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    Preface 
 
      
 
    I sent the message to my friend, and looked back up at her. “Okay, sounds good. That’ll give me plenty of time to talk to Lily before tonight.” I changed subjects. “So, what do you want to do until then?” 
 
    She hesitated as she thought about it. “Well, I’ve told you the pressing issues. Do you want to hear about anything else right now…or can it wait?” 
 
    I blinked at her in surprise. “Yeah, it can wait. Of course.” 
 
    “Then…” She bit her lower lip. “Can I take you to my place?” 
 
    I smirked at her. “What? And play with me before you have to take me back to work?” 
 
    She didn’t smile. 
 
    “Oh.” I locked eyes with her, unexpectedly feeling nervous. She was completely serious. “Umm, okay.” 
 
    She stood up immediately, reaching her hand out towards me. She still wasn’t smiling. Her gaze was intense. 
 
    Damn, what was I getting myself into? 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    1: The Immortal Super 
 
      
 
    When people found out I was immortal, they often assumed I had one of the best superpowers in the world. However, what they didn’t understand was that in a world full of supers I was basically just an average guy with the incapacity to die. Really, I was below-average because of my ability, especially when compared to everyone else. 
 
    Sure, I had the one thing most people wanted – eternal life – but that meant I had to occasionally deal with getting involved in horrible situations with no hope of dying to escape it. 
 
    And trust me, there were definitely situations where most people would prefer death over the alternative – eternal suffering. Including myself, as it turned out. 
 
    Certainly, I had long since discovered that it was impossible for someone to kill me. And after having reached the age of two-hundred and nineteen, even while still looking like I was about twenty-five years old, I had accepted that my ability went way beyond rapid regeneration. But, when faced with even mediocre superpowers, I was often left helpless to defend myself. 
 
    I wasn’t super-fast like almost fifteen percent of the population was, being one of the most common superpowers. In fact, above-average speed was so common that most cities even had special tunnels running alongside the underground interstates for supers who could travel faster than forty miles per hour. 
 
    Nor did I have enhanced senses for the most part, which was also fairly common, including various forms of improved eyesight, smell, and hearing. Not to mention that there were plenty of people who were powerful enough to destroy an entire building, if so inclined to do so. I even had a few coworkers with such powers, working a regular day-job for their own undisclosed reasons. 
 
    So, I was certainly below-average in many ways. 
 
    If anything, being immortal was just a hassle. I couldn’t escape my past when I wanted to, and even though I did my best to blend in with society, people always ended up discovering I couldn’t die. 
 
    Which of course led to ridiculous requests, often with the expectation that I would do it for free just because I could. 
 
    Like my coworker Nick. 
 
    “Hey Sam, I need your help.” 
 
    I sighed heavily as I leaned back in my chair, looking up at my scrawny friend who could probably bench press this entire building. He might have been able to get a job as a superhero if he didn’t look so small and nerdy. Physical appearance was almost more important than the actual superpower, with some of the most popular ones being attractive instead of powerful – or even good at their job. 
 
    Nick gently pushed his large black-framed glasses up the bridge of his nose as he waited for my reply. His horrible fashion accessory wasn’t for looks to hide his secret identity, since superheroes didn’t have secret identities to begin with. Rather, he sincerely had horrible eyesight. And they also doubled as reality enhancers, allowing him to see the digital holograms the world around us had to offer. 
 
    It was a technology I had neglected to make a part of my life even after all these years. I supposed I might be called old-fashioned in that way, especially if people knew my true age. Almost everyone wore reality enhancement glasses or contact lenses. 
 
    If Nick’s eyesight wasn’t so horrible, he probably would have opted for the contacts, but there was only so much a thin film of plastic and nanochips could do. He was practically blind without his glasses. 
 
    “What is it man?” I asked him seriously. “I’ve got to get these reports done by noon.” Nick’s cubicle was only two down from mine, making it easy for him to interrupt me at the most inconvenient times. 
 
    He shifted his weight awkwardly. “Well you see…I dropped my bistin in the resonator again.” 
 
    I scoffed at him. “Seriously Nick? Again? Look I may be immortal, but I still feel pain, okay? The last time I got it back for you, I was practically a skeleton!” 
 
    Nick looked away, visibly ashamed. “I know man, but bistins are so expensive. I can’t afford another radiation meter. I even turned down the nuclear reactor for you man! My house is running on a quarter of the power!” 
 
    “Dammit Nick! I swear, this is the last time!” I scoffed again. “I should charge you for this.” 
 
    Unexpectedly, a seductive voice piped up from behind us. “Why don’t you?” 
 
    I turned around to glare at the vixen standing provocatively between cubicles. Blonde hair and orange eyes, Lily Dodson knew she was hot, but that was the problem. If she got worked up, even in excitement, she burst into flames. 
 
    They had an entire sprinkler system in our department just for her, and she had a fire-proof desk away from everyone else to avoid collateral damage. Really, the only reason our boss put up with her was because she was such alluring eye candy. It was amazing what a nice rack could get you in this world. But unfortunately, no one could sleep with her due to her flames, so she spent most of her time flirting with all the men instead. 
 
    Really, I was probably the only guy in the world who could sleep with her, but it appeared I wasn’t good enough. Not that I wanted to be good enough. I wasn’t interested in dating anyone at this point in my life for personal reasons. 
 
    But out of everyone, she seemed to treat me differently, teasing me excessively instead of flirting. It was like she had a personal vendetta against me. I was sure she spent more time focused on me than anyone else, but I also suspected I might just be paranoid. 
 
    Or maybe her teasing was flirting? 
 
    I didn’t know. Either way, I didn’t like the idea of being burned alive every time I tried to kiss my girlfriend. 
 
    “It’s none of your business Lily,” I snapped. I wouldn’t normally be so rude, but I was already in a bad mood. 
 
    “Aww, come on,” she purred in a sultry tone. “What? You owe him one?” 
 
    I sighed and leaned back in my seat. “Yeah, okay? He did me a solid once. I was trapped in a landslide, potentially entombed forever, and he spent three days digging me out.” 
 
    “Oh!” She exclaimed, not realizing there was actually a legitimate story behind it. “Well, whatever.” She humphed and took off. Nick and I both stared at her sashaying away. 
 
    Damn, she was hot. Today was jeans-Friday and she did not disappoint. Her butt was perfect. 
 
    As I watched her round the corner of the last cubicle in our row, likely heading back to her desk, I felt my resolve waiver. 
 
    Honestly, I wasn’t sure why I didn’t bother at least trying to hook up with her. I assumed she would probably reject me, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t put some effort into getting on her good-side. But then again, I supposed my real problem was that she didn’t seem like the type who would want to commit, whereas I very much was that type. I didn’t want to be with a woman who intentionally made all the other guys want to get in her pants. Granted, with a body like hers, there was only so much she could do, but the intentional flirting wasn’t helping her case. 
 
    But still, it had been way too long since I had dated anyone. Maybe it was time for a change. 
 
    Unexpectedly, an extremely unpleasant memory resurfaced, prompting me to sigh heavily. 
 
    Or maybe not. 
 
    “So, then you’ll do it?” Nick wondered seriously. 
 
    I ducked my head in annoyance and focused on my computer screen. “Seriously Nick, this is the last time.” 
 
    Thankfully, he took the hint that I wasn’t in the mood to talk and walked away. After a few seconds of staring blankly at my work, I began to consider making a trip to the breakroom to get some coffee. I wasn’t tired, since one of the perks of my immortal body was that I didn’t need to sleep, but I really needed a distraction right now. Just the idea of getting into another relationship was bringing up some really bad memories from past relationships. 
 
    And there was only so much emotional pain a man could handle in a lifetime – I had already lived more than two. 
 
    With a deep breath, I finally shoved away from my desk and headed for the breakroom. The caffeine wouldn’t do anything for me, but I did like the taste of coffee as long as there was plenty of cream and sugar. 
 
    I caught Lily’s eye briefly as I hurried through the door, but I looked away before it could become awkward. Honestly, in all the time I had known people, I didn’t know what to make of her. I would have thought that after over two centuries I’d be able to read people better. 
 
    And maybe I could read most people, but not her. 
 
    She started working at the office about two months ago in August. When we first met, she seemed like a fairly normal woman. Super hot, but normal. But then she found out I was immortal, since Nick and a couple other coworkers happened to know, and started acting weird around me afterwards. Now, whenever she interacted with me, it was always to tease. Always. 
 
    I couldn’t even have a normal conversation with her without her acting weird. 
 
    Part of me wanted to get to know that genuine girl who had first shown up to work a couple months ago, because she seemed like a nice person who I might actually like to get to know. But with how she acted now, I wasn’t so sure. 
 
    I sighed heavily as I tried to pour myself a cup of coffee. 
 
    Empty. 
 
    Of course, someone drank the last of it and didn’t bothered to brew a new pot. Granted, it was almost noon, but most of my coworkers practically inhaled caffeine all day. 
 
    I quickly set everything up and stared at the dark liquid pouring out while I tried not to think. 
 
    Once the pot was done brewing, someone came into the breakroom, but I didn’t bother focusing on who it was. I had the tendency to see without looking, but most of the time I concentrated on my eyes to avoid noticing things I didn’t want to notice. 
 
    Very little good came from seeing what I wasn’t meant to see. 
 
    Thus, I was shocked when a voluptuous female body unexpectedly pressed up against me from behind while I was trying to pour myself a cup. The startle caused me to drop my coffee on the counter. 
 
    Automatically, I pressed against her even more while trying to avoid getting the hot liquid on me. The last thing I wanted to deal with was a nasty stain. 
 
    Her hands eagerly slipped around my waist in response, misreading the situation. 
 
    I pinched the bridge of my nose in annoyance, knowing exactly who it was now. “Get off Lily, and stop teasing me.” 
 
    She humphed, sounding equally annoyed, but didn’t let go. Her hot lips were suddenly just behind my ear. She was only about three inches shorter than me, making her the perfect height to rest her chin on my shoulder. “Dammit, Sampson Archer,” she chastised. “You’re so dense.” 
 
    Her breath sent a shiver down my spine, but I knew those lips wouldn’t be so warm if it wasn’t for her superpower. She could explode into flames any minute if she got any more irritated, which is why I didn’t bother trying to pry her off me. I didn’t have an extra pair of clothes to change into if she burned mine off. 
 
    “Dense?” I scoffed. “Are you serious right now?” I glanced back at her vibrant orange eyes framed by her golden hair. They were mesmerizing, the colors of her irises shifting like coals in a fire. I quickly looked away to clear my head. Don’t be stupid. 
 
    She nodded innocently against my shoulder, lowering her voice. “I am being serious. I like you Sam. And I would like you even if you weren’t the only guy I could potentially sleep with.” 
 
    I scoffed again, uncertain of how I felt about having her bluntly share her feelings like this. I supposed I had misread her after all…assuming she wasn’t lying. 
 
    “I highly doubt that,” I retorted. She liked me? She didn’t even know me. “And do you really think I’d let you scorch me to the bone just so you can have a little bit of fun? One kiss and I’d be toast!” I lowered my voice to a hiss. “Not to mention, we’re at the office.” I quickly glanced over at the door, hoping no one found us like this. I doubted anyone would care, but still…I liked my job. I didn’t want to risk getting fired, figuratively or literally. 
 
    “Seriously?!” Lily exclaimed, clearly pissed now. “I just talked to Nick, and he told me the last time you got his bistin out of his resonator, you were practically a skeleton!” 
 
    “Shh!” I hissed. “Don’t be so loud! And what’s your point?” 
 
    “My point,” she hissed back, her eyes narrowing, “is if you’ll do him a favor like that, then why not me?” She pouted then, and I just stared at her lower lip completely baffled. 
 
    Wow, okay. She had a point. Sort of, at least. 
 
    I broke out of my trance and glared into her orange eyes again, which didn’t help. Her irises looked like living suns, the shades of orange shifting more wildly now that she was upset. “Seriously Lily, it wouldn’t work out anyway. My body would be destroyed long before you even had time to enjoy yourself.” 
 
    She stuck out her bottom lip again – a perfect shade of pink with a slight shine of lip-gloss. “But you haven’t even tried,” she whined. “Come on Sam, just once. I just want to know what it’s like for heaven’s sake! I’m twenty-eight and I’ve never had sex!” She then smirked slightly. “Plus, we can take turns. Sure, I realize you won’t enjoy it at the same time I’m enjoying it, but I can be good while you touch me.” Her grinned widened. 
 
    I tried swallowing the sudden lump in my throat, but it wouldn’t go down. “Umm…well…” I hung my head in defeat. That offer was just too enticing. “Fine!” I snapped, suddenly annoyed at myself for giving in to those burning eyes. Was I really ready for this? To start something with another woman after all this time? Granted, it wasn’t like I was committing to anything long-term, but that was part of the problem. I didn’t want to get involved in anything that wouldn’t be long-term. 
 
    “My place?” She whispered, excited now – too excited. Her eyes were beginning to shift colors more rapidly – a sure sign her body was about to burst. I quickly pulled her hands off my torso and stepped away from her, holding out my palm to prevent her from trying to grab me again. 
 
    “Yes, fine. Your place. But keep it under control right now. You’re getting too excited.” 
 
    Lily was immediately apologetic, trying to get a hold of herself. “Sorry,” she whispered. But then she looked up at me with determination in her eyes. “But I promise, I’ll make it worth your time.” 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    Oh, I had no problem believing that. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    2: The Hassle of Immortality 
 
      
 
    I went back to my desk to finish my reports, but ended up not being able to focus on them, unable to stop thinking about what I had just agreed to. I stared at my computer screen blankly, my mind completely elsewhere. It was difficult to believe I was really considering this after so long. I had avoided getting close to anyone for decades, and now here I was considering doing a special favor for possibly the hottest girl I knew. 
 
    No, definitely the hottest girl I knew – literally. 
 
    As a typical guy with a nearly useless power, I considered my life to be fairly average and definitely mundane. Not being able to sleep meant I had a ton of free time on my hands. I went to work every day like clockwork, never missing since I never had a legitimate excuse – I never got sick. And then I went home to lift weights, play games, watch anime, and of course work on my pain tolerance. 
 
    That was the worst thing about being immortal. It didn’t matter how close to death I came, my body would always regenerate itself, which meant I had occasionally found myself in some extremely painful situations in the last two-hundred and nineteen years. 
 
    Eventually, I wised up and realized that even though my nerves reset each time, ultimately the sensation of pain was in my mind. Once I actually started to train every day, I quickly found myself becoming less and less susceptible to forms of pain that would make others go insane. 
 
    There were some who might think I was a masochist if they found out, but I honestly didn’t enjoy the activity. Rather, I was just preparing myself for the inevitable days when I might experience a horrifying disaster only to survive it. 
 
    In a world where basically everyone had a superpower, disasters created by villains were more common than not. Thankfully, most superpowered criminals hell-bent on wide-spread destruction didn’t have powerful abilities, but even the weaker ones found ways to be menacing. 
 
    Just two years ago, one of the ice supers responsible for maintaining the ice caps on the north pole was attacked and killed by a villain, in an attempt to end the world. Honestly, I thought it was a stupid idea because it would take years for the ice to re-melt and flood the oceans. Plenty of time to find another ice super for the job. 
 
    Maybe it would have worked if the villain had been in league with a fire-super like Lily. But, as far as I knew, she was the only one of her kind. There were a few supers who could control fire, but none who could create it. Which was crazy to think about. 
 
    A world full of supers and Lily was one of a kind. Given some of the anime and old comics I entertained myself with, I would have thought pyrogenesis would be a common ability, but in reality it was one of the rarest. My regeneration ability was actually more common, although those who could regenerate could usually still die if enough of their body was destroyed. As far as I knew, I was the only super known to be immortal. 
 
    Ultimately, the ice melting disaster didn’t affect me personally, but events like that were somewhat common. Just a month ago, another villain tried to use one of the environmental ionizing machines, responsible for cloud-whitening in a nearby city, to spread their own nerve toxin. Thankfully, I had not been involved in that incident either, but that was exactly the kind of situation I was preparing for. Because I had found myself in the middle of disasters like that before. 
 
    Which was why I had been willing to step into a nuclear reactor to retrieve my friend’s stupid bistin that he so carelessly allowed to fall in the ventilation system. Granted, even though it helped with my pain tolerance, I still might not have done it given different circumstances. Really, the only reason I was willing to help was because I was the only one who could. 
 
    The newer model resonators couldn’t be turned off like the old ones – a small sacrifice for significantly greater efficiency. Whatever got inside them was as good as gone. And if the high-tech meters that were used to check for radiation leaks weren’t fire-resistant themselves, then Nick’s bistin would have literally been gone – nothing left. 
 
    At least being inside the reactor didn’t hurt once the majority of my nerves fried. 
 
    But still, even after all these years, I had never managed to become completely immune to pain. And I wasn’t looking forward to doing it again. 
 
    Which was super ironic. 
 
    Because I was surprisingly looking forward to being burned alive by Lily later that evening, despite my better judgment. I must seriously be crazy to be considering this, but she was so attractive that all I could think about was what it would be like when it was my turn to have some fun. 
 
    I couldn’t focus on my work as I let my mind wander for the first time in forever, reevaluating my memory of her physical appearance in a new light. 
 
    If I was being honest, even if the sex part didn’t work out, I might still consider trying to date her. It’s not like I hadn’t already gone without sex for ages, and I could be perfectly happy just staring into her smoldering eyes forever. It really was like gazing at bright orange coals in the middle of a fire – something I used to be able to do for hours long ago, finding complete peace in the simple activity. 
 
    Two eclipsed suns, swirling like molten rock. 
 
    Dammit, I’m stupid, I chastised myself. I had never been so indecisive in my life. 
 
    Was burning alive for half an hour really worth it? 
 
    I mean, she was damn sexy, but did I really want to put up with that? And would she settle for a relationship without sex if it didn’t work out? 
 
    Even though she said she liked me, I still wondered if she was just saying what she thought I wanted to hear, so that she could have her sex and move on. Part of me was not looking forward to her rejection if it didn’t work out, revealing that she didn’t really have a serious interest in me. 
 
    But what if she was interested in me? I had to admit that it at least seemed like she had shown legitimate interest in me before she found out I was immortal. But then again, she flirted with everyone so maybe I was just imagining it. It wouldn’t have been the first time I’d had a girl make me feel like she was treating me special, only to find out she treated all men like that. 
 
    At least I knew she’d never cheat on me, since she couldn’t sleep with anyone else. 
 
    Or could she? Did she have options? 
 
    Continuing to procrastinate my work, I decided to waste an hour searching the public registry for supers who might be able to handle her flames. 
 
    Just because she was the only true fire-super didn’t mean there might not be other abilities like mine that could potentially be compatible. I reasoned that I was doing her a favor by seeing if she had options, but I found myself almost hoping she didn’t. 
 
    And sure enough, after an hour of searching, it was clear there really weren’t. 
 
    All the amazing abilities imaginable, and not a single person indestructible or resistant to fire. I tried to do searches on more creative abilities too, but there was still nothing. I was literally the last man on Earth for her. 
 
    Why did that make me feel so relieved? 
 
    Technically, I wouldn’t have shown up as an option either, since my publicly listed ability was not immortality. I had filed a shit-ton of paperwork to get that worked out, because people finding out about my immortality caused a shit-ton of problems for me. But the money and effort had been worth it. 
 
    My true ability was now classified as special-case sensitive information, even hidden to law enforcement officers unless they sought out special permission under legal grounds. And even then, they had to jump through some red tape to actually gain access. 
 
    Now, the stupid unsolicited requests had all but stopped for the most part. Which was a nice change of pace, since I used to have total strangers and obscure companies contacting me all the time to do stupid things. Granted, I was perfectly fine with taking on a job that was feasible and well paid, but most of the proposals were ridiculous and shady. 
 
    Like that one space exploration company. 
 
    “But you’re the only one who can tell us how it feels to suffocate in space!” They had asked me once. “We need to know if there are techniques that can allow our astronauts to survive longer. Like exhaling, so their blood doesn’t flood with oxygen bubbles.” 
 
    Nope, I wasn’t about to be a scientific experiment for them, no matter how much they wanted to pay me. 
 
    “But you’re the only one who can give us an actual visual of Venus! We need to know if there are aliens living there, because we’ve gotten some weird readings from the surface! The survival of the world could depend on it!” 
 
    Nope, not going there either. It was a cool seven-hundred degrees year-round. Not about to touch that. 
 
    But that was only the big guys. Everyone and their mother would start pestering me for favors when they found out I was immortal. And they used to do exactly that a long time ago, before I got my registry information changed. 
 
    “But my mom can’t reach behind her transistor to clean it properly. Can’t you break your arm and clean it for her?” 
 
    No, absolutely not. Break your own arm. 
 
    “My twenty-year-old niece needs help with her pet Rashix. It got loose in the house and ate the dog. The pest control will report the poor thing if we call them! Please! My niece adores her Rashix!” 
 
    Hell no! You shouldn’t have a damn Rashix in the first place. Those carnivores are the most bloodthirsty beasts on the planet! 
 
    The Rashix was a creature produced from a genetic experiment gone horribly wrong. They were a combination of a lion and a Komodo dragon, creating a violent hairless monster that was impossible to completely eradicate from a region once it had invaded it – much like other reptiles. And I wasn’t about to find myself regenerating inside the stomach of one. 
 
    Really, Lily’s request for sex wasn’t much different than all the others, but at least I was getting something in return for once – something I sincerely wanted. 
 
    I had never intended for Lily to discover my secret in the first place, but it had slipped out of Dave’s stupid mouth during a pitch-in I put together for Nick’s birthday. A minor incident involving a knife had prompted my robust coworker to feel the need to overshare in order to calm down a worried Lily. 
 
    Granted, keeping any secret contained in the office was nearly impossible anyway. It was just too easy to overhear conversations, like Lily overhearing my conversation with Nick earlier. 
 
    I leaned back in my chair and took a deep breath, still unable to stop thinking about this new development. 
 
    I needed to take her out to dinner or something first. I felt bad just showing up for sex. Plus, if it did work out and become a regular thing, then I was going to treat her like a real girlfriend instead of just some random coworker I slept with. 
 
    I sighed heavily again, staring at my computer screen blankly. 
 
    Stupid reports. 
 
    I already knew she loved Italian. And there was a hole-in-the-wall restaurant only about five miles from her house that she'd probably love. Hopefully, she didn't already know about it, so I could surprise her. 
 
    Actually, now that I thought about it, I realized I knew a lot about her. I knew where she lived, what kind of food she preferred, and even her favorite colors – red and black, with purple being a close contender. I wasn’t even sure how I had figured out her favorite colors, because she rarely wore them. In fact, she wore just about every other color except her favorite colors – at least at work. I had no idea what she wore outside the office. 
 
    But it made me wonder… 
 
    Had I been wanting this all along and just not realized it? Is that why I had absentmindedly collected information on her? 
 
    Maybe I was dense. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    3: Dinner with a Hottie 
 
      
 
    It was a good thing Lily was already home when I called to ask her out for dinner. At least, if the sudden static on the other end of the line was any indication. She got so excited that she immediately burst into flames. Her phone was fireproof though, so after a few seconds she eagerly agreed…only for her to burst into flames again when I recommended the Italian place, knowing it was her favorite. 
 
    I wasn’t trying to be overly romantic. Honestly. 
 
    But damn, I’d never gotten a girl so excited in my entire life. And that was saying something, considering how long I’d been alive. 
 
    I hoped she had already changed out of her work clothes, because otherwise they would have been toasted. I’d asked her about it once causally – what she did about her clothing – only to find out that most of it was a special fire-resistant material that was similar in appearance as latex or vinyl. She called it FRIL, which stood for fire retardant something latex. I couldn’t remember what the “I” was for. 
 
    It had limited uses because while the material was impervious to high temperatures, it couldn’t be used by itself as an insulator to protect against heat. Lily explained it to me as making a balloon out of it and filling it with water – the water was still going to boil even if the flames weren’t able to eat through the FRIL. 
 
    After telling me about her special clothing, she then proceeded to unbutton the top of her blouse to show me part of her latex-like bra underneath. Her work clothes were flammable of course, since latex wasn’t exactly appropriate work attire. 
 
    Lily also used the opportunity to inform me that she didn’t sweat, having nearly complete internal control of her body temperature, although she lacked control over producing flames. In hindsight, I realized I must have been pretty stupid to not realize that I was the only person she showed, but it’s not like I knew what she did with the other guys when I wasn’t around. 
 
    As much as I was sure our boss, John, would love to see her wearing her normal latex clothing around the office, we all knew nothing would ever get done then. She was distracting enough as it was. It wasn’t a secret that many of the men took the time to stop what they were doing when she walked by. And she wasn’t even dressed sexy at work. 
 
    I also didn’t understand how she could be so toned and yet have such a large chest, since running seemed like it would be nearly impossible for her. And I knew they were real, because I had felt them myself on a few occasions accidentally, such as earlier that day when she was holding me from behind. While visually plump like implants, they were soft and squishy, instead of firm. 
 
    When I picked her up at her house in my midnight Lamborghini – a perk of being immortal was having had plenty of lucrative jobs over the years to stockpile a small fortune – I tried not to gawk at her as she sashayed out of her house dressed in latex pants, a latex top, and a latex mini-jacket. There was a slight crinkling noise as she walked. The only thing that was modest were her shoes, which were a simple open-toe pair of black sling-backs with a two-inch heel. 
 
    She was definitely dressed for the slightly chilly weather, being towards the beginning of October, but I doubted she actually had any problems with feeling cold even if it was snowing. I wouldn’t be surprised if she could be comfortable playing in the snow in a bikini – a sight I definitely wouldn’t mind seeing. 
 
    The latex top looked more like a corset, with dark red accents. The only part that wasn’t like a corset was her chest area, where the material stretched across tight like a tube shirt. I would have thought she was wearing two articles of clothing over her torso if it weren’t for the fact the two pieces were connected just below her chest, secured tightly against her body with a small vinyl belt. The bottom only went down to her navel, her milky stomach appearing soft despite it being toned. 
 
    This was the first time I had ever seen her wear her favorite colors. Her gold hair and orange eyes were a sharp contrast against her mostly black outfit. It was difficult to recover from the sight. 
 
    “Damn,” Lily said in surprise, looking at my car. “Sam, how did I not realize you had this?” 
 
    Ironically, I was thinking the same thing about her. Damn. How did I not realize this is what you wore outside of work? 
 
    I shrugged, trying to act causal despite the growing need in the pit of stomach. She was like the embodiment of lust. Everything sexy I could imagine somehow manifested into a real person. Why had I not tried dating her sooner? I cleared my throat. “I don’t usually drive this to work. Considering what my job pays, people would probably think I was secretly a crime lord or something.” 
 
    Lily laughed nervously. “You’re not, right?” 
 
    I grinned at her as I walked to her side of the car to open the door. “Hmm, would that interest you?” I teased. 
 
    She laughed again, seeming to evaluate if I was being serious, before committing to getting inside. 
 
    My grin widened. “I’m just kidding Lily. I used to take on some really dangerous jobs a few decades ago. Many of them paid in a day what I get paid in a year now.” 
 
    “Wow,” she exclaimed, finally climbing in. 
 
    I hurried to the other side and got in too. The car could technically drive itself, but where was the fun in that? I put it into gear, switching it from autopilot, to automatic, to manual and then backed up out of her driveway using the on-dash video feed from the wide-lens cameras installed, rather than bothering to look back. 
 
    After a moment, Lily broke the silence. “I’d ask,” she said hesitantly, “more about your wealth, but I don’t want you to think I’m after your money.” She turned towards me slightly to get my attention, her expression serious. She continued once I glanced at her. “I’m not. Honestly, I didn’t even know you might be well off financially.” 
 
    My eyes widened in surprise. Of course she wouldn’t have known, but I still wasn’t expecting her to say that. And when she did say it, she seemed a little uncomfortable, almost like…well, almost like she really wanted this to work out between us. 
 
    Was it just wishful thinking? I hoped not. 
 
    I wanted this date to be special, so I slipped the hostess a fifty to sit us in an isolated area. However, being in the middle of the week, the Italian restaurant wasn’t busy at all, which meant we probably would have been alone even if I hadn’t made the extra effort. Granted, just because the place was empty now didn’t mean it would be in half an hour. 
 
    At the very least, I suspected that I had scored some points with Lily, probably because I was nonverbally telling her I wanted it to be special. I could see that she was trying really hard to be good though. She probably didn’t want to ruin our dinner by lighting the place on fire. 
 
    “So Lily,” I asked while we waited for our drinks. “Why do you work at the office anyway? I mean, surely your ability could be useful as a superhero or something more interesting?” 
 
    She scoffed, seeming suddenly annoyed, but not specifically at me. “And what? Burn up the people that need saving?” She focused on her menu, her orange eyes glowing slightly in the dim atmosphere. 
 
    Damn, her eyes were so mesmerizing. 
 
    I found myself staring helplessly. I then glanced down at her chest. She had her menu at just the right angle so that I could see that too. I was instantly so distracted by the light playing off her breasts that I wasn’t even embarrassed by it. 
 
    After a second, I realized she was smirking at me, likewise not bothered by the attention. She wanted it – that much was clear, especially if what we were planning for dessert was any indication. 
 
    Nevertheless, I looked at her apologetically and cleared my throat. “So, umm…” I had already forgotten what we had been talking about. I decided to go with my next train of thought. “Hey, Lily…Can I ask you a super inappropriate question?” 
 
    She smirked. “Sam, we’re going to try sleeping together in a little while. You can ask me anything you want.” 
 
    I gulped. She definitely didn’t need to remind me. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. I decided to just blurt my question out like a curious schoolboy. “How is your chest so large when you’re so thin?” 
 
    She smirked again. “Oh, they aren’t real.” 
 
    I gawked at her. “They aren’t?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
    She nodded, glancing back down at her menu. “Special type of silicone – it’s very expensive, but feels more like regular fat. But more importantly, it won’t melt except at exceptionally high temperatures. Temperatures my body is incapable of, thankfully.” 
 
    I continued to stare at her. I already knew what I wanted off the menu anyway, and I could seriously just stare at her constantly shifting orange irises forever. “How do you afford it all?” I asked seriously. “I mean, everything you own is fireproof. I assume your house must be too. That’s got to be hundreds of times more expensive – for everything.” 
 
    She nodded somberly, glancing up at me just briefly. “My house is almost paid off, and I own everything else.” She sighed heavily, closing her menu. “My place doesn’t have a lot of the modern technology, like a personal home AI and live security feeds, largely because I had already spent so much on having it custom built.” She folded her arms on the table and leaned forward, her chest along with her. I successfully kept my gaze on her eyes as she continued. “I don’t mind it though. It’s the one place where I don’t have to worry about controlling my emotions.” She glanced away. “The only other loan I have is for my breast implants. I still owe about forty on those.” 
 
    I sat back in my seat as I thought about it. If it did work out between us, then I’d probably pay all her loans off for her. Not just because of being my girlfriend, but also because I felt bad that she had to spend so much extra on everything just because of her ability. I decided to focus back on the conversation. “But that still doesn’t answer my question…” I pressed. “How do you afford it all?” 
 
    The waitress finally showed up with our drinks and breadsticks then, so we both gave her our orders. I was getting the chicken parmesan, whereas Lily was going for the mushroom ravioli. At first, I was glad it was a woman, so I didn’t have to worry about a guy trying to hang around all night. The last thing I wanted was constant interruptions, but with the way the waitresses was ogling Lily, I began to wonder if we’d get interrupted frequently after all. 
 
    The girl was certainly attractive. She was slim with a moderate chest-size, and her hair was dyed a dark purple. She also had gold eyes, which I suspected were due to wearing gold colored reality enhancement contacts. Granted, there were people who naturally had gold eyes, but it was a popular contact color too. 
 
    “Anyway, so–” 
 
    Lily cut me off. “I used to model, okay? But don’t tell anyone. The only other person who knows is Nancy, and that’s only because she recognized me from a magazine she had seen me in a few years ago.” 
 
    I stared at her in surprise. Not because her story wasn’t plausible, but because she had given it up. Surely that was a much more lucrative career than what she was doing now. Unless she meant something more exotic than regular fashion modeling…but I couldn’t imagine Nancy interested in anything too deviant. Nancy kept to herself, but from what I knew about her, she was a normal woman interested in normal fashion trends. 
 
    Lily must have misinterpreted my expression as not believing her, because she pulled out her phone to show me some pictures. 
 
    “Here’s what I looked like before the implants,” she said, showing me a young teenage girl who was absolutely beautiful, but barely had a chest at all. She was wearing standard fashion in the image. Nothing inappropriate. “And here’s just after the implants.” 
 
    After examining the second picture for a few seconds, I sat back, looking at the real thing. “So then, why give it up Lily? There’s no way you get paid even a tenth of what you used to.” 
 
    Lily sighed as she set her phone down, taking a sip of her iced tea and grabbing a warm breadstick. “A lot of people don’t understand,” she admitted. “Including other models. But it was a tough life. I was never skinny enough – there was always a pressure to be smaller, to the point that it was unhealthy. Honestly, it’s a very toxic environment.” She then gestured down to her body. “I weigh a healthy five pounds more now than I did in those pictures – not counting the implants. I still keep my weight under control of course, but I’m much happier just sitting at this weight. When I was modeling, it was years of torturous diet restriction almost to the point of starvation. I finally decided the money wasn’t worth it.” 
 
    I crossed my arms and leaned back more in my chair. “Okay, I can understand that. But surely you can’t enjoy working at the office. It’s boring as hell.” 
 
    She suddenly looked concerned. “You aren’t wanting me to quit, are you?” 
 
    I abruptly leaned forward, shocked that she would even think that. And even more shocked that she would even care what I wanted. “What? No, of course not. You’ve got it all wrong. I…” I paused, feeling myself blushing for the first time in at least six decades. “I like you working there. I’m just trying to understand why you’d want to, is all.” 
 
    She seemed relieved, her eyes unexpectedly glowing wildly when she saw my flushed cheeks and timidity. However, she quickly glanced away to get a hold of herself. When she finally returned her gaze to mine, she sighed and rested her elbows on the table, her latex-restrained breasts hanging seductively in front of me. “I like getting paid to use my brain,” she admitted. “For the first time in my life, I feel like I have value other than my physical appearance.” 
 
    Damn, there was more to her than I realized. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    4: Falling for the Girl 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” I replied breathlessly. 
 
    “What?” She asked, concerned again. 
 
    I rested my cheek in my palm, my elbow on the table, holding her smoldering gaze. “I think I really like you Lily.” 
 
    I supposed that was both the right thing to say, and the wrong thing to say. She bolted from her seat just as her hair lit on fire, trying to avoid burning anything. I jumped up too, helpless to do anything, but the sudden fear of ruining the date calmed her down quickly. It was good I had gotten us secluded seating after all, because we might have gotten kicked out if anyone saw. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she pleaded, still remaining where she was. 
 
    “It’s okay Lily,” I replied, motioning for her to sit back down. I tentatively got back in my seat too, ready to try to catch her if she attempted to run away. Normally I might not be so bold, but I knew she wanted to be here. She was just afraid she had ruined it. 
 
    Her orange irises were churning more slowly now, very slowly, as she became teary eyed. 
 
    I pointed towards her seat. “Lily. Sit,” I demanded in a firm tone. 
 
    She hesitated, before nodding somberly and obeying. Her voice was barely audible as she spoke up, her gaze downturned, her posture defeated. “You don’t have to put up with this,” she said quietly. “With me,” she clarified. 
 
    I interlaced my fingers on the table and leaned forward. “Lily,” I began hesitantly, waiting for her to look up at me. I continued once she did. “Please let me make that decision. Don’t make it for me.” 
 
    Her expression was bewildered for a moment, before she nodded. “Okay,” she whispered. She was vulnerable now, which I had to admit I really liked, but I also wanted her to enjoy our time together. I wanted her to feel safe with me. I didn’t want her to fear my rejection. 
 
    I decided to change the subject as I began working on a garlicy breadstick of my own. “So, is there anything you’d like to know about me?” I wondered. 
 
    Her expression brightened. “Can I ask how old you are?” 
 
    I looked away. “It might bother you,” I admitted. 
 
    She laughed, prompting me to give her a confused look. “You might be surprised,” she said cheerfully. “I have some pretty old friends. Plus, you could be five-hundred and I wouldn’t care. You still look my age.” 
 
    Wow. Five-hundred? My age didn’t seem so bad with her using that anchor for reference. “Two-hundred and nineteen,” I said simply. 
 
    She didn’t even flinch, instead taking a sip of her tea and grabbing another breadstick. “Where were you born?” She wondered. 
 
    I shrugged. “Actually, I don’t know. I guess I could look up my birth certificate, but I’ve never bothered to check it.” 
 
    She gave me a confused expression. “How could you get by without checking it?” She asked in surprise. 
 
    “Well, I would really only need it for my citizen ID, but I’ve already had that for as long as I can remember.” When she still looked confused, I added, “I have a little bit of a gap in my memory. I don’t remember anything prior to my mid-twenties.” 
 
    She gasped. “Did something happen?” She wondered. “Like did you get hurt so bad you lost your memory?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, actually…” 
 
    I paused when the waitress brought our food. I expected Lily to start eating right away, but she seemed too focused on me. She just sat there and waited for me to continue. 
 
    “Umm, you aren’t squeamish, are you? I don’t want to ruin your dinner.” 
 
    She shook her head, not even bothering to look at her mushroom ravioli. 
 
    I continued. “Well, I’ve actually had my brain destroyed once. I was literally a skeleton at that point, but I didn’t get amnesia then. My brain regrew just fine, and I still had all my memories intact.” I shrugged again, deciding to begin eating. She took my lead and picked up her fork too. “So, I really have no idea what happened back then. It’s sort of a mystery.” 
 
    “What about your parents?” She wondered. 
 
    “I don’t remember them either,” I admitted. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said abruptly. “This isn’t too personal is it?” 
 
    I laughed at her. “Lily, I just asked you about your breast implants, and you’re worried I’ll get offended by asking about my non-existent family?” I laughed again. 
 
    She smirked at that, taking another bite. Once she swallowed she continued. “So then, can I ask you about previous relationships?” 
 
    I froze, trying to keep my expression as neutral as possible. My mind blank. “Maybe…another time,” I hedged. 
 
    She nodded, seeming a little worried. 
 
    I decided to tell her a little. “I haven’t been in a relationship in a long time,” I admitted. “But I don’t want to talk about the details.” 
 
    She paused. “Can I ask how long?” She asked tentatively. “I promise I won’t ask anything else,” she clarified. “I’m just curious.” 
 
    I focused on my meal as I thought about answering her. We both ate in silence for a few minutes before I decided telling her that wasn’t so bad. “It’s been a little over sixty years since I’ve been on a date – which did not end in sex,” I added, refusing to look at her. “And it’s been more than a full century since I’ve actually been in a relationship.” 
 
    I continued eating my chicken parmesan while staring down at my plate, but when she didn’t say anything I finally looked up. She was just staring at me with a bewildered expression on her face again. She recovered after a moment. “I guess you must be really picky then, since you’re so handsome.” 
 
    I blushed at the compliment, looking down again. “Wow, thanks,” I said breathlessly. 
 
    “I mean it,” she replied seriously. “And not just because you’re buff.” 
 
    I smirked at her. Due to my body’s regeneration ability, I could technically stop lifting weights entirely and still maintain my appearance – my muscle would never waste away. But I still did it out of habit anyway. I wasn’t massive by any standard, but I had definitely built up a decent amount of muscle over the years. My arms were like five times as thick as Nick’s legs, which only made his unnatural strength more shocking. 
 
    “I exercise,” I admitted, flexing my muscled chest to get her attention. 
 
    She grinned. “Yeah, well that much is obvious.” 
 
    “What about you?” I wondered. “Surely you wouldn’t be so toned if all you did was watch your diet.” 
 
    She nodded, her grin widening. “Of course! I have the Minx 9000. It was a heavy investment, but I take my health very seriously. I would have a hard time jogging otherwise.” She glanced down at her chest. “You have no idea how uncomfortable it can be to run with these without the acute anti-gravity feature. A mile isn’t so bad, but after about four or five, my back is killing me.” 
 
    I stared in appreciation. I wondered what had led her to get the implants in the first place, but decided not to ask for now. Probably a modeling thing anyway. Lily had stopped eating again, so I suspected she might be done already. I knew I could eat a lot more, but my stomach was starting to feel uneasy now that we were nearing the end. 
 
    “So, umm…” I paused. “Do you want dessert?” I wondered. “My treat of course.” 
 
    Her gaze was suddenly intense. “I’m saving room for when we get home.” 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    Holy shit, what did that mean? If her expression wasn’t so serious, I might have thought she actually had dessert at home. But no, she meant that sexually. No doubt about it. 
 
    “Right,” I tried to recover. “Well, then let’s pay and get out of here.” I tried to ignore her continued staring while I pulled out my phone and activated my digital credit card. I then held it up to the sensor at the end of the table. It only took a second for them to sync, and then I input the tip on my phone and requested two boxes. The waitress showed up a moment later with some mints and the storage containers. Her grin was massive, likely from having seen the tip I gave her. She now realized that her self-restraint with gawking at Lily had paid off, because I was definitely expressing my appreciation with the gratuity. 
 
    “Come again,” she said cheerfully. 
 
    As Lily and I neared the exit, my phone went off again. I checked it as we walked through the automatic doors, seeing that it was the receipt with an added message from the waitress. “Here’s my number, in case you two want to hang out sometime.” 
 
    Holy shit! It even had a heart next to her number. 
 
    Lily glanced at it and laughed. “Wow, that’s awkward.” She then paused as I opened the door to my Lambo for her. “You’re going to delete that, right?” 
 
    “Oh, of course. I mean, it’s not like we could take her up on that offer anyway. Way too dangerous for her.” 
 
    Her expression was suddenly vulnerable then, though I wasn’t sure why. “You haven’t…” She trailed off. 
 
    “Oh! No, of course not,” I reassured her. 
 
    She sighed heavily, climbing in. “Good. Because I’m not into that kind of thing. Girl or guy.” 
 
    I grimaced. Well, I sure as hell wasn’t getting involved in a threesome with another guy. Hell no. I tried to continue reassuring her as I got in, keeping it vague. “I’ve only ever been with one woman at a time, and I’ve never cheated.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good,” she admitted. 
 
    “You believe me, right?” I asked seriously. “Because it really is the truth.” 
 
    She looked at me in surprise. “I mean, yeah. I do.” She scoffed. “I mean, if you could resist this for the last two months then obviously you aren’t easy to seduce.” 
 
    “You have no idea,” I muttered under my breath. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I shook my head. “Nothing.” I smirked at her. “Just looking forward to what we have planned next.” 
 
    She gave me warm smile. “Me too,” she whispered. 
 
    I wanted to reach out and hold her hand, but I was afraid she’d explode and burn up my car. Instead, I decided to turn on some music to help fill the sudden silence that was being forced on us due to the anticipation. “What do you like?” I wondered. 
 
    “What do you like?” She countered. “I want to hear what you listen to on your way to work.” 
 
    I grinned at her. I definitely liked songs with lyrics, but the actual music was the most important part to me, meaning that I often listened to songs that was intense but usually instrumental. I liked to get lost in the beat. Some of my favorite songs were popular remixed versions without the words, or with the lyrics sped up. 
 
    I told my car’s AI what to play, and the melody and beat filled the space instantly. Lily grinned when she recognized the song, singing with it almost immediately. I looked at her in surprise, shocked to hear her voice sound so…professional. Like she could have been an actual vocalist herself. Not wanting to interrupt her, I tapped the screen on my dashboard to turn down the volume a little. 
 
    Lily gave me a confused look for a moment, before realizing I wanted to hear her better. She smiled then and kept up with the words, bobbing her head slightly with the beat. 
 
    That’s when I unexpectedly discovered that a song could actually be better with the lyrics. Much better. As long as the right person was singing them. 
 
    And I realized Lily was that right person for me, turning a great song into a perfect song. 
 
    I would never be able to enjoy this song the same way again, knowing it was missing something vital. Something absolutely essential – this angel sitting next to me, singing it as if she had written the words herself. 
 
    I put my Lambo in autopilot for the first time in forever and turned to watch her, enjoying every second of it. Even if sex didn’t work out between us, there was no way in hell I was going to let this go. Not in a million years. 
 
    She was doing something for me no one else had ever done – pulling me fully into the present. In that moment, nothing else matter except for her. And more importantly, not a single unpleasant thought or bad memory invaded my mind. She was like an invisible barrier, enveloping me in her presence, pushing everything else away. 
 
    Chasing it all away. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    5: Making the Commitment 
 
      
 
    The mood changed quickly once we got to her place. Honestly, I felt like the music helped us both relax and not feel too anxious about what we were planning. But once we arrived, it was obvious we were both nervous. Really nervous. 
 
    And apparently, Lily really enjoyed our dinner together, to the point that she tried backing out of our plans. “You know what?” She said as we stepped inside her front door. “You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock. “Why the change of heart?” I wondered seriously, trying to ignore the knots in my stomach. She had been so pushy about it at the office. 
 
    She sighed. “I just…really like you. And I don’t want to hurt you.” She seemed exceptionally vulnerable again, honestly meaning every word. 
 
    I mimicked her heavy sigh. “It’s fine Lily. We can at least give it a try.” 
 
    Surprisingly, she nodded somberly, her excitement and anticipation both completely gone. 
 
    She showed me around her house first, leaving her bedroom for last. She had a living room to the left of the entryway, with the kitchen on the right. It was a fairly simple design, with only one floor and a hallway down the middle. Her bedroom was down the hall on the left behind the living room, and there was both a guest bathroom behind the kitchen, as well as a private master bathroom that could only be reached through her bedroom. 
 
    Other than closets, the only other two rooms in the house were a small laundry room and small guest bedroom behind the kitchen. She kept her Minx 9000 in the guest-room, having repurposed it as a workout room instead. The living room had a three-seater couch covered in the same FRIL material as her clothing. In the kitchen was a small table that had the appearance of darkly stained mahogany with four matching chairs. 
 
    The dark furniture was sharply contrasted against the lightly colored ivory walls. It appeared as if a special material was used for the interior – likely something that wouldn’t burn or warp when exposed to flames, but that also meant she probably couldn’t paint her walls. 
 
    I wasn’t too surprised with the simplicity, largely because I suspected that with the high cost of the building materials, likely mostly synthetic fire-proof wood, it would be ridiculously expensive to build anything much more elaborate. 
 
    However, interestingly there was plenty of space, with her bedroom being the largest room in the house. The primary piece of furniture inside was a monster super-sized bed in the middle, which was two sizes up from a king. It could comfortably fit five people easily, probably even six. And just like her clothing, her sheets and blankets were made of the FRIL material. Currently, she had a purple set of latex sheets covering her bed. 
 
    Once we were inside her bedroom, she began taking off her clothes hesitantly. We had already decided to skip the sensual undressing part to avoid my clothes catching on fire, so I wasn’t too surprised. I quickly followed her lead and got naked with her. 
 
    Within a minute, we found ourselves sitting in front of each other on her latex sheets, the tension already building from the visual intimacy. 
 
    And damn, she was something amazing to look at naked. I had to remind myself to focus on her needs first – my reward came later. But DAMN, it was so hard not to reach out and touch her amazing breasts. Staring at them was almost too much for me as it was. 
 
    Apparently, she liked what she saw too, because she was already hot enough to visibly see waves of heat coming off her body. It was like seeing the visual distortions coming off a car hood in the middle of the summer. I did my best to ignore it as we scooted closer to begin kissing. She seemed shy about reaching down to grab me, making me recall that this was her first time ever. I grabbed her hand and helped her along until she had me firmly in her grasp. 
 
    She gasped and looked down for a few seconds while I continued to kiss her on the temple and forehead. I ran my fingers through her hair, discovering that even that was hot to the touch. Her lips then met mine again with renewed passion. 
 
    Surprisingly, my rapidly forming second-degree burns didn’t bother me at first. I was used to some pretty serious pain after all. However, much to our disappointment, Lily scorched me to the bone in less than a minute after that. It honestly wasn’t that bad until she actually lit on fire. 
 
    She pulled away immediately, her expression initially horrified, before she registered that my body was already quickly regenerating. At first, I thought she was horrified to see most of my skin gone, but then it became apparent she was just upset that she had hurt me so badly. 
 
    Her expression saddened, tears beginning to slip from her smoldering eyes. The orange color of her irises was the most tame I had ever seen, like a fire dying out. It made me feel a little sad too. But at least it didn’t hurt as bad as I was expecting. I didn’t even make a sound when she turned into a bonfire momentarily. 
 
    She looked at me apologetically once I was back to normal. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “This was a mistake after all.” 
 
    I sighed again, reaching out to rest my hand on her thigh. 
 
    Shit, her skin was so smooth! She looked up at me in surprise, tucking some of her blonde hair behind her ear anxiously. I kept my eyes on her toned stomach as I spoke, memorizing the shape of her navel. “Tell me about your ability,” I said quietly. “You’re probably right that this won’t work out, but let’s at least keep trying to experiment.” 
 
    “But doesn’t it hurt?” She asked just as quietly. She didn’t budge, as if moving a muscle was going to cause me pain again. 
 
    I nodded somberly. “Well, yeah, it certainly doesn’t feel great, but I’ve experienced a lot worse. And honestly, if there’s even a tiny chance that we can find a way to make this work out then I’m willing to put up with the pain.” 
 
    Her eyes filled with more tears and she immediately looked away. “I don’t deserve you,” she whispered. 
 
    I smirked at her, examining her expression. “Well thanks for the compliment, but I’d be lying if I said I was doing this for completely selfless reasons. I want to screw you just as badly as you want to do me.” 
 
    She abruptly looked back up in surprise, holding my gaze as passion quickly replaced her sadness. Her eyes were alive again, the swirling shades of orange intensifying around the edges of the eclipses of her pupils. 
 
    I quickly changed the subject, knowing that just jumping right back in wasn’t going to solve anything. “So, what do you know about your ability? What sets it off exactly? Obviously, it isn’t just about being upset, because you were crying just a second ago.” 
 
    She nodded slowly, her eyes calming down as she thought about it. “Well, I’m not sure exactly. Maybe it’s related to my heart rate?” 
 
    “But you said you exercise.” I reminded her. 
 
    “Oh, you’re right.” She looked down at her chest then, as if remembering our conversation earlier. 
 
    I tried not to get too distracted by following her gaze. “Okay, so then, it can’t be your heart rate. Maybe it’s caused by a hormone, like adrenaline? Does it happen if you get scared?” 
 
    “Huh, actually yeah.” She paused to think about it. “If I get scared, horny, pissed, or even just overly excited, I explode into flames.” 
 
    I smirked at her. “Okay, then my next question is, have you ever tried to control where it happens?” 
 
    She cocked her head to the side. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Like, have you ever tried to just make your hand blow up instead of your whole body? Or even just half your body?” 
 
    “Well, no I’ve never tried.” She admitted. “I can’t just use my fire whenever I want. I have to be provoked, which means I’ve never really experimented with it. If anything, I’ve spent my entire life trying not to use it.” 
 
    I thought about that for a moment, realizing that even if there was a specialized job that her ability could be useful for, she wouldn’t be able to do it if she didn’t have the ability to produce flames on command. That could be its own project eventually, but first we needed to focus on seeing if she could learn how to control where the fire went once it was activated. 
 
    I took a deep breath, preparing myself mentally for what I was silently committing to. “Then let’s try working on that just for today. No pressure if you can’t do it, but let’s try getting you aroused and this time you focus on seeing if you can force your explosive tendencies to just part of your body.” 
 
    Lily’s eyes widened in response. “Just for today?” She whispered in disbelief. 
 
    I nodded, slightly confused. “Well, yeah. If it’s even possible for you to do it, then it will probably take a ton of practice. Why?” 
 
    She just stared at me, her full lips slightly parted, her eyes wide. “You’re going to do this with me again? After today?” 
 
    Oh, that’s why she was confused. I grinned at her again. “Yep! I’ve made up my mind now. I’m sticking with this indefinitely, and you can always repay me by letting me have some fun with you after we’ve practiced for a few hours every day.” 
 
    “A few hours?!” She exclaimed. 
 
    I nodded slowly. “Is that too much for you?” 
 
    “Too much for me?! Are you serious right now?” 
 
    I crossed my arms. “I’m very serious.” 
 
    She continued to stare at me for a few seconds. “Are you sure?” She finally whispered. 
 
    “Very sure,” I replied simply. 
 
    Her expression remained shocked, before her eyes slowly became desperately passionate again. “Okay,” she finally whispered. “It’s a deal.” 
 
    I grinned before jumping her this time. I shoved her onto her back and tried to get some sensual kissing in before she lit up. She immediately wrapped her legs around my waist and shoved her pelvis against me, kissing me deeply before I was in the middle of a bonfire again. 
 
    We pulled apart just as soon as we had come together, but when she tried to calm down, I told her not to. Instead, I backed away on the massive bed and instructed her keep it up for as long as possible while trying to only allow part of her body to lose the fire. 
 
    Of course, it didn’t work, dying out all at once after about ten seconds. 
 
    Without missing a beat, I tackled her again and started the entire process all over. Honestly, while the being burned alive kind of sucked, the rest of it was a little fun. It became a game to see if we could get more than a few seconds of kissing in, which we never did, but it was still fun to try. 
 
    A lot of fun. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    6: The Fruits of One’s Labor 
 
      
 
    It ended up taking Lily a solid week to begin controlling even a little where her fire exploded. When she did it for the first time, she managing to keep her foot from bursting into flames. However, she was so thrilled that she erupted into an inferno in her room, scorching me to the bone again even though I was several feet away. 
 
    She was immediately apologetic, but I could sincerely say I shared her enthusiasm. Because now we knew it might actually be possible. It gave us hope, especially since she wasn’t able to repeat it right away. 
 
    And if I was being completely honest, I didn’t mind the process at all. I didn’t bother with my daily ritual of building up my pain tolerance anymore, because I had discovered a significantly more enjoyable method. Plus, Lily literally let me do whatever I wanted with her after we had spent a few hours of practice, so I had absolutely nothing to complain about. 
 
    Getting to play with a hottie like her however I wanted was a dream come true – even though I’d never dreamt a day in my life. But that alone became its own separate event, with her dressing up for me, dancing for me, posing for me – literally, whatever I wanted, she’d do it. And surprisingly she loved every second of it herself. If I touched her, I still had to be careful not to get her too aroused, but that wasn’t too much of a sacrifice. For every three hours of helping her practice controlling her fire, I got at least an hour of my own entertainment. 
 
    After the second night, I started sleeping with her too. 
 
    Well, she slept. 
 
    I just enjoyed snuggling with her, watching anime on my tablet and occasionally touching her chest or rubbing her lips with mine while she slept. Even her pajamas were the same latex-style material, so I was in heaven. I would sometimes run my fingers over the material while she slept just to listen to the crinkly sound it made against my firm touch. And because her nightgown wasn’t pulled taut, it was almost always full of alluring wrinkles that captured the light from my tablet and demanded my attention. 
 
    Heaven, indeed. 
 
    It didn’t take long before everyone found out we were dating. Although, I hadn’t even considered framing it in those terms until three days later when Nick was asking about our sudden lovey-dovey socializing. I was standing next to his chair, looking over a report with him when he asked about it unexpectedly. It was obvious to everyone something was different, especially considering I had always been annoyed at her before. But Lily and I hadn’t really talked about it, so I called out to her in the middle of the workday. 
 
    “Hey Lily? Do you want to be my girlfriend?” 
 
    She immediately leapt from her chair to look at me over the cubicles, her orange eyes writhing rapidly, but she managed to keep herself under control. Almost the entire office was suddenly peering over the edge of their cubicles too, not a single one managing to hide their shock.  
 
    With a huge grin, she replied. “Hell yes I do!” 
 
    I looked back down at Nick’s stunned expression, speaking loudly for everyone to hear. “Then yeah, I guess we are dating.” 
 
    By the end of the first week, I was perfectly content with our newfound situation even before she showed signs of improving. It was way better than my solo routine I’d been doing for decades. 
 
    Shit, who was I kidding? As I had told Lily before, I hadn’t gotten serious with a girl in over a century. This was a thousand times better. 
 
    However, despite our regular practicing, Lily couldn’t consistently keep her foot from lighting on fire with the rest of her body. It took a solid month just to do it with any regularity. 
 
    And even then, once she was managing it most of the time, it wasn’t for another two months until she got both her legs to remain normal. They were still really hot, temperature-wise, but not on fire at least. 
 
    However, then sometime between Christmas and New Year’s Eve, we discovered we had a new problem to tackle. 
 
    Even once she managed to keep her entire lower half from catching fire, with me always behind her while she was on her hands and knees, she could only maintain it for a few seconds at most. 
 
    Before she was even close to orgasming, her body would completely ignite again. 
 
    However, we continued to practice for hours every day, and Lily began to become discouraged when she still couldn’t have sex by Valentine’s day. And even more so, as her March 21st birthday loomed closer and closer. 
 
    Finally, after it had been five months, she almost had an orgasm just before exploding. 
 
    It was too much for her. 
 
    “Dammit!” She cried out, her frustration quickly shifting to tears. She slumped down flat on her stomach, grasping at her latex sheets as she began to sob. 
 
    I paused for a moment as her flames died out, before I crawled on top of her and began gently kissing her neck. I knew it was bothering her that she was missing all the major holidays – all the normal times when couples had sex. And with her birthday coming up in two weeks, it was really weighing on her mind. She didn’t want to have to wait another year to have sex on her birthday for the first time. 
 
    “I love you,” I whispered. 
 
    Lily unexpectedly froze. 
 
    Despite months of all this time together, neither one of us had used the 'L' word. Her crying abruptly halted and she turned to look at me from the corner of her tear-filled eyes. I readjust myself to her side, so I could look at her expression. Her orange irises slowly shifted to passion again, the smoldering in her eyes reigniting. However, the speed of the shifting colors was slower than usual. 
 
    “I love you,” she whispered back after a second. “More than anything.” 
 
    I bent down and gently kissed her on the cheek, feeling the full length of my body pressed against hers. She quickly shifted herself, meeting my lips with her own. 
 
    As we began to kiss slowly, gently…for the first time ever, she didn’t explode into flames. 
 
    Her body barely even heated up. 
 
    We didn’t realize until later that the reason why Lily wasn’t bursting into flames from the kiss was because the emotion behind it was totally different this time. Rather than the raw passion we had both been experiencing from our desire to screw each other, this was somehow more tame while simultaneously more powerful. 
 
    Much more powerful. 
 
    The slow and gentle kissing led to me carefully pushing her on her back, only to climb on top of her to try to have sex again. It happened so easily this time. So naturally. 
 
    I wasn’t focused on her body for once. Instead, I was focused on her, my mind intently watching her eyes as I kissed her carefully and deliberately. And I could see in her gaze that she was experiencing the same thing. Her orange irises were lit up brightly, but they were somehow the calmest I’d ever seen them. The colors shifting gradually while she kissed me, holding my gaze. There was a different kind of passion in her eyes. A different kind of desire. 
 
    And then it happened. 
 
    Neither of us were expecting it, or even trying for it, both of us being too focused on the other to even worry about what we were trying to do. 
 
    Lily got there, and it was both the calmest and most passionate thing I’d ever seen. Her chin unexpectedly stuck upwards, her back arching slightly, and she gasped quietly. Her body was then tense for a few seconds as she stared at me with wide eyes, before she finally relaxed, letting out a deep sigh. 
 
    But it didn’t stop there. Her eyes grew even brighter, the shifting color almost coming to a complete halt, and she reached up with her hands to pull my lips onto hers again. We continued to kiss so slow that it was hard to even call it kissing. It was more like resting our lips on each other, only to occasionally shift positions slightly. 
 
    Her breath was sweet like melting caramel, so just inhaling her was more than satisfying on its own. Not to mention just experiencing the sensation of her lips on mine, the sensation of being inside of her. It was enough to enjoy being in the moment, like time had come to almost complete halt, moving as slow as molasses. 
 
    I wasn’t expecting her to get there again, and neither was she, so when it unexpectedly happened we were both shocked. There wasn’t even a buildup – no warning. Suddenly, she was quietly gasping again, her body tensing up tighter this time. 
 
    It lasted longer too. 
 
    When her muscles finally released, she went limp and closed her eyes, focusing on her breathing. After a few minutes, she slowly peaked at me through her eyelids, her irises still that tame vibrant orange, and she looked up at me affectionately. 
 
    “Your turn,” she whispered with a small smile. 
 
    I smirked at her. 
 
    She didn’t have to tell me twice. 
 
    While I had certainly enjoyed myself over the last few months, this was the first time I was actually having sex with her. Like real sex, where I wasn’t anticipating the inevitable bonfire that would soon happen. Sex where I was actually sincerely enjoying it. 
 
    And as for her getting there, it was her first time ever. Period. And she was not disappointed. 
 
    But it wasn't about our slow speed. It was about the emotions behind it. 
 
    I was glad we had spent so much time working on her ability to control her flames, but ultimately it appeared we had taken the wrong approach entirely. Lily was nearly incapable of having raw passionate sex, but she could have intimate tender sex – the kind she could only share with someone she truly loved affectionately. 
 
    The kind she could share with me – the guy who had literally walked through hell for her every day for the last five months just because I wanted her that badly. 
 
    It would be impossible for her to ever stop appreciating what I'd done for her. Because she knew that even if someone else had been capable of doing this for her, most people would never have stuck with her so long. They would have given up on day one, on the first try. 
 
    Just like she had been expecting me to do. 
 
    And yet, when I had told her that I was sticking with her indefinitely, she quickly understood that I was sticking with her forever, no matter what. Five months of daily torture on her behalf was four months and twenty-nine days longer than necessary to prove that fact to her. But it wasn't until now that she fully realized my level of commitment. 
 
    And more importantly, it wasn't until now that she realized her own level of commitment. 
 
    Telling her I loved her had been the catalyst. Those emotions had already been there inside both of us, growing more powerful every day, but there was something about it being out in the open that caused our individual emotions to bond into one. It took on a life of its own, creating something new between us that was unbreakable. 
 
    As we laid in bed together just staring into each other’s eyes, a thought occurred to me that I had long since been in denial about. 
 
    Maybe being immortal wasn’t such a bad superpower after all. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    7: Kidnapped by a Hottie 
 
      
 
    Okay, I was wrong. 
 
    Being immortal sucked! 
 
    At least, that’s what I was thinking while having my neck torn out for the tenth time that day, so the villain chick who had a need for blood could feed. This sucked literally. 
 
    Freya Rosetti ran her thin hand along my exposed abs as she gleefully slurped from the crook of my neck. 
 
    I didn’t even bother struggling anymore, since there was nothing I could do about the chains that bound me to the concrete floor in her basement. She hadn’t even been considerate enough to give me something soft to recline on while she fed off me. Just the hard, cold floor. 
 
    I had to admit that she was hot when she wasn’t sucking me dry. But damn, seeing her beautiful face distort, as her mouth filled with razor-sharp teeth and her jaw widened, was one of the most horrifying sights I’d ever seen. I was surprised no one realized what she was, since red eyes weren’t that common, even despite the multitude of unnatural characteristics in the world. 
 
    Granted, the rest of her looked normal, and since most people wore reality enhancement contacts in every color imaginable, I knew I really shouldn’t be too surprised. She had pitch-black hair and pale skin that, in combination, really made her crimson irises pop. 
 
    She had kidnapped me after work yesterday, taking advantage of the rare opportunity of me leaving without Lily so that I could buy my girlfriend a present for her birthday on March 21. I intentionally waited until the day before her birthday to avoid her accidentally discovering her gift. 
 
    When we got back to Freya’s house, I found myself thankful that my bones were impossible to shift out of place. Because the moment she had the opportunity, she attacked my neck so viciously that a normal person’s head would have come clean off. 
 
    Certainly, I had suffered plenty of trauma that should have broken my bones, but they never did break. And I had never once lost my head or had a body part severed. Somehow, my bones always stayed together, even when there was nothing left of me except a skeleton. 
 
    Unfortunately, I had Lily to blame for this, though I’d never hold it against her. She had been tricked into revealing I was immortal. This vampire chick had been grooming her for months ever since she discovered Lily and I were dating, trying to find out how we made it work. 
 
    I had never told Lily that my immortality needed to be kept a secret from most people, so really it was my fault. Especially since a handful of people at the office knew. Everyone else just thought I had abnormal healing abilities, but they had no idea the extent. The primary difference being that other regenerating supers weren’t very useful to blood-thirsty villains, like this chick, who drank so fast that even a super who could heal wouldn’t be able to recover. 
 
    My heart would literally stop momentarily from the blood-loss. 
 
    This type of situation was the exact kind of reason why I had filled out the special paperwork to ensure my specific ability wasn’t listed in the world superpower database – it had taken a ton of hoops to jump through, but with a good lawyer and plenty of incidents to explain the hardship it was causing me on a daily basis, they gave in. 
 
    Finally done feeding, the hot sexy devil sat back on her heels, her mouth reshaping into an alluring jawline. She was wearing an electric-blue silk nightgown that barely went past her waist...and nothing else. I tried to keep my eyes on her face. 
 
    She sighed heavily. “That was amazing,” she said with a smirk. She then ran her warm fingertips along my torso again, pausing as she felt my muscled chest. I hadn’t lifted weights in over five months since I had started dating Lily, but I was still just as toned as if I had worked out yesterday. Not to mention I had been using almost every muscle in my body when making love to Lily. Really, I just put more emphasis on my cardio. 
 
    The seductive vixen sighed again. “Are you sure you don’t want me to reward you?” Her hand ran down to my lower stomach, her grin mischievous. “This doesn’t have to be so bad.” 
 
    I sighed as my neck finally closed up all the way. Five months ago, I might have tapped that in a heartbeat, because she was super-hot and it would be nice to get something out of this situation. Usually when horrible things happened to me, there was no hope of getting anything beneficial in return. 
 
    But getting kidnapped and having the hot kidnapper offer you sex? Shit, why not? 
 
    Except I was really attached to Lily now. I already knew from experience that having a dedicated intimate relationship with one person could be extremely rewarding – far more rewarding than having causal partners. Because there was a level of trust, commitment, and belonging that you couldn’t get with casual relationships. Really, it was just that – the deepness of the relationship that could only be obtained when committing wholeheartedly with one person. And I had that relationship with Lily now. 
 
    But there was another reason too, besides Lily. 
 
    Having my neck torn out wasn’t exactly a turn-on for me. 
 
    I mean, yeah, I was healed now – my blood already having replenished, but I wasn’t about to screw the supermodel that still had my blood on her lips. 
 
    I ignored her question to ask my own instead. “Do you really need to drink my blood ten times a day?” I complained. 
 
    She looked down at me apologetically. “Sorry. I just get thirsty when I’m horny. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you all night. I’ve never had a man who I could enjoy more than once.” 
 
    Wait. Now I was confused. All night? Had it only been half a day since she had kidnapped me? It felt a lot longer than that. Or maybe it had been a day and a half already? Either way, ten times was a lot for me. I scoffed at her. “Okay, well how often to you actually need to feed?” 
 
    She rested her finger on her slender chin as she thought about it, her expression misleadingly innocent. “I mean, really I could get by with once a week.” 
 
    I immediately glared at her. 
 
    “What?” She asked innocently. 
 
    “Seriously Freya?! A week?!” I scoffed again. “Can’t we make a deal or something? Like, I’ll let you drink my blood once a day if you want, in exchange for you letting me go.” 
 
    She crossed her arms over her small perky chest and humphed. “You’ll just run away.” 
 
    I glared at her again. “You realize I allowed Lily to burn me alive for three hours every day when we were first dating, right?” 
 
    She dropped her arms. “Well, yes, she did mention that…” 
 
    “Exactly!” I spat out. “Trust me when I say that you drinking my blood once a day wouldn’t be so bad in comparison.” 
 
    Her eyes dropped then, and her expression became somber. “But I really want to keep you,” she whispered, her hand returning to my abs. She stroked me gently from my navel to my chest and back again. The sudden tenderness from her was starting to affect me. I was already forgetting about what she had just done to my neck. 
 
    “But let’s think this through,” I countered in a more gentle tone. “They’ll probably find me eventually–” 
 
    She smirked, cutting me off. “No they won’t.” 
 
    I ignored her. “And, when they do, you’ll end up going to prison, never to see me again. Alternatively, if I’m letting you drink my blood willingly, while I continue to live my normal life, then you’ll see me every day.” 
 
    Despite her confidence that they’d never find me in her basement, my comment gave her pause. She hesitated as she considered it. “But how can I know you’re telling me the truth?” She wondered quietly, her hand still resting on my stomach. 
 
    I sighed heavily, deciding I’d have to give her a good reason…an honest reason. “Do you know why I haven’t screamed once?” I asked seriously. She stared at me for a moment, before shaking her head hesitantly. I continued. “Because for over a hundred and fifty years now I’ve been torturing myself daily in order to build up my pain tolerance. That’s part of the reason why I put up with Lily burning me alive every day.” I paused then, letting that sink in. “But now Lily and I are having sex regularly without any more explosions, which means I’ve had to go back to my old rituals.” I sighed then. “Do you get it now?” 
 
    She nodded slowly. “I’d be doing you a favor then. By drinking your blood every day.” 
 
    I nodded, concerned about the passion slowly growing in her eyes. The idea that she’d be helping me out just as much I’d be helping her out was really turning her on. 
 
    “Okay,” she finally whispered. She then abruptly held up her finger. “But I swear, if you don’t keep your promise, then I’ll kidnap you again and feed on you fifty times a day. Deal?” 
 
    Despite myself, I smiled at her, because she looked so cute and innocent when she said it. “Deal,” I agreed before paused. “And you need to apologize to Lily,” I added, seeing that she was really going to let me go. “Today was her birthday.” 
 
    “Yesterday,” she corrected me, knowing I wasn’t aware of how much time had passed. I glared at her again. She grinned, rolling her eyes. “Oh, alright. I’ll call her right now.” She then hopped up and disappeared up the stairs to grab her phone. 
 
    She was actually right when saying they might never find me down here. Not only did no one have a clue of where I was, but the entrance to her basement was well hidden behind a secret door in one of her closets. Even if the police showed up at her house, they’d never discover her secret lair. 
 
    I heard Freya begin to speak cheerfully as she was heading back down. “Hey Lily! So, umm, I need to tell you something. I sort of kidnapped your boyfriend, but I’ve decided to let him go. He–” She paused then, as a muffled voice on the other line started shouting. 
 
    Freya scoffed. “Well if you’re going to be such a bitch about it, then maybe–” She paused again. “Umm, excuse me? Bitch! Don’t even start with me. I’ll–” 
 
    I interrupted her. “Let me talk to her,” I snapped. She obviously didn’t play well with others. 
 
    Freya rolled her crimson eyes and then complied by walking over to me and crouching down to hold the phone up to my ear. She wasn’t even trying to be modest as she revealed she literally only had on the blue silk nightgown, and nothing else. It was hard not to look. 
 
    What she had going on down there was perfect – the epitome of female anatomy. And she was either well groomed or just naturally hairless everywhere except her head, eyebrows, and eyelashes. 
 
    “Lily,” I began, “I’m okay, but you need to calm down.” 
 
    “Calm down?!” She shouted in my ear. “I’ve never been so scared in my entire life! I didn’t know what had happened to you! And part of me was afraid you’d left me!” 
 
    I sighed. “Lily, I love you. I’ll never leave you. I promise.” 
 
    She was suddenly silent, and I could just barely hear her choke up a little. “I love you too,” she whispered. But then her voice grew hard. “I swear I’m going to fry that bitch! I thought she was my friend!” 
 
    I quickly interrupted her before she could continue. “Look, I know you’re upset, but let me handle this, okay? I’ve made a deal with her that benefits everyone, so there’s no need to fight over it.” 
 
    Lily was quiet for a moment, her voice suddenly icy. “What kind of deal?” She hissed. 
 
    I sighed again. “I’m going to let her drink my blood once a day.” 
 
    “Drink your...what?! Like hell you are!” She exclaimed. “If that bitch so much as lays another finger on you, I’ll–” 
 
    “Lily!” I interrupted her again. “Please just trust me, okay? I’m not going to sleep with her! I’m just letting her drink my blood. It takes her like two minutes tops.” Freya abruptly started running her free hand along the electric-blue silk clinging to her body, biting her lower lip as she stared at me seductively. I glared at her, trying to tell her non-verbally to stop. But she didn’t, instead just grinning as she slipped her hand in between her legs. 
 
    Lily was complaining again, but I was finding it difficult to focus. I finally closed my eyes. “Lily! Listen, I’m not going to cheat on you, but I’m doing this, okay? She’s not going to let me go unless I agree to it.” 
 
    “Fine! Do whatever you want! I’m still going to burn that bitch the next time I see her! And then I’m going to screw you so hard you’ll wish you could die! And I’m not talking about with my fire! I’ll wear you out until you’re begging me to stop!” 
 
    Damn. Why was that so hot? 
 
    “Umm…please do?” I said hesitantly. 
 
    That gave her pause. She was silent then for a few seconds, before finally replying. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I was just really worried about you.” 
 
    “I know, and I’m really sorry I missed your twenty-ninth birthday. I’ll make it up to you, I promise.” 
 
    She humphed. “You better mister! I was really looking forward to birthday sex!” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said sincerely. “I will make it up to you.” 
 
    Unexpectedly, the phone disappeared from my ear as Freya pulled it way. My eyes flew open to look at her, with her hand still in between her thighs. “Alright you two,” she said more to Lily than to me, “you can make up later. Lily, I’m sorry, okay? I’ll bring him back within the next hour.” 
 
    “Next hour?!” I heard Lily yell so loud I could even hear it. “Bring him back now!” 
 
    Freya just smirked and hung up the phone, setting it down on the concrete next to her. 
 
    I just stared at her in disbelief, not liking the mischievous look in her eye. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    8: And Then There Were Two 
 
      
 
    “Dammit Nick! Dammit! How in the hell do you keep getting your stupid bistin lodged in the ventilation system?! What. In. The. Hell?!” 
 
    “I’m sorry man. It was an accident. I can be super clumsy sometimes.” 
 
    I couldn’t even tell if he was being serious right now. I was too pissed to even look at him. He was definitely super something, and I knew clumsy wasn’t the right word. It was good we were alone in the breakroom, because I was seriously struggling to keep my anger under control. After a second, I finally glared at him. “What is this Nick? Seriously. Is it because we don’t hang out enough?” 
 
    He just shrugged. A telltale sign he might be doing this on purpose. 
 
    “I swear Nick! You better be glad my superpower isn’t lethal like Lily’s, because I would have killed you a hundred times over from just how pissed I am right now!” 
 
    He sighed, changing the subject. “So how’s that going anyway? I heard you’re banging her friend too.” 
 
    I just gawked at him. “Who in the hell told you that?!” I exclaimed in disbelief. 
 
    He shrugged again. “Word gets around. I think Dave saw the three of you together at the mall or something.” 
 
    I crossed my arms and glared at him. Of course, people would make ridiculous assumptions from something so unassuming as that. It was true that Freya had gone to the mall with us to get Lily a birthday present too, but that’s all it was. She wanted to try to make amends after kidnapping me. Apparently, they had been friends a lot longer than I thought. 
 
    A lot longer. Like, more than a decade. 
 
    Freya was actually Lily’s best friend, and had been since before Lily was twenty. 
 
    I scoffed at him. “Well, that’s a lie. Lily is the only person I’ve had sex with in over a hundred years.” Although, I wasn’t about to tell him that Freya generally pleasured herself when she was drinking my blood once a day. 
 
    I mean, since I wasn’t directly participating, I didn’t feel like that counted. I had promised her I’d let her drink my blood every day, so I had to do it. And it wasn’t like I could physically stop her from touching herself…or from touching me… 
 
    But I didn’t enjoy it. How could I when she was ripping out my throat? But I also couldn’t stop her from doing it. Her vampiric superpower made her a lot stronger than me, which is why she’d been able to kidnap me so easily in the first place. 
 
    At least she was respectful of my wishes now – sort of. After she had hung up on Lily, agreeing to bring me back in an hour, she promised it was the only time she was going to force herself on me – not literally though. Instead, she sat on me…so I couldn’t breathe… 
 
    Yeah, she was kind of a sadist. And sitting on my face really turned her on. 
 
    When she got there, it was probably the strongest I’d ever seen. Her body was spasming like crazy, and her screaming was excessive, to say the least. As was the cursing. I was glad I wasn’t capable of sleeping, because that was one memory I didn’t want resurfacing in my dreams. Just remembering being underneath her, her thighs squeezing my face…having my mouth covered up… 
 
    Not to mention the way she looked down at me. The passion in her eyes. I honestly wasn’t sure if it would be a nightmare or…well, or something else that made me ashamed to admit. 
 
    But she surprisingly kept that promise. She didn’t make me do anything like that again. 
 
    Granted, she always offered to reward me after she was done, but I declined every time. I knew Lily would be rewarding me soon enough, so passing up on the offer wasn’t that difficult, even if Freya was drop-dead gorgeous. 
 
    But Freya never gave up. She always asked me. And it became ridiculously obvious that she was also trying to groom Lily to get in on the action, but Lily wasn’t having any of that. And while I knew other guys might think I was crazy for not agreeing that ‘more was better,’ I was honestly alright with that. Lily was more than a handful on her own. 
 
    Literally. 
 
    More than two handfuls in fact. 
 
    Nick scoffed in disbelief. “You really went a hundred years without it?” 
 
    I sighed. “Yeah, man, something like that. I don’t feel like doing the math right now.” 
 
    “Huh. Kind of makes me not feel so bad.” 
 
    I eyed Nick suspiciously then. He was super nerdy, despite how strong he was, but I wasn’t stupid. I knew he had a girlfriend. Granted she was super nerdy too – and not the hot nerdy, but the kinda-gross nerdy. Her only attractive feature was her dark skin, but otherwise she was unappealing. “Okay Nick, what in the hell is that supposed to mean? You’ve got a girlfriend.” 
 
    He sighed. “Yeah, but we’ve never gotten past third base.” 
 
    I stared at in him disbelief, suddenly realizing that I’d been to third base with Freya, even if unwillingly. I tried to focus on what he was saying, instead of the recent memory that had been haunting me every day and night for the past few days. 
 
    Nick continued, shrugging. “I don’t know man. She wants me to marry her before she’ll go all the way.” 
 
    I just gawked at him. If he had a girl that wanted to marry him, then he should be hitting that up. It’s not like he had a ton of women stalking him with the way he looked. 
 
    “So, what’s the problem exactly?” I wondered seriously 
 
    “Well…” He hesitated, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m not sure if I want to tell you. I was kind of hoping you’d be more understanding if you were banging Lily’s friend too.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You’ve got a side-chick Nick?! Are you kidding me?!” 
 
    He shrugged again. 
 
    Damn. I didn’t realize nerdy-Nick was such a player. 
 
    But damn. 
 
    Hearing that bit of information about my friend was like a sucker punch in the gut. Surprisingly, it kind of upset me to find out he was cheating on his girlfriend. Ironic, considering my situation. But I really wasn’t a cheater. I had never once cheated on a girl who I was with, which was saying a lot after over two centuries, even if I hadn’t seriously dated anyone in the last century. This situation with Freya was the closest I had come. 
 
    Which is why it took me a second to realize that Nick wasn’t who I was really upset at. 
 
    Realizing that I’d made it as far with Lily’s friend as Nick had made with his girlfriend caused me to feel horrible. Because it made me feel like I really was cheating, even if I wasn’t consenting to the situation. 
 
    Dammit. 
 
    I wasn’t sure if there was much I could do about my current situation, but I needed to at least put some effort into preventing something like this from happening again. If I had just mentioned to Lily that my immortality needed to be kept a secret, then none of this would have happened. Granted, the two of them had been friends for so long that it probably would have come out eventually, even if I had told her. 
 
    Still, I needed to tell her soon. Like, no later than tonight. Otherwise, the next situation that came up might not turn out so well. 
 
    Lily was still upset about the agreement – after all, it had only been a few days – but she didn’t direct her anger towards me. Oddly enough, she didn’t exactly direct it toward Freya either. It was obvious she was pissed, but she didn’t try to ‘fry her ass’ like she had suggested she would. 
 
    Still, she made it clear she was unhappy about the situation whenever it came up, though she also didn’t dwell on it all the time. In fact, it was easy to forget she was angry sometimes, because she wasn’t pissed about it non-stop. 
 
    Which only made me love her more. 
 
    I was used to women letting their anger dictate everything about them, but Lily could still laugh, joke, and have a normal conversation even when she was angry. I knew it was probably from her being required to control her emotions due to her superpower, but it didn’t stop me from appreciating that aspect about her personality. 
 
    We had quickly settled into a slightly different routine after that fateful day. 
 
    Since I basically lived at Lily’s house now, her place being fire-proof whereas mine was not, we drove back and forth to work together. Lily and I socialized about work as usual on the way home, and we had dinner together shortly afterwards. However, now that Freya was in the picture, I typically headed over to my house to meet up with her before going back to Lily’s place for the night. I lived about twenty minutes away from Lily, so the round trip was about an hour. 
 
    Sex with Lily also got a little more interesting because of the new arrangement. Rather than pushing me away, she drew me in closer. Suddenly, she was all about pleasing me, focusing on what I wanted – as if she wasn’t already fulfilling my every desire already. I suspected she was worried Freya was going to steal me away from her. But, again, I really wasn’t a cheater. And there wasn’t a personal alive who could make me willingly give up Lily. 
 
    I wasn’t sure there was a woman alive who was sexier. 
 
    Well, except Freya, which was a little bit of problem that she was so hot. But I was with Lily first, so she took priority, and always would, as far as I was concerned. 
 
    That night with Freya turned out uneventful as usual. She politely asked me a little about my day and I politely shared. However, I didn’t pry into her life. I didn’t want to know. I was afraid getting to know her more would make me start liking her, and I took emotional cheating just a serious as cheating sexually. 
 
    By the time I got back to Lily’s place, I had already figured out which story I would tell her in order to make my point about not sharing my immortality. I had a ton of examples, but there was one in particular that I figured would hit home for her. Especially since I had basically disappeared for almost two decades. 
 
    I waited until after we had sex to bring it up. 
 
    Unfortunately, her reaction wasn’t what I was expecting. 
 
    “Wait, what?” Lily exclaimed. “You spent seventeen years encased in a statue of Rixsus?! Isn’t that the Panysian god of male fertility?” The orange colors of her irises were shifting wildly like eclipsed suns, which of course meant she was either upset, excited, high amused, or aroused. I couldn’t tell which at the moment. 
 
    I sighed heavily, hoping she was upset on my behalf. I should have known better. I leaned back against the headboard of her massive bed, not wanting to remember the horrible memory. But Lily needed to know why keeping my immortality a secret was so important. I still couldn’t believe I had never told her. I would have thought that after sleeping with her for almost six months, it would have come up. 
 
    But nope. I had been too busy focusing on other things that came up. So, it completely slipped my mind, much to my regret. 
 
    “Yeah,” I admitted, resting my hand on her thigh. She had moved next to me to lean against the headboard too. “It was about a century ago. There was this villain who could create concrete with his body. He found out I was immortal and thought it would be funny to create a living statue.” I sighed again. “Ironically, I was freed when a super-couple were using the statue for their extracurricular activities. Needless to say, they were surprised when I popped out after breaking it.” 
 
    Lily’s eyes were glowing bright orange now, a subtle smirk on her face. Shit, that definitely wasn’t the reaction I was going for. If she was even remotely concerned about my wellbeing, she was doing a terrible job of showing it. “That’s horrible,” she said, soundly completely insincere. 
 
    “Hey, it’s not funny!” I sneered. “I couldn’t breathe for seventeen years! You don’t even know what that’s like!” 
 
    She was immediately apologetic. “I’m sorry. I wish I had known. Then we wouldn’t have to put up with that slut.” 
 
    I glared at her. I didn’t like the situation either, but they had been friends for a really long time. “Calling your friend a slut isn’t very nice,” I chastised. 
 
    Lily immediately crossed her arms over her voluptuous chest and humphed. “I’ll call her what I want! I’m still considering frying her ass.” Her hair lit on fire then as if to illustrate her intention – an automatic manifestation of her sincere annoyance. 
 
    “Come on Lily, calm down. I really don’t feel like being scorched to the bone right now. It was kind of a rough day at work.” 
 
    “What? Because you found out Nick is a man-whore?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I mean, I just never expected him to be the cheating type. He’s got a side-chick on top of his girlfriend who wants to marry him.” And apparently I had side-chick too, even if Freya and I weren’t doing anything sexual anymore. I tried to focus on Nick. “Not to mention it’s so shocking considering how hideous the guy is. I mean come on, the average nerd looks like a male model in comparison.” 
 
    Lily tapped her chin with her finger, the fire on her head having died out. “Maybe it’s because he’s got super-strength. I’m sure that has perks in bed.” 
 
    I glared at her again. “Don’t even go there. I do not want that visual.” 
 
    She made a fake gagging sound as she replied. “Yeah, actually I don’t either.” She then unexpectedly ran her hand along my chest. I thought she was showing me affection until she pinched me, hard, with a glare. “This Freya situation better not turn into you having a side-chick, or else I’ll fry your ass!” 
 
    I smirked at her, despite the guilt in my heart. “Trust me, you’re a handful all on your own.” I then reached up to illustrate what I meant, causing her to grin and lean in for a kiss. 
 
    When our lips touched, it reminded me again why being immortal wasn’t so horrible after all. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    9: When the Plan Backfires 
 
      
 
    “Is it really so bad if I sit on your face?” Freya asked me seriously, with her arms crossed over her black leather jacket. We were alone at my place, standing in the hallway leading to my bedroom. She was getting ready to rip my throat out to feed. 
 
    But first, she wanted me to address this issue. She continued. “Lily told me you were once trapped inside a statue for seventeen years. So then, how is me suffocating you for a couple of minutes so horrible?” 
 
    I just stared at her in shock. 
 
    Really, I was more surprised that Lily had told Freya about the statue story, but then realized my girlfriend didn’t know about the face-sitting incident. If anything, Lily probably told her because she thought it was hilarious. After all, they were best friends, even if she was still a little pissed at her. 
 
    I tried to swallow the sudden lump in my throat as I answered. “T-That’s not the point! Lily would kill us both!” I then paused, realizing the irony in my statement. “I mean, she would at least probably dump me.” 
 
    Freya leaned up against the wall with a sigh, her arms still crossed. “She doesn’t have to know silly.” She then flashed me a mischievous grin. “And you realize I’m only humoring you by asking, right? I could do it if I wanted, without your permission.” 
 
    I abruptly took a step back. “Hey now Freya, you promised it was just going to be that one time.” Not that I had agreed to it in the first place. She had me chained to the floor. 
 
    She shrugged, holding up her black nails to examine them. “I may have lied.” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    How was it that every time I tried to fix a problem, I always ended up creating a new one? I forgot to tell Lily to not share my secret, only for it to get me kidnapped by this hot vixen, only for me to tell Lily a story to illustrate the importance of keeping my secret, only for it backfire on me! 
 
    I tried to stay firm. “Freya, do you want to drink my blood or not?” 
 
    She abruptly glared at me, the amusement gone. “Don’t threaten me Sam. I’ll still kidnap you again if I have to, and feed on you fifty times a day like I promised!” She then paused, before adding. “And sit on your face too!” 
 
    I held her crimson gaze for a few seconds, before dropping my head. My tone expressed my defeat. “Are you going to do it before or after you rip out my neck?” 
 
    I refused to look up at her, but I could hear the smirk in her voice. “Good boy!” She replied cheerfully. She then paused as she considered it. “After. Definitely.” 
 
    I sighed, suddenly feeling light-headed. It wasn’t that I was completely opposed to this arrangement, but that was the problem. I was slipping further and further into cheating territory, and I didn’t want to lose Lily. I had honestly never been so in love with someone in my entire two-hundred and nineteen years of existence. 
 
    But the problem was, Freya was right. I couldn’t stop her from doing it, nor could I stop her from kidnapping me again. Which meant, there really was no point in fighting it. 
 
    Freya abruptly walked up to me and began running her fingers through my hair, sending shivers down my spine. She was only about four inches shorter than me, an inch shorter than Lily. The difference was barely noticeable unless they were standing next to each other. 
 
    I closed my eyes to continue not looking at her. “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “It’ll be our little secret, and of course I’ll reward you afterwards if you want.” 
 
    I shook my head. If she was going to get off on me that was one thing, but it would be full-on cheating if I started enjoying myself too. And I definitely wasn’t going to do that to Lily. 
 
    Freya sighed heavily. “Alright then. Have it your way.” She leaned in then, turning her head to rest her lips against my neck. 
 
    I flinched automatically, waiting for the pain. I kept my eyes closed tightly, because even as attractive as she was, I didn’t enjoy watching her mouth reshape. Seeing her jaw widen to a horrifying size and her teeth turn into daggers, just before she bit me, was almost traumatizing. Like a real-life horror movie that I couldn’t run away from. 
 
    So my eyes remained closed as her lips touched me, because I didn’t want to see it again. 
 
    But the pain didn’t come. 
 
    Instead, Freya began gently kissing my neck, occasionally running her lips along my skin. 
 
    I gasped. “What are you doing?!” I exclaimed. 
 
    She pulled away and pouted. “Chill out. I just wanted to show you some affection. I feel bad that all I ever do is drink your blood and pleasure myself, and you get nothing in return.” She then glared at me when I grimaced. “It was just a kiss, so stop acting like I’m trying to screw you!” 
 
    “Well, you’re certainly screwing with me!” I snapped. I then winced when I realized the multiple meanings that statement could hold. 
 
    Dammit, this was messed up. Screwed up. Whatever. 
 
    She huffed in annoyance. “You’re impossible!” She then reached her hands up and grabbed the sides of my face. “Fine then! Have it your way! I’ll rip out your throat and suffocate the hell out of you afterwards! Happy?!” 
 
    She didn’t give me time to answer though. 
 
    Her jaw widened, her teeth elongated, all just before she went for my throat with enough force to take a normal person’s head off. 
 
    Damn, I needed to remember never to piss her off again. 
 
    After she was done eating, she dragged me into my bedroom to make good on her promise. Technically, I was going to go willingly since there was no point in struggling, but she was obviously still pissed. Which meant she was rough about it. 
 
    I wasn’t exactly sure why she was so upset, but she didn’t seem like she was in the mood to talk right now. 
 
    She slid off her jacket and then began tearing my clothes off. Which wasn’t even necessary considering what she planned on doing. But nope, apparently humiliating me was a part of the process. Not that I was embarrassed by being naked in front of her, but rather it was more like a show of power. She could do what she wanted, and I was helpless to stop her. 
 
    Which was certainly true. 
 
    She made short work of her clothing too, sliding her shirt and pants off without tearing them, followed quickly by her bra and underwear. 
 
    How nice of her to be considerate of her own clothing. 
 
    Freya shoved me roughly on my bed and climbed on top of me. I just let her do it, keeping my expression impassive. I wasn’t going to hate her for doing this, but I also wasn’t going to make her think I was enjoying it either. 
 
    I laid there like the sex toy I felt like while she got herself off on me. She grabbed fistfuls of my hair and roughly pulled me into her, but her orgasm was different than the last time in her basement. It was probably because she was angry, but she didn’t even seem like she enjoyed it. I mean, I was sure it felt good, but she was silent the whole time. There was no expressive moaning or cursing like usual, like when she got off from touching herself. Just complete silence. 
 
    When she was done, she climbed off me and turned away to get dressed. I sat up and watched her, feeling awkward about just how absolute the silence felt. Once she was finished dressing, she walked straight out of my room without saying a word, without even a glance back. 
 
    I cleaned up the mess, got dressed, and then headed to Lily’s place, trying to keep it out of mind. 
 
    But the next day, Freya didn’t try sitting on me again, nor did she pleasure herself digitally like usual. We made it to my bedroom at least, but after she drank my blood she silently walked out like the previous day. 
 
    And then it was the same the day after that. 
 
    By the third day, the situation was weighing heavily on my mind. I didn’t want to think about it, but I was really bothered by her reaction. I almost wanted her to go back to getting off on me, but I knew this was just a part of being in a relationship – I had to deal with the consequences of rejecting another woman. I just wished I didn’t have to see her dejected posture every day too, although the idea of potentially not seeing her caused me grief just thinking about it. Which I knew was a step in the wrong direction. 
 
    On the fourth day, a full week after the kidnapping, she finally seemed to have returned to normal. 
 
    When she touched herself while drinking my blood I was so relieved it almost hurt. I would have sighed from the release in my shoulders if I had been capable of it, but her dagger-like teeth made that impossible at the moment. 
 
    I was so happy when she got there that when she turned to leave I asked her a question I had been avoiding since this had started a few weeks ago. “Hey Freya, how was your day at work?” I didn’t even know what she did for a living, but I figured I might as well find out. 
 
    She gave me a funny expression when she turned towards me, but then her face became neutral. “It was fine,” she said quietly. 
 
    And then she walked away. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    10: Another Immortal Super 
 
      
 
    The real problem with immortality isn’t the fact that you can’t die. It’s the fact that you must live. Or more specifically, it’s the fact that you must live, while you watch everyone else die. 
 
    You live forever…and no else does. 
 
    Or at least, almost no one else. Which is how we ended up having this conversation a couple weeks after Lily’s birthday. Much to my chagrin. 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about this,” I said quickly to Lily. “It’s depressing.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement, but she continued anyway. “Sam, it is what it is. And besides…we already talked about it.” 
 
    I gawked at her. “Are you kidding me?!” I didn’t like where this was going at all. I had to admit the thought had crossed my mind ever since I found out how old Freya was a few days ago, but I tried not to think about it. Lily had said she had old friends, but I never would have believed in a million years that she was referring to Freya, who looked like a hot, sexy, twenty-three year old. 
 
    Lily crossed her arms and leaned back in her chair. We had just finished having dinner together when she decided to bring up this thrilling subject. Her expression abruptly darkened slightly. “Freya admitted what she’s been doing to you after she drinks your blood.” 
 
    I slammed my head into my hands, mortified. Completely, absolutely, totally mortified. Because the day after I had asked her how work was, she had started sitting on my face again. Passionately sitting on my face. And while I wasn’t actively participating, I also didn’t lay there like a limp doll either. I at least had my hands on her thighs. 
 
    It had been a full week now – a week full of facesitting. So, I couldn’t say anything to Lily in response. I didn’t know what to say. 
 
    Lily continued. “And she’s agreed to stop…” 
 
    I looked up at her in shock, before becoming abruptly suspicious. “On what condition?” I asked hesitantly. 
 
    She sighed again, readjusting herself in her chair. “Well, really it’s not even a condition. It’s more like just realizing what’s going to happen. I’m going to die eventually, and she’s probably…not.” 
 
    I slummed down in my chair, feeling depressed all over again. “I told you I didn’t want to talk about this,” I finally whispered. “I don’t want to think about it.” I glanced up at her then. “You’re still really young. We shouldn’t even be thinking about that for another six or seven decades at least.” 
 
    Unexpectedly, she gawked at me. “You’re really going to stay with me that long?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I mean, yeah.” 
 
    “Even when I’m old?!” She exclaimed. 
 
    I glared at her then. “Seriously Lily, you and I both know they have drugs to keep you looking young. Plus, by then they might have actually developed a true anti-aging pill – one that actually keeps you alive longer rather than just maintaining the appearance of youth.” I smirked at her then. “Not to mention, I’m almost eight times your age.” 
 
    She smirked at me. “Old man.” 
 
    I grinned back at her, lifting the bottom of my shirt to show my abs. “I bet you’ve never seen one who looked like this!” 
 
    Lily allowed herself to gaze longingly at my muscled torso, before sighing and looking away. I lowered my shirt, realizing she wasn’t done with this conversation. 
 
    Sighing in reservation, I leaned forward to rest my chin on my hands, my elbows on the table. “Look Lily, I don’t even know if I’ll want her in seventy years.” 
 
    She immediately gave me a look. “Oh, don’t kid yourself Sam. Even I can admit she’s smoking hot.” 
 
    Okay, she had a point…but still… 
 
    “Why do we even need to talk about this?” I finally asked. “I mean, obviously you won’t care what I’m doing in a hundred years, as much as I hate to admit it, so why even bother thinking about it?” 
 
    She sighed, leaning forward to mimic my posture and hold my gaze. “Because, I love you. And I guess I just want to make sure you end up with someone who will take care of you.” 
 
    I grimaced. “Ugh, Lily that is disturbing on so many levels.” 
 
    “But it’s the truth,” she retorted somberly. “And even though Freya has her…quirks…she’s still inherently a decent person. Believe it or not, before she kidnapped you, she had been feeding from blood-bags for over two centuries. In fact, I’m pretty sure she hasn’t killed a person in at least a hundred and fifty years.” She then made a face, as if what she had just said wasn’t exactly true, but she didn’t want to clarify. 
 
    I decided to ignore the expression. “Yeah, well, I’m sure she was too busy screwing them instead,” I said harshly. 
 
    Lily abruptly sat up straight, surprising me. “Sam…Freya’s a virgin.” 
 
    I gawked her. “What in the hell? You can’t honestly tell me you believe that!” 
 
    She shrugged. “She showed me when I didn’t believe her. Granted, that was a while ago but–” 
 
    “What in the HELL?!” 
 
    “Sam,” Lily snapped, “when Freya gets horny, it first manifests as a desire to drink blood. Specifically, blood from a person – blood bags don’t satisfy the desire for some reason. Which means she literally can’t have sex with a normal person, because they would be dead long before her body would allow her to attempt sex.” 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Was she being serious? I mean, I supposed she was. I vaguely recalled Freya saying something similar, but I didn’t realize the extent of it. 
 
    Actually, now that I thought about it, Freya had indicated that it was nice to be with a man more than once, as if suggesting she had been with a lot of men before. 
 
    But then, if what Lily was saying was true, then that was a lie. Especially if she hadn’t killed anyone in at least a hundred and fifty years. 
 
    “Oh,” was all I could manage. What did someone say to that? No wonder Freya was so desperate to pleasure herself on me. I was literally the only person in existence who she could do anything with after she was done feeding. 
 
    That one realization suddenly shifted everything for me. 
 
    Everything. 
 
    I had made a ton of assumptions about Freya, largely based on how she interacted specifically with me. Just like I had done to Lily, ironically, for the first two months that I knew her. But knowing that one fact about Freya completely shifted my perspective of who she was. Because I now realized she was actually holding herself back way more than most people in her situation would. Especially given that she was three-hundred and fifty-seven years old. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Lily continued. “So, she’s promised to discontinue using you as her personal sex toy until after I’m dead.” 
 
    I nodded in understanding, but scoffed on the inside, because I didn’t believe that for a second. I knew for a fact Freya was a liar. She wasn’t going to stop sitting on my face, whether she told Lily she was or not. 
 
    Although I wasn’t about to say anything. 
 
    Especially not now. 
 
    Especially not since I knew Freya was a virgin, having gone her entire life unable to satisfy such a foundational desire. 
 
    Dammit. Hell if I was going to stop her from doing what she wanted with me. 
 
    And…I silently realized I was probably going to tell her that too. I figured she deserved as much. 
 
    I slowly got up from the table to kiss Lily goodbye for the next hour. I normally would have already left to meet Freya at my place, but Lily had wanted to talk about this first. I wasn’t sure why she chose now to discuss it, but I supposed it made sense for her to fill me in before I saw Freya next. Otherwise, the vampiric vixen might have her own take on the agreement, conning me into doing something Lily wouldn’t approve of. 
 
    When I got to my place, Freya was already in the driveway waiting. I walked into the house silently, with her close on my heels. I wasn’t sure what was her mind, but I certainly knew what was on my mind. I was hesitant to bring it up though. 
 
    Finally, when I was sitting on my bed, with Freya standing in front of me in her leather jacket. I finally blurted it out. 
 
    “Are you really a virgin?” 
 
    She had just been leaning in towards me, getting ready to rip out my throat. She immediately pulled away, looking mortified. I had never seen her crimson eyes look so embarrassed and vulnerable. 
 
    “N-No!” She exclaimed. 
 
    I crossed my arms. “Seriously Freya? Don’t lie to me about it.” Her reaction pretty much confirmed it though. If it had been an intentional lie, then she would have said yes easily. Instead, she was denying it…because it was true. 
 
    Unexpectedly, she dropped her head, looking straight down at the ground. Her eyes were wide…with fear. I suspected she didn’t like being vulnerable, especially not in front of me. 
 
    Despite my better judgment, I slowly reached out my hand and gently grabbed hers, holding onto it loosely. She abruptly looked at me in shock, her fingers trembling just slightly. 
 
    She then dropped her gaze again. “Yes…” She admitted in a whisper. 
 
    I sighed then, slowly pulling on her hand, drawing her in closer until she was barely an inch away. I looked up at her standing over me, examining her red irises, before leaning my head forward to rest against her chest while my arms slowly slid around her waist. And of course, she was wearing a pink silk blouse underneath her leather jacket. I wasn't sure where she got the idea that those two things went together, but I wasn't about to complain. I wasn’t exactly a fashion expert. 
 
    Surprisingly, she didn’t hug me back. She just stood there, trembling slightly in my embrace. 
 
    “W-What are you doing?” She finally managed. 
 
    I sighed heavily, pulling her even closer to me. I pressed my knees against the sides of her legs too, holding her as absolutely as possible. 
 
    “Showing you affection,” I admitted. I found it amusing that the roles were suddenly reversed from when she had last tried showing me affection almost two weeks ago. 
 
    She hesitated, and then very slowly her hands slid up to my shoulders…and then moved up to my head, gently wrapping me in her own embrace, pulling my head tighter against her chest. 
 
    We stayed like that for a long time, to the point that I was convinced it was the longest length of time we had spent together since she had kidnapped me. Granted, even then she hadn’t stuck around for very long after she fed on me. 
 
    She was the first one to break the silence, not budging an inch. “T-Thank you,” she whispered in a shaky voice. 
 
    It only then occurred to me that I may have been the only person in her entire life who had ever shown her affection. Ever. In three-hundred and fifty-seven years. That was weird to think about, and it suddenly made me feel horrible for rejecting her when she tried showing me affection a few weeks ago. 
 
    When I didn’t say anything, she finally pulled away slightly to look down at me. “B-But why?” She asked hesitantly. 
 
    I looked up at her, still seeing the vulnerability there in her red eyes. “I guess…” I took a deep breath. “I’m just acknowledging the fact that it’s going to be you and me one day.” 
 
    Freya gasped, abruptly covering her mouth with her hand as her crimson eyes instantly filled with tears. I wasn’t expecting that reaction. Nor was I expecting her to literally fall down and start violently crying. 
 
    Holy shit! 
 
    What did I just do? 
 
    I just sat there helplessly as she cried at my feet. I hadn’t even the slightest clue what to do. So, like an idiot, I just sat there and let her cry. 
 
    Finally, after a few minutes, I wised up enough to reach down and begin stroking her black hair. She immediately grabbed a hold of me and pulled her head into my lap, wrapping her arms loosely around my waist. Although she had a fistful of the sheets in each hand, clasping it tightly. I suspected her vampiric nature and her emotions were just inherently connected. Which meant, she was trying to be careful not to hurt me with her ridiculous strength while her emotions clawed out of her so violently. 
 
    It was almost like she was in agony as she cried, her body shaking with sobs. So, I just gently continued to stroke her black hair while she soaked my pants with her tears. It was a good thing we were at my place, because I was definitely going to need a change of clothes before heading over to Lily’s. 
 
    It took Freya longer than I would have imagined for her to collect herself. So long, that I was surprised Lily wasn’t calling me up wondering where I was at, especially considering our earlier conversation. 
 
    Finally, Freya took a deep breath, and spoke up. “Do you really mean that?” She whispered. 
 
    I looked down at her in surprise. It took me a second to realize what she was talking about, since she had been sobbing for at least an hour. “Well, yeah. I mean, eventually at least. For obvious reasons.” 
 
    She nodded her head against my lap. She then was silent for a moment before taking another deep breath and standing up. “I’m going home,” she announced unexpectedly. 
 
    I just stared at her in shock. “You aren’t going to eat?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
    She shook her head. “Not today.” She hesitated. “That…was enough.” 
 
    “You aren’t hungry?” I asked, still baffled. 
 
    She sighed. “Don’t you remember me telling you I can easily get by with once a week?” 
 
    Oh, I guess I had forgotten about that. “Okay. So then, why the change of heart for today?” 
 
    She gave me a weak smile. “Because I would have willingly starved for a year just to have experienced your…” She paused. “Your affection.” 
 
    Well damn. If that’s all she wanted… 
 
    It took me all of two seconds to decide what I was going to do next. Which meant Lily was going to have to wait a little longer. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    11: A Turn for the Better 
 
      
 
    Showing Freya affection on a daily basis turned her life around in ways I never would have expected. It was at least meaningful enough for her to mark April 7th as a special day on her calendar. 
 
    I also finally decided to really get to know her, discovering that she was the owner of her own fashion company, Rosetti Fashion, responsible for designing an entire line of men’s and women’s clothing. Her employees of course had no idea the true nature of her superpower, since apparently she had filed the same paperwork to get herself removed from the public registry before I was even born. But her employees were very familiar with her bitter personality. 
 
    When her secretary found out about me almost a month after I started showing Freya affection, she called me up at work one day to sing me praises for almost an hour. I had a report due at noon, but damn the lady just wouldn’t shut up. She was telling me story after story of Freya’s normal behavior, contrasting it with how she was now. 
 
    “You just don’t get it,” the older woman said, after I had literally just assured her I did. “Being around her has been like having a psychotic zombie for a boss. She’s always been so dead emotionally most of the time, but when she does show emotion it’s often not pretty. It’s like you’ve brought her to life again! She’s just so happy and pleasant to be around now. She once…” 
 
    I began tuning her out again. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to know about Freya’s life, but the woman was beginning to repeat herself. 
 
    Granted, I had to admit it was interesting to discover that my actions had changed her public appearance so quickly. Because the things I had begun doing weren’t even that elaborate. I primarily snuggled with her, letting her curl up in my lap for a while after she fed. Ironically, that was one thing I pressed for – her continued feeding. 
 
    In fact, once we hit a week and she still hadn’t drunk my blood, I began to demand it. 
 
    “You need to keep doing it every day,” I told her seriously. “Otherwise, if Lily finds out we’re just cuddling, then she’s probably going to be pissed.” 
 
    “But this is enough,” she whispered quietly, glancing up at me with her red eyes. She was hesitant then…vulnerable. 
 
    I sighed. “What’s going on Freya? What’s the real reason you don’t want to?” 
 
    She glanced away as she thought about answering. After a moment, she did. “I need this,” she admitted quietly. “And I don’t want you to take it away.” 
 
    I reached up and gently ran my fingertips from her temple down to her jawline, before slowly running them along her full lips. “I won’t do that to you,” I replied. “Besides, don’t you remember that you’re doing me a favor by ripping out my throat?” 
 
    She nodded slowly. Hesitantly. 
 
    I sighed. “Let me show you.” 
 
    I slowly encouraged her to get off then, before I took her to my ‘torture room’ that was really just a large closet full of various devices designed for pain. I had long since torn out the carpet, revealing the concrete floor underneath. 
 
    Her eyes widened in surprise when she saw it. “You really hurt yourself every day?” She asked in disbelief. 
 
    I looked down at her, trying to maintain a cheerful composure. “Yep! So trust me when I say that what you do to me is a lot more fun.” At least that part wasn’t a lie. 
 
    I knew Freya was hungry, but I didn’t realize how hungry until she eagerly agreed and went for my throat without warning. Her facial transformation still shocked me even though I'd seen it so many times. However, I soon discovered her feeding to be a lot more tame than it had been previously. 
 
    Granted, that lasted all of a couple of weeks before my affection had unintentional consequences too. Freya surprisingly kept her promise to Lily during that time – she almost made it three full weeks – but before long she recontinued sitting on my face again with renewed passion. 
 
    And I didn’t complain for once. 
 
    The first time she did it again, we were laying in my bed with her entire body directly on top of me. At first, I just thought she was wanting to try out another snuggling position. I should have known her choice of clothing – or lack thereof – was a foreboding. She was wearing only a pink silk night-gown, complaining that she wanted to be more comfortable. 
 
    Was I really that stupid? 
 
    She spun around on me so fast I didn’t even see it coming, slamming her pelvis into my chin and unbuttoning my pants to rub her face against me. But the act itself wasn’t nearly as shocking as how rough she was. Not that it was unpleasant in any way. 
 
    She apologized afterwards, saying that she had never been so wet in her entire life. I had no doubt about that given the experience. But when I blurted out that it wasn’t so bad, she decided she was already needing to do it again. And again after that. 
 
    Was she trying to make up for the three hundred plus years she went without? 
 
    By the third day, I had to begin setting a time limit with her, much to her disappointment. 
 
    Since I had decided to begin getting to know more about Freya, I also decided I wanted to know more about her and Lily’s friendship. 
 
    Initially, in an effort to keep myself distant from her, I had tried to ignore the little details that slipped through in normal conversation. I knew they had known each other for at least a decade, but that was about the extent of the information I had already gathered. 
 
    Thus, about a week after Freya’s secretary called me, which was three days after Freya resumed her facesitting, I was planning on finally asking Lily more about their friendship after we got off work. Instead, she surprised me by sharing without prompt, as if she had read my mind. 
 
    Really, she was explaining because she had made plans with Freya, and was bringing me along for the ride. Plans that made me suspect there was a reason why Freya had been so wet the last few nights. 
 
    “Wait, Freya designs your clothes?” I asked Lily in disbelief. 
 
    We were riding in her car on the way to Freya’s office. I knew Lily wasn’t speaking about the professional clothing she was currently wearing. She was talking about all her fire-proof latex that she wore outside of work, including her underwear. 
 
    Lily shrugged, her eyes focused on the road. Her car could drive itself, but she insisted that she enjoyed driving, like myself. “Yeah, we’ve known each other since I was fourteen.” She glanced over, smirking at my gawking. “I was a young model with a unique problem then. While I could certainly wear any type of clothing, it was just too easy for me to accidentally destroy it. All I’d have to do is get too excited, or angry, and…you get the idea.” 
 
    “So wait,” I began, trying to wrap my mind around the idea, “did you seek her out, or the other way around?” I couldn’t believe they had known each other for almost fifteen years – half of Lily’s life. No wonder they had maintained their friendship after Freya kidnapped me. Obviously, Lily was well familiar with her friend’s eccentric tendencies, which meant she had probably long since accepted them. 
 
    “Both,” Lily admitted. “I had heard that she was working with the FRIL material in an attempt to make clothing, so I tried contacting her. When I couldn’t get a hold of her by phone, I instead tried showing up at her office, but the receptionist wouldn’t even tell her I was there. Freya has always had a lot of unwelcomed guests, given both her beauty and reputation for designing popular lines of clothing. After a while, I began losing hope, but then she unexpectedly showed up at one of my photoshoots. It turned out I was the reason why she had begun working with FRIL in the first place – she already knew my measurements since it was publicly available, so she hadn’t bothered trying to contact me until she was ready for her surprise.” Lily glanced at me again. “I cried when I saw her. Needless to say, she fired her receptionist even though the girl had technically been following her directions. I kind of felt bad about it, but Freya has always been hard on her employees. Often irrationally so.” She paused. “Granted, she always has a valid excuse for letting them go of course.” 
 
    Hearing that made me recall all the stories I’d heard from Freya’s secretary a few days ago, as well as the fact that I was the reason why she had transformed from the most heinous boss, to best boss, overnight. 
 
    Lily smirked at me as she continued. “She has the tendency to be impulsive too, which I’m sure doesn’t surprise you.” 
 
    No, that definitely didn’t, if her kidnapping fiasco was any indication. She could have ruined everything she had worked for with that one moment of indiscretion. It made me wonder just how uncontrollable her impulses were, and what effect that might have on us in the future. But I couldn’t think about that right now. I tried to focus on the conversation. “Huh…so FRIL…what does that stand for again?” 
 
    “It’s fire retardant industrial latex.” Lily replied simply. “Back then, it was only used in the industrial industry. The original material wasn’t glossy like my clothing, but Freya developed a method to give it the appearance of vinyl. That's why it took her so long to make me an outfit. She had to figure out a way to transform a somewhat crude material into what it is today." She grinned briefly. "No one realized they were sitting on a gold mine. Even though the clothing she designs for me isn't very useful for most people, a ton of women buy her handbags and other accessories that are guaranteed to survive a fire.” She smirked again. “Freya actually had me help advertise its usefulness before I got out of the modeling business.” 
 
    Since Lily had been a model, it surprised me that I had never seen her prior to working with her, but then I realized that the advertisements she was referring to were probably in digital magazines that I wouldn’t have touched in a thousand years. The kind that Nancy at work apparently read. 
 
    I sighed, glancing at Lily’s latex bra barely visible through the low-cut top of her navy-blue blouse. Every time I admired her body, I couldn’t believe I’d been so reluctant to try having a relationship with her. Granted, I knew I had reasons for that. Reasons I had yet to share with her, but I didn’t want to think about it at the moment. 
 
    Lily abruptly cleared her throat, more with the intention to let me know that she knew I was staring at her voluptuous chest, rather than asking me to stop. I grinned at her. “So, are you going to tell me why we’re heading to her office?” 
 
    She immediately gave me a mischievous look. “I told you it’s a secret.” 
 
    “Ah, come on Lily! Does it have anything to do with today being the fifth of May? I won’t tell her you snitched.” 
 
    Lily unexpectedly bit her bottom lip, before glancing down at my lap. “I’m not worried about you snitching,” she replied playfully. “If I tell you, then your reaction might give you away.” She then looked down at my lap again for emphasis. 
 
    I tried to swallow the sudden lump in my throat. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    12: Two Hotties and a Show 
 
      
 
    My own personal fashion show. I had really let my mind run wild the rest of the way to Freya’s office, prompting Lily to tell me their plans, since our vampiric friend was going to assume she had snitched anyway. I immediately apologized. “Sorry. I can’t help it that I’m a guy, and you’re both super hot.” 
 
    She sighed, rolling her eyes as we pulled into the parking lot. “I’m sure you’d love that, but I’m not into that sort of thing,” she reminded me. She then grinned. “Although, I will admit I’m not the only one modeling this evening.” 
 
    I stared at her in disbelief. “You really want me to watch her show off her body?” 
 
    She groaned at my one-track mind. “It’s a fashion show Sam!” 
 
    “And I’m a very healthy male!” I retorted. “You can’t honestly believe the clothing is going to be my only focus.” I scoffed. “I would normally never go to such a thing for that very reason.” I wasn’t sure why I was being so honest with her, knowing she might change her mind. But then again, I had always been fairly honest with her. 
 
    Thus far, she had refrained from asking how it was going with Freya, so of course I hadn’t told her that her friend had recently started sitting on my face again. Granted, I didn’t know if it was going to be a regular thing at this point. But I probably would have been truthful if she had asked directly. 
 
    Lily parked the car, and then held my gaze for a moment, evaluating my expression. I wasn’t sure what was on her mind, but after a few seconds she finally spoke. “I’m okay if you look at her,” she said quietly. “Just no touching.” 
 
    I gawked at her, feeling hesitant. “I didn’t realize fashion shows involved touching in the first place.” 
 
    She grinned. “Oh, this one will for sure!” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You’re going to turn me on in front of her? That’s so cruel!” 
 
    “To who?” She asked innocently. “You or her?” 
 
    “Both!” I exclaimed. “And I thought you said you weren’t into that kind of thing?” 
 
    Her grin widened. “I never said anything about her watching.” 
 
    Damn. She had a point. 
 
    Wait… 
 
    Shit! Was she serious right now?! 
 
    A tap on my window abruptly startled me. I whipped my head around to see Freya peering in with a look of annoyance. I followed her gaze, realizing she was looking at my lap. 
 
    “Lily!” She whined, her voice muffled by the glass. “It was supposed to be a surprise!” She then stomped her foot and pouted, her red eyes deceptively innocent looking. 
 
    I held up my hands in defense as Freya opened the car door. “Hey!” I exclaimed, deciding to lie. “I still don’t know what’s going on!” 
 
    Freya glared at me, her thin fingers wrapping gently around my neck, her voice cold. “Don’t lie to me Sam, or else I’ll force myself on you as punishment.” 
 
    I gulped, wondering in what universe anyone would consider that to be punishment. I supposed it wouldn’t be so great if she tore out my throat at the same time. Knowing her, she probably would, since her arousal always manifested as a bloodlust first. 
 
    Lily immediately cleared her throat. “Freya, we had a deal remember? Keep your paws off my man until after I’m dead.” 
 
    Freya smirked at her, a knowing look in her eye. “Oh, alright,” she said sweetly. “I’ll be good.” 
 
    Yeah right, if only she knew. 
 
    Freya then grabbed me by the arm and hoisted me out of the seat onto my feet. “You’re going to love this!” She said cheerfully. “I’ve made five new outfits for her, four of which are just for normal day activities, but I made a special one just for you!” 
 
    The fact that all Lily's clothing was made of colored FRIL made almost everything she wore seem seductive. However, the lump in my throat reappeared again, knowing what she really meant was that she had made something sexy for Lily for the bedroom. 
 
    Wow, this was going to be awkward. “And what about you?” I asked hesitantly, wanting to change the subject. “Aren’t you modeling too?” 
 
    Freya glared at me. “I knew you were lying,” she hissed. She then abruptly crossed her arms over her chest and sighed. She was quiet for a moment as her expression dropped slightly. “Yeah, I kind of wanted to show some new styles off as well. Really, it’s for Lily to give me her opinion, although I’d like yours too, if that’s alright.” She seemed vulnerable again as she glanced at me from the corner of her eye. 
 
    I nodded immediately, my hormones calming down some by her need for my approval. “Of course.” I then hesitated. “Although, I’m probably not the best person to ask about fashion.” 
 
    She shrugged. “All you have to do is tell me how I look.” 
 
    I smirked at her. “Still not going to be helpful then. You could wear a trash bag and still look amazing.” 
 
    Freya immediately grinned, leaning towards me, only for Lily to interrupt. She was suddenly at my side, ensnaring my arm against her large chest. “Okay Sam, enough compliments already. Too many and it will go to her head.” 
 
    Freya put her hands on her hips and humphed. “I’ve been starved for compliments all three-hundred and fifty-seven years of my life!” 
 
    Lily rolled her eyes. “Please. You’ve been starved for sex. You get plenty of compliments.” 
 
    “Umm…Lily,” I began, feeling uneasy about Freya’s death glare. “That’s not very helpful.” 
 
    Lily immediately tapped her chin, acting innocent. “Hmm, good point.” She then smirked at me again. “But she’ll get plenty from you soon enough.” 
 
    I stared at her in disbelief, knowing she was probably referring to after she died, which made me slightly depressed, but unexpectedly I found myself wondering if she had something else in mind. 
 
    Freya grabbed my other arm and together they led me inside to the building, which Freya actually owned. 
 
    Beyond the lobby, they led me down a hallway to a small auditorium. I was then forced to sit in a regular foldout chair while they disappeared to get ready. I tried to give them their privacy since I could technically still see them if I concentrated, but I had lived most of my life being good with my second-sight and I wasn’t about to start being inappropriate with it now. 
 
    When they returned, I discovered that a private fashion show apparently involved both touching and multiple lap dances from Lily. It would have been amazing were it not for the awkwardness of Freya watching every second of it. I honestly tried to go along with it. But even though Freya didn’t seem to mind, I couldn’t help but feel bad that Lily got something from me that I wasn’t going to offer her for a long time. 
 
    I knew I had already overstepped the line with Freya emotionally, now being willing to both show her affection and let her pleasure herself on me, but I still wasn’t about to abandon what I had with Lily by having sex with her friend. 
 
    Honestly, I had never been so conflicted in my entire life. At least, certainly not more than this situation with my two women. Because, how do you not care about the girl you will be with eventually? How does it not bother you to know she has to wait while you fool around with her best friend? Granted, I knew I was with Lily first, but Freya’s immortality was slowly making me realize there would eventually come a day when I’d been in a serious relationship with her longer, even if I stayed with Lily for a hundred years. 
 
    And that bothered me. A lot. 
 
    At the very least, even if Freya didn’t mind watching us, I didn’t like the idea of her potentially being secretly resentful that she couldn’t have me yet. And if there was even a sliver of that resentment in her, then I was sure her watching Lily give me lap dances wasn’t helping. 
 
    Of course, both women picked up on my lackluster response, so they devised a plan behind my back. 
 
    Lily and I were now alone in the small auditorium. I was still sitting on the foldout chair with Lily straddling my lap. She was wearing the sexy outfit, which was the big surprise. I had to admit…damn it was hot. It was definitely BDSM themed, with lots of shiny vinyl-looking straps in all the right places. It also included shiny thigh-high stockings and bracers over her forearms. 
 
    I had my hands gently resting on the slick material on her thighs, with a war waging inside of me between my hormones and my concern for my other love interest. 
 
    Freya had supposedly gone to change, saying it would take her at least ten minutes to get her outfits ready, but I knew better. When Lily went to kiss me, her smoldering orange eyes intense with just a hint of concern, I pulled away. 
 
    She immediately sat up straight, her chest swaying from the abrupt movement. “Okay, Sam. Seriously. What’s wrong with you? This was supposed to be fun.” 
 
    I sighed heavily. “I’m not trying to ruin it for you, but I just can’t do this stuff in front of Freya.” 
 
    Rather than being annoyed, she seemed understanding. “Look, I get it, but she wants to watch, and I’m okay with it too.” 
 
    I nodded hesitantly, staring at her blonde hair instead of her eyes. “And I’m glad you two have come to an agreement on that, but I would hate this situation if the roles were flipped. If I had to wait around for you while you screwed some other guy, it would kill me.” The moment I had said it, I perceived Freya shifting uncomfortably from her hiding spot in response to my words – if her unseen body language was any indicator, I had nailed it. 
 
    This was bothering her. At least to an extent. 
 
    Maybe for her, watching was better than nothing, but still… 
 
    At the same time, I realized Lily was about to comment on my immortality, since I had said it would kill me, so I held up my finger. “Hey, just because I can’t die physically doesn’t mean I can’t die emotionally. There are traumas even I can’t easily recover from.” 
 
    Shit! 
 
    I abruptly turned my head away, afraid I’d given away too much. I wasn’t ready to share my pain with her. I wasn’t ready to share it with anyone. The only reason I had survived all this time was because I was incapable of sleeping. If my body had the capacity to dream, then… 
 
    I shivered at the thought. Being awake was hell enough. 
 
    Lily watched my unexpected behavior carefully, noticing my pained expression. I suspected she wanted to ask about it, but she knew just as well as I did that Freya wasn’t really changing right now. “Well…” she said slowly, deciding to change the subject for the moment, “it’s just me and you right now, so let’s enjoy it while we can.” 
 
    “Ha!” I scoffed. “Nice try Lily. I can see Freya just fine.” 
 
    That got her attention, her expression shocked. “W-What?” She asked breathlessly. Freya reacted too, clearly deliberating if she really believed me. After all, I could be bluffing. But then she decided I was telling the truth, stepping out from her hiding place. 
 
    I gave her a smirk, only for it to disappear when I saw her expression. “What?” I asked hesitantly. “Why are you looking at me like that?” 
 
    She glanced at Lily briefly before returning her crimson gaze to me. “What do you mean you could ‘see’ me?” 
 
    I stared at her. Why were they both acting so weird about it? I tried to collect myself and act casual, shrugging. “Just what I said. I could see you.” When neither of them seemed satisfied with that answer I sighed heavily. “How do you think I maintained my sanity while being trapped in that male fertility statue for seventeen years? Even when I’m reduced to a skeleton, I can still see just fine. I don’t need my eyes for that. I never have.” 
 
    They were still both looking at me strangely. Finally, Lily replied, pulling my attention to her. “But that doesn’t make any sense Sam. If your superpower is immortality, you shouldn’t be able to see without your eyes.” 
 
    I shrugged again, not thinking it was a big deal. It was what it was. I tried to ignore my second-sight most of the time, but it was easy for me to see through walls or even into people’s bodies if I wanted to. 
 
    Abruptly, Freya spoke up again, her expression determined. “Lily, I’m going to use my third eye.” 
 
    I gawked at her in shock as Lily nodded and jumped off my lap. “T-Third eye?!” I exclaimed. “What are you talking about?!” 
 
    Too late. Freya took Lily’s spot, jumping on my lap as her forehead split straight down the middle, her skull reshaping slightly, and a vibrant red eye revealed itself. Except this crimson eye was shaped like a cat’s eye with a slit for a pupil instead of a circle. 
 
    “SHIT!” I screamed, just as her mouth reshaped too. She was suddenly one of the most horrifying creatures I’d ever seen. 
 
    Freya grabbed me by the hair, tilting my head back as she slammed her massive mouth into my throat. Her terrifying third eye peered directly into my soul. Drinking my blood seemed to activate its power. It glowed brightly just as Freya took her first gulp, the slit narrowing – focusing. 
 
    I wanted to tell her to stop, but I couldn’t speak with her dagger-like teeth digging in my throat. If she was doing what I thought she was doing, then I feared that she was about to discover all my darkest secrets. 
 
    I didn’t want her to see it. I didn’t want her to see my greatest torment. 
 
    She saw it anyway, as well as something else. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    13: The Curse of Immortality 
 
      
 
    Freya gasped, pulling away from me with blood dripping from her mouth. Her face quickly reverted to its normal shape, her horrifying third eye disappearing back into her skull too. 
 
    An entire orchestra of emotions played on her face as she processed all my thoughts and emotions over the last two hundred and nineteen years – well, almost two-twenty years since my birthday was coming up in July. 
 
    Finally, she settled on one emotion – my worst emotion, her face warping into such a tormented expression that it was painful to look at. She curled in against me, resting the top of her head on my chest as she began sobbing violently, her hands clinging to my shirt as she tried desperately to control herself. 
 
    I didn’t try to comfort her though, as my neck closed back up. I just sat there, trying not to react. Trying to remain emotionless. I didn’t want to feel what she was feeling – not again. 
 
    Lily had no idea what Freya had just experienced, but she didn’t hesitate to wrap her arms around us both. I just stared off into space, my eyes unfocused, trying to ignore them both. If I had learned anything over the last hundred and twenty-seven years…and forty-one days…and fifteen hours…it was to not feel. To turn myself numb. To severe that part of me. 
 
    Just as I did now. 
 
    There was a reason I used to have my torture sessions at roughly three in the morning every day – at least, before Lily and Freya. Physical pain was a great distraction from other forms of pain, as much as I hated to admit my training hadn’t only been for developing a higher pain tolerance for a little over a century. 
 
    Freya finally collected herself enough to speak. 
 
    “I’m sorry!” She pleaded with me desperately, her words barely coherent through her sobs. “I’m so sorry! Please forgive me! I didn’t know!” I tried to ignore her. It was painful just to hear the torment in her voice. 
 
    When I didn’t respond, Lily looked up at me with concern. “Sam,” she whispered, only wanting to get my attention, saying nothing more. 
 
    I glanced at her for a moment, holding her smoldering gaze. Surprisingly, her two eclipsed suns reminded me of all the reasons why I had barely thought about that horrible day in the last seven months. I sighed heavily, my tense muscles relaxing some. 
 
    “It’s fine Freya,” I said calmly. 
 
    She was trembling, so I finally wrapped my arms around her, pulling her slim body against me tightly so that she had to move her head to my shoulder. Lily rewrapped her own arms around us both again. We were then all silent while Freya continued to sob. Her body was limp in my lap, her legs on either side of my hips hanging loosely. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she finally whispered again. “Please don’t hate me.” 
 
    I squeezed her tighter, rubbing my cheek against her black hair. “I could never hate you Freya. You should know that.” 
 
    She nodded somberly underneath my chin. “I know. But still…I’m sorry…” 
 
    Lily spoke up then, again just saying my name. “Sam…” There was a hesitant 'want' in her voice. 
 
    I looked at her fully this time, watching the colors in her irises shift around like coals in a fire. It was surprisingly soothing to watch…surprisingly because… 
 
    I took a deep breath, focusing on her intently. I really didn’t want to share, but it wasn’t fair that Freya knew and she didn’t. Even if the sobbing girl in my lap only knew because she’d forced it out of me. 
 
    “Let’s just say,” I said hesitantly, “there’s a reason why I haven’t dated in over a century…” I took a deep breath. “And…there’s a reason why I let you specifically in my life…” 
 
    “Why?” She asked breathlessly, her voice almost inaudible. 
 
    I stared into her fiery eyes, as I replied slowly. “Because Lily…you’re fireproof.” 
 
    The shades of orange in Lily’s eyes shifted and swirled in a way I’d never seen before. I wasn’t sure what emotion she was experiencing, but clearly it was uniquely sparked by this situation. Her face certainly didn’t reveal what she was feeling. It turned impassive, with only her eyes showing that something significant was happening internally. 
 
    After a moment, she spoke again, barely above a whisper. Thankfully, Freya had calmed down enough that she was only sniffling occasionally, because otherwise I wouldn’t have heard. 
 
    “Who?” She asked simply, quietly. 
 
    I held her gaze while I continued to watch the colors churn in a noticeable pattern. Her face was so close to mine that leaning forward a few inches would place my forehead on hers. I tightened my embrace on Freya. “My daughter…” I broke her gaze, turning my face away, when I saw the pain in her eyes. 
 
    “She was only nine years old. I was holding her. I couldn’t protect her...” I closed my eyes, trying to prevent the tears from escaping. “I was right there. And I couldn’t protect her. I couldn’t stop it…” I didn’t want to remember, but it was too late for that now. My next breath was difficult to take. “Her screaming. The fear and pain in her eyes. It still haunts me. It kills me...everyday…” 
 
    My immortality came with the curse of a sharp memory. The more powerful the associated emotion, good or bad, the stronger the memory was. In this case…it was my sharpest memory. My worst memory. In a hundred and twenty-seven years it was still as fresh as if it had happened today. Time didn’t touch it. And nothing would heal the wound it had caused. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I paused again, trying to regain control of myself before I lost it. I had never shared this willingly with anyone. I couldn’t. I wouldn’t. Yet here I was telling them. I took another slow breath, keeping my eyes shut tightly, so I could finish. So I could get the rest over with. “My wife left me afterwards. She took her life. And…I couldn’t follow.” I sobbed. “She left me alone. To feel the pain alone.” I sobbed again. “And I’ve been alone…ever since.” 
 
    Freya wrapped her arms around me and rested her lips against my neck. When she spoke, I was confused at first, until I realized she was trying to validate my feelings. “Now I know,” she whispered. “There is no love more powerful than what you feel for a child, and no worse pain…than from losing one.” 
 
    For a brief second, her words sent a spike of agony throughout my chest. Because she was right. Only those who had children would truly understand the transformation that happens in your heart when you fall in love with your child. Truly, a love that was unconditional. 
 
    Truly, a love you’d give your life for. Without hesitation. As if there wasn’t even a choice. Because the choice was already made. You’d die for them without a thought. And yet, I couldn’t do anything. I couldn’t even die with her. With either of them. As messed up as I knew that was. 
 
    After a second, the sharp pain in my heart began to subside, and I took a deep breath, feeling my emotions finally stabilizing. After another minute, I found my voice coming easier, but I kept my eyes closed. “I was happy then. They were my life. My heart. And it was torn out in a night. In a fire…” I sighed. “Caused by a villain.” 
 
    Suddenly, I felt Lily’s grip on my arm tighten urgently. I finally opened my eyes and glanced into her eclipsed suns. Her expression was intense. “Please tell me…” She paused, looking distressed, before starting over. “Please tell me you didn’t try having sex with me to…” 
 
    Realization hit me. I suspected I knew what she was thinking now. That I had spent three hours every day getting burned alive by her as a method of punishing myself for what my daughter had experienced. 
 
    I quickly shook my head. “No.” I said firmly. “Trust me Lily, you were distracting enough to keep it off my mind.” 
 
    “I can confirm that,” Freya whispered, turning her head to glance up at Lily. “He really loves you, and he did it for you.” 
 
    Lily was immediately apologetic. “I’m sorry. I just...I’m sorry.” She looked away. 
 
    I wiggled my arm out from between her and Freya, so I could hug her too. I was unexpectedly reminded she was wearing her BDSM outfit when I touched bare skin on her back as I pulled her in close. I sighed heavily again. 
 
    Having them know. Having their touch. Their comfort. Their empathy. It was helping me. 
 
    While the pain was still actively there in my heart after sharing it, somehow their love was there too. Side-by-side, the two contrasting emotions were together. And, their love…it was slowly healing a wound I thought impossible to touch by any superpower, including my healing ability. 
 
    Was it possible that love was its own power? 
 
    As I felt it work through my heart, entering into my untouchable soul, I finally realized…it really was a power. 
 
    A power we all had within ourselves, to heal invisible wounds in others that nothing else in this world could touch. 
 
    It only took me a century to figure it out. I wished I had realized it sooner. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    14: The Blessing of Immortality 
 
      
 
    We were all quiet for a long time as we hugged each other. It wasn’t that no one had anything to say, but rather just touching was enough. It spoke volumes all on its own. I had no idea the right person’s touch could be so healing. Or the right couple of people, in this case. 
 
    After a few minutes, Lily got down on her knees to be more comfortable, since she had been forced to be bent over awkwardly. I hugged her head tight against my side, while Freya kept her lips on my neck, occasionally kissing me silently. 
 
    I was enjoying the hug so much, that it took me awhile to begin feeling weird about the situation, because Freya was the one straddling my lap whereas Lily was at my side. I felt like it was supposed to be the other way around. Not that I was about to complain about it in that moment. I was more content than I’d been in over a hundred years. 
 
    Finally, Freya sighed heavily and sat up straight, getting our attention. “Well,” she began, “I did discover a hint of why you can probably see without your eyes…” 
 
    I waited for her to continue, but she just stopped, looking away. Lily and I exchanged a glance. I urged her to continue. “And?” 
 
    She glanced up at me, her expression sorrowful. “Well…I’m not sure how it happened, but I think you’re a lich.” 
 
    I cocked my head in confusion. “A what?” 
 
    Lily was just as confused. “Yeah, what’s a lich?” 
 
    Freya sighed again. “Hypothetically, if such a creature existed, then it would be when someone bound their soul to a pendant or other object to obtain immortality. They would then be free to move from corpse to corpse, animating it as if it were their body. The only way they could die is if the object holding their soul was destroyed.” 
 
    I stared at her in disbelief. “I don’t wear jewelry Freya. And clearly I’m not a corpse.” 
 
    She nodded hesitantly. “Yes. But Sam, your earliest memory…I don’t think this body is the one you were born with.” I gawked at her. She continued. “You have a fuzzy memory buried deep within you where you shifted immediately from a really young age, like a baby, to an adult body. It happened in an instant.” 
 
    Now that she mentioned it, I knew what she was talking about. But it still didn’t make sense. I just figured I had amnesia or something early on. “Yeah, but I don’t wear jewelry.” I persisted. “Shoot if I had an object that held my soul, then it would have been destroyed a long time ago. I’ve literally been reduced to a skeleton before, even having my entire brain destroyed inside my skull once.” 
 
    “Exactly,” she whispered. “Because I think your soul is attached to the bones.” 
 
    Well…shit. 
 
    Was I a lich after all? Was this really not my original body? And was my soul bound to this body’s bones? Was that why it appeared to be impossible to shift my bones out of position? Was it why I could see without my eyes? The more I thought about it, the more it made sense. Although, the idea made me slightly uncomfortable. Granted, I still felt like this was my body, because I’d been in it for as long as I could remember. And I could remember a hundred and ninety-three years of my life, which was twenty-six less than my true age. Or I guess, maybe this body’s age… 
 
    Freya immediately grabbed my face in her hands in response to my expression. “It doesn’t change how I feel about you!” She said urgently. “I still love you!” Then, for emphasis, she leaned in and kissed me fully on the lips. 
 
    I gasped. I was more shocked that she had just declared herself for the first time while kissing me in front of Lily, rather than what she was telling me about potentially being a lich. I glanced at Lily, expecting her to be pissed, only to be surprised to see her expression shift from shock to determination. “Me too,” she announced firmly. “Even if this isn’t your original body, I still love you.” 
 
    Well, shit. 
 
    I had been expecting her to be irritated at Freya, not reaffirm her declaration too. 
 
    “Umm,” I started to say, suddenly feeling even more uncomfortable by the situation. I cleared my throat. “Maybe…we should get back to the fashion show…or something.” 
 
    “Nah,” Freya replied flippantly. “I think you need a little something more than what we originally had planned.” 
 
    I gulped. “And what’s that?” I wondered hesitantly. 
 
    She smirked at me. “I think it’s about time you take my virginity.” 
 
    I gawked at her in total shock, refusing to look at Lily. “Don’t even joke like that!” I exclaimed. But then I saw the determination in her yes. “Wait. Are you serious right now? Surely, you must be kidding.” 
 
    Freya shrugged, readjusting herself slightly in my lap as she looked over at Lily. “I mean, I’m already here.” 
 
    I finally looked nervously at Lily too, only to see her holding Freya’s gaze. After a few seconds, she sighed. “Fine. Just this once.” 
 
    What?! Shit! 
 
    “But I’m watching,” Lily clarified. 
 
    Shit, shit, shit! 
 
    I knew I had to make a decision, and fast, because there was no way this was happening without unforeseen consequences. However, Freya unexpectedly helped me move towards a decision when she grasped my face in her vice-grip and rested her lips against mine, slipping her warm tongue in my mouth. 
 
    And then Lily solidified my decision when she bent forward and started kissing my neck. 
 
    I chose… 
 
    To just let it happen. 
 
    And happen, it did. 
 
    After Freya screwed me at her office, while Lily watched and even helped a little towards the beginning, I discovered there were consequences after all. Everything appeared to be fine until Lily had an orgasm while watching us. After that, she became a lot more reserved, though she didn’t try to stop us. 
 
    She was fairly quiet on the way home too. I planned on asking her about it right away, but I had to first humor Freya’s questions about my past. 
 
    Even though her ability allowed her to see virtually all my memories, it was a lot to hold onto – like speed-reading a massive book. Especially so in my case, since I had so many of them. She was only able to really hold onto some of the strongest ones. 
 
    But apparently, she wasn’t fully satisfied with her lich theory and wanted to investigate the situation more. I didn’t think it mattered that much, but for some reason it was important to her. 
 
    Once Lily and I were snuggling in her bed, with her wearing one of her usual latex night-gowns, this one a dark pink, I finally decided to ask her about her obvious depression. “Is it about the lich thing?” I wondered hesitantly. 
 
    She shook her head, kissing my bare chest gently. “No,” she whispered. “I don’t care about that. If it’s true, then it doesn’t change the fact that you’ve had this body all your life. It’s basically yours anyway.” She sighed. “Plus, while I do think you’re hot, it’s really your personality that I fell in love with.” 
 
    “What. You mean it wasn’t my regeneration ability?” I teased, trying to lighten to mood. 
 
    She glared at me playfully. “You know I started liking you before I found out,” she countered. 
 
    I sighed, remembering that day well. I hadn’t wanted to admit it before we first started dating, but she had initially taken every opportunity she could to get to know me. And that was without knowing she could actually pursue it. Normally, she kept her feelings more reserved, but she started really liking me within the first week. 
 
    And the day she did find out about my regeneration abilities, she flipped out, before ramping up her attempts to get me to like her even more. It had never been just about sex for her – she had just assumed that telling me how she really felt would scare me away. She was used to most guys just wanting a casual sexual relationship and nothing more, so that’s what she tried offering. 
 
    Ironically, it was one of the many reasons why I pushed her away. I didn’t just want to be a notch on her belt, not having really thought about the fact that she didn’t even have a figurative belt to make notches on in the first place, since she couldn’t have sex with anyone else. 
 
    “So, then what is it?” I wondered curiously. “Is it because of Freya?” 
 
    Lily didn’t answer, instead turning her face into my chest. 
 
    Well, that was a yes. “Are you afraid I’m going to leave you for her?” I asked quietly. 
 
    She slowly looked up at me, her fiery orange eyes churning slowly. Her expression was vulnerable. “You won’t, right?” 
 
    I nodded. “Of course I won’t Lily. I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too,” she whispered. But I realized that wasn’t the issue when her mood didn’t seem to improve. Finally, she blurted it out. “It was the sex.” 
 
    I stared at her in disbelief. “Lily,” I began slowly, “you could have said no. I only let it happen because you said it was alright.” 
 
    She buried her head in my chest again. “I know,” she whined softly. “I was okay with it when I was horny. But after I got there…” 
 
    Realization hit me. “Oh,” I said simply. Once her hormones had disappeared, she wasn’t okay with it anymore. Of course. I should have known, because she had told me repeatedly she wasn’t into that kind of thing. But her hormones, along with that specific emotional situation, had given her just enough of a shove to give the green light – only to regret it afterwards. I doubted I would have ever been okay with it if the situation were reversed, but I still understood how she felt. I sighed. “I’m sorry Lily. We won’t do it again.” 
 
    “But that’s what I’m worried about,” she said softly. “You can’t stop her from doing it again. She’s too strong. And too hot for you not to react to her.” 
 
    I knew it was foolish to argue about it. She was right. “Then I’ll talk to her,” I promised. I then hesitated, feeling bad about my next statement. “I do have some leverage over her behavior now.” 
 
    She glanced up at me curiously. “You do?” 
 
    I nodded slowly. “Please don’t be mad about it, but I started showing her some affection in little ways, like giving her hugs. She really needed it.” Lily nodded slowly in agreement, seeming alright with the idea. I continued. “And when I first started doing it, she didn’t feed for an entire week because she was afraid I’d take it away from her.” 
 
    “Wait,” Lily said cautiously, sitting up a little, “then what did you do for a week?” 
 
    I looked away. “We just snuggled. I realize that wouldn’t usually be alright, but…” I quickly glanced at her, evaluating her reserved expression. “Please don’t be mad. She just wanted me to hold her. She really is starved for that kind of thing.” 
 
    “No kissing?” She wondered hesitantly. 
 
    “No, I swear. It was really just snuggling.” Which was true, even now. We basically never kissed. I also wanted to add that she didn’t even start sitting on my face again until just a few days ago, but decided not to push my luck. Granted, I’d probably have to talk to Freya about that too, before Lily found out and blew up. I just hoped Freya would actually listen without me having to push the affection card too far. I didn’t want to be mean to her, but Lily was my girlfriend after all. Even if Freya sort of was too, in a weird way. But Lily was definitely the alpha calling the shots. 
 
    Lily relaxed a little and readjusted herself on my chest. “That’s fine,” she said quietly. “Hugging, snuggling, and of course her drinking your blood. That’s all okay with me.” 
 
    I nodded, deciding I needed to change the subject before she started clarifying what wasn’t okay. “So are we alright then? Is there anything else I can do to help?” 
 
    She sighed and shook her head. “I’ll be fine.” 
 
    “But you still don’t seem fine,” I commented. “Honestly, you seem really depressed.” 
 
    Lily slowly ran her hand along my chest as she thought about it. “Maybe I’ll make her watch next time so we’re even.” 
 
    I abruptly leaned back to gawk at her. “Wait. What?! You’re kidding right?!” But nope. She just stared at me hesitantly. I couldn’t believe her. “How is that different?” I asked seriously, completely baffled. 
 
    She shrugged innocently. “It just is. I don’t mind her watching – I already told you that – just not participating.” 
 
    I smacked my forehead with my hand. I’d been alive for a couple centuries and I still didn’t fully understand women. I guess there was no hope for the average guy who only got a hundred years at most. 
 
    Granted, most women were seemingly inconsistent in other ways. Usually sex was straightforward, unlike how it was with Lily. 
 
    I sighed heavily. “You realize Freya will probably end up taking control of the situation and tell us what to do to turn her on, right?” 
 
    Lily blushed, biting her bottom lip. “Could spice things up a little.” 
 
    I smacked my forehead again. Dammit, what had I gotten myself into? 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    15: Making Everyone Happy 
 
      
 
    Freya was surprisingly understanding the next day. We were at my place standing in the hallway on our way to my bedroom. She leaned up against the wall, as she often did when we stopped to talk, crossing her arms over her leather jacket. 
 
    “I figured as much,” she admitted when I told her how Lily felt about the sex. “I should probably call her and apologize. I actually thought about it yesterday, but wasn’t sure if I should wait.” 
 
    I sighed in relief. “Thanks Freya. I realize this is probably hard on you, so I appreciate it.” 
 
    She shrugged. “Having you inside is great, but I really like sitting on you. A lot.” 
 
    I groaned. “Freya…” 
 
    She abruptly held up her finger. “Now, don’t even go there Sam. I’m sitting on your face whether you like it or not. I know you’ve been through a ton of shit in your life, even stuff you probably haven’t told Lily, but you have no idea what it’s like to not be able to enjoy yourself with another person. Certainly not for as long as I have.” 
 
    I sighed, knowing she had a point. I turned away from her to lean my entire back against the wall and stare up at the ceiling. It was obvious she wasn’t going to budge on this issue. Part of me was okay with that, and part of me wasn’t. Why did I have to be so ethical? Really, I was just afraid of the consequences if Lily found out. It’s not like I had any family alive who cared what I did with my life. 
 
    Unexpectedly, Freya was wrapping her arms around mine, clinging to me. I looked down at her as she hid her face against my arm. Her voice barely came out in a whisper, pleading with me. “Please don’t take it away. I need it.” 
 
    “How about a compromise then,” I said hesitantly. She looked up at me cautiously as I continued. “I can’t promise that she won’t change her mind, but Lily seems to be completely alright with you watching us.” 
 
    Freya’s eyes widened. “Oh!” She exclaimed, before pausing. “Really?” 
 
    I nodded. “She even said she’d let you tell us what to do to each other…if you want.” 
 
    She just gawked at me for a second, before a huge grin rapidly appeared on her face. “Well, shit! Hell yes! Sign me up! Shoot, if she’ll let me do that, then I can get over the facesitting thing.” 
 
    Well, damn. I guess there was a way to make everyone happy after all. 
 
    But damn, this was going to be weird. 
 
    Freya continued, getting more excited by the second. “Oh shit Sam! That just made day! Damn! Now I can’t wait! Forget about me drinking your blood, let’s go over to her place right now!” She was already tugging on me, forcing me down the hallway without waiting. 
 
    “Freya! Wait! You should at least talk to her first!” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll call her on the way,” she announced firmly. “That way she can get ready.” She then squealed in excitement. “Shit, this is going to be fun!” 
 
    I groaned internally as she shoved me into her car. Hypothetically, this might turn out alright, but I wasn’t ready for any more unexpected problems coming from it. 
 
    “Can we just take this slow please?” I asked quickly before Lily answered the phone – Freya was already calling her through the car’s system with the volume turned all the way up. 
 
    “Oh Sam, don’t be a wuss. You’ll be just–” She stopped midsentence when Lily answered. “Hey! I’m bringing Sam over to your place right now. He told me it was okay to watch!” 
 
    I was sure Lily was going to be mad, especially when she was silent for a moment. I heard her sigh. “Just please no touching Freya. I know that’s selfish of me, but–” 
 
    “It’s alright Lily. I promise. And I’m sorry about yesterday. I won’t do it again.” 
 
    Lily took a deep breath. “Okay…” She paused. “What do you want me to wear?” 
 
    I gulped, shifting in my seat. 
 
    “The outfit I made for you of course!” She said excitedly. “Sam will be putty in your arms by the time I’m done with the two of you! You will not regret this!” 
 
    Shit, I couldn’t believe this was happening. I must have discovered a way to dream after all. 
 
    Lily hesitated before responding. “Umm…I’d rather it be the other way around, if that’s alright.” 
 
    Freya paused as she considered what her friend was saying. “Oh! You want Sam to be the dominate one! Then I’ll have you eating out of the palm of his hand!” She squealed again. “Hurry up and get ready Lily! Because here we come!” 
 
    I deliberated briefly on whether or not she meant that literally. It could easily go both ways. 
 
    “Okay Freya,” Lily whispered. “I’ll do whatever you say then…just don’t have him be too rough…” 
 
    “That’s mistress to you Lily!” She scoffed. “And Sam’s your master! You got it?” 
 
    Lily hesitated, her voice trembling. “Yes mistress.” 
 
    Shit, what in the hell had I gotten myself into?! 
 
    Apparently something great. 
 
    I had no idea that my sex life with Lily could get any more interesting. But damn, did having Freya give out orders make it stimulating. And even more strange, after the first time it became super normal feeling – the awkwardness completely gone. 
 
    By the second day, it was as if we’d been doing it all along. 
 
    And Freya loved every second of it, because now there wasn’t a time limit. She could get off as many times as she wanted, knowing I wasn’t going to tell her that it was enough for today. Her only limitation was that she couldn’t touch us, but that didn’t stop her from enjoying herself by a long shot. 
 
    The entire extracurricular activity turned into just one long foreplay until Lily was too tired to continue. In which case, Freya laid down with her amongst the latex sheets when she passed out – their faces barely inches apart, though they didn’t touch. Freya probably knew better than to actually snuggle with Lily or else she might get kicked out of bed. 
 
    Alternatively, I sat on the other side of Lily, definitely touching her, while watching anime on my tablet. Granted, if I was being completely honest, sometimes I just stared at the two of them as they slept, mesmerized by what I saw. Neither of them bothered changing, leaving Freya half naked and Lily always in something super sexy. 
 
    Damn, I was in heaven. And here I thought such a thing didn’t exist. 
 
    Everything seemed to be going great at first, but that’s when the other problems started. 
 
    By day three, Nick was sitting me down to demand I tell him my secret. He was pissed that I had been so annoyed with his situation when clearly I was doing the same. We were in the breakroom eating lunch when he dropped the bomb on me. 
 
    His small arms, looking deceptively weak, were crossed over his chest in annoyance. “Okay Sam, spill it! How in the hell did you get Lily and her friend into a threesome?!” 
 
    “Shh!” I said in surprise, gawking at him. I quickly glanced around, seeing that we were definitely not alone. At least it was only Nancy. She kept to herself most of the time, hardly speaking to anyone. I glared at Nick. “Who in the hell told you that?” I demanded, not about to admit he wasn’t far off. 
 
    He scoffed. “Dave overheard Lily talking to her friend on the phone yesterday.” 
 
    Dammit Dave! 
 
    DAMMIT! 
 
    I was going to end up killing Dave for spreading all these stupid rumors! Even if this one wasn’t technically a rumor… 
 
    I mean, could I even call it a threesome? It was more like a three-way relationship – a polyamorous relationship. And Freya wasn’t even allowed to participate, being more like a sex coach than another girlfriend. Not to mention there was definitely nothing inappropriate going on between her and Lily, which was kind of a necessity for a threesome. 
 
    That was one fact I was confident about – Lily was never going to be interested in doing something sexual with Freya. 
 
    And I was perfectly fine with that. 
 
    I gathered my thoughts, trying not to appear too livid as I crafted a lie. “Well, that’s not true. Sure, we hang out a lot, but it’s not like that.” 
 
    Nick wasn’t convinced. “Dave mentioned that Lily called her friend ‘mistress’ and said she was looking forward to playing again tonight.” 
 
    Shit! 
 
    I supposed Lily and I needed to have a talk about trying to keep the foreplay more private. I cleared my throat. “Nick, let’s be real. Life is never that great. Dave’s a liar and we both know it. He takes little things and blows them up into something they’re not.” I paused. “Like with the whole mall thing? Yeah, it was Lily’s birthday and Freya wanted to get her a present too, so we just all went together. See? Completely harmless.” I sighed, trying to act disappointed. “And this ‘mistress’ business? Let’s be real. That’s just too good to be true.” 
 
    Nick nodded somberly, seeming to finally believe me. “Well shit, Sam. I was hoping you could help me out with my problem.” 
 
    Despite my better judgment, I sort of, kind of, maybe a little, felt bad for Nick, even though his situation was totally his fault. “Okay look,” I began. “Let’s say that hypothetically it were to happen eventually. For one, that’s going to end up being their decision, not mine. There’s no way I would be able to get them to go along with it. And second, I’m not screwing Lily's friend behind her back.” 
 
    Nick nodded slowly. “So what you’re saying is, I need to introduce them to each other, so they can become friends…and then plant the idea that maybe it could be something more…between the three of us.” 
 
    I just gawked at him. How in the hell did he get that from what I just said? “Sure Nick, whatever man. Just don’t get yourself killed.” 
 
    He grinned at me. “Thanks buddy! You’re a great friend!” 
 
    I shook my head in disbelief. “Just don’t blame me if you end up single again. Or dead. Honestly, I think you should just marry your girlfriend, Camila, and move on with your life.” 
 
    Nick scoffed at me. “Aw, come on man. You can’t tell me you haven’t fantasized about the two of them together.” 
 
    I shrugged. I mean, I guess he wasn’t wrong, but still. “I wouldn’t risk what I have going on with Lily to pursue that though. You’re basically jeopardizing a great thing for a tiny chance that it could be better. Seems kind of stupid to me.” 
 
    Nick sighed heavily. “Yeah, okay. I hear you. I’ll think about it.” Satisfied that the conversation was over, I began standing up. Nick held out his hand to stop me. “Oh, and hey. I, umm…got my bistin stuck in the resonator again.” 
 
    Shit! Dammit Nick! 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    16: A Mysterious Past 
 
      
 
    After lunch, Freya surprised me by calling me up at the office. It was unlike her, since I had a cellphone and she certainly had my number. 
 
    “Sam,” she began, her tone serious. “I just got off the phone with your boss. You have the rest of the day off. I’m coming to pick you up.” 
 
    “W-What?” I stuttered in shock. I quickly lowered my voice when Nick peaked around the corner two seats down. “Why did you do that?” I asked seriously. “I could have called off myself. I have several hundred hours of vacation time saved up.” 
 
    “Oh,” she said in surprise. “I just didn’t want you to get in trouble for leaving in the middle of the day.” I realized she had a point. Even if I did have the time saved up, I could still get written-up for leaving short-notice without a valid reason. She continued. “I told your boss that you were joint owner in my business, and that normally it wouldn’t interfere with your work, but that a financial emergency has come up that needs your immediate attention.” 
 
    I gawked at my computer screen, trying to process what she was saying. Why not just say a family member had died? Or that she was pregnant with my kid? Well, I guess I didn’t have any family that I knew about, and my boss knew I was dating Lily. “And that worked?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered over the phone. “In fact, your boss was very impressed to find out that we worked closely together.” 
 
    I groaned silently, hoping he wasn’t going to end up trying to get me to hook her up with him. Considering the effort my boss had put into making sure that Lily could work here, including the extra sprinkler system, I had no doubt his willingness to let me off the hook for the day didn’t have ulterior motives. I would have rather been written-up than have to deal with that shit. 
 
    “And what about Lily?” I wondered. 
 
    “Lily already knows I’m coming to get you. I’m sorry that it couldn’t wait, but we need to talk immediately.” 
 
    “Okay,” I agreed. “I’ll see you soon.” 
 
    The first thing I did after I hung up the phone was say goodbye to Lily. I bent over beside her so we could whisper. It was difficult not showing her affection, but we had to maintain a certain level of professionalism while we were at work. “So I guess Freya’s picking me up.” I said quietly. 
 
    She nodded, her orange eyes churning slowly. “Yeah, she already told me. Seems important, whatever it is.” 
 
    “Why aren’t you coming?” I wondered. 
 
    She shook her head. “I’d love to Sam, but people would think we were just going off to have sex or something.” 
 
    Or something? I wondered what the something would entail. 
 
    I shrugged, considering the situation. “Maybe we should get married so we can use the ‘family emergency’ excuse without seeming weird.” 
 
    Unexpectedly, her eyes started writhing rapidly as her face lit up. “Really?!” She said way too loud. 
 
    I stared at her in surprise for a second. Why was she so excited? “Lily calm down – you’re going to explode.” 
 
    She bit her lower lip as she tried to control herself. The fire swirling in her irises was just barely staying caged. “Sorry,” she whispered. “But you really want to marry me?” 
 
    Oh. That’s why she was reacting that way. I had been thinking about it for a while now, but I supposed we hadn’t talked about it yet. Still, I didn’t feel like she should be so surprised. I had been pretty committed from day one. I shrugged again, not wanting to push her over the edge while at work. This was definitely a conversation we needed to have in private. “We’ll talk about it later,” I whispered. “I just wanted to say I love you before I go.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement, but her bottom lip pouted out anyway. “Okay.” She sighed. “I need to focus on this right now anyway.” She gestured to her computer screen. Then, her expression abruptly seemed concerned. “I just hope everything is alright with Freya. She seemed really worried about something.” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, it must really be urgent.” I was thoughtful for a moment. “Speaking of her,” I lowered by voice even more, “you might want to keep your phone conversations more private. Apparently, Dave overheard you talking with Freya in a suggestive manner.” 
 
    Lily abruptly gave me a death glare, though I knew it wasn’t really directed at me. “Imma kill Dave,” she hissed. “That man gossips more than a little school girl.” She huffed out a sigh of frustration. “Stupid above-average hearing. Most useless superpower in the world – all it does it cause problems.” 
 
    I chuckled, unable to stop myself. “I love you baby. Try not to kill anyone today.” 
 
    “I love you too,” she whispered. “I’ll see you after work.” I could tell she wanted to lean in and kiss me, but this wasn’t the place for it. Showing affection to each other wasn’t worth risking our jobs, though neither of us were hurting for money. I knew I personally could probably go at least a hundred years without working, even after having paid off the rest of the debt Lily had for her specialized implants. 
 
    Once I got down to the first floor, I only had to wait for a few minutes before Freya was pulling up in her orange convertible with the black top up. Ironically, orange was her favorite color, which is why she became interested in Lily in the first place almost fifteen years ago. Her orange eyes had captured Freya’s attention, making her curious. It was all downhill from there. 
 
    As I slid into the dark leather interior, Freya looked happy to see me, but there was a slight concern creasing her forehead. “Hi,” she said slowly. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I wondered, hearing the worry in her voice. 
 
    “I just…” She bit her bottom lip. “Are you up for coffee right now?” 
 
    I blinked at her in surprise. Surely, she didn’t just get me out of work for a date. “Sure,” I said hesitantly. I paused. “Why are you so flustered?” 
 
    She shook her head, putting the car in gear. “I’m just worried about how you’ll react,” she finally admitted. 
 
    “To what?” I wondered cautiously, feeling the car accelerate much faster than necessary. 
 
    “To the things I found out about your past.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said simply. Could the things she discovered really be that bad? That urgent? 
 
    From the stressed look in her eyes, I realized it really must be. I reached my hand out to place it gently on hers over the gearshift. She liked to drive without the autopilot too. She looked at me warmly by the small gesture of affection. It seemed to help settle her nerves a little while we made our way to a coffee shop across town. 
 
    At first, I wasn’t sure why she’d choose a location so far away from where I worked, but I did notice that it was very close to where she lived. Maybe she was just more familiar with the area? 
 
    It was obvious she didn’t want to talk about her news on the way, so I made small-talk instead. I told her a little about my day. I also mentioned the situation with Dave, suggesting her and Lily be more careful about what they said over the phone. She thought it was hilarious, laughing abruptly, but agreed. 
 
    It was nice to see her laugh, but that crease between her brow reappeared just as fast as it had disappeared. I wanted to reach out and massage it away, but decided to run my fingertips along her thin forearm instead. That also seemed to help a little. 
 
    Once we arrived, Freya and I purchased coffee and sat outside at a black circular table underneath a dark green umbrella. The sun was shining brightly, and the sky was bright blue – a beautiful day in May. Despite the warmer temperature, she was wearing a black leather jacket with a red V-neck blouse underneath, largely because her body didn’t react to the heat like a normal person. 
 
    While she felt normal to the touch, it took a lot for her to feel uncomfortable in almost any kind of weather. Her body somehow maintained a steady temperature without sweating or shivering, thereby allowing her to dress purely for fashion rather than need. 
 
    She also wore a necklace that separated into a multitude of thin gold chains resting on her milky upper chest, as well as black dress-pants and leather boots. Gold buckles adorned both her jacket and boots in strategic locations, making her overall outfit seem elaborate despite its simplicity. Her red blouse especially made her red eyes pop, even more so when contrasted against her black hair and black jacket. 
 
    Being in the middle of the day, there wasn’t anyone else outside at the coffee shop, leaving us relatively alone. She had scooted her chair over to sit adjacent to me, with two manila folders in her hands. 
 
    She took a sip of her black coffee and then opened the first one, looking through some papers for a moment. 
 
    I was briefly more interested in her cup, rather than the folders. “You drink coffee?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
    She looked up at me then, her crimson eyes slightly confused. “Yeah? That surprises you?” 
 
    I shrugged, taking a sip of my own, which had plenty of cream and sugar, unlike hers. “I just figured it was a prop or something. I’ve never actually seen you eat anything. Well, except…” 
 
    She nodded then, seeming to understand as she glanced down at the pages again. “Eating normal food doesn’t provide my body with any nutrition, but I can still do it if I need to.” 
 
    “Then why force yourself now?” I wondered seriously. “You don’t need to pretend for me.” 
 
    “Oh,” she looked at me apologetically. “Sorry. I actually like coffee. It’s one of the few things that tastes good to me, other than…you know.” 
 
    I nodded. “Good to know, in case I ever want to do something nice for you.” 
 
    She smirked at me, but there was still that crease of worry in between her slim eyebrows. She abruptly changed subjects. “First,” she began, “I need you to sign here.” She placed the folder in front of me, with the pages turned back to the second to last one. 
 
    “What’s this?” I wondered. 
 
    “It’s your agreement to be a limited partner in my business – I wouldn’t make up an excuse like that to your boss only to risk you getting in trouble if he found out it wasn’t true.” When I just gawked at her, she seemed to misinterpret my expression. “You won’t be responsible for any debts or anything,” she reassured me. “That responsibility only falls on the general partner, which is me of course.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do that,” I finally managed. “It’s your business.” 
 
    She shook her head. “But I want to share it with you.” 
 
    “But why?” I wondered. “It’s worth a lot of money. I wouldn’t feel right taking part-ownership in it when I haven’t done anything to earn that honor. You’ve worked hard to make it what it is today, whereas I haven’t done anything all.” 
 
    She sighed and leaned back in her chair, taking another sip of coffee. “I’ve put a lot of thought into it, and I’ve decided that I want something official to mark our relationship. I can’t marry you right now, since you can only legally marry one person for tax reasons – otherwise, people would abuse the tax system. So, this is the next best thing I have.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said simply. I wasn’t expecting that. “So…this is basically a marriage proposal then?” 
 
    I was expecting her to smirk at my joke, but she didn’t. Instead, her brow furrowed even more. I saw a little bit of that fear again I had seen a month ago – a fear that I’d reject her. This wasn’t a joke. She was being completely serious. And she knew enough about my financial situation to know it wasn’t like she was making me rich overnight. She knew I was somewhat wealthy from when I used to take on significantly more lucrative jobs years ago. 
 
    I didn’t need her money, which meant she knew full well that I had only one reason to accept this proposal – if I was accepting her, and acknowledging what we had together. 
 
    “Does Lily know?” I wondered absentmindedly. “Or are you planning on keeping this a secret? She didn’t say anything before I left.” 
 
    “She knows about this.” She gestured to the paper. “And she’s fine with it of course. She’s already given her blessing on our future relationship – you know that.” 
 
    I cringed slightly, only because it reminded me of Lily’s mortality. “But?” I wondered, trying to hide my reaction. 
 
    “She doesn’t know about the other stuff I have to talk to you about.” She sighed. “If it were only this, then I could have just invited you out for lunch, or even waited until this evening.” 
 
    “Are you sure you want to do this now then? I feel like this should be a happy thing, but it’s being ruined by whatever else you have to tell me.” 
 
    “Then you’ll sign?” She wondered, looking suddenly hopeful. 
 
    I smirked at her. “If it’s what you want, then I’d be happy to.” 
 
    She grinned, her concern finally disappearing. “Okay!” However, as I began closing the folder, she stopped me. “I would still like you to sign right now though, so I can get this paperwork filed. We can celebrate the occasion at a later date.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. If you’re sure?” 
 
    She nodded once eagerly, so I went ahead and filled out my name on that page and then the next. Her brow furrowed again as she closed the folder and traded it out with the other one. “Next up is your past,” she said as she set it down. “We have a lot to talk about, starting with your parents.” 
 
    She hesitated, evaluating my expression briefly. Then, with a deep sigh she opened it up, revealing the image of a beautiful young woman with extremely dark skin. She looked to be in her mid-twenties. “I think this is your mother.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    17: Connections and Obsessions 
 
      
 
    I stared at the image for a long few seconds, not seeing even a slight resemblance between me and the young woman in the photo. For one, she had extremely dark skin, black hair, and dark brown eyes. She looked like she might be from the middle east, though I couldn’t be sure. 
 
    Alternatively, I was extremely pale, with blue eyes and light brown hair. There was no way this woman was my mother. 
 
    “How do you figure?” I finally asked when Freya didn’t start explaining on her own. 
 
    “It’s a complicated story,” she admitted. “But remember that I said I didn’t think this body was your original one, right?” 
 
    “Oh. Yeah that’s true. You think I’m a lich.” I sighed. “Okay. Well, you have my full attention, and we have all afternoon.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement and took a deep breath. “This woman’s name is Amira Rahal. When she was twenty-four years old, she had a son named Samad who I think is actually you.” 
 
    “But what makes you think that?” I wondered. 
 
    “Well, because of Samad’s implied ability. There’s no actual record of what his ability was, however I think the name is indication enough because Amira Rahal’s superpower was ability identification. I think she named her son Samad for a reason – more than just because she liked the name.”  
 
    “And?” I prompted when she paused. 
 
    “In Arabic, Samad means eternal.” She said simply. 
 
    “Oh, okay. I think I see where you’re going with this.” 
 
    She nodded. “If I had to guess, I’d say the true nature of Samad’s ability was some form of astrakinesis – the ability to manipulate his soul and even attach it to another person. If that’s true, then he is the only super in existence who has that type of ability, which is partly why I think it might be you.” 
 
    I looked down at the photo as she spoke, trying to see the woman as my mother. She was super pretty. If she really had been the person who gave birth to me, then I would have been proud to have such a beautiful woman as my mom. I started to wonder how she eventually died when Freya’s words finally sank in. “Wait. Partly?” I wondered, looking back up at her. “There are other reasons why you think this is me?” 
 
    She nodded. “I found an old article with her name in it.” She pulled it out as she spoke. “It’s one of the few pieces of evidence regarding her and her child, and it’s the most important in its connection to your current body.” 
 
    I looked down at it, eager to solve the mystery, as she pointed at the list of those who had died in a villain attack. Sure enough, both Amira Rahal and her infant Samad were listed among the dead. I felt a twinge of sadness, realizing my potential mother had died young. I couldn’t return my gaze to Freya just yet as I tried to swallow the sudden lump in my throat. “So then, you think that’s when I switched bodies?” 
 
    I saw her nod in the corner of my eye. “Yes. When your life was in danger, you switched into a body that happened to have the superpower of regeneration, thereby giving you a permanent body.” 
 
    “But how did you figure this out?” I asked, finally looking up at her again. 
 
    “I did a search on your name – Sampson Archer, and just combed through the results looking for clues.” 
 
    “Oh,” I glanced down at the article again. “Then that means I’m mentioned here as well?” I wondered. I then clarified. “Or at least the name of this body is mentioned?” She pointed to the spot for me. 
 
    After a second of reading, I felt like someone had punched me in the gut. Suddenly I couldn’t breathe. 
 
    “I’m…” I couldn’t speak. “This body…” I took a deep breath. “This is my father’s body?” I finally managed in disbelief. 
 
    She nodded somberly, speaking quietly. “Seems that way. They were never married, and your father’s name was never put on Samad’s birth certificate – otherwise there would have been a record that you had been married and had a kid back then. However, the fact that Samad could be shortened to Sam suggests that Amira may have wanted to discretely name you after your father.” 
 
    I shook my head, still unable to accept that it was true. “But what happened to my father then? Did I kill him when I took over his body? Did I switch places with him?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” she whispered. 
 
    I continued to speak, my mind filling with questions. “And why didn’t he marry her? Why wasn’t he on the birth certificate?” 
 
    “Actually,” she said, perking up a little, “I was curious about that last part too, so I investigated her family. She was from a wealthy Arab household with very traditional roots. If I had to guess, it was probably because her family didn’t approve of the relationship. Not only did she have a highly sought-out ability, but she was gorgeous. I did find one article announcing her arranged marriage to an Arab prince, but the trail runs cold after that. There’s no mention of it being called off.” 
 
    I nodded silently, seeing how that might have worked out. Her family probably disowned her if she refused to concede to the arranged marriage. It’s possible she didn’t include my father’s name on the birth certificate to keep him safe. After all, just because he could regenerate didn’t mean he was incapable of dying. 
 
    There was no one else immortal like me. 
 
    Well, other than Freya of course. All her vampiric abilities relied on blood-drinking to work, but she was the closest there existed to someone being like me…with the added benefit of being really strong and having heightened senses. 
 
    When I didn’t say anything, she continued. “But I think your father really loved her,” she whispered. “And you too.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe. I guess it doesn’t matter now though.” 
 
    She sighed heavily again. “Well, it might matter after you hear the next part.” 
 
    “There’s more?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
    She nodded, taking another sip of her coffee. “Sam, we’ve got a lot to cover. This is just the beginning of it.” 
 
    I sat back in my seat as I considered that. “You must really like me to put so much effort into all of this.” 
 
    Unexpectedly, her expression became vulnerable and she looked away. 
 
    “I’m not saying it’s a bad thing,” I clarified. 
 
    Freya took a moment to collect herself and then nodded silently, reaching out to flip to the next page. Her eyes were reserved now, with just a hint of fear. 
 
    I quickly grabbed her hand in mine to get her attention. She froze instantly, like she was paralyzed by my touch. “Freya,” I whispered, gently rubbing my thumb over hers. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    She held my gaze for a moment before looking away again. Her voice was barely above a whisper as she spoke. “I do my best to control myself, but I have a horrible tendency to be impulsive…and…” She took a deep breath and then held it. 
 
    “Freya, you can tell me. What are you afraid of?” 
 
    She finally let her breath out with a long sigh. “A lot of things,” she whispered. “Rejection mostly. Afraid you’ll hate me, or find me repulsive.” 
 
    I smirked. “Freya, I’ve seen you at your scariest and yet I can still safely say that you and ‘repulsive’ are two planes of existence that don’t touch. And hate you? You kidnapped me, and did some pretty shady things while you were at it, yet I didn’t even hold a grudge for a full minute.” 
 
    “Which is hard for me to understand,” she admitted. “Even after seeing your memories. Most people aren’t like that.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement. “I’m not most people though. I’ve lived so long that I just stopped worrying about most things. It’s really difficult to offend me, and honesty you’ve never even come close despite everything.” 
 
    She tightened her grip on my hand underneath hers, but was quiet as she considered that. “As I said, I have the tendency to be impulsive – it’s why I kidnapped you even though I risked ruining everything I had built.” She paused. “That, and…” She bit her bottom lip. “I also have the tendency to become a little…obsessive.” 
 
    “Oh,” I sat up straighter. “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay?” She asked in disbelief, looking at me again. 
 
    I shrugged. “I mean, can you elaborate on that? Is your obsessive nature fickle? Do you switch from one obsession to the next? And how exactly does it relate to me?” I cleared my throat. “I mean, I assume it must be related to me, since you seem…well, like you’re afraid you’re going to scare me off.” 
 
    She nodded hesitantly. “I am afraid,” she said quietly. “Because it’s not fickle. When I become obsessed about something…or someone…” She took a deep breath. “It doesn’t just go away. Like…ever.” 
 
    “Oh,” I paused as I considered that. “I guess that’s good for me then.” 
 
    She blinked at me a few times. “Are you serious?” 
 
    “I mean, I guess it means you won’t cheat on me, right?” 
 
    She leaned forward and pressed her forehead into her free hand, with her elbow on the table. She looked like she was going to pass out. 
 
    Now I was confused. “Did I say something wrong?” 
 
    She just shook her head. “First, I can’t do that anyway, remember? And second…” She sighed, before seeming to give up on an elaborate explanation. “Yes, basically that means I won’t cheat on you…even if I could.” Her gaze intensified then. “It’s sort of like being infatuated, except it never goes away. Like imprinting for a duckling.” 
 
    I grinned at her, hoping to lighten her mood. “So who’s the duckling here, me or you?” 
 
    She shook her head in disbelief again. “I’m a hundred and thirty-eight years older than you Sam. What do you think?” 
 
    My grin widened. “Yeah, but you’re the one imprinting, not me.” 
 
    A smile finally touched her lips. “So you want to be the dominate one, is that it?” 
 
    I let go of her hand and held both of mine up defensively. “Hey, I never said that. I’ll gladly be the duckling. Or cub, or whatever.” 
 
    Her grin matched mine for a few seconds, before her amusement faded and she looked back down at the folders. 
 
    I sighed heavily. “Is this stuff really so important?” 
 
    “You don’t think it is?” She asked in surprise. 
 
    “I mean, it’s all in the past. Like, two-hundred years ago. I do my best to focus on the present, avoiding the past entirely and only loosely considering the future.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement. “I can understand that, especially considering the horrors your past holds…” She paused when I made a face. “Sorry again,” she whispered, referring to her forced mind-reading with her third eye. 
 
    I grabbed her hand again. “Difficult to offend me, remember? Besides, you made it up to me afterwards.” 
 
    “If you say so,” she replied, sounding doubtful. 
 
    “What else is there?” I asked seriously, trying to move the primary conversation along. 
 
    She brought her free hand up to lay it on mine holding hers. She then stared at our folded hands while she considered my question. “I guess I’ll just summarize then, and you can decide if you want to know the details.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement. 
 
    “There’s a large life insurance policy in Amira’s name with you, Sampson Archer, as the contingency beneficiary. Just another piece of evidence I dug up to support that you were once Samad. I’m not sure why they never contacted you about it, but it’s still valid even after all this time. Granted, if your infant mind suddenly found itself in an adult body, then maybe you weren’t mentally capable of accepting it back then.” 
 
    I shrugged. “After almost two-hundred years of inflation, I can’t imagine it’s worth much now.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Yeah, no. Sam you’re going to want to try to cash in on it, because it’s still worth a lot even in today’s money.” 
 
    “Oh,” I blinked in surprise. 
 
    She continued. “There are also a lot of other small details I wanted to discuss about your life, but I think I should just skip that for now and get to the reason why this is so urgent.” She took a deep breath. “The villain who was responsible for killing your mother, as well as trying to kill her child Samad…has connections to the villain who killed your daughter, and by extension your wife.” 
 
    I sucked in a sharp breath. “But those two incidents are separated by…” I tried to do the mental math, but Freya had already done it. 
 
    “Sixty-six years to be exact. Your body was twenty-six when Amira and Samad died, and your wife and daughter died when you were ninety-two.” 
 
    “How are they connected exactly? And what do you think it means?” 
 
    She tightened her grip on my hands. “The same shadow company paid them both a large sum of money just before the attack.” 
 
    “Shadow company?” 
 
    She nodded. “It’s a shadow because it’s a dead end. There’s no evidence to suggest who owns it, but I did discover that it might – and this is a big might – be located in the middle east.” 
 
    I felt the blood rush out of my face, my mind working frantically. “So it’s possible…” I took a deep breath, feeling my head start to spin. “That Amira’s family hired someone to kill her…and then hired someone to kill her lover and his new family years later?” 
 
    She nodded slowly. “Or the Arab prince who she was once engaged to.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    18: A Betrayal Worth Killing For 
 
      
 
    I felt my blood boil as I considered that the Arab prince who my mother had denied might have stolen her life, as well as the life of my wife and daughter. The sharp memory of my daughter burning alive in my arms made me exceptionally pissed, especially now that I knew it might have been an attack intentionally directed towards them. 
 
    “But it’s more than that,” Freya continued, after I had a few seconds to process my anger. “The guy who stuck you in a statue? It took a long time for me to narrow down the villains who it might have been, but it helped that I had your memory to work with. I finally recognized him, and it turns out that the same shadow company paid him off too.” 
 
    She let me consider that for a few minutes. However, after a while I finally realize that she wasn’t waiting on me. She was hesitating now, afraid to continue. 
 
    “What else?” I finally asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “You’re really not going to like it,” she whispered. 
 
    “Just tell me Freya.” 
 
    She sighed. “These are all incidents that happened over a century ago…but I’ve found evidence that they’re still active. I don’t know why, but I think whoever is responsible for this is still after you – still silently stalking you from the shadows.” She paused. “Well, really stalking you from their grave since I doubt the original person is still alive. I think they realize they can’t kill you, so instead they’re just trying to make your life a living hell.” Her face abruptly grew concerned. “Which means Lily might be in danger from them.” 
 
    I stood up so fast I didn’t even realize I had done it. It was like one second I was sitting, and the next I wasn’t. The fastest I’d ever moved. 
 
    It was only half a second later that I realized my body had a delayed response – that I was standing while my body was still sitting. I gasped in surprise as my second-sight merged with my eyes again, having been briefly separated. 
 
    Freya misunderstood the reaction, having seen me stand up quickly, but at normal speed. “It’s not that urgent,” she reassured me. “I definitely needed to tell you immediately, but I don’t think Lily is in any danger right this minute.” 
 
    I shook my head, trying to collect my scattered thoughts. “Freya, I just had an out-of-body experience.” 
 
    “I know you’re worried,” she agreed. “I’ll help you protect her of course, but I think she’s safe for now. If anything, they might wait until you’ve had a kid with her before they attack. That seems to be a pattern at least.” 
 
    I looked down at her, my gaze intense. “No.” I paused. “I mean, yes, thank you. But, no. Freya, I just had an out-of-body experience, literally.” 
 
    She stared at me for a few seconds, before her eyes widened in shock. “Like, you actually left your body?” 
 
    I nodded. “I stood. My body didn’t keep up.” 
 
    She leaned away slightly, and looked me up and down like she was reevaluating me all over again. “Well,” she finally said, “I guess that confirms a lot of what I suspected. We should probably investigate the implications of that ability, but not right now. I’ve still got a few important things to tell you. I haven’t even told you the most urgent part yet.” 
 
    “Oh,” I quickly sat back down, staying in my body this time. “I’m sorry. Just the idea that Lily was in danger…” 
 
    She nodded in understanding. “I get it. She’s been my best friend for fourteen – almost fifteen – years now. I don’t want anything bad to happen to her either. But that’s the thing. You need to know who you can trust, and who you can’t. And right now, you’ve got people in your life who you shouldn’t be trusting.” 
 
    “Who?” I wondered seriously. “Other than you and Lily, the only people I’m around are my coworkers.” 
 
    “Exactly.” She agreed. “I took the time to dig into each of their lives, and I discovered that someone has been getting yearly deposits from the same shadow company. The very first payment happened right before you were involved in an avalanche.” 
 
    I gasped, not ready to hear what she was about to say. 
 
    “One of your coworkers is getting paid to keep tabs on you – you know him as Nick…Nick Parker.” 
 
    Holy shit. 
 
    HOLY SHIT! 
 
    That son of a bitch! Like hell was I getting his bistin out the resonator again! 
 
    My expression darkened, my tone cold. “Exactly how strong are you Freya?” I asked seriously. 
 
    Her crimson eyes widened in surprise by my sudden hostility. She’d never seen me angry before – not really angry. Not pissed. Not homicidal. 
 
    At least now she knew I wasn’t lying when I said it took a lot to offend me. Logically, I understood that Nick might not know what he was involved in, but in that moment the memory of my daughter’s death was colliding with the knowledge that my supposed friend was involved with it. 
 
    “W-Well,” she stuttered, leaning away in shock, “it depends on how recently I’ve eaten, but I don’t think I’m as strong as him. He’s a top tier super in the super-strength category. Honestly, I’m not even sure why he doesn’t get a job as a superhero. Sure, he’s not much to look at, but with strength like that…” She trailed off. 
 
    My hand was clamped tight into a fist on the table. I spoke between my clenched teeth. “Well, I’m sure he’s not fireproof. Damn that bastard.” 
 
    Freya abruptly leaned forward and grabbed my fist in her hands. “Sam,” she whispered, “you have every right to be angry, but he’s not the real enemy. I need you to stay calm if we’re ever going to get to the people truly responsible for this.” My fist didn’t loosen as my rage surged inside of me. 
 
    She continued. Hesitant. “Sam…I love you…” 
 
    Her tone. The way she said it. 
 
    I looked up at her immediately, feeling my anger come back within my control. Her expression was pained. But why? Was she upset that I was upset? No, it was more than that. I leaned forward, readjusting my chair so I could get closer, and pulled her into my arms. “What’s wrong?” I whispered into her ear. 
 
    She just shook her head against my shoulder, wrapping her arms tightly against me. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, gently reaching up to caress the back of her head. “I didn’t mean to scare you.” Though, I wasn’t sure why she would be. I was nowhere near as strong as her. “I’m okay now,” I promised. “I’ll do what you need. The memory of my family still haunts me, but I know there’s nothing I can do to bring them back. You and Lily are my family now.” 
 
    She pulled away and looked up at me then, a tear just barely on the edge of slipping out of her eye. She wiped it away before it could. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I repeated. 
 
    She took a deep breath. “It’s not you. I’ve just…” she bit her bottom lip. “My father was a very angry man – consumed with it for as long as I knew him. It didn’t help that he was a mind-reader. It only fueled the fire.” 
 
    “Angry, as in he neglected you? Or angry, as in…he hit you?” I tried to clarify. 
 
    She looked down at our intertwined knees. “A little of both,” she admitted. “He died almost three-hundred and fifty years ago, when I was seven years old, but sometimes the worst memories stick with us.” She paused, glancing up at me apologetically, her volume disappearing. “Well, I guess you understand that.” 
 
    I nodded. “How did he die?” I wondered absentmindedly. 
 
    Her expression darkened. 
 
    “Oh.” I hesitated. “Do you feel guilty about it?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Not at all.” But then her eyes grew sad. “Although I lost my family afterwards. Even though I was trying to protect my little brother and sister, they were all horrified by what they’d seen me do. I mean…” She paused. “I literally turned into a monster…” 
 
    I laughed unexpectedly, and then clamped my hand over my mouth, my eyes wide. “I am so sorry. That was not funny. I don’t know why I did that.” She looked at me confused, but didn’t seem upset. I continued, trying to explain myself. “I guess, I just found it a little amusing imagining a little girl version of you transforming like you do…though I know that’s super distasteful.” I paused. “That, and I think it’s amusing that in a world of supers, we’re both a couple of monsters of legend. Unlike most.” 
 
    She smiled then, seeing how I could be amused. Her tone was unexpectedly cheerful. “The vampire and the lich. I guess we’re perfect for each other, aren’t we?” However, after a moment, her eyes grew sad again. 
 
    I clasped her hands in mine over our knees and changed the subject. “So, what do you need me to do?” 
 
    She straightened and nodded. “Right now, my only lead is your coworker Nick. Obviously, someone had to contact him to set this arrangement up. So we need to figure out who that contact is.” 
 
    “Do you want me to confront him?” I asked hesitantly. “Because I don’t think he’s going to flat out tell us.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement. “No, I plan on being more discrete than that.” She reached up and tapped her forehead in the exact spot where I knew her third eye was hidden inside her skull. 
 
    I gawked at her. “How?” I asked in disbelief, knowing she couldn’t just activate it whenever. She had to drink someone’s blood or else it functioned just like a normal eye. 
 
    “Easy,” she said cheerfully. “You’re going to invite him over to hang out and slip something in his drink. Once he’s out, I’ll…” she quickly lowered her voice, glancing around. “Drink your blood and search his mind.” She spoke louder again. “He’ll never know it happened, thinking he just passed out from the alcohol.” 
 
    I stared at her in disbelief. “Wow,” I began, before grinning at her. “You’re a little terrifying.” 
 
    Her eyes widened in shock, before she focused on my curved lips and then smiled too. Her tone was still cheerful. “You have no idea,” she laughed, although there was a slight edge to it. 
 
    “But I’m okay with that,” I clarified. 
 
    “Which part?” She wondered. “My eccentric and devious nature? Or the plan?” 
 
    “Both.” I said simply. And I meant it. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    19: Revelations of the Truth 
 
      
 
    I sighed heavily then, leaning my forehead into my hand with my elbow propped on the table. “I guess that means I’m still going to have to help him after all,” I groaned. 
 
    “What?” Freya asked, confused. 
 
    I sighed again. “Nick. He keeps somehow getting his bistin lodged in the resonator at his house. He’s got a strong grip, so knowing him it probably just slips out of sweaty hands like a bar of soap.” 
 
    Freya’s brow furrowed. “You actually go in and get it for him?” She asked in disbelief. 
 
    I sat up straight and nodded. I didn’t realize I had never told her about it. “Yeah, why?” 
 
    She tapped her chin with her index finger, her other arm crossed underneath her chest as she thought it over. “How bad is the damage when you come out?” She wondered. 
 
    “I’m basically a skeleton most of the time. Sure, I have some tissue left, but it’s certainly not a pretty sight when I’m done. He always looks like he’s going to be sick.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement, lost in her own thoughts. “You know,” she finally said. “He might be doing it on purpose.” She then gave me her full attention when I glared. “He might not realize the intention behind it, but that may be one of the tasks he’s getting paid for.” 
 
    I scoffed. It wasn’t like I hadn’t thought of that, but why bother after the first time, when obviously it wasn’t going to kill me? “But why?” I finally asked in disbelief. 
 
    She shrugged. “Maybe the people behind this shadow company are trying to see if they can give you cancer or something. Though they should know that’s not possible…” She shrugged again. “But maybe they’re desperate to eliminate their target after almost two centuries. For instance, if this shadow company is actually a hitman business responsible for orchestrating deaths, then they may take it as a personal failure that they haven’t been able to kill you, even after all this time. Possibly, that’s why they’re still after you.” 
 
    I groaned in annoyance. “For the most part, I’m glad to be immortal – at least, I am now that I have you and Lily in my life. But I really wish I had a lethal superpower, so I could eliminate this mess once and for all.” 
 
    She reached out and clasped her hands around mine. “I’ll be your weapon,” she whispered, her crimson eyes intense. 
 
    I grimaced. “Not that I’m ungrateful, but I hate the idea of you having to fight my battles. You shouldn’t have to get involved with this.” 
 
    “Well,” she huffed out a sigh, “I kind of am, and so is Lily unfortunately. We’re in this together now, so we need to work together to destroy the demons that are still haunting you.” She looked at me meaningfully then. 
 
    Somehow, I knew she meant that in other ways too. Like healing my heart from all my grief. A lump reappeared in my throat and I had to look away. Her warm grip tightened around my hands. 
 
    “Plus,” she added after a moment, “if you really do have some form of astrakinesis as a superpower too, then you might be able to help after all.” 
 
    “How?” I wondered seriously. 
 
    She bit her bottom lip. “Honestly, I don’t know for sure what the implications might be, but it’s possible that you can do more than just bind your soul to another body.” She paused, her expression suddenly becoming extremely reserved as a new realization dawned on her. “For example, you might be able to do that with other people too – switch souls between bodies…” She stopped abruptly, fear appearing in her eyes – a very different kind of fear. Her eyes were wide, and her bottom lip started trembling. For once, it looked like she was slightly afraid of me. 
 
    “Freya,” I gasped, trying to consider why she was looking at me that way. “I would never do that to you.” 
 
    She nodded slowly, her volume almost completely gone now. “Not even to keep Lily?” 
 
    My back straightened so fast, I almost felt like I might have left my body again. “No,” I said firmly – almost harshly. “Absolutely not. That would be no different than killing you.” But I could see she wasn’t entirely convinced. The realization that I might be capable of such a thing was weighing heavily on her mind. I quickly reached out to grab her face, causing her to flinch. Her hands fell limp to her lap, trembling helplessly. Ironic, since she was a lot stronger. 
 
    I took a deep breath, determination in my eyes. “Freya, I need to explain something to you. It’s not that I have a preference for Lily over you. I do love her, but I love you too. The preference stems from the fact that I was with her first. I’m not a cheater. If I had met you first, then the situation would be the opposite.” 
 
    She blinked at me in surprise as my words settled in. “Really?” She asked breathlessly. 
 
    I nodded confidently, because it was the truth. “Yes. I grow attached like you do, although maybe not to the point of imprinting,” I smirked at her and she gave me a weak smile in return, “but when I met you, everything was in reference to my preexisting relationship with Lily. If we had started something first, then I wouldn’t have dumped you for her.” 
 
    Her eyes were brimming over with tears now. I reached out my thumbs to gently wipe them away as I continued. “I’m sorry you thought that’s what was going on.” 
 
    She nodded silently. She then reached up to wipe a few more tears that had slipped out, prompting me to move my hand. 
 
    “Or did you think something else?” I wondered when she was still quiet. 
 
    She shook her head. “No. I mean, I know I’m attractive, but no one can deny that Lily is super hot.” 
 
    I smirked at her. “You and Lily are both easily in the top ten most attractive women in the world. Surely you know that. Besides, my attraction isn't all physical anyway.” I paused then, thoughtful. “Although, I guess that makes me the luckiest bastard in the world.” 
 
    She finally smiled, it slowly widening into a grin as her expression became more playful. “I guess technically you are a bastard. Your parents weren’t married after all.” 
 
    I gawked at her. “Hey, that was rude!” I retorted, though I didn’t mean it. 
 
    She shook her head in disbelief. “Oh Sam, you’re ridiculous sometimes.” But I could tell it meant a lot to her for me to consider myself so lucky to have her in my life. 
 
    “Are you sure you want to put up with me forever?” I asked jokingly. 
 
    Her expression was suddenly fierce in its intensity. “Sam, I love you. Specifically you. If I had your power, I’d eagerly shove your soul into an immortal body so I could keep you forever.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock. “Poor guy,” I said breathlessly, referring to the person who’d probably have to die to make that happen. “But we don’t know if I can really do that,” I quickly added. 
 
    She nodded in agreement. “Which means we need to eventually try to test out what you can do.” 
 
    My eyes widened. “Are you serious?” 
 
    Her expression became more determined. 
 
    Well, shit. She was going to turn me into a villain at this rate. “I can’t do that,” I hissed quietly. “I’m not going to try switching two people around just to see if I can.” 
 
    She leaned back, clearly surprised by my assumption. “What? No, not with people. I figured you could try it out on a couple of animals – maybe like a snake and a chicken or something. They’d probably act really weird if they switched bodies, so it would be obvious if it worked or not. Plus, you might be able to switch them back.” 
 
    I looked at her apologetically. “Oh. I’m sorry.” 
 
    She shook her head. “It’s fine. I can see how you thought that. I wasn’t very clear about what I meant.” She was pensive for a moment. “We should also consider other implications too, like seeing if you can affect real world objects with your astral form.” 
 
    “Like how?” I wondered. 
 
    She grabbed her coffee and leaned back in her seat, crossing her legs as she took a sip. Her knee was still pressed against mine. She then gestured towards my cup half gone. “Why don’t you see if you can pick it up without moving your physical body?” 
 
    I gawked at her for a moment, before staring down at my coffee. Could I? How would I even do it? I guess maybe if I could stand without standing…Could I move my arm without moving it? 
 
    I tried to focus on my second-sight, to consider its existence as a separate ability from my body’s eyesight. I tried to remember how it felt to have those functions split – having the origin of my second-sight be a few feet above my body while I could still see with my eyes at the same time. 
 
    It had been a surreal experience, but with a little bit of focus I unexpectedly discovered I could sense the distinction quite easily. It made me wonder why I had never noticed it before – but then again, why would I have? It’s not like I had any idea that I was anything other than my body. 
 
    Looking down at my hand, I focused on the me within that wasn’t my hand. 
 
    And then it happened, as naturally as breathing. I felt myself reach out, keeping my physical hand motionless, and touched my cup of coffee on the circular table. 
 
    It began to tip immediately, prompting Freya to reach out like lightning and snatch it before it fell and spilled all over her papers. I smirked at her, using the opportunity to see if I could touch her too. It was weird not having to physically reach out to grab her. I stayed motionless as I wrapped myself around her wrist, causing her to freeze in place as she abruptly stared at me. 
 
    “What’s that feel like?” I wondered. 
 
    She stuttered as she tried to explain, but ultimately wasn’t able to get anything coherent out. After a second, she took a deep breath, looking at her wrist held firmly in place by seemingly nothing. “N-Not like a hand,” she admitted. “I feel a light pressure that’s evenly spread out, like a shackle or tentacle…or something wrapped around me.” She looked up at me again. “It doesn’t hurt and there’s no sense of temperature,” she clarified, “but…” She tried pulling away slightly to illustrate her next words. “It feels like I can’t move at all. Like my arm has been chained to this position.” 
 
    I thought about that for a moment, slowly moving her hand up and down, watching her eyes widen when she saw she couldn’t resist. I then glanced down at my own hand, realizing I could still feel my fingers just fine. I tried moving them, shocked that I could do it just as if part of me wasn’t outside of my body. 
 
    Really, it was like I had gained an extra appendage. I felt completely normal – completely whole. Except in this moment I had three arms instead of only two. 
 
    “It’s weird to think about,” I began, “but I think a tentacle might be a fairly close description. When I grabbed you, I didn’t feel like my hand was snagging you – it was much more like I was wrapping around you.” 
 
    She nodded hesitantly, her bottom lip trembling a little. “Can you let me go?” She whispered. 
 
    I did immediately, pulling myself back into my arm. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to make you upset.” 
 
    She shook her head, eyes still wide. “No, it’s not that. It’s just…” She bit her bottom lip to try to keep it steady. “I’m afraid of ghosts,” she admitted, wrapping her arms around herself. “So that was a little freaky for me.” 
 
    “Oh.” I laughed then. “So, you don’t like scary movies then?” 
 
    She glared at me. “Horror does not entertain me, no. But it doesn’t scare me either.” She then shivered. “But ghosts are different. That does bother me. A lot.” 
 
    I was still grinning at her. “Aww, poor baby. Come her and let me hold you.” 
 
    I didn’t move though, and her eyes widened in fear. “You better keep yourself in your body!” She warned. “I’m serious Sam. Don’t make me hurt you.” Though I could see in her eyes she was doubting she could now – that I might be able to stop her if I really wanted to. 
 
    “Fine,” I said, acting like she was my mother chastising me for playing too much. “I’ll keep it in my pants.” 
 
    She smirked for a moment, before relaxing a little. “This may be a good thing though. At least it means you may be able to defend yourself after all.” 
 
    I nodded, revealing I had a one-track mind. “Could make sex more interesting too.” 
 
    She gawked at me, considering the implications of that. “Maybe,” she finally admitted, “but we need to make sure it’s not dangerous. Obviously, I was fine when you were slow and gentle, but we should probably find out what would happen if you actually tried to hurt something.” 
 
    Not wanting to wait to find out, for fear that I could accidentally hurt her or Lily, I reached out towards the table again with…well, with a tentacle of myself – sticking out like an invisible third arm from my body. 
 
    I reached out much further than my arms could, all the way to the next table over. At first, I gently touched the surface, sensing that I could pass right through it when I relaxed. Then, after a moment, I brought the end of it up, constricting it to a point just before jabbing it rapidly into the metal top. 
 
    Not being able to see what I was doing, Freya jumped in her seat when it sounded like someone shot a nail through the metal. She gasped and looked around urgently, before her eyes fell back on me. “Was that you?” She whispered. When I nodded, she stood up quickly to get a better look at what I had done, before returning to her seat. 
 
    The puncture hole I had easily created was only about the diameter of a pen, but I suspected I could have created a much bigger gap if I wanted. Her expression was reserved now. “Well, it looks like you may have gotten your wish after all. Your true superpower appears to have the capacity to be highly lethal.” 
 
    I nodded, suddenly concerned about how Lily was going to react when she found out. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    20: Unexpected Reactions 
 
      
 
    “Still love me?” I asked Freya hesitantly. 
 
    The reservation in her eyes disappeared. “Always,” she said firmly. 
 
    “Think Lily will have a problem with it?” 
 
    She cocked her head to the side. “Honestly, I don’t know.” She paused. “I don’t think so. But it is a lot to tell her.” She sighed. “The fact that her life could be in danger might bother her more than your superpower.” 
 
    I leaned back in my seat. “I hate stuff like this,” I admitted. “I like to get all the big stuff out in the open towards the beginning of a relationship. That way if they can’t handle it then we aren’t wasting each other’s time.” I glanced at her. “But this? It bothers me to have to tell her something so major at this point.” I sighed. “What do I even say? Oh, hey Lily. By the way, your life may be in grave danger by an organization responsible for successfully killing my last wife and child. Oh, and also, my true superpower is highly lethal to the point that I could probably kill almost anyone I wanted without even moving a muscle.” I took a deep breath and slumped down in my seat. 
 
    Freya was quiet while she listened to me ramble on. Once I stopped, she spoke up. “Well, for what it’s worth, nothing is going to scare me away.” She paused when I reached out to grab her hand, causing her to smile. “And honestly, I think Lily will be okay. It is a lot to accept, but she really loves you Sam. You mean the world to her.” 
 
    I knew she was right. I knew Lily probably would be okay with it all, but it didn’t make it easier having to tell her. I sighed. 
 
    “At least it’s not like you were hiding it,” Freya added. “You didn’t know until now, about the threat or your power. Besides, I’ll be there too…” She paused. “Well, unless you want to tell her in private of course.” 
 
    I nodded. “Honestly, it might be best if I tell her separately. I don’t want her to feel obligated to react a certain way because you’re there. The fact that you’ve accepted it so easily might make her feel bad if she struggles with it.” 
 
    Freya’s shoulders slumped slightly. “Yeah, you’re right.” 
 
    I paused as I took in her somber expression. “Can I ask you a personal question?” I wondered hesitantly. 
 
    She perked back up. “Yeah, of course.” 
 
    I bit my lip. “You don’t have to answer this, and I’d prefer you didn’t rather than tell me a lie.” She grimaced at the idea that I thought she might lie to me, so I quickly continued. “But I was just wondering how you felt about Lily, especially considering what I just told you about how I feel about you.” 
 
    She stared at me for a moment, seeming to consider my question for much longer than necessary. “You mean about the fact that you wouldn’t have dumped me for her?” She clarified hesitantly. 
 
    I nodded cautiously, worried about what she was going to say. “And that you’d probably have me to yourself if I had met you first. You wouldn’t be the third wheel essentially, not that I’m suggesting I view you that way.” 
 
    Freya held my gaze as she thought about it. After a moment, she sighed and leaned back in her seat. “I guess I feel like it’s fair, in a way.” 
 
    “Oh?” I hadn’t been expecting that. 
 
    She took another sip of her coffee. “Yeah, I mean we basically have the same problem. Both of our abilities have prevented us from having a normal intimate relationship. She risks burning everyone alive she’s close to…” She lowered her voice briefly. “And I have my bloodlust hurdle preventing me.” She sighed again. “Honestly, I had given up on it. I never would have imagined that someone like you existed, and what’s even more crazy is that I actually like you – a lot. I wasn’t kidding when I said I’d shove your soul in an immortal body if the roles were reversed.” 
 
    “I like you too,” I whispered, not wanting to even think about that idea. Part of me hoped I wasn’t capable of such of thing, so that it wasn’t even an option. Really, it wasn’t an option either way. I absolutely would not consider it. I would never be able to look at Freya’s body and know it was Lily inside of her. The guilt would kill me. I’d lose them both that way, not to mention I doubted Lily wanted to have Freya’s vampiric problems, even if it meant she could live forever. 
 
    She continued. “So anyway, because of my immortality I think it’s only fair she gets a chance at a normal life while she can. Granted, it would be a lot harder on me given different circumstances. Her allowing me to be a part of your relationship helps.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement. Our little setup did seem to work really well. Everyone was satisfied at least, and I certainly couldn’t complain. What guy would? I could live without the other hassles though – like assassins stalking me. 
 
    I sighed heavily. “So, when do you want to deal with Nick?” 
 
    “As soon as possible. Tonight even.” 
 
    I pulled out my phone. “Okay, I’ll send him a message and see if he wants to hang out.” I glanced up at her. “I’m going to leave it up to him though. I don’t want him to get suspicious.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement. “That’s fine. You’re supposed to be friends after all, so it shouldn’t seem too weird, right?” 
 
    I paused as I thought about that. “Well, usually it’s him asking me to hang out. But no, I don’t think it will seem weird.” I paused again. “But then, when should I talk to Lily?” 
 
    Freya pulled out her phone to look at the time. “I’ll take you back to work here in a couple of hours, so you can ride home with her.” 
 
    I sent my message to Nick. “Okay, sounds good. That’ll give me plenty of time to talk to her before tonight.” I changed subjects. “So, what do you want to do until then?” 
 
    She hesitated as she thought about it. “Well, I’ve told you the pressing issues. Do you want to hear about anything else right now…or can it wait?” 
 
    I blinked at her in surprise. “Yeah, it can wait. Of course.” 
 
    “Then…” She bit her lower lip. “Can I take you to my place?” 
 
    I smirked at her. “What? And play with me before you have to take me back to work?” 
 
    She didn’t smile. 
 
    “Oh.” I locked eyes with her, unexpectedly feeling nervous. 
 
    “I want to find out what your superpower can do,” she blurted out, before quickly lowering her voice, “in bed.” 
 
    I gawked at her. “I thought you were worried about it being dangerous,” I whispered. 
 
    She bit her bottom lip. “For Lily.” 
 
    “O-Oh.” I leaned back, my mind frantically considering the implications of what I could do. “Oh!” I said louder, before lowering my voice too. My hands were shaking now. “Umm. O-Okay.” 
 
    She stood up immediately, reaching her hand out towards me. She still wasn’t smiling. Her gaze was intense. 
 
    I reached up slowly to take it, my stomach suddenly uneasy as I considered what she was going to have me do to her with my extra appendages. This…was going to be weird. 
 
    Super weird. 
 
    Honestly, it wasn’t that weird. Different, but not weird. 
 
    After we had experimental sex at her house, she reluctantly brought me back to work, promising to secure the drugs I needed to knock Nick out later that evening. 
 
    Prior to accepting her offer to play in bed, I hadn’t considered just how well I could feel with my astral form. When I pushed a part of myself out of my body, the invisible appendages that formed were a thousand times more sensitive than even my hands. It was like they had hundreds of thousands of invisible nerves giving me details about whatever I touched that I didn’t even think possible. The details went way beyond temperature and pressure. Way beyond. 
 
    Which meant I now felt like I knew Freya’s body a thousand times better than I knew Lily’s. And I had barely even touched her with my physical body, other than holding her in my arms. 
 
    “So how was the conversation with Freya?” Lily asked as we rode in her car back to her place. She had it on autopilot for once, giving me her full attention. 
 
    “Huh?” I asked, my mind completely elsewhere. Thinking about earlier. “Oh, sorry. It went well…I guess.” I paused, looking down at my fingers, trying to push aside the sensation of being inside of her even though I knew my hands had nothing to do with it. I bit my lip, hard, attempting to distract myself. Trying to forget her squeals. Her moans. 
 
    Dammit, this was not good. She sure got over her fear of ghosts fast. “Freya told me some things she dug up about my past.” I looked back up at her. “I have a lot to tell you. Unfortunately, it includes some bad news.” 
 
    She nodded, sensing my hesitation. “I’ll love you no matter what.” She sighed. “But we can wait to get home to discuss it.” 
 
    “Yeah?” I asked. “Bad day?” 
 
    She sighed heavily. “John sort of cornered me today, fishing for more details about your relationship with Freya.” 
 
    “Our boss?” I asked in disbelief. “Why would he do that? He knows you and I are together, and I doubt he has heard Dave’s gossip.” While gossip spread like wildfire in our office, there wasn’t a single coworker who shared any of it with our boss. He was the one person always out of the loop. 
 
    She shrugged. “I think he was just wanting to clarify that it was purely a professional relationship. His questions gave me the impression he’s going to try to get a date with her.” 
 
    I groaned. Of course. I knew this was coming. “What did you tell him?” I wondered absentmindedly, as my thoughts began to wander to being inside Freya again. Dammit, I felt like what I had done with her was even more intimate than normal sex. No, it was more intimate for me. A thousand times more intimate. Shit, I might have enjoyed it more than she did. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    Lily rested her hand on my thigh, misunderstanding my expression. “Just that she didn’t date. He didn’t seem to believe me, so I informed him that we had been friends for almost fifteen years – you should have seen the shock on his face finding that out." She sighed and looked at the road. "I told him confidently that she had not dated a single person in all that time.” She returned her gaze to me. 
 
    I nodded. “And?” I prompted, unable to look up at her. Dammit, why couldn’t I stop thinking about it? 
 
    “Well, that’s it really. He asked a few more questions, but I acted like I was busy until he finally took the hint and let it go.” She made a face. “I mean, I was busy actually. I’m thankful to the man for putting up with the problem my superpower causes, but I’m not about to bend over backwards to appease him.” She grinned. "Figuratively or literally." 
 
    I felt the car come to a stop. I looked up immediately, surprised to see we were already at Lily’s place. I groaned again, prompting Lily to begin rubbing the back of my neck. 
 
    "I was just kidding," she said apologetically, thinking her bad joke was the problem. 
 
    Honestly, it wasn't. Now that we were here, I wasn't looking forward to telling her. My stomach felt like it was in knots, and I couldn't get Freya off my mind. I shook my head. "I'm just worried," I admitted. 
 
    “It can’t be that bad,” she reassured me. 
 
    I scoffed, opening my door to get out. “I just hope you still feel that way after I tell you everything.” 
 
    She joined me in front of her vehicle to walk beside me. “It’s really that bad?” She wondered seriously. 
 
    I nodded absentmindedly, my thoughts lingering on Freya. The way she looked at me afterwards. The passion in her eyes. Those crimson eyes, longing for me, craving me – a very different hunger than what I was used to seeing. I shook my head, trying to clear the image from my mind. 
 
    I was already getting so used to my astral form that I didn’t even realize it when I opened the door…without moving my arms. 
 
    Lily froze in place, horrified to see her door open on its own. 
 
    I looked back at her apologetically. My expression got her attention. “Yes Lily. It’s really that bad.” 
 
    Her mouth fell open as it registered that the door hadn’t just opened on its own. She looked at me strangely as she considered this development. “Oh.” She finally managed. “Y-You’ve definitely got a lot of explaining to do.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement, taking a step inside. She followed after me hesitantly. 
 
    This was going to be a long conversation. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    21: Coping with Stress 
 
      
 
    Of course, I had to tell Lily about my newfound ability first. I honestly wasn’t sure how she was going to react to any of the news, but I figured I should get that part out of the way…especially since I opened the door with it. She was certainly surprised, but after her initial shock it didn’t seem to bother her. If anything, she seemed a little relieved to find out I was capable of defending myself now. Even though I was immortal, it still worried her that most other supers could hurt me and there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    What did bother her was finding out about the shadow company, and its connection to my wife and daughter, as well as the fact that Nick appeared to be involved. The more I talked, the more reserved her expression became, until we were finally just sitting quietly in her kitchen. 
 
    After a long silence, she spoke. “I need to think about this Sam.” 
 
    “Oh…okay.” I paused, uncertain of what to say next. “Umm, I invited Nick over to my place to get that part over with, but it can wait if you want.” 
 
    She shook her head, her expression still reserved. “No. I think that would be a good idea. I need some time to think about this,” she repeated. 
 
    “Oh.” I hesitated. “You mean…” Was she saying what I thought she was saying? “You want some time alone?” 
 
    She nodded once, her arms crossed over her chest defensively. “Yes.” 
 
    “For how long?” I wondered, dread filling my chest. 
 
    She looked away, her expression pained. After a moment, her eyes became more determined. “I’ll let you know.” She kept her gaze averted. “But you should probably stay at your place tonight.” 
 
    My chest hurt so bad it was all I could do not to grab ahold of it. I hadn’t stayed a full night at my place in over half a year. I basically lived with Lily now, only stopping by to indulge Freya’s bloodlust and maybe do some laundry. My voice was barely audible. “O-Okay.” 
 
    She still didn’t look at me. 
 
    I stood up slowly, realizing she wanted me to go now. “I’m sorry,” I whispered, unsure if there was anything I could say to help. “I would have told you sooner if I had known.” 
 
    She nodded once, still looking away. 
 
    I wanted to kiss her goodbye. To tell her I loved her. But I unexpectedly realized that was off the table right now. She needed a break from me. She needed time to process that her life was in danger, and that it was inadvertently my fault. If anything, it would be wrong of me to try to make her feel bad for having second thoughts about it. She wasn’t immortal like Freya. It was a lot to ask her to risk her life to be with me. And unfair. 
 
    Shit. 
 
    “See you at work,” I whispered, trying to say goodbye without using the words ‘I love you so much it hurts’ or ‘I want to marry you’ or ‘I want you to be the mother of my children.’ Definitely not appropriate right now. Especially since I knew she wanted kids – she had already talked to Freya about being a surrogate since Lily’s superpower might kill her unborn child. 
 
    Dammit. Stupid shadow company. 
 
    “At work,” she agreed, her expression impassive. 
 
    Not wanting to make this any harder on her, I hurried out the door and got into my car, which had also pretty much lived at Lily’s place for over half a year. I stared at the dashboard for a few minutes, unable to start the engine yet. My chest hurt too much, and part of me hoped Lily would come rushing out her front door to say goodbye. 
 
    My vibrating phone caught my attention. It was Freya. She had everything ready at my place and was already hiding in case Nick arrived early. I glanced at the time to see I still had almost an hour. 
 
    I couldn’t let Freya know how Lily had reacted. The last thing Lily needed was someone making her feel guilty for needing time to consider her own mortality. 
 
    Damn it all. 
 
    I decided to waste the time by going to pick up something harder than just beer. I usually didn’t drink at all, because alcohol and other drugs did nothing to me. Nothing. I had never even experienced the allusive buzz people supposedly got. Just another reason I had turned to pain to alleviate my grief at three in the morning, every morning. 
 
    But not now. When I had first felt Lily and Freya’s love touch my pain, I made a promise to myself to never use that as an excuse again. I would still work on my pain tolerance, but not for that reason. 
 
    When I got home, I saw a plastic bag of white powder sitting on the counter. I already knew what to do with it. I didn’t want to seem awkward by insisting that Nick accept a certain drink, so instead I just decided to spike everything. He’d never suspect it if I was sharing the same thing as him. 
 
    Freya was in my attic – I could see her easily with my second-sight. It was weird that I had never considered how unusual it was that I could do that. I mean, I knew normal people couldn’t, but I never would have guessed it hinted at something more. Much more. 
 
    I automatically reached out with an invisible tentacle, stretching it easily all the way up to her, and wrapped myself around her thigh. She jerked away in shock, but was unable to go far. My phone vibrated then, and I glanced down to see her message. 
 
    “Not funny!” 
 
    I slid myself up her thigh, reaching in between her legs. I really needed the distraction right now, if she was willing. My phone vibrated again. 
 
    “Sam!” 
 
    I waited patiently for her to actually give me a legitimate response. Finally, after a few seconds of teasing her, my phone vibrated again. 
 
    “Dammit Sam! Just do it already!” 
 
    I grinned as I messaged her back, wrapping another part of myself around her hand. “Squeeze. Let go when you want me to stop.” She responded my grabbing a hold of the invisible part of me with enough force that it would have broken the physical arm of most people. Surprisingly, it felt great on my astral limb. 
 
    Once she was done, I wrapped myself around her trembling body, caressing the side of her face while I sat on the couch and patiently waited for my company to show up. I finally released her just before there was a knock on the door, having already seen Nick pull up to the house with my second-sight. 
 
    Knowing why I had to let go, I sensed Freya sit up. My phone vibrated again. I glanced down at her message as I grabbed a cold beer to hand to Nick right away. 
 
    “Shit Sam, that was amazing.” 
 
    I tried to stifle a grin, focusing my thoughts on more unpleasant memories so I could play my role. She had been a great distraction, though she certainly meant much more to me than that, but it didn’t take more than half a second for it to feel like someone had shot a hole through my chest again. 
 
    What was Lily going to decide? 
 
    As I opened the door, the first thing I did was hand Nick the open beer. He accepted it hesitantly and followed me inside. “Ugh,” I exclaimed, successfully looking depressed. “I just had the worst fight with Lily ever.” I didn’t want to use her as an excuse, but I needed a valid reason for what I was doing. Plus…at least if I gave a serious excuse, then no one would be surprised…if she left me… 
 
    “Oh, really?” He asked in surprise. He set the beer down on the table. That wasn’t a good sign. Surely he wasn’t suspicious…right? Why would he be? 
 
    I had the vodka spiked too, so I poured myself a glass. I glanced at the beer he had set down. “Hey, if you don’t want it, I’ll take it.” I took a swing of my vodka while reaching my hand out for the beer. “Want something better instead?” I asked, holding up my glass. 
 
    He nodded. “Sure, I’ll take a glass of that too.” He grabbed the beer and took a swig. He looked down at it in surprise. “Hey, this is pretty good.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement, pouring him a glass of what I was having. I handed it to him and he tried that too. I downed the rest of my glass and poured myself another. I then jabbed my thumb behind me. “I have some flavored vodka too, if you want to try that.” 
 
    He smirked at me, leaning against the counter. “No, that’s alright. So what was the fight about?” He wondered hesitantly. 
 
    I sighed, my shoulders slumping briefly before I took another swig. “Basically what we talked about earlier at lunch,” I admitted. “You put stupid ideas in my head Nick!” I scolded him. “I asked her what she thought about having Freya join in on our relationship, and she blew up at me.” I scoffed. “Literally of course.” 
 
    “Ouch,” he grimaced. “You’re not blaming me though, right?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, I know it’s not your fault.” I then pointed my finger at him. “But you might want to second guess what you’re doing. I don’t know what kind of abilities your chicks have, but I don’t want to see yourself getting killed.” Actually, I might be alright if they killed him. Stupid bastard. Even if he didn’t fully realize what he was doing, it was still shady as hell. Could I even really consider him my friend? 
 
    He smirked at me. “Nah, Camila can create super realistic illusions, and Zoey is super-fast. Both superpowers are great for the bedroom, but neither are lethal.” 
 
    I tried not to gag. I needed to tread carefully here, because I did not want this conversation to get any more detailed. At least I wasn’t affected by what I was drinking. No doubt it was already hitting his system. I hoped he passed out before he lost all his inhibitions and started telling me things I didn’t want to know. 
 
    “Still,” I replied, “I wouldn’t recommend asking about it flat out.” 
 
    He gawked at me. “You really just straight up asked her?” He wondered in disbelief. “No, no, no man! You can’t do that. You’ve got to be more sly about it. Like–” 
 
    I expected the drug to take some time, not drop him instantly. I reached out automatically with an astral limb to catch his beer, letting him crash to the floor in a heap. 
 
    Damn. I hoped the stuff didn’t kill him. But I could see his heart beating just fine. Slow, but fine. 
 
    I reached up to grab Freya in my attic and gave her a slight squeeze. Knowing she had sensitive hearing, she probably heard Nick fall, but she was still waiting for me to confirm it. I saw her begin to make her way down immediately. 
 
    “Wow, that was fast,” she exclaimed. 
 
    I nodded in agreement, looking down at his small frame. “Yeah, I guess I should have figured he was a light-weight. You know, since he literally is.” 
 
    She smirked at me, stepping over Nick’s body and grabbing my face to give me a kiss. Her crimson eyes were full of passion and love. It was obvious her mind was still on what I’d done to her in the attic just a little while ago. “That was really amazing Sam. It felt so good.” She sighed heavily, resting her hand on my chest. “I’ve never been so in love in my entire life.” 
 
    I tried to give her the best smile I could, still having Lily on my mind. I couldn’t let it slip. I couldn’t let her know Lily’s reaction had been bad. I quickly changed the subject. “He was about to give me advice on how to approach the subject of getting two girls in a threesome, so I’ll need you to give me the scoop on what he was going to say.” I tried smiling again. “That way I can make it seem like he told me, but just doesn’t remember because of the alcohol.” 
 
    She nodded eagerly, turning to grab a chair and setting it down next to Nick’s body. “Sit,” she ordered. “Let’s hurry up and do this – if we’re fast then we should have plenty of time to make a trip to your bedroom before he wakes up.” 
 
    I shook my head at her, a genuine smirk touching my lips. I had never met a woman in my entire life who could get off as frequently as her. I supposed she really was making up for the three-hundred plus years she went without. 
 
    But whatever. While I didn’t know for sure how it would actually feel to be drunk, I did know that playing around with her was probably similar in its ability to take my mind off my problems. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, giving her another genuine smile. I sat down in the chair as she climbed onto my lap. “I’m going to make you moan so loud the neighbors will hear it,” I teased. 
 
    Her eyes widened in shock. “Please do,” she said seriously. She then paused. “Ready?” 
 
    I nodded once, tilting my head back for her. She bent down and gently kissed me on the neck, just before her mouth widened and her teeth sank in. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    22: Shit Hits the Fan 
 
      
 
    “Shit!” Freya exclaimed, pulling away from me. Her third crimson eye in the middle of her forehead was still focused on Nick’s body lying next to us on the floor. The slit was constricted, focused. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked urgently, as her mouth reshaped to look normal again. 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit!” Her eyes locked with mine, her expression frantic. “I know who his contact is. Sam…” She bit her lip. “It’s your boss.” 
 
    “What?!” I couldn’t believe it. “Seriously?” 
 
    She nodded hesitantly. “Which means we might have a serious problem.” She paused. “You know how your coworker Dave overheard Lily taking to me? Well, the first thing Nick did, even before talking to you, was go tell your boss – John.” She shook her head in disbelief. “Nick told him flat-out that we were in a threesome together. Sam…” She looked at me pleadingly, like she was afraid I was going to be angry with her. “He probably knows you aren’t currently my business partner, which means he might be suspicious that I would be so urgent to get you out of work.” She bit her lip again. “I might have accidentally tipped them off that I know something.” 
 
    I shook my head, wrapping my arms around her. “No, it’s not your fault. You didn’t know. And I really will be your business partner soon, so we can still smooth this over somehow.” I sighed, looking at her defeated posture. “What else did you find?” I finally asked. 
 
    She stared at me for a moment as she thought about it. “Not much,” she admitted. “We were right to think that Nick has no idea what this is all about. He knows what he is doing is shady, and he even feels a little bad about it now that he has gotten to know you, but he has no idea that someone is out to kill you or the people you love. In fact, you being immortal is the reason why he doesn’t think he’s doing anything wrong.” 
 
    I scoffed. “He may have super-strength, but he really does have the mentality of a wimp. No spine, no sense of responsibility for his actions.” I scoffed again, glancing over at him passed out on the floor. I then thought of my boss. “So I assume John is our next target then? But how do we get to him? This worked great with Nick, but my boss and I aren’t exactly on ‘hanging out’ terms.” 
 
    She bit her lip again, hard. “We can consider our options of course…” She paused, biting her lip so hard I was sure it was going to bleed. I knew she had a high pain tolerance, but damn. Just how durable was she? Freya continued. “But I do have one idea…You could pretend to set us up…on a date.” 
 
    I gawked at her. “Absolutely not!” 
 
    She shook her head. “I don’t like the idea either, but you’ll be there too – hidden somewhere, of course. It might be our only chance to get to him. He seemed pretty flirtatious with me over the phone.” 
 
    I sneered. “Yeah, I don’t doubt that for one second.” 
 
    “And obviously nothing is going to happen between us,” she added. Her expression darkened. “He’d find himself with his worst nightmare if he even tried.” 
 
    A chill ran down my spine in response to the sound of her words dripping with such disdain. “I’m glad I’m on your good side,” I teased. 
 
    She smirked at me, changing the subject. “Well, we have a little while before he wakes back up. So tell me, how did it go with Lily?” 
 
    I made a face. I didn’t want to give anything away, but I couldn’t help it. My worry and grief leaked out even before I could try to contain it. I did my best to change the subject. “I thought you wanted to head to my bedroom first thing.” 
 
    She leaned away abruptly in surprise. “Oh.” She paused. “Not well? What did she say?” 
 
    I sighed. I had definitely ruined the mood now. “Just that she needed to think about it.” I tightened my embrace on her waist. “Freya…she actually asked me to leave. And she doesn’t want me over tonight.” 
 
    Her eyes widened even more. “Sam, I’ve known Lily for a long time. I honestly don’t think that anything you had to tell her would scare her away.” She paused. “Something else must be bothering her. Maybe she’s thinking beyond what you said.” 
 
    “Wait. What?” 
 
    She reached up and ran her fingertips along the side of my face as she thought about it. “Well, like maybe she’s thinking about what it will do to you if she ends up getting killed.” Her expression abruptly became intense. “I’ll talk to her,” she reassured me. “Now that I think about it, that’s exactly the kind of thing she’d do. She loves you Sam, and she doesn’t want to see you get hurt. She might even be considering ending the relationship in order to protect you, not to protect herself.” 
 
    “O-Oh.” My head dropped. “Shit, I hope not.” 
 
    Freya continued to run her fingertips up and down the side of my face. “I’ll talk to her,” she reassured me again. “I’ll convince her not to do something stupid.” 
 
    “What makes you so sure?” I wondered absentmindedly. Her light touch along my skin was exceptionally comforting, sending shivers down my neck and spine. 
 
    Freya blinked at me in surprise. “That she’d do something like that?” She clarified. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She thought about it for a moment. “Sam, remember when I used my third eye on you a few days ago? Didn’t you think it was strange that Lily already knew about it?” 
 
    I paused as I considered that, my eyes widening. “You’ve used it on her?” I asked in disbelief. “But how?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I used to get my meals from blood bags, and there was a time when she needed my help dealing with a stalker. Sometimes an extra set of eyes examining a memory can reveal things.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said simply. What more was there to say to something like that? 
 
    “So I understand Lily really well. It’s easier to grasp someone’s true personality when I’m dealing with so few memories.” Her tone softened then. She brought both her hands up to my face, resting them gently against my cheeks. Her eyes were passionate again. “With you, there were so many memories that it was hard to see the whole picture. But still, I understand you really well now too. And I really like who you are. A lot.” 
 
    I gently squeezed my arms more tightly around her. “Thanks,” I whispered. I suspected Lily felt the same way, so I just hoped she didn’t take those feelings and push herself away because of them. After a moment, I looked up at her, my heart aching again. “Actually…Freya…” 
 
    “Yes?” She asked curiously. 
 
    “Can you try talking to her now?” I glanced away, my pain slipping into my expression. 
 
    She nodded immediately, already sliding off my lap. “I will.” 
 
    I quickly clarified. “I don’t want to make her feel bad about it, but if what you said is true…” 
 
    She held up her hand to stop me. “I’ll do it Sam. She’s important to me too. I’ll go there right now.” 
 
    I nodded silently while she headed for the door. 
 
    Once she was gone, I sighed heavily, considering what to do next. After another moment, I rose from my seat to pick up Nick and toss him on the couch. I didn’t want him becoming suspicious by waking up on the floor. I was a little surprised he was so light. I doubted the guy weighed much more than a hundred pounds. Lifting him was easy. 
 
    I forgot to have Freya tell me the finer details of Nick’s relationship, so I called her while she was still driving to Lily’s place. She begrudgingly shared, gagging the entire time. 
 
    Once I hung up, I formulated my plan. I intended to tell Nick that he had been sharing with me his problems, and then explain that he chugged half the vodka in the process, only to pass out on the couch shortly after. 
 
    I went ahead and dumped half the bottle down the drain to match the story, finding no point in drinking it myself since it wouldn’t do anything. It was basically just water to me, so why bother drinking it? 
 
    Unfortunately, Nick still woke up sooner than I was hoping, even though it had been almost twenty minutes. I knew Freya would be knocking on Lily’s door any moment now, which was giving me anxiety. Technically, he was waking up at the right time, since the drug wasn’t meant to last long, but I wasn’t ready to deal with him yet. 
 
    The first thing I did was comment on what he had supposedly told me, only to hand him another spiked beer. The fact that I reminded him of his distress ensured that he accepted it and chugged it for real this time, on his own accord. He was out again within a minute, his eyes abruptly rolling into the back of his head as he fell back onto the couch. 
 
    My phone rang barely a few seconds later. It was Freya. 
 
    “Sam!” She exclaimed. “Lily’s been kidnapped!” 
 
    My heart froze, stopping for half a second. And the world before my eyes began to spin wildly, before snapping back into place abruptly. Freya was still talking. 
 
    “Her house has been broken into, and she’s not here!” She said urgently. 
 
    I was already at the door, yanking it open and running outside to my car. “I’m on my way,” I said breathlessly. I jumped into my Lambo, since it was a lot faster than my work car, and floored it. 
 
    “Oh Sam! I don’t know what to do! I could track them if they were on foot, but my nose can’t handle tracking a vehicle!” 
 
    As I sped down the road, I tried to reassure her…to reassure myself. “We’ll figure something out Freya. I just saw her barely an hour ago. Depending on when it happened…” I trailed off, because part of me knew that even if it happened moments ago, neither of us had an ability to follow after them. 
 
    “Hurry,” she urged. “I might be able to use my third eye to find her, but that’s only if she’s within a few miles.” 
 
    I slammed my foot on the gas harder, not even caring if the police started chasing me. In the end, we may have to rely on their help. Assuming her kidnappers hadn’t already killed her. “Look for clues,” I urged. “Anything that might help us find her.” 
 
    “I am,” she confirmed. “But there really isn’t much to go on. Their scents are still here, but the smell ends in front of her house where they likely drove away.” She paused. “Should I call the police?” 
 
    I thought about that for a moment. Most police officers had weak or useless superpowers, or else they might be superheroes instead. Alternatively, the superheroes primarily dealt with the big stuff, like massive villain attacks or natural disasters. This was the worst kind of situation because the police were too incapable to do much and the superheroes who could help didn’t usually worry about smaller crimes, like people getting kidnapped. They had a much larger scope to focus on. 
 
    Whether we notified the police now or later, it wouldn’t make much difference in the end. 
 
    “Sam?” Freya asked hesitantly. 
 
    “I’m almost there.” And I was, driving almost three times the speed limit. “Let’s try your third eye first, and then go from there.” I paused, realizing I needed to keep the conversation going. I needed something to anchor me before I lost it. “How’s that even work?” I asked. 
 
    “My third eye?” She wondered. “It basically allows me to see things as they are, which includes anything from seeing memories to seeing through illusions, to even seeing through objects in the distance. If I’m actually looking for her, then I should be able to spot her. But only if she’s close enough.” 
 
    I nodded, taking a turn too fast and almost flipping the car, which was saying something considering how low my Lambo was to the ground. My phone flew out of my hand, but I grabbed it with an invisible limb as I regained control of the vehicle. “Meet me outside,” I said, knowing I’d be there in just a moment. 
 
    As soon as I pulled in, I jumped out and Freya ran to meet me. I pulled her in my arms without hesitation, tilting my head back as she went for my throat. I watched her third eye search frantically in every direction, the slit rapidly dilating and constricting repeatedly. But after a few minutes, it was clear Lily wasn’t anywhere within range. 
 
    My heart felt like it was twisting in grief as it settled in that there wasn’t anything we could do. 
 
    Freya finally pulled away, her expression just as distraught, as she pulled out her phone. “I’ll call the police,” she whispered, all the volume gone in her voice. 
 
    Unexpectedly, I saw movement by the front door with my second-sight. I looked up, but there was nothing there. Yet I knew I hadn’t imagined it. “Wait,” I whispered, stepping around her. 
 
    I ran up to the house to see that the front door had been blasted to pieces. The fireproof composite wood was strewn around inside like a hurricane of woodchips had blown through. Freya was close behind me, her phone in hand. 
 
    Just off to the side, everything in Lily’s kitchen was the same as when I had left. Lily’s chair was still even pushed out, as if she were still sitting there. 
 
    I walked up to the table, walking around to where I had been sitting before, and plopped down. I felt strange. All I could do is just stare at her spot, feeling like there was something significant about it. Like there was something there I just couldn’t see. Something invisible to the human eye. 
 
    Freya stood between me and the doorway, watching me with a confused expression. 
 
    I stared at Lily’s spot intently, trying to see what wasn’t there…yet somehow was. 
 
    Unexpectedly, Lily was sitting in front of me at the kitchen table, her body curled over, with her arms wrapped around herself. 
 
    She was crying. Violently crying. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    23: If You Play with Fire 
 
      
 
    I bolted straight up, shocked to have Lily appear out of thin air. She was shaking violently, her back heaving with sobs, her face distorted in pain. 
 
    Yet there was no sound. 
 
    I looked up in shock to see the front door silently explode – the same door that had already been blown to bits – pieces of fireproof wood blasting everywhere. Freya had vanished. 
 
    Lily sat straight up, her body already lighting on fire from the startle. However, just as she turned in response to the unheard noise, her eyes rolled into the back of her head and she slid right out of the chair. Her fire died out with her consciousness. 
 
    Three people silently entered the room then, two men and a woman. 
 
    I barely heard Freya’s voice off in the distance, like she was a world away. “Sam?” 
 
    I ignored her, focusing on what I was seeing. The first guy to walk in had orange hair, and he looked like he was concentrating intently on Lily’s body. Was he forcing her to be unconscious? The next guy who came in had dark skin and curly black hair. He walked right up to Lily’s limp form and hoisted her up by her armpits. I wanted to defend her, to reach out and stop him, but for some reason I felt like I couldn’t. I was completely helpless, like usual. 
 
    Just behind him was a girl with fair skin, brown hair, and black eyes. It looked like she just had large pupils with no color other than the whites of her eye. She immediately grabbed Lily’s face and kissed her fully on the lips. The moment she did, the guy with orange hair relaxed. 
 
    Lily’s eyes flew open, looking distant and glazed over, as she stood up on her own feet. 
 
    “Sam?” 
 
    The guy with dark skin immediately grabbed a handful of Lily’s chest, prompting the girl to smack his hand. She looked like she was scolding him, but there was no sound coming out of her mouth. He didn’t look sorry, although he did let go. Lily didn’t even flinch, as if it hadn’t even happened. As if she were a doll and nothing more. 
 
    “Sam?!” 
 
    Lily abruptly turned on her heels, looking dead in the eyes, and walked out of the kitchen with the girl close behind her. The two guys looked around the room briefly before following. I quickly went after them. 
 
    Something unexpectedly grabbed me by the arm, but I shook it free and hurried out the door. 
 
    “Sam!” 
 
    Unexpectedly, Freya was right in front of me, pushing on my chest. I glanced down at her, before looking back up at trio trying to kidnap Lily. They were blurry now, like I was looking at them through a layer of water. I had to stop them. I wasn’t useless anymore. 
 
    They jumped into a black car, the girl sliding into the backseat with a very compliant Lily, and they took off. I saw Freya’s orange convertible suddenly in the same spot. 
 
    “We have to go after them!” I said urgently to Freya. 
 
    “Sam, what’s going on?!” She demanded. 
 
    “There’s no time!” I exclaimed. “We have to go now!” I was already running up to her car and jumping in. She slid in the driver’s seat and looked at me expectantly. 
 
    “Go!” I demanded. “Hurry! They’re getting away!” 
 
    She started the engine, and threw it into gear. I pointed for her when she seemed confused about where to go. I was afraid we were going to lose them, but for some reason they slowed down briefly as if they were waiting for us to catch up…as if they were waiting for me to catch up. 
 
    “Turn up here,” I said pointing, finally understanding that she wasn’t seeing what I was seeing. The black car always seemed to stay just ahead of us – just out of reach. 
 
    We continued like that for at least half an hour, us racing after them in silence with me occasionally blurting out direction. 
 
    Finally, we arrived at a warehouse outside of the city, the black vehicle disappearing the moment it turned onto the property. I looked around urgently, trying to find where it had gone. It was only then that I realized Freya had her headlights off – they had been off the entire time since she didn’t need the light to see in the dark. 
 
    “Sam, what’s going on?” She asked seriously. 
 
    I looked at her, finally accepting that what I had seen wasn’t going to come back. I need to focus on the present again, because it was only in the present that I would be able to help Lily. 
 
    “I saw it,” I said quietly. “I saw what happened. I saw the whole thing. There were three of them, two guys and a girl. The white guy with orange hair has some kind of ability to make people lose consciousness. The black guy has an explosion ability – he’s the one who destroyed the door. And the white girl must have some kind of ability to control people with a kiss – she forced Lily’s body to walk right out of the house.” 
 
    Freya stared at me in disbelief. “Astral trailing,” she whispered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Astral trailing,” she repeated. “It’s like seeing the past, but different. I think you saw the leftover remnants of their astral forms, like tracking a scent in the air.” Her expression abruptly grew serious. “Either way, I need to drink your blood now, so I can see what’s happening inside the building with my third eye.” 
 
    I was already leaning towards her, Freya’s mouth already growing wider. 
 
    I was about to comment that I was reaching out with my second-sight too, trying to focus its direction to increase the distance I could see, but she sank her teeth into my neck cutting my voice off. Her forehead split at the same time, revealing her third eye. With Freya’s first loud gulp, it glowed brightly and began scanning the area, the slit dilating and constricting repeatedly. 
 
    We both urgently took in the sight within the building, using our separate abilities to do so. 
 
    Shit, there were a lot of people in there. I was expecting just the three, not like fifty. 
 
    I found Lily right away – they already had her in some kind of glass box in the center of the warehouse. She was just standing there in the middle of it, staring off into space. The girl with black eyes and brown hair was close by…and that’s when I sensed it – I could feel a connection between them, like a thin invisible thread running from the girl’s mouth to Lily’s lips. 
 
    The thread seemed extremely weak – so easily broken. I wanted to reach out and snap it, but I wasn’t sure I could touch it from where Freya was parked. Not to mention that, if the thread was the girl’s hold on Lily, then her waking up might tip them off that we were here. 
 
    As for the other fifty people, about forty of them had guns, possibly indicating that only ten had lethal superpowers. The two guys I had seen earlier seemed to be running the show, which surprised me. I assumed they were just henchmen, but they were walking around like they were the ones in charge. 
 
    As I took in the scene, one thing became clear. Whatever they planned on doing to Lily, they were going to film it. 
 
    Which left me with only one reasonable conclusion. Just like they had done to my daughter – forcing me to watch her die in my arms – and possibly what they had done to my father with my mother, likewise they were going to do with Lily. Except I wasn’t supposed to be there in person. 
 
    She was too dangerous to proceed as they had done before. Instead, they would film her death and probably send it to me anonymously after I’d spent days worrying about where she had disappeared to. 
 
    My blood boiled, my astral form writhing around inside of me like a monster begging to be free. 
 
    Soon. Soon I’d kill them all. 
 
    Freya finished examining the scene and pulled away, noticing the homicidal look on my face. However, rather than being afraid like she was before, instead the determination set in her eyes and her expression darkened to match mine. She must have come to the same conclusion I had. 
 
    “How many of those tentacles can you create at once?” She asked, her voice dripping with hatred as she began taking off her leather jacket and necklace. 
 
    “Enough to take out the supers without guns,” I replied with just as much disdain. 
 
    She nodded. “The glass looks like it’s bulletproof, and likely heat resistant. If you can kill the supers, then I can take my time with the ones with guns.” 
 
    A sadistic smirk slipped onto my face. “I think I can break the girl’s hold on Lily, but we should save her for last. I don’t want Lily to have to watch what we’re about to do.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement. “Let’s do this then.” 
 
    We hurried out of the car, and Freya threw me over the fence before leaping over it herself. I discovered another use for my astral projections then, catching myself before I landed. I could have healed from landing from that height, especially since my bones didn’t break, but it was much quieter slowing myself down first. 
 
    We then ran in sync, her keeping with my pace while I silently tested out my ability. Much to my surprise, I could create nineteen astral limbs and I could stretch them all the same length. I wasn’t great with distances, but I estimated they could all reach several hundred feet. Enough that I could start killing supers long before we were in sight. 
 
    Just before we rounded a corner, I focused on the two guards at one of the side doors. Both had guns. Even before we appeared, I punctured both of them right through the lungs with enough force to lift them into the air. They struggled wildly – and silently, since their lungs had collapsed – before I gently set them down. I could see the life still draining from their wide eyes as we stepped over them. 
 
    Good. 
 
    I wasn’t in the mood to show anyone mercy. They could all die slowly as far as I was concerned. I was slow to anger, but get me angry, get me pissed, get me homicidal, and I’d show them just how much of a monster I could be. Especially now that I had a way to fight back for the first time in my life. 
 
    We quietly opened the door and slid down a hallway aiming for the main room where Lily was being kept. 
 
    I silently killed three more guys before we were at the final door. I pulled Freya close to me, whispering in her ear. “Do I have to worry about you dying?” I asked seriously. 
 
    She shook her head. “I just fed, so very unlikely. I can heal from a lot of damage right after I’ve eaten, not to mention I’ve technically died before but came back to life when exposed to blood.” She paused, seeming to want to elaborate but knowing there wasn’t enough time. “Also, I plan on using my third eye on a few of them once we slay the majority.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement. “Give me a second to kill the ones without guns, and then I’ll go for Lily while you take care of the rest.” She nodded in response and I got to work. I didn’t want to steal her fun, but I had nineteen weapons which turned out to be eleven more than I needed. There were nine people without guns and one of them was the girl keeping a hold on Lily, leaving eight of my invisible tentacles trailing lethal supers while the other eleven trailed people with guns closer to Lily. 
 
    “Now,” I whispered, stabbing myself into all of them at once. All nineteen of my victims were thrust into the air, hanging there for a moment before I dropped them in heaps on the ground. I paused to take my time stabbing the two men, who had helped kidnap Lily, a few extra times. They didn’t scream, incapable of doing so, but I knew they would have if I had left them with that capacity. 
 
    Freya had already bolted through the door at the same time. 
 
    There was a slight delay, everyone shocked by the abrupt and unexpected deaths of nineteen of their comrades. And then there was the first scream as Freya gutted one of the men with a clawed hand, followed immediately by gunfire. 
 
    I was shocked to see Freya with hands twice as large as normal, and bone-like claws protruding from her fingers. It had never occurred to me that I wasn’t aware of her full capabilities, but I realized I could understand why she’d hide it. If she transformed entirely, she probably really would look like a true monster. 
 
    Unexpectedly, I found myself becoming even more enthralled with her as I watched her attack her next victim, knowing she didn’t want to be a monster but would do anything to protect Lily. 
 
    Only seconds behind, I bolted into the warehouse, heading straight for Lily. I had planned on leaving her captor for last, but that’s when I realized Lily had picked up a long knife and was actively thrusting it down towards her body. 
 
    Four of my tentacles shot out at once, three of them immobilizing Lily the moment before the blade lodged itself in her gut. The fourth sliced through the thin thread connecting her to the girl like a hot knife through warm butter. There was no resistance, and the effect was instantaneous. 
 
    Lily’s eyes grew wide in horror as her brain began to register everything around her, including the knife in her hands barely an inch from her stomach. After a moment, she locked eyes with me, seeing that I was running for her. 
 
    I saw the fire in her eyes then, the realization of what was happening. 
 
    She exploded like a super nova, stopping me in my tracks, her orange fire rapidly shifting to a bright white. The cage bolted down to the floor vibrated violently as the glass rapidly turned bright red, the weaknesses becoming apparent as her white fire burst from the joints in a matter of seconds. 
 
    I heard her screaming then, slipping out of the cracks she had created – a shriek of anger. 
 
    Homicidal anger. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    24: You Will Get Burned 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I saw Lily’s hand appear at the edge of the cage, right next to her captor, pushing into the melting glass like it was a slime. Her fingers thrust through and she pulled it aside. The heat of her physical presence sent the whole section dripping quickly to the ground. Her black latex bra and underwear, all that was left from her work clothes, were completely unaffected by the heat. 
 
    The girl with black eyes tried to escape, but I snagged her in a tentacle, curious now to see what Lily would do. 
 
    She didn’t disappoint. 
 
    Her explosion died down, but her body was so hot that it was bright white, her eyes glowing a vivid orange. I could feel the heat radiating from where I stood. The temperature in the entire warehouse felt like the inside of an oven. I noticed that the knife was now a bright red puddle of molten metal in the middle of the cage. 
 
    The girl started screaming long before Lily reached her, her clothes bursting into flames just before Lily reached out with both hands up towards her face. There was a momentary burst of light, and then the girl’s head was gone. Just like that. Nothing left. 
 
    I let go of the corpse’s body and it fell to the ground in a heap. 
 
    Lily immediately turned on her heels to scan the room, but Freya had already slain almost everyone else. And the few still alive were maimed to the point of being harmless, suffering while they waited in horror for Freya to make her way back around to suck them dry. 
 
    I ran up to Lily as the heat from her body died down. She rushed to meet me the rest of the way, her expression tense with worry. We slammed into each other with such force that it knocked the wind out of us both, neither of us wanting to slow down in our eagerness to reunite. I wrapped her in my arms and tentacles both in the most absolutely and protective embrace I was capable of, and she hugged me back just as tightly with her arms. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I whispered urgently. “I’m so sorry.” 
 
    “I’m sorry too,” she said desperately. “I’m sorry I asked you to leave. I’m sorry for hurting your feelings. I was just afraid.” 
 
    “I know,” I said, holding her tighter. I already felt bad. It was making me feel worse knowing her fear had come true sooner than expected. 
 
    She started sobbing. “All I could think about was your daughter.” Her face distorted in pain. “All I could think about is you holding me instead.” 
 
    “I know,” I repeated, knowing I still needed to give her an out. “I’m sorry for putting you through this. And I understand if it’s too much for you.” 
 
    She looked up at me then, her eyes full of tears. “What? No! It’s not too much for me. All I could think about is how it would affect you. I kept seeing your face, holding my dead body.” She sobbed again, burying her head in my chest. “I don’t want to leave you like that. I don’t want you to hurt like that again.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said simply. I didn’t know what else to say. I thought she was confirming what I had thought, not confirming what Freya thought. After a second, I buried my face in her blonde hair, feeling my eyes sting. 
 
    She was just worried about me all long, without even a thought for herself. 
 
    After a few more seconds, I had to loosen my tentacles on her because I realized I was becoming heavily distracted by the shape of her body, and this wasn’t a good time. My astral sensitivity was just too powerful to ignore. Her latex underwear over her shapely butt was especially distracting. I could feel every detail and sensation a thousand times more powerful than if I was touching her with my hands. 
 
    “How did you even find me?” Lily wondered with a sniffle. 
 
    I didn’t answer right away. I had just looked up to see that Freya was finished, walking up to us now. It was the first time I had seen her actually covered in blood. Usually, she was surprisingly a clean eater when she was feeding off me. Granted, it was clear she had done a lot more than just feed. Her hands and forearms were especially bloody, dripping in it. 
 
    She wasn’t smiling. Just the opposite. She looked very unhappy. 
 
    Her mouth was a normal shape, as were her hands, but her third eye was still active – looking around intently. 
 
    “I’ll explain later,” I whispered to Lily. I then directed my attention to Freya again. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    She shook her head and held her finger up to her mouth, telling me to be quiet. Lily and I both opened an arm to her, allowing her to join our embrace. Neither of us seemed concerned about the blood as she wrapped her own arms around us. 
 
    Freya spoke in a whisper then. “I can’t find a direct connection to the people stalking Sam, but that doesn’t mean this isn’t related.” She paused, her third eye still looking around, before continuing. “This operation is seemingly an unrelated business entirely – unofficial of course – where they kidnap people and film them being tortured. They post the live feed online to paying customers, which means we might still be on film if they have more cameras hidden.” 
 
    I looked up automatically to see the destroyed video equipment. 
 
    Freya followed my gaze. “Yes,” she whispered. “As soon as I realized, I stopped it. I don’t think you got on the live feed Sam. Just Lily.” 
 
    “So, it’s completely unrelated?” I asked quietly in disbelief. 
 
    “No, not exactly. The victims aren’t chosen randomly. Someone did have to pay to have Lily selected for the kidnapping, but the question is whether or not that’s related to you. Either way, we’ve got someone to track down and kill.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement, meeting Lily’s gaze. Her expression was difficult to interpret. She wasn’t upset, but she wasn’t happy either. Her eyes seemed slightly shocked, but there was a lot more there too. Remnants of her anger, along with a rush from her kill and a fierce desire to protect those she loved. Again, not even a hint of concern for herself – only how this affected those she held close to her heart. 
 
    Freya got our attention again. “But right now Lily, we need you and your fire.” 
 
    “Oh?” She wondered. 
 
    Freya nodded. “The easiest way to disguise our presence here is for you to burn it.” She paused, her eyes having a hint of that homicidal rage again. “Incinerate this whole damn place until there’s nothing left. If our enemy doesn’t know we’re involved, then it gives us an advantage. And even if they did know, no one knows about Sam’s true ability.” 
 
    Lily nodded, that same determination in her now glowing eyes. 
 
    I quickly interrupted. “But how are we going to find our target?” 
 
    Freya blinked at me in surprise. “Oh. I have the password to one of their computers. One of the supers you killed was the one responsible for dealing with the transactions. Even though he was dead, his brain was still fresh enough for me to see traces of his recent memories. We can take it out to my car while Lily burns this place to a crisp.” 
 
    My eyes widened in surprise, before I leaned forward and kissed her on the temple. “You’re amazing, you know that?” I looked at Lily. “Both of you are.” 
 
    Freya and Lily exchanged a glance before kissing me at the same time – Lily on my lips, Freya on my cheek. 
 
    Lily pulled away first. “Alright, let’s do this. I’ve got some frustration I need to let out.” 
 
    I glanced down at her chest then, smirking as a thought occurred to me. “You know what Lily? Those implants are worth every penny. You turned a knife into a puddle and even liquefied fire-resistant glass.” 
 
    She returned the smile. “Well, I’m not sure how fire-resistant it was. Steel and glass melt at similar temperatures, so I suppose it was somewhat resistant since it didn’t melt nearly as fast as the knife did. But truly fire-retardant glass melts about the same temperature as my implants – a temperature my body can’t reach.” 
 
    “Jeez,” I exclaimed. “After seeing you vaporize a person’s head, I’m a little surprised that there’s anything you can’t melt.” 
 
    Her smile widened, though her eyes darkened. “I can’t liquefy bone, but I can certainly blast the hell out of it until nothing but calcium dust is left.” 
 
    A chill ran down my spine and I leaned forward to kiss her again, proud that my girl was such a badass. 
 
    Freya interrupted us. “Right. Well, let’s continue this later. Lily’s got a crime scene to incinerate and I’ve got a computer to hack.” 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    25: Equilibrium of Three 
 
      
 
    “Well, your boss is definitely our next target,” Freya said, pulling my attention away from the skyscraper of white fire. Lily hadn’t been kidding when saying she had some pent-up frustration to let out. 
 
    “Seriously?” Freya’s comment surprised me, but not nearly as much as the fact that she had literally just opened the computer a few seconds ago. “You already know it was him? That was fast.” 
 
    She gave me a smirk. “They didn’t make it hard. Honestly, these people weren’t very smart. If it wasn’t for their superpowers, then they probably would have been caught a long time ago.” 
 
    Partially focused on my second-sight, I saw that Lily was now heading out of what was left of the building. Her impressive display of power was sure to draw unwanted attention, which meant we needed to leave as soon as possible. 
 
    My thoughts wandered to my boss again. “So how should we handle this then?” I asked seriously, still looking at Freya with my physical eyes. “If he’s responsible for Lily getting abducted, then he will know his plan failed. Obviously, he won’t know we are aware of his involvement, but he might be highly suspicious if you ask him out on a date now.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement. Lily was already slipping through the hole in the chain-link fence I had created with my invisible appendages. Freya’s expression darkened again. “I don’t think we should worry about being discrete at this point. I say we go straight for him and kill the bastard.” 
 
    I considered that. I wanted revenge too. After all, my own boss had literally paid for Lily to be tortured and killed, all while being filmed for the world to see. For me to see. However, there was a reason why Freya didn’t want to kill Nick – a reason she seemed to have currently lost sight of. 
 
    I could see now how she really did have a problem with being impulsive. “But won’t that tip off our real enemy?” I asked hesitantly. 
 
    She stared at me for a second, the logic working on her. “Oh,” she finally said, the evil glint in her eye disappearing. “Oh, I guess you’re right.” 
 
    “Trust me Freya, I don’t want to be right. I want to kill him too. Slowly. Painfully. But if he’s just another pawn, then cutting him down won’t solve the problem long-term.” 
 
    She nodded slowly as Lily opened the door and slid into the backseat. Without another word, Freya threw it into gear and sped off, racing down the road to get as far away as possible. Once we merged with traffic, she slowed down to match everyone else’s speed. She was still covered in blood, but the windows were heavily tinted and it was dark outside. 
 
    “I hope we didn’t ruin your interior,” I commented in passing, really just an excuse to break the silence. 
 
    Freya glanced up at me before shaking her head. “No, it’s waterproof and stain resistant.” Her expression darkened again briefly. “While I try to be good, blood is just a part of my life. It would be foolish of me not to make sure I could easily clean it up.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said simply. “Makes sense.” 
 
    I glanced back at Lily to see her expression tense too. The adrenaline rush had worn off, and everyone seemed more uneasy and worried, rather than pissed. 
 
    I leaned back in my seat and sighed, considering the situation. Considering what to do about Nick. What to do about John. 
 
    If Nick was as ignorant as Freya said, then John would never disclose his actions. Which meant I had to deal with them separately, yet somehow cohesively, so that my overall reaction was consistent. After a moment, I sighed heavily. “I’m going to tell Nick we’re in a three-way, polyamorous, relationship,” I announced. 
 
    Freya’s head snapped in my direction, gawking at me. Lily had a similar reaction. 
 
    “An exclusive polyamorous relationship, right?” Lily asked tentatively. 
 
    I looked at her completely stunned, surprised that she was agreeing to it for real. But I was also surprised that she needed clarification, since I was the only man in existence who either of them could sleep with. 
 
    And then it hit me. 
 
    It was impossible for them to have other relationships…but it wasn’t impossible for me. 
 
    “Oh,” I said as my mind registered what she was implying. “Of course. I’m inherently monogamous to begin with, so having two women in my life is already more than enough for me.” Lily seemed to relax a little, so I quickly continued to explain myself. “But I need a good reason to explain why I abruptly left Nick passed out on my couch. John probably won’t tell him that Lily is supposed to be dead, so I plan on telling him…” I paused, realizing I needed to backtrack. “Okay, so I told Nick that I tried to get Lily to agree to a threesome with Freya – just an excuse to need a guy’s night with lots of drinking involved. I said Lily was pissed about it, but now I can say that she thought it over and changed her mind.” 
 
    Freya glanced back at Lily, who gave her a nod in response. 
 
    I continued, trying not to think too deeply about what they were silently agreeing to. “It’s the perfect reason for why I would just run out like that.” I sighed. “Though that’s going to get awkward fast. Maybe I’ll just tell him we talked about it. I definitely don’t want him asking questions about what happened afterwards. And I’m definitely not making up stories about us having a threesome. I’ll clarify that you’ve both agreed to two separate exclusive relationships.” 
 
    They both made a face of disgust in unison, though I wasn’t sure if it was from the idea of Nick wanting to know, or the idea of a threesome. It could go either way, since technically the things we had done in bedroom weren’t a threesome. I suspected it was the first reason for Freya, and the latter reason for Lily. 
 
    Lily chimed in then. “And I’ll be more careful about what I say to Freya over the phone. The last thing we need is Dave creating more gossip.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement. I was about to speak up when Freya cut me off. “Oh! I have an idea of how we can deal with John discretely.” 
 
    “Yes?” I asked hesitantly. 
 
    Her grin widened. “First of all, obviously we aren’t leaving Lily out of our sight from now on. One of us needs to be with her at all times.” Freya glanced back at her to make sure she was fine with that arrangement. She nodded in agreement. Really, we would just be doing what we had been. After all, for several days now we had all slept in the same bed every night, and Lily and I drove to work together. 
 
    Well, they slept together. I stayed up as usual on my tablet. 
 
    Freya continued. “As long as we make sure Lily’s safe, then we can take our time dealing with John.” She hesitated, looking at me for a moment. “Sam, I want to find out if you can switch people’s souls around.” Lily gasped, but Freya ignored her. “If you can, then we’ll do it to John – switch his soul with some animal. Then people will just think he went insane. We can kill him while leaving his body alive.” 
 
    I was gripping my knee tightly as I listened. I desperately wanted to get revenge, but Freya’s idea disturbed me on multiple levels. Because if I could do it, that possibility opened the door to so many others. 
 
    Lily responded before I could, her voice barely above a whisper. “Sam…you would never do that to me without my permission, right?” 
 
    I looked at her in shock. “Of course not!” I exclaimed. 
 
    “Good.” She sat back in relief, but her expression quickly became pensive. “Because if you can do it, and you decide you want to…like, when I’m older…I want to choose my body.” 
 
    “Shit!” I exclaimed, looking back at her in shock. Even Freya cursed underneath her breath. Neither of us had even considered that possibility. 
 
    Lily was immediately apologetic. “Or not! I know it would be weird having me in another body. I feel really selfish for even mentioning it, especially knowing someone else might have to die to make it happen…” Her volume disappeared as she continued to speak, until she was silent. 
 
    The tension was thick in the air now. I felt like I couldn’t breathe. Could I really keep her like that? Would it even work? Could I handle seeing Lily in another body? Was it selfish of me to let her die if I had the ability to save her? 
 
    A person’s physical appearance was the primary identifier that it was that person. I supposed that plastic surgery could make her face look the same, but then what we were doing might be discovered eventually. 
 
    There was so much to consider… 
 
    I finally decided to break the silence. “Let’s…just wait and see if I even can.” I sighed heavily. “Honestly, the idea really scares me. Dealing with people’s souls is kind of a big deal. What if I did it wrong?” I shook my head. “I’d never be able to forgive myself if I was responsible for hurting you Lily.” 
 
    Freya abruptly spoke up, almost cutting me off. “Which is why we will test it out first.” She glanced back at Lily briefly. “If we really did do that Sam, then we would first make sure you felt comfortable with your ability.” She paused. “Like with your astral projections. You just found out you could do that today, and yet you’re already using them pretty confidently.” 
 
    I saw a smirk appear on her lips and knew immediately she wasn’t talking about the warehouse. She was thinking about what I had done to her in my attic. And at her place before that. 
 
    “I’ll say,” Lily agreed. “You killed like twenty of those guys at once.” 
 
    I gasped. “You saw?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
    She nodded, her expression confused. “Yeah. I couldn’t control my body, but I could still see and hear everything going on.” Her expression darkened. “That’s why I blasted that girl’s head off. That bitch deserved it. She spent the majority of the ride telling me all the ways she was going to make me torture myself, knowing I was fully aware inside my own body.” 
 
    “Oh…I thought you were unconscious.” I paused. “Sorry.” 
 
    “For what?” She wondered. 
 
    “Just for everything. For you being involved in the first place.” 
 
    Lily reached forward and placed her hand on my shoulder. I quickly covered it with my own. She changed the subject. “You never did say how you found me.” 
 
    I sighed. “Freya called it…astral trailing?” She nodded in confirmation, so I returned my gaze to Lily. “Basically, I saw what happened, as if I was really there. We followed their car to the warehouse – well, Freya couldn’t see what I was seeing of course. But it was so real that at first it was hard to separate the past from the present.” 
 
    “Really?” She asked in surprise. 
 
    I nodded. “I told Freya about your reaction to my news, and she decided to go talk to you, only to discover you had disappeared. When I got there, I felt like there was something important about your chair. And then, suddenly I could see you crying in your seat. It was like you were really there, appearing out of thin air.” 
 
    Lily sighed heavily. “Talk about perfect timing for you to figure out you had this extra ability.” 
 
    I thought about that for a moment. “Actually, I might have still been able to do it, even if I didn’t know about my true superpower.” They both looked at me in surprise, so I elaborated. “After the incident with my daughter’s death, I had flashbacks like that, but I just thought I was hallucinating. I thought my grief was pushing me over the edge, shoving me towards insanity. Instead of paying attention to what I was seeing, I tried to ignore it.” My voice grew quieter. “After a while, like months later, it finally went away.” 
 
    They were both silent as they let that sink in, and the implications of it. After a moment, Freya reached over and rested her hand on my thigh. At the same time, Lily tightened her grip on my shoulder slightly. I covered Freya’s hand too, so that I had a hand on each of theirs. 
 
    “Thanks,” I whispered quietly. If I had known about my ability back then – known it wasn’t a hallucination – I might have been able to discover evidence surrounding my daughter’s death. I might have figured out sooner that it wasn’t random. 
 
    At least I paid attention this time. It was the only reason why Lily was still alive. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    26: A New Perspective 
 
      
 
    I anxiously readjusted my FRIL bra strap as we pulled up to my place. I had mixed feelings about returning to my house for the night, given that this was where I had been kidnapped. But unfortunately, it had to be my house, because if I had nightmares or any other accidental slips of certain emotions, then I could send their homes up in flames in seconds. 
 
    I knew Freya would stay with me, and Sam would only be leaving long enough to get rid of Nick, but I still felt a little afraid. It had been so easy for them to kidnap me. Too easy, it seemed. I had no idea it could happen so quickly. One moment I was safe in my house, and the next I wasn’t. And I remembered every second of it, minus the falling to the floor just after they came in. 
 
    I was trying to keep myself together, trying to hide how shaken up I felt now that it was over, but I feared I would burst into tears any moment. At least that emotion wouldn’t cause me to explode. 
 
    But no. I had to stay strong right now. For them. 
 
    Sam had to leave to take care of the Nick issue and smooth over the situation. And I knew he wouldn’t leave if I started crying. 
 
    Which meant I needed a distraction. “Hey, Freya,” I asked as she popped open her door, “I assume you’re going to hop in the shower first thing, right?” 
 
    She paused, her voice trembling slightly. I wondered if Sam picked up on it. I wondered if he could sense how killing was affecting her now that it was over. She didn’t want to be a monster, yet every time she killed she was reminded that she was one – at least in her perception. “Yeah. I’m just going to climb in with my clothes on, since I have so much blood on me.” She glanced back at Sam, her voice becoming more confident. Did he notice how her tone seemed to do that when she was talking to him? As if there was something about him that reassured her of herself? “And you should change your shirt before you go.” 
 
    Sam nodded in agreement. “I will.” He then looked back at me. “Although, before I go, I’m going to unhinge one your doors to temporarily replace the front door. They’re all the same size, right?” 
 
    I shrugged. How would I know? I didn’t build the place. I just paid money for them to do it. “Maybe? You can try the laundry room door, but if that doesn’t work than any of them are fine.” Anything to seal up the house again. I knew Sam would be awake all night, but I didn’t like the idea of sleeping with no front door on the house. 
 
    I began sliding across the seat then, realizing they were both hesitating, waiting on me. My heart felt warm knowing that fact. I felt like I had two protective guardians who both lived to protect me and keep me safe – two immortal guardians. It made me fall in love with them both even more, though my feelings toward Freya were purely platonic. She was my best friend, and over the years she had become my only friend. 
 
    Once I was out of the car, I paused to make sure my legs would stay steady before following after Freya. I’d be mortified if I fell down. I didn’t want them to worry about me more than they already were. 
 
    With Freya in front of me and Sam behind, we headed into my place. The first thing Sam did was check all the rooms to make sure the coast was clear. His second-sight made the process pretty fast. He then got started on the laundry room door while Freya made her escape to the shower. No doubt that’s when she would let herself fall apart. 
 
    I bit my lip as I thought about it. I didn’t want to mess with her feelings, but I knew she needed someone right now. She loved Sam, but I was sure she didn’t want to burden him with her struggle, especially not when he had more important things to deal with. 
 
    Dammit. She needed me, and I really did need the distraction of comforting her. Otherwise, I’d fall apart too. “I’m going to hop in the shower with her,” I announced to Sam. 
 
    He gave me a strange look, before his gaze fell down to my chest and then stomach. I couldn’t blame him. I did look pretty hot in only my FRIL underwear. He blushed and looked away, trying to regain his focus. “Oh…” He began nervously. “Alright…” He paused. “This will probably only take me about ten minutes. Do you want me to say goodbye before I go?” 
 
    Always so considerate of what I wanted. One of the many reasons why I loved him so much. “Of course silly,” I teased. Hopefully, I got my tone right. It was difficult to keep things light-hearted after being traumatized. 
 
    He nodded without looking at me, so I headed to the bathroom. I suspected he was trying not to let his mind go wild, but if he wasn’t going to ask for clarification then I wasn’t going to provide it. He could think what he wanted. 
 
    Other than the running water from the shower, it was completely silent behind my bathroom door. There was no movement. I tried the handle, glad to see she had left it unlocked. Granted, I could have gotten in either way. I opened it to discover the outline of her body standing underneath the water, still in most of her clothes like she said. She was hugging herself, shivering like she was cold. The mirror was already fogged up from the hot water. 
 
    “Freya,” I announced, “I’m coming to join you. I’ve got some blood on me too.” Her hands had been covered in it when she hugged me earlier. 
 
    Her body abruptly stiffened in response. “O-Okay,” she whispered, the sound barely audible over the water. 
 
    I closed the door behind me and began warming my body temperature as I slid behind the shower curtain. Her eyes were closed, her body trembling now – while subtle, I noticed the difference. I hesitated briefly before stepping forward and wrapping my heated arms around her, trying to avoid touching her chest with my hands. My body was much hotter than the water now, enough that it was turning to steam the moment it hit my skin. But I didn’t care. I was doing this for her. 
 
    Even though Freya’s body temperature was the same as a normal person, she didn’t really feel warmth unless it was extremely hot. Hot enough to give a regular person a second degree burn within seconds. It was something only I could do for her right now. Something I was willing to do for her right now 
 
    She took a sharp breath the moment I touched her. I rested my forehead against the back of her wet hair, feeling it begin to dry underneath my skin. 
 
    “Lily,” she said quietly, “you’re provoking my bloodlust.” 
 
    My tone was hesitant. “Freya…” 
 
    “I know you’re not into that kind of thing Lily. I just thought you should know. I don’t want to hurt you.” 
 
    I sighed heavily, moving my lips to her ear. “Then just let me know if it gets to be too much,” I whispered. 
 
    She nodded once. After a few moments, the tension in her shoulders began to relax and she let out a quiet laugh. “I think I’ve told you this,” she mused, “but it’s still so weird to me, even after all this time. I never thought I’d fall in love with another girl. Granted, I’ve only had four obsessions in my entire life.” 
 
    “Four?” I asked in confusion. I thought there had been only three obsessions. When she had finally admitted to me that she was obsessed, being initially sparked by my orange eyes – her favorite color – she had been under the assumption that she could only have one obsession at a time. So then, who was the fourth? Someone before me? 
 
    She glanced back at me then, her lips coming within an inch of mine. “Oh.” She said simply. “I would have figured you realized I was obsessed with Sam too.” 
 
    My eyes widened as I processed that. Made sense. Actually, now that I thought about it, everything made a lot more sense. No wonder she had kidnapped him, even while knowing it might hurt me. I wondered if the fact that I was a girl was why she had ended up with two obsessions at the same time. The other ones had been separated by several decades, yet suddenly she had two? The first one she killed accidentally, and the second one she tried to ignore until he died. In both cases it was extremely difficult on her, possibly worse than losing a close family member. I didn’t envy her problem, but I had to admit it was nice having such a dedicate friend. 
 
    I leaned forward and gently rested my lips on her cheek – a silent token of forgiveness for hurting my feelings initially by stealing Sam. 
 
    Freya’s jaw popped, beginning to reshape. “Lily…” 
 
    I pulled away, immediately apologetic. “Sorry. I’m not trying to make you horny. I just don’t want you to be alone right now. I know how it affects you.” I didn’t want to say the word. She knew what I meant. 
 
    Her mouth instantly returned to normal, and she nodded somberly, looking away. “Thank you,” she whispered. 
 
    There was a knock on the door then. Sam’s voice was hesitant. “I’m done. I guess I’ll see you two in a little while.” It was obvious he wasn’t sure how to handle this situation, even though the three of us had spent time naked in the same room. I found it amusing, especially since Freya was fully clothed still. 
 
    Freya spoke up before I could. “Sam, I need to drink your blood before you go.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock, unexpected feeling nervous. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    27: A Secret Obsession 
 
      
 
    “Why do you need to drink his blood?” I hissed. But she couldn’t respond because he was already opening the door. I pulled away from her automatically, not wanting him to get the wrong idea. 
 
    Freya turned off the water and pulled open the curtain, taking off her red blouse after she did so. She had a black lacy bra on. She reached out her arms towards him, inviting him to come to her so she could feed before he left. But why did she even need to feed? She had just eaten so much, and from so many people. 
 
    I gulped as I considered the reason. 
 
    I knew there was a time limit on how long the bloodlust provoked by her horniness stayed satisfied. She had told me about it once, as well as the reason why blood bags wouldn’t curve the need. When she got horny, the resulting craving was more than just a need for blood. It was a need to be violent – to sink her teeth into flesh. A need to bite viciously. Once that desire was satisfied, she could safely be horny like a normal person for approximately twenty-seven minutes. 
 
    It had been over half an hour since she last fed, which made knots form in the bit of my stomach knowing that she was wanting to feed again. 
 
    Should I try to escape now while I had the chance? 
 
    No point really. It’s not like I could get away from her if she wanted to chase after me, and I wasn’t about to leave the house. Nothing Freya could do to me was so bad I’d risk leaving the safety of her company. I just hoped she could be reasoned with. 
 
    Sam glanced awkwardly at me before complying to her unspoken demand. 
 
    I turned my head away as she sank her teeth in. Despite the fact that I knew they did this often, I had rarely seen Freya eat, even after all these years. It didn’t gross me out, but at the same time I felt slightly uneasy about it. Maybe it was like a cow watching someone eat beef. It was difficult not to feel weird. 
 
    I wasn’t afraid of her hurting me though. If anything, just the opposite. I trusted her wholeheartedly – at least, I trusted her not to hurt me. Not to mention we both knew my ability would do a ton of damage to her if she did lose control. Enough damage that it would probably make her stop if it came down to an issue of losing self-control. 
 
    But as far as what she might do after Sam left, that was a different problem entirely. Because I knew I wouldn’t use my flames to stop her, even if I had that kind of control… 
 
    Once they were done, Sam kissed her on the forehead before stepping towards me. I eagerly wrapped my arms around his neck, my body completely dry despite the fact the water had just been running, and kissed him fully on the lips. 
 
    I had already lowered my body temperature to a safer level for him, but apparently I was still pretty warm, because he commented on it. 
 
    “Wow, you’re really hot,” he exclaimed. 
 
    “Oops, sorry,” I teased, batting my eyes at him. 
 
    He grinned at me. “I’ll be back. I love you.” He glanced at Freya. “Both of you.” 
 
    “Love you too,” we said in sync. I grinned as he grabbed my chest affectionally before heading out. I always loved it when he touched me unexpectedly. It sent a thrill through my heart. 
 
    Once he closed the door, I realized I had Freya’s full attention again. I backed up against the wall, trying to swallow the lump in my throat. Her gaze was…passionate. 
 
    “Oh Lily,” she sighed. “I’m not going to make you do something you don’t want to.” She then took off her pants, revealing her black lacy panties, and turned the hot water back on. 
 
    I closed the curtain automatically to prevent the water from getting out, though the motion brought me closer to her. “Then why the meal?” I wondered hesitantly. She began trembling again as I slid my arms around her, feeling most of my skin press against most of hers. 
 
    “Because if you’re going to do this,” she chastised me, “then I need to take the precaution, so I don’t hurt you.” 
 
    I moved her wet hair to the side and snuggled my face against the back of her neck. “Fair enough.” I sighed. “I guess I am giving you some pretty mixed signals.” 
 
    “I’ll say,” she retorted, though her tone was light-hearted. “How can you even touch me like this and not mean anything by it?” 
 
    I sighed again as I thought about it. “I don’t know. I mean, I like you of course. A lot. Just not like that. I think you’re hot and attractive even, but I’m not turned on by it. Does that make sense?” 
 
    She shrugged, and was quiet. After a moment, she spoke again. “Can you turn up the heat a little?” 
 
    I smirked. “Sure.” Her body shivered as I did so. I went back to our original subject. “But I’m the only girl you’ve crushed on, right?” 
 
    She scoffed. “I’d say ‘crushed’ is an understatement.” 
 
    “But you know what I mean.” 
 
    She nodded. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. I never would have considered liking a girl before, and even now I wouldn’t be willing to do anything sexual with another one. Just you.” 
 
    I grimaced at the thought. I was glad she couldn’t see. It was one thing to have her watch me in action, but for her to be in the action with me? Gross. 
 
    Freya continued. “I guess Sam’s never going to get his wish for a threesome.” 
 
    “I think he’s okay with that,” I hedged. Honestly, I wasn’t sure given the things he’d said recently. Was he hinting that’s what he wanted? Even if he did, I wasn’t willing to go there. I loved him, but not that much. Not enough to force myself to do something I didn’t want to. And really, I felt like he was okay with that, because he was always considerate of what I wanted. 
 
    Freya shrugged in response to my comment. Really, I suspected she wanted it more than him. Or rather, maybe she just wanted something. I knew I was being kind of mean to her by asking her to wait. 
 
    I sighed in reservation. “You know, if we’re really going to be in this three-way relationship, then I guess it needs to be more fair for you.” 
 
    She looked back at me in surprise. “You were really agreeing to that?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I mean, we kind of are already.” 
 
    She hesitated. “Then what do you mean by more fair?” 
 
    I buried my head against her neck again, my voice muffled now. “I think I’m alright with you and Sam having sex.” 
 
    “With you watching, or without?” She tried clarifying. 
 
    “Probably without,” I admitted. Knowing that it was happening didn’t seem to bother me, but watching definitely made me feel a little jealous. “Just as long as you don’t steal him away from me,” I added. 
 
    “I won’t,” she promised. “And besides, he really likes your rack.” 
 
    I smirked, tightening my embrace to press my chest into her more. “It is pretty nice,” I admitted. “Money well spent.” 
 
    “Lily…” 
 
    “Hey, you just ate,” I retorted. 
 
    “Yeah, but you can still mess with my feelings.” 
 
    “Oh,” I supposed she had a point. “Sorry.” 
 
    She thrust her butt backwards to bump me, hard. “Forgiven. This time at least. But keep teasing me and I might just take advantage of you.” 
 
    I gulped, because I knew she meant it. After all, she almost did once before, using the opportunity of killing my homicidal stalker to touch and kiss me. And I almost let her, feeling like I owed her as much given what she had done for me. Thankfully, I had collected myself before it got too far. And thankfully she had ultimately respected my wishes…at least, she did after about five minutes of me complaining. 
 
    I decided to change the subject. “Does Sam know you’re obsessed with him?” I wondered. “And does he know about me?” 
 
    She sighed heavily. “I just told him today. But no, he doesn’t know how I feel about you.” 
 
    “Oh.” I paused. “How did he react?” 
 
    She shrugged again. “Surprisingly, very well. He even seemed to like the idea.” I could hear the smirk in her voice. She then laughed quietly, turning her head to glance back at me. “He teased about being my cub, since I’m over a century older than him.” 
 
    I blushed, burying my face against her neck again. Too much. Too much. 
 
    She seemed to misunderstand my reaction. “Does that bother you?” She asked seriously. 
 
    “Nope,” I squeaked. Now that I had decided I was okay with her sleeping with Sam, it kind of made me horny. Though I still wasn’t sure I could handle watching them without getting jealous. I’d definitely have to ask them to keep it private for now…maybe forever. 
 
    Freya abruptly turned around in my arms to face me. I tried to get away, but she caught me in her embrace before I could escape. I felt panicked now that she was in control. I tried pressing my hands against her slim shoulders, but she was just too strong. She slipped her hand behind my neck to pull my face closer. 
 
    Her crimson gaze was intense, her black eyelashes thicker than usual from the moisture. “You can be my cub too,” she whispered seductively. My nose was barely an inch away from hers now, which meant my lips weren’t much further. 
 
    I turned my head away when she leaned forward, finding her lips on my jawline. “Too much,” I gasped. 
 
    She chuckled softly, resting her teeth on my skin and biting my jaw gently. Girl or not, it still sent a shiver down my spine. “Oh?” She purred. “Are you sure this is too much?” Her voice was taunting. 
 
    When she grabbed my butt, I snapped out of it. “Freya.” I said firmly, still looking away, trying to catch my breath. 
 
    She sighed and then moved her hand to my lower back, stroking my skin with her thumb while keeping her lips on my jaw. “See?” She murmured. “This could have been dangerous if I didn’t drink Sam’s blood before he left.” 
 
    “But I didn’t even do anything to tease you,” I complained. 
 
    “No,” she agreed. “But the idea of you being my cub turns me on. As does you calling me mistress, if I’m being honest.” 
 
    “Freya,” I whined. I struggled to pull away, but she wouldn’t let go. After a second, I gave up with a heavy sigh. 
 
    She quietly laughed again. “Good girl,” she teased. 
 
    “I’m not agreeing to anything,” I retorted. 
 
    “Oh, I know,” she agreed, her breath tickling my neck now. 
 
    “Then stop kissing me,” I hissed just as she did, pressing her lips onto my neck. But she didn’t listen, continuing to do it for a few more minutes before nuzzling her face against my throat. After a moment, I realized she was really going to stop, so I wrapped my arms around her again. 
 
    “Affection,” she whispered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She sighed heavily. “Sex is great of course, but really its affection I crave. I never realized just how desperately I needed it until Sam started loving on me in little ways, like with hugs and snuggles.” 
 
    “Oh.” He did tell me about that. “S-So, what are you asking then?” 
 
    She was quiet for a moment as she thought about it. “Just…” She paused. “Maybe we could do stuff like this more often?” 
 
    “Take showers together?” I wondered seriously. I wasn’t about to get naked with her. No way in hell. Even if we were already almost there… 
 
    “No, just this. Letting me cuddle with you.” 
 
    I hesitated as I thought about it. “We already sleep together though. How is this different?” 
 
    She began rubbing her lips against my neck. “Yeah, but usually we aren’t actually touching. I’ve always tried to be respectful, partly because I was afraid you’d kick me out of the bed if I was too snuggly.” 
 
    I laughed nervously. “Yeah, you’re probably right.” 
 
    Her body stiffened in my arms. “Is that a no?” She wondered, sounding defeated. 
 
    I tightened my embrace. “Well, it’s just weird knowing you’re turned on by it.” 
 
    “Oh!” She pulled away abruptly to look at me. “I’m not horny right now. I mean, I was a little horny just a few minutes ago, but I’m not anymore.” 
 
    “Promise?” I asked hesitantly. 
 
    She nodded confidently. “Of course.” She paused then, staring over my shoulder as she thought. “I mean, are you always horny when you and Sam snuggle?” 
 
    She had a point. “No, I guess you’re right.” I bit my lip, only to groan when she stared at it like she wanted to bite it too. She grinned at me, rolling her eyes at the same time I did. We both laughed as we unintentionally mimicked each other. After a moment, I sighed. “Fine. Just please don’t do it if you’re horny. I really don’t want to be scarred for life from you biting me.” 
 
    Her expression became serious. “Of course Lily. I don’t want to hurt you.” Her expression darkened. “That would hurt me just as much.” 
 
    “I know,” I whispered. I reached up to pull her head against me again. She shivered slightly, probably recalling the horrible memories of the other two obsessions she had lost – one of which was accidentally caused by her. I turned up my heat a little more until her muscles began relaxing again. 
 
    “Thank you,” she whispered. “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you,” I reassured her. I didn’t bother clarifying that it wasn’t in the same way. She already knew that. But still. I did love her. She was my closest friend. 
 
    After a few seconds, I pulled away. 
 
    Surprisingly, Freya let me this time, her expression vulnerable as she met my gaze. “Too much?” She wondered hesitantly. 
 
    I shook my head. “No, but I’m tired of standing. Why don’t you finish up and I’ll meet you in bed?” She stared at me in shock, so I rolled my eyes again. “To snuggle Freya. Jeez, get your mind out of the gutter.” 
 
    She smirked then. “Of course. I knew what you meant.” 
 
    “Uh-huh,” I teased. “Sure you did.” I stepped out of the shower, pausing to make sure the blood on my side was gone. Nope. I begrudgingly climbed back in and turned down my heat to rinse it off. Freya stepped out of the way to give me room. 
 
    She was quiet for a moment, watching me, before speaking up as I climbed back out. Her arms were wrapped around herself again. “Can I be the little spoon?” She asked seriously. 
 
    It took me a moment to figure out why she was acting like it was such a big sacrifice for me to be the big spoon. And then I remembered. I was supposed to be traumatized too. But comforting her had taken my mind completely off it. “Of course,” I reassured her. 
 
    She nodded in appreciation and began taking off her bra. My cue to leave. I’d certainly seen her naked before, but I wasn’t about to watch her shower naked. I just hoped Sam didn’t get too excited at seeing us cuddling together in bed, because I wasn’t in the mood to have sex tonight. At least, not at the moment. I knew his physical presence might change my mind. 
 
    Really, affection was exactly what I needed right now too. Now that I wasn’t holding Freya, I felt the horror of what had almost happened to me begin to tug on my heart again. 
 
    Oh, Freya. Please hurry. Hopefully, you really do need my snuggles as much as I need yours. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    28: Wishful Thinking 
 
      
 
    When I got back to my place, I discovered that Nick had moved while I was gone but he was still out cold. I found him in the kitchen with a shattered glass of vodka on the floor next to him. He was lucky he fell in the opposite direction, avoiding getting cut by the pieces of glass. 
 
    I went ahead and cleaned it up and poured out the rest of the vodka, before moving him to the couch. The last thing I needed was for him to ask for another glass and repeat the process all night. I wanted to get rid of him now. 
 
    He finally woke up about five minutes later, asking for a beer. 
 
    “I think you’ve had enough Nick. You’re going to kill yourself if you keep drinking so much.” Really, he’d barely drank enough to get drunk, but he didn’t need to know that. 
 
    He shook his head slowly. “I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I normally handle my alcohol a lot better.” He paused, looking up at me with his beady brown eyes. “Sorry to be such bad company. What’s weird is that I really don’t even remember drinking so much. And I only feel mildly tipsy now.” 
 
    I shrugged, changing the subject. “Well, I’m probably going to head over to Lily’s place now. I came back to let you know.” 
 
    His expression was suddenly bewildered. “Came back? You left?” 
 
    My eyes widened in shock. How could he not have noticed? “Yeah, man. I told you this already. Freya called me to say she smoothed things over with Lily, even getting her to change her mind, so I went over to talk to them about it.” 
 
    He shook his head in disbelief. “I mean, I noticed you weren’t in the room, but I figured you had run to the bathroom or something.” 
 
    “Dude, no more chugging vodka for you,” I chastised. 
 
    He nodded, before his eyes suddenly widened in shock. “Wait. You said Lily changed her mind? Are you serious?!” 
 
    My expression became reserved. “Well, not exactly. She’s agreed to allow me to have a separate exclusive relationship with Freya, though she’s definitely not interested in more than that.” 
 
    His eyes were still wide. “Still, I can’t believe that actually worked.” 
 
    I felt my devious side begin to take over. “Yeah, man. Maybe you should give it a try after all.” And hopefully one of your chicks owns a gun and knows how to use it. 
 
    He shook his head in disbelief. “Nah. It’s crazy that it worked for you, but I doubt that’s normal. I’ll take the slower approach. You know, test the waters out first before I dive straight in.” 
 
    Well shit. He was smarter than I thought. “Well, either way, we still have some stuff to figure out, so I’m going to head over there to talk it over with them.” 
 
    He nodded absentmindedly. “I understand. I just wish we could have hung out more.” 
 
    I grimaced. Thankfully he didn’t notice. “Yeah man. Although, we did hang out for almost two hours. You just apparently don’t remember most of it.” 
 
    “More like none of it,” he admitted. 
 
    I stifled a chuckle, standing up. “I’ll see you at work tomorrow.” 
 
    He nodded, taking the hint to leave. “Right. Oh, and about that bistin.” 
 
    Shit! “Yeah man, I’ll get it tomorrow for you.” 
 
    He nodded again. “I appreciate it.” 
 
    Like hell you do. “That’s what friends are for. Although seriously, I’m going to have to start charging you for this.” And maybe I really would. Maybe that would get him to stop with this shit. 
 
    He groaned. “How much?” 
 
    I gawked at him. Was he serious? “I don’t know man. How much would it take to give you incentive to be more careful?” 
 
    He shrugged. “The resonator radiates heat. You know that. My hands get sweaty and it slips out. I actually drop it all the time, but only occasionally does it slip into the ventilation system.” 
 
    I scoffed. “Dude! Then buy some gloves!” 
 
    His eyes widened in shock. “Oh!” He paused. “Oh, I guess I could do that.” 
 
    Yeah dumbass! You could do that! 
 
    I held the door open for him, resisting the urge to kick his ass out of the house. “Yeah Nick. Why don’t you do that? And I’ll see you tomorrow at work.” 
 
    “Right. Later man.” 
 
    I locked the door behind me and jumped in my car to head back over to Lily’s place. Part of me hoped that they were still showering together, but I knew that was unlikely at this point. By the time I got back, I would have been gone for almost an hour. Still, I couldn’t help myself from wondering how that had turned out. 
 
    Had they actually gotten naked together after I left the bathroom? I shivered at the thought. I knew Lily wasn’t into watching Freya have sex with me, or participating in sex with us, but I had no idea how she felt specifically about Freya. Or how Freya felt about her. Granted, they had been friends for fifteen years, so surely I would have known if there was something between them, right? 
 
    Right? 
 
    But then why did Freya need to drink my blood before I left? It wasn’t like she hadn’t already eaten a ton. I could only think of one reason why. 
 
    I shook my head to clear my mind. I needed to stop fantasizing about what they might have done. Together. To each other. 
 
    I shook my head again. I’d just ask them straight-up about it. I could ask that, right? 
 
    Right? 
 
    I would have assumed that Lily wouldn’t be interested in having sex after what happened, but maybe I was wrong. Maybe she needed the distraction. I just hoped that if they had done something together that they wouldn’t neglect me afterwards. Granted, I supposed I needed to not worry about that right now and just focus on their needs. I had gone over a century without sex, so I could certainly go without it for a night. I had already planned on it anyway, but that was before it occurred to me that I might be the only one going without, between the three of us. 
 
    Although, I had to admit that, whether their relationship was platonic or not, it was clear they needed each other’s comfort after what had happened. And I was fine with that. 
 
    Still, I couldn’t help but wonder what had happened after I left. Hopefully, I’d find out soon enough. 
 
    When I got to Lily’s place, I found Lily wrapped tightly around Freya in bed. It was the first time I had ever seen them snuggle together. Both of them were already asleep with the light still on. And they were both wearing latex nightgowns, likely because Freya didn’t have any clean pajamas here. 
 
    Not that I was complaining. I realized I might have to ask Freya to wear latex more often, even if it was just for our private time together, because I really liked seeing her in it. 
 
    I quietly turned off the light, and went to go clean up all the wood chips from her front door. After I was finished, I took a shower myself, contemplating the situation. 
 
    My primary concern was the police. We didn’t plan on reporting the incident, which could come back later to bite us in the ass if there was any evidence suggesting Lily was involved. If we did report it, then she could probably get away with self-defense, especially since her ability was provoked by her emotions and she had been kidnapped. But the problem was we didn’t exactly have the evidence to support that part of the story either. I would probably have to ask Freya if she could dig up that video just in case we needed the evidence. Granted, not reporting the justifiable homicides could be its own problem too. 
 
    Feeling paranoid, I decided to grab some cleaning supplies and go out to Freya’s car to clean the interior for her. I didn’t want her to have to worry about it later, and I also wanted to get rid of any evidence as soon as possible. I also moved the villain’s computer to my car instead, making sure all power was completely disabled so it couldn’t be tracked in the event it had GPS installed. 
 
    Freya had left her wet clothes in the bathroom, so I went ahead and threw them in the thermal cleaner to be washed and dried. It helped that she had worn red and black today – stains wouldn’t be visible even if Lily’s cleaner wasn’t able to get rid of any residue blood. 
 
    When I finally climbed into bed next to Lily, she stirred. “Sam?” She whispered, looking over her shoulder at me. Her latex gown crinkled against Freya’s and her sheets. My tablet was on, creating enough light for her to see me clearly. 
 
    I bent down to kiss her gently on the lips. “Sorry to wake you,” I whispered. 
 
    She shook her head groggily. “No, I’d rather know you’re here.” 
 
    I nodded, running my fingers through her dry hair. Lily’s blonde hair was basically never wet since her superpower doubled as her own personal hairdryer. Freya’s hair was still damp, wrapped up in one of my towels. Her brow was furrowed slightly, despite the fact she looked to be asleep. 
 
    “Is she alright?” I whispered. I felt like I should be asking Lily that question, but she seemed fine right now. 
 
    Lily sighed heavily. “Killing is rough on her,” she admitted. 
 
    “Really?” I asked in surprise. She sure didn’t seem to mind it earlier. But then again, I had to remember that our willingness to do something in the moment didn’t mean we wouldn’t regret our actions later. After all, that’s what had happened with Lily when she watched Freya have sex with me for the first time. 
 
    Lily nodded, choosing not to elaborate. “And what about you?” She wondered. “How are you holding up?” 
 
    I stared at her in shock. How was this wonderful, beautiful, perfect woman concerned about me, of all people, when she had just nearly been tortured heinously before being killed? “I’m fine,” I said breathlessly. And I was. I had no regrets. “What about you?” 
 
    She paused as she thought about it, her orange eyes glowing slightly in the dark. “I’m not really okay,” she admitted. “But comforting Freya has helped a lot, and having you back here helps too.” 
 
    I leaned forward to kiss her again, lingering there to determine if she wanted more. After a moment, she reached her arm over her shoulder to intertwine her fingers in my damp hair, pulling my lips firmly into hers. Once the kissing started getting really heated, I finally pulled away. “I should let you get some sleep.” 
 
    “You don’t want to do me?” She asked innocently. 
 
    I looked at her, and then at Freya curled up in her arms. “I mean, it’s been a rough day for you. Not to mention she’s asleep. She’ll probably wake up if you try slipping away.” 
 
    Lily smirked at me, raising up one of her legs. “Then I won’t move. Problem solved.” 
 
    I stared at her in shock. “You’re kidding right?” But nope. She wasn’t. Her eyes said it all. 
 
    “But this is the closest I’m getting to a threesome,” she clarified unnecessarily. 
 
    I gulped, trying to smooth over my nervousness with a quiet chuckle. “I guess your shower together was pretty tame then, wasn’t it?” 
 
    She hesitated. “Mostly.” 
 
    I gulped again. What in the hell did that mean? But I could see in her eyes she wasn’t going to clarify what she meant. At least not now. Oh well. She was waiting for me to take advantage of her offer, and I wasn’t about to make her wait. I quickly took off my shorts and started to go to work as gently as possible. 
 
    It was impossible not to make noise though. There was just too much crinkling going on between Lily’s and Freya’s gowns, as well as the sheets underneath them. I was fairly certain Freya woke up in the middle of it, but she pretended to still be asleep, likely for Lily’s sake. Either that, or Freya was just enjoying being held by her too much and knew Lily would likely stop snuggling if she knew. 
 
    Once I was done, Lily smirked at me. “See? She’ll never know.” 
 
    Yeah right. I tried to stifle a laugh, deciding to snuggle with her instead of getting on my tablet. Just because I didn’t need to sleep didn’t mean I couldn’t enjoy them sleeping in my embrace. I wrapped my arm around both of them, feeling Freya’s abs twitch underneath my hand when I ran my fingers over the latex. 
 
    Definitely awake. At least Lily couldn’t see my grin now. 
 
    Lily seemed surprised by how much she liked being sandwiched in between us. She buried her head into the back of Freya’s neck before falling asleep again quickly. 
 
    Knowing that Freya was awake and horny, I reached my wrist up to her mouth, seeing if she would take the bait. A silent offer to allow her to drink my blood while I got her there too. She quietly dug her teeth into my wrist, doing her best not to squirm from my astral limbs. Eventually, I decided to just hold her in place with a few of them to prevent her from waking Lily up. 
 
    Freya tried really hard to keep quiet, muffling her moans with my hand over her mouth once she drank enough. She then spent the next half hour kissing my wrist before eventually placing my hand on her latex covered chest as she finally started getting tired again. I gladly cupped her while she fell back asleep. 
 
    Usually that would have been my cue to sit up and occupy myself for the rest of the night, but for once I didn’t bother. Instead, I just laid in bed feeling Lily’s breathing with my chest, while also feeling Freya’s chest rise and fall with my hand. 
 
    It was perfect. And I couldn’t have been happier. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    29: Morning Delight 
 
      
 
    Lily did end up having nightmares. I woke her up as soon as her body temperature began rising, to prevent her from exploding into flames. Certainly Freya could heal from a bonfire too, but I doubted she wanted that type of wakeup call. Not to mention, I wanted Lily to know she was safe. I didn’t want her to relive what had happened if at all possible. 
 
    Once she woke in a fog, her tense muscles began to loosen when I pressed my lips gently against hers. She took a deep breath of my scent and whispered ‘I love you’ against my lips. She then tightened her embrace on Freya while slowly falling back asleep. I remained with my face still on hers until I was sure she was out again. 
 
    Later in the morning, I woke up Freya a little early, suspecting she would want to run home before she had to go to work. She sat up slowly to avoid waking up Lily and then followed me out of the room. 
 
    “I took care of your car last night,” I said quietly as I closed Lily’s door. 
 
    “Oh! Thank you!” She abruptly leaned forward, wrapping her arms around my neck as she planted a kiss on my lips. 
 
    I ran my hands up and down her back, feeling the slick latex material over her body. “You definitely need to wear this type of stuff more often,” I mused. 
 
    She grinned at me. “Duly noted.” Her expression then grew passionate. “Will you let me screw you?” She whispered. 
 
    I smirked at her. “Honestly, I’m surprised you’re even asking.” 
 
    “Well, I do have to rip out your throat, so…” 
 
    I tilted my chin up automatically and grabbed her head to pull against my neck. She accepted the invitation eagerly. Once she was done, I picked her up, with her wrapping her legs around my waist in response. Her lips quickly found mine. 
 
    As I carried her to the living room, I pulled away from our passionate kiss for a moment. “Oh, and I washed your–” 
 
    Freya intertwined her fingers in my hair and shoved my lips onto hers again. She readjusted her legs, climbing up my body slightly as I tugged off my shorts. I then fell on top of her on the FRIL couch, hiking up her loose latex nightgown to her milky stomach in the process. Her thighs were silky smooth against my skin. 
 
    I then slid down and began eagerly kissing around her navel, but she stopped me as I started to kiss lower, instead pulling me up to greet her lips again. Knowing I was a little confused, she wrapped her legs around my waist as further encouragement. 
 
    Unlike most of the previous times I had been inside of her, I decided not to use my astral limbs, instead just experiencing her with my physical body. In many ways it was less, but in other ways it was much more. 
 
    As I got close, I saw in her eyes a different kind of passion than what I was used to. It was clear she wasn’t focused on having an orgasm herself, despite the fact that she had been the one to ask for sex. Instead, she was focused entirely on me, looking at me passionately and endearingly as she took care of me sexually. There was something extremely hot about it. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that?” She finally asked with a smirk when I finished. 
 
    I sighed heavily on top of her, knowing she wasn’t bothered by my weight. My face was beside hers, partially buried in the couch. The plastic-like smell of the FRIL material filled my nose. “Absolutely yes,” I whispered. “Your turn?” 
 
    She shook her head against mine, tightening her embrace around me, both with her arms and legs. “I just wanted to take care of you,” she admitted quietly. 
 
    I finally lifted my head up to look at her, a little surprised. “That doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy yourself too.” I was afraid something was wrong with her, but she gave me a genuine smile in response. 
 
    “I know, but pleasuring you was enjoyable on its own. Besides, I just wanted to give for once, without taking as well. That’s all I did initially, is take-take-take and never give back.” 
 
    I leaned forward to rest my lips gently on hers briefly. “Freya, I’m honestly not keeping a tally on whether or not we’re equal on orgasms. I mean, if you really aren’t in the mood then that’s fine, but I don’t want you to feel like you need to hold back to maintain some kind of status quo.” 
 
    She gave me a slight nod, and slipped her warm tongue in my mouth, before whispering against my lips again. “Last night was amazing by the way. Although we may want to avoid that in the future. As much as I loved it, Lily wouldn’t appreciate knowing you screwed me with her in between us.” She grinned against my lips, her crimson eyes dancing with delight at the memory. “Unfortunately, she wants us to keep our sex private.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement. “Is that what you two talked about last night?” I wondered. 
 
    “Yep!” She answered cheerfully. “She’s definitely against threesomes, but she’s totally fine with us being in a three-way relationship.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but smile. “Good. I’m glad that’s worked out.” I paused then, thinking of Freya’s furrowed brow last night while she was sleeping. My expression shifted to concern. “Oh, and I wanted to ask how you’re doing.” 
 
    Her eyes became somber, knowing what I was referring to. “I’m okay,” she whispered. 
 
    I bent down and rested my lips gently on hers, holding her crimson gaze. “I love you,” I whispered. 
 
    “I love you too,” she replied simply. She then took a deep breath and let out a long sigh. “I’m okay. Really. I just usually feel remorse after…” Her expression pained slightly, and she looked away. 
 
    I began kissing her softly on the cheek, moving up to her temple and then working my way back down to her jaw. “I love you,” I repeated quietly. “And I want to be there for you, no matter what.” She sighed heavily again, prompting me to shift gears. “Can I ask you a favor?” I asked abruptly. 
 
    She finally looked at me when I got up to sit on the couch normally and patted my thigh. She took the hint and got up too, straddling me. As she sat down on my legs, she gave me a confused expression. “Are you wanting a second time?” She wondered. 
 
    I shook my head. “I would like you to use your third eye on me,” I admitted. 
 
    Her eyes widened in shock. “W-Why?” She asked breathlessly. 
 
    “Please?” I hedged. “It’s not like it’s any different than when you drink my blood. I want you to look over my thoughts and memories from last night.” 
 
    Freya held my gaze for a few seconds, a hint of fear of what she might find, before nodding slowly. However, she still hesitated briefly before her forehead split open and she leaned down to bite my neck. Her expression was impassive while the vibrant red eye began searching my mind. But then she pulled away and began crying silently. 
 
    I wrapped my arms around her and held her against my body. 
 
    Her sobs were very quiet, enough so that someone standing just outside the room wouldn’t have heard. 
 
    “Thank you,” she finally whispered after a few minutes. 
 
    “For what?” I wondered just as quietly. I knew what she saw, but I didn’t necessarily know which part she was referring to. 
 
    “For all of it,” she admitted. “For loving me, for appreciating me, for not viewing me as an evil monster.” She took a shaky breath. “For wanting me.” 
 
    “Probably not the reaction you were expecting, were you?” I asked with a smirk. “Me falling even more in love with you due to your willingness to be monstrous to protect Lily.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement, a small smile on her lips. “Thank you,” she repeated quietly, nestling against my shoulder. 
 
    I held her for a few minutes, before I began to feel a little devious. I reached out five of my astral limbs and rapidly wrapped them around her ankles, wrists, and one around her waist, pulling her tight against me. 
 
    She gasped, looking up at me in shock. “What are you doing?” She asked in disbelief, but the moment she spoke, she felt a sixth limb in between her legs. “Oh shit,” she exclaimed quietly. She squirmed around like she was trying to get away, before whimpering quietly from the sensation. “Shit,” she repeated with a whine. 
 
    I grabbed her face in my hands and forced her lips on mine, examining her eyes intently to make sure she didn’t want me to stop. She moaned into my mouth when I brought out another invisible limb to trace up and down her spine, hitting all her sensitive spots at the same time. 
 
    She then really began struggling as she got closer, but I knew the struggle was part of the turn-on. It was one of the things we had discovered during the first time. She loved to feel like she was helpless in my grasp. To be pleasured and not be able to get away from it, even though she wanted it. She was my prisoner, and this was her ‘punishment,’ which was anything but that. 
 
    “Shit, shit, shit,” she said quietly, forcing her chest against me as she climaxed. She then shoved her forehead underneath my chin, gasping for breath. 
 
    I continued to hold her tight while she tried to recover. “Did you enjoy that?” I asked with a grin, mimicking her comment from earlier. 
 
    “Shit Sam. So much for me giving without taking.” 
 
    “I disagree,” I chuckled quietly. “I think I did all the taking this time. I used your body to pleasure myself, and then when I was done, I entertained myself by pleasuring you.” 
 
    She laughed too. “That’s one way to view it, I guess.” 
 
    “It’s the only way,” I mused. I was then serious. “I love you,” I repeated, holding her even tighter in my arms. 
 
    She snuggled against me more and was quiet for a few minutes. After a moment, she spoke up. “So you really feel no remorse?” She asked unexpectedly. 
 
    “No,” I said firmly. “They deserved much worse than what they got. Much worse.” My expression then softened slightly. “Why? Do you feel like that’s bad?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No.” She bit her bottom lip. “It’s just I struggle with it so much. Even if it’s a bad person.” 
 
    I gently ran my fingers through her black hair before running them down the smooth latex covering her back. “Well, I’ll always be here for you,” I whispered. “And thank you for wanting to be my weapon, even though killing bothers you so much.” 
 
    She buried her face against me more and was quiet. 
 
    Unexpectedly, movement in my second-sight caught my attention. I had been putting more effort into paying attention due to the recent danger, but I didn’t actually expect to see anything unusual. My head immediately snapped up, although I technically didn’t need to move my head to see better. 
 
    “Shit,” I exclaimed under my breath. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Freya asked urgently, sitting up straight. 
 
    I met her gaze, but kept my focus primarily on what was happening outside. My tone was stressed. “Freya, the police are here. Two squad cars, four officers.” 
 
    Her eyes widened in shock. 
 
    


 
   
 
  



 
 
    30: A Close Call 
 
      
 
    “Shit!” Freya exclaimed. “We need to wake up Lily and get our story straight immediately!” 
 
    I nodded in agreement, jumping up off her and running down the hall. Freya zoomed right past me, not wanting to waste any time. When I entered Lily’s bedroom, she was already shaking the sleeping beauty to wake her up. Lily sparked some fire briefly from the startle, causing Freya to jerk back. 
 
    “Lily,” she began in a rush, “I’m sorry to wake you, but the police are here. We need to get our story straight.” Lily immediately bolted upright, wide awake now from the unexpected stress. Freya ignored it when her blonde hair caught on fire again. “We have two options. We can either try to play dumb and act like we were here all night – Sam and I would be your alibi – or we need to tell them you were kidnapped.” The doorbell rang, prompting Freya to continue in a rush. “If we do disclose the kidnapping, then you can probably get by with self-defense, but it’s important you don’t mention our involvement. We can just say we picked you up.” 
 
    The doorbell rang again, along with pounding. Lily seemed frazzled. “Which one do we go with?” She asked with concern. “If I lie about the kidnapping, and they have evidence, then I’ll probably get in big trouble with the law, even though I was the victim.” 
 
    Freya gave a sharp nod in agreement. “Which means you’ll have to hope they give you some clues as to what they know. Technically, you don’t have to speak to them without a lawyer present. If they are here to arrest you, then you’ll just have to go with them and not say anything.” She glanced at me. “Sam and I can try to find evidence to support your self-defense, like the video feed recording from last night.” She again held Lily’s frightened gaze. “But if they are just here to ask questions, then you should probably–” 
 
    The doorbell rang twice, along with more pounding. 
 
    Freya glanced up at me. “Go ahead and get it Sam, but don’t invite them in. We’ll just go with the true story that you’re Lily’s boyfriend and it’s not your house.” 
 
    “Right.” I immediately turned to go answer the door, only to have Freya stop me again. 
 
    “Oh, and Sam? Don’t forget to put on your shorts before you do.” 
 
    I glanced down, realizing I was still naked. “Oh, thanks.” I grabbed a shirt while I was thinking of it, and then ran back to the living room to throw on my shorts. 
 
    When I opened the door, I was greeted by two of the police officers waiting impatiently, while the other two stood by their vehicles. The one who had been pounding on the door was a man in his mid-thirties with dark skin, black curly hair, and green eyes. Along with him was a woman with green hair and gold eyes, though it appeared she was wearing reality enhancement contacts. Likely they both were. 
 
    “Excuse the morning interruption,” the man began, sounding slightly insincere, “but we need to speak with Lily Dodson.” He paused. “I assume you must be Sampson Archer,” he added. 
 
    For a split I wondered how he would have known, but then recalled that they had likely already scanned the license plates for both mine and Freya’s vehicle. They would know she was here too. “Yes, I am. And Sam is fine. What’s this about?” 
 
    The man’s eyes narrowed. “We aren’t here to talk to you,” he snapped, sounding annoyed. 
 
    I scoffed. “Well, okay then. I’ll go get her.” I began closing the door on them, when the man stepped forward, placing his foot in the way. 
 
    “Leave the door open,” he snapped again. 
 
    My eyes narrowed this time, suspiciously. “Do you have a warrant to enter her house without permission?” I asked in a low voice. 
 
    He just glared at me in response. For a moment, I wasn’t sure what he was going to do, but then he moved his foot. Just as I began closing the door again, he spoke up abruptly. “Why is there information missing from your public record?” He demanded, having likely just done a more detailed search on me. “Not even the year you were born is listed.” 
 
    Well, that confirmed that he was wearing reality enhancement contacts. He probably saw an entire screen worth of information floating in the air between the two of us. I decided to use the opportunity to gain some leverage. “Because my information is highly classified, and clearly your level of authorization isn’t high enough to see that information.” 
 
    I paused to look him over, like I was above him. “Not even my true superpower is listed,” I added, wanting him to reevaluate how he proceeded with me, especially since most police officers didn’t have an ability that was anything above average. Even though I obviously couldn’t just kill them and get away with it, at least he would suspect that I secretly worked for the government or something. 
 
    It was rare – very rare – for someone to have information that was private even to the police. Most people didn’t know it was possible to have information about yourself made classified, because there wasn’t a specific law that allowed it. Hence, the reason for all the hoops Freya and I had both been required to jump through to make it happen. 
 
    Regeneration was a fairly useful ability, but it wasn’t considered to be an ideal ability. Most people would rather have strength, speed, or something cool like the unique ability Lily had. The fact that my ability was classified could imply a thousand different possibilities. 
 
    The man actually took a small step back at my little revelation, and the woman next to him shifted her weight uneasily. I glanced at their names on their black uniforms – Witt and Mullen. If I recalled correctly, Nick’s girlfriend’s last name was Witt – Camila Witt. I wondered if she and the man were related. They both certainly shared the dark skin, although he was actually decent looking. Which meant either they weren’t related or else Camila just ended up with bad genetics. 
 
    “Anyway,” I continued, beginning to close the door again. “I’ll go get–” I paused then as I saw her coming down the hallway with my second-sight. She was dressed now in her work clothing, looking exceptionally professional in a charcoal colored suit and white blouse underneath. I suspected Freya’s plan was to give Lily the visual appearance of a high-status law-abiding citizen. 
 
    I took a step back and pulled open the door. 
 
    She spoke up right away. “Oh! Sam, I was wondering what was taking you so long. What are the police doing here?” She sounded genuinely surprised. 
 
    Witt immediately chimed in. “Lily Dodson, we need to ask you a few questions about your whereabouts last night.” 
 
    Lily walked right up next to me and leaned against the doorframe. “My whereabouts?” She repeated. “Why do you need to know about that?” 
 
    I was surprised by her acting skills. She was successfully playing a role that was somehow a mixture of innocent little girl, business professional, and dumb blonde all at the same time. It was super impressive. 
 
    The man began speaking up again, but Lily cut him off. “Oh! Witt? Are you related to Nick’s girlfriend Camila?” 
 
    “You know my cousin?” He asked, slightly surprised. 
 
    She gave him a warm smile. “Not directly. Nick Parker is our coworker. He talks about her all the time! We were just talking about trying to do a double date with them a few days ago.” She laughed at a memory that didn’t happen. “I was trying to get Nick to tell me what she liked to eat, but the doofus wasn’t even sure.” She sighed for a moment, before perking back up. “Oh! You don’t happen to know what her favorite restaurant is, do you?” 
 
    It was obvious Witt was trying to remain professional himself, but there was a noticeable change in his demeanor. “Umm, no I don’t. But anyway, back to my question. Can you–” 
 
    She cut him off again, her expression suddenly concerned. “Did something happen?” She wondered, finally glancing at Mullen to see if maybe she would provide some information. 
 
    It worked. The woman responded to Lily’s expectant gaze. “Just a fire,” she blurted out. 
 
    “One in which there were no accelerants or otherwise any signs of the source,” the man added. 
 
    I scoffed, finally jumping back in. “Oh, I see what this is. You’re here just because Lily’s the only super capable of producing fire. You realize there are other supers who can control fire right?” And that was true. Pyrokinetic supers weren’t resistant to fire, nor could they create it, but they could manipulate it. “And plenty who can create explosions,” I added. 
 
    Mullen responded. “We have a ton of eyewitnesses who said they saw a tower of fire in the distance that reached as high as a skyscraper. No pyrokinetic supers are capable of such a feat. We have to investigate all leads, and Ms. Dodson’s proximity to the incident…” 
 
    “Well, I was at home all night,” Lily finally conceded. “Not to mention, you realize I can’t control my fire, right? I can’t just create flames whenever I want.” 
 
    “Yes,” Witt agreed, “your file does suggest that, but that doesn’t mean you might not have been provoked into exploding.” 
 
    “Where did this even happen?” I interjected. 
 
    “A few miles away from the other side of the city, in an abandoned warehouse,” Mullen offered. 
 
    I tried to pull off a look of disbelief, crossing my arms. “Well, like she said, she was here all night. Not to mention the most I’ve ever seen her do was turn into a small bonfire.” 
 
    “Then you’re her alibi?” Witt asked seriously. “You were with her the entire night?” 
 
    “Most of it,” I hedged, realizing that this guy’s connection with Nick could lead him to finding out I had hung out with him. 
 
    “My friend Freya was with me the rest of the time,” Lily quickly added. 
 
    “Freya Rosetti, correct?” Witt wondered, his eyes distant for a moment, probably looking up her information. “I see that’s her orange convertible, can we have her confirm your story?” 
 
    “Sure.” Lily agreed. “I’ll have to go wake her up though. She owns Rosetti Fashion and was up late dealing with a business situation that came up.” 
 
    Lily then ran off to go get her, while I unsuccessfully tried to make small-talk with Witt. The guy really didn’t seem to like me. When Lily returned, I was a little shocked to see Freya looking genuinely sleepy, still dressed in one of Lily’s latex nightgowns. 
 
    “What’s going on?” She asked, rubbing her eye. I wasn’t sure if she was trying to look cute, but she was certainly pulling it off successfully – she looked adorable. 
 
    “We need you to confirm that you were with Lily Dodson last night when Sampson Archer was not,” Witt repeated. 
 
    She nodded with a sigh. “Yeah. Sam was hanging with his friend Nick while Lily and I were having a girl’s night.” 
 
    “Approximately what time was that?” Witt demanded, his tone suspiciously harsher than before. 
 
    Freya looked at him in surprise. “Probably around seven. Why?” 
 
    “What were you doing on the other side of the city around eight?” He snapped. “We have your license plate identified on one of the intersection scanners.” 
 
    Freya unexpectedly glared at him, seeming to disapprove of his tone. She stood up straighter and but on her ‘I’m the boss’ face. “Well, if you’d take the time to look up my address, then you’ll see that I live on the other side of the city,” she snapped. “I own a very profitable fashion company, and had a financial situation come up. Sam had already returned before I left. In fact, he and I were in the middle of having sex when I got the call.” 
 
    Both officer’s eyes bugged out of their heads at her unnecessary revelation. I was a little surprised too, but I understood what Freya was doing. She was trying to make them uncomfortable, so they would let it go. 
 
    “What exactly is your relationship with Sam and Lily?” Mullen asked abruptly. 
 
    “We’re in an exclusive polyamorous relationship,” Freya said matter-of-factly. “Lily and I share Sam.” 
 
    Witt unexpectedly glanced at me with a renewed sense of hatred. I was a little surprised to see such jealousy radiating out of him. I tried to ignore his death glare. He was definitely not being professional now. 
 
    “Oh,” Mullen said simply, looking the three of us over differently. She then glanced at her partner’s obvious glaring and then back at Freya and Lily. “Well, I guess we have what we came for. We apologize for the early morning interruption, but we had to ask since there’s no evidence of what caused the explosion.” 
 
    “I can understand that,” Lily said firmly, “but I’ve never been in trouble with the law, even despite the uncontrollable nature of my ability. And I don’t like being treated like a criminal just because of my superpower. Seems very prejudice to me, and I feel a little harassed to be honest.” 
 
    Witt stopped glaring at me and gave her an apologetic look. “All we did was ask some questions,” he retorted in defense. 
 
    Lily’s glanced at the other two officers standing by their cruisers. “You needed four people to ask me a few questions?” She asked in disbelief. Obviously, they had the backup in case they decided to detain her for further questioning. 
 
    Witt shifted uneasily, before quickly excusing themselves. “Yes, well, we have a busy morning ahead of us. We have another place to be, so we’ll be leaving now.” 
 
    None of us said goodbye, just staring at them as they both began backing up and turned to head back to their vehicles. Freya and Lily both stepped away from the door, so I could close it. I was a little surprised the cops didn’t notice that the actual door itself was for the inside of the house, rather than the outside. I could easily detect the difference, but maybe it wasn’t so obvious to them. 
 
    Which was good. One less thing to explain. 
 
    

 
 
   
 
  




 
 
    31: A Room Full of Secrets 
 
      
 
    I sighed heavily as I leaned against the door, focusing my second-sight behind me to make sure they were really leaving. Freya was hugging Lily for comfort, but she seemed to be doing alright. After a minute, I finally spoke up. “I’m really impressed Lily. You handled that very well.” 
 
    She smirked at me. “Thanks Sam. You did really well too.” 
 
    I scoffed. “I basically just played myself. The two of you actually put some effort into giving off the impression of innocence.” 
 
    “Oh Sam,” Freya chastised. “You don’t give yourself enough credit.” 
 
    I smiled at them and walked over to wrap my arms around them, completing the hug. They both leaned into me, turning slightly to rest their heads on my shoulders. “We just need to make sure they don't find out Lily has some control over her flames now. Not that her control played much of a role in this particular incident.” 
 
    They both nodded in agreement. Lily spoke up. “I have been practicing though. I can finally light my hands on fire at-will.” She looked up at me then. “I don’t know if I ever told you, but that’s why I don’t wear rings. My hands always get the hottest. Technically, I could wear a tungsten ring, but I figure what’s the point?” 
 
    Made sense, especially considering she had used her hands to melt the rest of the glass last night, and also used them to destroy the girl’s head. “So gemstones would melt then?” I wondered absentmindedly. 
 
    Lily nodded somberly. “On my hands, yes. I could probably get by with wearing a necklace without the gemstone melting, but tungsten chains aren’t usually very attractive in my opinion.” She sighed. “So usually, I just don’t wear any jewelry. If I burn up my clothes then they just turn to ash, but if I melt metal then it can be hazardous to others while it’s a liquid.” 
 
    I glanced at Freya wondering if she was thinking the same thing I was. I suspected she must have been, because she quickly changed subjects. “Oh, and I wasn’t planning on going to work today,” Freya announced. We both looked at her surprised, so she elaborated. “If the two of you are going to work, then I’ll hang out in my car close to your office. I want to already be there in case something happens.” 
 
    Lily shivered at the thought. “Honestly, I’m not sure I want to go to work today either,” she admitted. “I don’t know if I can handle being near John right now. I don’t know if I’ll be pissed or afraid, but either one could set me off.” 
 
    “Maybe you should both hang out in Freya’s car,” I suggested. “A stakeout of sorts. Knowing John, I wouldn’t be surprised if he approaches me and asks how Lily is doing. As far as he knows, I have no idea he was involved, and he’s enough of a pompous ass to do that type of thing.” 
 
    Freya was pensive for a moment, looking at Lily. “Yeah, that might work alright. But we still need to figure out how to discretely get him alone.” She then looked up at me. “Sam, you might have to prompt him for that date. Maybe tell him that I was asking about it.” 
 
    I groaned in annoyance. 
 
    “I know,” she agreed to my unspoken disapproval. “But nothing is going to happen between us. Obviously.” She paused. “I can invite him over to my office and slip something in his drink like we did with Nick.” 
 
    “And what if he’s smart enough to refuse?” I wondered. “What if he demands it be in a public place?” 
 
    “Then I’ll try to get a table close to the bathroom,” she suggested. “When he passes out, I can slip off to the men’s room and meet you in one of the stalls. I should still be able to read his mind as long as I’m not too far away.” 
 
    “How far exactly?” I wondered. 
 
    She shook her head. “Honestly, I’ve never tested my range, so I’m not sure.” 
 
    “Then we should test it,” I prompted. “You can drink my blood while reading Lily’s mind.” 
 
    Unexpectedly, Lily looked panicked and she tried to slip out of our arms. I moved mine automatically, but Freya kept a hold of her. 
 
    “Umm, maybe not,” Lily squeaked. 
 
    “Lily,” Freya chastised, letting go of me and holding her in place with both arms. “What don’t you want me to know?” 
 
    “N-Nothing! I just, umm…” After a second, she dropped her head in defeat. 
 
    Freya pulled her in tighter, moving her lips to her ear. “Lily, I’m not going to hate you for thinking something bad about me.” 
 
    “That’s not what I’m worried about,” she admitted. “I’m afraid you’ll misinterpret my thoughts. Or even worse, use them against me next time.” 
 
    Freya pulled away and looked at her seriously. After a moment of silence, she spoke. “Lily, I love you. I don’t want you to hate me, so I definitely won’t use your thoughts against you.” She scoffed. “Whatever that even means.” 
 
    “Promise?” Lily asked in a whisper. 
 
    “Promise,” she said firmly with a nod. 
 
    Lily sighed heavily and began pulling away. Freya let her this time. After a second, Lily looked up at me. “What do you guys want me to do?” She wondered. 
 
    Freya answered her. “We’ll go in the kitchen, and you can go to the other side of the house in the living room. That’s like almost forty feet. If I can read your mind from that distance, then it won’t matter as much which table we get in the restaurant.” 
 
    Lily nodded and complied immediately, turning to walk to the other side of the living room. I interlaced my fingers with Freya’s, prompting an unexpected smile, and walked with her into the kitchen. We agreed that she would wrap her legs around my waist like earlier and squeeze my arm if she wanted me to move closer. I eagerly grabbed her firm butt while she gave me a few kisses on the neck before sinking her teeth in. 
 
    As we slowly moved closer to Lily, one step at a time, I began to become discouraged when we entered the hallway again, followed quickly by the living room. Finally, Freya didn’t squeeze my arm and I was relieved to see that we were still at least ten feet away. If we got much closer, then our restaurant plan definitely wouldn’t work. 
 
    Lily’s expression was anxious as she waited patiently. 
 
    After a few more seconds, Freya finally pulled away, her expression impassive for once. Which was…very strange. Usually she had some type of reaction. She blinked a few times before looking at Lily hesitantly, observing her standing nervously with her finger interlaced in front of her. Neither of them said anything, so I decided to break the awkward silence. 
 
    “Well,” I said breathlessly, looking at Freya with my eyes and focusing on Lily with my second-sight, “I’m going to set you down Freya, and then we can measure out the distance.” 
 
    Freya nodded still looking at Lily, her expression remaining neutral. 
 
    I paused for a moment, before running to grab my phone. I then held it next to Lily, tapping the screen to indicate the start, and walked back over to Freya to indicate the end. The GPS measured the distance to be thirteen and a third feet. “Exactly a hundred and sixty inches,” I announced, “which is just a little over thirteen feet.” I looked at Freya expectantly, but she was still just staring tentatively at Lily. I attempted again to get her to respond to me. “Freya, when was the last time you peered into Lily’s mind?” I wondered seriously, touching her shoulder to get her attention. 
 
    She finally looked up at me. “It’s been about eight years,” she admitted. “Nothing too shocking has happened since then. Not until recently at least.” 
 
    “Freya…” Lily whined unexpectedly. 
 
    Freya sighed heavily. “It’s fine Lily,” she replied, sounding almost a little sad. “I won’t use your thoughts against you. If anything, it makes me a little happy to know.” 
 
    Lily shifted uneasily, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Umm, am I allowed to know what’s going on?” I asked seriously. 
 
    Freya shook her head. “Sorry Sam, but just like I’m leaving it up to you to tell Lily all your dark secrets, I’m leaving it up to Lily to share as well.” 
 
    I nodded as I considered that. Really, Lily already knew most of the bad stuff. I didn’t think that any of my other secrets would matter that much to her. I finally walked up to Lily, wanting to reassure her. “It’s fine if you don’t want to tell me,” I began while placing my hands on her shoulders. Her charcoal suit was a little rough to the touch, but it was warm from her elevated body temperature. “But just so you know, you can tell me anything, and I’ll still love you.” 
 
    Lily nodded once, slowly looking up to meet my gaze. She seemed a little embarrassed, but it was obvious she didn’t want to share. 
 
    Deciding not to press the issue, I looked back at Freya. “So can we work with this distance?” I wondered. 
 
    She grimaced. “Well, I wish it was a little further,” she admitted. “I’ll have to suggest I have bladder problems, or something, in order to get us a table right next to the bathroom.” 
 
    I laughed at that. “Do you even use the bathroom?” I wondered. 
 
    She smirked at me. “Well if you really want to know, I do have to pee every once in a while. And I would have a period if I wasn’t taking contraceptives.” 
 
    “How long have you been doing that?” I wondered seriously. 
 
    She bit her lip. “Well, ever since I found out about you,” she admitted. “I started taking them like two weeks before I kidnapped you.” 
 
    “Oh.” I glanced down at Lily, but she didn’t seem too shocked by that revelation. I doubted she knew, so I figured she just must not care anymore. I glanced at the time on my phone. “Well, I guess I’m going to get ready for work. I’m already going to be running late at this point.” 
 
    “I think I might go after all,” Lily chimed in, still sounding nervous. 
 
    I looked at her in shock, but Freya spoke up before I could. “Oh Lily, stop it. I’m not going to do anything to you.” 
 
    My eyes widened in surprise as I looked from her, back down to Lily. “You’re afraid Freya would hurt you?” I asked seriously. 
 
    “No,” Freya retorted, prompting me to look up again. “She’s afraid I’ll try to–” 
 
    “Freya!” Lily snapped. 
 
    “Oh alright. Whatever. The point is, Lily you can trust me.” 
 
    “Promise?” She asked seriously. 
 
    Freya sighed heavily again. “Yes, I promise.” She then looked at me. “Oh, and Sam? We woke Lily up last night after all.” Lily immediately groaned, looking mortified. Ironic, since I felt like I should be the one embarrassed. “She’s not mad, but would prefer we didn’t do that again.” 
 
    I wrapped my arm around Lily’s shoulders. “We won’t,” I reassured her. “We had already decided that this morning.” 
 
    Lily nodded, keeping her gaze on the floor. 
 
    

 
 
   
 
  




 
 
    32: An Unexpected Clue 
 
      
 
    A week. A whole damn week and we still weren’t any closer to figuring out where my boss, John, had disappeared to. He was our only lead in solving the shadow company mystery, and all three of us wanted him to pay for trying to get Lily killed. 
 
    Yet we were at a dead end. 
 
    The day after the incident, I had gone to work as planned, with Lily and Freya hanging out in her car close to the office. But John wasn’t there. He didn’t show up to work or even call in to say he wasn’t coming. 
 
    Now that a week had gone by, and no one had heard from him, there was an official missing person’s case filed. 
 
    Freya had tried looking into any trail he might have left, such as purchasing a plane ticket or even hiring a super to fly him somewhere. But it was as if he had just stopped existing. Not even my astral trailing ability seemed to be helping. I tried visiting his office, his house, and Freya even drove me around the city to see if I could pick up anything. But there was nothing. I sensed nothing unusual, certainly not like what had happened after Lily had been kidnapped. 
 
    I wasn’t fully aware of how to even use my ability, but I figured that if it was triggered by my emotions then I had plenty of those to go around. I wanted revenge, though oddly enough I didn’t exactly feel hatred. More like a strong sense of justice. A desire to do to him what he intended for Lily. 
 
    An eye for an eye. 
 
    We did learn one thing during that week, though it was bittersweet. As it turned out, I wasn’t able to switch souls around, at least not with animals. I doubted that meant animals didn’t have souls, or at least astral forms, because I definitely sensed something inside of them. Granted, even inanimate objects seemed to have a faint astral presence. 
 
    Either way, I wasn’t able to pull the astral part away from the physical part. 
 
    Either my astral limbs would pass right through the body, or else if I tried to constrict them then I ended up slicing through. 
 
    Yes, a few chickens died as a result. But that just meant Lily and I had a great dinner later that night. I cleaned up the birds and, with a little sensual provocation to ignite her passion, Lily cooked them up for us with her flames. There was something exciting and primal about it. 
 
    But the end results made me suspect that I was only able to move myself from one body into another, and nothing more. Granted, I didn’t even know how to do that and had no reason to try it. 
 
    We were all a little disappointed, especially after Lily’s idea that we might be able to keep her after all by putting her soul in a new body when she was older. Well, Freya and Lily were disappointed. I was confident that I was the only one who was slightly relieved by this turn of events, only because I didn’t like the idea of being capable of playing God. Or the idea of killing someone innocent to keep Lily. 
 
    Even though she hadn’t put much thought into it yet, I suspected it would bother her eventually to know someone young had died to keep her alive. It might even make her regret living, and I’d prefer she died of old age rather than suicide. 
 
    It wasn’t until I went grocery shopping with Lily, of all places, that we finally got a clue. She was wearing a pleated FRIL mini-skirt that had the appearance of black vinyl, along with a metallic bronze latex tank-top coupled with a black latex mini-jacket. Needless to say, I was heavily distracted and barely knew what she was picking out for food. I didn’t particularly care either way, since I’d eat almost anything. 
 
    We were just passing through the clothing section as a shortcut when I sensed motion in my second-sight. Normally, I wouldn’t have paid too much attention since I was used to guy’s stopping to gawk, but the moment I saw it I knew it was different than the other shoppers moving around. 
 
    I stopped in my tracks, my head snapping in that direction, causing Lily to bump into my shoulder. “What’s wrong?” She asked urgently, sensing my sudden tension. 
 
    Without thinking about it, I reached out and grabbed her hand, pulling her along with me as I headed straight for the source. Lily barely had time to snatch her FRIL purse from the cart. Surprisingly, she didn’t try to resist or ask questions though. 
 
    Considering her life had recently been in danger, she was willing to follow my lead without comment. I watched as John, or rather just the remnants of John’s existence, began looking around confused in the checkout line before abandoning his cart and walking towards the exit. 
 
    Knowing he wasn’t really there this time, I rushed to keep up with him and was right behind him as he exited. I unexpectedly felt disoriented as I saw that it was both daytime and night-time at the same time. In the past version of reality, I saw a black car pull up with darkly tinted windows. However, the barrier didn’t prevent me from seeing who was inside it. 
 
    I froze solid in shock when I saw Nick’s girlfriend, Camila in the driver’s seat. There was a guy in the back too, though I didn’t recognize him. John rushed to get in the vehicle, and then leaned across to plant a heavy kiss on Camila’s lips. 
 
    “Shit,” I exclaimed underneath my breath. 
 
    Like a world away, I heard Lily’s voice. “Sam,” she said urgently. “What’s wrong? Are you seeing something?” 
 
    I nodded absentmindedly, the scene before me suddenly freezing in place, with John and Camila stuck with their lips locked. The sight was gross on numerous levels. Besides the fact that John was like twenty years older than Camila – and actually looked like it – she really did look like the gross kind of nerdy. Her forehead was way too big for her face, the space between her eyes was too narrow, and her glasses were thick like Nick’s. In many ways, her and Nick were perfect for each other, but apparently Camila had at least one other boyfriend on the side. Maybe two, if the guy in the backseat was any indication. 
 
    “Run and get the car,” I said urgently, unsure of how long they were going to stay frozen in place. 
 
    Lily nodded, taking off into a sprint while pressing an arm against her chest to prevent her breasts from bouncing excessively. The moment she pulled up with her car, Camila took off in a rush. 
 
    I quickly jumped in and instructed Lily to go. 
 
    “Do you want to drive?” She asked urgently. 
 
    I shook my head. “No, I might cause an accident if I do. It’s disorienting seeing two versions of reality at the same time.” 
 
    Lily nodded and slammed her foot on the pedal. I told her where to turn and then called Freya on my phone. After what had happened with Lily, we decided to sync all our phones, in order to register on each other’s GPS systems. Lily hadn’t had her phone on her when she was kidnapped, but for all we knew it might come in handy if something like that happened again. 
 
    “Freya,” I said quickly. “We’re following a flashback of John right now. Can you track us on your phone and follow us?” 
 
    “Shit,” she exclaimed. “Yeah, I’ll have to call my secretary and have her finish up some of this stuff. I’ll be on my way in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Oh.” I was genuinely surprised. “I thought – turn here Lily – I thought you suggesting that you had work to do was just an excuse to give me and Lily some time alone.” 
 
    Freya laughed. “I’d be happy to give you time alone if you want, but no. I really did have work keeping me late. But I need to go now, so I can call my secretary and catch up to you guys.” 
 
    “Okay, I love you. Bye.” 
 
    “Love you too,” she replied before hanging up. 
 
    Lily spoke up then. “Am I still going the right way?” 
 
    I nodded in response, reaching my hand out to rest it on her bare thigh. Her pleated skirt was riding up a little, exposing a lot of her smooth skin. I slid my fingers up underneath her skirt slightly, feeling the slick material cover the top of my hand. Her thigh was almost hot enough to burn me from her anxiety. I gently rubbed her, prompting her to speak up again. 
 
    “Will it distract you if I ask what’s going on?” She asked in a whisper. 
 
    I sighed heavily. “Sorry. No, I think we can talk. I’m just really shocked.” I looked at her with my eyes, while keep my second-sight focused on the black car in front of us. “Camila is the driver.” 
 
    “Camila Witt?!” Lily exclaimed, her head lighting on fire. Good thing we were in her car that had fireproof interior. “As in, Nick’s girlfriend?!” She added in shock. 
 
    I nodded. “Yes. I don’t know what her involvement is, but – oh, turn here – but clearly we need to be careful with who we trust. This shadow company must have more people involved in our lives than we thought.” 
 
    Lily unexpectedly grimaced. “Sam, you know you can trust me, right?” 
 
    I looked at her with my eyes again, putting some thought into it. I had never considered Lily to be someone I couldn’t trust. And Freya could read her mind, so I felt like I could, but technically Freya could be in on it too since there was plenty of evidence to suggest they had been friends for fifteen years like they said. 
 
    I slumped back in my seat. “Well, I guess it’s either I can trust both of you or neither of you,” I admitted. “I think that might actually be worse than this shadow company killing you, as much as I hate to say it. Finding out you two had betrayed me and were never really mine would be…horrible.” 
 
    Lily unexpectedly shifted the car in autopilot and threw herself on me. “I swear to you that I have no affiliation with them.” She was then pensive for a moment. “Besides, it was Freya who dug up this information on them. If she was with them, then she never would have tipped you off to their existence.” 
 
    My eyes widened as I thought about it. Of course. “Actually, you’re right – oh, you need to turn up here,” I said urgently. 
 
    Lily jumped back in her seat and shifted it to automatic so she should make the turn. 
 
    I halfway climbed out of my seat and pressed my forehead against her temple. “I love you,” I whispered. “And I’m sorry.” 
 
    She shook her head gently, reach up with one hand to run her fingers through my hair on the back of my head. “You don’t need to be sorry. I know how that might feel to be betrayed like that. Honestly, if it wasn’t for Freya then I might not have a way to convince you that I’m not involved. I was extremely pushy when we first met, even if I had other reasons for wanting to be in your life.” 
 
    “True, but like you said. I wouldn’t have even known if Freya hadn’t uncovered it. Not to mention, you almost died a week ago. That’s proof enough.” 
 
    She shook her head again. “I mean, it would be proof if I had been killed, but that kind of thing could have been set up.” 
 
    I scoffed, pulling away slightly to look at her better. “Lily, they had no way of knowing I could find you. We were at a loss before this astral trailing ability kicked in.” 
 
    She nodded somberly in agreement. I sat back in my seat and returned my hand to her smooth thigh, giving out directions more frequently now. We were in the middle of the city, and Camila was taking turns more often. 
 
    Finally, we parked next to their car in an empty parking garage five levels below the ground. I had to really stare at their vehicle for a moment to make sure I wasn’t hallucinating. The black car was actually there in the present, as well as the past. Which meant either Camila had left and returned, or else the three of them were still here, wherever they went afterwards. 
 
    All three of the people in the vehicle next to us began getting out, prompting me to see if I could make them freeze again. They did. All I had to do was want them to freeze and they did. I quickly pulled out my phone and called Freya up. 
 
    “How close are you?” I wondered. 
 
    “Still about five minutes away. I know you don’t want to lose them, but please don’t risk your lives to follow after them.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I reassured her. “I was able to stop what I was seeing, almost like hitting pause on a movie.” 
 
    “Oh,” she said in surprise. 
 
    “It happened when we were following Lily’s kidnappers too. It was like they slowed down for us, waiting for us to catch up. I guess I was slowing it down without realizing it.” 
 
    “Makes sense. Then just wait for me. I’m almost there.” 
 
    “We will. We love you. Drive safe.” I hung up and began looking around to make sure we were alone. I didn’t want to focus too much away from the flashback though, afraid it might disappear if I did. Granted, when my daughter passed away over a century ago, the flashbacks haunted me for several months afterwards. 
 
    Suddenly a thought occurred to me when Lily was oddly quiet. I looked at her. “That was okay for me to say, right?” 
 
    “What?” She asked, looking confused. 
 
    “Me telling Freya ‘we love you’ like that.” 
 
    Her eyes widened. “Oh, yes that’s fine. I do love Freya, just not in the same way you do. She’s my best friend.” 
 
    I sighed in relief. “Good. I was afraid your sudden silence meant you were upset.” 
 
    She shook her head. “No, I was just thinking about this situation. We don’t even know exactly what John’s superpower is.” She paused. “I mean, what does shadow manipulation even do? What use does that have?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t know,” I admitted. I had looked it up the first night after the kidnapping, and Freya had tried investigating it further during the week, but none of us had idea if his ability was dangerous. Shadow manipulation could mean almost anything. Could he control people if he touched their shadow? Was he physically stronger when he was in shadows? Was he just an expert at shadow puppets? Honestly, we had no idea. 
 
    When Freya pulled up beside us in her orange convertible, her GPS giving her information on both our horizontal as well as vertical location, she drank my blood first thing to activate her third-eye. 
 
    “I can keep it active for three minutes and thirty-three seconds,” she explained, her cat-like eye already scanning the place independently of her other two eyes. “After my time runs up, I’ll have to drink blood again to reactivate it.” 
 
    I nodded in acknowledgement. “Well, this is definitely not the time to worry about politeness. If you need the blood, then just take it. Don’t worry about asking me.” I paused as I glanced at Lily. “Same with you Lily. If your life is in danger, use everything you’ve got. Don’t hold back because you’re worried about hurting either of us.” 
 
    She nodded hesitantly, looking at Freya. 
 
    “I’ll be fine,” Freya chastised. “I was in a horrible fire once. I wasn’t able to get out in time and turned into a living corpse, but when I got blood on me I reanimated. My body sucked it right up and I came back to life.” She looked at me. “That’s what I meant when I said I had died once.” 
 
    I nodded. “So I’ll make sure she gets the blood she needs,” I added. “In the event you do have to go all out.” 
 
    “Okay,” Lily whispered. 
 
    Satisfied that we were as ready as we would be, I resumed the flashback and watched Camila lead John through the nearly empty garage to a storage closet. Inside, the man who was with them opened a large manhole and they all climbed down a set of metal stairs. 
 
    “What’s down there?” I asked Freya, pointing at the circular piece of metal set in to the floor. 
 
    Freya looked up at me in surprise. “You can’t see?” She wondered seriously. 
 
    I concentrated on my second-sight, but to no avail. “For some reason it’s hazy down there, as if the entire area is filled with an invisible fog.” 
 
    Both Freya and Lily’s eyes widened in surprise. Freya was the one to speak up. “Well that’s not good.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s John’s shadow ability?” Lily offered. 
 
    I shrugged. “I mean, if that’s all it does then we shouldn’t have much to worry about.” I reached out with an astral limb and lifted off the manhole cover. I was the first to go down. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what I was expecting to find down below, but I was definitely surprised to discover a tunnel with wires running all along the walls. It was like we were suddenly inside an optic fiber cable. 
 
    Freya followed behind me as I climbed down the stairs, with Lily coming after that. 
 
    “I wished I had dressed better for this,” Lily complained quietly, her pleated skirt revealing her latex panties underneath for both of us to see. I had to admit it was a distracting sight. 
 
    I reached up to help her down the rest of the way. “At least you won’t end up naked this time,” I said with a smirk. 
 
    “And that’s a good thing?” She teased. 
 
    “Wow. Good point.” 
 
    “Okay you two,” Freya chimed in. “We need to be serious now. No more talking unless absolutely necessary.” 
 
    We both nodded in response. Really, I suspected that both Lily and I were just nervous about this upcoming encounter. We didn’t totally know what we were dealing with, and even with my newfound astral abilities, I had no idea what types of superpowers might render my powers useless. Already I felt vulnerable because my second-sight – an ability I had taken for granted all my life – was being hindered. 
 
    After a minute of walking, Freya surprised me by spinning on her heels. I tilted my head up automatically when I saw that her third-eye wasn’t glowing anymore. Despite our discussion earlier, she still kissed me gentle on the neck habitually, as a show of affection, before sinking her teeth in. She only took one gulp to activate her eye and spun back around again. 
 
    “See anything?” I finally whispered after a few more minutes of walking. 
 
    Freya didn’t respond right away, but finally stopped after a few more seconds. “Huh,” she said simply, looking back at us. Her eye wasn’t glowing anymore, but she didn’t move to feed again. “The other guy is nowhere to be seen, but Camila and John are in an office down here. It looks like they’re working.” 
 
    “Working?” I asked in disbelief. 
 
    She nodded. “I don’t know what they’re working on obviously, but they are both sitting at separate desks actively doing something on their computers.” She paused. “How do you want to handle them?” She wondered. 
 
    “I would just grab them with my astral limbs if I could see them, but I’ll have to wait until I have a direct line of sight.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement. “Well, I’d prefer to take them out quick, but we can’t kill them right away. If John dies before I read his memories, then I’ll only be able to pull out some of his most recent thoughts. I won’t be able to see the whole thing unless he’s alive.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I agreed. “Honestly, while I’m definitely set on killing the guy, I’m not feeling the hostility I had last week.” 
 
    Freya nodded again. “That’s good. Better to be level-headed. Let’s go, and Lily stick close to Sam.” 
 
    I reached out to grab Freya’s shoulder as she turned back around. “Don’t you want to drink my blood again?” 
 
    She shook her head. “I’ve memorized the layout. We should be fine. We’ll just go straight there. And, with my range of thirteen feet, I might even be able to read both their thoughts before they even know we’re there.” 
 
    “Well that would make things easy,” I agreed. “This might be more simple than we anticipated.” 
 
    “Let’s hope,” Lily whispered. 
 
    I reached out to grab Lily’s hand, and we all began walking in silence again, following Freya’s lead. The tunnel continued on into the distance, but Freya stopped to take a narrow door on the left leading to what appeared to be an old server room. We continued through a series of rooms, coming out into an empty white space that was well lit up. 
 
    I was shocked to recognize it. And shocked it was so large, capable of fitting three or four of Lily’s houses inside. 
 
    “Wow,” I exclaimed quietly. “It’s an old subway station.” I knew Freya was old enough to recognize it too, so I turned to Lily to elaborate. “Before the underground highways and sky-metros, it was the exact opposite. The major highways people drove on were aboveground, and the magnetic trains were belowground.” 
 
    “Sam,” Freya whispered. “You can continue your history lesson later. They are in that room over there.” She pointed at a closed doorway on the other side of the massive space next to a set of demolished escalators. It was obvious we weren’t in the actual passenger loading area, because the tunnel for the subway train was nowhere in sight. I suspected it might be to our left if we walked far enough and rounded the corner. 
 
    “Lily, I think you should wait here,” I suggested. 
 
    She quietly agreed. “Just be careful.” 
 
    We both nodded and took off silently across the room. I continued to scan the area with my physical eyes, feeling more and more uneasy about not being able to see clearly with my second-sight. The distortion in the air was worse the closer we got to the room, which made me suspect John was responsible after all. 
 
    Unexpectedly, Lily screamed behind us, stopping us both in our tracks. 
 
    

 
 
   
 
  




 
 
    33: An Unexpected Revelation 
 
      
 
    I shot all nineteen of my astral projections out even before I looked, reaching to stop whatever was after Lily. Much to our surprise, it was John, trying to attack Lily with a knife of all things. 
 
    Filled with hatred again, I snagged him around the wrist with an astral tentacle and hoisted him into the air – ready to slice right through him once Freya had done her part. 
 
    Lily ran towards us to get away while Freya leapt for my throat to activate her third eye again. One gulp and she unexpectedly pulled away, her expression horrified. 
 
    “Sam!” She said urgently. “Let go!” 
 
    “What?!” I asked in shock. “Why?!” 
 
    “It’s an illusion! That’s not John! You’ve got Lily!” 
 
    “Shit!” I had forgotten Camila’s power was creating illusions. Her ability must go beyond just visual hallucinations because everything I was hearing sounded real too. I literally had no way to tell what was real and what wasn’t. Thus, instead of letting go of John, I wrapped my tentacles gently around his body, feeling with my astral limbs. 
 
    Sure enough, it really was Lily, and her ribcage was reverberating in my grasp, indicating she was talking. I focused on the sensations in my astral limbs, sending the vibrations directly to my ear. Her voice was panicked. 
 
    “It’s me! It’s me! Sam! Freya! It’s me!” 
 
    Knowing we didn’t have time to waste, I looked at Freya, seeing that she was focused on the office again. “They aren’t in there,” she hissed urgently, shifted her focus to look around the large open space. “Shit!” 
 
    Unexpectedly, just as Freya leapt backwards, I felt something slice right through my body, hitting my spine and clawing around it to continue on through. 
 
    I gasped from the unexpected disembowelment, feeling something else slice my leg, only to fail to cut my bone again. I reached out with my astral projections automatically, wildly trying to capture whatever was attacking me. One by one, I snagged my tentacles around…tentacles, until all but two of mine were occupied, with my other two wrapped around Lily to protect her from whatever was hitting us. I was surprised to discover I could merge them into one massive invisible force, shielding her. Nothing was getting through as long as I kept my focus. 
 
    “What is it?!” I shouted at Freya. 
 
    “It’s John!” She yelled back from behind me. I could hear her moving quickly, trying to dodge additional assaults that I couldn’t see or hear. “His ability! It’s like yours! I think he’s mimicking you somehow! He has the same number of shadowy tentacles coming out of him!” 
 
    “Freya, I’m stuck like this! I can’t risk dropping my protection on Lily to find the other two tentacles!” 
 
    Her voice was abruptly deeper than I was expecting. “I can handle it,” she retorted sharply. I glanced back at her when I heard the sound of her clothes tearing, shocked to no longer see the hot vixen I was in love with. Instead, a monster was bursting out of her clothing – a monster with an elongated head, massive mouth, three eyes, and huge boney claws coming out of massive hands and feet. Its black hair merged together into clusters to form hard spikes coming straight out of the back of its head. 
 
    The creature had dark gray skin and was a good foot taller than Freya. It had the resemblance of what I imagined a wingless dragon might look like – a true horror to behold. 
 
    The moment the monstrosity was done transitioning, it began moving more rapidly, passing me up and moving closer and closer to the unseen target. I watched in horror as the monster – no, as Freya -was sliced repeatedly by seemingly nothing, losing half her arm followed by a serious cut to one of her legs and another serious cut through her torso. She didn’t even flinch or faulter, her prey locked on, her will unbreakable. 
 
    She swiped at the air with the arm she still had, and the tentacles I was holding onto instantly vanished. She then ran straight across the room and tackled an invisible object to the ground, her teeth digging in to some unseen flesh. 
 
    And then the illusion vanished, along with the haze in the air. 
 
    I blinked in surprise as I saw that the room itself looked completely different now. The walls and floor were covered in graffiti, and the place was significantly more trashed than it had originally looked. I glanced over at Lily to see that she was safely still wrapped up in my astral shield, her eyes wide with panic. I realized she was on fire too, her flames contained in my invisible sphere, but I had been too focused to take the time to pay attention to the heat. 
 
    For a moment, I wondered why she hadn’t just blasted the place with her fire, but then realized she couldn’t have if I was containing her flames too. A tradeoff to protecting her I supposed. I was glad the fight didn’t last any longer though, because she might have suffocated from a lack of oxygen. I had no idea if I could let fresh air in while keeping everything else out. I’d have to try practicing in the future to see if it was possible. 
 
    John was lying unconscious where Freya had swiped at the air, and the monster was actively digging her teeth into a dying…Camila? 
 
    Shocked, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I could tell it was Camila, but she wasn’t ugly. She was actually really attractive, which meant the unappealing appearance must have been an illusion too. But why? Why make yourself looking nerdy on purpose? A disguise? 
 
    I watched with relief as Freya’s body slowly transitioned back to a human form, her wounds already healing, her partially missing arm regrowing. 
 
    I stayed where I was though. I was hesitant to do anything other than protect Lily, afraid that if I left her unprotected then John might wake up and use the opportunity to kill her. So instead, I waited for Freya to finish her meal, relaxing small spaces in my astral shield to allow fresh air in. 
 
    After about a minute, Freya jumped up, completely naked, and ran back over to John to begin scanning his memories too. Once she was done, she finally looked over at me and Lily. “Would either of you like to do the honors?” She asked seriously. “We need to make it quick though, in case he wakes up.” 
 
    “I’ll do it,” I said quickly, knowing that Freya wasn’t just being generous. She was afraid of how it would make her feel later. I glanced back at Lily. “You might want to close your eyes,” I added. 
 
    Lily shook her head. “I want to know he’s dead.” 
 
    I nodded and quietly began slicing up his body, starting with cleaving his head off. I let go of Lily then, once I was sure he was dead. She walked right up to the mutilated corpse, even as I continued to slice it up, and held out her hands. Freya jumped back as Lily forced out a blaze of fire, igniting John’s remains with enough heat that the floor began to melt. It was the first time I’d ever seen her use her flames intentionally without her entire body being lit up. Apparently, our months of practice on her control had really paid off. 
 
    “Might as well burn the other one too,” Freya suggested in a shaky voice. It was obvious that killing Camila was already starting to bother her…or maybe it was something else? 
 
    Lily nodded in agreement and ran over to take care of Camila’s corpse. Freya waited for her to return and then they both walked back over to me. I took off my shirt and handed it to Freya, so she could cover up. She accepted it tentatively, her expression vulnerable. 
 
    “I love you,” I whispered. “You saved us Freya.” 
 
    Her shoulders slumped, looking defeated. Suddenly, I realized it must be because we had seen her fully transformed for the first time. I had no idea how many times she had done it, or who had seen it. But I at least knew that the first time was when she killed her abusive father and lost her family in the process. They were horrified at what she had become and left her because of it. 
 
    “Seriously,” I continued, closing the gap between us and wrapping my arms around her. She held onto my shirt, clasping it against her chest as she began trembling in my grasp. I took a deep breath. “I was helpless against Camila’s illusion. I never would have been able to stop them, not without risking Lily’s life.” 
 
    “Not to mention you both thought I was John,” Lily added, pressing up close to us. “Only you could see through her illusion.” 
 
    Freya nodded silently, her eyes brimming with tears, her bottom lip quivering. I leaned forward and kissed her gently on the forehead. Lily surprised me by leaning forward too and kissing her on the temple. Freya sobbed in response, doing her best to keep herself together. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here,” I suggested, not wanting to hang around as the air filled with the scent of burning flesh. “We can talk about what you found out later.” I paused. “Unless we need to do something here beforehand, like grab a computer or something?” 
 
    Freya nodded, taking a deep breath. “Actually, yes. I need to wipe the video feed involving Lily, and then I’ll need you to use your astral limbs to handle John’s phone and send an anonymous written message to the police so they know what’s been going on.” 
 
    “I can do that,” I responded, “but why do they have the video feed of Lily?” 
 
    Freya pulled away and put on my shirt before responding. “Because Camila was the one in charge of the kidnapping ring. The only reason John is here is because she was trying to brainwash him with her illusions to build up her crew again.” 
 
    Both Lily and I gawked at her. “Shit! Are you serious?” I exclaimed. 
 
    Freya nodded again, before running over to grab her phone from her shredded clothing. She then pointed at her torn outfit while heading back towards the office. “Lily, can you burn my clothes for me? I don’t want to leave any evidence behind that we were here.” She then looked at me when Lily moved to comply. “Sam, his phone is in here. Go ahead and send the message while I work with the computer. Be careful not to touch anything with your hands.” 
 
    “What about you?” I asked seriously. 
 
    Freya grimaced as she paused to hold up a handful of small claws. “These don’t have fingerprints,” she said quietly. 
 
    I nodded and rushed to join her, not wanting her to sense any hesitation from me. I accepted her. All of her. And I wanted to make sure that was crystal clear. 
 
    After taking care of the video, we realized we should probably try to find an accelerant to avoid having the police show up at Lily’s place again. Freya found some paint-thinner in their office and splashed it on the smoldering corpses before having Lily burn them again. 
 
    “What about the cameras in the parking garage?” I wondered seriously. 
 
    “It looks like Camila had the video feed on a loop stretching several weeks so no one would notice – this was basically their headquarters after all, so they put in the effort to keep their existence from being known.” 
 
    I nodded to indicate I understood, contemplating other things we might have to worry about. I couldn’t think of anything else though. 
 
    Once we had taken care of everything, we all hurried back the way we had come to return to our vehicles. I didn’t want Freya to be alone, so I had her ride with Lily while I drove her orange convertible. I was glad for my second-sight, because it allowed me to feel close to them even though we were in separate vehicles. 
 
    Lily had put her car on autopilot and had Freya climb into the driver’s seat with her, who was still only wearing my shirt and nothing else. They were sitting side-by-side, squished together with their arms wrapped around each other. I honestly wasn’t sure how they fit, but they made it work. 
 
    Freya was trembling again, causing me to suspect she was falling apart now. I was a little confused by what Lily was doing when I saw visible heat waves coming off her body, concerned she was going to hurt Freya, but it seemed to calm her instead. I watched the tension in her muscles visibly relax after a few seconds. 
 
    As I followed behind them in silence, I began to think about everything that had just happened. Camila was dead. John was dead. And only the latter of them had been involved with the shadow organization, although both were responsible for trying to kill Lily. I was glad we had gotten revenge and ended any further threat on Lily’s life. But I just hoped Freya was able to find out something useful, because John was our last lead. 
 
    Camila’s mind probably didn’t reveal anything that would help our long-term goal, though her death would likely save the lives of numerous people in the future. 
 
    Unexpectedly, while thinking about Camila’s involvement, a thought occurred to me. 
 
    A ridiculous, obnoxious, stupid thought. 
 
    A thought that made me want to laugh and vomit at the same time. 
 
    I supposed Nick wasn’t getting his wish for a threesome now. 
 
    

 
 
   
 
  




 
 
    34: Unexpected Jealousy 
 
      
 
    I was following Lily’s vehicle somewhat absentmindedly, so it took me a moment to realize we were heading to Freya’s house. When we arrived, the two of them climbed out and Freya headed inside to get dressed. Lily waited for me before grabbing my hand and walking with me up to the front door. 
 
    “So we were thinking,” she began cheerfully, “that it might be a good idea to go out and do something. Maybe have dinner together.” 
 
    I gawked at her in surprise. I couldn’t believe she was handling what we had just done so well. 
 
    Lily continued when she saw my expression, biting her lower lip. “It’s just, Freya needs a distraction, so a date with the three of us would be nice. Not to mention, it would be good to have a money trail in the event we needed an alibi again.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement. We were standing in Freya’s very luxurious kitchen, which was completely devoid of anything edible. “But won’t that be boring for her?” I wondered seriously. “I mean, she won’t be able to eat after all.” 
 
    Lily rolled her eyes. “It’s a date Sam. You’re not only supposed to eat. She can just order coffee, and we can all socialize about less stressful things.” 
 
    Wow. She had a point. I almost forgot Freya liked coffee. I needed to start making it for her regularly, since it was one of the few nice things I could do for her. “Want to go to that Italian restaurant, then?” I suggested. “The place we had our first date.” 
 
    Lily’s eyes lit up, both figuratively and literally. “Yes! I’d love that!” She was then thoughtful for a moment. “Actually, that really is perfect! Even though all three of us have hung out together, we’ve never all been on an official date like this!” She squealed in excitement. “So our first date,” she twirled her finger in the air to indicate all three of us, “will also be where we had our first date! I love it!” 
 
    I couldn’t help but smile. “It makes me happy to see you really getting into this three-way relationship thing.” 
 
    Lily’s eyes widened slightly, before narrowing. She stuck out her finger. “No threesomes!” She clarified. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “I know, I know. And that’s fine. But still, I like this. I like having this relationship with both of you.” 
 
    Lily smiled warmly at me. “I do too,” she admitted. “I thought I’d be super jealous at first, but I really love Freya and I like sharing you with her.” Her expression was bittersweet then. “It feels like we’re a real family.” 
 
    Unexpectedly, my breath caught in my chest, because I just now realized something after all this time. Having dated for almost eight months now, we had celebrated most of the major holidays together – just the two of us. Just the two of us. No one else. None of Lily’s parents or grandparents. No brothers or sisters. 
 
    I hadn’t met any of Lily’s family. And she should have family, unlike Freya and myself who had outlived our immediate family. 
 
    “Lily,” I exclaimed breathlessly, moving to wrap my arms around her. My voice caught in my throat though, uncertain if this was a good time to ask. She gave me a confused look, not knowing what was on my mind. 
 
    Freya showed up then, dressed in black leather pants, a leather jacket, and a shimmery gold shirt underneath. She basically matched Lily now, her golden top complementing Lily’s bronze latex tank-top. Freya’s jacket wasn’t as short or shiny as Lily’s FRIL mini-jacket, but it was sure just as hot. I immediately decided on later, regarding Lily’s family. 
 
    “Damn,” I exclaimed. “We’re never going to leave the house with you dressed like that Freya.” Really, I could say the same about Lily, but I was more used to going out in public with her dressed sexy. 
 
    Freya smirked at me. “I mean, we can take a detour to my room if you want.” 
 
    I smiled warmly in response. “Maybe later. We should make our date a priority for right now.” 
 
    “Okay!” She skipped over to me and wrapped her arms around my own. “So, we’re going to that Italian restraint then?” 
 
    I blinked in surprise. Freya’s sensitive hearing still took me by surprise. “Oh, yes. If that’s alright with you?” 
 
    “Of course!” She said cheerfully. Really, I supposed it didn’t matter to her either way, since she wouldn’t be eating the food. 
 
    I knew Freya was happy about the date, but it seemed like there was something more behind her elated mood. I decided to ask indirectly. “You seem really happy,” I mused. 
 
    She paused unexpectedly, her expression vulnerable. Lily spoke up. “It’s because we still love her,” she explained, grabbing my other arm, squishing it against her heavy chest. “Even though we’ve seen her fully transformed.” 
 
    “Oh!” I looked back down at her. “Of course Freya! You saved our lives.” Technically, I wouldn’t have died, but she knew what I meant. 
 
    She nodded, her expression slightly somber now. 
 
    I bent down and kissed her on the forehead. “Please don’t be sad about it. I didn’t mean to ruin your good mood.” 
 
    She tilted her chin upwards and met my lips with hers. “Thank you,” she whispered seriously. “Everyone who has seen me like that has left me. Everyone.” 
 
    “Well not us,” Lily said firmly. “We both love you no matter what.” 
 
    Freya reached across me and grabbed a handful of Lily’s mini-jacket. “Thank you,” she repeated. 
 
    “You’re welcome! And thank you! Now, let’s get going and enjoy our first date together!” 
 
    Freya got a huge grin on her face and nodded eagerly. 
 
    We decided to take Lily’s car, and go straight to her place afterwards. Freya wasn’t planning on going to work the next day anyway, so she wouldn’t need her vehicle. And honestly, I wasn’t in the mood for work right now either. I definitely didn’t want to see Nick anytime soon. I wasn’t sure how I felt knowing I was involved in killing his girlfriend. Part of me reasoned that I was doing him a favor, because she was obviously just using him. Not to mention she was a psychotic murderer who made a living by filming people being tortured. He deserved better. 
 
    Granted, I also still wasn’t over the fact that he was being paid to keep tabs on me. It was difficult to really even consider him a friend. But at the same time, he had been one of my only friends for several years now since I was such a shut-in most of the time. 
 
    When we got to the restaurant, Freya slipped the hostess a tip for a private table for the three of us. It was busier than when Lily and I had last been here almost eight months ago, but it was still in the middle of the week so they had plenty of empty spots. We ended up with the same table as our first date, causing Lily to grin widely. 
 
    “Maybe we’ll even get the same waitress,” Lily teased. 
 
    “Unlikely,” I said seriously. 
 
    “Oh Sam, I’m just kidding.” She sat down across the table from me and pulled the other chair right up next to her. 
 
    Freya smiled as she plopped down and leaned into Lily’s shoulder. After a second, she sighed heavily. “You know what?” She said abruptly. “We need a vacation.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Lily chimed in. “Someplace with a beach. I’ve always wanted to go to one of those places where the ocean is bright blue and the water is so clear you can see the bottom.” 
 
    I thought about that for a moment. I hadn’t taken a vacation in forever. “Let’s do it then,” I said seriously. 
 
    “Really?” Lily asked in surprise. 
 
    I glanced at Freya, who seemed eager too. “Yeah, why not? I mean, I won’t have a problem getting off work at least.” I was still looking at Freya expectantly. 
 
    “I can manage it.” She chimed in. “I might have to do some work online while we’re away, but that shouldn’t be a problem. It’ll give you and Lily some alone time.” She paused. “There’s an island off Cancún, Mexico that I visited once like two and half centuries ago. No idea what it’s like now, but I’m sure it’s still a nice place to visit. We can rent a beach house for a week or something.” 
 
    “Two weeks?” Lily pleaded. She sounded like a little kid. 
 
    Freya and I both laughed. Money really wasn’t an issue for me, so I didn’t care either way. “As long as Freya can stay away from work that long, then I’m okay with it. I can cover the cost either way.” 
 
    Freya abruptly shook her head. “No, it’s my treat. I want to do be able to do something nice for the both of you.” 
 
    Lily scoffed. “As if you don’t already do plenty.” Lily then tugged on her jacket for emphasis. 
 
    She shrugged. “I’d still like it to be my treat.” 
 
    “That’s fine with me,” I offered. “But I’m definitely paying for tonight.” 
 
    Freya’s gave me a cheerful smile. She was about to reply, but then stopped when our waitress showed up. 
 
    I gawked in disbelief. It was the same girl. She had dark blue hair now, instead of purple, but she was wearing the same color gold contacts. She took one look at Freya shoved up next to Lily, and unexpectedly looked offended by the sight. I was shocked by the expression. And then I recalled her offer to ‘hang out’ last time, realizing the look on her face was one of jealously. 
 
    Shit. She was jealous that Freya was taking what she probably thought could have been her spot, and maybe even a little disappointed that we had rejected her by never calling her up. 
 
    I glanced at Lily to see the surprise in her eyes too. This date was either going to be super nice, with very little interruptions, or else super awkward. 
 
    After we gave the order for our drinks, Freya laughed. “Damn, if looks could kill!” She said cheerfully, looking at Lily. “That chick wants you bad.” 
 
    Lily rolled her eyes. “Oh please. I’m sure we’re just imagining it.” 
 
    Freya scoffed. “I saw your first date in your thoughts Lily. I know she propositioned you two.” 
 
    Lily made a fake gagging noise. “All she did was give us her number in case we wanted to hang out. I’m sure it was harmless.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” she teased. “Sure Lily. Whatever. You can’t lie to me though. If I recall correctly you told Sam, ‘that’s awkward’ and asked him to delete her number.” 
 
    Lily rolled her eyes again, and Freya poked her in the side. 
 
    The waitressed brought our drinks, along with some breadsticks. I tried to ignore her as she stood a little too close, but it was impossible to ignore her staring at me with a pleading expression. Sometimes my second-sight really was a curse. 
 
    Damn. This chick was convinced we had threesomes together and wanted in on it. I was sincerely doing my best to disregard my bothersome ability, so it took me a second to realize her hair was dark red now. 
 
    I looked up at her in surprise. “How did you do that?” I asked seriously, my curiosity getting the better of me. 
 
    Her voice was exceptionally sweet. “I can change the color of my skin and hair to almost any color I want,” she replied proudly. Then to illustrate, her pale skin transitioned to a rosy red and her hair turned white, basically reversing the colors. The combination was actually really attractive. “The only thing I can’t change is my gold eyes,” she added. 
 
    “Oh,” I said in surprise. “I thought it was just your contacts.” 
 
    “Nope,” she said cheerfully, shifting back to her original appearance. 
 
    I realized in my second-sight that both Freya and Lily were glaring at me, so I quickly looked down at my menu and gave her my order. She seemed disappointed by my reaction, and then even more disappointed when she saw Freya and Lily’s reactions. 
 
    When she finally walked away again, having taken all our orders, her posture was dejected. 
 
    “What was that all about?” I wondered in confusion. 
 
    Lily humphed, and Freya spoke up. “You just seemed awfully friendly with her,” she commented. “Especially considering she clearly wants a piece of Lily for herself.” 
 
    “I was just surprised is all. I wasn’t trying to flirt with her. Seriously, you two are more than enough. I’ve never had more than one woman in my life, so I’m not about to start trying to add more.” 
 
    “Good,” Freya scoffed, “because I’m not into other women.” She paused. “Just Lily.” 
 
    “Freya,” Lily whined. 
 
    “What?” She replied innocently, “he should probably know.” 
 
    I just gawked at them. I was about to blurt out the obvious, considering she just admitted to being into Lily, but decided it was wiser to just let her explain. “Know what?” I hedged, feigning ignorance. 
 
    Lily leaned back in her seat and sighed heavily in defeat. “How Freya really feels about me,” she said tentatively. 
 
    Freya chimed in before I could respond. “Remember the obsession thing I talked about?” She waited for me to nod, though I could already see where this was going. “Well, I’ve had the same thing going on with Lily for the last fifteen years.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said simply. I felt like I was treading on thin ice here, even though I hadn’t said anything yet. When she didn’t continue, I decided to try stepping out a little onto that ice. “So…are your abilities stopping you two from…” 
 
    Lily glared at me. “No Sam. I’m not into women at all. Not even Freya.” 
 
    “And I’m not either,” Freya added. “Just Lily.” 
 
    “Oh.” I took a sip of my drink and grabbed a breadstick. “Right.” We all grew awkwardly silent while I munched on my garlicy bread and the other two just stared at me. “Are you expecting me to say something else?” I finally asked. 
 
    They glanced at each other and then back at me. Freya answered me. “You just don’t really seem to be reacting to that revelation very much. Like, not at all.” 
 
    “Oh. Well, I mean, what’s there to react to? So you’re obsessed with Lily too. I’m not upset by it, or jealous, or even really that surprised I guess. Maybe I would be if it was someone else, but it’s Lily. If anything, I feel like that’s actually a good thing, since we’re in this relationship together now.” I took a deep breath. “And if you ever need to drink my blood to…you know…that’s fine.” 
 
    “Sam!” Lily exclaimed abruptly. “Not going to happen!” 
 
    I held up my hands defensively. “I’m just saying! I’m not asking you to do anything you don’t want to, I’m just letting you know I’m fine with whatever as long as it’s between the three of us.” 
 
    “And only us three,” Freya added with a glare. 
 
    “I was just curious about her hair,” I groaned, slightly annoyed. “I wasn’t even trying to notice. If it wasn’t for my ability to see without my eyes, then I wouldn’t have noticed. But I can only do so much to ignore that.” 
 
    Freya unexpectedly looked apologetic. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “It just made me a little jealous.” Lily nodded in agreement. 
 
    “Well, please don’t be jealous. Because I only have eyes for the two of you. So let’s enjoy our date and not worry about the waitress who is super upset that she can’t join us in bed.” I finished my statement with a grin, and they both rolled their eyes. “But seriously,” I continued. “Why don’t we talk more about this vacation or something?” 
 
    That got them talking. 
 
    They wanted to pack light, so they began discussing clothes and accessories, before moving on to activities that might be available on the island. In the meantime, while I watched their discussion become more animated as their excitement grew, my mind lingered elsewhere as I developed my own plans of this vacation. Plans that I needed to involve Freya in, so we could surprise Lily together. 
 
    

 
 
   
 
  




 
 
    35: Planning the Surprise 
 
      
 
    Later that evening, after we got back to Lily’s place, they both took turns having sex with me and then went to bed. Freya had her way with me first while Lily took a shower, and then they switched places. Lily and I ended up spending a lot more time participating in foreplay, giving me plenty of time to recover so I could get there again. In the meantime, Lily ended up having two separate orgasms. 
 
    We then all three snuggled together, with Freya in the middle for once. Lily and I wanted her to feel extra loved, given the situation. We both knew that transforming in front of us bothered her enough that she might have nightmares about us reacting differently. 
 
    Needless to say, Freya was in heaven being smothered by the two of us. It may have also helped that I secretly teased her occasionally with one of my astral projections. Not to mention that she was wearing one of Lily’s black latex nightgowns again, and Lily was in a vibrant blue one. 
 
    Freya was apologetic to Lily for needing to feed on me due to being horny again, but Lily was sympathetic and let it go. The two of them talked quietly more about our vacation plans while I listened and chimed in occasionally. As Lily began falling asleep, Freya commented that she thought we should all just stay home tomorrow after all, and that she would tell us what she found out about John. 
 
    Lily only mumbled quietly in response, barely awake now. 
 
    Once she was out, I let Freya drink some more blood from my wrist while I played around with her for another thirty minutes using my extra limbs. We also kissed passionately almost the entire time, which was unusual for us. Granted, we also hadn’t begun acting more like a normal couple until recently either. I knew that part of her passionate arousal was coming from touching Lily while she kissed me, but that certainly didn’t bother me at all. 
 
    “I love you,” I whispered when she finally seemed satisfied after at least five orgasms. I honestly had never known a person capable of such a feat, and she had no reason to fake them, so I had no doubt they were real. 
 
    “I love you too,” she said just as quietly. “Seriously Sam. I’ve never been so happy in my entire life.” 
 
    I kissed her gently on the lips again in response. 
 
    “Do you need me to help you?” She wondered. It was obvious she was really tired though. 
 
    I shook my head. “I’m okay right now.” She pouted, so I added. “You can let me enjoy you in the morning if you want. That morning sex a week ago was amazing.” 
 
    “I really enjoyed taking care of you,” she agreed quietly. “Wake me up a little early so I can screw you.” 
 
    “You don’t want to sleep in?” I wondered seriously. 
 
    “I can always go back to sleep if I’m still tried.” She then made a cute noise after an adorable yawn. 
 
    I kissed her again, and snuggled up tight against her, pressing her more into Lily. I waited until she was sound asleep too, before I got up and began doing some research on my tablet. In order to plan my surprise for Lily, I first needed to figure out how to make my idea work considering how hot Lily’s body could get. 
 
    In the morning, I woke up Freya like we had discussed and carried her into the living room. As I plopped down on the FRIL couch, she snuggled in my lap, curled up against my bare chest. “How did you sleep?” I whispered. 
 
    She took a deep breath and sighed heavily in contentment. “Wonderful.” She buried her head more into my chest, kissing my skin gently. “Just give me a moment and I’ll get to work on you.” 
 
    I chuckled quietly. “Actually, I was wondering if we could talk about something first.” 
 
    She glanced up at me in surprise, her curious red eyes worried briefly before she registered my smile. “Of course.” 
 
    I lowered my voice. “This vacation we’re planning to do, I was wondering if you would be alright with me using the opportunity to ask Lily to marry me.” 
 
    Her eyes widened in surprise, before she squealed and clasped her hand over her mouth. “Oh Sam! That would be wonderful! She’ll be so happy!” 
 
    “But I want to involve you,” I clarified. 
 
    She gave me another confused look. “How so?” 
 
    “Well, I need your help with the jewelry portion. For the wedding band, I can get her a gold-colored tungsten ring, but an engagement ring is out of the question since if she ever had to defend herself then she would destroy any gems in the ring.” 
 
    “Right,” Freya agreed, staring off into the distance, “because her hands get so hot.” 
 
    “And knowing her,” I continued, “she might be reluctant to defend herself to prevent damaging it.” I paused. “So I was thinking about a necklace instead. Which is where you come in.” 
 
    Her eyes widened again. “Oh! Are you wanting me to make her a necklace out of FRIL?” 
 
    I nodded with a huge grin. “Yep! You can probably make a choker necklace and we can have a clasp custom-made out of tungsten. And then we can attach a pendant to that to create an engagement necklace.” 
 
    Her eyes lit up with delight. “That will be wonderful!” She was then pensive. “But what would you do for the pendant then? A diamond set in tungsten?” 
 
    I shook my head. “I was researching it last night and came up with an idea. Diamonds have a super high melting temperature, but the problem is that they can actually burn at low temperatures, becoming discolored and ruining their appearance. Instead, I was thinking about a pink sapphire, which is a popular engagement gem and has a melting point a lot higher than both steel and glass. Plus, she likes the color purple, with many pink sapphires looking more violet than pink. But most importantly, if she does need to use her flames, then it won’t burn the gem like it would a diamond.” 
 
    Freya nodded, seeming pensive. “Not to mention it will be on her neck, which I doubt gets anywhere near as hot as her hands.” She looked up at me. “I really like that idea Sam.” 
 
    “But that’s not the only reason I want to do a pink sapphire,” I hedged. 
 
    Her eyes narrowed as she thought about it. 
 
    Considering she had been alive for so long and had spent a lot of that time in the fashion industry, I suspected she could figure it out on her own. Especially considering our birthdays. Having a July birthday, my birthstone was the ruby, and hers was the sapphire since she was born in September. Which meant we shared the same gemstone, because rubies and sapphires were the exact same thing, with the only difference being the color. A pink sapphire was also called a pink ruby – they were identical. 
 
    Freya gasped, her eyes unexpectedly tearful. “It represents both of us,” she whispered. 
 
    I nodded with a grin. “You’ll have the choker necklace made, I’ll have the pendant made, and the stone will represent our engagement, as well as the two most important people in her life. I think it will be perfect.” 
 
    “Oh Sam!” She wrapped her arms around my neck and planted a heavy kiss on my lips. “I love you so much! I can’t wait! This is going to be wonderful!” 
 
    I grinned as she returned her lips to mine. I was planning to respond, but she quickly made it impossible as her excitement shifted to passion. She moved down to kiss my neck, prompting me to tilt my head back for her, knowing what she wanted. 
 
    When she was done, she licked her lips and reached into my shorts to grab me while she held my head tight against her latex covered chest. “Oh baby,” she whispered seductively. “I’m going to be doing you sexual favors forever for allowing me to be a part of this.” 
 
    I smirked. “Please do,” I teased. 
 
    And she did. She took care of me for almost an hour, insisting she continue playing around with me even after I got there the first time. We continued to enjoy each other until I noticed in my second-sight that Lily had woken up. Freya went to go meet her while I decided to make Lily and myself breakfast. 
 
    I started with brewing coffee first, followed by chopping up some potatoes while the skillet warmed up. 
 
    Lily greeted me a few minutes later, wrapping her arms around me from behind. I had my hands busy frying the diced potatoes and cooking eggs, but that didn’t stop me from reaching back to grab her butt briefly. She kissed me on the shoulder for a few seconds before going to sit down next to Freya at the table. I glanced back at them and laughed when I saw them both still wearing their pajamas – Lily in bright blue and Freya in black. 
 
    “What?” Lily asked with a playful smile. 
 
    “We’ve been dating for eight months now, and the effect of seeing you in latex still hasn’t gotten old. I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to it.” 
 
    “Good,” she said cheerfully. She was then serious. “That’s something that’s always bothered me about relationships. So many people seem to get familiar with their partner and start to lose interest in them.” 
 
    I scoffed. “Maybe for them, but I could never lose interest in you, even without the seductive clothing.” 
 
    Freya chimed in. “And you know I can’t lose interest in either of you, even if I tried,” she added. 
 
    Lily ducked her head, her cheeks a little rosy. After a second, she sighed. “Well, I’m really glad to have both of you in my life.” 
 
    “Me too,” I agreed, fixing her a plate of food. I delivered it, along with a cup of black coffee for Freya, and then sat down at the table with them. I took a bite from my plate and looked at Freya taking a sip from her cup. “So is this a good time?” I wondered. “Or do you want to wait to talk about what you found out?” 
 
    Freya shrugged. “Now is fine, as long as Lily is okay with it.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement. 
 
    Freya continued. “Well, Camila was the head of that kidnapping-torturing-filming operation and she was exceptionally wealthy because of it. She was sincerely dating Nick, and even really liked him, although that didn’t keep her from cheating regularly. Her illusion ability allowed her to basically sleep with any guy she wanted, since she could make herself look like anyone she wanted. But Nick was someone who she could be around without using her ability.” 
 
    “But wait,” I countered. “I saw her just after you killed her. She was actually really pretty.” 
 
    Freya shrugged. “It was a side-effect of her ability. She had a really low self-esteem, which prompted her to subconsciously project an illusion that matched her perception of herself. Pictures would reveal what she really looked like of course, but she never stopped perceiving herself as ugly.” 
 
    “But she was wealthy!” I exclaimed in disbelief. “And she slept with a ton of guys!” 
 
    She shrugged again. “Having money and lots of sex doesn’t mean you have a healthy self-esteem. Plenty of people in those situations commit suicide. Happiness isn’t something money can buy.” 
 
    I sighed, realizing she was right. I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to feel about that information, given that she was responsible for kidnapping and almost killing Lily, so I just held back further evaluation for now and continued to eat while I listened. 
 
    Freya took another sip of her coffee. “I’m not sure how Nick will handle the news that she’s dead. Apparently, she broke up with him after he called her up to tell her about Zoey. It happened on the same night as the kidnapping.” 
 
    My eyes widened in shock. “Wow, Nick hasn’t said anything all week,” I exclaimed. 
 
    “Maybe he’s embarrassed about it,” Lily suggested. 
 
    Freya just shrugged again. “Either way, there was no evidence to suggest that she was involved with the shadow company. The reason she was involved with John is because she was originally planning on killing him.” We both gawked at her as she continued. “He was the one who paid for Lily to be tortured and killed, so she blamed him for what happened. However, when she realized what his ability was capable of, which is in fact to mimic the physical attributes of other people’s superpowers, she decided to try to brainwash him to make him work for her. After all, she suddenly found herself without any employees for the heinous business she was running.” 
 
    I scoffed in annoyance. “So then, I’m guess she probably would have come after Lily again too.” 
 
    Freya nodded. “Yes. After she recruited new members, she would have gone after Lily and then moved on with business-as-usual. It’s good we took care of that problem, before we had two threats to deal with instead of one.” 
 
    Lily shivered slightly. “I hope we can solve the other problem. I don’t like feeling like we have to watch our backs all the time.” 
 
    “Me either,” Freya agreed. “Which brings us to John. Unfortunately, he’s just another peon with limited access to his contact. He doesn’t even know what the person looks like. He just meets up with them twice a year to get further instructions for both him and Nick to follow.” 
 
    I groaned. “Great. Once John’s death is announced publicly, our last lead with disappear then.” 
 
    “Not necessarily,” Freya countered. “Nick is still alive, which means we might still have a chance. We just need to hope that the contact will try to get in touch with Nick and reestablish their primary communication through him instead of John.” 
 
    “Oh!” I sat up straighter. “Okay, then when is their next meeting supposed to be?” 
 
    “Not until August,” she admitted with a grimace. But then she perked up. “But that just means we have a couple of months to not have to worry too much about it. We can go on our vacation in peace.” 
 
    My eyes narrowed. “So you don’t think Lily’s life is in danger anymore?” I asked seriously. 
 
    She blinked at me in surprise. “Oh. No, she should be safe for now. John wasn’t given specific instructions to kill Lily. Rather, the bastard was just extremely jealous. He’s been fuming about you hooking up with her all this time, even though it’s literally impossible for him. And then, when he discovered that I was involved in your relationship too, with that rumor being confirmed by me calling you out of work, that tipped him over the edge and prompted him to take out his rage on Lily since he knew he couldn’t hurt you directly.” 
 
    “Shit,” I exclaimed under my breath. “Damn, what an ass. That’s pathetic. And ridiculous.” 
 
    She nodded in agreement. “He just viewed Lily as a nice rack and nothing more. Eventually, he decided that if he couldn’t have her, then no one was going to. He was watching the live feed while it was airing, eagerly looking forward to seeing Lily tortured and killed.” 
 
    “Bastard,” Lily fumed. “It’s probably good I didn’t know that when I burned his body. I probably would have lit the entire subway station on fire.” 
 
    “I almost wished we could have tortured him,” I scoffed. 
 
    Freya shook her head. “His ability was too dangerous to leave him conscious. He could have mimicked my claws and even Lily’s flames too, creating a black fire. His shadow ability was actually extremely powerful.” Her expression grew somber. “We wouldn’t have been able to defeat him if I hadn’t transformed. My speed was our only real advantage.” 
 
    “You must be pretty fast,” I mused, trying to lighten the mood. “I can move my astral limbs almost instantaneously.” 
 
    She gave me a small smile. “Well, he was able to mimic the form and overall nature of your ability, but he wasn’t nearly as fast with it. Maybe faster than most supers with super-speed can move, but not like your speed.” 
 
    I nodded in acknowledgement. “So is that it then?” 
 
    “Pretty much, unfortunately. I doubt you want to hear about all the details of how much of a bastard John really was, or how much of a slut Camila was.” 
 
    Lily and I both grimaced. “Yeah, I guess not.” I sighed. “So, if we’re not going to work today, then what do you want to do instead? I’m up for anything, especially now that we can relax.” 
 
    Freya began twirling some of her black hair in her finger, her crimson eyes looking exceptionally innocent. “Oh, I don’t know,” she began. “I figured maybe we could just stay here and ‘hang out’ all day.” 
 
    I gawked at her, catching her double meaning, especially considering what she knew about the waitress from last night. 
 
    “Sure,” Lily unexpectedly agreed, resting her chin in her hand and holding Freya’s gaze. “That sounds like fun.” 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    

 
 
   
 
  




 
 
    36: Just Another Day at the Office 
 
      
 
    I sat at the lunch table across from Nick, still finding it difficult to not let my mind wander to the amazing day full of foreplay and sex last week. I had thought Lily was agreeing to a threesome, which would have been surprising considering her firm stance on the subject, but nope. She still wasn’t into that. However, that didn’t stop us from having plenty of fun in other ways. 
 
    As usually, Freya had a lot of fun serving as our sex couch, involving all sorts of Lily teasing me in various ways. It also involved her sitting on my face too, which was something we had actually never done before. Lily decided she liked that a lot. Her head lit on fire when it ignited her more passionate arousal, but she kept it under control for once. Towards the end of the first time, she actually burned me, but I didn’t mind. 
 
    And when Freya decided she wanted a turn with me, Lily politely excused herself to figure out what she wanted to bring on our vacation. So nothing changed there either. 
 
    Unexpectedly, Nick’s voice pulled me out of my thoughts. “So how long are you going to be gone?” Nick wondered as he ate. 
 
    I was suspicious that he wasn’t just asking casually, but it’s not like I could hide how long I was taking vacation time. “Just a couple of weeks,” I offered, getting back to my lunch. 
 
    “And where did you say you were going?” He wondered. 
 
    I tried not to scoff. No way in hell was I telling him. I shrugged. “No idea. It’s Freya’s surprise, so neither Lily nor I know.” 
 
    He groaned in annoyance. “Damn, you’re so lucky.” 
 
    “How’s it going with Zoey?” I wondered. 
 
    He perked up a little. “Really good actually. Honestly, I’m kind of glad Camila dumped me.” 
 
    Nick still didn’t know about her death. The news about it hadn’t surfaced as public knowledge yet, which made me a little suspicious but not so much to worry about it. 
 
    Nick continued. “I realize now that I was dragging my feet because I couldn’t see myself with her forever. But it’s different with Zoey. I’d be alright with marrying her. Really, that’s why I wanted to include her in what I had going on with Camila. It never occurred to me that I could just dump Camila and focus all my attention on Zoey.” 
 
    I did scoff this time. “Seriously Nick? You realize that’s the respectable thing to do, right? If you’re going to date some else, then you break up with who you’re currently with first. You don’t cheat like an asshole.” 
 
    Nick glared at me. “Hey! I’m new to this, okay? Camila was my first girlfriend ever. I didn’t know how to let that go.” 
 
    My eyes widened in surprise. Nick was in his late twenties, so I’d never considered his experience with dating was so nonexistent. “Well, you don’t have an excuse next time,” I retorted. 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. I know man.” He paused. “Oh, and about that bistin…” 
 
    “Dammit Nick!” I exclaimed, bolting out of my seat. “No more!” 
 
    He held his hands up defensively. “Dude, calm down. I was just going to say that I bought gloves like you recommended and they work great. My hands still get really sweaty, but it prevents me dropping it.” 
 
    “Oh.” I sat back down, completely stunned. “Well, that’s good then.” 
 
    “Damn, man. Overreact much?” 
 
    It took every fiber of my being to not reach across the table and punch him in the face. Or strangle him. Or gouge out his eyes. Or slice his body into tiny little pieces that not even his own mother would recognize. 
 
    “So what are you doing for your birthday this year?” Nick asked unexpectedly. “It’s in July, right?” 
 
    I shrugged, a little surprised that he remembered. “Yeah, July 18th. It’s still over a month and a half away, so I haven’t even thought about it.” 
 
    “I bet your two chicks are planning something for you.” 
 
    My eyes narrowed in annoyance. “Dude. Stop with the jealousy. The three of us don’t have sex together,” which was mostly true, “and I never asked for this in the first place.” 
 
    He crossed his arms and leaned back in his chair. “Yeah, whatever. Anyway, I figured we could get everyone to pitch in at work for you. How does a Mexican theme sound? Nancy supposedly makes killer enchiladas, and Dave already agreed to bringing in a huge pot of shredded chicken. I can create a signup list for everyone else to pick what they want to bring.” 
 
    My eyes widened in surprise. I was shocked he was being so considerate, but also unsure if it was sincere given what I knew he was secretly involved with. “Sure,” I hedged. “By why put so much effort into it?” 
 
    “I’m just paying you back man. You went all out when it was my birthday last August.” 
 
    Oh. I supposed he had a point. Nick’s birthday had been on a Sunday, so we celebrated that Friday. Ironically, that was just about a week after Lily started working there, and it was the same day she found out I was immortal. 
 
    Nancy had been washing off a huge knife, talking with Lily by her side, when I walked up to ask if she needed help. She spun around to tell me no, only for the knife to accidentally slip out of her soapy hands and head straight for Lily’s foot. I stuck my own foot out, having it slice right into my ankle before falling to the floor. Lily flipped out of course, so I told her about my regeneration ability before she exploded. Dave then had to chime in and mention that I couldn’t die either. 
 
    Everything seemed to go downhill from there, although I realized in hindsight that it had been the spark that had ignited her general interest into a strong desire to be with me. 
 
    “Huh, I guess I did get everyone involved to celebrate,” I admitted. 
 
    So much had changed in the last eight months that it seemed like a much more distance memory than it should have. It felt like I had been with Lily for much longer – I supposed that meant I had made some pretty meaningful memories, especially compared to the mundane last century of my life. 
 
    “Yeah,” Nick agreed. “I figured it’s the least I could do. Maybe we could all go out for drinks or something after work too.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I hedged. I wasn’t about to commit to anything. “I’ll have to wait and ask if Lily has anything planned of course. I was sort of unavailable on her birthday, so she might be a little possessive of me on mine.” 
 
    He waived his hand in the air dismissively. “Yeah, yeah. I figured as much.” 
 
    “Hey,” I said pointedly. “If I remember correctly, I offered to take you out for drinks and you were unavailable too – Camila had made plans for you I believe.” 
 
    He scoffed. “Nah, it was Zoey. I just lied about it because I didn’t want anyone to know about her. Camila had something to do with her family that day.” 
 
    Or something to do with her kidnapping-torturing-filming business, I amended in my head. “Right. Well, either way, you shouldn’t act so bothered that I don’t have all the time in the world for you.” 
 
    Nick sighed heavily. “I know man. It’s just rough sometimes. You’re like the only friend I have.” 
 
    “That can’t be true,” I countered. 
 
    He shrugged. “I mean, I have friends online, but none of them live close enough to hang out.” 
 
    Nope. Not about to feel sorry for the guy. I changed the subject. “Well, I have to make a phone call before my lunch is over, so I’ll talk to you later for now.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. I have a report I need you to look over in a little while, if that’s okay?” 
 
    “Sure,” I offered. I stood up. “I’ll be back to the office here in about ten minutes.” I quickly excused myself then, and took the elevator down to the lobby. I was hoping to have this conversation without anyone I knew overhearing. Granted, no one would probably have any clue what it was about except maybe Lily. 
 
    Freya answered the phone cheerfully. “Hey baby! How’s it going?” 
 
    “Hi cutie,” I replied, mimicking her tone. I lowered my voice. “I was just calling to let you know the pendant and tungsten clasp are finished. I got a voicemail about it an hour ago. I told them you’d be picking it up today.” 
 
    “Oh! Awesome! I was worried we might be cutting it close.” 
 
    I leaned back in my chair and crossed my ankle over my knee. “Nah. We still have a week before we leave on vacation.” I paused. “How is your part coming along?” 
 
    She sounded cheerful again. “All finished! Honestly, my part wasn’t difficult at all. I was just a little indecisive on how I wanted to have the pendant attached. I won’t go into all the boring details for you, but basically it will be a seamless connection to ensure it is visually appealing.” 
 
    “I’m sure it will be great no matter what.” I sighed. “Thank you Freya. Seriously. I’m really looking forward to this.” 
 
    “Me too,” she admitted. “It’s been so hard not to say anything. I won’t of course!” She quickly added. “But I’m bubbling over with excitement and I just can’t wait to see her face. I’m definitely going to be recording this!” 
 
    I smiled at her enthusiasm. “You’ll just have to be careful she doesn’t see. We’ll have to try to plan out where we want to do it.” 
 
    “Yep!” She squealed. “I can’t wait!” Unexpectedly, I heard her secretary’s voice in the background, though I couldn’t make out what she said. Freya spoke up. “Well, it looks like I need to get back to work. But I’ll definitely go pick up the pendant and clasp after work. See you in a few hours!” 
 
    “Alright. I love you.” I stood up. 
 
    “I love you too!” She replied with glee. 
 
    As I waited for the elevator, Dave surprised me by walking up with a bag of jelly donuts in his arm. “Want one?” He offered. 
 
    I shook my head. “No thanks. I just ate lunch.” 
 
    He shrugged and took a bite out of it. As we climbed into the elevator, he spoke up again. “So you and your other girlfriend are planning something special for Lily, huh?” 
 
    I gawked at him in disbelief. “Dave! Seriously?! It’s rude to eavesdrop you know!” 
 
    He just shrugged again. “I can’t help it if I hear things.” 
 
    “Yeah, well you can certainly help with what you do with that information afterwards!” I snapped. 
 
    “Oh please,” he scoffed, grabbing another jelly donut. At least now I knew where his robustness came from. “I won’t tell her.” 
 
    “Good,” I said firmly. 
 
    He was quiet for a moment. “So what’s the occasion?” 
 
    “You’ll find out after Lily finds out,” I snapped again. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” he huffed. 
 
    The elevator doors opened, and I was shocked to see Lily standing there. “Oh! Sam! There you are! I’m trying to get this spreadsheet submitted, but one of the formulas has an error and I can’t figure out where it’s at. The stupid AI keeps telling me it’s correct, but I know it’s not.” 
 
    “Jelly donut?” Dave interrupted, offering one to Lily. 
 
    She looked at it like she might a maggot. “Umm, no thanks Dave.” Her expression grew more disgusted when he took a sloppy bite out of it. 
 
    I was glad when he started walking away, instead of just standing there not even trying to hide that he was listening to our conversation. “Oh!” Dave pipped up, looking over his shoulder. “And have fun on your vacation next week! I’m sure Lily will love whatever you have planned for her!” 
 
    DAMMIT DAVE! 
 
    I’M GONNA KILL THAT MAN! 
 
    

 
 
   
 
  




 
 
    37: A Memory Worth Sharing 
 
      
 
    Lily had never left the country before, so she was really looking forward to visiting Cancún. Ironically, the most expensive part of the trip was going to be the travel expense, since Lily had a G-32 restriction on her citizen ID. I had never heard of such a thing. But apparently, due to the uncontrollable nature of her ability, she wasn’t allowed to take any form of public transportation. And that included planes. It was too risky to have her in a confined space with other passengers. 
 
    But that just made the plane trip more romantic and intimate. We had a private jet to ourselves, which meant I ended up having sex with Lily once and Freya twice on the way there. We also spent plenty of time enjoying each other’s company in more casual ways, like listening to music and talking more about our plans once we were there. 
 
    When we got off the jet, Freya reminisced about a time when people had to have a form of documentation called a passport to move between countries. But now, with the advancement of DNA identification, everyone’s citizen ID served all the purposes of the multiple forms of documentation that used to exist. It must have been before my time too, because I had always had a citizen ID and nothing more. 
 
    When we arrived in Cancún, we visited a few of the shops before taking the boat to the island. The house we were renting was huge compared to Lily’s place – it was at least twice the size, and we had the whole house to ourselves. 
 
    The appearance of the building was a nice blend of old and new. Most of the doorways were arched into half circles, instead of square frames, and the accompanying doors had the same shape. There were also white columns surrounding all the support beams on both the inside and outside, giving it a very open and luxurious feel. 
 
    The master bedroom had a California king sized bed, which seemed really small compared to Lily’s super-sized bed. Granted, it was still plenty big for the three of us to fit, with room to spare. Just not as much room as we were used to. Lily made sure to pack her latex sheets in case she had a nightmare and exploded unexpectedly, but thus far I had been pretty good at waking her up before it ever got to that point. Granted, to be honest, she had slept soundly most nights. I only had to wake her up maybe once a week at most. 
 
    The backyard had a large patio made of stone, with low half-walls running along the edges. There was a pedestal of stone filled with plants and a palm tree right in the middle of the patio, with a circular outcropping behind it that overlooked the private beach. Stone pathways then led through the scattered palm trees right up to the sand. The sound of the waves was loud enough that it could be heard even with all the doors and windows closed. 
 
    The sun was just getting low on the horizon, streaking the sky in shades of orange and pink. The water was crystal clear up close, but bright blue from the house. 
 
    I figured the two of them would be tired after a day of traveling and shopping, but they were both elated to finally be here. While I was checking out the kitchen and living room, they snuck off only to surprise me by reappearing in bikinis. 
 
    FRIL bikinis. 
 
    Lily’s was black latex, while Freya’s was cherry red. They both also had straw hats on that they had purchased from a local store on the island earlier. Lily’s hat was adorned with purple flowers on top, while Freya’s flowers were white, making them both look extra cute. 
 
    “Damn!” I exclaimed. “We’ll never make it down to the beach at this rate.” 
 
    They both laughed. Freya bit her bottom lip seductively and stuck her thumb in her bikini bottom in order to pull it away from her body a couple of inches. She let it go, and it snapped back in place loudly against her skin. “You like?” she wondered in a teasing tone. 
 
    I grinned at her. “Want to do our surprise now?” I asked. Lily already knew we had something up our sleeve, thanks to that idiot Dave, but at least she had no idea what was coming. 
 
    Freya’s eyes brightened in excitement. “Oh! Yes! Let me grab my phone!” 
 
    I already had the large flat box in my pocket. Lily probably assumed it was my phone. I grabbed her by the hand, interlacing my fingers in hers, while I reached up and grabbed a handful of her chest. 
 
    Yep. Seeing and feeling her in latex was never going to get old. 
 
    Lily gave me a wide grin, her eyes sparkling. I knew she was trying hard to be good, because she knew I was really pissed when Dave gave it away. However, in hindsight, I realized it wasn’t so bad. 
 
    Since she knew something was coming, she was extra excited the whole time. I could see that the anticipation was killing her. 
 
    When Freya reappeared, I led them out to the back patio and past the pedestal to stand at the circular outcropping. Freya went to go stand by the low stone wall, while I had Lily take a position where we were both clearly visible from the side. The palm trees between us and the beach were far enough apart to give us a clear view of the setting sun. Everything was perfect. 
 
    I pulled the box out of my pocket. 
 
    “So Freya and I made something for you,” I began. 
 
    Lily gently bit her bottom lip in anticipation. 
 
    “Ready?” I teased. 
 
    “Yep!” She answered cheerfully. 
 
    I opened the box for her to see the purple gem, but didn’t motion to hand it to her. Only to look. 
 
    She gasped, holding her hands up to her mouth. “Sam! It’s so beautiful!” 
 
    “It’s gold tungsten with a pink ruby set into it,” I explained. “Which is technically a combination of mine and Freya’s birthstones, since a sapphire is the same thing. It represents both of us.” 
 
    She nodded to indicate she understood. “But isn’t that usually called a pink sapphire?” She wondered, her expression pensive. She didn’t wait for me to answer though. Suddenly, her eyes lit up as she returned her gaze to mine. She knew what a pink sapphire was commonly used for, because it represented trust, loyalty, and sincerity. It was the reason why I tried to be misleading at first. 
 
    “What’s the occasion?” She wondered abruptly. 
 
    I got down on one knee. 
 
    She gasped, tears instantly filling her eyes. “Yes!” She blurted out. 
 
    I chuckled in response. “I haven’t even asked you yet.” 
 
    “Yes!” She repeated. 
 
    I laughed again, holding up the box. “Lily, will you marry me?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, yes!” She squealed. She threw herself on me just as I attempted to stand back up, causing us both to fall backwards with her landing on top of me. 
 
    I set the box down when she grabbed my face in hers and pressed her warm lips against mine. 
 
    “Sam, I love you so much!” She said in between kisses. 
 
    I laughed again. “I’m surprised you aren’t bursting into flames right now,” I teased. But I understood why. Even though she was excited, she was also heavily moved emotionally, which didn’t usually spark her flames. Her eyes were still full of tears as she slipped her tongue into my mouth to make our kiss more intimate. 
 
    Unexpectedly, Freya cleared her throat, holding up her phone still recording. “Lily,” she said in a teasing voice, “are you going to let him put it on you? I want to see how it looks.” 
 
    “Oh!” She exclaimed. “Of course!” She lifted herself off me and sat back on her heels, automatically readjusting her straw hat and grabbing her blonde hair to pull it to the side over one shoulder. 
 
    I grinned as I sat up and pulled the pendant out of the box. I then put it on backwards, fastening the clasp in front, before spinning it gently around her neck. It was a perfect fit, just snug enough that I could barely get a finger underneath if I tried. 
 
    Lily automatically grabbed for the pendant, feeling it with her fingers. She looked up at a grinning Freya. “Can you take a picture, so I can see how it looks?” 
 
    “Of course silly!” She reached out a hand to help Lily to her feet. “I want to get a few pictures of you and Sam too.” 
 
    “And you too!” Lily added. “I know it’s an engagement necklace, but it’s a gift from you as well.” 
 
    It was Freya’s turn to look a little teary eyed. She reached up to wipe the corner of her crimson eye. “Thanks,” she said breathlessly. “I’d kiss you right now, but I know how much you’re opposed to it.” 
 
    “How about a hug?” Lily suggested instead, reaching out to wrap her arms around her. 
 
    Freya accepted the offer gladly, so I snatched her phone to take a few pictures. I’d definitely be saving these for later. It was arousing to see my two women clinging to each other while dressed in latex bikinis. 
 
    The two of them finally turned towards me, Freya with her arm around Lily’s bare waist while Lily had her arm across Freya’s slim shoulders, so I was able to get a few more. Freya finally snatched her phone back and took a few pictures of just Lily, followed by a few more with Lily and myself. 
 
    “Well,” Freya finally exclaimed, “are we celebrating the occasion in bed now or later.” 
 
    Lily blushed, and I laughed. “We have all night for that.” I commented. “Let’s enjoy the sunset on the beach while it lasts.” 
 
    They both eagerly nodded in agreement. 
 
    Freya abruptly handed me her phone to stick in my pocket. She then scooped Lily up in her arms, prompting her to squeal in surprise, only to leap into the grass and take off towards the beach. I chuckled again and followed after them. Freya was just slightly smaller than Lily in almost ever way, so it was amusing to see the super-strong beauty carrying around the voluptuous supermodel like she was a child. 
 
    When we got down to the beach, we saw that there were already three wooden lounging chairs set up by a palm tree. Freya plopped Lily down in one, and then scooted another chair up close to recline in. As I grabbed the third chair to set down on the other side of Lily, Freya spoke up. 
 
    “I’m glad you like it,” she said quietly, interlacing her fingers with Lily’s on the armrest. 
 
    Lily gave her hand a gentle squeeze, reaching up with her free hand to touch the pendant again. “I love it. It’s absolutely beautiful, and I love that you both put so much thought into it.” She sighed. “It really is perfect.” 
 
    “And it looks perfect on you!” Freya added with a grin. She reached over with her other hand to gently touched the pendant on Lily’s neck, before running her fingers along the latex band. She then continued down her neck a little, trailing her collar bone before finally pulling her hand away. “Sorry,” she said nervously. “I was starting to get a little carried away there.” 
 
    Lily squeezed her hand gently again, but didn’t say anything. I suspected she didn’t want to ruin the moment by telling Freya she was getting too touchy. 
 
    I reached out to grab Lily’s other hand and gently stroked her forearm while glancing at the sunset again. The colors were a lot more vibrant now, with more red in addition to the orange, yellow, and pink. I looked back over at Lily, taking in her entire appearance. The straw hat with the purple flowers made her look super adorable, and the pendant was like the missing piece I hadn’t known was absent before. Her slowly churning orange eyes coupled with her blonde hair were just like how the sunset looked a few minutes ago when we were taking pictures. 
 
    And just beyond her was Freya with her crimson eyes contrasted sharply against her black hair. She glanced at me with a smirk when she saw me staring. I winked at her, and pulled Lily’s hand up briefly to kiss her on the back of the wrist. 
 
    “I really love you both,” I said quietly. “I’m glad we’re able to do this together.” 
 
    “Me too,” they both agreed in sync. They smirked at each other, before looking at the sunset again. I didn’t look back at the sky though. Instead, I continued to stare at my own personal sunset, admiring the same reds, oranges, and yellows in the two women who I was going to get to share my life with. The sunset was beautiful, but it had nothing on these two beauties. Especially not when they were together. 
 
    Later tonight, as well as these next two weeks, and the rest of our lives was going to be amazing. 
 
    Absolutely amazing. 
 
    Later that evening turned out to be interesting. Considering how much sex Lily and I had experienced with each other in the last three months, we had tried basically every position imaginable. However, once we got back to the bedroom, Lily was adamant about doing my favorite position of all – reverse cowgirl. 
 
    She sat backwards on my lap, with me deep inside of her, while we kissed for what seemed like forever. She had her head turned back towards me, her arm reaching around to grasp a handful of my hair on the back of my head. She even let Freya get closer than usual to watch, partially because the bed was smaller than what we were used to, but she still didn’t invite her to participate. 
 
    However, we kissed for so long in that position, with my hands constantly roaming everywhere, that Freya ran out of time and needed to feed again. I suspected the short minute of her drinking my blood from my wrist, while I continued to kiss Lily passionately, was probably one of the happiest minutes of her life – at least if her moans while I teased her with an astral limb were any indication. 
 
    It was honestly a lot of fun secretly being able to touch Freya without Lily knowing about it, but I had to be careful because Freya writhing around in pleasure was sure to tip Lily off. So instead, I just stealthily teased her the whole time. 
 
    After Lily finally decided to finish me off, she kissed me for a while longer before going to occupy herself with making a late dinner, while Freya had a turn with me. Unlike usual, Freya had resisted the urge to have an orgasm herself, so when I got a hold of her she was burning with passion. 
 
    At first, I wasn’t sure why she had held back, since she usually got off several times without a problem. However, when she backed up on me in order to take Lily’s position on my lap, I figured it out. Freya turned her head to kiss me passionately, having an orgasm almost immediately, followed by three more over the course of the next ten minutes. 
 
    Lily had to come get me for dinner because Freya couldn’t seem to get enough. 
 
    The next week was absolutely amazing. We spent every day just enjoying each other’s company, visiting the small shops on the island, having fun on the beach, playing games in the house, and of course having lots of sensual experiences in bed. Never sleeping myself, I was used to having alone time, so I went down to the beach for about thirty minutes every night to reminisce over the events of the previous day. 
 
    Lily had spent some time turning some of the sand on the beach into glass in order to both practice her superpower and to just enjoy the process of creating glass sculptures. None of the objects she made were very impressive, but that wasn’t the point. It was fun to watch her play with her power, and she seemed mesmerized by the process of melting sand into glass in her hands. 
 
    I also continued my usual routine of cooking Lily and myself breakfast in the morning, and making sure Freya had a cup of black coffee waiting for her when she woke up. 
 
    Lily’s skin tanned a little during that time, though she never developed a sunburn since the radiation from the sun didn’t bother her at all. In fact, I realized none of us wore sunscreen. Freya’s skin didn’t react to the sun at all, and my skin would heal just as fast as it burned. In the end, Lily was the only one who had even a slight reaction to all the sun exposure. 
 
    Everything was going perfectly until the middle of the second week when Freya discovered she had gotten a voicemail in the middle of the night. She sat down at the table with her cup of coffee, listening intently with her phone held up to her ear. Lily and I were already starting on our breakfast. 
 
    “That’s weird,” Freya commented after listening to the message. 
 
    “What is?” Lily wondered, setting her fork down. 
 
    Freya stared at her phone for a moment before answering. “That was a message from the woman who runs the orphanage where I grew up,” she replied. “She said she urgently needs to speak with me.” 
 
    “You’re still in contact with them?” I asked in surprise. 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, I donate to them yearly to make sure they stay running. The woman – Elise – is a distant relative of the woman who was in charge when I was there.” She sighed heavily. “The same woman who was like a mother to me when everyone else rejected me.” 
 
    Lily and I exchanged a glance. I cleared my throat. “So are you going to call and see what she wants?” 
 
    Freya met my gaze for a moment. “Yeah, I guess so. It was just weird hearing her voice. I haven’t been by to visit the orphanage in almost twenty years…” She paused to take a deep breath. “Elise just sounds a lot older now. It makes me a little sad. I wish I had taken the time to visit her more often.” 
 
    “How old is she now?” I wondered as Freya began calling her. She put it on speaker phone so we could all hear. 
 
    “She should be in her mid-fifties,” she explained. “Not really that old, but her voice just sounded a lot different from when I last saw her in her thirties.” She paused when the ringing stopped. 
 
    Elise spoke up right away, without a greeting. “Freya! I’m so glad you called! We’ve got a situation here!” 
 
    Freya’s eyes widened in surprise. “What’s wrong? Is it a financial issue?” She wondered urgently. 
 
    “No,” Elise said breathlessly. “We had a little girl show up roughly around the age of eight. Freya…she says she’s your daughter.” 
 
    Freya laughed abruptly. “Oh Elise, I’ve never even been pregnant! I don’t have any kids!” 
 
    Elise’s voice was reserved as she continued. “Freya…she has red eyes…and she looks exactly like you. Comparing her appearance to an old picture of you at her age, there’s almost no difference. She could be your twin…” 
 
    Freya gasped, looking at both of us in shock. “B-But that’s not possible,” she stuttered. 
 
    “No,” Elise agreed, “not unless…she’s a clone.” 
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