just didn’t know what 

it was yet. 

He had a feeling that if he was going to find 
out who had attempted to kill Shelly Graham, he 

needed to find that connection. He kept at it for a 

few more hours until he couldn’t keep his eyes 
open anymore. He left a message for Shane, who 

had already gone home, telling him to go see 

Shelly Graham when he got in. Maybe after she 

had given her statement, something would make 
sense to him. 

He still thought that somehow he had been 

made a fool of by Willow Harris. He needed to find 
out more about her. She was hiding something, 

and he was determined to find out what it was. He 

left the station tired and mad at himself that 
despite feeling like a fool, he was still concerned 

about her. 

After getting home, he dragged his tired 

body out of his truck and took the two flights of 
stairs up to his apartment. There was a note taped 

to his door.  



 

 

They are not what you think they are.  

There was a phone number. His first thought 
was to toss it in the trash and go to bed. He had 

had his fill of weird and frustrating for the day, and 

it wasn’t even eight in the morning yet. 

He pulled the note off, unlocked the door, 
and went in. He was cautious about it. Someone 

knew where he lived. There was no telling what he 

would find. He looked around and everything 
seemed in order.  

He looked carefully at the note. He should 

have been more careful with it. It could have had 
fingerprints on it. From then on, he touched it by 

the corners and laid it down on his dining table. He 

didn’t recognize the handwriting. The letters were 

choppy and clipped. The writer was efficient. They 
wrote only to convey a message. No muss, no fuss. 

If he were to guess, it looked like a man’s 

handwriting. He was curious enough to want to 
know why someone had left a note on his door. 

What the hell? Let’s see what this is about. 

He called the number. 
“Hello, Detective Stewart,” A man answered. 

“Who is this?” 

“They’re demons.” 

“What?” Great, just what I need right now. 
“They are sex demons. They hide their 

disgusting habits behind their pretty faces.” 

“Who is this and what are you talking 
about?” Greg demanded. 

“Listen to me man!” The man shouted on the 

other end of the line. “They are everywhere, in 
everything, from the government to the damn 



 

 

bookstore on the corner. There is nowhere we 

humans can escape from them. You are a human, 
so I’m going to tell you that there is a group out 

there who is putting humans first. We are working 

to make sure that humans continue to be the apex 

predator on the planet as God intended.” 
What a nut job. Greg thought, but he kept 

listening. The man might say something useful to 

help him find them later on if the group should 
decide to do something public. 

“This new case you’re working on, it’s a 

waste of your time, let it go,” The man said, “It 
needs to be a cold case.” 

“No can do. It’s a case that I have been 

assigned. I do my job and earn my pay,” Greg 

stated flatly. 
“I appreciate the dedication. We could 

certainly use someone like you in the organization. 

Men who aren’t afraid to do what needs to be done, 
but I’m telling you; you’re wasting your time on 

this one. They aren’t worth it. All we are is food to 

them. I’m trying to do you a favor and give you a 
friendly warning, don’t get sucked in by them, they 

will use you and throw you away and you will never 

know.” 

Greg knew for sure that this was a group he 
wanted to watch. The man sounded like a 

homegrown terrorist. 

“Tell me more about the organization.” 
“When we think you’re ready, we will contact 

you. It would be nice to have a police officer on our 

side for once.” The man said. 



 

 

Since you know I’m a police officer, you 

know I need proof. I’m not just going to take your 
word for it. ” 

“I don’t expect you to. You’ll have your proof 

soon, watch for it. Have a good one.” The man said 

and hung up.  
Greg looked at his phone and shook his 

head. He didn’t know what that was, but he was 

concerned about the group the man mentioned. 
What was with putting humans first? What did that 

mean? He wasn’t sure. The thing that made him 

worry was the part about being the apex predator.  
Whatever the group was really about, 

obviously they were not a happy group of flower 

sniffing pacifists. The last thing he needed was a 

hate group to watch, but it wasn’t something he 
could just blow off either. He called the station and 

waited while they traced the number Greg had. It 

was a dead end; it was a stolen phone. 
There was nothing more he could do. He 

would write up what he knew in the morning and 

file it. Hopefully, whatever he learned would be 
helpful to someone. He had more than enough on 

his plate at the moment. 

He took a shower and went to bed. It was 

8:30 in the morning, but if he didn’t get some 
sleep, he was going to be useless. As he was 

watching the watery sunlight stream in through the 

window, he closed his eyes thinking of a pair of 
lively blue ones. 

He woke up four hours later to someone 

pounding on his front door. He flew out of bed, 
grabbed his gun, and looked through the peephole. 



 

 

He didn’t see anyone, but he hauled open the door 

anyway. No one except the people he worked with 
knew he was home. He was rarely home at this 

time of the day. He went to the railing and looked 

over to see if he could at least get a glimpse of who 

it was or maybe the license number of any car he 
didn’t recognize driving away right then.  

There was no one around. He stepped 

backward looking carefully down the walkway on 
both sides to see if one of his neighbors were out. 

Maybe they had seen something. He blinked and 

realized he was standing there in his underwear 
holding a gun.  

That’s all he needed to do, scare all the little 

old ladies he lived near. He shook his head and 

turned to go back into his apartment. He bumped 
his foot on something. There was a package with 

big black letters on it that said, “Proof.”  

He grabbed the box by the edges being 
careful not to drop it. He closed the door and went 

to the kitchen. He laid it on the counter and put the 

gun down after making sure to click the safety. He 
grabbed a plastic zipper bag from a drawer and put 

the box inside it after he was reasonably sure it 

wouldn’t blow up.  

He intended to get the box scanned before 
he opened it. He left the bag on the counter then 

went to take a shower. He would go to the lab and 

open it there. He wanted to sleep more; he was 
still tired, but the box couldn’t wait. That was the 

problem with late-night incidents. It could be hell 

on a man’s sleep. It didn’t help that what little 
sleep he had was peppered with dreams of Willow 



 

 

Harris. He figured sleep was overrated and went to 

work.  

He walked over to his desk. Shane was 

sitting at his desk opposite Greg’s typing up a 

report. 

“I talked to Shelly Graham this morning,” 
Shane said. 

“What did you find out?” 

“Nothing, she was driving, and then she was 
bleeding. Not a lot else. She has no enemies. Her 

friends like her, her co-workers like her, her 

neighbors like her too. The lady who cleans her 
house, and the houses she shows, says she pays 

generously and is an easy client. The woman is a 

saint; we got nothing.” 

Greg walked away from Shane and took the 
package downstairs to be scanned. It was deemed 

perfectly safe. They dusted it for prints, but there 

weren’t any. Greg put some gloves on and opened 
the box. Inside, there were pictures of what looked 

to be two people in various sexual positions. Their 

faces were blurry, and there wasn’t anything 
identifiable in the background. It looked like 

regular people doing regular naughty things.  

He wasn’t exactly sure what kind of proof 

this was supposed to be. A dark-haired man and a 
red-headed woman were in the picture. There were 

no tattoos on either of them that were evident in 

the picture. The woman was wearing an ankle 
bracelet, but a lot of women did. It was something, 

though, and it might come in handy later. 



 

 

Greg put the pictures back in the envelope 

and shoved it in one of his desk drawers, then 
thought better of it and went to turn it in. The last 

thing he needed was to have someone find a bunch 

of pseudo-porn in his desk. Some weirdo probably 

thought it was funny to send an officer some 
pictures of themselves doing the nasty. He was 

going to ignore it for now and focus on his case.  

He knew his caller had told him Shelly’s case 
had something to do with sex demons. He had no 

idea what that meant, but he would keep an open 

mind. In truth, he was still stuck on a theory that 
explained everything. He believed he could be on 

the trail of high priced hookers, and he wasn’t 

going to stop until all their perfect pretty asses 

were in jail. 
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The doctor wanted to keep Willow in the 

hospital for one more day, but she was hoping it 
wasn’t necessary. She had slept with three men 

the night before and was feeling much better. She 

was probably going to get another round of men 
tonight thanks to Megan, who stayed with her and 

was trolling the halls for her.  

Willow didn’t like that Megan was here with 

her at first because she thought no one was with 
Shelly. Megan assured that her Sam was with 

Shelly. She relaxed after that. She had gotten the 

impression Marissa might believe that whoever had 
been attacking sex demons would have no problem 

going into the hospital and finishing the job. 

At any rate, it was nice to have someone 
with her. Being in the hospital was boring. She 

couldn’t get any rest with all the interruptions, and 

there was only so much TV she could watch. She 

was hoping for more visitors, but so far no one had 
come to see her. Megan told her Darryl said he 

would come today as soon as he got off work. 

“Meg?” 
“Yeah?” 

“How are things with you?” 

“You’re lying in a hospital bed with hand 
prints on your chest and you’re asking about me? 

Megan chuckled. 

“Well, I’m not going anywhere and since 

you’re going to be here with me, we might as well 
talk.” Willow reasoned. 



 

 

“I suppose,” Megan said, “I’m fine.” Willow 

looked doubtful. 
“No, really, I am.” 

Willow wasn’t so sure about that. The second 

thing that concerned her was that Megan was here 

in the hospital instead of getting out and living life. 
Willow knew that Marissa wanted someone to stay 

with her. Willow just wished it wasn’t Megan. Not 

because there was anything wrong with Megan. 
She was a kind and gentle soul. She was a good 

person and a better friend. 

Megan, who was always low-key, was even 
more so now. Willow knew Megan was depressed 

and had been since she lost her mate two years 

ago. If Willow remembered correctly, the last time 

Megan had seen him was when he was in the 
hospital, this one, and spending time here was 

probably not a good thing for her. 

“Are you still looking for a job?” Willow 
asked. 

“No, I don’t think I want to go through the 

interview process.” 
“What interview process? All you have to do 

is turn on your scent, and the job is yours.” 

It always fascinated Willow that once a sex 

demon turned on their hormones people would do 
anything for them. Like Willow’s doctor. He was a 

hard-working, honorable man who cared for his 

patients. Under normal circumstances, he would 
have never had sex with a patient, but no one can 

resist a sex demon. 

“That is cheating and you know it. You didn’t 
get your job that way did you?” Megan asked. 



 

 

“No, but I know lots of us who have.” 

“I know, but I don’t want to do that. I don’t 
want to work right now anyway and I don’t have 

to, ever. I have investments like most of us do. 

Cody also took out two life insurance policies that I 

didn’t know about. I am the beneficiary. Even in 
death he takes care of me.” Megan mumbled the 

last. 

“I’m sorry Meg. I just wanted to know what 
you’ve been up to. We haven’t had a chance to talk 

in a while, and I wanted to catch up.” Willow said 

guiltily. Megan shook her head, and her long dark 
hair shimmered in the light. 

“I’m the one that should be sorry. I hate 

hospitals; they remind me of him.” 

“If you need to go I understand. You don’t 
have to stay. I can call Marissa, and she will send 

someone else to babysit me. Besides, Darryl should 

be here soon. He can stay with me.” 
“No. I told Marissa I would stay with you. All 

demons not currently working are taking shifts 

watching the injured ones around the clock. 
Everyone is the most worried about Tracy. She still 

hasn’t regained consciousness, and it’s getting 

critical that she wake soon.” 

“I know you don’t want to be here,” Willow 
stated. 

“I do want to help if I can. If this is how I 

can help, then this is what I’ll do.” Megan said 
softly. 

“This must be hard for you.” 

“Do you remember when you hit puberty?” 
Megan said abruptly changing the subject. “When 



 

 

you were so horny you felt like you were on fire 

because you were in heat?” 
Willow nodded, at the time she remembered 

thinking she was burning up. She was wild to have 

sex with someone. She was afraid she might go 

crazy and attack someone. Despite being sex 
demons, they could never force a human. If they 

tried, their bodies wouldn’t work, the men wouldn’t 

get hard and the women wouldn’t get wet.  
Partners must always be willing. If a woman 

didn't find women attractive, Willow wouldn’t be 

able to sway her. It was the same thing for men. If 
a man were gay, he would appreciate her outfit 

more than her body. Because of this she knew 

when she put out the hormones and the men came 

running it was because they wanted to be there. 
She never lacked for willing partners. 

“Of course.” 

“Imagine that feeling times ten. Whenever 
Cody was near me, I felt like I was on fire. When 

he touched me, I thought there would be nothing 

left of us but ash. Now that he’s gone, I feel cold. I 
am always cold now.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Me too, but don’t worry about it, really. I’m 

okay. I’ll get over it, one day. Others who have lost 
their mates seem to live only a half-life afterward. 

At this point If that is I all I get, I’ll take it because 

right now I don’t feel like I even have that. You 
know what the funny part is?” Willow was 

heartbroken to hear Megan talk this way. 

“The others I spoke to told me that in a way, 
I was lucky. I had only had him for a few months. I 



 

 

was lucky not to have lost him after fifty years. 

Four months wasn’t nearly long enough. I told 
them I envied them their fifty years.” 

Willow looked at the tall, beautiful woman 

and watched her eyes tear up as she tried hard to 

blink them back. Willow wished there was 
something she could do for her.  

“Why don’t you go get a cup of coffee or 

something?” Willow suggested. “Take a walk for a 
bit and come back. I’m wide awake so I should be 

able to scream for a nurse should anything 

happen.” 
“I’m sorry Willow. I shouldn’t have said all 

that while you’re trying to recover.” 

“It’s not a problem. We are friends, and 

regardless of the fact that I’m trapped here 
temporarily, that doesn’t change. I appreciate you 

being here. It gives me a chance to spend some 

time with you. It has been awhile. If you ever need 
to talk, call me. I don’t care what time it is. Just 

call, okay?” Megan nodded unable to speak. 

“I think I want to go get that coffee now.” 
She said voice shaky with emotion. “Are you sure 

you’re going to be all right?” 

“Go. I’ll be fine.” Willow assured her. Megan 

walked out of the room and left the door propped 
open. 
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Willow couldn’t begin to imagine what it 

would be like to find your mate and then lose 
them. Megan seemed broken inside, and while she 

used to attend SDA meetings as a way to chase 

away the loneliness, she no longer did. Willow had 
no idea what she did with most of her time now, 

but she worried about her. If Megan wanted to end 

her life, she could do so by simply refusing to feed.  

The thought of feeding made Willow realize 
she was hungry again. Her body was using energy 

faster than she had visitors. She was sure Darryl 

would arrive any minute to help her. If she could 
have chosen who she wanted to feed her right now, 

she would have chosen Greg Stewart. 

She was disappointed she hadn’t had a 
chance to sleep with him. She was hoping he would 

visit her in the hospital, but she hadn’t seen him 

since he came to the ER. She supposed it was for 

the best. If she wanted to make sure he got all the 
information she could think of concerning her 

attacker, she couldn’t sleep with him. If she did, he 

would have forgotten everything, and she would 
have to tell him all over again. 

He was charming and unbelievably hot. She 

would have liked to know how he made love. Was 
he gentle or did he like it a little rough? Did he like 

to talk dirty or have sex in public places? She 

would have to find out one day soon. She normally 

just took advantage of circumstances, but she was 
intrigued by the sexy officer. She would try to 

bump into him some time and persuade him to 



 

 

answer her questions. In the meantime, she hoped 

Shelly was doing better.  
A sound near the door distracted Willow from 

her thoughts. The male nurse she had slept with 

last night was back again. Megan was standing 

outside the room ensuring that they had a little bit 
of privacy and to prevent anyone from interrupting. 

There wasn’t as great a risk at night, but during 

the day the hospital staff could bustle in and out of 
her room at will. It made feeding interesting. 

The male nurse was a tall man. He was 

handsome in an unconventional way. He had short 
blond hair and bright blue eyes. He wasn’t very 

large in the penis department, but he would do. 

Immediately Willow spoke to him, released a little 

scent, and watched his member harden. He had 
been a pleasant distraction last night. He was all 

muscle, and he smelled good. He was heavy and 

warm. She liked his labored breathing ruffling her 
hair.  

Willow blew a kiss at him and let loose with 

her scent again. He urgently yanked his shirt off 
and dropped his pants. She sat up to remove her 

hospital gown, and he immediately descended on 

her left breast. He tugged lightly on her nipple with 

his teeth then laved over it with his tongue.  
He laid his body down next to hers, his male 

hardness pressing against her hip. He teased her 

other nipple with his hand, gently pinching it 
between his thumb and forefinger. He leaned over 

to tug on the puckered nipple with his teeth before 

soothing it with his tongue. Her hands roamed his 
body, and every inch of her skin absorbed 



 

 

everything about their play. He was sweating a 

little, but her skin soaked it up like a sponge. He 
was giving off hormones like crazy and her skin 

absorbed that too.  

She gripped his shoulders and spread her 

legs. She wanted him to take her, but apparently 
he wanted the pleasure of tasting all of her. He 

moved down her body, skimming her soft skin with 

his hands from ribs to hips. He spread her thighs 
wider and used that talented tongue of his to drive 

her insane. He licked every inch of her, taking care 

to lap quickly at the bundle of nerves swollen with 
her arousal.  

He slipped a finger inside her and pulled it 

back out, her cream coating his finger with each 

motion. Then he inserted two of his fingers and 
bent them searching for the place that would 

immediately have her orgasm crashing down on 

her. She gasped, desperate to come. All the while 
he continued to lick and suck her, making her lose 

her senses. He slid further in and pulled out finding 

the spot that made her cry out, and she grip the 
sheets of the bed.  

“I need you; I need you now. Don’t make 

me wait, please.” She cried.  

“Yes.” He whispered in her ear. He fit his 
hips between her thighs, centered his cock at her 

entrance and drove in all the way in one slow push. 

She writhed with pleasure. 
“Oh yeah, oh yeah,” she moaned as she 

came again. She shivered all over with the 

satisfaction. He moved inside her slowly at first, 
then faster and faster as she moved her hips to 



 

 

meet his thrusts. She wrapped her legs around his 

hips, and he rode her hard and fast until he 
exploded inside her with a soft grunt. He held very 

still until he stopped coming and could finally take 

a deep breath. He pulled out of her and rolled next 

to her to keep from crushing her. 
“That was amazing baby.” She said to him 

stroking his chest. Just then, another male nurse 

came in and saw them naked next to each other. 
He was a taller dark haired man with dark eyes. 

Willow watched his eyes get larger as he realized 

what he was seeing. 
“What the hell is going on?” He said. 

“Would you like to join us?” Willow asked 

releasing more hormones into the already flooded 

room. The nurse blinked for a second while Willow 
waited. The second male nurse groaned. He was 

already rock hard. He stood still starting to shake 

and took a step towards her. 
“As you can see, he needs to rest for a few 

minutes, but I still need more. I can see how hard 

you are. Come over here and let me help you 
relieve that pressure.” The man moved closer and 

started to undress. The first nurse apparently had 

absorbed so much of her scent that he was rock 

hard again. He saw that the second nurse wasn’t 
moving very fast and decided to take advantage of 

the situation. 

“Well, if he isn’t going to fuck you, I will.” He 
said, getting back on top of her and sliding his cock 

into her again. 



 

 

“I want you. Will you come to me?” Willow 

asked the second nurse while getting fucked hard 
by the first one. 

“Yes,” He said removing the rest of his 

clothes. He stood near the bed by her head and 

allowed Willow to suck his cock while she waited 
for the first guy to come inside her. She figured 

she could get one more orgasm out of the first guy 

then she would let him go. Since another man had 
just arrived, he should be good to come at least 

twice. She figured two or three times each 

shouldn’t be too taxing for them. 
Megan stood outside until the first man 

finished, and then helped him dress. He could 

barely stand. She got him out of the room and on 

his way. The second nurse was heartily pumping 
his cock between Willow’s legs and she encouraged 

him to a quick orgasm by slightly squeezing her 

vagina muscles. He grunted, and Willow felt herself 
being filled with his warmth.  

He collapsed on top of her, and she rolled to 

the side dislodging him from her at the same time. 
He was breathing hard but still had enough sense 

about him to reach for and place his hand over her 

breast. Megan had to help him dress and leave as 

well. 

The next morning the doctor signed Willow’s 

release papers. She thanked him as he was leaving 

the room. She had called work yesterday to let 
them know she was in the hospital. They were kind 

enough to send flowers. She was under doctor’s 

orders to rest for a few days. Her boss was happy 
to let her take all the time she needed. Willow was 



 

 

tired, and now she was scared. It had finally 

settled into her brain that someone had attacked 
her. She considered herself fortunate to not to be 

as injured as some of the others. 

She was glad she had friends who were 

quick to come to her aid. She thought it was funny 
that Chase hadn’t come to see her. I’ve been 

sleeping with him for months. You would think he 

would at least send flowers.  
She shook her head at her silliness. Maybe it 

was for the best. If Chase asked her out again, she 

would turn him down. The relationship wasn’t a 
relationship, and she realized she had only been 

seeing Chase at his best. He always tried to make a 

good first impression, and he had up until he had 

shown an unreasonable jealous side in her office 
with Greg. She would find someone else to sleep 

with from now on. She was still hoping that 

someone would be Greg Stewart. 
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Greg was trying to find out who would hurt 

Shelly Graham, Willow Harris, Tracy Daniels, 
Hannibal Crane, and Jaime Piedmont. He couldn’t 

figure out how they knew each other. Shelly and 

Willow were friends. Tracy didn’t seem to know 
them or Hannibal.  

Greg rubbed his eyes and took another sip of 

his cold coffee and grimaced. Shane walked over 

and put half of a sliced toasted bagel on the desk in 
front of him. 

“You look like hell, when was the last time 

you slept?” Shane asked. 
Greg had gone a whole day without seeing 

Willow Harris. Unfortunately, he couldn’t stop 

thinking about her or dreaming about her. Her face 
and her voice haunted him. He wanted to wake up 

next to her. Then he would kick himself for thinking 

something like that about someone he barely 

knew. On top of that, he couldn’t seem to get 
control of his body. It seemed like he would have 

an erection for the rest of his life. 

“Thanks for the bagel.” He answered taking 
a bite ignoring Shane’s question.  

Shane continued to stand there. 

“What do you want?” Greg said still chewing 
and taking another sip of his cold coffee. 

“I wanted to update you on the interviews.” 

“Oh yeah, anything?” 

“Nothing so far. We’ve gone through about 
half the list. Everyone seems to have the same 

story, SDA –Single, Dating, and Available. Every 



 

 

single one of them said the same things. The SDA 

sounds a lot like BS.” 
“You think they’re hiding something?” Greg 

asked. 

“Yes, but I have no idea what. There was 

one woman, tall, pretty, black lady named Megan 
Winston. She seemed different. I want to interview 

her again and see if I can get more out of her. I did 

a background on her. Her boyfriend was killed in a 
motorcycle accident a couple of years ago; she 

could be our way in.” 

“Ok, let me know what you find out.” 
“Will do.” 

Greg finished off the rest of his bagel then 

went over again what he knew about the victims so 

far. Tracy was on the board of several charities and 
was a trust fund baby. Hannibal was a local interior 

designer with some notable clients. Shelly and 

Willow worked in real estate, but for different 
companies. Then there was Jaime Piedmont, a 

graphic artist who owned her own business and 

had three employees.  
In researching all the attacks and comparing 

friends and relatives, he saw one name come up on 

the list for Hannibal and the one for Shelly, Marissa 

Davis.  
From all appearances, Ms. Davis was a 

wealthy socialite who spent most of her time just 

maintaining her status. She was married for two 
years to a millionaire who died four years ago. She 

had also been in the paper for being attacked two 

years ago. Maybe he should start with her.  



 

 

She could be the link between them. 

Someone could be running a high ticket call girl 
service and Ms. Davis was in the perfect position to 

be that person. She had the connections to make it 

work and if she considered herself a true socialite, 

something she would have to be an expert at, 
would be discretion. He did some research to find 

her contact information and called to make an 

appointment to see her. 

She agreed to meet with him later that day 

at a coffee shop in Seattle near Pioneer Square. 

She would meet him at 2 pm. He walked into the 
tiny shop and sat down near the door with his back 

to the wall.  

He recognized her when she walked in from 

pictures he had seen of her before. She dressed in 
a form-fitting skirt set in a dark gray that perfectly 

matched her stormy gray eyes. She couldn’t have 

been taller than 5’2” inches, but she wore 2-inch 
dark gray heels. Again he noticed that she, like all 

the others involved in this case, was beautiful. 

Aside from the scar down the left side of her face, 
she was perfection. Her glossy dark hair was swept 

up and held in a stylish clip at the back of her 

head. A string of small pearls wreathed her slender 

neck. 
“Ms. Davis? I’m Detective Stewart.” He said 

extending his hand. She smiled at up at him and 

shook his hand firmly. 
“Nice to meet you. I’m sorry if I kept you 

waiting.” Greg shook his head. 

“I just arrived myself. Coffee?” 



 

 

“Please.” She said. They got their orders and 

went to sit down. Greg marveled over the fact that 
Ms. Davis was just as beautiful as Willow, but he 

didn’t feel as strong an attraction to her. 

“You wanted to speak to me about Shelly 

and Hannibal?” 
“Yes, but I also wanted to ask if you also 

know Tracy Daniels, Willow Harris, and Jaime 

Piedmont?” 
“I am acquainted with all of them.” 

“And what is your relationship to them?” He 

asked. 
“We are friends. I met them all through 

mutual friends. Shelly sold me some real estate. 

Hannibal decorated my house; Tracy contacted me 

to contribute money to her charities, and Willow 
handled the paperwork when I sold a townhouse in 

Shoreline. Jaime did the program for an event I 

was working on.” 
“Do you know of any reason someone would 

want to hurt any of these people?” 

“I have no idea. They are all wonderful 
people.” Marissa replied.  

“Do you know anything about SDA 

meetings?” Greg asked casually.  

Marissa laughed. 
“Yes, I started them. Are you interested in 

joining? I’m sure we could find a group that meets 

at a time and place that is convenient for you.” 
“Um, no, thanks. I was just wondering if 

there was a connection to the meetings since both 

Shelly and Willow were at one the night Shelly was 
in an accident.” Greg said. 



 

 

“I can’t imagine why there would be.” 

Marissa pondered. 
“Would it be possible for me to sit in on one 

of the meetings just to see what they are like?” 

Greg asked watching Marissa’s face carefully, and 

there it was, a small twitch of her lip that said she 
was not thrilled with the idea. 

“Sure,” She said with a smile. Let me get out 

my datebook and I can let you know when one will 
be happening in your area. I have them all written 

down in case I happen to be nearby and want to 

drop in and say a few encouraging words.” 
“What is the purpose of the group?” Greg 

asked pointedly. 

“The groups are designed to support each 

member while they search for that special 
someone. The facilitators teach the group members 

to pay attention to their body language to be open 

and approachable, to remind them to smile.” She 
said to him which made him smile. “We come 

together to talk about our personal successes and 

failures in dating and all the while we have friends 
to help us to be a little less lonely while we search. 

I would be more than happy to let you know what’s 

available if you just tell me where and when. I can 

even call the facilitator and introduce you.” Marissa 
offered. 

“No, thanks. I think I’ll do some research on 

my own and decide when I want to go. There are 
meetings all around the area right?” 

“Of course. The closest one to here happens 

every other Wednesday at a pizza place near the 
Pacific Science Center.” 



 

 

“Good to know.” 

“If that’s all, I need to get going. I have 
another meeting to attend. I’m organizing a 

fundraiser. As it happens, it’s for one of Tracy’s 

charities. In fact, it’s a bachelor auction. Would you 

be interested? It’s for a good cause.” Marissa 
prodded.  

Greg laughed. 

“I don’t know about that.” He answered. 
“I am serious. Are you single?" 

"Yes, but," he stammered 

"Well, there you go. You are young, 
handsome, and available. Just the kind of man I 

need for the auction. You're attractive, I bet you 

could bring in a lot of money for the charity. Here’s 

my card. It’s the day after tomorrow. I would love 
it if you joined us. It’s going to be an all-afternoon 

thing. The auction is at noon, and you will spend 

the rest of the afternoon and early evening with 
your buyer. It’s all in good fun, and I promise you, 

you will be home by ten p.m. No strings attached. 

What do you say?” 
“I’ll have to think about it.” 

“You do that and call me to let me know 

what you decide. If not, I’m going to walk into the 

station tomorrow and ask for you. When they ask 
me what I want with you, I’m going to tell them I 

want to auction you off to the highest bidder. Can 

you imagine what your colleagues would say?” 
Greg grimaced. 

“You know blackmail is illegal right?” He 

stated flatly.  
Marissa laughed. 



 

 

“This isn’t blackmail. It’s persuasion. 

Besides, think of all the good you could do, and I 
will make sure there will be a lot of beautiful 

women there. If nothing else, you would get your 

fill of eye candy. What better way to spend an 

afternoon?” She laughed again.  
He shook his head. 

“Thanks for your time.” He said standing up 

and shaking her hand. 
“Not a problem and remember to call me. I 

make good on my threats.” She laughed again. 

“Threatening a police officer is illegal too.” 
He replied.  

Marissa snickered on her way out the door. 

He drove back to Kent crawling on the I-5. 

He took the time to think about the conversation 
he had with Marissa Davis. She seemed to be what 

she portrayed, but there was something underlying 

all her banter. He knew he had made her 
uncomfortable when he mentioned just sitting in on 

an SDA meeting.  

If it were as innocuous as she said, she 
wouldn’t have insisted that he allow her to help him 

choose one. He had no doubt that if he told her 

when and where he wanted to join a meeting, she 

would have warned the group leader and Greg 
would learn nothing. He had to play this carefully.  

Marissa Davis was hiding something with her 

SDA, and he would find out what it was. If it turned 
out to be what he thought, she would be the first 

to go down. 
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Willow caught a ride home with Keely. 

Willow thanked her, said goodbye then went to 
change her clothes and wash her face. She never 

liked the smell of hospitals, and the antiseptic smell 

was all over her. 
She looked around her condo, and while it 

was good to be home, she felt lonely. She looked 

at her bed and contemplated taking a nap, but she 

didn’t want to sleep. She turned on the TV and 
channel-surfed for about an hour before becoming 

bored with it. 

She wandered into the kitchen and looked in 
the refrigerator for something to munch on. She 

was hungry, but not very. It was just after six 

thirty in the evening. She realized that what she 
was craving was time with a friend. She lounged on 

the couch and used the speed dial on her cell 

phone to call Shelly. Keely told her that Shelly was 

discharged the day before. 
“Hey, how are you feeling?” Shelly asked. 

“Tired, but better, you?” 

“Almost as good as new. I have a fantastic 
doctor. He’s smart and handsome and is an 

amazing lover by the way. I love it when a man 

knows how to work his package. Hey, speaking of 
cute, I heard from Slutarella that the cop 

investigating my accident is a hunk. Is that true?” 

Slutarella is Shelly’s term of endearment for Keely. 

“Yeah, he’s pretty hot; he’s nice too.” 
“You sound as if you like the man in 

uniform.” Shelly teased. 



 

 

“I do like him, but the opportunity hasn’t 

presented itself,” Willow said. 
“What opportunity? Anytime, anyplace 

remember? Do you remember the time I did that 

firefighter in the coffee shop? At least ten people 

saw him bend me over the nearest table and feed 
me his fire hose. If I remember correctly, the table 

was also occupied. It was fantastic. After he came, 

we straightened up. I kissed him, and ten minutes 
later it was like it never happened. I ordered my 

latte and left.”  

Willow remembered that day. Within five 
minutes of Shelly doing the fireman, the rest of the 

men in the store were stroking themselves. The 

fireman in question was fucking her so hard she 

almost knocked over the table.  
All the men standing around had their dicks 

out watching the live porn show Shelly was putting 

on for them. The women in the place were affected 
as well by the all the hormones in the air. Some of 

them were stroking themselves or enjoying a 

partner as well.  
Once the man came inside her and Willow 

watched all the men groan out their orgasms. 

Shelly dropped her skirt, tucked her panties into 

her handbag and took her cup off the coffee bar. It 
was a mess; there was semen everywhere. One 

guy even came on the window exposing himself to 

whoever was passing right then. Shelly just 
laughed at the chaos and told everyone to clean up 

after themselves  



 

 

A few minutes later, no one remembered 

anything. Shelly was different. Most demons had to 
wait until the next morning to be forgotten, but for 

Shelly it was almost instantaneous. Willow wasn’t 

sure if that was a good or bad thing. She was more 

anonymous than most sex demons. 

“I remember, but I can’t do stuff like that.” 

Willow protested. 

“You must be adopted,” Shelly said.  
“I like him. I don’t want to treat him like 

that. He’s a good man. He deserves better.” 

“You are a succubus. You must fuck to live. 
Yes, you could screw some ugly low-life with a big 

car and a small dick, but why do that when you can 

have a good-looking man with a beefy ass. I know 

we don’t need their passion. All we need is the 
hormones, the sweat, and the semen, but no one 

said we couldn’t enjoy it.” Shelly reasoned.  

Willow sighed. 
“We deserve to be touched, loved, and 

cherished. The only person who can give us that is 

our mate. The only way to find our mate is if we 
fuck everyone in sight in the hopes that one of 

them is him. You don’t have to abuse him Will, be 

nice to him, screw him, and let him go. Get him out 

of your system. Most of us never find our mates, 
you know that. In the meantime, we have to live. 

Loosen up and have some fun would you? You’re 

not going to hurt him, and you will know what kind 
of lover he is. I know you’ve thought about it.” 

“Shut up,” Willow said and Shelly laughed. 



 

 

“I knew it. You’re a slut puppy like the rest 

of us. I have to get going. I need to go trolling; I’m 
hungry.” 

“All right, I’ll talk to you soon, have fun.” 

“Always do,” Shelly said laughing. Willow 

thought about what Shelly said. She should sleep 
with gorgeous Greg to get him out of her system 

and then she could get over him. She was done 

sleeping with Chase. He was beyond weird right 
now. Just thinking about him was making her skin 

crawl. 

Keely was probably right too. Willow was in a 
rut. She should start hanging out with Keely more 

often. She knew how to have a good time.  

But that was tomorrow, tonight she wanted 

someone to warm her bed and she knew just who 
she wanted. If she couldn’t have him, she would 

have to go out and pick someone up. She would 

rather have her food delivered tonight. 

She dug around in her purse and found his 

card. She picked up the phone and called Greg’s 

cell phone. 
“Stewart.” 

“Hi, this is Willow Harris.” 

“Ms. Harris, how are you?” 

“I’m doing better thank you. I was 
wondering if you could come to see me. I was 

hoping to talk more about Shelly’s case. I thought 

if I ran through it again now that I’m feeling better, 
I might say something useful. Are you available 

tonight? I’m at home.” 
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Greg looked at his watch while he was 

talking to her. It was only 7:30 pm, still early. He 
knew she left the hospital. He asked the doctor to 

inform them of when she was leaving to be able to 

keep an eye on her. He asked Seattle PD to do a 
drive-by of her place more often.  

He had been off duty for two hours, and he 

supposed that any small detail she might 

remember could be the thing that cracks the case. 
It would also give him a chance to check out her 

apartment. He wanted to see if there was 

something linking her to the attacks on the others 
or if she became a victim because she double-

crossed a partner or something.  

He wanted to check for signs of her being a 
high priced hooker. He was hoping he wouldn’t find 

anything. He didn’t think he would, but that didn’t 

mean it wasn’t possible. If she were really good, 

she would never bring a client home. He would 
make it a point to look around without being 

obvious. If he did find something, he would be 

disappointed. He liked her, and he hated that she 
might be lying to him. 

He had a million theories and no proof or 

direction with any of it. He needed to get a handle 
on it or he would probably lose the case. A 

detective at Seattle PD was already chomping at 

the bit to step in. He had a bigger department, 

more money, and more resources. If the captain 
started to worry about the budget, Greg would be 



 

 

off the case. If he couldn’t catch a break, he might 

have to give it up and let someone else run with it. 
“Give me your address.” He said. She gave 

him directions and told him to call her when he was 

at the garage gate, she would open it for him to 

park in her visitor’s space. 
On the way to Willow’s place, Greg reminded 

himself he was not going to be led around by his 

dick. He was going to act like the professional 
investigator he was and find out as much as he 

could about the attacks, the SDA, and Marissa 

Davis.  
He told himself he didn’t care how beautiful 

Willow was. He was going to do his damn job. 

People had been injured, and more may be hurt. It 

was his responsibility to catch whoever was doing 
this, make them stop, and make them pay.  

He also reminded himself that he had made 

a promise to himself that he wasn’t going to get 
involved with someone until he was sure she was 

interested in building something real. Willow was a 

beautiful woman. There was no reason to believe 
she was ready to settle down and even if she was, 

why would she choose a detective when she could 

have just about any man she wanted. If nothing 

else that thought sobered him.  
He called her at the garage gate, and she 

told him where to park. He rode the elevator to her 

floor and gave himself a mental pat on the back 
that his dick had yet to get hard. Atta boy. He took 

a deep breath immensely proud of himself. He was 

keeping it together. He had to take it all back the 
minute she opened the door. 



 

 

She was barefoot in a pair of shorts and a t-

shirt, no bra. She wore no makeup, and her hair 
was pulled back in a ponytail. She was still the 

most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life. 

She smiled at him, and his dick instantly swelled 

enough to make an impression of the zipper on his 
jeans. 

Shit. 

Greg looked around her apartment with her 
comfortable furniture. It was clear she had money, 

but she wasn’t flashy. Her gas fireplace was lit 

making the place warm and cozy. Her furniture 
wasn’t new, but she took care of her things. He 

could see the pillows piled up on the couch 

indicating her favorite position. The burgundy rug 

under his feet was thick and plush. 
Everything in her place seemed to be in 

place, but she didn’t seem fussy about things 

either. She had a few small paintings and prints on 
the walls. He could see her taste ran towards color 

and clean lines. The only exception was an old 

photo of downtown Seattle. 
  



 

 

24 

. “Come in,” Willow said moving aside to let 

him pass her. He smelled of clean, masculine man. 
She loved that smell. She could also smell his 

hormones. She loved that too. She did want to talk 

to him about the case and afterward, she could 
sleep with him. Tomorrow he wouldn’t even 

remember coming over. She locked the door and 

went over to the couch to sit and gestured for him 

to sit next to her. 
“Would you like something to drink, coffee, 

tea, water?” 

“No thanks, I’m fine.” 
“Ok, so what’s happening with my case? I 

assume you haven’t found my attacker yet?” 

“No. I’m surprised the crime scene guys let 
you back in here so soon.” 

“I was told they went over the whole 

apartment. The only place they found impressions 

were the bathroom. I just have to use my other 
bathroom for now. The one attached to my room 

has been locked and still has crime-scene tape over 

it.” Willow informed him. 
“Were you afraid to come back here?” Greg 

asked concerned. 

“I was nervous of course and the first thing I 
did was check every nook and cranny in here, but I 

feel better now that the locks have been changed.” 

She said. She also reminded herself that the next 

time someone came to attack her, she would not 
hold back. She was going to stop them. 

“Let’s run through again what you 



 

 

remember,” Greg suggested. 

“Let’s not,” Willow said releasing hormones 
and moving closer to him. 

“I want to know everything you know about 

the case,” Willow declared. 

“I feel kind of dizzy,” Greg said. 
“I’m sorry about that. I probably gave you 

too much.” 

“Too much of what? Did you drug me?” Greg 
asked while trying to stand, but falling back onto 

the couch. 

“Not exactly, I put out too much hormone for 
this space. Just breathe deeply for a couple of 

minutes. The dizziness will pass.” 

“What is going on?” 

“I want to have sex with you. Shelly said I 
should just do it then maybe I can quit thinking 

about you.” 
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“You think about me?”  

He liked that thought even though he was 
still dizzy and mad about being drugged. It 

mystified him as to how she accomplished it. He 

hadn’t ingested anything or touched anything that 
could have caused a contact high.  

“Yes, and for someone like me, that’s not a 

good thing. My life depends on being with many 

men. I can’t keep obsessing on you. “ 
“I knew it. You’re a high-priced call girl, 

aren’t you?” Greg said indignantly, “I should have 

known. You’re too beautiful, just too perfect. There 
had to be something wrong.” 

“Call girl? “ Willow laughed. “No. It’s not a 

recommended profession for us. The demand 
would be too high and cause us to draw attention 

to ourselves.” 

“What then?” Greg asked as the fog in his 

head started to clear. 
“I need to work you out of my system so I 

can get back to my life, and you can get on with 

your investigation,” Willow said.  
“What makes you think I even want to sleep 

with you?” Greg asked slightly insulted.  

She looked at his crotch and then at his face, 
cocking an eyebrow. 

“Your dick looks hard; it must hurt. If that’s 

not a sign you want to have sex with me, then I 

don’t know what is,” Willow said plainly, “Please 
don’t take this the wrong way, I do like you. I find 

you irresistible, and I want you.”  



 

 

Willow leaned forward and Greg leaned back 

putting his hands up in front of him. 
“Whoa. I don’t just jump in the sack with 

someone I don’t know and neither should you. For 

all you know I’ve got some horrible disease, which 

I don’t, by the way, I’m just saying.” Greg 
stuttered.  

Willow laughed. 

“We don’t have to worry about that. I can’t 
catch or carry any sexually transmitted diseases. 

You can’t get me pregnant either. It’s guilt-free, no 

consequences sex, and it keeps me healthy. It 
would be good for you too if you remembered it.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“It means that once we are done having sex, 

you won’t remember you had it. In fact in the 
morning, you won’t even remember you came here 

tonight.” 

“I see, so the plan was to pump me for 
information, sleep with me and toss me aside,” 

Greg said indignantly crossing his thick arms over 

his wide chest. 
“No, it wasn’t. I do want to know what’s 

going on with the case, but I am also very 

attracted to you. I have been thinking about what 

kind of lover you were since I met you. Whether 
you’re gentle or rough, things like that.” 

“I can’t believe you’re telling me this,” Greg 

said shaking his head. He stood up from the couch 
just needing some space between them. 

“I can tell you anything I want. You won’t 

remember it anyway.” 
“Really?” Skepticism plain on his face. 



 

 

“Really.” This woman is off the charts hot, 

and off her rocker at the same time. Greg thought. 
But who was he to disabuse her of faulty thinking? 

“All right then, “ He said sitting back down 

on the couch but as far away from her as he could 

get. “Start by telling me what the SDA is.”  
Greg settled back and got comfortable.  

Willow started talking, and Greg had a hard 

time believing she thought she was a sex demon, 
but then again there are people running around 

who firmly believed they were fairies, to each his 

own.  
“Were you born, hatched, or what?” Greg 

asked. He considered himself a student of human 

behavior and if he was going to delve into her 

world, he might as well get all the crazy details. 
“I was born just like you were. My father is 

human, my mother is a demon.” 

“So demon genes dominate?” Greg assumed. 
“Not necessarily. A mated couple can have 

as many children as they like, some will be 

demons, and some will be human.” 
“How is that possible?” 

“We are dependent on the human race for 

life. If we over breed we take the chance that we 

run out of our food source. Even too much sex can 
kill you. It’s nature’s way of balancing out the 

need.” 

“So I’m food?” Greg joked. 
“Don’t think of it that way. I like you. Sex 

with you would be great. You won’t remember it in 

the morning, though. So tomorrow I can invite you 
over and do it all over again. I hate it sometimes, 



 

 

especially now, with you.” 

“Why?” Greg asked intrigued by what she 
said. Willow reached over to touch his arm. 

“I’m comfortable with you. I feel like I can 

be myself. I’ve never felt like this before. I never 

felt this way with Chase.” 
“Is that the jealous guy from your office?” 

“Yes. I hate that he doesn’t remember, and 

until you showed up, I never knew he had a jealous 
side. He has always been on his best behavior. A 

jealous sex toy is the last thing I need.” 

“Is that really what we are to you?” Greg 
asked annoyed. 

“No. It’s just a phrase. My life depends on 

humans. Without them, I would die, but try to 

imagine what it would be like to be naked and 
vulnerable; sharing something so intimate you 

can’t help but feel something. Then in the morning 

you still feel those things but to the other person, it 
never happened.  

“Hence being considered sex toys, I get it. 

It’s better not to get attached.” 
“Exactly. I can’t have an actual relationship.” 

“Another good reason for sex toys.” 

“I hate it, but that’s the way it is with us.” 

“So why were you at the Sex Demons 
Association meeting?” He asked. 

“I would have thought that would be 

obvious. I get lonely. Going to the meetings gives 
me something to look forward to while I look for 

my mate.” 

“Why do you say ‘mate’ instead of boyfriend 
or husband?” Greg asked. 



 

 

“To us a mate is much more than that. If I 

find him, he is the only human who will remember 
having sex with me.” Greg thought about that and 

wondered how deep this delusion of hers went. 

“Interesting. How do you know when you’ve 

found him?” Greg asked letting her continue. 
“I won’t know until after I sleep with them.” 

“What are the chances I could be your 

mate?” 
“Slim to none.” 

“So if I leave now, I will remember all this?” 

“Yes, but I can’t let you leave.”  
“How many men before me have you told all 

this to?” 

“None.”  

Greg felt a little spark of pride. They talked 
and laughed with each other for another hour. 

“You know, everything you’ve told me 

tonight would be helpful if I could retain it. Can I 
write it down?” 

“No, sorry.” 

“Damn.” He said.  
She giggled.  

God help him, he loved that sound. 

“Now on to the entertainment portion of the 

evening,” Willow smiled seductively. 
“Is this the part where you try to get me into 

bed?” Greg asked mad at himself that he sounded 

hopeful. 
“Yup.” Willow stood and stretched out her 

hand waiting for him to take it. 

“You must think I’m a sure thing,” Greg said. 
“Aren’t you?” Willow said tilting her head and 



 

 

looking at him. Greg couldn’t help himself he 

laughed. 
Willow smiled. 

“Come on, I’m hungry.” She whined. 

“Poor baby, is your dinner balking?”  

Willow laughed hard at that one. 
“Why are you stalling?” 

“I want to know more about you,” he said. 

She looked at him like he had lost his mind, but 
she dropped her hand and sat back down. 

“If you’re trying to get me to forget about 

what I just told you and let you leave, it’s not 
going to happen.” She warned. 

“You can’t blame a guy for trying, but I do 

want to know more about you.” Willow shook her 

head. 
“You don’t like talking about yourself do 

you?”  

“I don’t see the point. I’m not trying to be 
rude, just practical. Why spend all that time talking 

when I could use the time for what I need, which is 

sex, with you, now. I’m hungry. I am about to tear 
the clothes from your body and throw you down on 

the floor.” 

“Ok, wow,” Greg was stunned and incredibly 

turned on by her words. He loved it. He let her lead 
him to the bedroom. No matter what happened 

from here on out, she was worth it. 

Her king size bed already had the covers 
turned down. He stopped walking and planted his 

feet making her stop as well. 

“What do you mean you can smell me, do I 
stink? And why are the covers on your bed already 



 

 

turned down?” Greg babbled.  

Willow put a finger to his full lips and smiled 
up at him. 

“I can smell your hormones. That’s how I 

know someone finds me attractive. You smell 

incredible, by the way, good enough to eat. It’s a 
woodsy, musky scent. It’s very sexy. I want to roll 

myself all over you. As for the covers being down, 

if you told me you couldn’t come over, I was going 
to take a short nap then go out.”  

Greg’s eyes widened when he understood 

what she meant. 
“You were going to pick someone up?” 

“We’ve been over this.” Willow sighed letting 

go of his hand.  

“And If I refuse?” Greg said playing devil’s 
advocate.  

Willow pinned him with a hard look. 

“Then I will make you come in your pants, 
and send you on your merry way.” 

“Does that work? Just making me come?” 

“Yes, if you or I orgasm, that’s the trigger 
that sets you up for temporary amnesia.” 

Greg used that information to try to calm his 

penis. There was no way he was going to leave 

here without spending as much time with her as he 
could. There was something about this woman that 

rewired his brain. 

“I either sleep with you or I will walk to the 
club down the street and pick up a man or two.” 

Greg looked into her eyes and knew she was 

telling the truth.  
“Even though this is what I am, and this is 



 

 

what I have to do to survive, I don’t always enjoy 

it. It’s empty. It’s all action with no connection. If 
you aren’t going to sleep with me, tell me now. I’m 

ravenous, and I don’t have time to play games.” 

“No games. I just don’t want you to think 

I’m easy.” Greg pouted. 
“You’re such a girl. Your body is already 

mine. If I dose you with more hormones, the 

fuzzier your brain will be. I don’t want to do that. I 
would rather have your full participation.” 

“That’s good to know,” Greg commented.  

“I want to sleep with a man who desires me 
because he desires me and not because I hit him 

with hormones. I want you, Greg. I’ve wanted you 

from the moment I saw you standing in the rain.”  

Greg was stunned. Most women were not so 
direct about their thoughts and feelings. It was 

refreshing for once to not have to guess what was 

in a woman’s head. 
“Now are you going to do this willingly or do 

I have to turn you into a sex toy?” Willow said 

putting her hands on her hips. 
“No ma’am, I’m all yours.” 
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Willow was glad she didn’t have to douse 

him again. She wanted him as responsive as 
possible. She had no doubt sex with him was going 

to be good. She took both his hands and walked 

backward to the bed. Once the bed was hitting the 
back of her knees, she looked at up him again and 

tilted her face up hoping he would kiss her. 

He looked into her eyes and she could see 

the moment he let go and allowed his desire for 
her take over. 

“so beautiful,” he said before leaning over 

the last few inches to press his lips to hers. 
She let him control the kiss entirely, and it 

was sweet, tender and gentle. He tasted her; he 

was getting to know her. She was thrilled. Most 
guys just ravished her, nearly rabid to reach a 

conclusion, but Greg was taking his time. He was 

driving her crazy, and she loved every minute of it.  

She leaned her arms on his shoulders and 
wrapped her hand around the back of his neck, 

threading her fingers through his soft hair. One of 

his arms slid around her waist to draw her even 
closer. His other hand stroked over her hair. She 

moaned feeling his hard body pressing into her 

softness, and he pulled her even closer deepening 
the kiss.  

He nipped her bottom lip, and she gasped, 

surprised and delighted that he liked to play in bed. 

While her mouth was open, he slid his tongue 
inside and kissed her as if he would die if he 

stopped. She licked his teeth and felt his whole 



 

 

body tremble. She broke the kiss and leaned away 

from him. 
“Oh no, you don’t,” He said huskily in her 

ear and gripping her tighter against him. 

 His sexy voice made her shiver. 

“I want you naked.” She said softly, and he 
groaned.  

He stepped back, tore his shirt off, and 

threw it over his shoulder.  
Willow laughed. 

“You. Naked. Now, or I tear them all off.” 

Greg growled.  
She immediately obeyed. With that look is in 

his eye, she had no doubt he would. Greg turned 

away to bend over and step out of his pants. 

Willow admired the finest ass she had ever seen. 
When he turned back to her, she took a deep 

breath, his pulsing cock jutted straight out, 

bouncing when he moved. 
“You’re commando?” 

“I guess I am a sure thing.” He said 

laughing.  
She was sitting on the edge of the bed, and 

she tossed her head to send her long hair trailing 

down her back. He watched her every move. She 

smiled. He took her hand, turned it palm up to 
place a gentle kiss there. Then he gently nipped 

and sucked every finger on her hand. 

“You’re killing me, but I love it.” She said.  
His deep chuckle rumbled through his chest. 

“If all I have with you is one night. I want it 

to be a night you’ll never forget.” 
Willow’s heart thumped hard in her chest 



 

 

hearing his words. She knew he was telling her the 

truth. “We can have many nights like this,” Willow 
said. 

“Not if you’re right and I end up sex toy. I 

don’t want that. I hope you’re wrong and I 

remember everything. Almost from the moment I 
saw you and heard your voice, something inside 

me that had been closed for so long, folded open. 

It began so slowly I wasn’t even aware of it. I feel 
things now I haven’t before. I don’t know what this 

is, but I want it. I don’t like the thought of having 

you over and over and not remembering it. It 
would be cruel.” 

“I promise.” 

She reached for him and kissed him showing 

him how much she wished he was her mate. He 
broke the kiss to encourage her to lie back. He 

climbed over her and lay down next to her. She 

couldn’t resist running her hands over his hard 
muscular body as he moved over her.  

As soon as he was lying next to her she 

turned to him. She had a scarf in her hand. She 
leaned over him and slowly dragged the silky 

garment over his chest and his rock hard abs. She 

twirled it around his erection, and he shivered. She 

laughed huskily. She ran it all over his body letting 
it take his scent. 

“Are you trying to torture me?” He asked. 

“No, it’s my favorite scarf and I know it feels 
good on my skin so I thought you might enjoy it.” 

“Oh, I see and what were the results of your 

testing Dr. Willow?” 
“I have surmised that since it makes my 



 

 

lover shiver, it’s good.” Greg chuckled, and Willow 

could feel it going through her. She liked his laugh. 
She wanted to hear it more often. 

“Shall I use it on you now?” Greg asked 

mischievously reaching for the scarf. 

“Nope, now it’s perfect. It has your scent on 
it. When I wrap it around my neck next time, I will 

smell you and remember this.” 

“Does that mean you will never wash it?” 
“Eventually, I will, but not anytime soon,” 

She replied climbing on top of his chest straddling 

him and kissing him with abandon. 
He ran his rough hands down her back and 

she moaned with pleasure at the sensation. She 

held the sides of his face and turned her face to 

kiss him deeper and his responses were functional, 
almost reflexive, he was holding back. 

“What’s wrong?” She asked  

He shook his head and said, “I don’t know if 
I can do this.”  

She was taken aback. She reached down 

between them and took his hard dick in her hand. 
“I beg to differ, I think you can.”  

“No, it’s not that I can’t. I can’t because...” 

He moved Willow off him and laid her next to him. 

“If you are what you say you are, and you 
need to sex to live, it means you have probably 

slept with hundreds of men. I’m can’t even believe 

I’m going to say this, but if I’m just going to be 
one of those nameless, faceless men, I can’t.” 

Willow was stunned. She had never had a 

man tell her he couldn’t sleep with her. She 
thought she should go get a check-up, her 



 

 

hormones must be broken. 

“I don’t understand. I know you want me.” 
She said. 

“God yes, I never wanted anyone more.” 

“Then what’s the problem?” Willow asked 

annoyed. 
“What I’m saying is I don’t sleep with just 

anyone, and I could get in trouble for sleeping with 

you, but you’re worth the risk. I feel something for 
you. I know it’s crazy, but it’s there. If you don’t 

feel the same, I don’t want this.” 

She was speechless. She thought it was time 
to lay it all out. 

“Yes, most men are just food, but only out of 

necessity. I need sex to survive. It’s not a 

preference or a mental compulsion. For me, it’s 
biology, but if you think you’re just food to me, 

you’re mistaken. I haven’t been able to get you out 

of my mind since I met you.”  
Greg rubbed her arms and let her continue. 

“You are the only man who has piqued my 

interest in years. Tomorrow morning I will 
remember everything, every touch, every taste, 

and every sound. Everything we share tonight will 

be gone from your memory in the morning, and 

I’m already dreading it. I wish I could have you 
forever, but I can’t. So no, you are not like any 

other man I’ve had in my bed. In fact, this is the 

first time I have ever had a man stop in the middle 
of having sex with me to tell me anything other 

than 'fuck me.' You have just given me one more 

thing to remember for the rest of my life. No one 
has ever made me feel the way you do. I love it, 



 

 

and I hate it at the same time because I will never 

have it again.” 
“I’m sorry.” He said hugging her close to 

him. She snuggled into his chest and for the first 

time thought that if she could stay that way 

forever, she would be content. 
“If all I have is until sunrise, I better get on 

it.” He said huskily rolling over on top of her and 

immediately taking her mouth. Willow gasped and 
placed her hands on the sides of his face, holding 

on. She was happy to let him do whatever he 

wanted to her. He moved over and used one of his 
knees to encourage her to spread hers. She moved 

her legs and wrapped them around his hips. 

“Dammit Willow,” he said breaking the kiss. 

“I’m not going to last.” 
“I don’t want you to last.” She said leaning 

up to lick on his earlobe. “I want you to fuck me. I 

want to feel you come inside me. Then I want to 
suck you hard and fuck you again. I want to make 

you come as many times as I can tonight. I am 

going to make you fuck me until you can't walk.”  
She felt Greg shiver and he kissed her again. 

Willow dropped her legs from his hips when he 

moved down her body. He ran his tongue over her 

right breast lightly grasping the hard nipple with 
his lips. Willow shuddered, and Greg treated her 

left breast to the same.  

She watched him make himself comfortable 
sitting on his knees between her legs and lean 

forward to continue kissing and licking his way 

down her skin. His rough hands caressed her sides 
and skimmed over her ribs. It felt incredible. He 



 

 

dipped his tongue into her belly button, and she 

squirmed. 
“I’m going to taste every inch of your 

luscious body before I leave,” he said sliding his 

tongue across the sensitive skin beneath her navel. 

He moved further down the bed and went straight 
for the apex of her thighs sucking gently on the 

sensitive swollen bundle of nerves he found there. 

Willow moaned, and he kept at it causing her to 
moan and shiver.  
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Now he knew her, knew her taste, knew her 

smell and he couldn’t get enough. He needed 
more. She was already wet, and he was so ready 

to fuck her, but the fantasy was coming to life. He 

was going to make the most of it. He used his 
fingers to separate her pink folds and licked every 

inch of her sex.  

“Greg,” she panted. 

“Yeah, baby?” 
“Please now?” 

“Only after you come.” He licked her harder 

and put one of his thick fingers inside her and felt 
her clamp down and pulse on his finger. He started 

to push in and withdraw, Willow squirmed and 

moaned louder. 
“I’m not going to fuck this hot pussy until 

you do.” He put another finger inside her and 

began to finger-fuck her faster. She was so damn 

responsive. He was drilling her with his fingers 
wishing it was his cock, but he was going make 

sure she knew he cared about her pleasure. It 

wasn’t just about putting his dick in her. He 
reached with his other hand and ran his thumb 

over her clit, and she exploded. Her orgasm 

flooded his fingers, and she cried out gripping the 
sheets. 

He bent over to lap at her sweet juice and 

suck lightly on her clit. He kept his fingers pumping 

in and out of her until he had wrung every last 
moment from her. Once she relaxed and could 

breathe again, he pulled his fingers out and 



 

 

crawled over her, supported his weight on his arms 

and hovered over her.  
He leaned over and lined his hard cock up to 

her entrance and kissed her as he pushed the head 

inside. She moved her legs up around his hips 

which forced him deeper, and he had to break the 
kiss to draw breath. 

She felt so good he thought he would pass 

out. He pushed all the way in and pressed his balls 
into her. She groaned, and he felt her warm sheath 

pulse around his hardness. He moved out and then 

swiftly back in. He kept at it until he couldn’t wait 
to come inside her anymore. He was desperate for 

it. 

Willow held on to his arms when he started 

fucking her like a jackhammer. He spun his hips 
trying to find her g-spot and he knew when he ran 

over it because she practically jackknifed under 

him. He rotated his hips to find it again and then 
he zeroed in on it until she came screaming. Her 

pussy clamped down on him, and he yelled out her 

name unable to hold back any longer. He flooded 
her with his orgasm, continuing to thrust to 

prolonge their pleasure as much as he could.  

He quickly moved off her; his arms were 

weak, and he didn’t want to crush her. He 
immediately gathered her to him, moved her hair 

away from her neck where it was sticking and 

kissed her sweaty shoulder. 
“I think my balls are empty.” He said. 

“I’ll give you a half hour, and we’ll see if 

that’s true,” She said wiggling her bottom against 
his semi-hard cock.  
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Willow woke Greg right before sunrise to get 

him to leave, he protested. She was right, even 
though after the first time he came inside her he 

thought he was done, he managed to make love to 

her twice more during the night. One of those 
times she had ridden him to a level of ecstasy he 

had never experienced before.  

He was amazed he wasn’t sore, but even if 

he were, he would never regret one second of it. 
He felt drugged. He had never been with someone 

like that before and knew it would never be that 

way again. It was nearly five in the morning. She 
said that if he fell asleep and the sun rose, he 

would wake up in her bed wondering how he got 

there. He wished he had been able to convince her 
he would remember everything, but she insisted 

and kicked him out. 

Greg stood at the front door after having 

stalled as long as he could before she pushed him 
to the front door. 

“Please let me stay.” He pleaded. 

“No, I can’t have you waking up next to me 
suspicious that I drugged and molested you.” 

“You have drugged me. I feel like I’m 

dreaming, and it’s the best dream ever.” 
“Do you always get this corny?”  

“Only when I’m super horny,” He laughed. 

“Great.” 

“And as for molesting me, you can molest 
me as much as you like whenever you want,” Greg 

said with a wicked grin. 



 

 

“As much as that idea appeals to me, you 

have to go. I’m sorry. I can’t risk it.” 
Greg kissed her goodbye putting everything 

he had into that kiss. He hugged her one more 

time then left. There was no use in prolonging the 

agony.  
He drove home feeling lost. How can I lose 

her? She’s so amazing and what if she’s right? I 

won’t remember what we did, how she smells, the 
way she tastes, that little noise she makes when I 

slide into her. It’s something a man should 

remember forever about a woman. I won’t 
remember how she makes me feel. God, I hope 

she’s wrong.  

It was still early enough there wasn’t much 

traffic. He made it home in good time. He was 
thinking about everything she told him. She might 

still be crazy. He wasn’t sure he believed she was a 

demon, but he did believe in how he felt about her 
and how he thought she felt about him. He needed 

more time to figure this out. If she were right, he 

wouldn’t get that time if he fell asleep. He would 
lose it all, he would lose her. He headed for his 

kitchen and his coffee maker. 

“Then I won’t fall asleep.”  
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Willow woke up two hours later feeling 

refreshed and sated. Sex with Greg was good, off 
the charts good. It’s too bad she had promised him 

they would never sleep together again, but she 

would keep her word. She would call him later 
today and ask if there had been any progress in 

the case even knowing there hadn’t been. She 

wanted to hear his voice. So much for getting him 

out of my system, she thought. 
She showered and dressed and went to work 

as usual. She saw Chase, who asked her how she 

was doing, and she said she was feeling better. 
After being with Greg, all the bruising was gone 

from her chest, and there was no pain. Chase 

asked her out again, and she declined, saying that 
the doctor told her not to do too much too soon 

which was true. She might not want to date him 

anymore, but she had no reason to hurt him. 

“Did I do something wrong?” Chase asked. 
“Besides acting like a jealous jerk?”  

“I already apologized for that. Ever since 

that cop was in your office, you don’t seem to want 
to have anything do with me. Are you dating him?”  

“No, I’m not. I’m still recovering from being 

attacked in my home, and then I come back to 
work only to be verbally attacked by you.” Willow 

snapped. “I’m not happy about it.” 

“I’m sorry. I have no right to act this way.” 

Chase admitted. 
“No, you don’t and if this is how you are, we 

are done before we start. I will never go out with 



 

 

you. Now please leave. I have a lot of things to 

catch up on.” Willow looked down at the papers on 
her desk and started to arrange them dismissing 

him entirely. Chase continued to stand there and 

look at her. 

“I can’t let you go, Willow.” He said quietly. 
“I’m not yours.” She replied. 

“I know, but if you would just give me a 

chance, I could make you see that we could be 
happy together. I know it.” Chase pleaded. Willow 

shook her head in shock.  

“Do you have any idea how crazy you sound 
right now? Stay away from me.” Willow insisted. 

“Or what, you’re going to call your cop 

boyfriend on me?” Chase threw at her. Willow was 

astounded by the sheer strangeness of his 
behavior, and then she was angry. She was tired of 

this conversation and his attitude. 

“I’ve already told you he’s not my anything. 
He wanted to interview me about my friend’s 

accident. That’s all.” 

“Oh, don’t give me that crap.” Chase 
sneered. “There is not a man alive who wouldn’t 

love to push you up against the wall and fuck you 

until he bursts and you know it. You spend all your 

time wrapping men around your little finger. I’m 
not going to let you do that to me.” Willow was 

shocked. Chase had never spoken to her like that, 

even when he was on top of her. 
“Get the hell out of my office.” She 

demanded. Chase raked her body with his eyes 

then left. What the hell was that? She thought. She 
dug in her purse for her cell phone and called 



 

 

Darryl. She needed some advice. 

“Hey Will, how are you doing? Do you need 
me to bring you some healing hunks?” 

“No thanks, I’m good. Do you have Marissa’s 

number handy?” 

“Yeah, do you need to call her?” 
“Yes, I need to talk to her about a guy in my 

office. He’s starting to behave like an asshole. I 

also talked to Detective Stewart last night I 
thought I would let her know.” 

“You were talking to him or doing something 

else?” Darryl said laughing. 
“We talked before.” She answered vaguely. 

“Ok, so what did you find out?” 

“Nothing. He’s still working on it. I thought 

maybe Marissa might have heard something. She 
would have a better idea of how to help the police 

figure it out before someone gets killed.” 

“Too late.” 
“What do you mean?” 

“I guess you haven’t heard. I’m sorry to be 

the one to tell you. It’s Tracy. She didn’t regain 
consciousness in time; she died last night.” 
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Willow hung up with Darryl and just 

managed to close and lock her office door before 
breaking down. She didn’t know Tracy all that well, 

but she remembered she was a sweet and 

thoughtful person. Tracy worked hard for her 
charities. She was kind and generous, the type of 

person who would always step up to help another. 

Why would anyone want to hurt her? 

Once Willow stopped crying, she called 
Marissa.  

“Willow, how are you?” Marissa asked. 

“Not well at the moment, I just heard about 
Tracy.” 

“She will be missed.” 

“I also need to talk to you about something. 
There is a human who seems to have become 

unusually attached to me.” 

“How attached?” 

“Very. He’s making statements one would 
expect from a stalker.” 

“I see and how did this come about?” 

Marissa asked guardedly. 
“I don’t know. He works with me, and I’ve 

been sleeping with him pretty regularly for the past 

couple of months. I don’t know what to do about it, 
any suggestions?” 

“Well, first off it seems you forgot a crucial 

thing when dealing with humans.” Marissa scolded. 

“I try very hard not to expose us and I make 
sure I keep track of the lies I have to tell.” 

“That’s not what I mean. You’ve forgotten 



 

 

why we don’t sleep with the same humans more 

than a handful of times. They remember us.” 
“Chase never remembers anything of our 

time together.” Willow protested. 

“Let me explain. The human brain has many 

sections. Nature makes us forgettable, but the 
brain imprints everything, every sight, sound, and 

texture it encounters. Even though the human 

doesn’t consciously remember us even if they try 
to, their brain has that information stored. We are 

familiar to them, but they don’t consciously know 

why. They can’t recall us, but their brain 
remembers the experience of us.”  

Willow was quiet waiting for further 

explanation.  

“An example of this would be a dancer. Once 
a dancer learns a routine, they move to the music 

without having to think about it. If they try to think 

about it, they stumble. The brain has remembered 
the movements without engaging the brain’s 

thought processing ability. When we sleep with a 

human more than a few times, their brain 
recognizes us even though their conscious memory 

is blank.” 

Willow gasped. She had never slept with a 

man more than once or twice before so never gave 
it any thought. She had forgotten about it because 

it had never applied to her. What an idiot I am. 

Marissa continued. 
“Constant exposure develops a familiarity to 

us, and their brain stores that intimate knowledge. 

Their mind tells them they know us when they 
know they don’t. Trying to process conflicting 



 

 

information scrambles their sense of reality and 

can make them go insane. If your human has 
reached stalker potential, there is nothing we can 

do. He must be dealt with before he hurts you or 

himself.” 

“What do you mean?” Willow asked 
anxiously. 

“We have to interview him and if he can be 

counseled and returned to the general population, 
he will be. That would mean you can never see him 

again. The obsession never goes away. Being 

around you would only make it worse. If he is too 
dangerous to be out in public, but no danger to 

himself, he would have to be put away in an 

institution. His quality of life would be diminished, 

but it’s better than death. The final option is a kill 
order. If the damage to his mind is too great, and 

he is a danger to himself, and the chances of 

rehabilitation are slim to none, it is kinder to put 
him down.” Willow was appalled. She had been 

careless, and Chase could lose his life. 

“Please tell me it won’t go that far. He’s a 
good man. He’s just very confused right now.” 

Willow pleaded. 

“I’m sorry. I know this is hard to hear, but 

unless we can be sure he won’t hurt you or himself, 
he will have to be watched. I will have him picked 

up. Once he is evaluated, the appropriate decision 

will be carried out. We will make every effort to 
help him to go back to his life, but we won’t know 

what the outcome will be until the end.” Marissa 

said regretfully. 
“I understand.” 



 

 

“I know you didn’t mean to put him in this 

position. I don’t want you to blame yourself. We 
have to deal with the situation as it is, not as we 

wish it could be. I also have to tell you that if he 

hurts himself or someone else because of this, the 

Regents may want to interview you as well.” Willow 
made a sound of discomfort on the phone, and 

Marissa took a few minutes to assure her that 

everything would be all right before hanging up. 
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“Hello, this is Marissa.” 

“Ms. Davis, this is Detective Stewart.” 
Marissa smiled. 

“I’m so glad you called; I was trying to find 

some time to get down to your office today to see 
you and here you are. Are you joining us for the 

auction?” 

“Um, no. I’m calling for a different reason. I 

need to meet with you again.” 
“That’s not possible right now. The auction is 

keeping me busy. I won’t be available until after 

the event is over. I assume you heard Tracy 
Daniels passed away yesterday. The auction was 

her event, and I volunteered to take over her 

duties. It must go on as planned. It’s what she 
would have wanted.” 

“I understand, but I need to meet with you.” 

“I would be happy to, after the auction.” 

Marissa insisted. Greg was not about to let her stall 
him any longer. He was running on fumes. He 

wasn’t sure how long he was going to be able to 

continue to stay awake. As long as he was awake, 
he had a chance to figure this out. Once he fell 

asleep, he would have start again at square one. 

“I know about the Sex Demons Association.” 
He said flatly not wanting to waste any more time. 

Marissa sighed. 

“I see, who told you?” 

“It doesn’t matter, what matters is I need to 
find out who is hurting people and why. I need 

your help.” Greg insisted. 



 

 

“Fine, but I can’t meet today. My schedule is 

completely booked. Unless you come to the 
auction, I just don’t have the time. I should have a 

few minutes before it starts to talk to you. If that 

works for you, please come dressed as if you are 

going to participate in the auction. It will make the 
patrons of the event nervous to have a police 

officer there on official business. Nervous people 

don’t spend money. I need the crowd to be 
relaxed, drinking, and having a good time before I 

ask them to open their wallets. I will leave your 

name at the door, and they will let you in the back 
to see me.” 

“Tell me where it’s being held and I’ll be 

there.” Marissa gave him the name and address of 

the hotel, and he dutifully jotted it down.  
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“Hi, Marissa.” 

“Willow, I’m going to get right to the point. 
Did you sleep with Detective Stewart?” 

“Yes, why?” 

“Did you tell him all about us?” 
“Yes, before I slept with him. Is there a 

problem?” 

“He still remembers.” 

“That can’t be. We talked, we had sex, and I 
sent him home. Once he fell asleep, he should have 

been a blank slate.” 

“Well for some reason he’s not, and since it 
was you who exposed us. It’s you who has to 

handle it. Find him and figure out why he still 

remembers.” 
“He could be my mate,” Willow said softly. 

“I know and if he is, then make sure he 

understands what that means.”  

“And if he’s not?” 
“Then there’s something wrong, and the 

Regents will probably want to get involved,” 

Marissa answered ominously. 
“What does that mean?” 

“That means they will need to assess the 

situation and if they find he is a threat to us. You 
can guess what may or may not happen next. I 

need you to understand what is at stake here and 

take care of it before the Regents feel the need to 

do so.” 
“I understand.” 

“Good girl. Handle it, and let me know if 



 

 

there is anything I need to do.” Marissa hung up. 

Willow was confused still staring at the 
phone. She couldn’t believe what Marissa had just 

told her. She wasn’t sure what to do. He still 

remembers! He could be the one.  

She had to find him. She had to figure out if 
he was her mate or not and if he posed a threat to 

her kind. She didn’t allow herself to think about 

what would happen if she couldn’t get a handle on 
the situation.  

She looked at the time and figured that the 

most likely place he would be was his office. He 
could be out interviewing people, but she couldn’t 

call ahead of time.  

He might leave or refuse to see her. She 

would start there. If she had to, she would use her 
hormones to convince the other officers to tell her 

where he went. Her primary objective for the day 

was to make sure Greg didn’t pose a threat to 
them, but she couldn’t help thinking, What if he 

rejects me? The thought jumped into her head, and 

she couldn’t stop herself from thinking it. She 
shook her head and tried to get herself to focus. 

She would do what she needed to do. She 

also hoped that if he was her mate, he accepted 

her, if not she may never see him again. 
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Greg was sitting at his desk sipping from yet 

another cup of coffee. He had been up for over 
twenty-four hours, and he had no plans to sleep 

anytime soon. Due to Tracy’s death, Seattle PD 

wanted to take over the case. He had to hurry up 
and find something or he would lose the case.  

He had a meeting with Marissa Davis 

tomorrow, and he was writing himself a lot of notes 

today. The thought that he would stay awake for 
another 48 hours was ridiculous, and he knew it. 

His chances of success were nil. He was writing 

some notes here at the office and then he would 
drive himself home to make more notes.  

He would go home and try to keep working 

on it. In a couple of hours, he wouldn’t be able to 
drive. In the heavy traffic, he risked falling asleep. 

To get to the event tomorrow, he planned to take a 

cab.  

He went to the evidence lockup and checked 
out the pictures someone left at his door. He 

wasn’t sure what they meant, but he thought it 

might be related.  
He opened the folder the pictures were in 

and spread them out on his desk again trying to 

look for something to go on. He scrutinized the 
background looking for a something 

distinguishable, a reflection or an open window 

with a recognizable feature. He stared at the 

people in the photo looking for a tattoo or an 
unusual birthmark. After a few minutes, everything 

seemed blurrier than before. It was time to head 



 

 

home.  

He closed the folder to take it with him. He 
grabbed his keys off his desk and glanced back to 

make sure he had everything he needed. He was 

so tired he needed to double check everything. He 

had almost gotten all the way to the car this 
morning before realizing he hadn’t locked his front 

door. 

The room got quiet. He looked around to see 
what was going on. All eyes in the room were 

focused the door. There stood Willow Harris. 

Gorgeous didn’t do the woman justice. He 
and every other man in the room watched her 

every move. She wore a form-fitting navy blue 

dress that accentuated her curves from breasts to 

hips. It was also short enough to show off her legs.  
Greg had to stop himself from remembering 

the pleasure of being between those beautiful legs 

only a few hours ago. It felt like a lifetime. He 
suddenly found himself short of breath with a 

quickly hardening penis.  

He nearly fell over as she walked towards 
him with her four-inch heels clicking on the floor, 

and every man in the room stifled a groan. Her 

hips swayed in a rhythm that Greg found 

intoxicating. She walked to his desk and looked 
him in the eye.  

“Detective Stewart, may I speak with you for 

a moment.”  
Her sultry voice carried in the quiet room. 

Several men got up to leave. Greg could guess 

where they were going and what they were going 
to do when they got there.  



 

 

“Please have a seat.” He barely managed to 

choke out. He thought about taking her down the 
hall to a private room, but he couldn’t trust himself 

to be alone with her. He was exhausted, but that 

didn’t stop him from being incredibly horny. He 

also didn’t think the guys who were left could 
handle watching her move again so soon. She 

moved like a cat, sinuous, sensual, and sinful. This 

woman had managed to turn his whole world 
upside down, and he couldn’t do a damn thing 

about it. 
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Willow had gone home to change and had 

dressed this way on purpose. All men had to do 
was look at her dressed this way, and she got what 

she wanted from them almost every time. If they 

didn’t do what she wanted right away, she would 
hit them with a whiff of sex and they were on the 

floor practically begging to do anything for her. She 

hadn’t needed to go that far in coming here, but if 

she had to, she would have. If she couldn’t figure 
out what was going on, Greg was probably a dead 

man. 

She spied him towards the back corner of 
the room. He stood at his desk. He looked 

exhausted. She was glad his desk was so far back. 

He would get to watch her walk over there, and 
once she was there, she was certain she would get 

her questions answered. She looked at all the faces 

in the room turned towards her, and she smiled. 

Willow smoothed her dress over her bottom 
and sat down when he offered. She crossed her 

legs, folded her hands, and held her purse in her 

lap. She hoped he would take her to a more private 
room to talk, but thought it was probably for the 

best. If she got him in a room alone, she probably 

wouldn’t be able to keep her promise to him.  
Even in his disheveled state, he was still 

unbelievably sexy. He was even more so because 

his hair was messy as if he had been running his 

fingers through it. She wished it had been her 
hands running through it. She remembered the 

silky strands running over her body. She took a 



 

 

deep breath to focus her concentration. 

Could he be my mate? 
“What can I do for you, Miss Harris?” 

So many thoughts flew through her head, 

most of which she didn’t dare repeat. 

“Detective Stewart, do you remember the 
conversation we had yesterday? I wanted to talk a 

little more about it.” She said quietly and licking 

her hips. She felt his eyes on them and glanced 
down at his crotch his dick was already stiff as a 

board. 

Willow felt a frisson of excitement run up her 
spine. Greg’s eyes were on fire. If he could act on 

the look he was giving her, he would have jumped 

over his desk and taken her on the floor like an 

animal. She would have let him. 
“Yes, I do,” Greg answered. He sat down 

hard in his chair sighing. 

“I’m a little fuzzy on some of the details. 
Could you remind me of something we talked 

about?” Willow asked.  

Greg’s eyes lit up as if catching on to what 
she was asking. 

“Your mother is different and your dad is just 

a regular Joe.” He said softly.  

Willow gasped. 
“How is that possible? Once you fell asleep, 

you should have forgotten everything.” She 

whispered. 
“I haven’t slept yet.” He whispered back.  

Instantly deflated, Willow sighed. He wasn’t 

her mate. She knew it was bound to happen, but 
she couldn’t deny her disappointment in knowing 



 

 

the truth.  

It just meant she would have to keep 
looking. It was the only thing she could do. She 

had to remind herself that sometimes things just 

don’t work out. She had been sent here to do 

something, and she would do it. She could miss 
what could have been between her and Greg, later. 

“That makes sense. Have there been any 

new developments?” She said getting back to 
business. 

“Let me ask you something outright Ms. 

Harris. Are you or Marissa Davis involved in 
prostitution?”  

Willow was aghast. 

“After everything I’ve told you, how could 

you ask me that?”  
“What else can it possibly be? You’re 

beautiful. All your friends are beautiful, unusually 

so.” Greg reasoned. 
“So you assume that just because someone 

is good looking that they must be hookers? That’s 

what you think of me?” She said harshly. Even 
while she could see his reasoning, she was still 

insulted. 

“I never said that. I don’t think that about 

you, you must know that, but I have to ask.” He 
protested. 

“Since you’re so fond of slapping false labels 

on me, why don’t you call me stupid too? Oh, wait, 
that one might be true. I mistakenly thought you 

believed me when I told you what I was and what 

kind of job I did, never mind that you came to my 
office.” Willow gritted out  



 

 

“Ms. Harris…Willow, please let me explain.” 

Greg said lowering his voice, “I know what you told 
me, and I believe it is what you believe, but in the 

world I live in, there are no such things as sex 

demons. When people hide their activities, it’s not 

an illogical jump to think they have unusual or 
even illegal hobbies. The most logical one for 

people who are very attractive is that they are 

running a prostitution ring.” 
Willow shook her head in disbelief. 

“It’s not unheard of,” he supplied. “I’m not 

accusing anyone of anything. I am trying to take 
everything I learned from you and balance it 

against what I already know. I’m having a hell of a 

time trying to make it all make sense.”  

Willow continued to scowl at him. 
“Help me, Willow,” Greg pleaded. “I’m trying 

to understand, I am. I haven't slept, and I can’t 

manage to get my brain to work right.”  
“You might have been better off if you had 

gotten some sleep.” She said tartly. 

“I’m holding off on that as long as I can.” He 
said dismissively. 

“Why? You look terrible.” 

“I can’t sleep yet.” He replied sternly. 

“Why the hell not?” She gritted out.  
If he had just gone to sleep and forgotten 

everything, it would have been a whole lot easier. 

She thought. 
“You’re right. I should have gone to bed, but 

if what you said is true and I fall asleep, I lose 

everything. I can’t risk that.” He looked at her, 
sighed and leaned forward to speak softer. 



 

 

“I’m an idiot for telling you this. I know it's 

because I’m sleep deprived. I’m going to regret it, 
but I’m going to say it anyway. I’m not ready to let 

you go.”  

Willow’s eyes flew wide. She wasn’t sure he 

meant what he said. She kept quiet and hoped he 
would explain. 

“Everything in me tells me that I need to 

hold on for as long as I can. I can’t sleep, I’m not 
ready. Once I close my eyes, everything about you, 

about us, might be gone. I want you, and I know I 

can’t have you, but for one night, one single 
amazing night, you were mine. Until my body 

forces me to, I refuse let go of what that feels 

like.” 

Willow was stunned. Never before had 
anyone done something like this. She was touched. 

“That’s sweet. I don’t know what to say.”  

“You don’t have to say anything, but maybe 
you can help me. I need to figure out who these 

people are,” He said pulling out the nude pictures 

from the folder. He slid them across the desk 
towards her. 

“What are these?” She asked.  

He explained the note taped to his door and 

then the arrival of the package. Willow looked 
carefully even though the pictures were blurry. She 

picked one up and turned it slightly and gasped. 

“What is it? What do you see?” Greg walked 
around to her side of the desk to stand behind her 

to see what she was pointing out. It was the anklet 

of the redheaded woman in the picture. It had a 
charm in the shape of shark’s tooth. 



 

 

“It’s Keely.” 

“Keely Beck?” 
“Yes, it’s her,” Willow said remembering 

when her friend had bought the anklet after 

watching Shark Week episodes. 

“Do you recognize the man with her?”  
“You’re joking right?” 

“Right,” he said chuckling, “I have her 

number here somewhere.” He moved folders 
searching his desk. 

“I have her on speed dial on my phone. Let 

me call her.” Willow offered. 
She pulled out her cell phone, pressed a key 

and waited. She could hear it ringing on the other 

end. It rang a few times then went to voicemail. 

Willow frowned. 
“What’s the matter?” 

“She didn’t answer. She always answers 

when I call.”  
“Maybe she’s…you know, with someone?” 

Greg stuttered.  

Willow chuckled. 
“Trust me, if her phone rang she would have 

answered. It would be just like her to answer the 

phone while she was…busy. She’s done it before.” 

Greg shook his head. 
“We don’t lovingly call her Slutarella for 

nothing.” 

“How long has she had the anklet?” 
“I don’t know, maybe a couple of weeks.” 

“That means the pictures are current, which 

could mean she was being watched. Where would 
she be at this time of day?” Greg asked. 



 

 

“Home, sleeping probably. Why do you have 

those?” 
“What do you mean?” 

“There is never any evidence of us.” 

“What?” 

“Never mind, maybe it’s because it’s so 
blurry no one would be able to tell who it was. I 

mean no one would have been able to identify her 

except for anyone who could recognize the anklet. 
What are you thinking?” Willow said suddenly 

concerned. 

“I don’t know. Do you know where she 
lives?” 

“Yes. I’ll drive.” She said sternly.  

He nodded and followed her out to her car. 
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Willow drove them to an apartment building 

in the Sea-Tac area. It wasn’t a fancy place, but it 
was well-kept and clean. She parked in the lot and 

walked over with Greg towards Keely’s ground floor 

apartment.  
Keely said she preferred to live downstairs 

so the neighbors wouldn’t complain about her bed 

bouncing all the time. They approached the door 

and noticed that it was ajar. Greg stepped in front 
to take the lead. 

“Wait here.” He said.  

She stood behind him but had no intention of 
staying outside. Greg quietly pushed the door open 

and stepped through with Willow right behind him. 

He carefully scanned the room and adjacent 
doorways. He couldn’t hear anything moving, so he 

assumed it was safe.  

“We’ll take a look around, but don’t touch 

anything and watch where you step.” He warned. 
Willow visibly relaxed as she couldn’t hear 

any other heartbeats in the room except for his 

and her own. Where was Keely? The apartment 
was in order until they went into the bedroom.  

It looked like a fight had broken out. Keely 

would have fought hard if anyone had attacked 
her. The covers of her bed were on the floor, and 

her bedside table was, everything on it swept to 

the floor. The mirror attached to her was shattered. 

Pieces of glass littered the area around it.  
Willow was very careful where she walked to 

avoid small pieces of glass from bouncing on the 



 

 

rug and ending up in her shoes. There was a desk 

in the corner. The matching chair had been 
knocked over, and everything on the desk was 

askew. There was a spot on the floor that had 

droplets of blood. 

Greg said she could have just taken off, but 
there were signs that she might have been 

kidnapped. He noticed that her purse, keys, and 

cell phone were in the apartment. He found her car 
in the parking lot by using the remote to unlock it 

watching for any cars flashing the lights or honking 

the horn.  
None of the shoes in her closet seemed to be 

missing or out of place. She could be wandering 

around with no money and no shoes, but that 

wasn’t very likely. 
“I think this is where they held her down. 

They probably tied her up and carried her out of 

here.” Greg said. 
“But how? It’s daytime, someone would have 

seen something.” 

“I don’t know, but that blood either belongs 
to her or one of her attackers. The crime scene 

techs will tell us. We need to see if there is 

anything here that could help us identify who they 

were and what they wanted. Look around for a 
note or something.” 

“You’re expecting a ransom note?” 

“I don’t know what to expect. We may find 
something to tell us where she is, we may not, but 

we still need to look.” Greg moved away from her 

to check the bathroom.  
Willow wandered over to the desk and 



 

 

noticed the corner of a book wedged in between 

the desk and the wall. It didn’t look like it had 
fallen there. It looked like it lived there. She pulled 

it out to see what it was. It was a journal.  

Willow opened it and was surprised that it 

was nearly full. There were only about ten pages 
left at the end. The first entry started a month ago 

and it looked like Keely wrote every day, 

sometimes more than once a day. 
“What you got there?” Greg asked. 

“Keely’s journal.” 

“The stripper kept a diary?” Greg asked 
incredulously.  

Willow slapped his arm.  

“Be nice you, she’s a really good friend.” 

“All right, let’s take it with us. I called it in. 
Officers should be arriving any minute. Do me a 

favor and wait in the car or no one will work. All 

they will do is stare at you.” 
“Fine.” 

She went outside to wait. Sure enough, a 

few minutes later, a police car pulled up and Greg 
showed his badge, he pointed to the car where she 

was waiting and one of the officers starting walking 

towards her. Greg led the rest of them into the 

apartment. 
After giving her statement, Greg said there 

was nothing more he could do, it was up to the 

investigating team. He asked Willow to drive him 
home. She could see that he couldn’t drive himself. 

She listened as he called the station to tell them he 

was leaving his car parked there overnight.  
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When they arrived at his place, she thought 

he would thank her and walk away, but he invited 
her in and watched her as her eyes scanned his 

neat and clean apartment. 

“What?” 
“I’m impressed,” she said. “I expected a 

man cave complete with underwear on the floor.” 

“I don’t wear underwear.” He snickered. 

“I remember.” She said in a sultry voice that 
made him shiver.  

“Stop that.” He scolded.  

She laughed.  
“Have a seat. I’ll be right back.” 

He left the room and went into what she 

assumed was his bedroom. She sat at the table 
and glanced around. She saw a picture on the 

kitchen counter. It was of Greg and a younger 

woman who looked very much like him. 

“My sister.” He said over her shoulder. 
“Does she live nearby?” Willow asked. 

“No, she lives in Portland. She comes up 

couple times a year, and I drive down there when I 
get a few days off.”  

Willow out the picture down and looked at 

him. She should go and let him get some rest, but 
she wanted to spend as much time with him as 

possible. 

“Let’s sit at the table and look at Keely’s 

diary.” He said, “Maybe it will have a clue as to 
where she could be. Normally I wouldn’t have 

taken it. It is evidence, but the sooner we find her, 



 

 

the sooner we find who took the pictures of her.” 

“You think they are the same person?” 
“I don’t know, but it’s a possibility,” Greg 

admitted. Willow pulled out a chair at the table It 

was covered with notes about sex demons and 

other things she told him. 
“You took notes?” She asked. 

“It helps me think. You told me a lot, and 

I’ve been trying to make sense of it all. It helps to 
write it down.”  

“You can’t keep these. If someone who knew 

anything about us got a hold of any of this, we 
could be destroyed. The Regents would issue a kill 

order, and because I’m the one who told you all of 

this, the order would be on both of us.” She said. 

“The Regents?” 
“They are our governing body. Our leaders, 

the ones who make and enforce our rules. We don’t 

have a lot of rules, but the ones we have we follow. 
To disobey usually means death.” 

“I would never hurt you. I promise. No one 

will ever find any of this.” Greg said. 
“Oh, never mind. Even if someone came 

across all this unless they believed in the possibility 

of demons, they would think you were nuts. Admit 

it, you don’t believe what I told you.”  
Greg sighed and reached out to rub his 

hands down her arms. 

“You look normal to me. I can’t equate your 
beautiful face with that of a demon. When I think 

of demons, they are ugly gargoyle looking things 

with red eyes and long yellow fangs. You don’t look 
anything like that. Or do you?” He asked as an 



 

 

afterthought. 

“No, I don’t,” She gritted out, “But you 
wouldn’t want to sleep with me if I looked like that 

would you?” 

“Probably not.” 

“We are subject to evolution like everything 
else on the planet. Only the most attractive of us 

survive. We need sex to live. If you’re an ugly sex 

demon, you die. It’s that simple. The process of 
evolution made us what we are. What you see is 

what you get. I’m not going to rip off my skin and 

turn into a slavering monster; this is it.” 
“Well, what else? What else about you 

makes you different from me?” Greg asked. 

He seemed sincere so she answered his 

question. 
“I have a stronger sense of smell and 

hearing and physical strength,” Willow stated. 

“You are a tiny little thing. You can’t be 
stronger than me.” Greg said.  

Willow looked around the room and saw a 

corner of a weight bench in his bedroom. It was 
time to show him what a sex demon could do. 

“Watch and learn, human, watch and learn.” 

Willow walked into the bedroom with Greg right 

behind her. She noticed that Greg was currently 
bench pressing 250. 

“Impressive, but I can do better.” She said. 

Greg scoffed.  
Willow kicked off her high heels and changed 

the weight on the bars to equal 400 pounds.  

“There is no damn way you are going to be 
able to lift that. I can’t let you do this. You’re going 



 

 

to hurt yourself.” Greg insisted. 

“I’m a big girl, and I have a point to make, 
step back please,” Willow stated calmly. She lay 

down on the weight bench and grabbed the bar. 

“Please, Willow don’t do this. I...” 

Willow pulled the bar off the stand and 
started bench pressing the weight. She put the bar 

back on the stand and spied the look of 

astonishment on Greg’s face.  
“Ok, this has to be some kind of trick.” He 

went to lay on the bench, and he couldn’t even 

take the bar off the stand. Willow walked around to 
the back and lifted the bar off with one hand then 

put it back on the stand. She looked down at him 

while he stared at her upside down. 

“You win.” He said shaking his head. She 
knew no human female who was as slight as she 

was could have done that. 

“Let’s get to Keely’s journal shall we?” Willow 
suggested slipping back into her heels. She left the 

room, and he followed. 

“Are all demons as strong as you?” 
“Truthfully I’m weak as far as that goes.” 

“Way to stomp all over the human man’s ego 

lady. My self-esteem is already in the dirt. Have 

mercy why don’t you?” Greg groused.  
Willow laughed.  

“If all of you are that strong or stronger and 

a human attacked Keely, couldn’t she have just 
tossed him across the room?” 

“They must have overpowered her or 

drugged her somehow. There is no way Keely 
would go without a fight.” Willow stated. They 



 

 

looked through Keely’s journal but found nothing 

useful. While they were sitting and talking Willow’s 
phone rang. She walked over to her purse sat 

down on the couch to answer it. 

“Willow? It’s Marissa. Where are you?” 

“I’m with Greg, uh…Detective Stewart.” 
“Is he your mate?”  

“No, he has just been keeping himself 

awake.” 
“Humans do the strangest things. Anyway, 

there was a call that came in on the SDA 

information line at noon. The man said he has 
kidnapped Keely and intends to kill her unless we 

meet his demands.” 

“What are his demands?” 

“We don’t know. He said he would call back 
within 48 hours and give us a list.” Marissa stated. 

“Why 48 hours?” Willow asked.  

Marissa growled. 
“He said he needs time to play with her.” 

“What do we do?” Willow said.  

Greg sat down next to her and was trying to 
get her to tell him what was being said. Willow 

waved him off. 

“There is nothing we can do. The police are 

crawling all over Keely’s apartment. We have 
discreetly interviewed her neighbors and no one 

saw anything,” Marissa said her voice breaking. “I 

thought you should know. Please tell Greg the 
news, maybe he can be of some help.”  

Marissa hung up, and Willow related what 

happened before she started to cry. 
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“I’m sorry,” Greg said pulling her close to 

him to comfort her. He felt helpless and useless. 
Here he was one of Washington State’s finest, and 

there was nothing he could do. There are some 

cases that would never be closed. He vowed to do 
his best to make sure this was not one of them. 

There were a lot of perks to his job, but by far, the 

feeling of helplessness that sometimes came with it 

was not one of them. 
Willow continued to cry as he held her and 

tried his best to sooth her. His body was aware of 

her every second he held her, but all he wanted to 
do was comfort her. He stroked her silky hair as 

she sobbed against his chest and murmured gently 

to her. 
“I’m here; it’s going to be okay. I’m here.” 

He said. She clung to him, and he was glad that 

when she needed someone he could be here for 

her. After a few minutes, he realized she had fallen 
asleep in his arms. 

“Well, I suppose that’s a good thing. You 

trust me not to hurt you while you sleep.” He 
gathered her up and carried her into the bedroom. 

He laid her on the bed and took off her shoes. He 

covered her with a blanket and left her there to 
rest resisting the urge to keep her locked in his 

bedroom forever. Then again, with her strength no 

one could keep her anywhere she didn’t want to 

be. 
That reminded him of Keely, how had they 

managed to kidnap someone so strong? He went 



 

 

back to the living room to look over his notes and 

check again to see if there was something he 
missed.  

His notes still didn’t make much sense, but 

things were becoming clearer as far as the photos. 

He needed to figure out who was in the photo with 
Keely and who had taken the picture? 

He grabbed Keely’s journal again to look at it 

again. He flipped through and came across the date 
when he met Keely at Willow’s bedside. 

“Darryl balled me out for making a move on 

the hunky detective that came to visit Will. Darryl 
thinks that Willow really likes him. D yelled at me 

for trying to get the officer to sleep with me. How 

was I supposed to know she was possessive of 

him? She has never been territorial before. As soon 
as all this blows over, I will, make her take time off 

and drag her ass to Mexico for some fun in the 

sun!” 
Greg wondered if Keely was right. Was 

Willow possessive of him? He hoped it was true if 

only a little even with all the men she had slept 
with that he was significant to her in some way. If 

he had his way, he would never forget her. He 

hoped again that she was wrong. 
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By the morning, Greg was exhausted and 

still no closer to finding Keely or figuring out who 
attacked the others. He wasn’t even sure it was the 

same person or persons involved. The case with 

Shelly had gone cold. None of the officers had been 
able to turn up anything. They couldn’t come up 

with a suspect forget about determining a motive. 

Shelly was well-liked, well-respected. It 

could have been a random act of violence, but he 
didn’t think so because it was planned. The person 

had to have timed it just right to hit her car at the 

right place at the right time. 
He thought he might find a disgruntled 

homeowner who had worked with, but there was 

nothing. She had an impeccable reputation and a 
long list of clients lining up to sing her praises.  

Keely Beck, however, was a different story. 

She was liked or tolerated according to those who 

knew her. The other women she worked with at the 
club described her as a hard worker and always 

willing to help out, but she could party harder than 

all of them put together. One of the women the 
officers had spoken to about Keely only shook her 

head laughing and said, “She crazy.” 

Her neighbors had nothing bad to say about 
her, though. Apparently she didn’t do her partying 

at home. He already knew from talking to other 

demons that she usually met a guy, or two or 

three, after her shift was over, but no one anyone 
remembered. It was a dead end. 

The other cases were being investigated by 



 

 

other departments. He had asked to be kept in the 

loop. So far, no one turned up anything. Greg was 
lucky he got Keely’s case. The Sea-Tac PD was 

short staffed at the moment. They were working on 

a joint project with Homeland Security at the 

airport, and he volunteered to work it due to it 
being a missing person and not a homicide. If he 

didn’t hurry up, they would take back the case, and 

he would be out of luck. 
He sighed in frustration as he headed for the 

shower. He would have loved nothing more than to 

crawl into bed with Willow, but he knew as soon as 
his head hit something soft, he would be snoring. 

He couldn’t risk it.  

He quietly got clothes from his dresser and 

went to take a shower. A hot shower was out. It 
would relax him too much. A cold shower would be 

better. He took one look at Willow in his bed and 

even though every inch of him was so tired he was 
starting to ache, his cock hardened. I need to buy 

bigger pants. He thought to himself smiling. He 

jumped in the shower and tried not to think about 
the woman in his bed. 
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Willow rolled over and smelled Greg’s scent 

on the pillow next to her. She opened her eyes and 
realized she was still at his place. She remembered 

being warm and cozy with him. It was soothing to 

feel him stroke her hair and tell her it was okay. 
Hearing his strong, steady heartbeat in her ear 

made her feel safe. She must have fallen asleep on 

him.  

She felt guilty about that, but at the same 
time, she realized it said something about him. She 

would have never fallen asleep on Chase. Willow 

knew deep down she didn’t trust him. In truth, she 
never fully trusted anyone. Greg was the 

exception. 

She was lying in bed listening to the shower 
running. She thought about stripping and joining 

him, but she couldn’t risk it. She didn’t know if he 

had fallen asleep or not. She had no way of 

knowing what he would remember. It was better 
for her to get going and then deal with it later. She 

left the bedroom, went to find her shoes and her 

purse and left quietly. 

Willow went back to her apartment and took 

a shower. She had already taken the day off weeks 

ago to help with the auction. She needed to hurry. 
She needed to be there by 10 to help set up. She 

was also expected to bid on some of the men to 

drive up the prices of the donations. It was still 

possible she could meet her mate and what better 
way to meet him than to buy him?  



 

 

She made a quick call to Marissa to let her 

know she might be a little late and to tell her about 
the photos of Keely. Marissa told her not to rush as 

things were running smoothly. 

Willow got to the hotel and decided not to 

valet her car. She was feeling depressed and still a 
little tired. If she wanted to leave early, she didn’t 

want to have to wait for someone to bring her the 

car. 
She was dressed conservatively. She figured 

a plain white button down blouse and a tea length 

black skirt would be just the thing to have her melt 
into the crowd. She put the scarf that smelled of 

Greg around her neck then decided against it. 

Other demons would be able to smell it and she 

didn’t want to share. She took it off and pressed it 
to her nose inhaling the wonderful scent of him and 

tucked it into her purse. 

The crowd was going to be full of wealthy 
socialites looking for an afternoon of fun. Her job 

was to participate, but not dominate. The males 

who were being auctioned were encouraged to 
mingle with the crowd and throw a little whiff to 

encourage the bidding later.  

Willow went to the ballroom and checked in 

at the reception table then went to the backstage 
area to get instructions on what they wanted her to 

do. It looked like the tables had already been set 

up and if the place name cards were an indication 
of how many people would be attending, it was 

going to be a full house. She looked for her name 

on the table she was told she would be sitting at. 
Her number to use for bidding? 69.  



 

 

Shelly texted her to say she would be a few 

minutes late. She had been showing a house in 
Issaquah and traffic getting back to Seattle was a 

bitch. There had been an accident on the I-90. 

Willow didn’t think anything of it. Shelly’s seat was 

paid for; all she had to do was get here to fill it. 
Everything seemed to be in order. It was 

nearly eleven in the morning. She saw some 

friends and went to speak to them. She double 
checked and was told everything was set. She 

could now go to her table and enjoy herself. She 

grabbed her purse and went to mingle. 
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Greg got out of the shower to find Willow 

gone. He was disappointed she wasn’t still there. 
He was thinking about all the creative ways he 

could think of to wake the sleeping beauty. He was 

holding his cell phone scanning through looking for 
her number when the phone rang. He didn’t 

recognize the number. 

“Stewart,” he answered. 

“Detective, this is Marissa Davis. Did you still 
want to meet with me today?” 

“Yes.” 

“Don’t be late. I need you here by eleven.” 
He looked at his watch. It was already nine-thirty. 

He would have to try to catch up with Willow later. 

“I’ll be there.” He said hanging up. 
Greg showed up ten minutes before eleven 

and went to find Marissa. He remembered to dress 

in a dark gray suit he owned but hardly wore.  

He arrived at the reception table, asked for 
Marissa and directed to the backstage area. He 

walked through the crowd and smiled as women he 

passed eyed him hungrily. 
“Please tell me I can bid on you later,” a 

pretty blonde said as he walked past her. 

“Maybe.” He said mysteriously. He walked up 
to the bouncer that was guarding the backstage 

area access, and he let him pass. Greg noticed 

everything back there was orderly and calm. It was 

funny. He had been backstage at events before, 
and it was nothing like this. Most of the time there 

was at least one person running around like crazy 



 

 

trying to take care of every last detail. Everyone 

back here seemed to be relaxed and waiting.  

Finally, he spotted Marissa. She was wearing 

a silver floor length evening gown that gently 

hugged every curve of her body. Her dark hair 

cascaded down her back, and whenever she turned 
her head, it gave whoever was watching tantalizing 

glimpses of her backless dress. She looked 

stunning. 
“Ms. Davis?” 

“Oh great, you’re here. Let’s step over here 

to talk shall we? Any progress?” 
“No, you?” 

“No, and from the look of you I assume you 

still have not slept, and you retain your memory?” 

“Yes.” 
“The Regents have issued a reward.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“It means if anyone leads us to the 
killer/kidnapper they will be given a hundred 

thousand dollars.” 

“That’s assuming the killer and the 
kidnapper are the same. The way in which each 

attack was carried out is different which suggests 

multiple assailants. They may not be related.” 

“The fact that these attacks were 
perpetrated on my kind makes it related.” 

“But there are hundreds of people hit by cars 

and attacked with baseball bats and shoved in front 
of buses every day all across the country. How can 

you be sure?” 

“Detective Stewart, we are a peaceful 



 

 

people, but we do protect ourselves. We don’t get 

attacked very often and never have we been 
victimized so frequently and in such quick 

succession. It has to be related. Willow told me you 

had pictures of Keely delivered to you. Who do you 

think sent them? It has to be the same person.” 
“Here’s my question. If everyone you sleep 

with forgets you slept with them, how did this 

happen?” 
“You are living proof that the fail-safe nature 

created for us can be circumvented," Marissa said 

annoyed. 
“Yeah, but we both know I can’t do it 

forever. Eventually, my body will shut down and 

force me to rest. How can this person have 

remembered Keely?” 
“I don’t know. I’ve been racking my brain 

about it, and I just don’t know.”  

A petite woman with a headset and a 
clipboard interrupted. 

“I’m sorry Ms. Davis. We’re about to start, 

and you’re needed. Also, I need to inform you that 
Sebastian Lebrae had to leave due to a family 

emergency. We are one short for the auction.” 

Marissa immediately looked at Greg and took his 

arm to lead him to where the other bachelors were 
waiting. 

“Oh no,” he whined 

“Oh yes,” she said. 
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Greg stood with the others and had another 

cup of coffee. He was trying to think of an excuse 
that would get him out of there, but his brain was 

so muddled he couldn’t think of anything. Then his 

guilt about letting down the charity pricked his 
conscience. 

As much as he wanted to get out of here and 

work on the case before he fell on his face, he 

couldn’t walk away. He couldn’t waste an 
opportunity to get more money for the charity. He 

would suck it up and do his best.  

He didn’t think he would bring in much 
money considering he looked like something the 

cat dragged in, but at least his suit wasn’t 

wrinkled. He watched as one after another of the 
guys went on stage, and he could see they were 

smiling and working it. He rolled his eyes. He just 

hoped he didn’t make a fool of himself. He pulled 

out his cell phone and made a quick call to Shane. 
“Where are you?” Shane asked. 

“A bachelor auction,” Greg answered.  

“What the hell are you doing there?” 
“Don’t ask.”  

All Shane did was laugh. 

“Shut up, I came to talk to Marissa Davis, 
and it’s a big event, someone who knows 

something about the case might be here.” 

“OK, what do you want me to do, bring you 

a G-string?” 
“Funny. Get me some backup in the hotel, 

but keep it subtle. I don’t want to spook anyone 



 

 

with an obvious police presence.” 

“Got it. I’ll take care of it, stud.” Shane 
laughed hanging up before Greg could tell him off. 

Marissa was the announcer, and there was 

another woman running the auction. The first guy 

up managed to rake in $800 for the charity. That 
was a decent first start. Greg stood to the side and 

watched the next guy. 

“Ladies, this is Hunter Costa. He’s 6’2”, has 
dark brown hair and gray eyes. He’s 32 years old 

and likes hiking, river rafting, and rock climbing. If 

you’re the kind of woman who appreciates the call 
of the wild, then Hunter is the man for you.” 

Greg rolled his eyes at the innuendo, but he 

assumed there would be more of that as time went 

on, and he wasn’t disappointed. Hunter brought in 
$900. Greg stood around watching and listening as 

other guys were auctioned off. He was relaxed and 

enjoyed watching everyone having a good time. 
Then the woman with the headset touched his 

elbow, and he got nervous. 

“You’re up next.” She said. He sighed and 
followed her to the stairs. 

Greg was surprised the bidding for him went 

so high so fast. He stood there and smiled at the 

crowd even though he couldn’t see them. He 
figured since he was here, he might as well work it. 

It was for a good cause, and it was an experience 

he could tell his grandkids about one day. 
The lights directed at the stage were so 

bright he could barely see the edge of the platform. 



 

 

He heard the women screaming, and he could 

understand how some guys could get into the 
stripping gig. It was intoxicating hearing all those 

women shouting for you.  

“Come on ladies, we all love a man in 

uniform am I right? If you’re the lucky lady to win 
him this afternoon, maybe your luck will hold out, 

and he’ll use his nightstick on you.” Marissa said. 

Greg couldn’t help it, he laughed. 
“I have handcuffs too.” He said. 

“Oh, did you hear that ladies? He’s also got 

handcuffs.” The crowd laughed uproariously. Greg’s 
face turned bright red. He smiled and made 

another pass down the runway. 
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Willow was seated at her table with Shelly 

thinking about Greg of course and wondered what 
he remembered from this morning. I hope he 

doesn’t remember me being there. I will have to 

think up a fantastic lie to explain why I was lying in 
his bed when he wouldn’t remember how I got 

there. Although how could he miss having a woman 

in his bed? Unless he regularly has women sleep in 

his bed.  
Willow didn’t like the thought. She shook her 

head and tried to pay attention to something Shelly 

was saying. Now that Shelly was feeling better, she 
was enjoying herself again. She had been bidding 

on and off on a couple of the bachelors. She said 

she was waiting for a tall blond she had seen 
walking around earlier. Willow was getting bored. 

She stood up to get another glass of ice tea when 

Shelly pulled on her arm. 

“Look at the guy they got now,” Shelly said 
practically drooling. Willow turned, and her mouth 

dropped open. She couldn’t believe it. It was Greg 

dressed in a suit that showed off how handsome 
and muscular he was. He was walking confidently 

with a big smile and dripping sex appeal. Women 

all around her gasped and scrambled to grab their 
paddles. Shelly grabbed her paddle to start the 

bidding when Willow slammed her hand down on 

Shelly’s paddle. Shelly gave her a dirty look. 

“I want him, Willow; he’s pretty. Poor baby 
looks a little tired, but I would be more than happy 

to help him fall asleep tonight.” Shelly said. 



 

 

“He’s the officer investigating your accident.” 

Willow protested. 
“All the better, I can get the latest details 

right from the horse’s mouth and other parts of his 

anatomy.” 

“He’s not a toy Shelly.” 
“Killjoy,” Shelly pouted. 

“That’s Miss Killjoy to you,” Willow replied. 

Willow looked around at all the hungry predatory 
looks focused on the handsome officer. 

“Ladies please give a warm round of 

applause for our next bachelor. From the Kent 
Police Department, we have Detective Greg 

Stewart. He is a hardworking man. When you call 

him, he will come day or night.” The crowd tittered. 

“He has graciously taken time from his busy 
schedule to be with us today for this worthy cause. 

As always we start the bidding at $100.”  

The bidding began in earnest and before 
Willow knew what was going on, the bidding was 

already up to $250. She looked at Greg who smiled 

shyly at the crowd. He turned around and put his 
hands on his hips to show off his broad shoulders, 

trim waist, and the luscious bottom that had she 

nibbled on just the other night. The bidding was 

still going up, $300, $350, $400.  
Willow looked to see who was bidding. It was 

a tall human woman with big boobs. The other one 

bidding against her was Serena, another sex 
demon. Willow didn’t like her. There was no way 

she was going to let Serena buy Greg, and if he 

turned out to be her mate, Willow would have to 
leave the state. She didn’t think she could bear 



 

 

seeing them together. Once Serena knew Willow 

knew Greg, she would do whatever she could to 
rub it in Willow’s face. Willow did the only thing she 

could think of, she grabbed her paddle and started 

bidding. 

“Five hundred ladies, the bid for Detective 
Stewart is up to five hundred dollars. Do I hear five 

fifty? “Five fifty it is, from the lady in the red dress. 

Do I have six hundred?” Willow showed her paddle 
and glared at Serena. 

“Bid is now at six hundred dollars. Do I have 

six fifty?” 
“One thousand dollars!” Serena yelled over 

the crowd. 

“Ladies we have a bid from the lady in red 

for one thousand dollars. Can I get one thousand 
one hundred?”  

The auctioneer looked at Willow; she shook 

her head. She had only brought eight hundred 
dollars with her, and she had forgotten her 

checkbook. 

“One thousand going once, one thousand 
going twice, sold to the lady in red!” Miss Serena, 

please pick up your date.” 

Willow heard Marissa start to announce the 

next man. Shelly was equally excited about him, 
but Willow found that she was no longer enjoying 

herself. Serena gave her a smug look as she made 

her way to the backstage area. There was no way 
Willow was going to stand around to watch Serena 

take Greg home. 
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Willow didn’t say goodbye to anyone. She 

grabbed her purse and walked out. Someone might 
be upset with her for just leaving, but she didn’t 

care. She wasn’t feeling very sociable and thought 

it would be better for everyone if she went home. 
She took the escalator to get to the parking 

elevators.  

She was fuming thinking about Greg and 

Serena again as the escalator took her to the 
lobby. She still had the scarf in her purse. She 

stopped walking to take it out, hold it briefly to her 

nose to smell his scent, and then wrapped it 
around her neck. 

She had the usual stares but ignored them 

and kept walking to the elevators. She got off on 
her floor and noticed how quiet it was. She liked it. 

She could hear cars moving in the structure and 

the traffic on the street, but for the most part it 

was peaceful. It was a welcome change from the 
flashing lights and loud music of the event.  

She was still upset about losing Greg to 

Serena and the quiet helped her keep things in 
perspective. Greg didn’t belong to her, and since 

he wasn’t her mate, he could be someone else’s. 

She got depressed thinking he could be Serena’s. 
She decided to stop at the grocery store and 

pick up some ice cream, go home and watch a feel 

good chick flick from her DVD collection. She got 

closer to her car and used the remote to unlock the 
door. She was contemplating where to stop for ice 

cream when suddenly Chase was standing in front 



 

 

of her. 

“Hi,” he smiled. She sighed. She didn’t want 
any company right now and after the last 

conversation she had with him he was the last 

person she wanted to see. She considered turning 

around and going to find Marissa, but she couldn’t 
face Serena. She decided to get rid of Chase for 

now, and she would call Marissa when she got 

home. 
“What are you doing here?” 

“I came to support the event. You told me 

about it last week.” 
“Oh, that’s right, I did. You look nice.” She 

was trying to keep things casual. He dressed in a 

dark navy pin-stripe suit that emphasized the blue 

of his eyes. “Do you want to be auctioned off? I 
might be able to get you in if you’re interested. I’m 

sure you will bring in a lot of money for the 

charity.” Willow offered. 
“No, I just donated at the door and stood in 

the back with the other husbands.” He said. Willow 

nodded then frowned for a second. What did he 
mean by saying the ‘other husbands’? He wasn’t 

married. She shook her head. The last thing she 

wanted to do right now was get into a long 

conversation with him. She wanted to make nice 
and then make tracks. 

“Thanks for your support.” 

“Anytime, but I’m not supporting the charity 
because it’s a good cause,” Chase said. 

“Then why are you supporting it?” 

“You, Willow, I would do anything for you. I 
think I’m in love with you.”  



 

 

Willow’s eyes got wide, and her thoughts 

were going a mile a minute trying to process what 
he just said.  

Chase kept talking. 

“I’m not sure when it happened, but I need 

you. I don’t think I can live without you. I bought a 
house for you, for us. I know you’re going to love 

it. It’s not as perfect as I wanted it to be before 

you saw it, but I can’t wait. I’m excited for you to 
see it. I’ll take you to see it now, and then later on 

we can go to your place to get a few of your things. 

We can move the rest of it later this week.” He was 
so excited, Willow wasn’t sure if she was more 

shocked or horrified.  

“I’m not going anywhere with you,” Willow 

said sternly. “I’m going home and you should do 
the same.”  

Chase’s face crashed. 

“Please, please come see it. I know once you 
see it, you’ll see I did it all for you.” He pleaded. 

Willow couldn’t wrap her mind around what 

was happening. She shook her head again. 
“Go home Chase,” Willow released a small 

whiff of hormones to encourage him to do as she 

asked. His face changed again – he was instantly 

angry, it was like flipping a switch. Willow was 
stunned to see him go from nearly sobbing to teeth 

gritting furious in the space of a heartbeat. 

“Do you know how much trouble it was to 
get the house ready for you? I paid extra for the 

workers to get everything done quickly.” He 

growled. “You are going to come with me right 
now.” 



 

 

“No!” Willow snapped stepping away from 

him and heading for her car. Chase reached out 
and grabbed her arm yanking her against him. She 

pulled her arm away from him again and shoved 

against his chest to get some distance between 

them. She remembered at the last second not to 
use all her strength, but not enough.  

Chase went flying against the side of a car, 

and the alarm in it went off. He must have hit his 
head. He was dazed. He fell to the ground leaning 

against the car staring up at her. Willow left him 

there.  
She walked to her car and looked up at the 

ceiling of the parking structure. The last thing she 

needed was for cameras to have captured her fit of 

temper. She breathed a sigh of relief glad she 
didn’t see any.  

She felt a flash of guilt over leaving him 

slumped against the car. She glanced over to 
where she left him thinking she should at least 

make sure he was okay. She walked back to where 

he was planning to apologize and take him inside 
to see Marissa. When she went to look for him, he 

was gone. She assumed once he got over the 

shock of being slammed against the car, he was 

fine. She hoped the Regents would pick him up 
soon. 
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Serena smiled shyly when Greg approached. 

He smiled at her, but he wasn’t fooled by her 
demeanor. The short red halter dress spoke 

volumes. It accentuated all her best assets, and he 

could appreciate it. He was man enough to admit 
she was gorgeous. 

“I can see why Willow was so eager to bid 

for you.” She said.  

“Is Willow here?” He asked looking around.  
“I think she left. She seemed upset that I 

outbid her.” He tried to hide his disappointment at 

having missed seeing Willow. 
“I’m thirsty. Let’s get something to drink 

shall we?” She said. 

Greg gave a conciliatory grin and held out 
his arm to her. She smoothly wrapped her arm 

around the lower part of his bicep, slightly 

squeezing.  

They got some champagne from the table 
then went to find somewhere to sit. The front of 

the room had been set up with large round tables 

for groups of women to be able to sit together. The 
back of the room was set up with smaller tables for 

two with a single rose in a low vase and a single 

candle floating in a shallow crystal bowl.  
Greg led her over to a small table near the 

back corner of the room. He wanted to sit with his 

back to the wall and be able to see everyone 

coming and going. He hoped Serena was wrong, 
and Willow would be back.  

He glanced across the table at Serena. He 



 

 

started to wonder if she was a demon too. After 

speaking to Marissa, he had given up the idea of 
prostitution. The whole sex demon idea was a 

whole lot weirder than that. He thought that since 

Serena knew Willow, she must be a succubus too. 

But he adjusted that thought remembering that 
Willow told him just because someone’s good-

looking it didn’t mean they weren’t human. I’m too 

tired to think. He admitted to himself.  
Serena was talking, and all he could do was 

watch her lips move. He was comfortable and 

warm. He wanted to be a good date and pay 
attention, but whatever fuel his body had been 

running on all this time was tapped out. Coffee 

wasn’t going to do it anymore. What he needed 

was sleep. He was trying to think of a polite way to 
say goodnight.  

He thought that if he explained that he 

hadn’t slept and agreed to meet her at another 
time, she might be okay with him leaving now. 

There was no doubt in his mind that in a short 

while, he was going down whether he wanted to or 
not. 

He thought about calling Shane to come get 

him. He didn’t want to fall asleep in a cab. He was 

about to explain his situation when he scented 
something sweet. It was flowery but smelled wrong 

to him, artificial. It was very relaxing, though, he 

thought someone had lit one of those scented 
candle things. He was feeling very sleepy. 

.  
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Willow stopped to get ice cream. While 

standing in the checkout line, she reminded herself 
to call Marissa about Chase. Maybe having Chase 

picked up by the Regents wasn’t such a bad idea. 

He needed some help. Whatever was going on with 
him was way more than she could handle by 

herself.  

She pulled into the garage and went up to 

her apartment. She started thinking about Greg 
and Serena again. UGH! I can’t believe she won 

him. I wished I could have wiped that smirk off her 

face. If Keely had been there, she would have done 
it for me. She likes her even less than I do. Having 

had that satisfying thought, she remembered Keely 

was missing and continued to her apartment 
worrying about her friend and debating with herself 

over which of the two movies she wanted to watch 

first. 

“Oh hell, I’m probably going to end up 
watching them both.” She muttered to herself. She 

was getting irritated again thinking about what 

Serena would be doing with Greg right now and 
possibly doing with him later.  

All the participants in the auction agreed 

they would spend time with their dates until 5:30. 
After that, they could call it a night or they could 

continue to spend time elsewhere. There was no 

doubt in Willow’s mind Serena would stay until 

5:30 then take Greg home. There was no way 
Serena was going to let him leave before sleeping 

with him so that she could tell Willow all about it. 



 

 

Willow opened her front door and flipped on 

the light. She gently kicked the door closed, locked 
it, and headed for the kitchen. She put the grocery 

bag on the counter and took the ice cream out. She 

folded the paper bag and put it in the recycling bin 

under the sink. She turned to wash her hands, and 
she thought she heard something, a clicking sound, 

but she wasn’t sure. She turned off the water, and 

everything was quiet. I must be hearing things.  
She put the ice cream in the refrigerator 

thinking to keep it cool while she changed into her 

baggy sweatpants, a sweatshirt, and some fuzzy 
socks. She would dig in with a spoon once she got 

a movie running.  

With the refrigerator door open, she changed 

her mind, took the ice cream back out and left it on 
the counter. She wanted it softer for easier eating. 

She turned around to head for her bedroom and 

found Chase standing in the kitchen doorway.  
“What are you doing here?” 

“Hi, Willow.” 

“How did you get in here?” Willow asked 
calmly.  

Chase’s face was red, and he seemed angry.  

“Look what you’ve done to me.” He said 

through gritted teeth. 
“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“You make me crazy Willow. I feel like I’m 

losing my mind.” 
“You’re starting to sound like it.” Willow was 

trying to figure out how he got into her place and 

how not upset him further at the same time.  
“Chase, I need you to be calm and tell me 



 

 

what’s going on.” 

“I don’t know, but I can’t help it. You make 
me crazy. I know I shouldn’t be here. I know I 

shouldn’t feel the way I do about you. I don’t 

understand it and I’ve been driving myself nuts 

trying to figure it out.” 
“Let’s start at the beginning. What are you 

doing here?” Willow’s voice was calm despite her 

heart beating so hard she thought it might pound 
its way out of her chest. 

“I needed to see you,” Chase said looking at 

her with an intensity that scared her. 
“Ok, but you could have called first and we 

could have met for coffee or something. This is my 

home. I don’t appreciate you breaking in here.” 

Willow was at a loss. He was so anxious she wasn’t 
sure what he would do next. This behavior was so 

unlike him. 

“I didn’t break in. I have a key.” He said 
producing a copy of her house key from his pocket. 

Willow shook her head. 

“You should not have a key to a co-worker’s 
home.” The irony of what she said wasn’t lost on 

her considering she still has his key on her 

keychain. “I need you to leave, now,” Willow said 

taking a step towards him not sure if that would 
help or hurt the situation. 

“I can’t.” He said.  

Willow looked deep into his eyes and saw he 
was not all there. 

“Go, now,” She insisted taking another step 

towards him. Big mistake. That one step put her 
within arm’s reach of him, and he quickly grabbed 



 

 

her arms and brought her closer to him. He 

wrapped his arms around her and buried his nose 
in her hair like he did when they were in bed. 

“I know we haven’t even been on a date, but 

I know you. I…I…I crave you. Your voice shoots 

electricity down my spine. Your perfume makes me 
as hard as a rock. Seeing you makes me want to 

get down on my knees and beg to touch you. 

WHY?” He shouted the last word as if pleading to 
the gods and pushed her away from him.  

Willow stumbled back grabbing onto the 

kitchen counter to stop herself from falling. Chase 
dug his hands into his hair and grasped so hard, it 

had to hurt. His face was a mask of anguish. 

“You’re a siren aren’t you?” He asked staring 

hard at her. “You lure sailors to their deaths trying 
desperately to get to you.”  

She was frightened by his raving. 

Willow was frantically trying to think of how 
to get out of this situation. Chase had a suspicious 

bulge at his side, and she began to worry if it was a 

gun. What did he intend to do with it? Chase spoke 
bringing her back to the moment. 

“I dream about you, you know? I feel you in 

my dreams. I wake up, and I feel like I’ve had you 

in my arms all night. I don’t understand why and I 
hate it.” He scrubbed his hands down his face and 

turned from her. He walked into the living room, 

and Willow followed.  
Unable to come up with something better, 

Willow sent a small whiff of hormones at him to try 

to get him to calm down. If she could at least get 
him to settle down, she could call Marissa and keep 



 

 

him here until the Regents came to pick him up. 

The hormones had the opposite effect. He 
whipped around to look at her. His eyes flew wide 

and wild as he declared, “I’m taking you home.”  

“I am home.” She replied carefully trying to 

keep her voice from trembling. 
“NO! Your home is with me.” He shouted. 

Willow stepped back startled by the intensity of his 

words. Chase started to pace the room mumbling 
randomly. The pupils of his eyes were large, and 

his vision seemed unfocused as if drugged.  

For the first time, Willow realized the 
hormones were drugs. She had never really 

understood that until now, and she had been 

dosing him repeatedly, for months. She had been 

letting off a scent that caused a chemical reaction 
in his body over and over. He had become addicted 

to it, and he was showing signs of withdrawal. 

Chase turned to look at her with laser clarity. 
“We have to go; we have to go now.”  

“I’m not going anywhere,” Willow stated. 

Chase stalked towards her, and Willow wanted to 
step back, but there was nowhere for her go. Her 

back was against the wall. 

“I will kill your boyfriend.” He snatched 

Willow’s elbow to drag her closer, and she pulled 
away from him. 

“I don’t have a boyfriend.” She answered 

evenly.  
He grabbed her elbow more firmly, 

squeezing it. 

“Don’t pull away from me.” He warned. “You 
are mine. Do you hear me? Mine.” He used her 



 

 

elbow to guide her towards the front door. 

“I told you I’m not going anywhere with 
you.” She said yanking her arm away from him 

again.  

He stepped menacingly towards her and 

pulled something from his pocket. It was a 
crumpled photo. It was the same one she had seen 

on Greg’s kitchen counter. Willow’s eyes got big in 

surprise, and he noticed it before she controlled her 
expression. 

“I know where he lives and I can get to him 

whenever I want. I don’t want to hurt him, if I do, 
you’ll be upset. I forgive you for seeing him while 

you were waiting for me to get our house in order, 

but now that you are with me, you will never see 

him again. Do you understand?”  
He shook her arm to make his point. Willow 

stood numbly unable to comprehend how the 

situation had gotten so out of control. Chase’s 
voice became gentle again. 

“All I’m asking is that you give me a chance 

to show you I can love you better than he can and 
that we can be happy together. Is that too much to 

ask?” He started rubbing her elbow, and she tried 

to not shudder. Just being near him was making 

her skin crawl.  
She wanted to hit him and run. She needed 

to warn Greg. Chase wasn’t much of a danger to 

her, but Greg was only human and humans could 
be brutal to one another. She remembered then 

that he was with Serena. Serena was a bitch, but 

she would never let anything happen to him. For 
now, Greg was safe, but Serena wouldn’t be there 



 

 

tomorrow. 

It could have been a fluke that Chase had 
the picture, but what if it wasn’t. What if he really 

could get inside Greg’s apartment whenever he 

wanted? Chase could have used any number of 

ways to get a key. He had a key to her place. He 
could have easily made one for Greg’s too. 

She wouldn’t put it past him to let himself in 

and hurt Greg while he slept. Willow couldn’t risk it. 
Until she knew Greg was safe, she couldn’t fight. 

She let Chase take her to his car and open the 

passenger side door for her.  
“You’re going to love it when you see what 

I’ve done at the house. I will take such good care 

of you. You will soon realize that we are meant to 

be together like I do. You just wait.” Chase said 
enthusiastically. He smiled at her, and Willow tried 

to smile back.  

She figured she would go along with him to 
wherever he was taking her and then decide how 

best to make her escape. 

“I can’t wait to see it.” She uttered with as 
much enthusiasm as she could fake. 
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Chase drove Willow to a dark gold home with 

rust colored trim. If she wasn’t so freaked out, she 
might have thought it was charming. There was a 

large fenced-in front yard with a few trees and 

shrubs. The grass was green and healthy in the 
large front and side yards. What she could see of 

the foliage at the back of the house looked well-

kept too. Apparently either the previous owners or 

Chase had made sure the house and the land it 
was on was postcard picture perfect. 

He insisted she wait while he opened the car 

door for her. She would have been impressed if 
this whole thing weren't so damn creepy. He was 

talking to her on the way over, telling her how 

happy they were going to be there. 
She gave him a small smile when she got 

out of the car, and that seemed to appease him for 

a moment. She didn’t want to anger him again. 

Yes, she was stronger than him, but she didn’t 
want to deal with an angry Chase.  

On the drive over, his demeanor had 

bounced back and forth between being enthusiastic 
about her seeing the house and angry that she 

would cheat on him with Greg.  

Then he would get himself all twisted up with 
the thought that they hadn’t even dated yet, but 

he knew with crystal clear certainty that she 

belonged to him. The ride had only been about 

twenty minutes long, but it had seemed like 
forever. She even thought at one point he might 

even have been angry enough to strike out at her 



 

 

when he started pounding on the steering wheel 

and yelling at her. 
Now that they were at the house, Willow 

continued to bide her time. She had paid attention 

to where they were going on the way over. She 

knew which direction to run to get to the main 
thoroughfare and help.  

She reminded herself that she needed to 

calm down and think. As long as Chase believed 
she was compliant, he would leave her alone. Once 

she had a plan, she was going to kick his ass. 

Chase opened the front door and waited for 
her to step through ahead of him. She entered into 

a living room, and one word surfaced in her mind - 

disheveled. There were clothes, shoes, and socks in 

various places. They were on the furniture, on the 
floor, and draped over things. It appeared as if 

articles of clothing stayed wherever he managed to 

shed them.  
The sofa was a big brown monstrosity. It 

was directly opposite a large screen TV mounted on 

the wall. The entertainment center directly below it 
held other electronic equipment, all of it wired into 

the giant screen. There was an open dining room to 

the left with a dining table and six chairs. The table 

was covered with a laptop, flyers, brochures, and 
other various pieces of paper.  

The kitchen was attached to the dining room 

and separated by a breakfast bar. Willow was 
afraid to look in there. If the kitchen looked 

anything like the other two rooms she had 

observed so far, it would be a mess. She suspected 
the sink would be full of dishes or worse, they 



 

 

would be all over the counters. 

“Sorry about the mess up here. I’ll do better, 
and I’ll try to remember to put the toilet seat 

down.” He said sheepishly. 

“Thanks,” she muttered trying to keep the 

sarcasm out of her voice. He beamed at her. 
“For now, though, until I can be sure you 

love me as much as I do you, I’ve made up a room 

for you in the basement.” He said 
“You’re putting me in the basement?” 

“Yes, but don’t worry. It’s beautiful, it’s a 

former mother in law apartment, and it’s all yours. 
I’ve changed everything down there for you. I 

know your bedroom colors are cream and blue, so I 

got everything in there to match. I wanted you to 

be comfortable here. A woman at the store helped 
me pick everything out. I hope you like it.” Chase 

pointed to the kitchen. 

Sure enough, as soon as she walked into the 
kitchen there were dishes in the sink. She kept 

walking wondering what she would find down in the 

basement. Chase turned the light on at the top of 
the stairs, and she started down. She entered into 

a large space that had been newly furnished.  

Everything smelled new. There was only one 

door that she assumed was the bathroom. There 
was a large royal blue sectional couch in the middle 

of the room with two matching ottomans and a 

coffee table. It was facing a smaller version of the 
wall mounted flat screen upstairs. There was a 

small kitchen with a few cabinets, stove, 

microwave, and a refrigerator. There was a two-
seat dinette set with a vase of fragrant flowers on 



 

 

the table. A queen sized bed in the far corner of 

the room piled high with decorative pillows 
completed the room. If the situation weren't so 

creepy, she might have liked it.  

“You will probably spend most of your time 

down here.” He swung his arm out to display the 
room as if they were in a showroom. 

“When I’m home, we can be upstairs, but 

while I’m at work, you will have to be down here, 
at least for now.”  

Willow still couldn’t believe what she was 

hearing. She was still surprised at the depth of his 
delusion.  

He barreled on. 

“I know you like to read so I bought a 

variety of popular paperbacks and put them on the 
shelves over there along with some magazines I 

thought you might like. Once I know what you like, 

I will buy more. There is a lot of food in the 
kitchen. I know you tend to eat healthy so I 

stocked up with things I thought you might like. If 

there’s something, you want that isn’t here, make 
a list for me and I will pick it up for you.”  

Willow thought it was weird that there was 

something so normal about all this. He might have 

been saying those things if they were a couple 
moving in together. He would be showing her all 

the things he had done to make her comfortable in 

their home. It was deeply disturbing. 
“Chase, we need to talk about this.” She said 

looking at him hoping that his reason was still in 

control.  
“We can talk about whatever you want. Let’s 



 

 

sit down. Can I get you something to drink?”  

“No, thank you. I’m fine.” 
“What do you want to discuss? Is there 

something you don’t like? We can go shopping and 

change it. You can have whatever you want.” 

“I can’t work from here,” Willow said keeping 
a calm, reasonable tone in her voice. 

“You won’t need to work anymore. I am 

perfectly capable of being the sole breadwinner of 
our family. I can take care of you and anyone else 

that comes along,” he said smiling at her then 

glancing at her stomach.  
Willow felt her stomach lurch. The thought of 

carrying his child nauseated her. She barely 

stopped herself from gagging. She reminded 

herself she had to play along, and since he wasn’t 
her mate, she would never bear his child. 

“I have a job Chase and I need to work. I 

would get bored being here all day.”  
“I would prefer you to be home to take care 

of the house and any children we have. I think it 

would be better for our children if their mother 
stayed home with them.” 

“Isn’t it a little soon in our relationship to be 

talking about children?” Willow asked. 

“You’re right. There will be plenty of time for 
that later.” He agreed.  

She was shaking her head. 

“In the meantime I need to work,” Willow 
repeated. 

“No, I need you here.” Chase insisted. 

“I can’t just sit here all day.” She replied.  
“You can’t leave. I won’t let you leave me.” 



 

 

Chase’s face darkened, and Willow knew that 

reasonable Chase had just left the building. She 
tried something logical hoping to calm him. 

“What if I need to go pick up my dry 

cleaning?” 

“I will get it for you if you have something 
out there now, but after today, you won’t need to 

send anything for dry cleaning. You will stay home 

and be casual.” 
“I’m not going to stay home and wear 

sweatpants all day Chase.” He laughed. 

“I would hope not. It would be nice to come 
home to you still well dressed.” He said. 

“This is not 1950 and I am not going be the 

happy homemaker for you.” Willow threw at him 

finally angry.  
Chase growled. 

“You will do whatever I tell you to do. There 

is no way I’m letting you out of this house.” 
“This is ridiculous. You can’t keep me here.” 

Willow said beyond irritated at this point. She 

walked around to the back of the blue couch to get 
a little space from him. Chase followed her. 

“Who are you expecting to save you, your 

boyfriend, Greg?”  

“No, I expect to save myself.” She said. 
Chase grabbed her wrist to try to pull her closer to 

him, and she pushed against him so hard that he 

fell over the back of the couch and onto the floor. 
She headed for the door intending to walk 

out of the house and head for the main street. If 

she could find his keys, she was taking his car. He 
jumped up, ran around and grabbed her around 



 

 

the middle lifting her off her feet. She struggled 

against him still holding back because she didn’t 
want to hurt him. He put her back on her feet. 

“I don’t think so.” He said trying to hold her. 

She threw his arms off as if he was nothing. She 

grabbed him by the shoulders and shoved him back 
towards the couch. He hit it and flipped over it 

again. She was too angry to laugh. Normally she 

would have found that funny. She turned and 
headed for the kitchen door. She climbed the stairs 

and was turning the doorknob when he grabbed 

her other wrist. 
“How are you so strong?” Chase said 

gripping hard. 

“I work out,” She said trying to shake him 

off but not throw him down the stairs. 
“No, you are like circus freak strong. Even if 

you were on steroids, you don’t have the muscle 

mass for that kind of strength. What are you?” She 
turned to look at him. 

“Just because I can kick your ass I’m a 

freak?” 
“What does your boyfriend say about that? 

Does he know what a freak you are? I wonder what 

he would think of a woman who could throw a man 

nearly twice her weight across the room. Do you 
think he would still want you?” Chase stood up and 

tilted his head peering at her. “Maybe I should 

have got you a cage instead. No woman is that 
strong. Maybe I should be calling the news or 

contact a scientist to examine you to find out what 

makes you so strong.” 
She stopped moving. If she were caged, she 



 

 

wouldn’t be able to feed. She was strong now, but 

without sex, it wouldn’t last long. Anyone that got 
near her would become food for her. Even if she 

refused to feed and died, they would do an autopsy 

on her. 

They would find the one physical difference 
between a sex demon and a human, an extra 

organ humans didn’t have. It was right behind the 

pancreas and mirrored its size and shape. On x-
rays, it looked like the pancreas had a shadow. 

However, opening the body up would show that 

there were two organs, not just one. It would be 
hard to miss. If she died, her kind would be 

exposed. She stood frozen to the spot. 

“Are you a science experiment gone wrong?” 

He stared up at her, scrutinizing her carefully. 
“Could it be that my wife is a superhero? What else 

can you do? Maybe I don’t need to work. Will our 

children be like you?” Chase laughed uproariously. 
Willow contemplated her options and 

realized that unless she was willing to take 

permanent steps to prevent Chase from exposing 
her, the options were few. 

“I can see that the thought of being turned 

in bothers you. Good, that means we have come to 

an agreement. If you don’t do what I tell you, I will 
call the newspapers and expose you. I’m sure 

every doctor and scientist in the country will be 

knocking on our door wanting to examine you and 
take samples. Are you even human? If they could 

prove you weren't human, they would take you 

away. I wouldn’t like that, of course, but if you 
won’t stay with me…” Chase shrugged. 



 

 

Willow stood there trembling with rage. 

There was no doubt in her mind Chase would do as 
he said. If he exposed her, she might not live long 

after that. If some nut didn’t stalk and capture her, 

the Regents would. She would become a threat and 

a kill order for her would be issued. She also had to 
think about Greg. If he were implicated in any way, 

the Regents would kill him too.  

Again she thought about killing Chase by 
causing him to overdose on hormones by just 

touching him. She could make him draw his last 

breath in ecstasy. Despite his willingness to hurt 
her, she didn’t want to do that to him.  

She stood still while he walked up to her. He 

knew he had her and smiled smugly. He reached 

for the scarf around her neck and carefully untied it 
and tucked it in his back pocket. 

“What would you like for dinner sweetheart?” 
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Greg woke up the next morning and 

stumbled out of bed. He debated with himself as to 
which he preferred, a shower or coffee. He 

compromised. He went to use the restroom then to 

the kitchen to start the coffeemaker. He passed his 
dining table and glanced at the folder with all the 

pictures and notes he had showed Willow the day 

before. He wondered if she found anything useful 

in Keely’s journal. Then he wondered why she left 
before they had a chance to talk.  

He wished he had woken up next to her. He 

would have tried hard to convince her to sleep with 
him again. Wait, again? That’s right, there was a 

first time. I remember. I thought I wasn’t supposed 

to remember. That’s when he realized he was still 
wearing the clothes he put on yesterday for the 

auction. He remembered the auction. He 

remembered everything. 

“Holy shit! “ He frantically searched his 
apartment for his cell phone. He found it on the 

table next to the door with his keys. Whoever had 

brought him home was courteous enough to put his 
things where he was likely to find them. He stared 

at his phone for a second remembering that while 

he wanted to speak to Willow, he didn’t have her 
cell phone number.  

Then he remembered she had called him 

once. He searched his phone for the call from her 

and dialed. His heart was beating fast. He had to 
tell her he had fallen asleep and he remembered 

everything she told him. He also wanted to tell her 



 

 

that since he had retained all his knowledge, he 

was sure it would help him crack the case and find 
Keely before it was too late. 

He was disappointed when all he got was her 

voicemail. He left a message, and then called her 

work number.  
“I’m sorry Detective; Willow didn’t come to 

work today.” The receptionist told him. He was 

disappointed but still happy. Willow was wrong. If 
she were a demon, he would have forgotten all 

about her and everything she told him.  

Since he couldn’t talk to Willow, there was 
someone else he could call. 

“Ms. Davis? It’s Detective Stewart.” 

“Hello, have you had a chance to catch up on 

some sleep? You looked exhausted the last time I 
saw you.” He could tell she was trying to find out 

what he remembered. 

“I have been able to get some sleep, 
although I enjoyed myself at the auction and 

raising a thousand dollars.” He said answering her 

unasked question. 
“Well, I’m not sure if I’m relieved or not.” 

“Why is that?” 

“Because it means you’re Willow’s mate.” 

“What?” 
“I thought she explained all of this to you. 

Any human who remembers us after we sleep with 

them is our mate.” 
“Are you sure?” He asked stupidly. 

“I’m sure. And it’s a big deal for us. Since 

you remember, you are Willow’s mate. Unless you 



 

 

had sex with Serena. If so, then you are hers.” 

“Nothing happened. I fell asleep.” 
“I suspected as much.” Greg could hear the 

humor in her voice.  

“I’m not sure what to do here,” Greg 

admitted. 
“It’s always the human’s choice if they want 

to be with us. You can walk away from her if you 

want. Just because you are the perfect mate for 
her according to nature, doesn’t mean you don’t 

have free will. It is common, however, that within a 

short time of meeting their demon mates, humans 
becomes just as connected to us as we are to 

them. If you are not ready for a lifetime 

relationship and that is what this is, you can 

decline.” 
“What happens if I do? Not that I want to, 

but I don’t understand all this.” Greg asked.  

He heard the hesitation in Marissa’s voice. 
“You both go your merry ways.” 

“What are you not telling me?” Greg asked. 

“What happens afterward is none of your 
concern.” 

“Tell me,” Greg demanded. Marissa sighed 

heavily. 

“A lot of demons attempt, or succeed, in 
killing themselves after being rejected by their 

mates. Don’t worry about Willow, though. She has 

a lot of friends who will care for her. The choice is 
yours, and you don’t have to worry that something 

will happen to her. There are many of us who will 

make sure she is just fine.”  
Greg never imagined her reaction might be 



 

 

so extreme. 

“I don’t understand.” He admitted. 
“Of course you don’t, you’re human.” 

“What is that supposed to mean?” Greg said 

defensively. 

“Humans end relationships every day and 
think nothing of it. Once we meet the one person 

that nature has marked for us. There is no other. 

For us, it is forever. To lose them after searching a 
lifetime is devastating.” 

Greg grunted his understanding. He still 

wasn’t sure if what Marissa was telling him was 
true, but he knew Willow certainly believed it. 

“The only thing I ask is that if you don’t want 

to be with her, stay away from her. She can never 

see you again. It would hurt too much.”  
Greg would never hurt Willow. He hadn’t 

been able to get her out of his mind since the 

moment he saw her. It was even worse now that 
he had spent time with her.  

“If you have no feelings for her, leave now.” 

“I understand,” Greg answered. He knew 
how he felt about Willow, but he wasn’t sure about 

being a mate. He couldn’t wrap his head around it 

just yet, but he wasn’t going to walk away from 

her, and he knew it. 
“I’m not going to leave her alone.”  

Marissa made a noise that seemed to signify 

she was satisfied with his answer. 
“I assume you’re also still working on the 

case?” Marissa asked. 

“Yes, have you found out anything new?” He 
asked. 



 

 

“As a matter of fact I did. Your timing is 

impeccable. I received a call from a detective with 
Seattle PD. I was hoping to speak with you before 

talking to him.” 

“What have you found?” Greg asked. 

“A suspect.” 
“How?” He was so amazed he had to remind 

himself to close his mouth. 

“There was another incident last night. Two 
demons who live near one another a male and 

female were taking a walk together. They 

separated on the way home, and the attack 
happened after they split up. The female, Sonya, 

was attacked. The male, Arkady, turned around to 

catch up with her to walk her home. 

He came upon Sonya as two attackers were 
trying to subdue her. He knocked one out, but the 

other got away.”  

Greg was disappointed there was only one, 
but he would take what he could get. 

“Arkady restrained the one they had after 

the man regained consciousness. They brought him 
to me. The Regents are trying to decide what to do 

with him. Would you like to interview him first? We 

already know he is not the mastermind responsible 

for the attacks, but he could know something 
useful.” 

“Yes, I want to see him, where is he?” 

“He is being held in my office building. I will 
give you the address.” Greg scribbled it down on a 

scrap of paper he found on his table. 

“I’ll be there in about forty-five minutes.” 
“I’ll be waiting,” Marissa said.  
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Greg took a quick shower, swigged down a 

cup of coffee, and left. The traffic was stop and go 
most of the way. He was impatient to interview the 

man they caught. Any information he could get 

might help him clear up this whole thing.  
He finally made it to the exit and made his 

way into the heart of Bellevue. He found the 

building and drove around to the west side of it to 

find the entrance to the parking lot. He took the 
elevator to the lobby.  

It was an impressive place. Dark, sleek 

marble covered the floor. Artwork on the walls, 
antiques placed strategically, and plush furniture 

gathered in cozy spots around the large room 

made it feel more like a hotel than a business 
tower.  

Even the security staff looked slick. They had 

crisp uniforms and shiny shoes. Right away, Greg 

noticed they weren’t typical security guards. They 
seemed more like ex-military. They were all in 

prime physical shape and wore handguns. He had 

no doubt they knew how to use them. Why 
someone would need that kind of firepower for an 

office building was confusing, but he wasn’t there 

to review their security force. 
He nodded to one of the guards and kept 

moving to get to another set of elevators. He was 

hoping that once he was done here today, he could 

spend some quality time with Willow and find out 
more about this mating business. 

He rode up to the 23rd floor and stepped out 



 

 

of the elevator and walked up to the polished wood 

reception desk. A pretty blond woman looked up 
and smiled when she saw him. 

“Hello, Detective,” she said, “Ms. Davis is 

expecting you. Please come this way.” She led him 

down the hallway to the right and knocked on the 
second door on the left side. The door opened to 

reveal a good looking black man with dark wavy 

hair and light brown eyes. Greg recognized him as 
one of the friends he met when he went to 

interview Shelly in the hospital. Sam was his name. 

“Please come with me,” Sam said. Greg 
noticed that the room branched off to another 

room, an office. Behind a large dark wood desk sat 

Marissa Davis. The rest of the room held bookcases 

from floor to ceiling. It also had a gas fireplace 
against the far wall and a wet bar. Several 

comfortable couches and chairs sat clustered 

together in front of a big flat screen TV mounted on 
a spinning wall panel. Greg was impressed. 

“You made good time,” Marissa said. 

“Considering the traffic, it’s a miracle I made 
it while it’s still daylight.” He commented.  

Marissa stood, straightened her black form 

fitting skirt and walked to another door at the end 

of a small hallway. Greg followed without being 
told.  

Marissa opened a door at the end of the hall 

and walked through asking Greg to close it behind 
him. Sam stayed in the hallway. Greg stepped 

through and noticed he stood in front of an 

elevator. 
“Nice,” Greg said.  



 

 

Marissa shrugged. 

“It makes things easier.”  
The elevator took them straight down past 

the parking floors and into the basement of the 

building. 

“Now why would a top executive like yourself 
need direct access to the basement?” He asked. 

“Let’s just say some of my visitors prefer not 

to come through the lobby.”  
They were let out at the end of a long 

hallway. There were several doors along the way, 

all of which were closed.  
Marissa stopped and opened a door on her 

right. The room was a plain beige color, but the 

furniture gave it color and personality being 

decorated with stark patterns and bright colors. 
There were comfortable chairs and tables around 

the room, a refrigerator, and a fully stocked bar 

across from the door. There was a big screen TV 
mounted on the wall.  

To Greg’s left, there was another little 

hallway and a large glass panel. It looked in on 
another room that was more like what he had 

expected. Simple metal chairs opposite one 

another with a sturdy table between them. The 

door to the room was open, and one of the chairs 
was overturned. 

“What happened here?” Marissa muttered. 

Greg watched her walk over to a small table next 
to the door and reached for a landline phone 

mounted on the wall. She dialed and waited. 

“Where is he?” She asked calmly, but with 
an edge to her voice. “What do mean he’s gone?” 



 

 

She gritted out, listened to the response, and then 

hung up the phone. 
“What happened?” Greg asked anxiously. 

“He was here, and somehow he managed to 

escape.” 

She and Greg stood and waited. Greg’s mind 
went wild with thoughts of the things he would be 

doing if he were looking for someone, but this 

wasn’t his game, and they weren’t playing by his 
rules. He would have to wait and see how this 

would turn out. 

After a few minutes of admiring the man 
cave potential of the room, the door opened, and 

two men came in and walked right up to Marissa. 

Both of them were easily over six feet tall.  

One was a blue eyed blonde that should 
have been on the cover of a romance novel as a 

Greek god. The other was just as good looking with 

his darker skin and would be rivaling his buddy for 
the cover as a fallen Angel. 

“What happened?” Marissa asked pleasantly. 

She was smiling, but it never reached her eyes. 
The blond god spoke up.  

“We left him in the room and went to get 

something to eat. We thought he couldn’t get out 

of there.”  
“You were wrong. What else?” Marissa asked 

bluntly. 

“Celeste helped him.” The fallen angel said. 
“Why would she do that? She is family.” 

“I don’t know. By the time we came back, he 

was long gone. The security tapes show she took 
him up the elevator to the parking garage. From 



 

 

there, he walked right out onto the street. He 

ducked into the foot traffic headed towards the 
shopping center. We lost him.” 

“Where is Celeste now?” Marissa asked. 

“We don’t know. She didn’t go with him.” 

“What now?” Greg asked. 
“Find her.” Marissa’s voice was hard, and 

Greg could tell that when they found Celeste, it 

wouldn’t go well for her. That reminded him there 
was someone else he needed to find. 

“I’ve been trying to get a hold of Willow, the 

receptionist at work said she called in sick. Would 
you happen to have her home number?”  

Marissa looked at him in surprise. 

“What?” Greg asked looking at the strange 

expressions on everyone’s faces. 
“She would never call in sick. We don’t get 

sick, ever.” Marissa walked around the room, a 

thoughtful look on her face. “I wonder if Chase 
went to work today.” 

“What does he have to do with it?” Greg 

asked. 
“Let’s just say he has a craving for Willow.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“It means we have to find them and 

quickly,” Marissa said.  
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They left to go to Willow’s condo. Marissa 

wanted an escort, but Greg refused to wait. 
Marissa left orders that two demons were to meet 

them there. They arrived there to find the front 

door closed, but unlocked. 
“She would never leave her door unlocked,” 

Marissa whispered. Greg stepped in front of her 

and slowly swung the door open being careful to 

scan the doorways to the kitchen and the hallway 
listening for sounds of an intruder. Marissa nudged 

past him. 

“There’s no one here.” She said heading 
straight for the kitchen. “Chase was here with her.” 

She gestured at the ice cream melting on the 

counter. Greg noticed her purse and keys were on 
the table next to the front door.  

“We need to find Chase,” Greg said dialing 

his phone, “Hello, may I speak to Chase? No 

message, thank you. Chase called out sick today 
too. I don’t think it’s a coincidence. Do you?” 

Marissa shook her head. “I’ll call down to the 

station and get his home address.” Greg offered. 
“No need,” Marissa said, “I had the address 

texted to me. Let’s go.” 

They arrived at Chase’s place, and two men 
were already waiting for them. Greg was impressed 

that the men hadn’t even had time to get to 

Willow’s before Marissa redirected them to Chase’s. 

Marissa was a tiny woman, but she had a lot of 
influence. Greg knew he would have to keep that in 



 

 

mind when dealing with her in the future. She 

seemed to be their leader, and she was earning her 
pay.  

Greg knocked and waited for Chase to 

answer. While he stood there contemplating what 

to do, one of Marissa’s men produced a key and 
opened the door. Greg thought it was better for 

him if he didn’t question where they got the key. 

He wasn’t comfortable with just walking into a 
stranger’s home without cause, but he was willing 

to let the police officer in him take a back seat for a 

moment. Willow could be in real trouble. 
His gut told him Chase knew where she was. 

It wasn’t a good feeling. It made him anxious to 

find her. He was even more on edge after Marissa 

and he talked on the way to Chase’s place.  
Marissa told him Chase was stalking Willow, 

and as time went on, it was only going to get 

worse. Willow was physically stronger than Chase, 
but he didn’t know if she would be able to protect 

herself from someone unpredictable. 

They searched Chase’s condo thoroughly 
looking for anything that might tell them where he 

was. The men confirmed Willow had been there, 

but the scent was fading as if it had been from 

days before.  
Greg found a bunch of receipts for furniture 

and appliances that were not in the condo. He 

looked carefully at the paperwork and sure enough 
there was an address listed for delivery. 

“He’s furnishing a house in Auburn.” He 

announced. While he was sorting through he found 
receipts for face cream and body lotion. He didn’t 



 

 

think Chase was the kind of man who would use 

those things. They found none of them in the 
bathroom. Greg assumed he must have bought 

them for a woman, possibly Willow. 

He went back to the table to jot down the 

address on a piece of paper. Marissa took it from 
him, handed it to one of the men and ordered them 

to meet her there. She already had the address on 

her phone. 
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Willow was alone in the basement. Chase 

had been spending every moment he could with 
her. Finally, he had gone upstairs to use the phone. 

There wasn’t one in the basement. He told her that 

once he could trust her, he would have one 
installed so he could call her throughout the day to 

hear her voice. 

She paced the room again wondering what 

she was going to do. She reminded herself that she 
needed to make sure no one would get hurt in 

whatever plan she decided on. She was angry at 

Chase, but he was broken. There was no other 
word for it. When he talked about things like work 

or the news, he was normal.  

Whenever he talked about things related to 
her, he turned into a different person. He became 

possessive and irrational. He then insisted on 

touching her in some way. She couldn’t be more 

than a few inches from him, or he would turn 
manic and grab her, holding her as if he was a 

drowning man hanging onto a lifeline. It was 

frightening. She needed to find a way out and 
soon. One of them was going to get hurt if she 

didn’t. 

In the meantime, she was hungry and not 
for food. She hadn’t fed since she was with Greg 

the other night. She could go hungry for one more 

day, maybe two then she either needed to get out 

of here, or Chase would die with a smile on his 
face.  

She turned as the door at the top of the 



 

 

stairs opened, disappointed that the few moments 

she hoped to have to herself evaporated. Even the 
few minutes of separation she needed to use the 

restroom or to take a shower was nearly too much 

for him. She locked the door the first time she 

went in there, and he almost broke it down.  
She watched Chase come halfway down the 

stairs and pin her with a warning look. 

“We have guests knocking on the door. 
Please be quiet while they are here.” He said. 

“And if I don’t?” Willow asked unable to stop 

herself from provoking him. 
“We already talked about the consequences 

of your actions remember.” He said turning around 

and starting back up the stairs. 

“Bastard.” 
“I heard that.” 

“You’re still a bastard!” She muttered. 

She considered calling out, but if a human 
was upstairs, Chase might hurt them. She couldn’t 

take the chance. He was unstable and 

unpredictable. 
She was hoping someone had reported her 

missing. She never missed work. The humans she 

worked with would be concerned. She wished she 

had her cell phone, but it was at home. Chase had 
insisted they leave her place immediately; she 

didn’t get a chance to bring anything with her. 

She would have to wait until someone 
realized she was missing, and Chase was behaving 

strangely. Maybe strange enough for them to tell 

the police. She didn’t know what she would do if 
someone didn’t find her soon.  
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“Hello, Detective…Stewart, Right?” Chase 

said opening the door. Greg had knocked for so 
long he was inclined to believe either Chase was 

asleep, or he wasn’t home. Except his car was 

there, and the hood was still warm.  
Marissa told him to keep knocking until 

Chase answered. She said she could hear his 

heartbeat in the house. Greg was prepared to 

pound on the door all night if necessary. 
“Yes. Sorry, I don’t remember your name.” 

“Chase Franklin.” 

“Right, Chase. Can we come in?” Greg asked 
looking over Chase’s shoulder. 

“Actually, now is not a good time, sorry…” 

Chase moved to shut the door. Greg put his foot in 
the doorway to make sure it wouldn’t close. 

“I promise this will only take a few minutes,” 

Greg insisted pushing against the door.  

Chase huffed moving aside and let them in.  
“Chase Franklin and you are?” Chase 

introduced himself to Marissa. 

“Marissa Davis, a longtime friend of Willow 
Harris.”  

Greg watched the exchange closely. 

Marissa’s eyes narrowed, and her voice dropped 
into a deadly tone Greg never expected to hear 

from her.  

“Tell us where Willow is.” She said.  

Chase chuckled nervously and tried to say he 
didn’t know anything about Willow. Greg asked him 

a few questions about the last time he saw her and 



 

 

noticed some inconsistencies in his story. Marissa 

briefly texted someone on her phone, then turned 
to watch Chase while Greg questioned him. 

“I’m sorry, but it’s not a good time. I was 

right in the middle of something.” Chase pulled a 

piece of fabric out of his back pocket and mopped 
his face. Despite it being a cool afternoon, he was 

sweating. As soon as Greg saw it, he knew Willow 

was there. Marissa sniffed loudly and snatched the 
scarf from him. She had moved so quickly, if Greg 

hadn’t been watching, he would have missed it.  

“Willow?” She called out glancing around the 
room. 

“There’s no one here but me,” Chase 

repeated.  

Marissa ignored him and headed for the 
hallway to her right. Greg stood where he was and 

watched Chase. 

“You can’t just come in here and start 
searching my house,” Chase said angrily moving as 

if to stop Marissa from searching.  

Greg was about to get in his way when he 
caught the scent of something sweet and watched 

as Chase’s eyes glazed over, and he quieted. She 

turned towards the kitchen, and Greg saw Chase 

stiffen. 
“Marissa, kitchen,” Greg said heading in that 

direction.  

Chase tried to cut him off and while the two 
men struggled, Marissa went into the kitchen found 

the door to the basement.  

“Willow?” 
“I’m here!” Willow shouted running up the 



 

 

stairs. Willow seemed so relieved to see Marissa 

she threw her arms around the other woman. Greg 
was too busy trying to subdue Chase. Once he saw 

Willow, Chase starting fighting and yelling that 

Willow was his.  

The doorbell rang. Marissa patted Willow on 
the back and said, “Go answer the door,” 

Willow obeyed the request and came back 

with two handsome men in suits  The immediately 
wrestled Chase away from Greg. Chase was still 

fighting saying over and over that Willow belonged 

to him. Greg stood off to the side and let the men 
restrain him. 

“He needs to go to prison for kidnapping.” 

Greg insisted.  

Marissa shook her head. 
“He can’t. If he does, he could expose us.” 

Marissa said calmly. “I’m sure you understand what 

it would mean not just for Willow, but for all of us if 
that happened.” 

“Who would believe a person convicted of 

stalking and kidnapping?” Greg reasoned still 
insisting he take Chase to the nearest police 

station. 

“All it takes is one person’s quest to satisfy 

their curiosity to turn it into a conspiracy. We can’t 
take that chance. Besides, your skills would be put 

to better use if you could find out who is attacking 

us and why. Let us take care of Chase. It would be 
best for everyone involved. It is apparent that he is 

disturbed. If we left him to the human justice 

system, he could get out, and he would continue to 
stalk Willow for the rest of her life. You don’t want 



 

 

that do you?” Marissa stated. 

“Of course not, but this isn’t right,” Greg said 
resignedly knowing that no matter what he said, 

his involvement in this was over. 

“Extreme circumstances, extreme 

measures,” Marissa said gesturing for the men to 
take Chase to the basement. She followed closely 

behind. Willow and Greg were left upstairs alone. 

Greg was tempted to follow them down, but 
Marissa shook her head when he took a step 

forward. 

“Detective Stewart, you can’t be questioned 
about what you don’t know. You also have a 

kidnapping victim that requires assistance. Usually, 

the safety and comfort of the victim come first, 

does it not?” Marissa asked.  
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Willow didn’t know what to say. She was 

starving, and she wanted the man next to her 
more than anything, but she always kept her 

promises. It was going to be difficult because Greg 

was giving off the delicious scent of arousal that 
she was beginning to crave.  

She wanted nothing more than to throw him 

on the floor and have her way with him. Even if the 

other demons walked in on them, they wouldn’t 
care and she would make sure she and Greg were 

too busy to notice. 

When she first laid eyes on him, she 
considered sleeping with him one more time. He 

would never know. Then she dismissed the 

thought. She liked him, and she wouldn’t betray 
him no matter how hungry she was. Which meant 

she needed to get out of here. She was just barely 

able to contain her hunger now. If it took much 

longer, her survival instinct would take over and 
every man within smelling distance of her would be 

on top of her. 

She didn’t want him to see that. She was 
going to hold out until he dropped her off at home. 

Once she got there, she would walk into the house, 

get her purse and keys and head for the nearest 
bar. All she had to do was be patient. 

By this time, it was about six in the evening. 

She felt like she was about to burst. Greg smelled 

good. She wanted to lick him from head to toe, and 
if it weren’t for her promise to him, she would 

have.  



 

 

“Can we go? I’m kind of wiped out.” 

“Are you hungry?” He asked.  
“No, not really.” She lied. 

“Did Chase feed you when you were with 

him?” Greg asked casually. 

“We had meatloaf last night and waffles for 
breakfast this morning, but I haven’t eaten since 

then.” She said.  

He stepped closer to her and she had to step 
away from him. The only thing she wanted to do at 

the moment was to eat Greg.  

He had a mischievous look is his eye.  
Is he teasing me? She wondered. She was 

fighting not to shuck the clothes off him like 

husking an ear of corn and he was teasing her?  

She took a deep breath to steady herself. 
“Marissa said you might be hungry, she said 

you were fond of take-out.” He said.  

Tonight I would rather eat in, she thought, 
but she said nothing.  

“I’m not hungry, but I don’t want to keep 

you. I just want to go home. This place is creepy.” 
Willow insisted stepping towards him in the hopes 

that invading his personal space would cause him 

to get moving.  

Frustratingly, he didn’t move. If he didn’t 
stop stalling, she was going to hate herself later for 

breaking the promise she made to him. 
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He was messing with her. He knew she was 

starving for sex, and he was more than willing to 
give it to her, but he wanted to see what she would 

do. He looked into her eyes and he knew she was 

holding back. She wanted him just as much as he 
wanted her. He felt like an ass. She had just been 

rescued after being held hostage for a day, and all 

he could think about was getting her back into bed. 

He could tell she was getting exasperated 
with him. He knew she wanted him to take her 

home so she could go pick up someone to have 

sex. It wasn’t going to happen. 
“You must be exhausted. I can’t imagine you 

got much sleep.” Greg said. 

“No, I didn’t. I wanted to sleep on the couch, 
but he insisted on sleeping with me. He slept 

soundly with his arms around me. I spent all night 

feeling like my skin was crawling.” 

“Tell me something,” Greg said  
“What?” She replied obviously irritated. 

“Marissa implied you might be a 

nymphomaniac. Why is that?”  
“Don’t have a clue. We need to get going.” 

She said heading for the front door.  

He grabbed her arm and dragged her back in 
front of him. He released her resisting the urge to 

place his hands on her shoulders and bring her 

closer. 

“I was going to offer myself if that was the 
case.” Greg threw out.  

Willow sucked in a breath, so hard Greg 



 

 

heard it. She was on the brink.  

“I can’t.” She said, “Let’s just go.” She 
pleaded. 

“You can’t what?” He prodded.  

She narrowed her eyes at him; she didn’t 

know he had a mean streak. 
“I can’t sleep with you.” She said. 

“Am I not handsome enough?” He teased. 

“It’s not that. I need to go.” Willow said 
firmly, placing her hands on his chest and pushed 

against him gently so he would take a step back. 

He didn’t. 
“Is it because of a promise you made?” he 

asked placing his hands over hers while they rested 

against his warm chest.  

She couldn’t believe what he said. Maybe 
Marissa had mentioned it, but Willow didn’t recall 

telling anyone about the promise she made to him. 

She was kicking herself for making such a promise, 
but she would keep her word. 

“What?” She looked confused, and Greg 

thought she was adorable.  
“If it’s because of a promise you made to 

me, I release you from it.”  

She still continued to look confusedly at him. 

She was beautiful. He wanted her. He wasn’t sure 
what it would mean, in the long run, but there 

were never any guarantees. All he knew was he 

never felt this way before. He wanted to see where 
it would go and if it ended up that he was with her 

forever, he would take it.  

He grasped her hand and pulled her fingers 
towards his mouth and started lightly sucking her 



 

 

fingers.  

She snatched her hand back. 
“What are you doing?” 

She actually stomped her foot and he had to 

stop himself from laughing. 

“If I remember correctly, you like that.” 
“I don’t understand,” Willow said with a 

whine in her voice.  

He could see she was fighting hard to keep 
her promise to him. He stopped torturing her. 

“I remember Willow. Every touch and every 

sound. I especially love that little groan you do 
when I slide into you. I remember everything.” 

“You’re my mate,” Willow said cautiously. 

“It looks that way,” Greg replied finally 

pulling her into his arms. “How do you feel about 
that?” 

“Honestly, I’m not sure. I never thought I 

would find my mate, ever, and here you are. I 
think I might be dreaming.”  

He pulled one of her hands down and placed 

it over the outline of his hardness. 
“This is not a dream. I’m right here, and if 

sex with you is as good as the first time, you 

couldn’t get rid of me if you tried.” 

“Sex between mates is even better.” She 
said cocking an eyebrow. 

“Then what the hell are we waiting for, your 

place or mine?” He asked taking her hand and 
heading for the door. 

“Mine,” she said, “it’s got soundproofing.” 

Greg stopped. 
“Soundproofing?” 



 

 

“I’m a sex demon. I need soundproofing, or I 

would disturb the neighbors.” 
“You are a bit of a screamer.” Greg joked. 

She laughed and slapped his arm. 

“No, I make my partners scream.” 

“You will be the one screaming tonight, 
lady,” Greg challenged. 

“Game on mister.” Willow accepted with a 

nod. They left the house forgetting all about 
Marissa, the mysterious men, and Chase. 
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Willow got in the car and said nothing while 

Greg pulled out of the driveway and steered the car 
back towards Seattle. She could smell him, and she 

was craving to taste him. She moaned softly, and 

he heard it. 
“Don’t start that yet. I won’t be able to 

wait.” He complained. 

“Who says you have to wait?” She purred. 

“Not while I’m driving, please. I might crash 
the car.” He pleaded.  

“Are you telling me you have no control?” 

She smirked. 
“Only when it comes to you, sweetheart.” 

“Can I touch you?” She asked tentatively. 

“Better not.” He said his voice shaking. “If 
you touch me now, I will probably embarrass 

myself.” 

“I might like to see that.” She commented 

running her hand along his thigh. He grabbed her 
hand and placed it back in her lap. 

“I would rather not walk through your 

building with a wet spot near the crotch of my 
pants. It could only be one of two things, cum or 

pee, neither is a good thing for a man my age.” 

She laughed.  
“I can touch you, though.” He said moving 

his hand smoothly over her knee. 

“Are you sure? Men have had an orgasm just 

from touching my breasts.” 
“I don’t doubt it, but think I can handle it. 

Spread those beautiful legs for me.”  



 

 

She maneuvered her skirt up around her 

hips and her tiny lacy panties down and off her 
legs. She propped one of her legs on the dashboard 

in front of her. He looked over and sucked in a 

breath.  

“I said spread your legs, not show it all to 
everyone driving next to us.” 

“Hello, sex demon, remember? Let them 

watch. They will have no memory of it tomorrow.” 
He shook his head but kept his eyes on the road, 

they were still about ten minutes away from the 

cutoff then he estimated another ten to fifteen 
minutes to her place. He told himself he could hold 

out that long. In the meantime, he was going to 

drive her wild. 

He reached over and placed his hand on her 
firm thigh. He slid his hand around to the inside of 

her leg. He kept his hand there to make slow 

circles with his fingers on her silky skin. She made 
a noise of frustration and he chuckled. 

“Impatient?” He asked. 

“Very.” She pouted.  
He slowly moved his hand up her leg until 

his fingers brushed against her swollen sex, and 

she inhaled quickly. He used his fingers to separate 

the warm wet petals sliding his fingers over them 
teasingly while she started to wriggle. 

“Keep still.” He scolded.  

She laughed. She settled down and he ran 
one of his long rough fingers over her sensitive 

bundle of nerves, and she shivered. 

  



 

 

55 

He could feel the sweet cream already 

flowing from her coating his fingers. He stroked her 
slowly from her throbbing clit to her warm dark 

channel and back again. He pushed one of his 

fingers into her, and she groaned. 
“Don’t get too excited, that’s just my finger. 

In about a half hour, it’s going to be my cock.”  

She groaned in response. 

“But then again, I might have to shove my 
tongue in there to get a good taste of this hot 

pussy before I fuck it.” He said.  

She moaned.  
He inserted another finger and fucked her 

harder. She was moaning and squirming, riding his 

fingers. 
“Yeah, that’s right, fuck them. Let’s get this 

juicy pussy ready for a cock. I’m going to ride you 

hard when we get back to your place. You have 

been asking for every inch of dick I got, and I’m 
going to bury it in this hot little pussy. I’m going to 

be balls deep in you all night.” His words caused 

her to move faster and faster on his hand.  
“I’m going to come.” She gasped.  

He kept his fingers inside her but stopped 

moving. She grabbed his wrist and whimpered.  
“Are you asking me or telling me?” He 

asked.  

“Please, I need to come, please.” She 

begged 
“Then do it, now.” He moved his fingers 

again and pressed lightly on her clit. Her whole 



 

 

body shook when the orgasm rolled over her. She 

groaned and gushed over his hand. 
“So damn sexy,” He whispered. He stroked 

her until every last pulse of pleasure was done. He 

pulled his hand away, and he smiled looking over 

at her sitting there breathing hard, legs spread in 
abandon.  

“Better?” 

“Yes, but for God’s sake man, drive faster!”  
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They arrived at her condo and parked in the 

visitor spot. As soon as the elevator doors closed, 
she reached over and stroked the outline his cock 

was making in his pants, and he groaned.  

“Just a few more minutes.” He said. 
“No, now.” She pushed gently on his cock, 

and he bent slightly squeezing his legs together. 

“I can barely move as it is my cock is so 

hard. My balls ache. Don’t make me come in my 
pants.” He complained.  

She ignored him and slid her fingers into his 

waistband and jerked him towards her to undo the 
zipper on his pants. He was trying to swat her 

hands away, but she kept on.  

“I want your cock and I want it now.”  
She carefully unzipped him, reached into his 

pants and grasped his rock hard member to pull it 

out. She stared down at the velvet covered steel 

and knew she never wanted anyone more. She 
moved up close to him and stroked him slowly, 

from the thick base to the engorged tip with her 

delicate hands, squeezing slightly on the way up. 
“Why does this damn elevator take so long?” 

He complained.  

Willow laughed.  
She got down on her knees and licked the 

head of his cock. He threw his arms out to the 

walls of the elevator to steady himself. His knees 

were shaking a little. She licked from his balls to 
the slit in his cock, rolling her tongue over the fat, 

plum-colored head. He was so thick she couldn’t 



 

 

close her hand around it. She sucked lightly on the 

head, dipping her tongue in the slit tasting the 
salty drop of moisture there. He groaned. 

“Suck it, baby, suck it,” He said huskily.  

She buried her nose in the hair around his 

cock. He smelled good. She was practically high 
from the scent of him. He scented of pure, 

masculine male, spicy and musky. She gently 

kissed the head of his cock then opened her mouth 
wide and quickly engulfed him making him cry out 

and buck against her. She sucked him hard then. 

She could tell he was trying not to come, but she 
wasn’t letting him off the hook. 

“Stop baby, you’re going to make me come.” 

He panted.  

Willow stopped and drew back allowing him 
to take a few shuddering breaths. 

“That would be the point.” She suddenly 

engulfed him again, hearing his gasp and she 
sucked even harder.  

He closed his eyes and shook his head. 

“I want to come inside you,” He pleaded, “I 
want to be buried in you when I come.” 

“And you will, later.”  

“It might have been faster if we took the 

fucking stairs,” he said. 
Willow chuckled around his big dick. She was 

determined. She wanted to feel him shooting his 

release while she watched his face. She let go of 
his cock to give him a rest and looked at his 

handsome face, his eyes filled with lust. She 

released a whiff of hormones, and he knew.  
“No fair,” he whined.  



 

 

She put her mouth back on his cock. She fit 

her tongue to the underside of the head and 
hummed. That little bit was too much for him. He 

groaned her name and started coming. Warmth 

filled her mouth, and she watched his breath catch 

in his chest while pleasure rolled across his flushed 
face. She kept sucking until every last pulse was 

complete. She placed once last gentle kiss on the 

head then stood up. She put both hands on the 
sides of his face and kissed him. He stumbled 

weak-kneed hanging on to the wall trying to catch 

his breath. 
“You are delicious.” She said. “Next time I do 

that, I plan to use your cock like a straw and suck 

out every drop in your balls.”  

He groaned again, and she felt his cock jerk 
against her hip as if he couldn’t wait. She clicked 

the button, and the elevator moved again. 

“When did you stop the elevator?”  
“What can I say? I got mad skills. I wanted 

to blow you in the elevator. I made it happen.”  
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The doors finally opened, and she held onto 

his cock and tried to lead him out of the elevator. 
“What if somebody sees us?”  

He wanted her to let go of him so he could 

tuck himself back in. She shook her head refusing 
to let go. 

“My neighbor is never home.” She led the 

way to her front door. She let go of his penis long 

enough to gently roll his balls in her hand. She felt 
him shiver with pleasure and then took hold of his 

penis again.  

I told myself I would not be led around by 
my dick, and here I am following a woman with her 

hand on my dick. I am whipped. Greg thought. 

Willow moved against him and caressed his balls 
again. She’s got me by the balls. 

Willow stopped at her front door, let go of 

him altogether and unlocked the door. He walked 

into her house with his cock bouncing and his pants 
and underwear down to his ankles. Only she could 

do this to him.  

He was already getting hard again. I must 
want this woman. He stepped to the side and 

waited for her to close the door. Then he moved up 

behind her and pressed her against the door 
making sure she could feel his cock against her 

luscious bottom.  

Willow would tell him later that being her 

mate would change him too. Anytime she needed 
him, he would be hard and ready. He would be 

everything she needed for the rest of her life. He 



 

 

would live as long as she did and maybe even 

longer. Their lives were tied together. If she lived a 
hundred years, so would he. 

She turned towards him, put her hands on 

his shoulders and pushed him back. He took a step 

back, and she slid out from between him and door. 
He watched her walk away from him, definitely 

liking what he saw. 

Willow went over to the back of the couch, 
hiked up the back of her skirt and then crooked a 

finger at him. He took off his shoes, dropped his 

pants where he stood and walked towards her. As 
soon as he slipped his hands over her hips, she 

moaned, leaned farther forward and spread her 

legs. She glanced over her shoulder at him with a 

look that set him ablaze. 
“I know you probably think I need you to 

make love to me, and I do, but I’m a sex demon. 

Right now, what I need is to get good and fucked.” 
Her voice was so sexy it put his lust factor 

through the roof. 

“Yes, ma’am.”  
He lined his cock up with her dripping pussy 

and slowly entered her. It felt so good to be inside 

her again. Greg gritted his teeth to keep from 

coming. He could see she had a good grip on the 
couch, which was good because he was going to 

fuck her so hard, she might flip over it. He started 

slow and then picked up speed. This was his 
fantasy, using his cock like a piston in her hot, wet 

pussy. Willow was everything he ever wanted. She 

was beautiful, smart, caring and smoking hot. 
Greg loved this; he loved being inside her, 



 

 

but he didn’t want just to fuck her. He wanted her 

to see he cared about her, wanted her, needed her 
and loved her. He needed her to see those things 

in his eyes when he took her. 

He also wanted to see her coming apart in 

his arms while he was pumping between her legs. 
He would never again allow her to have sex with 

someone who was nameless or faceless to her. He 

wanted her to know whose cock was filling her, and 
he wanted her to acknowledge that it was his and 

no one else’s. He pulled out and stepped back. 

“What’s wrong love?” 
“You called me love.”  

“Yes I did, because you are my love. Are you 

ok? Is something wrong?” 

“No. There’s nothing wrong. I want you on 
the bed. I want to look into your eyes when you 

come. I want you to look into my eyes and see 

what I feel for you. I love you, Willow.” 
He took her hand and led her into the 

bedroom. He yanked his shirt off and waited while 

she pulled off all her clothes. She lay down on her 
back, and he crawled right on top of her and slid 

his cock right back into her warm and waiting heat. 

He fit perfectly as if they were made for one 

another. 
He reached between them and stroked her 

clit in time with his thrusts, and she could feel her 

body climbing higher, getting tighter. She could 
feel his body do the same. 

“Come for me Willow, I can’t wait anymore. 

I’m going to explode if I hold back any longer.” 
She let go and allowed the orgasm to roll her 



 

 

over. She came so hard she screamed 

As soon as her pussy started pulsing and 
squeezing him Greg let go, he threw his head 

forward into the pillow and shouted. 

Once he could breathe again, he slowly 

pulled out of her and lay down next to her. She 
turned her back to him, and he gathered her close 

to him. He pillowed her head on his arm and 

breathed in her scent.  
For the first time in his life, he felt 

contentment the likes of which he had never known 

before, roll through him, and settle deep in his 
soul. She turned over and gently kissed him. She 

stroked his chest and murmured contentedly. They 

looked deep into each other’s eyes. Greg knew, at 

last, he was home. 
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Two weeks later: 

Greg was no closer to finding proof that the 
cases of the sex demons who were attacked were 

related. Marissa told him the Regents were looking 

into Humans First. What they found so far, they 
didn’t like. The organization was growing. 

Something would have to be done and quickly to 

keep it as quiet as possible. 

She also told him they were still looking for 
the man who had escaped, but so far he and 

Celeste were eluding them. Marissa explained that 

a kill order had been issued for Celeste. Anyone 
helping her could find themselves in the line of fire. 

Greg hoped he would find her first. He had a lot of 

questions, and she might have the answers. 
They had started going through all of Keely’s 

journals looking for a clue as to who might have 

taken her. Greg found out Marissa ordered them 

confiscated from the police. How they managed to 
get them out of police custody, he didn’t want to 

know. 

He was no closer to finding Keely. The ones 
who took her hadn’t contacted them again. Marissa 

didn’t say so officially, but if Keely hadn’t fed by 

now, she was probably dead. 

The attack on Willow was not related to the 
others. Marissa informed him that Chase was the 

one who attacked Willow. He was attempting to act 

out a fantasy, and when it wasn’t going as planned, 
he took off. He wanted to seduce Willow, not harm 



 

 

her. In a lucid moment, he asked his caretakers to 

apologize to her for him. 
Officially Chase was missing, and the police 

had no leads, but Greg knew exactly where he was 

and he wanted to see him. He wanted to look into 

the son of a bitch’s eyes and tell him Willow 
belonged to him. Marissa told him going to see 

Chase wasn’t a good idea as Chase was troubled. 

Greg didn’t care; he demanded to see him.  
While he wanted to wring Chase’s neck, he 

also wanted to make sure he wasn’t being 

mistreated. He hated the guy, but his conscience 
wouldn’t rest until he knew the man wasn’t being 

tortured. 

Marissa agreed to take him to where Chase 

was being held. Greg followed Marissa back to the 
underground floors of her building. She had warned 

him that Chase was in a bad way. There might be a 

chance he could recover, but the doctors had told 
her his chances for a full recovery were not good. 

They reached their floor. It was further than 

Greg had gone last time and walked down the 
hallway and they turned left at the end of it. There 

was another hallway. They kept going until Marissa 

stopped at a gray steel door a few doors down on 

the right. She knocked, and Sam opened it. Greg 
nodded at him and followed Marissa inside. 

It was a large room with dark glass boxes 

surrounded by bars against the walls. Greg noted 
that the bars were only on the sides, not on the 

top. The top was glass. 

“He’s in a cage?” Greg asked wide-eyed. 
“It’s necessary for the safety of everyone 



 

 

involved. While he is making some progress, he is 

still unstable.” Marissa explained. 
The glass of the box closest to where 

Marissa stood began to lighten. It slowly went from 

opaque to clear in a few minutes. Greg could see 

Chase lying on a large bed. He was naked. 
“As you can see, we tried to make him as 

comfortable as possible.” Greg looked at what was 

in the box. He saw a bed and a comfortable chair 
to sit in. The floor had a thick carpet. There was a 

doorway at the back of the box which Greg 

assumed led to a private restroom. There was a 
round table near an opening in the glass panel and 

a break in the bars where they must be placing 

Chase’s food. It was disturbing to note that all the 

furniture was bolted to the floor. 
Chase jumped off the bed and moved 

towards the glass where Greg stood. He had such a 

crazed look on his face; it made Greg take a half 
step back. 

“Where is Willow?” Chase asked softly. 

“Don’t answer,” Marissa instructed, “How are 
you, Chase?” 

“I want Willow.” He responded woodenly. 

“You seem to be doing better since the last 

time I saw you.”  
Greg was amazed Marissa could remain 

calm. Chase was wild-eyed and unfocused as he 

pressed his hands flat against the glass. 
“Willow,” Chase demanded more firmly. No 

one responded, and he started softly chanting 

Willow’s name. His eyes glazed over as he stared 
at nothing. Greg watched as Chase’s dick got 



 

 

harder and harder as he stood there.  

“Willow!” Chase shouted unexpectedly, 
startling Greg. It was like watching a car wreck, 

knowing something was going to happen, but there 

was nothing anyone could do to stop it.  

Chase pulled one hand away from the glass 
to stroke himself while staring blankly and 

continued chanting Willow’s name. He was gripping 

himself so hard; it must have hurt. Greg winced, 
and Chase kept stroking until he came on the glass 

in front of him. Then he dropped to his knees and 

started sobbing. 
“I need Willow!” He wailed. He looked so 

pathetic Greg shook his head and looked away. The 

glass became opaque, and it was just as well. Greg 

couldn’t watch anymore. 
“That was better?” Marissa nodded. 

“Shortly after bringing him here, he would 

stroke himself repeatedly. He was nearly raw. He 
had to be restrained. He speaks in sentences now. 

In the beginning, the only thing he could say was 

her name.” 
Greg felt like an ass. Chase was suffering. If 

they couldn’t get him back to some semblance of 

normal, Chase would go from being a missing 

person to an accident victim.  
“I know you’re angry for what he did to 

Willow, but I wanted you to understand what she 

did to him.” Greg was about to protest, but Marissa 
held up a hand. 

“No one blames her. She would never have 

hurt him. She’s young she didn’t realize what 
would happen. Instead, he is a harsh reminder to 



 

 

me that I need to make sure everyone understands 

how dangerous we can be to humans.” 
“Poor bastard,” Greg muttered.  

“He will be well cared for while he is in 

recovery.”  

Greg didn’t want to think about the 
alternative. 

“Go home, take care of your mate and be 

happy. This is an unfortunate circumstance. I will 
make sure Chase has everything he needs.” 

Marissa said. 

Greg was comforted in knowing that the 
Regents considered what happened to be an 

accident and would not be issuing a kill order for 

Willow. He also felt better knowing Chase would be 

cared for and closely watched. He hoped Chase 
could find his way back. If the circumstances were 

different, Greg knew it could have been him inside 

the cage instead of Chase. 
On his way home after seeing him, he made 

it a point to stop off and pick up the ring he had 

ordered. He told himself he had been waiting for 
the right moment to pop the question. He didn’t 

want her to feel rushed. He realized he was fooling 

himself. He would marry Willow as soon as she 

would let him. He understood Chase’s obsession 
with her because he had it too. 

  



 

 

Epilogue 

Willow came home from work to unpack 

more boxes. She was happy. She had found her 
mate, the one person in the whole world who 

would love her and understand her like no one else 

ever could. It would be easy to love him. She 
already did.  

She didn’t like it when they were apart which 

is why she was glad Greg was finally moving in 

with her. It had become difficult to go to bed 
without him. Sometimes, during the night, she 

would awaken and instinctively reach for him 

forgetting he wasn’t there. It was even harder 
waking up without him. 

They talked about moving in together but 

didn’t have any real plans to make it happen. After 
a few more days of waking up alone, she decided 

she had waited long enough, but there was 

something she had to know. She called Marissa 

hoping she could answer a question. 
“What happened at the auction?” Willow 

asked. 

“You mean with Serena and Greg?” 
“Yes.” 

“I was told by someone she confided in that 

she was confident she would be able to gloat the 
next time she saw you. Unfortunately, things didn’t 

go as planned. 

She was talking to him, but not paying 

attention to him as she assumed he was riveted to 
what she was saying. She stopped talking when 

she realized he wasn’t responding. When she 



 

 

looked up, he wasn’t even seated at the table.” 

“How is that possible?” Willow asked.  
“Wait, it gets better. When she realized she 

was talking to herself, she was astonished. How 

had he managed to leave the table without her 

noticing? He should have been hanging on her 
every word.”  

Willow began to chuckle.  

“She looked around the room searching for 
him and not being able to spot him, she was about 

to head towards the restrooms thinking he might 

have gone there. Not even sexual attraction can 
override the call of nature. 

It was possible he had been trying to tell her 

and since she wasn’t paying attention, he just got 

up and left. She was about to move away from the 
table when she heard a sound coming from under 

it. She grabbed the edge of the table fearing it 

wasn’t stable and might tip over.” 
Willow laughed as Marissa’s voice cracked 

with humor. 

“She leaned over to check the base of the 
table. She was horrified to find out what was 

making that sound. It was Greg, snoring, loudly. 

While she was talking, he had fallen asleep and 

slipped out of his chair onto the floor.” 
Willow laughed hard.  

“She was going to pick up him, but before 

she could, I happened to stop by to check on him. I 
saw him on the floor and told her I had no idea she 

was so boring that she literally put someone to 

sleep under the table. 
She was immediately suspicious and asked if 



 

 

I knew something about it. I told her I assumed 

she scented him, and that was what probably 
knocked him out. Scenting him probably caused a 

sensory overload his tired body couldn’t 

compensate for, and he fell asleep. I told her the 

date was over and to forget about getting a refund. 
I asked two males to get Greg off the floor and 

take him home.” 

Willow was delighted Serena’s plan didn’t 
work out. 

“Thank you.” 

“You’re welcome. Happy mating.” 

Once Willow knew for certain he was her 

mate, she wanted to be near him as much as 

possible. She smiled remembering how she 

encouraged him to make a decision. It hadn’t taken 
much effort on her part. 

She had slept over at his place one night, 

and when she woke up, she could hear him moving 
around in the kitchen. She tossed off the covers, 

walked out of the bedroom, through the living 

room, and into the kitchen, totally naked. He only 
wore a pair of shorts and Willow admired his 

strong, broad back in the moments before he 

realized she was standing there. He turned when 

he heard her voice. 
“If we lived together, you could wake up to 

this every day.” She stretched her arms over her 

head and yawned.  
Greg dropped the carton of milk he was 

holding. He stepped around the puddle, half-

heartedly reached to close the refrigerator door, 



 

 

but never stopped moving towards her. He 

wrapped his arms around her waist as she rested 
her arms on his shoulders, playing with his hair. 

“God you’re beautiful.” He kissed her gently 

on the lips. She turned her head to deepen the kiss 

and moaned into his mouth when he pulled her 
closer to press their bodies together. She could feel 

his quickly hardening cock pressing against her 

stomach. 
His tongue tangled with hers, tasting and 

teasing. He kissed her cheek and ran his tongue 

over the shell of her ear. He made her shiver. She 
caressed his muscular chest with her hands before 

reaching down past the elastic in his shorts to 

grasp his hardness. 

“You’re commando again.” She whispered 
while he kissed her neck. She moaned when he 

nipped her shoulder. 

“I’m well-trained.” He muttered running his 
tongue over her collar bone. He moved one of his 

hands from her waist to palm one of her breasts. 

He bent further, sucking the nipple into his hot 
mouth. Willow arched her back, and he groaned his 

approval. He moved to the other breast after 

releasing the first one with a last sultry lick.  

Willow stroked him until she couldn’t wait 
anymore and stepped away from him to pull down 

his shorts. He stepped out of them and backed her 

up to the kitchen table. She sat on it and slid 
across its smooth surface until she could lay flat on 

her back.  

He traced her sides with his big hands. She 
put her hands at her sides and waited. She was 



 

 

content to let him do whatever he wanted. 

He kissed her belly and ran his tongue 
around her belly button. His hands continued to 

roam all over her, and she loved the roughness of 

his hands on her skin. He moved his hands to the 

inside of her thighs and pushed them further apart. 
He kissed and licked her inner thigh on the left 

side, taking a small nip and then soothing the 

sharpness with the softness of his lips.  
His hands slowly slid up the inside of her 

legs until his fingers were touching the soft petals 

already wet and ready for him. He gently separated 
the folds of her sex and licked his lips. She closed 

her eyes savoring the sensation of his tongue 

moving in one long slow lick from her warm wet 

channel to the button of throbbing nerves at the 
apex. 

“Honey, I need you.” Willow pleaded. 

“I don’t hear you begging yet.”  
He ran his tongue over her hot, needy flesh 

again. He inserted his finger into her and moaned 

feeling her clench. He groaned and started finger 
fucking her slowly.  

“Please, I need to come.” Willow gasped out. 

“Then come for me, now,” Greg flicked his 

tongue faster over her clit, quickly sliding two 
fingers in and out of her, moving her purposefully 

towards orgasm. Willow cried out his name, as the 

orgasm roared through her and made her squirm 
on the table. Greg kept up his efforts, wringing 

every last gasp of pleasure from her. 

He climbed onto the table next to her and 
leaned over her to kiss her deeply. He rolled over, 



 

 

taking her with him, pulling her on top of him. 

“Ride me.” He whispered huskily.  
Willow was only too happy to fulfill his 

request. She straddled his waist and looked deep 

into his eyes as she held his thick cock steady, 

lifted up, and slowly dropped down to impale 
herself on him.  

“Oh yeah, that’s what I wanted,” Willow said 

leaning over to kiss him again.  
He reached up and palmed her breasts while 

she moved over him. 

“Is that the best you got sex demon?” He 
taunted. 

“I’m going to ride you until you pass out, 

human.” 

“Bring it.”  
She did. She came twice before he couldn’t 

hold out any longer and gave himself over to their 

passion. Once he recovered, he took her back to 
bed and held her. 

“I am never letting you go.” He whispered. 

“Neither will I,” Willow answered. 

He started packing that day. It just made 

sense for them to move in together. He was at her 

place every chance he got.  

They had many bouts of phenomenal sex, 
but their conversations were what they liked most 

about the time they spent together. They were 

different, but they had a lot of things in common. 
Willow liked that Greg often discussed his 

theories with her. He asked her questions about 

demons that Keely’s kidnapper might have known 



 

 

that no one else would. She was proud she was 

able to give him a unique perspective.  
Greg had been unable to make any headway 

in the investigation. Willow hated to see him 

frustrated, but she knew he wouldn’t stop until he 

found the truth. It was incredibly dangerous, and 
she worried for his safety.  

Now that she had found him, she didn’t want 

to lose him. She thought about Megan and how 
strong she was. Just the thought of losing Greg had 

Willow fighting tears. She wasn’t as strong as 

Megan.  
He continued to work the cases, but he told 

her that for now, there was nothing to tell her. 

Willow dreaded every report of a body being found 

in the Puget Sound Area afraid it would be Chase 
or Keely. For now, she knew Chase was still alive, 

and she still held onto the hope that the crazy she-

demon would be found.  
Despite all that, Willow was happier than she 

ever thought possible. Greg had taken to being the 

mate of a demon very well. Once she told her 
parents about him, they wasted no time in coming 

to meet him. Her parents loved him. 

She got a little nervous when her dad asked 

Greg to take a walk with him saying they needed to 
have a little “human to human” talk. Her mother 

told her not to worry, and the two men came back 

from their walk as thick as thieves.  

Even after all of that, she was still afraid. He 

had said many times that he would never leave 

her. There was a part of her that still wasn’t sure. 



 

 

He hadn’t asked her to marry him yet, and she was 

taking it as a sign that he wasn’t ready to commit. 
She stopped unpacking and looked at herself 

in the mirror on the wall. It’s just insecurity, and I 

need to cut it out. Greg loves me just as much as I 

love him, and I know it. She scolded herself. 
She turned around to put the empty box to 

the side and saw Greg standing behind her. She 

blushed remembering what she had just been 
thinking. 

“Why are you blushing?” Greg asked. 

“Nothing, just thinking about you and here 
you are. You’re home early.” She said quickly 

changing the subject. 

“You’re a succubus and thinking about me 

makes you blush? I like it.” He grinned.  
She grabbed a pillow from the couch and 

threw it at him. He caught it laughing. 

“I wanted to spend time with my wife.”  
“Wife?” She repeated.  

“Yes, if you’ll have me.” He got down on one 

knee and opened his hand to reveal a red velvet 
covered box. She opened it to reveal a diamond 

and gold ring. 

“When I met you, you changed everything, 

including me. I love you, and I know I haven’t been 
good about saying it unless I was on top of you.” 

Willow laughed and blinked back tears, so touched 

by his words. 
“I can’t live without you. Willow, will you 

marry me?” 

“Yes,” she said.  
He smiled, took the ring from the box and 



 

 

put it on her finger. He kissed her long and hard. 

When he let her take a breath, she laughed from 
sheer joy. He whispered in her ear. 

“Good, because that is the only answer I 

would accept from you.” 

“And if I said no?” she asked pulling back 
and looking at him. 

“I was going to take you to bed immediately 

and do my best to convince you of exactly why you 
should marry me.”  

Willow laughed as Greg swept her up in his 

arms. She grinned devilishly looking into his eyes. 
“I must admit I’m still not sure,” She said, “I 

might need some convincing. Actually, I might 

need a lot of convincing.”  

Greg scowled and spanked her bottom. 
“Hey!” Willow shouted. 

“If that is what I have to do, then I am man 

enough to do it.” He said dramatically. 
“I understand if it’s too much for you. You’re 

only human after all.” 

“Them’s fighting words demon,” He replied 
smiling. He carried her into the bedroom and 

dropped her onto the mattress.  

Willow laughed delightedly. 

“Once I’m done with you, you will have no 
doubt that I am the man for you. I also have one 

other thing going for me.” He crawled over on top 

of her. 
“Oh yeah, what’s that?” She wrapped her 

arms around his neck bringing him closer. 

“I’m the only man who will always remember 
you.” 
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