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            “What's going on?”
Â 

Drakor took a step toward her. “Sitoraâ€¦” He wanted to tell her the reason he was here, why he came all this way. But the words wouldn't form in his mouth. He couldn't concentrate on anything but her, on having her nestled in his arms.

Her face softened and he watched her lips move as she spoke. “Is she ill? What's happened?”

“It's nothing really. Small bumps on her skin that itch.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Rash?”

Drakor shrugged.

“Are they large or small? The bumps.”

He hedged closer to her, desperately wanting to run his fingertips along her silky hair. His tongue burned to taste her. “Theyâ€“they are large. On her arms and legs. Everywhere.”

Erin smiled and the tension in his body eased a bit.
Â 

“Are they like this?” She lifted her leg and put her foot on the couch's armrest. She pointed to a swollen, red lump.

The sight of her firm calf and curved ankle made him swallow. But his throat was thick and dry. He nodded.

“What about this?” This time she slid the waistband down on her shorts slightly to reveal her hip. Another bump like Sitora's rested on her velvety skin. She scratched it.

Again, he nodded, unable to speak.

Erin pushed a few strands of hair behind her ear and leaned against the armrest. “It sounds like she has mosquito bites.”

“Mosquito?” he croaked.

“Common in summer. They love the taste of blood.”

“They are-are insects?”

Erin cocked her head. “Is something wrong? Why can't you talk?”

“Iâ€“I don't know. My mouth feelsâ€¦strange.” He tried to swallow but his throat closed up on him again.

“Maybe you need something to drink.”
Â 

She brushed past him and disappeared into the kitchen. He heard the tinkle of glass and the rush of water. Then she emerged holding a white cup with a handle.
Â 

“Drink this. It should help.”

He took the cup from her and stared into it. The liquid inside was clear, like the stream behind the house. Water. There was plenty of it on Elliac, it was just difficult to get to. Long ago, his ancestors built viaducts and pipelines to bring the water in. But most was used for sanitation and bathing. Once weaned onto the capsules, there wasn't a need for drinking liquid.

Erin came up to him and pushed his hand up to his face. Her contact on his skin warmed the ice still trickling in his veins. “Bring it to your lips and drink it.”

She lifted up on her toes and helped to guide the cup to his mouth. He let the cold water wash over his tongue and slowly swallowed it down his closed throat. A cool tickling sensation swam into his stomach. Drakor took another sip, feeling the sides of his mouth and his tongue reawaken.

“Ah, that's it,” she crooned, stirring his blood. “You must be feeling better.”

Drakor finished the cup and handed it back to her. She put it away then leaned against the doorway. “Are the bumps the only reason you came over?”

“Are the mosquito bites a problem?” he asked, ignoring her question.

Her mouth twitched. “They can be in extreme cases. Mosquitoes can carry diseases, but most likely they'll just cause a lot of annoying itching.”

He wanted to touch her but shoved his hands in his pockets instead. “Tell me how to stop the itching.”

“How can I get you to tell me why you're really here?”

“I told you, to find out about Sitora's bumps.”

Her sky-colored eyes narrowed. “You could have found that information out other ways. You didn't have to just show up at my door.”

“Sitora asked me to come and see you.”

“You want to know about your friend, don't you?”

Helta
, yes, that was true. But he came mostly because he couldn't stand to be away from her anymore. The wave of sensations flooded his system. The cool taste of the water, the enticing scent of Erin, and the hot rush of blood to his groin.

Drakor pulled his hands from his pocket and leaned forward, trapping her against the wall. “I came because I couldn't stand being away from you anymore.”

Chapter Twenty-One

Erin's breath caught. She wanted to think clearly, but she couldn't do it. “No. Don't. I have to tell you something.”

But those predatory eyes never moved. Solid walls of muscle held her trapped against the wall. That raw, male power radiated from his stance, burned through her hesitation, flooded her body with instant warmth.

His lips moved closer.

“No, I have to tell you somethingâ€¦”

Oh God, she didn't want to. She didn't want to stop this sensual buzz inside her. And she didn't want to give him the news she had.

Erin ducked under his arms and dashed into the kitchen. Gripping the back of a kitchen chair, she inhaled deep breaths of Drakor-free air. She had to clear her mind. Damn it, she had to find a way to tell him this information without setting off the anger she'd witnessed a few days ago.

Sighing, Erin tried to calm her galloping heart, but then she heard him walk up behind her. She could more than hear him, she could sense him, she could smell him.
Â 

Erin stiffened to stave off the impending torrent of desire but Drakor pressed himself against her back.

“What do you think you'reâ€”?”

Her words died away as his lips found the curve of her neck. Willpower slipping, she closed her eyes and sank back toward him. His tongue traced a damp line along her shoulder and she felt his fingers move her shirt and bra strap out of his way.

“Noâ€¦” Her weak protest served no purpose as his other hand reached under the front of her shirt and cupped her breast.

His erection pressed against her lower back. Quivers raced down to her toes. Awareness shivered over every nerve ending. Fire sparked in every blood cell.

The thoughts and emotions of a few minutes ago eluded her grasp. Now there was nothing but her and Drakor. There was nothing but lust surging into every pore.

Through the haze she felt her shorts and panties fall to her ankles. Then there was contact of his bare skin against her.
Â 

His large hands lifted her hips, pulling her up on her toes. She fell forward toward the table and caught herself with her hands, scrunching and scattering papers.

One hard plunge and he was inside. That familiar balloon expanded, reaching, widening for release. With each thrust, each groan, the balloon stretched, rising until it pressed tightly against her nipples.
Â 

Drakor gripped her hips, holding her steady while he continued to drive himself deeply inside. Her pulse matched his rapid breathing. Another deep lunge and he moaned near her ear. The taut balloon burst with a shower of sparkles, tickling her skin, leaving her gasping.

He withdrew and backed away. Without turning, she knew he leaned against the counter, waiting for his breathing to slow. But she didn't want to wait. Now that he was away from her, her head started to clear.
Â 

Erin yanked her clothes back on and hurried into the bathroom. What had she just done? She was like a horny rabbit when he was around. Is that why he came over to see her, because he knew she would give it up whenever he reached for her? No wonder he didn't need Rita's big breasts and overt seduction. All he had to do was come within a foot of Erin and she turned into his sex slave.

Erin cleaned herself up and splashed water on her face. She looked like hell warmed over. No make-up, pale face, messy hair.

She found him standing over the kitchen table trying to read her notes.

“What are you doing? Get out of my stuff.”

“It's about me,” he replied without looking up. “But don't worry, I can barely read what it says.”

So she had messy handwriting, it caused her enough bad grades in school. She didn't need to be scolded for it now. Erin snatched the paper out of his hands. “Then don't bother trying.”

He glanced over at her and his steamy dark eyes threatened to melt her again. “Why don't you read it to me, then? Weren't you looking for something earlier?”

She
was
. Before he came up behind her and took advantage of her weakness. Erin cleared her throat and flipped through a few loose sheets then sucked in a deep breath. “You know what, maybe you should just go.”

Instead, Drakor dropped into the chair next to her. “Waitâ€¦what's wrong?”

She crossed her arms and glanced away. She'd better tell him now, just get it out of the way. “Your friend, you know, my John Doe, I looked into getting his body released. I said a relative had been found.”

Drakor rose to his feet. “When can I get him?”

Erin closed her eyes for a moment. Shit. He wasn't going to like this. “You can't.”

“Erinâ€””

“No, Drakor.” She stared at him, at those mysterious eyes that haunted her dreams. “You can't get him because he's no longer there.”

“I'll go to wherever he has gone.”

Erin shook her head. “He's gone for good. His body has been taken away.”

His faced bloomed scarlet. “He has been buried in the ground
here
?”

No, worse. She wouldn't tell him. If she told him the truth, he'd be gone from this planet tonight. Andâ€¦and she didn't have all the information she needed for her article. He couldn't go yet.
Â 

A little lie at this moment wouldn't be such a bad thing. “All I know is that he's been moved from the facility to an undisclosed location.”

Drakor slumped back into the chair and dropped his head into his hands.

Erin stood there, unmoving. She wanted to comfort him, to ease his sadness. So much had happened for him in these last few weeks, with the death of his parents and all. Now he bore the responsibility of his family and she was setting out to destroy them.
Â 

An ache rippled in her heart. She'd never felt so torn, so uncertain as to what to do. This was the break she'd been searching for, the very thing to blow away her mistakes of the past. And, yet, she'd never felt so alive since she'd met Drakor. She'd never embraced such passion.

Oh God, what if she was falling in love with him?
Â 

She had to make him leave. His constant presence agonized her, threatened everything she knew about herself. They had no future together. Why waste the biggest thing in her life over something that would only last a few more weeks, at most?

Erin had to end it. Once and for all.

She tapped him on the shoulder. Her heart twisted at the look of despondency in his eyes. “I'm sorry, Drakor, but you have to go.”

“I don't understand.”

A sob lodged in her throat but she gulped the salty taste. She could do this. She had to do this. No more sex. No more contentment in his arms.
Â 

“We can't see each other anymore.” Erin walked to the front door, willing back surprising tears. “This has all gotten too tangled and I can't do it anymore.”

Drakor followed her, his face paling. “You will not see me anymore?”

“I've had enough of the games we're playing. I'm ending it between us. Please don't come back.”

Erin left him standing in the open doorway and hurried back to her bedroom where she could shut him out and lock herself in. She knew that all Drakor had to do was pull her into an embrace and she would forget everything.

She heard him growl and pound his fist on the door, but then it slammed shut.
Â 

Thank God he'd gone. Idiot that she was, she left her notes, the light casing, and the PDA thing all within his easy reach.

Â 

Â 

Drakor turned the key and set the lock. Now only he would be able to make the space shuttle invisible. Brundor's stunt petrified him and made him wonder if he would ever be ready to be a father. Of course, it didn't matter now. No, once they returned home he would be an
Unmhar
and only his family and coworkers would come near him.

He turned at the sound of footsteps, anticipating his brother but Ankra stepped into the light. “What are you doing?”
Â 

“Making sure Brundor doesn't make himself invisible again.”

“Are you the only one programmed to vanish the craft, then?”

He nodded and sank into the pilot's chair. “He had me very concerned.”

She came over and sat in the seat next to him. He noticed she had pulled her hair away from her face. It was held with some type of band. Something else influenced by the human culture. She even smelled like the human females with flower scented lotions and shampoos.

“Are you still anxious to return home?” He could hear the disappointment in her voice and her eyes wouldn't look at him directly.
Â 

If she had asked him that yesterday he wouldn't be able to answer her. Before Erin told him it was over, he thought he might want to stay on Earth a while longer. In Erin's arms he had found contentment. With her touch he felt desire. Perhaps the Fates had brought her to him as a final gift, a memory to serve him for the next forty years.

But now Erin didn't want to see him again. With the threat of her story and the ever-present lure of her body, he couldn't tolerate Earth much longer.

He tried to catch Ankra's gaze but she stared at her hands in her lap. “I am ready to leave the moment the mission is complete.”

“But Iâ€¦I cannot seem to complete my duty.”

Great Sun, not tears. Not from his sister. “Ankra, you are doing the best you can, yes?”

“He won'tâ€”he won't mate without the barrier.”

“You can't convince him?”

She sniffled and shook her head. “He said that he once got a girlfriend with child many years ago and it nearly ruined him. He won't take chances again.”

Archaic human anatomy again. If they were more like the Elliacians they would only be able to impregnate their
Mharai
and the females could control their fertility. Instead, as Erin had mentioned, many children were born as accidents.
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