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            Drakor added another finger and she cried out against his lips. “Do you want me to kiss you?” The words came out more urgently than he intended.

Her hand found his zipper and yanked it down. Within seconds his shorts dropped to the floor and he stood against her completely bare.

He followed her lead and moved his hands to her waist, then pulled down her panties until they sank to her feet. In some strange way it aroused him even more to leave his shirt on her.

Erin pulled his hips toward her, moving her legs apart to greet him. Her eyes stared at him and he could see her face flush with desire. He rubbed himself against her, but refused to enter.

He would win this battle.

Drakor captured her head in his hands. “You have to tell me.”

She whimpered and her eyelids fluttered. He moved his face close to hers until he could feel her hot breath on his mouth. “You will say you want me or I will put your clothes back on you and take you to your vehicle.”

Erin reached down and touched him, the contact sending tremors skittering throughout his body. She tried to guide him inside of her, but he was stronger. He took both of her wrists with one hand and held them behind her back.

“You must do it my way.”

She bit her lower lip and glanced up at him. Even in this low light, he could see the fury and need in her gaze. “Damn you!”
Â 

Drakor couldn't withhold his grin. “So you want me to kiss you.”

“You've bewitched me somehow. It-it isn't fair.”

“That's not an answer.”

She struggled briefly against his hold on her wrists. The movement massaged him to a dangerous edge. “Tell me.”
Â 

Erin stared at his lips. “Yes, damn it. I want you.”

Drakor plunged his tongue between her lips at the same he thrust his erection deep inside of her.
Â 

Erin moaned, but then put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him back. “Stop.”

“Now?”

“The desk, it hurts. Can weâ€¦can we go onto the bed?”

Drakor lifted her, never withdrawing from inside her and carried her to the bed. But this time he leaned back across the blanket and sat her on top of him. Just as he imagined in Ankra's room earlier.

The new vantage point gave him a vision he knew he would never forget. Despite her wearing his shirt, he could see her breasts bouncing. The soft glow from the windows gave him a shadowed picture of her face, with upturned lips and half-closed eyes.

Erin moved on top of him, guiding him to a release he could barely delay. But then a strange expression passed over her features and she suddenly lifted herself off of him, hovering just above the tip.

Drakor cried out and reached for her hips. He tried to yank her back down but those strong legs of hers held her aloft. What game was she playing now?

“What are you doing?” he managed to croak between the surges of ecstasy and frustration.

“Iâ€“I want to know what you need fromâ€“from us.”

Erin seemed to be in just as much agony as he was and she also could barely speak.
Â 

He grabbed her waist and tried to pull her down again, but she wouldn't budge.

“What do you need from humans?”

Drakor lifted his hips to find his way back inside of her but it didn't work. She turned the tables on him and now she wielded the power.

He sighed. “Many from where I live can't process somethingâ€¦you call it Vitamin D, their bones are weak and deformed.”

Erin slid down over him again and he closed his eyes with relief and contentment. He could feel her hips moving above him, her sweet thighs rubbing against his sides.
Â 

Then the feeling was gone again. She had lifted herself off.

“What do you expect toâ€“to find on Earth?”

She grunted out the words and the look of concentration on her face clearly told him her questions did not come to her easily.
Â 

Knowing he wouldn't feel the pleasure of her warmth around him until he answered, he didn't bother to force her down. “We hoped to find something humans developed to strengthen bones.” It wasn't a total lie.

“Like medicines or supplements?”

He nodded, but somehow he knew that she would figure out the answer was too easy. If that were all he was after, he could have purchased them and be gone by now. Eventually, Erin would come back for more answers.

When she lowered herself onto him this time, Drakor reached behind her neck and pulled her down to his chest. “No more questions.” Then he captured her lips with his own. He snaked both of his arms around her back, holding her tightly against him. She continued to move along his shaft, bringing them further along their quest for overwhelming relief.

When Erin started to whimper, Drakor let go of her mouth and dropped his head back onto the bed. He closed his eyes, relishing the sensations of her soft, urgent noises and wet, quivering body. She cried out, hips jerking.

Then he could hear nothing but the frantic rush of his pulse and the echoes of his own groans.

This time Erin collapsed on him. They lay unmoving, with no sounds other than their own labored breathing. After what felt like both an eternity and barely a second, she moved herself off of him and rolled to her back on the blankets.

He wanted to say something to her, to tell her that he didn't want to play this game. He wished there was a way so that they both could win, but somehow he had a sense that in the end, they would both lose.

Drakor turned to touch her but she slipped away from him and stood. He sat up and watched her as she glanced around the room for a moment, shrugged and then found her panties. Her face wrinkled in mild disgust as she pulled them on.

“You don't have to go,” he said as she reached for the door.

She wouldn't look at him. “Oh, yes, I do.” Erin unlocked the door and turned the handle. “Oh, and happy birthday. I hope you enjoyed your gift.”

She vanished into the hallway and shut the door behind her. Drakor fell back on the bed. Giving him pleasure was her gift? She couldn't possibly know the irony that. Today marked the day he would never again know desire, love, or happiness when he returned to Elliac. Only Erin Price, a human, could now give him those.

Drakor rolled over and pulled the blanket over his legs. He squeezed his eyes closed but the images of Erin on top of him plagued his peace.

Only the one female determined to destroy him could give him what he would soon lose forever.

Chapter Eighteen

The ringing phone startled Erin awake. She scrambled around on her bed until she knocked the receiver off the hook. Blinking in the morning light, she found it on the floor.

“Hello?”

“Erin? Is everything okay?”

“Greg? What time is it?” She yawned.

“It's eleven o'clock. Don't you have to be at work? What happened to you last night? They said you left the office yesterday and never came back. I couldn't get a hold of you at home.”

Erin stretched but she couldn't dislodge the tingle still skipping through her from last night. “I was over at Draâ€¦Ankra's. I had a slumber party with her and Sitora.”

“Slumber party? On a Monday night?”

“Look, Greg, I'm fine, okay. I'm getting up now I was just tired from being up late and I needed some extra sleep.”

He sighed. “Sorry, I was just worried, you know. You sounded really freaked on the messages you left.”

Erin rolled her eyes. She knew she should be flattered or feel loved that he worried about her but instead it made her feel like a helpless child. Like she was the baby sister he always had to keep an eye on. She was a grown woman, for God's sake.

“Well, what was it?”

She heard his other line beep. “Shouldn't you get that? My thing can wait.”

He sighed again. “Okay, okay, hold on.” Erin heard a click and he was gone.

She really shouldn't tell him at all. Yes, when she first saw that spaceship she was freaked and scared and excited. She wanted to warn him about Ankra. She wanted to gush about what a fabulous opportunity this was.

But now that she had seen Drakor again, now that she spent the night nestled between the oblivious sisters, she couldn't let Greg in on her secret. What if he in some way refused to let her go back there? What if he blabbed about it and told someone else? What if he went over there himself and ruined everything?

Telling Greg was not the right thing to do.

The line clicked again. “I'm back. Erin, tell me what had you so worked up.”

She got up from the bed and started digging through her drawers. “Why don't you tell me what had you MIA the last few days first?” Stalling seemed like a good tactic.

“Oh, it's been a mess. First I couldn't find some files I needed on our new software, then one of my top engineers left an unintelligible message on my machine. I tried to call him over the weekend but there was no answer. Then, on Sunday after coming back from getting some stuff done, my neighbor tells me a woman was poking around outside the house.”

“Could it have been Ankra?”

“No. The description didn't fit her. Anyway, after the crap you rambled on about at my house on Saturday morning, I started getting really worried. I think I should call an attorney.”

Erin sank down on her bed. “Oh, damn, Greg, I'm sorry. You know, maybe you and I can sit down together and try to work it out. Figure out what's going on.”

“Yeah, maybe.” She'd never heard him sound so dejected. And afraid.

“Listen, maybe if you spent some time with Ankra you'd feel better. She seems to do that for you.”

“Yeah, I haven't seen her since that one crazy night last week. Maybe I should go over there.”

Erin smiled with the new lift to his voice. For once
she
was taking care of
him
. “I should forewarn you, though, that both of her parents died on Saturday.”

She heard him suck in a breath. “Both? I thought just their father was sick.”

She didn't get it either. What did Drakor say?
She chose not to live without him
. It didn't make any sense, but maybe that too was something to do with their culture.
Â 

That and casting a dunce spell on their sex partner. She could barely hold a thought once the desire for him had invaded her neurons. Forcing herself to ask those questions, to move herself off of him, was harder than trying to speak in a complete sentence after she recovered from anesthesia when her wisdom teeth were removed.

Â 
But somehow, through a strength honed in her investigative instincts, she found a way to take advantage of his vulnerable position. And it had worked. So far she didn't have time to think it through, but he did answer her. And if that's what it took to get answers, she would just have to subject herself to it.

“Is she upset?”

Greg's question interrupted her memories of Drakor's warm hands on her waist. “Um, she seemed okay yesterday. But I'll bet she would still love to see you.”

“So what are you going to do today? Are you going in to work?”

Erin glanced up at the window above her bed. The partially overcast sky promised another humid day of summer. One that would be best spent inside her office building, where she could be bringing her story together, figuring it out piece by piece. That's what she loved about this job, putting the puzzle together and making it something that would entertain, inform, or startle others.

And yet there was something else tugging at her heart, something else she felt compelled to do before she could commit herself to this story.

“I think I'll go to the cemetery today. I haven't visited Mom and Dad in months.”

Greg cleared his throat. “Say hello to them for me, will you?”

“Of course.” Erin stood again and headed for the bathroom. “Why don't you come over one day this week so we can figure out this mess at Invasion Shield?”

“I'll call you later toward the end of the week.”

“Fine.”
Â 

They hung up and Erin started the shower. Thank God her stalling tactic worked with Greg. He never even asked about her freak-out messages again.

Now she just needed to find a way to get information from Drakor without having him fog her brain. Though the way he made the rest of her feel wasn't such a bad thing.

Â 

The cemetery was an hour's drive away and Erin reviewed last night's event on the ride. She had that small electronic device in her purse but she knew there was so much more in that house. Next time she would come back with a flashlight and a camera, though somehow she knew Drakor would be far more careful about her being there. Hell, he might not even let her come back.
Â 

Plus, she'd made the assumption that her John Doe, with a mysterious marrow deformity, was the friend Drakor was looking for. And Drakor had come to Earth looking for help for deformed and weak bones. Perfect.

Erin swung by the flower shop first and then into the gates of the cemetery. Pristine, green fields reached toward the bordering trees. Having markers rather than headstones, this place sometimes seemed more like a quiet park than a place to bury the dead.

Erin parked the car and stepped out into the cloying summer heat, flowers in hand. She went down the row and stopped between two sites. Yes, it had been too long since she had come. Far too long.
Â 

Her little nothing life had consumed her and she had neglected her parents in the process. What would they think of her now? Would they be more impressed by fame and fortune at her amazing discovery or by the fact that she finally felt alive? Somehow in the last two weeks she felt she had lived two years, she had seen, felt, and touched enough for two lifetimes.

Erin sighed and went over to her father's marker. She placed the blue carnations in the vase next to it.

“Good morning, Daddy,” she whispered. “I'm sorry I haven't been coming by to visit.”
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