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Introduction


The Making Waves stories were originally published in the Paranormal Dating Agency World. 
These stories have been reworked to exclude the PDA elements, however most of the story remains.

Welcome to Paranormal, Inc., where sisters An Zhou and Meh Min help other paranormal beings with problems that require uncommon solutions or intervention.







When this book first came out, I had no idea that it was going to lead to me building a world that I've come to love. The water worlds and this group of characters, as the stories have been added, make me appreciate the many dysfunctional families I hold dear…those who are blood, and those who I have come to love because we share the same sense of humor, or past time, or some other little thing that as the days blend one to the next, aren't so little. 
The journey these past few years has been buoyed by so many across social platforms when together wasn't the same, or easy. 
You know who you are.
I love you more.
Sav
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ONE




An Zhou turned the curiously rigid envelope over and back again in her hand before opening it, glancing to her sister, Meh Min. 
"It's a video," the blind sister replied to the unspoken question from across the room.
Removing the folded pages, An Zhou found a DVD tucked between them marked, "Eyes only." 
Of course, you are correct, she thought to her sister as she spread the pages on the counter. The handwriting is distinctly masculine, she added to the communication, watching her sister smile in response with a nod. To anyone who didn't know them, the exchange might seem strange. An Zhou was mute. Meh Min was blind. Together, they were the driving force behind Paranormal, Inc., a firm that dealt with problems that required uncommon solutions. 
An Zhou read the letter, making sure to send the details to her sister through their telepathic link.

Paranormal, Inc.,
We need your help. Addian Hevir is the sole heir and chief to the Hevir clan. Unfortunately, if he does not find and take a mate soon, the number of challengers for his post is incalculable. 
Yes, he is aware that I am reaching out to you. (He’s not happy about it but is aware.) Whatever efforts he has made to find a mate have not worked. Please watch the enclosed video to understand more fully the magnitude of our dilemma. There are no females of our kind, so consequently, finding a mate is challenging at best. 
I am hoping you can help us. I have heard from multiple others that you are our best option. I am enclosing Addian’s contact information as well as my own on the additional page. Please copy me on anything you send him, and I will make sure that he is wherever you need him to be. 
The hope of our clan is in your hands.
Respectfully,
Omen Brander 
An Zhou's curiosity was piqued as she moved to the player to insert the disk. Her eyebrows arched at the still image that loaded before she pushed play. Addian Hevir was huge. She would watch, but just at a glance, was nearly certain she knew exactly what they were dealing with. She knew that her sister was already aware what the disc would show. An snickered. Her sister likely had already known what the letter said as well, but allowed the discovery to happen naturally for An.
As the video started, An crossed her arms over her chest and tapped well-manicured fingers against her elbow as she took in the scene. As suspected, she was watching a berserker. But, she couldn’t guesstimate his overall size by the background, it was filled with mature trees that gave her nothing to gauge from. Her eyes widened and squinted as she watched him become even larger still when the berserker took over and the red glow lit his eyes.
Sitting down, she mentally bantered with Meh Min the possible potential solutions. They determined quickly that the most straight forward solution would be matching the berserker to a mate. An's thoughts paused as he changed again on the screen. Over the course of the next several minutes of video, he shifted forms multiple times, at least a half-dozen that she noticed. While certainly no expert, she knew enough to know that this berserker had a big problem. If he did not find a mate, not only would he potentially lose his clan as the letter had indicated, but the beast within would soon take over, and his humanity would be lost for good.
As video concluded, he was returned to his more human form. The exhaustion was evident across his face at the effort required to do so. They would need to work quickly. Luckily, they had already agreed. They knew just the female he needed. The only question was if it could work. They were from dramatically different worlds. Though their paths could easily cross professionally, the chances of them getting together by any other means but them, was slight. They would need to intervene to make it happen.
Tapping her nails against the tabletop, she debated. It took less than a moment. Grabbing her phone, she moved to the counter to get the number, dialed, and handed the receiver to Meh Min. 
A gruff voice nearly shouted into the receiver after several rings, “Hevir!”
“Mr. Hevir,” Meh Min said pointedly. “It’s Paranormal, Inc. Have we caught you at an inopportune moment?”
She could hear his surprise easily through the line.
“My apologies,” he said at a more respectable volume. “No, now is fine.”
“Excellent. We received the note from Mr. Brander with the video. He indicates that you are aware, but unhappy about this development. We need to know from you if you are actually open to this process, or not. It will not work otherwise,” she directed sternly.
He exhaled forcefully, though it was muffled as though he covered the phone. “I suppose. I don’t see that I have other choices, and he will badger me mercilessly if I don’t try. If he trusts you, then I will also trust you, and be open to the process.”
“Excellent. I wonder if you could tell us a bit about yourself. The video shows clearly what you are, and the challenge you are facing, but doesn’t tell us much about you as a person,” she said sweetly.
“What do you want to know?” he hedged. “Like what?”
“For example, what do you enjoy? What do you do to relax? What do you do in your free time? What are you looking for in a mate?”
He scoffed. “Relax? Free time? I’m not sure that I know what that is. I don’t make time for anything like that.”
She could hear him scratching the rough of his chin and smirked to herself that it shouldn’t be a difficult question. She was preparing to prod him again when he spoke. “I suppose the water calms me. I am usually relaxed by the sway of a boat.”
“That’s a start…” She forced herself to wait for him to say more, shaking her head by his next comment.
“Uhmm... Yeah, no. That’s it.”
“Your hesitation tells us that there is something else.”
She could hear him grumbling under his breath, though again it was muffled. She snickered to herself that he somehow believed that would dull her ability to hear it. She certainly wasn't going to share that she already knew what he thought he was keeping to himself. That never really helped the situation, so she waited.
“I can’t believe you are wanting me to tell you this,” he said, the sound hitching as he obviously fidgeted on his end of the call.
“Would it be better if we met, and you told me in person?” she challenged. “Or we could ask Mr. Brander.”
She heard him snort harshly. “He would be more than thrilled to share it with you. No, I’ll tell,” he groused. “I like bubble baths. The static-y sound of the foam as it settles clears my head,” he finally admitted.
“Bubble baths,” she repeated softly, considering the sound he was referencing. It had not occurred to her that the sound was soothing. “I see. Well, if that’s all, we will be back in touch soon. We may have someone for you to meet.”




TWO


Her phone was ringing as Fynn came in the door. Hoping to catch it before it went to the machine, she grabbed the receiver, bobbling it before she could click connect. “Hello? Hello?” 
“Hello. This is Paranormal, Inc. Is this Fynn Barrow?”
“Yes, this is she. Hello, I’m surprised to hear from you.”
“I hope that’s a good thing.” Meh Min teased.
“Well, it's not a bad thing. How can I help you?”
“It’s how we can help you, I believe. We are hoping that you are still available and interested. We believe we have someone for you to meet.”
“Oh?”
“Yes. His name is Addian.”
“What an interesting name. I don’t believe I’ve ever heard that one before.”
“Yes, it is unique, isn’t it? You should ask him about it. Are you free, perhaps Friday?”
Fynn paused. Friday was the day after tomorrow. Could she pull herself together by then? “Friday? Friday isn’t so great for me. What about Sunday afternoon?”
“I will certainly see what we can do.” Meh Min smirked, hearing the hesitation, even as she knew exactly what was going to happen, and when. “We will text you with details soon. Any other days that are not good?”
“No…” Fynn replied cautiously. “I think that’s it.”
“Excellent. Watch for our message.”
Fynn closed the call, glancing at her reflection in the hallway mirror as she did so. Her normally porcelain skin was an even lighter a shade of bisque. She was stark white, which said something. She was almost never un-nerved anymore by anyone, or anything.
Staring at the receiver still in her hand, she dialed without thinking. The thinking started after the call was ringing.
“Hello?! Hello?! I know it’s you Fynn. Caller ID doesn’t lie,” the voice pulled her from her thoughts.
Fynn shook her head to bring it back online. Filomena was talking a mile a minute and she was missing most of it. “Fil…Fil… Guess who just called. You’re never going to believe it. Guess,” she said, trying to sound excited.
“I’m not the psychic to the stars here. I’m just a star. You’re going to have to give me a little bit more than that.”
Fynn could hear her best friend preening as she spoke. “Uhhhh… the verbal twin of the dynamic duo... Does that help?”
“OHMYGOD!! Paranormal, Inc.?? Meh Min called you? What did she say? Do you have a date? Who is it? What is he? ” Fil stammered out nearly incoherently squealing.
Fynn waited until she was finished before bringing the phone back to her ear. Even from an arms-length away, her ears were ringing from the high pitched shouting. “Fil. Take a breath. Yes. Yes. She said they might have someone. Yes, soon. I don’t know. I don’t know. His name is Addian, I think she said.”
“That’s it? A name and nothing more? Is that the first name, or the last name? When are you meeting him? What is he? When’s the date?”
“FIL!” Fynn shouted into the phone to pause the inquisition. “She just said they might have someone for me to meet and asked if Friday night might work, which it doesn’t, so I said what about Sunday afternoon,”
“Sunday afternoon?! Who goes on a date on a Sunday afternoon? Are you crazy?” Fil cut her short, shouting, sounding positively repulsed.
“Fil… It’s not a date. It’s meeting this person. What’s wrong with Sunday? If I’ve never met them, and don’t know if I’m interested, why would I do a date?” Fynn complained.
“Are you freaking kidding me? This is Paranormal, Inc. They don't call to set up drive-bys. They are going to set up a date, trust me on that.”
Fynn groaned. “They are supposed to text me the details. I will find out then.”
“So basically, you called to tell me that you are going to meet somebody, but you don’t know anything about anything, or really jack squat about when, who, or any of the other important details.”
“Yup. Pretty much. You’re welcome,” Fynn grinned at the handset as Fil hung up on her. 
It was only when the weird intermittent tone started buzzing that she realized what she had just done. Best friend or not, Fil was the gossip monger to the water world. Everyone she knew, and those who she probably didn’t, would know before nightfall that Fynn had a date. A chill ran up her spine as she thought about it.
She realized she had not made Fil swear to keep it to herself. It was her second mistake.




THREE


True to Fil’s prediction, a date was set for Tuesday night. Evidently, the ladies of Paranormal, Inc. didn’t feel Sunday was appropriate either. In some ways this was better. At least, if things were too awkward, she could make excuses that she needed to be to work early on Wednesday, which meant she could not very well reveal that she worked from home. 
Smacking her palm against her forehead, she realized that she had no idea what information about her had been shared. He may already know. She paced erratically, trying to think. She would need a better excuse. A doctor’s appointment? She thought absently. No. She was getting her teeth cleaned. That’s what it was. She was getting her teeth cleaned in the morning if she needed to get out abruptly.
Her escape plan decided, getting ready for the date was a different chaos altogether. Her hair chose that moment to become unmanageable. What self-respecting mermaid had unkempt hair? No matter which way she fought it, she was doing a fabulous impersonation of a sea hag from every angle. Aggravated didn’t cover it.
They were meeting at The Cheesecake Bistro. At least that was something to be thankful for. She knew they had a reasonably good selection of vegetarian choices. She wondered absently if he was a vegetarian too. It would certainly make things easier if the relationship developed. She didn’t know if she could stomach the thought of cooking something that had been alive, ever.




FOUR


Addian’s control was in a noose hanging from the rafters. Omen had tried everything to calm him down, but he was one wrong word away from going full out berserker, and missing the date. Then again, that might suit him just fine, since it was the date that was causing the problem. Omen telling him he had agreed to this, was doing the opposite of making it better. 
“It’s just the bistro. It will be fine,” Omen demanded. “Go take a bubble bath.”
Addian glared mutely. In his current condition, trying to form words, never mind make anything that resembled a coherent sentence, was next to impossible. It would be like trying to climb Everest barefoot. He could do it, but it would take everything to do so. If the berserker surfaced fully, Addian would not make it to the date.
Grumbling, leaving dents in the sheet rock as he went down the hall, he headed for the tub. Omen could almost hear the beast settle. While the sound of the bubbles did nothing for him personally, he knew it was one of the few reprieves for his Alpha. 
When Addian emerged later, towel slung low across his hips, still wearing bubbles down his shins and in his hair, Omen knew the date was on. He muttered a silent prayer to Odin as Addian disappeared to dress. They needed this to work. The future of the clan truly hung in the balance. Addian was approaching his thirtieth birthday. If he was not mated by then, or on track to be mated soon, it was within the Council’s purview to allow challengers to replace him. Omen knew of several who were already angling for the job.




FIVE


Fil had insisted on driving. Fynn sat in the passenger seat fidgeting with the hem of her blouse as they watched the crowd coming and going while waiting for the appointed hour. She would slip into the bar after Fynn went in. 
“Look at these two!” She pointed while keeping her hand below the rise of the dashboard.
Fynn stared openly before remembering her manners. “Is that the odd couple, or what?”
“Or what. Definitely.”
“I don’t know what to make of it,” Fynn blinked.
Fil snickered. “The one is a total meathead. Obviously, a gym junkie with testosterone to spare,” her snicker changed to a hard snort. “I mean, look at him. His muscles have muscles that have pet muscles. Who needs to be that big?”
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone larger,” Fynn countered, still not believing her eyes.
“And,” Fil added, “What’s with his man Friday? He looks like Renfield,” she commented carelessly.
“Keep your voice down.”
“Don’t get me wrong, he’s totally cute. I’d do him. But, it’s an odd pairing. Don’t you think?”
The alarm on Fynn’s watch went off, stopping the conversation. It was time. “I guess it’s time for me to go in. Wish me luck.”
“Good luck.”
Fynn sighed. “No seriously, wish me luck.”
“I just did.”
“You really have to get better at nuances,” Fynn grumbled, pulling the latch to open the door.
At the hostess stand she waited to be acknowledged.
“Do you have a reservation?”
“Yes. It’s under 'Pi.'”
“Ah, yes. This way please. The other member of your party has already arrived.”
Fynn could clearly determine the trajectory. She felt smaller with every step as though, not her clothes so much, but her very skin was shrinking against her bones. Seated and waiting was the man with muscles to spare.
“Mr. Hevir, your guest has arrived. Might I present, Miss Barrow?”
The man stood, dwarfing her. Without measuring, Fynn would be surprised to find if she actually reached his nipples. “Hevir? Is that what he said? My God, you’re big,” her words tumbled out before she realized she spoke them.
He chuckled in response. It was a rich, vibrato baritone sound. “I get that a lot. Should I say ‘My God, you’re not.’?” he asked teasingly. “Please, call me Addian.”
“I’m so embarrassed. I didn’t mean to blurt that out. Please call me Fynn.”
The host cleared his throat, pulling the seat out for her to sit.
Recovering, she opted for cliché once they were both seated. “Do you come here often?”
He looked around nervously. “I can’t say I ever have. Have you?”
“A time or two.”
“What’s good?”
Fynn grimaced. “I hear everything is good, but I am a vegetarian, so beyond those offerings, I cannot say from personal experience. Are you a vegetarian too?”
“Uhhh, no. I’m a meat-atarian,” he said lightly with a broad grin.
“A carnivore,” she corrected, kicking herself as she said it.
“Yeah.”
She smiled, trying to recover. “I hear they have that here.”
He fidgeted, stilled, and blurt abruptly. “I have no idea how to do this. I am honestly no good at dating, which is why I seldom do. I don’t know that I want to be good at dating either. I positively suck at small talk. So, I apologize, this must be incredibly awkward for you,” he grimaced. “So, I’m just putting that out there from the beginning.”
“Then why…”
“Why, is a long story. My associate had a hand in it,” he explained as he looked up past her to see Omen giving him two thumbs up from his spot at the bar. Addian groaned, refocused his attention, and continued. “So, I am trying. But, I have no idea what I’m doing. What about you?”
Fynn’s eyes were wide at his brutal honesty. In her mind she could appreciate his position. “I got tired of being let down. So, I decided to find a pro and skip the players. I’m a ‘Mr. Wrong’ magnet. Since we are here because of that, I assume you are a…”
“I’m a something all right. Presumably, so are you,” he winked, without actually answering.
“But…” she hesitated. “What are you?” she whispered.
His smile was blinding. “How about, for now, I’m just a guy? And, you’re just a girl.”
She looked at him with her head canted. “You aren’t at all curious what I am?”
“Look. We just met. And, at some point, maybe that all becomes important, but if we don’t hit it off, or don’t get along, or any number of other don’ts, that’s just one more thing that didn’t matter. So, why start with that? Did the ladies at Pi ask you for criteria, or did they only ask you, like they asked me, if you would be open to this deal, and to try?”
Fynn considered his questions, but still glared openly. He had a point, but her curiosity was nipping at her. When her wine was delivered to the table, she regretted the decision, noticing that he only had water. “Don’t you drink?” she asked abruptly after the waiter was away.
“I do, but it makes my head fuzzy, and dulls my senses. I’d like to stay clear tonight,” he winked.
She felt like she was mis-stepping with every motion, noticing he didn’t as she picked at the basket of breadsticks. “So, what do you do?” she asked, opting again for cliché.
“I’m a general contractor. Nothing fancy, something to keep me busy, and pay the bills. What about you?”
“I am an interior designer,” she replied brightly.
“I’ve used those before,” he quipped.
She managed to take it the wrong way. I’m sure you have, she thought to herself. “What about free time?” she asked, taking a sip of wine.
He shrugged. “You know, the Pi lady asked me that too. I don’t do much. I guess I like to fish.”
“Fish?!” Fynn spluttered, choking on her drink.
“Yes. Fish. Do you?”
“Fish?”
Addian couldn’t fathom where the miscommunication was happening. He was pretty sure that everyone knew what fishing was. “Yes. Fish. You know… Fishing? Bait your hook, cast your line, real in a big one, give it a pat, and tell it better luck next time? Fish?”
She was stunned stupid. “Fish?” she couldn’t believe the ladies of Pi had paired them together.
“Yes,” he said slowly. “Do you not understand? Or? I mean, I don’t kill them if that helps. I’m a catch and release guy. It’s just for the sport.”
“Sport? Catch and release…” she stammered, taking it completely wrong in her mind. ‘Sure. Catch and release…been there, done that before. “Okay,” she finally eeked out.
“You seem to be having trouble with this. Do you…”
“I don’t like to fish,” she managed to get out.
Addian shook his head, thinking to himself, Let’s move on… Before changing subjects. “What about you? What do you like to do?”
“I like to swim.”
“Swimming’s good. I know people who like that. I can’t swim,” he blurted without thinking. 
They sat in stunned, awkward silence as their meals were served, both digging in aggressively. Finally, between bites, he tried again, “So, tell me about your work.”
“It’s mostly private, professional offices, or homes. Though, I do staging work for real estate agents.”
“Real estate agents need designers? I would not have guessed that.”
“Yes. It’s easier for some people to see the potential for a space with stuff in it. It helps the home sell. But, I only dabble in that. Mostly I do professional spaces.”
“Oh? Maybe you could do me. Mine,” he amended, awkwardly realizing it was the worst segue ever, but he had nothing else.
Freudian slip much? she thought to herself, stammering, “Do yours?”
“Sure. My offices. My residence. I do have clients. Maybe you should take a look, and see what you would suggest.”
“Really?” she queried, obviously surprised. “You just met me. You don’t know my work, my taste, my aesthetic. You might not like my style.”
“Perhaps…” he smiled, “I should learn. If nothing else comes out of this, maybe we can help each other. It sounds like we have compatible career paths, and professionally, it could be a good thing.”
Fynn relaxed at the offered compromise. “I think I’d like that.”




SIX


“Well?” Omen demanded after they got in the car to leave. 
“She’s nice. On the skinny side for my taste. She needs to put some meat on her bones, or I think I might break her.”
“Oh Great Odin tell me you didn’t already talk about sex.”
“No. We never got to sex,” he paused. “We sort of got stuck. She really seems to have a problem with fishing. It was weird,” Addian commented. “I don’t know what it was. It was awkward as hell though. I mean, she has a beautiful face, but she’s tiny. I sat there thinking that she would get completely run over. And, I don’t mean by the berserkers. The wives would have a field day with her. Most of them are one shift short of crazy.”
“So, this was a bust?” Omen asked, disbelievingly. “I’ve never heard of Pi striking out, never mind on the first date. Are you sure you’re reading this thing right?”
“Okay… So, it’s not like it’s a total bust. She is an interior designer, stager, decorator, something. So, I said maybe she could do the office. You know, give us a little more time together kind of thing. But, if nothing else, maybe we can help each other. This… dinner, it was weird. I don’t have any other word for it. I wouldn’t be planning any mating ceremonies based on this.”
“But you’re seeing her again, right?” Omen checked his understanding.
“I have her card. I’m supposed to call her to set something up.”
Omen perked up, grinning, “Call her in the morning. Chicks love when you call them the next morning.”
Addian’s head spun around and his jaw dropped. “This coming from the single guy. What do you know about what chicks love? It doesn’t seem like any of this knowledge is working out so well for you, does it?”
“Dude. This so is not about me right now.”
“Uh-huh. Right.”
“Just call her. Make it happen.”
“I think I can handle a phone call. Don’t sweat your shorts off.”




SEVEN


Six days later, Fynn entered Hevir Consulting. It looked like a throwback to a 1960s medical clinic, or maybe a bus station with better carpet. The pleather and fabric on the stainless steel frames could be modern looking, if they weren’t so obviously dated. Everything was clean, but nothing complemented the next, and each piece looked more out of place than the one before. At the counter she gave her name to the receptionist and asked for Addian.  
“Right this way. He said you would be stopping by. He will join you in a moment. He is on a cross-country call in the conference room,” the comely woman commented as she led down the hallway.
Addian’s office was a completely different designer’s nightmare. The center of the floor was swallowed up by a rough-cut desk that was twice as big as the man himself. Everything else, the carpets, the cabinets, the countertops, the window treatments, everything… was black on black on black. It could not have been more sterile if it were stainless steel. The workspace was proper and pristine, but also cold. She fought the shiver that raced her spine as she took it in.
She jumped, lost in thought when he walked in, speaking before he cleared the door, “I apologize. Have you been waiting long?”
“No, not long. I’ve only just arrived, really,” she countered as she recovered.
“Mr. Hevir,” a voice boomed through the intercom, “Matisse is on the line for you. Would you like to take it?”
“Enya, darling, I just got off the phone with Matisse. Please advise him that our time is ended, and I am with someone else now. It would be presumptuous, and rude, to cut further into their time than he already had me do by his previous call. I will call him back when I am finished with Miss Barrow.”
Fynn’s jaw fell slightly askew, “If you need to take that, this can wait.”
“Yes,” he smiled brilliantly with a slight trace of menace, “this can wait. And, so can he. He has quite the inflated opinion of himself, and his value to my company. That, and should I fail, I know he is at the front of the line of those waiting to take over. He can wait.”
Fynn had the distinct impression that they were no longer speaking about business exclusively, but brushed it aside. “Then, let’s get started. I only need a few things from you. First, do you have the floor plans with the structural schematics for the space? After that, I need to know from you how encompassing the project is going to be, or if you would like to start with smaller pieces. I would need to know if you have color preferences, and who else should have influence into the decisions as well,” she listed succinctly, ticking them off on her fingers. “Also, are you looking for aesthetic changes, or a complete overhaul? I noticed that the furniture in the reception area is in need of updating, and probably replacing, but that is just the tip of that iceberg.”
Addian sat back. Completely contradictory to the feel from dinner, his interest was piqued as he listened to her itemize her thoughts. He wasn’t quite willing to admit that his berserker was interested, but she definitely had its attention. In this setting, she had a commanding presence. He found he liked it a lot. The difference between socially awkward and professionally poised was dramatic. He chuckled in his mind. She was still too small, but he could work with that. She had to have underlying strength. He had not seen any at dinner. He saw it now. “This is quite the shift from the person I met at dinner,” he commented offhand.
Fynn scoffed. “In business the lines are very clear, and in my business, I am in charge of all of them. There’s no awkward nuances or personalities to navigate. The only unknown, which I aim to find out quickly, is how far you really want to go with a project, and if it’s something that I can undertake. There is no value in blurring the parameters.”
“Straight to the point,” he summarized, mentally licking his chops at the challenge.
“Straight to the point.”
The more she spoke with such authority and command of her abilities and agenda, the more intrigued he became. He was seeing a completely different woman in front of him now than the one he’d met at the bistro. “As you have already identified needs in the reception area, let’s start there. I will have the floor plan and schematics sent to your office and we’ll expand from there, or, if our tastes collide, not.”
“You can fax them, or email them. Both are on the card I already gave you. I’ll get out of your hair so you can get back to work,” she countered with a nod as she rose to leave, “I’ll let myself out,” she added over her shoulder as she went.
Addian watched her leave, wrangling his beast to heel and not follow her down the hallway. ‘Maybe even if our tastes collide…’ he muttered aloud once she was away.




EIGHT


With everything delivered to her by the end of the day, Fynn got to work immediately. She put together multiple packages in a good, better, best structure with three tiers of pricing in each. It took two days to prepare the presentation. She had the proposals delivered first thing Friday morning and was surprised when her phone rang before noon. “Fynn, it’s Addian. I’d like the third tier of option number two. How quickly can we make that happen?” 
It took her several moments to process what she’d heard.
“Is this Fynn Barrow?” he asked, pulling her from her distraction by his tone.
“Yes. Yes of course. I apologize. I was expecting another call and I had to switch gears,” she lied.
“Ah. I completely understand. Happens to me all the time. So, better, tier number three, timeline?” he summarized.
“Any of your choices can be completed quickly. Within a week, tops.”
“Does that include the furniture choices? Or would that take longer to get in?”
“No. I made choices for the proposals based on what was immediately available. I can begin as soon as I have your signature.”
She heard him laugh loudly. A chill raced her arms and down her spine at the sound. “I think I missed the joke,” she admitted.
“Check your fax.”
Before his statement finished, the single sheet of paper was popping out the bottom of the machine, his signature across the acceptance line. Staring at it, his elegant scroll was distinctly different than she expected. It too gave her chills. She was on the job.




NINE


Efficient didn’t encompass Fynn’s work. Before long, she had completed every workspace in the office, except for his. He was extremely pleased to see his professional world taking shape. Others noticed too. 
“What’s next? Are you going to have her do your office after all?” Omen teased.
“No, I’m not going to have her do my office. I like my space.”
“You realize that it doesn’t go with anything else though, right?”
“No. It doesn’t,” Addian countered. “It’s mine. And, as most people are never in it, it doesn’t matter.”
“I’m just saying…”
“I know what you are just saying, and I hear you loud and clear. The answer is still no. She is not doing my office, now, or anytime in the future that I can see.”
“What then? If not your office, then what? Your home? You’ve kept her around, and you talk about her incessantly. I know you like the professional side of her, but this was never supposed to be about building a professional rapport. If you’re not ready to let her into your office, I don’t see her going anywhere else.”
“Is that a challenge?”
Omen paused, “Yes… Yes it is. The office, or the house. You tell me.”
“Why are you pushing this?”
“Because you met her as a potential mate. Either that’s where this is going, or it isn’t. If she isn’t, then you need to cut her loose, and we need to find out what other options are available. Time is running out.”
Addian considered the challenge, knowing the answer. He’d had the conversation with himself frequently lately. He wasn’t fooling anyone, not even himself really. He kept giving her projects to keep her around. He simply didn’t do that kind of thing. Steepling his hands together, drumming the tips of his fingers together, he tried to gather his thoughts, “Fine. You win.”
“Win what? You haven’t told me anything.”
“Yes. I keep her around because I’m interested. Face it, our date was a disaster. This side of her, this interaction,” he chased his hands back and forth between them, “This is the person I want to know better. She’s intelligent, and interesting, and sees everything. I guess I keep waiting for her to see me.”
Omen snorted, “That’s lovely boss. Does she know that you see her? Or does she only know that she’s another job, another contractor, another designer, or whatever she is? If you only deal with her in her professional capacity, that’s all it will ever be.”
“You say that like I know how to make the transition to something else.”
“You need to learn, and fast. You really don’t have time to finesse this. Besides, do you know that she hasn’t seen you, or can’t see you? Maybe it’s time to find out.”
“Omen. If it were ever as simple as you say it is, I would have been mated ages ago. We both know that’s not true.”




TEN


“It has been pointed out to me that I keep giving you jobs to keep you around,” Addian commented offhand when Fynn arrived. 
“Oh? I didn’t realize that you wanted me around.”
“I do,” he said awkwardly. “I think our first meeting was an epic disaster. I’m not even going to try to lie about that. But this, between us, dare I say relationship? That we’ve got going, has shown me an entirely different dynamic. I don’t feel clumsy when I talk to you in this setting. And you don’t fumble your words, or look like you are repulsed to talk to me. It gives me hope.”
“Repulsed? Is that what you thought?”
Addian blushed uncharacteristically, “Something like that. Either by what you saw, or what I said. But that was different. I don’t see that from you now. I watch you work and hear you speak with such authority and command of yourself and every nuance around you… Quite frankly, it’s sexy as hell. 
"You have an eye for details where I don’t see the big picture. It pleases me to watch you work,” he stammered. “I… it was just pointed out to me that I keep you around, but that’s because… I was hoping that I would be one of the details that you would see. 
"I never stopped to let you know that you are the only one I notice. That sounds corny, huh?” he blurted out before he could filter his thoughts from coming out.
Fynn’s eyes were wide, and she could feel the blush climb up her throat. “Corny? No, not even a little bit. That might be the best compliment I’ve had, ever. In some ways, it’s a perfect storm. I’ve enjoyed working for you, and getting to know you better by the choices that you make, wondering why it was so weird when we met. But, I was no better about letting you know, huh?” she shrugged. “So, what’s next?”
“Do we dare try dinner again?” he tested.
“We certainly have more to talk about now than we did that first night. I think we both flubbed it then. Maybe we just needed time?” she questioned, giggling awkwardly.
“You know, the ladies of Pi have a perfect record, or so I’ve been told. It would be a shame for us to blow that,” he said nodding.
“We did say we’d try,” she agreed.
Addian grimaced. “We did, but to be honest, I’m not really worried about them or their record.”
“Okay. So, Friday night?” she asked, smiling.
“Friday night.”




ELEVEN


The date was set for 7:30. He was supposed to pick her up. By 8:15, she was pacing. At 8:30, she called him a no-show. She had texted, and called, but gotten no response on either front. Calls were going straight to voicemail, so either the phone was off, or he was on it. Either way, cold feet or other, they were obviously not going to make the reservation. 
At 9:00 she decided he wasn’t late, he wasn’t anything. She had groused for the last thirty minutes waiting. “Fuck it. This is bullshit. If he didn’t want to go, he should have just said so,” she cussed out openly as she headed for the bedroom, stripping as she went.
Pulling on a swim top, shorts, and a T-shirt, she stashed a towel, change of clothes, her cell, and a hair tie in her bag before taking off. It was a quick drive to the Back Bay shallows. She would be calmer before 10:00. Addian Hevir was damn lucky she was only half Mer, and a vegetarian, or he’d be dinner. She had more than a little bit of influence from her father that way. Her mother was a full-on raging mermaid. She would have hunted him down.
Stashing her bag in the cleft of the rocks, she checked the area before slipping off everything but her swim top and wading in. Saltwater was always the solution… Sea, sweat, and the ability for unseen tears made everything better. It didn’t take long for her to shift and swim out. It was the only answer when she was so aggravated. With her transformation complete, she dove beneath the surface and took off.
Not nearly long enough to be fully calm, but a bit saner than she had been, her attention was abruptly pulled back from the direction she had come. She felt the disruption of the water as something large displaced it. It was only a few moments later that she smelled blood on the current. Her heart raced as the scent profile was familiar.
She heard the awkward sounds of the struggle, even though beneath the surface everything was muffled. Cautious but curious, she swam in the direction of the disturbance. Once she was closer, her heart sank as what she feared became undeniable. Part of her wanted to race forward, while the part that wanted to keep her secret tried to flee. Halfway between Addian and racing away, she froze.
Well below the surface, the red streams of blood trickled up, catching in the current that carried it away. He was hogtied, but by what she couldn’t see yet. She already knew that he couldn’t swim.
His arms were drawn so tight that his shoulders looked like they would pop through his skin. The more he struggled, the redder the water became. The gag in his mouth was preventing him from screaming, but more effectively, was drowning him faster. As far as she knew, there was no way to hold one’s breath well with your mouth wide open. 
She didn’t have time for another plan. Racing forward, she hoped to get air into his lungs, but he’d stopped struggling before she reached him. If he resuscitated and tried to breathe while still underwater, it would be a vicious cycle. She had to get him to shallower water, where his head could be above the surface before she tried to free him. If he came to before, struggled more, or any other number of things happened, her efforts would be in vain.
She reached the small sandbar and tried to buoy him. It was temporary. Realizing that she had to work on two fronts, she tried to loosen the bindings, finding that it was barbed razor wire. Every movement cut further in, making everything slippery with blood. Her fingers were sliced repeatedly in the effort. Once his feet were free, she changed to try to get air into his lungs. The options were bad and worse.
It took several minutes, her heart racing the whole way, to force enough air in to push the water out. He coughed and spluttered finally. Once he was breathing, she dove back below the surface trying to liberate his hands enough that he could finish the job once he was fully alert to the situation. What she didn’t plan for, or count on, was the moment when his other nature was alert enough to transition and come below the surface.
There was no escaping once he spotted her. Though obviously in an altered state, there was a flicker of recognition from the glowing eyes that nailed her. Even if she left him now, he had seen her. The question was, was he aware enough to understand what he saw?
“In for a penny, in for a pound,” she muttered as he stared at her openly and she continued her efforts.




TWELVE


He wasn’t alert enough yet to realize he could not breathe underwater. When the air gave out and he tried to inhale, he struggled and had to return to the surface. He was fighting against the bindings, fighting against her, and growing more agitated by the moment. The water was murky from his flailing, and the combined blood flowing from his wrists and her fingers. 
Before her eyes, it wasn’t just his agitation that was growing, it was him. She had loosened the bindings but could barely discern any difference as his size swelled. She now knew what he was but seeing him change was something completely different. As quickly as she worked and made any difference, his increasing size consumed the space. The tighter the bindings got, the brighter the red haze lit. She could only assume it was from his eyes. She didn’t know what more to expect. Did they explode? Did they become something else? What did they do?
She knew that they had a reputation for extreme violence and blind rage once changed. She did not want to be remotely close if he hit that. Uncertain what else to try, she defaulted to the only thing in her arsenal that she had. The problem was, as she determined her course of action, her mind went blank. The only song that jumped to mind was going to be awkward, and she was spacing out some of those lyrics too. Humming first, she began full out singing when his erratic movements slowed. ‘If you want to be with me, there is a price to pay. I’m a genie in a bottle, you’ve got to rub me the right way…’
[image: image-placeholder]The last cogent thought that Addian had was that if the bindings got any tighter, pieces of him would be gone. Everything after that was a blur, until he heard music. At first, the sound was distorted, but once he shifted to berserker, everything was usually distorted. Little by little, the sound became clearer. It was definitely music, but what wasn’t immediately clear was why there were lyrics. He could not discern the source. Who was singing?
In his mind, he knew the events from before, what had led up to him being where he was. He knew also where he was. What he couldn’t do was pinpoint the source of the music, or the singer now. By the second verse of Genie in a bottle, he was coherent, and at the same time, truly confused.
With his regaining awareness, he realized that someone was working below the surface. He stopped struggling. Taking a deep breath, he forced himself below the surface to investigate. It went against his every instinct. He nearly drowned himself all over again when he saw, and recognized, Fynn. But he saw more than Fynn. He saw her tail.
Just as he knew that he would be freed, he snared her wrist, pulling her torso above the water forcefully. He was speechless for a moment. Stunned, he wasn’t speechless for long. “What are you doing?”
Her eye roll could have moved mountains. “What do you think I’m doing? I’m trying to save your life. Though, after you stood me up, I’m not sure that I should.”
“I’ll explain that later. I mean, what are you doing here? Did you follow me?”
“Can we talk about that later? I’m almost done, and you can get out of here then.”
“Only if you’re coming with me.” He nailed her with a hard stare. Thankfully, the glow was banked.
“Seriously? We can’t do that in the morning?”
“No. I think we have quite a bit to discuss, and besides, we are supposed to be out right now anyway. I don’t suppose you have your cell phone with you?”
“Why?”
“I need to call Omen. He needs to be warned. Matisse is making his play. We need to get ahead of him before we can’t.”
Fynn groaned, kicking her tail violently. “It’s in my bag. You’re welcome to use it.”
“Thanks. Then we can talk about the tail,” he added with a smirk.
“Oh really? We will? Will that be before, or after we talk about why you are bleeding in my swimming hole?” She retorted caustically.
“That too.”




THIRTEEN


“Don’t look!” she commanded as he climbed up the bank and she had to follow to get out of the water, shift, and get to her things to cover herself. 
“I won’t look if you hurry.”
“I cannot control how quickly the transition happens. Judging by what I’ve seen, you should be able to appreciate that,” she hissed.
“Then tell me where your bag is. I can do that while you do you,” he waved toward her tail as it flopped on the shore.
“It’s in the cleft of the rocks. Grab my cell phone and toss the bag to me,” she directed, pointing to her hiding spot.
He moved quickly. Much faster than she anticipated he could by his size. The bag was flying toward her, and he was dialing before she recognized he had found it. With little else to do while she shifted back, she eavesdropped.
“Listen to me,” he said impatiently. “Matisse, Prow, and Ridge ambushed me. Next thing I knew, I was basically a lead boulder, donating blood to the Back Bay… No, I wasn’t swimming… You should know better… I was drowning dammit.”
Fynn wanted to laugh at the side of the conversation she was hearing. She could only imagine what Omen was saying from the other end. She bit her tongue to keep quiet so she could keep listening.
“Yes, I know I’m talking to you now. I’ll explain that later. I’m calling you because you need to know what’s going on. They are making a bid for the clan. They think they have won. You will have to act to keep them from finishing until I can show up. 
"That’s not going to happen for a little bit… Just do it. No, seriously. Just do it. Gather the counsel, handle it, and… I don’t know who else. No. If you could do that now… No, if you could do that now would be really great. As you can see, I am not on my own phone right now. I have speed dial, not a photographic memory.
"I answered that… Yes. Yes, exactly. Until we know who else is involved, it would be better if we don’t tip our hand that I’m still alive. Just… Let them know. Get a hold of Collier. Him, I trust. You can give him the details, but swear him to secrecy. We don’t know who else we can trust. Just… Yes. I will be there when I can. Call me back on this number when you know something,” he punched the call to end.
Fynn could easily discern the frustration in his voice. Whatever was happening, was a big deal. The fact that he tried to explain, without really explaining, was commendable. She would owe him a debt of gratitude, though her secret was probably coming out soon. When she looked up, he was beside her. “I heard. What do you need now? Or, what you need next? Or maybe, you can tell me how the hell you ended up here. Did you follow me?” she muttered as she dressed.
“I did not. But we were supposed to be going out, why are you here?” he accused softly.
Fynn glared back, enraged, “Look. I was pissed when you were late. I will admit that fully. Swimming takes the edge off. This is where I swim. I know the currents, I know the channel, I can make it to open water with my eyes closed. Never in a million years would I have expected anyone to bring you here. Then again, because of the hidden inlet, I guess it makes sense that they brought you here.
"Luckily for you, they did. I was already in the water when I heard you submerge. If I weren’t, I would not have been in time. And, while we are on the subject, you know that I have a tail? I know that you are a berserker. Though, to be honest, I’m not exactly sure what all the repercussions of that are. I would have thought that for how big you got, eventually the bindings would have just snapped,” she voiced openly, the accusing tone and aggravation ebbing before she finished.
“I will explain more the implications of what I am, later. I’m just glad they didn’t put the bindings around my neck. They were in a hurry, or they might have. 
"What you need to know now… The people that did this to me, are making a power grab for my clan. We have known that it was probably coming, which is why we reached out to Paranormal, Inc. It is because I don’t have a mate, and my deadline is approaching,” he said quickly and frankly. “I will forever be in your debt for saving me tonight, but this is not how I wanted you to find out. Please know that.”
Fynn snorted indelicately, “This isn’t exactly how I wanted you to find out either.”
“Aren’t we the pair?” he chuckled before becoming solemn. “So, now you know what I am, and some of my problems. And, I would love to tell you more, and try to make it all make sense, but right now, there just isn’t time. I need a plan, really fucking quickly, how to prevent these assholes from taking over. An un-mated, berserker clan chief is vulnerable. Now that they have tried once, they, or others, will do so again.”
“What if we said that I was your mate?” Fynn queried, seeing a simple, logical solution.
“But you are not.”
“No, I’m not, or maybe not yet, or maybe not ever, but, if that’s all you need…”
“Fynn, that’s very sweet, but you have no idea what you are offering. A clan of berserkers? And their mates? Which, by the way, there are no female berserkers so, the mates are a mad congress of crazy. They are berserkers of their own kind.”
Fynn scoffed, “I’m a freaking mermaid. Do you have any idea?”
“Yeah. You’re a fish,” he grinned mischievously. “Which sheds a whole different light on why you had issue with fishing. I understand now.”
She giggled awkwardly, “You think so? You don’t know jack shit about mermaids, do you?”
Addian’s eyes went wide, “Enlighten me. Quickly.”
Fynn sighed, shaking her head. “Look, first of all, be glad that I’m only half because my mother was full, and that’s a level of crazy you wouldn’t understand, berserker or not.” She shrugged her shoulders before continuing, “I know we don’t have time for this, but we don’t really have time not for this either. The cliff notes version is this, my father is not in the picture. He’s not around because my mother ate him. That’s mermaids. We lure men, either to our bed, or to their death. End of story, that’s the clamshell.”
Addian’s jaw dropped as she continued. 
“We lure you with song to a watery grave, which, since I just saved your monstrous ass, we know I’m not going to drown you. Or we lure you to our bed, consummate, and then you become dinner…literal dinner, and you already know I’m a vegetarian. You’ve got way too much dinner on your bones for me.”
He was listening, but what she was saying wasn’t registering. She could tell by the way his eyes glazed over. She knew she would have to explain further. “Look, compared to me, and my world? A clan of berserkers? Or berserker wives… even if they’re crazy, is not that scary. All you’d have to do is enlighten them on the true nature of… Oh shit, that means everyone would have to know what I am.”
He was nodding at that point, “Yes, it means everyone would have to know. Which, it’s really none of their business, but it wouldn’t be a secret anymore.”
“I get it. I’m just saying, I can stand my ground. I saved you, didn’t I? Against the odds, I might mention. You’re already significantly larger than me. Shifted? Holy crap.”
His grin blossomed, “Speaking of that. You’re a genie in a bottle? Really? You’re a freaking fish! You’re not a genie in a bottle.”
“I can’t explain that. It’s the only song I could think of the words to. But, it worked, didn’t it?”
“Yeah, it worked. You’ll have to forgive me if I can’t help but wonder what the right way is.”
“What?”
“I can’t say that I’ve ever rubbed a fish before,” he countered, waggling his brows. 
She stuck her tongue out at him and blew raspberries, “I’m not telling.”
He mocked her, sticking his own tongue out in return. “Seriously though, I don’t think I’ve been this calm or centered in ages. It’s almost foreign. So yeah, it worked. You’re going to have to teach me how you did that.”
She winked at him, “I can’t teach you that.”
“Why not?”
“While it is not the song we are supposed to sing… A mermaid’s serenade? That’s a trade secret. You don’t have a tail.”
“I guess I’ll have to keep you around to sing to me then.”
“You think so?”
“Yes, I do. But, not here, and not now. Can you take me to Omen’s?”
“Why?”
“I doubt that they will be looking for me at my place, if they believe they’ve succeeded, but I need to coordinate with my Omega.”
“Omega?”
Addian snorted. “Yes. I’m the Alpha, Omen’s my Omega. He is the enforcer. He stands in my stead when I cannot be present. If they believe I am out of the picture, he will become the next target.”
“Then we should get moving, but I don’t think it’s safe at his place either. If anything, he needs to get out of there.”
“He is already moving. But if they went there, and I was there, it would be a surprise.”
“It took how many to get the jump on you this time?” she taunted, a single eyebrow raised.
“Do you have an alternate suggestion?” he challenged, itchy to get gone.
“No one’s gonna look for you my place. If he can arrive without being followed, he’s welcome to stay as well.”





FOURTEEN


Addian growled, surprising himself as much as her, not quite willing to admit he did not want Omen near her, “No, we are better off separate until this is resolved,” he hedged. 
“Does he have somewhere to go?”
“Yes. But I should not drag you into this. Let me think for a bit about options,” he muttered as they made their way to the car.
She leaned forward to see his face across the passenger seat. “I think I’m already in this. As the person who saved you, if that counts.”
“It counts. Believe me, it counts. I’m more concerned if for some reason they would come around and I’m not up to handling it, that there could be consequences to you.”
“Pffft. Hello? Did you catch anything that I said about mermaids? Anything at all?” she countered just short of shrieking.
“Is this a test?” he teased. “Out of the water, you are not a mermaid. And, even in the water, I think there are circumstances in which you may not win. Actually, I’m thinking, I know you won’t win,” he said, sounding authoritative.
“Which shows what you know or understand about mermaids,” she hissed between clenched teeth allowing her fangs to run out for effect. “Look, I may only be half, but I can call it out when I need to. If I were full, you probably would not even be here. Even though we know each other, and have a relationship of sorts.”
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“It means… Everybody thinks mermaids are these fluffy, half women, half fish, and sweet little sea creatures… Which we are, but we are so much more than that. At our base nature, we are not fluffy, not sweet, and not to be trifled with,” she glared.
“Why don’t you educate me? While you drive,” he pointed to the key. “Regardless of where we’re going, we need to get moving.”
“Okay. Mermaids really only do two things, three if you count seduction.”
“Seduction?” he interjected curiously, his hand on hers over the key poised in the ignition, “Nobody said anything about seduction.”
“Yeah, well… That’s like the third thing. And don’t cut me off,” she replied, shaking off his hand to start the car. “The first thing mermaids do, is we lure men to a watery grave. You are safe from me, but that won’t hold true for all Mers.
"The second thing that mermaids do, is… Well, to put it nicely, is… You would be dinner,” as I already shared.
He held up his hand to get her to pause. “You know, somehow you saying that to me has a completely different connotation than if I said that to you. Not that I’m saying that to you, because that would be wildly inappropriate, at least in this moment, but I’m just saying… You commenting that to me, doesn’t have the same vibe to it.”
She laughed and rolled her eyes. “As I said before, I mean literal dinner. Not, ‘I’m going to eat you,’ sexual dinner. This is, to the letter of the definition, you would be dinner. Then, you wouldn’t be anymore.”
The entire car was bouncing from his shaking laughter. “Yes. Completely different meaning.”
She nodded. “The third thing we do, is seduce human men.”
“Can I point out that I’m not a human men…I mean, man? I’m not simply a human being.”
“Yes. I noticed that part. I’m just saying… We only have a few interests, and, other than seduction, most of it is death. So, if someone shows up, and you are unavailable for consultation, I’m pretty sure I can handle it.”
“I see.”
“Yes. As I mentioned previously, in case you didn’t catch it, my father is not around because of interest’s number three, and two. In that order. Get the picture?”
“Got it. But you’re a vegetarian.”
“Yes, by choice I am a vegetarian. By nature, I am a mermaid. Catch up to the conversation. I’m glad you remembered that though,” she smirked sideways.
They rode in silence for several miles as he processed everything she had shared. The only thing he actually knew about mermaids popped to mind and caused him to snicker.
“What’s funny?”
“I was just thinking of what I thought I knew about mermaids. I always presumed they were wives tales, but given tonight events, it strikes me funny that the only thing I really knew, or thought I knew, was that the appearance of a mermaid presages a storm or a disaster.”
Fynn shrugged. “I’ve heard that.”
“Have you?”
“Yes. And the one about be careful to bargain with a mermaid. We’re dangerous,” she added, turning to wink at him.
“I’ll make a note,” he chuckled, shaking his head as she groaned toward the windshield.




FIFTEEEN


“Are you sure you are okay with me staying at your place?” he asked one last time before closing the subject as they arrived. 
“I still think it’s the safest bet. No one is going to look for you here, and centered or not, you have had some trauma tonight. It would be better if you could rest a bit before having to engage in any additional altercations. By the time I reached you, no one else was around, so, unless they were using a telephoto lens, nobody knows that you’re with me,” she rationalized. “They don’t know that you are up, or out, to be looking.”
Walking in, it was no surprise that her condo was ordered and organized. While the color choices were distinctly feminine, they did not overwhelm him. Instead, they were blended in such a way to make the smaller spaces seem more open. Which was a very good thing. He was already a big man. A big man feeling confined spelled trouble.
After she set her things down and turned, he snared her waist and pulled her to him, sealing his lips to hers. She didn’t pull away, but she was obviously surprised by her wide-eyed expression. He broke the kiss laughing.
“What was that?” she challenged.
“That was ‘Thank you.’”
“You’re welcome,” she giggled. “You can thank me again later. Right now, I would guess you want to clean up. This way…” She led him to the second floor and a surprisingly neutral guest room. “If you’d like to take a shower, I can throw your clothes into the wash. I’m afraid I don’t have anything remotely close to your size.”
Wrapped in a blanket, he handed her his now dry, but very dirty clothes from the evening. She disappeared pulling the door. After she left, he stood under the shower until the hot water ran out. Even so, she had not returned with his clothing before he emerged. He laid across the bed from corner to corner, his feet still hanging over the edge.
Eventually, he pulled the top mattress and linens, opting for the floor. He’d heard the springs and frame creak with every slight movement. He was concerned that he would end up breaking it if he stayed.
Wrangling with what to do about the power grab, the worry chased him into a fit-filled slumber. Somewhere between asleep and awake, before he woke to full consciousness however, he calmed, eased by a lullaby he did not recognize.
It was still dark when he reawakened. He wondered absently what time it was. He chuckled to himself at the lingering memory of the lullaby, and that it wasn’t Genie in a bottle.
Wrapping himself in the blankets, he followed a distant humming down the stairs. The sound was horrid. Whomever was doing it, couldn’t carry a tune to save their life. Who else was here? He debated finding his clothes before searching out the source, convinced it could not possibly be Fynn. The out of tune, no melody to be found vocalist needed to be absolved of the notion that they should continue.
Rounding the corner at the kitchen, he stopped short. It was Fynn. As improbable, and unlikely as it seemed, it was definitely her humming an awful tune as she did dishes. “What’s wrong with your voice?” he challenged from behind her, watching her jump at the question.
“Nothing’s wrong with my voice.”
“But you sound terrible.”
Her smile was brilliant as she turned fully, “Well gee, thanks honey. You sound great tonight too.”
“Wait… Tonight? What time is it?”
“Yes, tonight.”
“Hold that thought. Why do you sound terrible?”
She exhaled as she shrugged, “Let’s just say, it’s another one of those things you need a tail to understand.”
“Okay…” he replied, not quite sure he wanted to let it go yet. “What time is it?”
“About 9:30.”
“9:30?! Why did you let me sleep so long?” he demanded.
“I didn’t. I couldn’t wake you for trying. The dead don’t sleep as deeply, or as soundly, as you were.”
“Oh,” he replied automatically, exceedingly confused. “That doesn’t happen, ever. Usually, I am fully aware of my surroundings and what is happening around me, merely drifting. I have to say though, I must have needed the sleep, because I feel pretty good. It’s been a long time since I could say that.”
Fynn smiled to the sink of dishwater, “Omen called,” she said without turning, “He said to have you call him back once you woke, since I couldn’t get you to come to the phone.”




SIXTEEN


“The Council is meeting Tuesday night. There will not be enough for a quorum before that, so you have a brief reprieve. Matisse has already filed his intentions officially for an ouster. Edan sponsored the motion for new business.” 
Addian was shaking as he listened to Omen’s report, “An ouster? Great Odin, I thought we had more time.”
“We would have had more time, if you hadn’t forgotten, or ignored the calendar. You have a birthday, this week. You stand at the precipice of thirty. They are not going to wait forever. It looks like they may not even wait until then,” Omen leveled the hard truth.
“What do we do?”
“I don’t know. As you are not yet thirty, I believe it will take a unanimous vote. But I would not be surprised to learn that Matisse is campaigning actively between now and Tuesday to ensure that verdict. You might want to consider doing the same.”
“Is he aware that I survived?”
“That one I don’t know. If he does, it is high time for you to make a showing for the clan. If he does not, you will be tipping your hand, for the Council at the very least. And, as we don’t know how many may be siding with Matisse, it would only take one to tip it to Matisse as well,” Omen finished, his frustration translating through the phone.
“Hard call.”
“Then again, it might be a better play to arrive unexpected to the party.”
“Do you think?”
“Yeah, I think so. If Matisse is campaigning that you have disappeared, or whatever, and you arrive, it undermines his credibility,” he strategized.
Addian roughed the scruff at his chin. “Then that is what we will do. If it’s okay with Fynn, I’ll stay put here, out of sight. Contact me this way if you need me. Take care of you. I’ll join you Tuesday.”
Omen chuckled, “You know… this could be a two birds scenario.”
Addian scoffed, “Did you really think you needed to tell me that?”
“No, but I thought the reminder couldn’t hurt.”
“It’s complicated.”
“Un-complicate it.”




SEVENTEEN


Addian didn’t remember going back upstairs, never mind actually to sleep. He was abruptly awake, though his thoughts didn’t come online as quickly as the rest of him, they took a while to catch up. Once they did, his whole self, and his other self, were fully engaged. 
For the first time that he could think of, he knew he was in transition, or fully shifted, and his thought process was clear. Fynn was standing over him, trying to wake him, hoarsely whispering, “Someone is watching the house,” he heard clearly.
Also, for the first time he could remember, he was in control. Forcing himself to pull back before speaking, he waited until her face was not bathed orange before responding. “What makes you say that?” he muttered as soon as he could verbalize the question.
A sharp strike across his cheek had his attention, quickly. That, and the look on her face as she replied, “Seriously?”
“What was that for?”
“Because you deserved it for questioning me. 
"Think for just a second. I am a smart, savvy, single woman. Do you honestly believe that I would not have some type of security, or surveillance around my property? A motion detector tripped the alarm. I watched as someone walked the perimeter. They went back to sit in the car across the street and halfway up the block. They have not left. The angle is difficult, but not impossible.
"I don’t know what to make of it since no one should know that you are here. But, as I have never had an issue, or anything like this before, I have to believe that it is because you are here,” she rationalized.
“Does your system record?”
“Generally speaking, no. But, if an alarm is triggered and the monitor is not on yet, it would have. So, there might be a quick shot before the monitor came on.”
“Show me.”
Fynn could feel Addian start to shake as they watched the brief replay, “Son of a bitch! They must have Omen’s line tapped. They obviously would not know to tap yours, but they should not know about you at all,” he pointed to the image, “That is one of Prow’s stoolies. They will do anything he asks so he can sleep like a baby in his own bed every night.”
“So, they know that you are here?” she asked, surprisingly calm.
“I don’t know. I really don’t think so. I think they know that someone here is communicating with Omen, and they are shoring up the loose ends just in case. They are being cautious. If they knew I was here, I would expect them to try to come in, not just scout the property. And, with far more than one or two of them present.”
“What you want to do?” she asked, surprising him with the fierceness of her tone.
“I don’t know. Getting out might be tricky. But, until they have reason to believe that I am inside, they won’t do anything more than watch.”
“Maybe.”
“Maybe what?” he asked, not following her thought process.
Her smile bloomed, “You said, ‘Getting out may be tricky.’ Maybe not. How much do you weigh?”
He eyed her curiously, “How much do I what?”
“Weight? In pounds please if you don’t mind.”
“You know, if our roles were reversed, you would tell me that was an incredibly personal question, or that it was inappropriate to ask.”
“But they aren’t. And, in this case, I need to know if you hope to get out of here and make your meeting on time. How much?”
“Three hundred, give or take. Why?”
“Do you trust me?” she smiled deviously.
“I might.”
“Leave it to me.”
“You really aren’t going to tell me?” he challenged, head tipping sideways to study her. “Do I need a tail for that too?”
“Nope. No tail required.”




EIGHTEEN


“Do any of the rooms here have no windows, or only a few windows?” Addian asked. 
“Windows? Why do you ask?” Fynn wondered aloud as she watched him carefully.
“They aren’t coming in unless they can confirm that I’m inside. That doesn’t mean they won’t keep coming closer to do just that. Or, to find out who is here communicating with Omen. If they can’t locate him, they might think he’s inside. I should stay out of view.” Addian answered logically.
Fynn scratched her head. “I suppose the fewest windows are in the guest room.” She spoke her thoughts aloud, “But, I’m not bringing you breakfast in bed or anything like that.”
Addian waggled his brows. “I wouldn’t dream of it,” he chided. “Perhaps you could just be breakfast…or in my bed,” he dropped casually, more for the reaction than anything.
“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she poked his chest accusingly.
“You have no idea,” he countered on a low growl.
Fynn pulled back at the sound as something inside her shifted to abrupt attention. Unsure if he was bluffing, she called. “Show me,” she whispered hoarsely.
Lightning fast, she was scooped up and bouncing in his arms up the stairs. She hardly recognized the determination on his face. Any further comments she’d thought to make left her as they reached the guestroom and she was gently set to the floor on her feet. She wanted to say it was a test. Something inside wouldn’t let her. She’d been thrumming since his ‘thank you’ kiss in the foyer yesterday.
She looked up when he didn’t let go. Without telegraphing his intentions, his hands were abruptly ensnared in her hair and her head was pulled back. She nearly forgot to breathe as he kissed her deeply. Her hands moved of their own volition, traveling up his back to pull him closer.
With the lightest touch, he liberated her from her blouse, undoing each tiny button with nimble fingers, unexpectedly nimble fingers for his size. His hands were warm against her back when he trailed them down her spine to clutch her bottom and pull her up to him more forcefully.
She groaned against his mouth. His lips trailed her jaw and neck before returning the route they had travelled. “I’ve wanted you for weeks,” he muttered against her lips before kissing her again.
Her thoughts were scrambled. She wanted to offer poetic words, but only managed a breathy, “Yes, please,” in reply.
His laughter was not harsh but accepting. “I could get used to hearing you say that.”
Before long, she couldn’t tell where she ended, and he began. Somewhere between they had removed, tossed, or shredded their remaining clothes. She couldn’t remember the moments. In truth, she didn’t know up from down or back from front either. Their first coming together was a frenzy. If she didn’t know better, she’d think his berserker was leading the assault, but she’d seen his face. There wasn’t even a hint of glow to his eyes.
“You’re stunning,” he muttered between littering her torso with kisses and tongue-lashings.
“Mmmmm,” she moaned, holding him to her when he drew a nipple into his mouth forcefully.
“So responsive,” he commented as he switched to the opposite side. “I could live here.”
If there was a proper response to that, Fynn didn’t know it. Arching up, she cradled his head to her breast as he suckled hard, twisting the coil of her cunt tightly in the process. She was on fire, burning up from the inside out, threatening to supernova long before they got to actual intercourse.
His head dipped and swayed as he lapped at her breasts, winding her inner spring tighter lave by lave. He was wicked in his teasing. She was drenched, and she knew he knew it too. His grin was blinding as he lifted his head, inhaling slowly. “I think breakfast is ready,” he muttered, licking his lips.
Trailing hot kisses down her abdomen, he settled between her legs, pulling her hips up to him. She watched through half-lidded eyes as he took in the scent of her essence, rubbing the rough of his stubbly beard across the top ridge of her sex. It scratched, it tingled, and it set her every nerve ending beyond sensitive. She was fighting not to clench in response and he’d not broken the crest yet. It was a delicious agony. Her breaths were broken and shallow as he dipped lower.
He left his hands on her hips and assaulted her orally only. Over the seam, across it, and back again, he lingered, teasing her mercilessly for what felt like days before spearing the folds with his tongue. Lazily he drew it up to the apex, flicking it across the knot of nerves that already had its own heartbeat.
She nearly convulsed on the spot. His hands still in place, he sucked the pearl into his mouth, sealing over it with his lips and began his oral demands. Would he have allowed it, she would have bucked against him. He held her fast, forcing her to ride out the storm of several orgasms before he broke contact, lapping at the evidence of her release that kept coming.
She was near to weeping from the ecstasy. “I can’t…” she tried to pause him.
“You can. And, you will,” he denied her, returning to his feast.
Fynn panted, trying to even out her responses. It was no use. He was firmly in control of her body, and she gave up trying to counter him, riding the waves as each crested, fell, and resumed stronger, higher, and faster than the last. She was sure she was going to break something with her shrieks before long. She couldn’t have cared less about it.
When he flipped her to ride, she thought they were finally going to have sex. She was mistaken. He brought her up to ride his face instead, chuckling when he noticed her surprise. “I’m not done yet,” he smiled before bringing her down to spear herself on his erect and extended tongue.
If the lead up was any indication, she would not survive the actual union. She decided she was okay with that somewhere around the fourth or fifth orgasm in the new position. He was moving her however he wanted, which was a good thing, her limbs were essentially Jell-O. 
She missed the shift on an upstroke. She didn’t miss the new intrusion. She sucked a breath in harshly and her eyes flew wide when she came down decidedly not on his tongue. “My God I’m going to split,” she shouted out on a rough cry.
“Easy. I’m going as slow as I can here,” he gritted out from beneath her.
“Then go backwards…slow is too fast,” she whined.
“I’ve got you.”
“Who’s got you?” she charged before she knew she’d spoken.
“Shhhh. It’s okay. Breathe Fynn. Relax a little for me, you’re locked down tight and I can’t move,” he soothed, trying to turn underneath her slightly.
As he moved, the pressure eased and she stopped breathing between her clenched teeth, instead dropping her jaw open to pant. She was amazed at his restraint as he coaxed himself a little deeper. It was tight, and full, and yet…not nearly enough. The further in he got, the more she tried to buck, but he held fast. “Slowly, love. Slowly,” he cooed.
She was on the cusp of implosion. Slow was not in her vocabulary. “I can’t,” she cried. “I need…”
“I know. I’m here. Believe me…I’ll ease you.”
Lights exploded behind her eyes when she thought she couldn’t take another moment and he punched forward. Every other part of her came apart on a siren’s wail that shook her and left her in chaos. She had to move. Dropping her knees down, careless of the purchase, she punched her hips forward and rode him as if her life depended on it. She could not stroke her hips fast enough. 
Addian didn’t try to manage the wild ride she took. He watched her face contort and cringe as her body acclimated to his size. Once it adjusted though…she took charge with a ferocity that left him stunned. She was pushing forward and slamming back with a force he would not have dared yet. It suited him just fine to watch her. She was exquisite in her wanton state. He couldn’t think of a moment to now where he thought her more stunning.
It was all he could do to hold out until she finished. Each stroke she made pushed him higher, until he was fighting to hold back. He would not deny her this release…that, and he wanted desperately to see her face as she crested. 
The reward was the prize he’d hoped for. She shattered apart before his eyes. He watched as every microdot of flesh was covered with raised spots and a full-body flush chased her limbs. Her nipples beaded tightly, seeming to grow tighter still in the aftermath. She was gorgeous in her orgasm, just as he knew she would be. What he didn’t expect was to see her skin shimmer and pulse as she came down from the high. He’d never seen that before. Then again, he’d never been around a mermaid before her either. He wanted to see it play out over and over. 
As it was…he wasn’t going anywhere. He had no other plans for another thirty-six hours or so. It became is sole quest to leave her in a puddle multiple times before then. “You are amazing,” he muttered out as she collapsed against him.
“Mmmmm,” she moaned out breathily, drawing her hands, nails first, up his torso.
A break was warranted, but her actions triggered him to keep going. Flipping their positions before he couldn’t, he pistoned in gently, coaxing her body to pause its retreat and begin to climb again. Her soft cry crescendo’d as she caught up to him on an unintelligible call.
“Let it come,” he commanded, watching her eyes fly open at the direction. “Let it come and I’ll take you higher still.”
Her mouth dropped open like she was going to speak, but what came out was a long wail, broken only for a moment to draw air when she was out. Addian was spurred on by the sounds she made, becoming intent to leave her completely spent. When she released abruptly, he couldn’t stop himself from joining her, their bodies jerking against each other uncontrollably for several minutes.
“I need a moment,” Fynn finally muttered after she was able to breathe. “Just one.”
Addian grinned mercilessly, “One is all I’m willing to give.”
He ended up giving more, surprised by the after-shocks that stormed through her body, contorting limbs and pulsing her against him unwittingly. He could not have been more pleased if he’d planned it. His berserker was alert and anxious for more.
They took a brief respite for food and fluids without bothering to dress. Aware of the windows, he returned them to the guest room quickly instead of bending her over the counter, table, sofa, or any other surface they passed so that their private paradise would remain unfound. He would take advantage of those amenities later, he vowed to himself.
Through the balance of Monday and long into the dark hours, they came together repeatedly. He marked her in the most intimate of places, vowing to make a more visible registration of his claim after their relationship was known. He would not let her go now. He would not let her go ever.
Satisfied was a small word for what he felt. He was complete, calm, and ready to take on the world, but tomorrow. Tonight, he would satisfy her every want and imprint himself on her flesh. He was hers to command and she was his to take. The bargain never verbalized, it was instead communicated in every movement, every moan, and every raw exposed emotion between them.




NINETEEN


Tuesday morning a moving van arrived, parked in front of the condo, and lowered the gangway. Fynn greeted the workers formally at the door, though far more personally once they were inside, to Addian’s discomfort. 
Within an hour, they began, moving in a dining suite with chairs, and moving out another. They moved in a box spring and mattress, and moved out the set from the guest room. They moved in a new sectional, and moved out a sleeper sofa. Lastly, they moved in a huge box marked buffet and hutch, and moved the same box back out with new contents, specifically, Addian Hevir.
The car up the block didn’t move through the entire process. Quite possibly, the inhabitants were sleeping, blissfully unaware of what was happening right in front of them. Even if they were awake to witness, no suspicions were raised.
Deep inside the belly of the moving van, Fynn giggled once the roll door was closed and the vehicle lurched forward as she heard Addian curse at the confinement. Extricating herself from the space where the sofa bed mattress should have been stored, she went to work quickly trying to liberate him as well.
“Fil will meet us at the storage unit,” she advised as she unboxed him.
“Who’s Fil?” he challenged.
“Filomena,” she snorted as she rolled her eyes at the jealous tone. “She’s my best friend, and one of my assistants. She will have a car so we can go wherever we need to go from there.”
As the last band on the box was snipped, the truck lurched, or swerved, and Addian toppled, falling squarely over Fynn. He would have landed on her if not for his quick reflexes. In the push-up plank position, he was a fraction of an inch from crushing her when he pulled up short.
He didn’t miss the flecks of gold in her hazel eyes before her pupils dilated. The memories of their recent passion still fresh, he found he needed to move quickly, or they would be arriving at the storage unit newly compromised. He forced himself to move, though the alternative was appealing.
“Once we arrive, you can be rid of me for a while, but I suggest you do not go home until after seven-ish tonight. By then, the Council will have convened and they will have figured out that either I am not there, or not coming out, or already gotten out, and they should have left. They have no reason to linger to watch you. At least, not as far as I can figure,” Addian directed halfheartedly.
“Oh no you don’t. I’m going with you. Or, I should say, you’re coming with me,” she dictated.
“Where do you think that we’re going?” he asked, curiously.
“You’ll see.”




TWENTY


The roll door flew up abruptly as Addian adjusted himself awkwardly, their conversation far from ended by his estimation. A female, even smaller than Fynn, stared him down curiously. “You must be Addian. I’m Fil. Nice ta meet ya,” she drawled out. “Hey Fynn. Great plan.” 
“Thanks. It was a fun ride,” Fynn replied, winking to Addian.
“What’s next?”
“We’re taking off. Maybe better you don’t know,” Fynn replied cryptically.
“No fair!” Fil retorted, her hands slamming on her hips, “I helped.”
“Yes, you did. But you could be questioned.”
“Oooo, I might enjoy that you know. Who is doing the questioning? Renfield?” she teased. “Seriously, I can keep a secret.”
“Since when?” Fynn challenged, smirking when Addian asked “Who’s Renfield?”
“Since always. I just seldom choose to. Come on,” Fil pouted.
“The Grotto,” Fynn finally answered.
“Woah! Seriously?”
“Yes. I think it’s the perfect solution.
“But…Oceanus…”
“Exactly.”
“Damnnnnn,” Fil said, drawing out the single syllable as she eyed Addian.
“Somebody want to share here?” he asked.
Fil made a show of locking her lips together. Fynn arched an eyebrow. “Keep it that way,” she directed.
“Yes ma’am.”
“This way please,” Fynn said to Addian, head-directing him to the exit.
Addian crossed his arms over his chest and planted his feet, “Not until you explain.”
“Do you trust me?”
Addian studied her, side-glancing at Fil, “I’m not sure.”
“I got you out. You can always say ‘no’ when we get there,” she retorted.
“I will remember that you know,” he answered as he moved to jump down. “For example, Who is Renfield?”
“I’ll tell you later…” Fynn clipped, stifling her laughter as she remembered the Bistro and tried to figure out how she was going to explain that.
In the car, she hummed. It was all he could do to keep from covering his ears at the off-tune melody, “I swear your voice is cracking.”
“It’s not.”
“If you say so., but if not, my ears need to be checked.”
She laughed as they took a tunnel road he didn’t recognize, “They don’t. Patience lover.”
He looked around curiously when she stopped the car and put it in park, “Where are we?”
“It’s The Grotto. It is the only place on land where Oceanus can come above the surface.”
Addian’s eyes flew wide, “Why do we want Oceanus to come above the surface?”
“You’ll see,” she answered as she led him in, pulling a long cord against the wall.
He heard a distant gong sound. “Now we wait,” she drew his attention back to her.
“Wait for what?”
“For Oceanus.”
“For?”
Before she could reply, a male nearly as large as Addian appeared in the shallow pool ahead of them. Addian couldn’t have missed the tail if he tried. 
“You summoned?” The Mer asked pointedly, staring hard at Addian.
“I did,” Fynn replied, as she dipped into a small courtesy, “Oceanus, I wish to claim his soul.”
Addian’s head spun from the Mer to Fynn, “You wish to what?!”
“Trust me.”
The one addressed as Oceanus laughed deeply, “I see he does not know, or perhaps, approve of your plan.”
“He will,” she replied brightly.
“What makes you think so?” Addian interjected.
“Because it is what you want, and it is what you need.”
“How would you know?” he quipped.
Her grin blinded him, “Your mouth may not have said so yet, but every other part of you is shouting it.”
Oceanus held up a hand to stop the banter, “You know that it cannot be taken back once granted.”
“I am aware.”
“I’m not aware,” Addian cut in abruptly, trying to understand. “What cannot be taken back?”
Oceanus shook his head at Fynn. “The young Mer here is asking to take you as a mate. But, she is asking to claim your soul as hers as well. It is a gift,” he directed the explanation to Addian.
“How exactly is giving her my soul her gift?”
“He does not know our ways,” Oceanus turned to address Fynn, eyebrows raised in challenge.
“Actually, he does. He does not understand the full implications of them,” she replied. 
“Should you explain? Or, shall I?” 
“Someone needs to. And, before any souls get given or taken,” Addian countered. “What is going on? Mating I understand. I actually might be on board for that. What’s the soul business?”
Oceanus chuckled, shaking his head as he propped back on his tail, “She is asking me to allow you as one of us. In so doing, you would be recognized as part of the Mer community.”
“I can’t swim. And, I don’t have a tail,” Addian commented offhand before thinking about his words.
Oceanus roared with laughter. “All the more reason it is a gift. You would become off-limits to our kind in the process. If you can’t swim, you are quite tempting as an easy mark.”
Addian’s head spun to Fynn, “The death part?”
“The death part,” she replied, motioning Addian to return his attention to Oceanus.
“You would be bound to us forever though. Once done, it cannot be undone. While I am here at her behest, I believe that you should choose, even as I am aware that you have already consummated your union.”
Addian looked from Oceanus back to Fynn, ignoring what Oceanus knew, “You would want this…me…us?”
Fynn blushed.  “I think I answered that back at my condo, but if you need me to announce it here, yes. Yes, I would want this, with you, to become us. Am I wrong to believe you want it also?”
“I…it’s…This is not how I ever thought this would play out,” Addian admitted.
“Maybe not, but you’ve thought about it,” she replied knowingly.
“Yes. Often.”
“Then please accept my gift. I promise the advantages outweigh the questions you have,” she said softly.
“Not a bargain?” he tested.
“Not a bargain,” she replied solemnly. 
Addian watched her face as she spoke. He could barely discern the gold flecks for the width of her pupils. If it was love or lust, it was easy to see. He chose to believe it was love, or becoming love at the very least. Turning to Oceanus, he gave his answer, “Take it, give it to her.” He paused, “But it means she’s mine too, right?” 
Oceanus snickered but stopped short of laughing, “As I said, it is a gift she gives…she would be yours…your mate, your lover, and your protector, forever.”
“I’ll be the one doing the protecting,” Addian countered, bolstered by the idea of her by his side.
Oceanus cut his thoughts short as his laughter roared, echoing and bouncing around the cavernous space, “I’m sure she’ll let you think so.”
Addian would ask more about that later. He was riding high on a wave of euphoria that she chose him. With so much going on, he had thought he would lose her as soon as they parted company. She was staying. He couldn’t be more pleased. “What happens now?” he asked finally.
“Your wrists please,” Oceanus commanded.
Addian didn’t understand, but complied, offering his wrist beside hers. He was openly curious as he watched Oceanus drape long strands of kelp and seaweed over and between them, tying them together for a time.
“I need his name,”  Oceanus commented to Fynn.
“Addian Hevir,” Addian replied quickly.
Oceanus snickered and rolled his eyes, “Now he’s anxious.”
“His name is Addian Hevir. He is a berserker,” Fynn finally commented.
Addian didn’t miss Oceanus’ reaction. “Well, we don’t have one of those.”
“We will soon,” Fynn answered, smiling brightly.
“Addian and Fynn. As God of the Sea and ruler of the Merfolk, I bind you for eternity. Addian shall henceforth be considered as brother and kin, off-limits as prey, and ally to all that swim. His soul is received and acknowledged as belonging to Fynn Barrow. None other shall usurp my authority on this, or face me for the affront.
Fynn Barrow, you are charged with teaching him our ways, our song, and protecting him as one of our own. Do you accept the charge?” Oceanus commanded boomingly.
“I will, and I accept,” Fynn answered solemnly.
“Addian, as your consent was previously given, I will ask you now if you will work to take in the knowledge that is imparted to you, keeping it, and Fynn, forever as your most sacred…acting on her behalf for our kind if necessary?”
“I will, and I accept,” Addian answered, repeating Fynn’s response when he didn’t know what else he was supposed to say.
“So mote it be,” Oceanus announced, withdrawing the strands that bound them. 
Addian gasped to see what remained. Twining vines dotted with water droplets and scales encircled both of their wrists. It was subtle, but perfect in ways he couldn’t speak to yet. “We are…” he questioned, not sure what the right word was next.
“We are,” Fynn countered, smiling. “Forever.”




TWENTY-ONE


Oceanus nodded and submerged without another word. 
“That’s it?” Addian questioned once he was away.
“That’s it,” Fynn quipped, her shoulders pulled up as she smiled.
Addian looked around the space. “What now?”
Fynn wiggled her brows. “We could make out. Or we could do more…” she taunted.
“I don’t think I could do more here if you don’t mind.”
Fynn’s laughter pealed out lightly. “Very well. We need to get moving anyway. You have a meeting tonight, remember?”
“Crap! What time is it?”
“It’s after six,” she said flatly.
“We need to hurry.”
“Yes, we do. But, after that, you’re mine,” she teased, licking her lips. “And I don’t mean dinner.”
“Gladly,” he nodded, grabbing her hand and racing back the way they had come.
Once to the car, he snared the keys from her hands, planting a fierce kiss on her lips as he helped her into the passenger side. “I’ll drive this time. I know where we’re going.”
“Mmmm. Yes, please. But make it fast. I’m not content to wait long,” she answered.
Halfway there, she started humming. Addian slammed on the breaks, “What happened?”
“What do you mean, ‘what happened?’?” she asked as she rebounded back into the seat.
“Your voice…it’s better.”
“No, Addian. It’s the same. You can just hear me now.”
His jaw went slack, “But I don’t…”
“You will hear all of our songs now. It’s part of the gift.”
He lurched over the center console, nailing her with another kiss. She giggled when he pulled back, “You better stop or we won’t get there. Any more kisses like that and I’ll be claiming the physical side of the soul I’ve collected, and I don’t care who sees it.”
“Great Odin. I’d almost skip the meeting for that.”
“We can’t. Let’s just be quick.”
“As you command.”
“I’m commanding,” she grinned with a wink.




TWENTY-TWO


“A thousand pardons,” Addian announced in loose supplication as they cleared the door to the Council meeting already in progress. He’d called Omen en route to let him know he was coming and to find out what was happening when they were going to be a few minutes later than planned. 
Collier perked up, “We had reason to believe you would not be coming.”
“Omen has already brought me up to speed. I apologize for being tardy. We lost track of time,” Addian continued, blushing slightly at the recent memories that were still being processed.
“We?”
Addian grinned broadly. “Yes. We. Might I present Fynn Barrow – Hevir,” he stated proudly.
“Lies!” Edan challenged, “We did not approve.”
“Your approval was overruled,” Addian growled back, flashing his wrist to the Council leadership as he called his berserker forward. He continued without pausing, “But, we will get to that. I understand that a motion has been made for an ouster. I stand before you to contend that one is neither warranted, nor appropriate, at this juncture.”
“That’s a God’s binding,” Meecham muttered not hearing the balance of Addian’s comments as he inhaled delicately, confirming the bond had been consummated. His eyes were wide to see Addian addressing them fully shifted.
“So moved, and seconded,” Collier shouted, slamming his fist on the table over the ruckus erupting around the room.
Ridge and Prow, who had been leaning against the back wall, smugly grinning toward the floor as the activities played out, were abruptly paying attention, scowling. Matisse’s glare between them and Addian was impossible to miss. They quickly returned to their gazes to their shoes.
As the crowd calmed down, Collier stood, “I believe I have a motion on the floor. I call for a vote.”
Edan stood, shouting over Meecham between them, “There was already a motion on the floor. Wait your turn.”
Meecham rose, motioning both of them to sit, “On the motion for ouster, any in favor?” he called the question.
Omen, Addian, and Fynn looked from face to face to see who would raise their hand. Matisse and Edan were the only two. Addian was not fooled to believe that there were not others who did not expose their throats this time.
“As the first motion failed, the second motion does not require a vote at this time. Do you concur?” Meecham announced as he turned to question Collier.
“We are satisfied,” Collier replied, nodding to Addian. “As you have beat the deadline, this motion will not need to be continued forward either.”
“Agreed. And you, Chief?” Meecham queried, addressing Addian directly.
“I am satisfied,” Addian commanded, eyeing Matisse. “I am here, with my mate, and we will lead this clan.”
“Then, we are adjourned,” Meecham announced, closing the book that held the ongoing agenda. “Now, tell us about this new development…” he encouraged, smiling at Fynn.
Addian smirked. “She is, as I said, mine. The rest of the details will have to wait. This has been too long coming, and I’m afraid our celebration too short lived so that we could be present here tonight. Perhaps you will grant us a reprieve for now.”
Meecham and Collier chuckled openly. “As if we could stop you,” Collier said as he waved them off. “Go. It has been too long coming.”
“Too long indeed,” Meecham seconded. “Had we known, the motion would never have made it to the floor.”
“It is all as it should be. I hold no malice,” Addian replied, winking. “Unless you keep me from her any longer.”
“Go,” The Council heads replied in unison.
Passing Omen on the way out, Fynn noticed he wouldn’t meet her eyes. “What’s wrong?” she asked, forcing Addian to step back with her to Omen.
“I wasn’t invited.” he admitted, sounding glum.
“Don’t worry. I’m sure we’ll do it again, your way soon enough. You can be invited to that...and the party,” she chirped happily as his head came up and he grinned broadly.
“A party? You have a deal. Welcome to the berserkers.”




TWENTY-THREE


Fynn stared as they pulled up to Addian’s home. It was a monstrous antebellum structure. “This is yours?” 
“No. This is ours,” he replied, scooping her up into his arms to carry her in.
Her giggling stopped abruptly as the lights came on. “Oh Addian, this needs work,” she teased as she took in the décor. “A lot of work. It’s a good thing I’m almost done with your offices.”
“No, you are done with my offices.”
“But…”
“No, that room is staying mine. You can have everyplace else.”
“Everyplace?”
“Yes.”
“Good answer,” she smirked. “I’ll get started right away.”
“Tomorrow.”
“Okay, you talked me into it. Tomorrow.”
“Looks like I picked the right girl.”
“I believe I picked you, remember.”
“Potato – potato.”
Hours later, drenched in sweat, but taking a moment, Fynn remembered a question she’d been meaning to ask. “Addian?”
“Yes.”
“You said before, and someone else mentioned it again tonight about a deadline. What was the deadline?”
He chuckled, “I had to be mated by my thirtieth birthday. After that, an ouster could be granted to a worthy challenger…but only if I was not on track to be mated…it was all about scenarios.”
“But you beat the deadline, so now it’s a done deal?”
“No, not exactly. They will still try to eliminate me somehow, but not soon I don’t think. They’ll regroup,” he answered, leveling the truth. He would not keep it from her now that they knew who she was. It was about her now too.
“How soon is this deadline?” she asked coyly.
Addian looked at the night table clock over her shoulder and smirked. “It’s now.”
“Now?” she smacked his shoulder playfully, “You should have told me. I’ll have to shop tomorrow for your present.”
He scoffed openly, pulling her into his arms, “I believe, if I’m not mistaken, Oceanus already told me you’ve given me a gift. It’s better than anything you can go buy.”
“Good answer,” she replied, closing the distance between them.
“Mmmmm. Yes. Happy Birthday to me.”




TWENTY-FOUR


As predicted, the first months to nearly a year were quiet. The group, or groups, seeking to assume control of the clan left them be. It was a different kind of gift. Addian had time to learn some of the things he needed to know about mermaids, and Fynn had time to redecorate before they learned they were expecting. 
Uncomfortable with the idea of her going out to the open water without him, at least until he could learn to swim, or learn a form to shift into that would let him be in the water with her, Addian had an infinity pool installed in one of the first-floor rooms and had it converted to saltwater. It was her reprieve.
Days of business blended to evenings filled with passion, after which, Addian fell into deep, restorative slumber and Fynn retreated to swim and rebalance before joining him in the early morning hours. It was perfect.
Happily splashing one night, she caught the scent of the intruders before they had gotten far. The security systems had not even triggered the alarm yet. Whomever was inside, had to be a shifter to get in so stealthily.
Debating for less than a moment, she clicked off the alarms, put the cameras on to record, and dipped below the soft current before beginning her luring song. She would not allow them to reach her sleeping mate. She knew he might hear her song if he woke. It was a calculated risk.
As expected, her mermaid serenade drew them, like moths to the flame. Before she released them from her lure, she finished them, leaving their heads on the edge and their bodies floating. She was displeased to recognize each one. Edan and Prow’s heads stared wide-eyed at her from the ledge of the pool.
She scowled at the development before going to rouse Addian. “Love…” she called softly, waking him gently, “Love…we have company.”
Addian rolled over groggily, “At this hour? Who’s here?”
“Come see.” 
Pulling on track pants, Addian groused every step to the main floor, following her to her pool room. He stopped short when she flipped on the lights, “What has happened here?”
Fynn blushed. “They weren’t invited.”
“Yes. But what happened?” Addian repeated in disbelief.
“I… You were… I lured them,” she admitted, sounding slightly embarrassed, but proud at the same time.
“You…lured…them?” he repeated, putting the pieces together in his mind.
“Yes. They got in without setting off the alarm, so I presumed their intentions weren’t for the good. I lured them, and I eliminated them.”
“Why didn’t you wake me?”
“Because I didn’t need to,” she scoffed. “The security system did record their arrival though, so you have that to show the others.”
“But…you’re pregnant.”
“But nothing Addian. If you think that because I’m building a little ‘flipper’ inside me that it compromises me, or somehow makes me less…you’ve got a lot left to learn about mermaids,” she scolded, her hands planted on her hips and her foot tapping.
“I do not think you are less,” he replied, hands up in supplication. “And, it’s a berserker, not a ‘flipper,’ just so you know,” he stared her down.
Fynn muttered under her breath. “I told you I can pull it out when I need to. Just be glad I stopped there.”
His eyes were wide as he faced her. “Yes, yes you did,” he paused, “What do we do now?”
“That’s on you. I did the heavy lifting. You get the clean-up,” she beamed. 
“One down thanks to my little protector,” he teased, trailing a finger down her cheek. 
“Two,” she corrected. “But yes, something like that,” she replied, leaning into his caress.
“Is it wrong of me to say that I don’t mind if I have more to learn? I happen to fancy the teacher,” he growled out low, pumping his brows for effect.
Fynn couldn’t help but laugh. “No, I suppose you can have the hots for the teacher, but that will have to wait.” She frowned, “I need a new pool. Mine has blood in it.”
“As you command, love. As you command.”
“I command,” she answered with a playful grin.
“I gladly live to serve.”




EPILOGUE


Matisse and Ridge were summoned to appear before the Council. Presented with the surveillance video, the council voted to condemn, and they were beheaded before the clan as a lesson and deterrent to prevent any others from attempting against Addian. The message was clear. How long it would hold, would be determined with time. 
[image: image-placeholder]An Zhou studied the handwriting on the heavy parchment letter. It was not familiar. Breaking the seal, she was touched to read the birth announcement for Addian & Fynn Hevir’s upcoming addition, paired with a note of thanks. Meh Min scoffed from across the room “I guess our mating ceremony invitation was lost in the mail.”
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