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 Prologue 
 
    Tyri 
 
    No one knows for sure what their future will be. I know that I’m not alone in that aspect. However, I never thought that my future would be so different from my past.  
 
    I grew up in the most normal of homes with a normal family. I went to school and made what I thought would be lifelong friends, like any other normal person.  
 
    Around my eighteenth birthday, normal ceased to exist and a new 
 
    life began for me - whether I was ready for it or not. 
 
    Let the adventure begin… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Tyri 
 
    I drove the canary yellow Jeep Dad had bought me for my high school graduation -probably a little too fast, with the stereo a little too loud - to the graduation party my best friend Suzanne hosted. 
 
    My boyfriend, Owen would be playing with his band there. He’d moved to Montana when we were both just ten years old.  
 
    The teacher had sat him at a desk right by mine and asked me if I would be his buddy for a little while. I had to show him around the school and introduce him to the other students. I was really shy back then, but his sweet and fun personality made it easy for us to find a friendship rather quickly.  
 
    My parents approved of him from day one because of his protectiveness over me. They knew if he was around no one or thing could get to me.  
 
    He’d proven himself time and time again.  The first time was when we were walking from his house to mine. We had been playing baseball after school in the park close to his house. The game was over, and I’d taken off alone toward my house.  
 
    He’d run up beside me. “Tyri, it’s not safe for you to walk all alone. I better walk with you.” 
 
    “If ya want to.” I’d ducked my head, shyly.  
 
    My dad had stood outside as we’d walked up. “Well, who is this fine young man?” 
 
    Owen didn’t skip a beat, walking right up to my father then shaking his hand. “Hi, Tyri’s dad. I’m Owen. A bunch of us were playing baseball and I walked her home so nothin’ bad would happen to her.” From then on my parents loved the boy, who’d turned into quite a young man.   
 
    Pulling myself out of my reverie, I’d made it to the party which had been going on for a while. I heard the band playing as I walked up to the door. 
 
    Going inside, I saw Owen on stage, singing some country song. A group of our senior classmates gathered around the stage, plastic cups in their raised hands, bobbing their heads to the rhythm.  
 
    My eyes went right back to Owen. Blonde curls fell to his broad shoulders. His crystal blue eyes looked right at me as a smile curved his full lips. Chiseled facial features, rugged yet soft, kept my attention. 
 
    Swaying with the crowd, I too bobbed my head a little, keeping his gaze as he finished the song. His guitar came off in one swift movement then he hopped off the stage coming straight to me.  
 
    Sweeping me up into his strong arms, he’d put a smile on my face that wouldn’t let up. “Took you long enough to get here Tyri. But looking at you now I can see it was worth the wait.”  
 
    A white cotton dress hit me just above the knees and a pair of blue and brown cowboy boots finished off the country-style outfit. “You like?” 
 
    “Very much.” His lips pressed against my cheek, leaving a sweet kiss there. 
 
    Putting my feet back on the floor, he took my hand, pulling me over to where a group of our fellow classmates clustered around a beer keg.  
 
    One of his friends handed him two plastic cups full of beer. He passed one to me, but I shook my head, holding up my hand. “No thank you.”  
 
    With a knowing grin, he put the other cup down on a nearby table.  “I see. You must’ve promised the old man no drinking, huh?” 
 
    Nodding, I never went back on any promise I made to my parents. “Yep.” 
 
    “I’ve got something I want to give you anyway. Come with me out to my truck.” He pulled me through the crowd then out the door. With his arm draped over my shoulders we walked up to his tall black Ford F150 four-wheel-drive truck. Opening the driver’s door, he reached in, bringing out a small black box. “Tyri you know I’m going to Texas this summer since I’ve been accepted at the University of Texas. I know you haven’t made any plans yet as to what you wanna do after graduation. I’d love it if you’d come with me. We could get a place together. You could get a job or go to school or do whatever you want. I don’t want to go without you.” 
 
    My parents would never agree to what he’d asked. “I see.” I had no idea what else I could say to him at that moment. 
 
    “We’ve been together since ninth grade. I think I can safely say you’d miss me like crazy if I left you here all alone.” He winked at me as he pulled the top off the small box, revealing a silver ring with two entwined hearts “I’m giving you this ring to let you know just how special you are to me. And to show you that I promise to love you and take care of you – always and forever.” 
 
    As he slid the ring onto my finger I felt nearly overwhelming heat building inside of me. “Owen, it’s really pretty. I don’t know what to say. I didn’t expect any of this - the ring or the invitation to move to Texas with you.” 
 
    “I can’t tell what you’re thinking.” The frown that pulled his mouth into a horseshoe made me feel terrible. “I hate to rush an answer out of you. Do you need some time?”  
 
    “I wanna go with you.” I did, but I had more to think about than just myself. “Owen, I’m really afraid my parents will go ape-shit crazy.” 
 
    His frown turned into a smile. “I know they will. They’re so overprotective of you it isn’t even funny. The way too early curfews, the chaperoned dates, not ever letting me be alone with you for any length of time. Don’t you wanna just get away from it all and cut loose with me?” 
 
    Who wouldn’t want to cut loose with this guy? 
 
    I’d lived by a set of rules that no one else I knew had to. I’d obeyed my parents in every way imaginable. While others rebled, I sat home, kept my grades up, and did as I was told to. 
 
    Being seventeen meant that I had a little more time to do as my parents wanted me to. But my eighteenth birthday was coming up quickly and I could do whatever I wanted after that special day. 
 
    And I wanted to be with Owen. “Yes, I’ll go with you.”  
 
    Tossed into the air by the guy I’d just made extremely happy, I laughed as he hooted and hollered. “She said, yes!”


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    Tyri 
 
    Waking up to the sun streaming through my window the next morning, I turned over in my bed to look out the window. Our house was built on the edge of a cliff. The view made me feel a little like I was flying. 
 
    A cardinal flew by the window. Shortly after that one, two more flew by. I watched them fly off into the sky then disappear. Much like I would be disappearing from my family’s home. 
 
    The secret weighed heavily on me. My ring caught the sun’s light, glistening. And heat began to fill me again. I found it an uncomfortable thing and got out of bed to take a shower. 
 
    After getting dressed and ready for the day, I still didn’t feel a hundred percent. I headed down the stairs, hearing my brother Scotty yelling at a video game. “Oh, come on!”  
 
    Dad called out from his office, “Keep it down, boy.”  
 
    Scotty wiggled around on the couch with the game controller in his hands. “Sorry, Dad. I’ll try to stop being so loud. But this game is kicking my butt.” 
 
    My fifteen-year-old brother had our dad’s looks - light brown wavy hair and green eyes. He’d started to grow a little facial hair, so he looked a little scruffy. His long legs were covered by his PJ bottoms and he wore no shirt.  
 
    Shaking my head, I couldn’t believe how he’d come downstairs. “Wow, Scotty, straight out of bed and right to the idiot machine. Don’t strive so hard, you might sprain your brain.”  
 
    I purposely walked in between him and the large flat-screen television, igniting a yell from him. “Tyri, get out of the way.” 
 
    “Good morning to you too, dear brother.” I made my way to the kitchen where Mom stood at the counter, beating some eggs in a bowl.  
 
    “Good morning sweetie,” she said, as she smiled at me. “You look rested.” 
 
    “Do I?” I asked absent-mindedly as I rifled through the fridge looking for some orange juice. 
 
    As if she’d sensed what I looked for, she said, “Juice is out on the counter already, precious.” 
 
    I made a small glass before putting it back in the fridge. “Need help, Mom?” 
 
    “You can set the table.”  
 
    “Sure thing.” Getting the dishes out of the cabinet, I set them out on the table. Then I walked to the drawer where Mom kept the silverware.  
 
    She stood next to it and stopped stirring the eggs, then reached over to brush her fingers over my ring. “What’s this?” 
 
    The way my heart stopped had me feeling like I might just fall down. I couldn’t tell her the truth about it. “Um, well, uh… You see, Owen gave it to me. He’s going to Austin, Texas at the end of summer, you know that. And he’s afraid I’ll forget about him. So he got me this ring, so I’ll always remember him.” I could not recall a time I’d lied to my mother. And here I was doing it right to her face. My insides boiled with the lie that was fresh off my tongue. 
 
    She eyed me for only a moment, then a smile told me she’d bought the lie I’d sold her. “How sweet of him.” 
 
    “Yeah. That’s Owen, so sweet.” I sighed then looked down. 
 
    Mom’s fingers ran through my hair. “You have such beautiful hair, Tyri Tobin. You remind me of my mother so much sometimes, with your black hair and blue eyes and that ivory skin, my little Snow White doll.” She’d called me that a lot in my lifetime. 
 
    “Do I smell bacon?” Dad asked as he entered the kitchen. He grabbed me, pulling me to him to give me a hug. “Morning, pumpkin.”  
 
    “Morning, Daddy.” I walked away as he let me go. 
 
    But then Mom had to say something that stopped me in my tracks, “Owen gave Tyri a ring last night.” 
 
    “He did what?” Dad’s big hand caught me by the shoulder, spinning me around. He took my left hand, pulling it up to look at the ring. “Two hearts looped together, huh? And why’d he do that?” 
 
    “Just to be nice.” I fidgeted as my body felt like it was on fire. 
 
    Liar, liar pants on fire. 
 
    “Just to be nice?” Dad seemed not to be as ready to believe me as Mom was. 
 
    “Yes. He wants me to remember him when he’s gone to Austin to college.” I pulled my hand out of my father’s as he held it a bit tightly. 
 
    “And you’re sure that’s all he means by it?” He caught me by the wrist, so I couldn’t walk away from him. 
 
    “Yes, Dad. He knows the rules. I can’t even date until I’m eighteen. He would never go against your rules.” Owen had been the most patient guy in the world when it came to me. “It’s just something to remember him by.” 
 
    Breakfast wasn’t pleasant as I kept catching my parents looking at the ring. So, as soon as we were all done I headed upstairs to my room to text Owen. -Good Morning.-  
 
    It buzzed back right away, surprising me as he’d been out much later than I was. – Good morning to you babe. What time can I come over??? Missin you like crazy this morning.- 
 
    My tummy filled with butterflies as I went to the top of the stairs to call down to my mother, “When can Owen come over, Mom?”  
 
    I heard no reply, then Dad stood at the bottom of the stairs. “You really want him to come over today? It’s Sunday – family day. I’m gonna barbeque this afternoon.” 
 
    “What? Yes, Daddy, of course, I want him to come over. He’s not going to be here much longer. I want to spend as much time with him as I can before he has to leave.” I hated how many lies were so easily coming out of my mouth.  
 
    Not looking too excited, he gave me an answer, “He can come in about an hour or so. He can stay until dark. No later than that.” 
 
    “Thanks, Daddy.” I texted Owen to let him know what my father said, then got myself looking cute for his arrival. 
 
    Exactly an hour later, I heard Owen’s truck coming up the steep driveway. I ran to the door, opening it to see his truck come to a halt next to my Jeep.  
 
    Gingerly, I walked out to him. “Hey there, handsome.” 
 
    Hopping out of the tall truck, he grinned at me. “Hello there, sexy.” Black tight jeans with a white T-shirt and his white Jordan’s, he looked hot without even trying. His blonde curls, dripped onto his face, slightly dancing around his blue eyes. 
 
    He wrapped me in his arms for only a moment, careful not to hug me too hard or too long for fear my parents were surely watching from somewhere. They always were when he came around. 
 
    I began walking toward the house. “Come on, Dad’s gonna barbeque.”  
 
    He grabbed my left hand, stopping me as he looked to see if I still wore the ring he’d given me. “Good, you still have it on. I thought you might feel like you had to hide it from your parents.”  
 
    “I didn’t even have time to think about hiding it. My eagle-eyed mother spotted it right away this morning.” I didn’t know how to tell him what I’d told my parents about the ring, so just clammed up.  
 
    “What did she say?” He looked at me quizzically, while taking my hand, pulling me close to him. He must’ve thought I’d been truthful with them and that we could now be open about our secret relationship. 
 
    I gently pulled away from him, worried that my parents would see all the physical contact and bring the day to a screeching halt. “She came to the assumption that it was a going-away present from you. You know, something to remember you by.” And the lying continues. 
 
    “I see.” He swallowed hard, making his Adam’s apple bob in his throat. “And you didn’t set her straight, I suppose?”  
 
    Putting my hands on my hips to take the standard sarcastic pose, I went off, “Yeah Owen I just stood there and told the most overprotective parents in the world that it was a promise ring. I added that you and I will be taking off to the lone star state in a month or so. Oh, and then I snapped my fingers and disappeared into thin air. Cause that’s how I roll!” My eyes rolled all on their own. 
 
    What is this guy thinking? 
 
    Scotty came outside, walking straight up to Owen then mock punched him in the arm. “Hey, Owen. I got my football. You wanna throw a few?” 
 
    “Maybe in a little while, Scotty. Me and your sister are gonna take a walk in the woods right now.”  
 
    Scotty grinned as he looked back and forth at us. “I see.” 
 
    I’d had no idea Owen wanted to take a hike in the woods behind our house. But I knew my parents wouldn’t let us go alone. “You could come to, Scotty.” 
 
    “Nah, I’ll pass.” He jogged around to the back of the house and we followed. 
 
    “Dad’s not going to approve this idea if we’re going alone.” I thought he needed the heads up about that. 
 
    “Watch.” He grinned at me as we came to the backyard where my father was busily building a fire in his barbeque pit. “Hi, Mr. Tobin. How is your Sunday going today, sir?” 
 
    “Pretty good so far. And yours?” Dad waved a piece of cardboard back and forth over the fire to get it to spread. 
 
    “Great.” Owen reached out to shake Dad’s free hand and Dad obliged him. “Did you see the friendship ring I gave Tyri last night?” 
 
    “I sure did.” My father eyed Owen cautiously. 
 
    “I wanted to leave her with something, so she won’t forget about me and our long-time friendship. She’s been my buddy forever. She’ll always be one of my very best friends.” Owen punched me in the arm, softly. “Isn’t that right, buddy?” 
 
    Oh, I get it now. 
 
    I punched him back in his muscular bicep. “Yeah, buddy.” 
 
    Dad looked at us then shrugged. “Okay.” 
 
    Owen went a step further as he asked, “We’d like to take a hike in the woods. Care to join us?” 
 
    “I’m cooking. Can’t.” Dad looked toward Scotty who tossed his football into the air. “Hey, you wanna go walking with your sister and Owen?” 
 
    “Nah,” came Scotty’s quick reply. 
 
    “Looks like you guys will be on your own. Can you handle that, Owen?” Dad’s expression was as stern as they come. “You know I want my girl kept safe. Can you handle that?” 
 
    “I can, sir.” He nodded with confidence. “We’ll be back soon. Don’t worry a bit.” 
 
    “I won’t.” Dad went back to fanning his fire as I followed Owen to the edge of the forest. 
 
    Whispering so Dad wouldn’t hear me, I said, “Wow. Can’t believe you pulled that off.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m a miracle worker.” He chuckled as we stepped into the woods, leaving the watching eyes of my family behind us.  
 
    Walking over rocks, fallen trees, and over small streams, we got far enough away from the house for Owen to make his move. Suddenly, in one swift motion, he turned around, pressing me up against a tree.  
 
    I gasped at his suddenness and let out a small yelp. He surprised me with a hard kiss that took my breath away. Finally, he eased the kiss.  
 
    My eyes fluttered open to find him looking at me in such a different way. “I love you, Tyri Shaylee Tobin.”  
 
    His kiss left me intoxicated and the sound of the words actually coming out of his mouth rang in my ears. He loves me. And I love him. “Me too, Owen.” I went in for another one of his magical kisses. 
 
    But he pulled his head back. “Please don’t do that. I might not be able to control myself.” 
 
    “What would be so wrong with that?” I had to ask, feeling a bit jerked around by him. 
 
    “Nothing. If I wasn’t afraid your parents would send you off to a nunnery or something.” He smiled to lessen the blow. 
 
    It didn’t lessen it though. I looked down, embarrassed, then dropped my arms from around him and stood back a little. “I’m so sorry they’re like that. It’s so embarrassing.”  
 
    “Don’t be embarrassed.” He caught me by the chin to make me look at him. “They just want what’s best for you.” His lips lightly pressed against mine, making me hot in places I’d never gotten hot in before. 
 
    I wrapped my arms back around his neck, kissing him back. he moved his hands from my waist, slowly sliding them down to the top of my butt. My inexperience makes my body tense. 
 
    And he felt it too. “Sorry, babe. Too much? It’s just so hard to control myself.”  
 
    “Once I’m eighteen I can make my own decisions. I’m sure I’ll be much more comfortable in a place of our own.” I knew I couldn’t do anything more than kiss until I left my parents’ home. “I can’t say for sure if I’ll be ready the first night, but I will definitely get ready.”  
 
    He smiled, happy with my response then kissed me again, this time keeping his hands at my waist. Easing into the physical aspect of our very long relationship, we kissed and ran our hands over each other’s bodies for only a bit longer before deciding we should start heading back before my father got suspicious. 
 
    In the distance, the sound of thunder had us hurrying to get back home before a storm hit. “Crap,” Owen hissed as he held my hand, tugging me along behind him. “What a way to end our little outing.” 
 
    I didn’t care at all. High on his kisses, I couldn’t seem to care about a thing except being with him. But then the thunder suddenly got so much closer and the speed in which it did frightened me. “Geeze! That was fast.” My heart beat hard against my chest as Owen continued to pull me through the forest of tall pine trees.  
 
    A large, dark shadow followed us from above the trees, a thing Owen pointed out, “Do you see that shit? Something’s up there and it ain’t no storm cloud either.”  
 
    I kept glancing up to see if I could see what was there. The sound of thunder kept erupting right over our heads. I saw no lightning at all and there was no rain. Only wind came from directly above us.  
 
    Finally, I saw something through a tiny opening in the treetops. 
 
    What the hell is that? 
 
    As I kept my eyes skyward, I saw four sets of enormous wings moving. One set was grey, the other set was red. Both were leathery in texture. It made no sense at all to me. “Maybe they’re bats.” I tugged at Kyle’s hand, trying to get him to stop. I wanted to look at them, not run from them. 
 
    Owen’s eyes were wide and full of fear as he looked back at me, still running. “What are you doing, Tyri? Run. Stop trying to slow us down.” 
 
    “Let’s stop. I want to look at them.” I knew it sounded crazy to him but the look he gave me told me he thought me to be truly insane at that point. 
 
    A horrifying shriek sent vibrations down my spine. Owen gasped. “For the love of all that’s holy!” 
 
    With the screeching sounds that now accompanied the thunderous one, Kyle’s speed doubled. I literally flew behind him as he held my hand tightly. 
 
    The backyard loomed only a few yards ahead of us. Soon we’d be out in the open and I could finally really see what had come upon us. I couldn’t wait. Excitement and fear mingled together inside me as I readied myself to see something amazing. 
 
    But as soon as Owen stepped on foot onto the green grass in the yard, all the sounds and the wind stopped. We both looked up as we froze in place. 
 
    They’re gone!  
 
    Kyle looked back at me as we walked into the yard, both of us stunned beyond reason. “What the actual fuck was that?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ve never seen nor heard anything like that in all my years of living here.” But something inside of me pulsed as my heart raced. 
 
    I’ve got to know what they were.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Tyri 
 
    “Enjoy your time with Owen today, sweetie?” My mother started the conversation only seconds after Owen had left that night. 
 
    I sat down on my bed. “I did.” He and I decided not to say a word about what we’d seen since no one else had heard a thing. We didn’t want them to think we were in the woods taking something that might’ve made us hallucinate.  
 
    She reached down to my hand and touched the ring he’d given me. “This looks expensive. Do you suppose it’s made out of real silver?” 
 
    “I think so.” Not that I really cared at all. “But I don’t care if it is or not.” All that mattered was that Owen had given the ring to me. I would keep it forever, even if it ended up turning my finger green – which I highly doubted it would. 
 
    “Real, true love is something that’s hard to find. Some people never find it. Do you think that you have?” She asked me out of the blue.  
 
    My eyes stared down at the floor as I prayed she would stop this line of questioning. “Mom, are you thinking about giving me the old sex talk? Is this what you’re doing?” 
 
    “Far from it, sweetie.” She shook her head. “There should be no need for that right now. Should there? Have you and Owen been discussing having sex? Is that why you’ve brought this up?” 
 
    As if I’ve brought anything up.  
 
    I blanched at the thought. “Um, no we have not discussed anything like that.” More lies. When will they stop?  
 
    “I want to talk to you about love and how there are many different types of love.” She got up, walking to the window to lean against the frame as she looked outside into the darkness that had fallen. “The love you feel for Owen is not the same kind of mature love that you will feel one day for the man you will marry.” 
 
    The lies had filled me and the heat inside of my body was beginning to bother me as it only intensified each time I lied. So, I was done lying. It was time my parents knew how I felt about Owen. “I think that I do love Owen like that, and I think he loves me that way too.”  
 
    “Do you?” My mother didn’t look the least bit surprised by what I’d finally admitted to her. “I am sorry, sweetie, but at your age it’s mostly hormones that you feel - not real love. Real, true love is not something that grows on you. It just happens spontaneously. You have known Owen for many years. Since you were children. Don’t you think that it could be familiarity and the fact that you are comfortable with each other that makes you think that it’s a special and real love?” 
 
    I hesitated. My mother had always been so sensible that I now found myself questioning my own judgment. “I need to tell you something, Mom. I didn’t plan on telling you until the time came but I’m going to tell you now.” I twisted the ring back and forth nervously on my finger, then swallow hard to admit our real plans for the future. “I am going to go with Owen to Austin, Texas after I turn eighteen this summer. We’re going to live together there.” 
 
    I closed my eyes, feeling tears brimming up in them. My mother’s hand rubbed my shoulder lightly. “My poor baby. My poor, poor baby. I thought that your relationship with Owen was just a friendship. I hadn’t noticed that it turned into a romance. When did this happen?” 
 
    “We’ve been getting close for the last few years,” I admitted to her. “But only last night did I find out that he wants me to go with him. I was surprised by him asking me, but I think it’s a great idea if you want to know the truth. You and Dad have sheltered me so much that I have no idea what real life is like.”  
 
    “I know we have seemed overly protective, but we just wanted you to have a normal childhood. You know - a normal life.” She turned away from me, going back to the window. “We didn’t want you to get caught up in any dangerous activity that teenagers can sometimes get into. You’re just too special, Tyri.” 
 
    Too Special? “Mom, I am no more special than the next kid. I’m not sorry about how you have raised me, but I’m about done being raised. Almost eighteen you know, and I’m ready to start living my life. You’ve given me a strong foundation. I have good morals, Mom. Now please let me use some of my own judgment so I can begin a new part of life. One with love and romance and being on my own.”  
 
    She just stood there, looking out the window, saying nothing. Finally, she looking at me with a sweet expression. “You know something Tyri? I am glad to hear that. The time has come for some changes and seeing that you feel ready is, quite frankly, a big relief to me and it will be to your father as well. Just make me one promise, please darling.” 
 
    With her giving in, I had to promise her one more thing. “Anything.” 
 
    She nodded and smiled at me. “Don’t give away your innocence yet. Wait a little longer. Let this love thing mull around for a while before you give in to temptation. That way you can make the right decision. As always, Tyri I fully expect you to keep your promise to me. I will give you this time with Owen but keep it PG 13 - for now anyway.” She headed to the door to leave me to think about things, the way she’d always done my entire life after one of our talks.  
 
    I could do what she’d asked without any problems. “I promise. Mom.”  
 
     At least the lying is over. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    Tyri 
 
    “She said to keep it PG 13 huh?” Owen smiled as he helped me back into his truck, sitting me right next to him. 
 
    With my confession, my parents had let us go out on our very first date. Dating was now on the table and I was over the moon. I’d told Owen all about it only minutes after my mother had left the room. “Yep.” I couldn’t pull the smile off my face. I’d never been so happy. 
 
    “Do you think we kept it at that rating while we were in the movie theater?” He asked, smiling devilishly at me. 
 
    In the theater, he’d take full advantage of the dark, and moved our experiences with each other much further down the path. My body still smoldered from his touch and my mouth ached from all the deep kissing we’d done. “Owen, you are evil aren’t you?”  
 
    Flashing me a wicked little grin, he raised my hand and kissed the ring he’d put on my finger. “Did any of that feel evil to you, babe?” 
 
    Shaking my head, I didn’t really think him evil in the least. “No, not evil at all. You didn’t do anything to me that I didn’t want to be done. But now I don’t know how I can keep my hands off of you - nor my lips.” 
 
    He pulled the truck over to the side of the road and put it in park. “Then don’t.” Popping off his seatbelt, he turned to me, pressing his lips to mine. 
 
    Elated that I could bring such passion out in him with just a few words, I melted with his touch. His kisses and how he touched me set me on fire. The way his hands moved all over me left me breathless. 
 
    It was all good until his hand moved in between my legs, rubbing my jean covered crotch that was already throbbing and soaked by the desire he’d filled me with. Moving my mouth away from his, I had to remind him of something, “I promised.”  
 
    In true Owen nature, he pulled himself away from me and composed himself. “I know you did. I’ll get control of myself, baby.” He and I panted, filling the truck with our hot breath and fogging the windows up. “As hard as it is. I’ll do it for you. I would wait forever for you.” 
 
    He put the truck in drive as he took several deep breaths. I buckled my seatbelt back up that I hadn’t even noticed he’d taken off me. “You sure got those swift hands there, mister.” 
 
    He chuckled as he pulled up the steep driveway to my house. “Do I?” 
 
    The porchlight was on as usual. He got out of the truck, holding his hand up to me to help me out. When I grabbed his hand, a jolt of electricity shot through me, giving me a brief moment of wondering how long I could keep myself from giving in to this need. I had promised my mother I would after all.  
 
    I had never gone back on any promise that I’d given to my parents. I wasn’t about to start now. 
 
    He held my hand ad he walked me to the door. Stopping just in front of the door, he kissed my ring. “I love you Tyri Shaylee Tobin.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t doubt that.” I grinned. “I love you too.” 
 
    “Back to school tomorrow, babe. Until then, I will dream of you.” He opened my front door, ushering me inside as I drank in one last look at him. 
 
    As always my parents sat in the living room. “Hello, you two,” my mother greeted us. 
 
    “Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Tobin. Thank you so much for letting me take Tyri out tonight. We had a great night and really appreciate this.” Owen kissed my cheek. “I had a great time, Tyri. Goodnight. I’ll see you at school tomorrow.” 
 
    “I had a great time too. Night, Owen. I’ll see you then.” I closed the door behind him, wishing like crazy that the night didn’t have to end. 
 
    My demeanor wasn’t lost on my parents. I must’ve looked a little out of sorts with all the pawing we’d done at each other. “Goodnight, dear,” my mother said as she waved her hand, meaning I could and should leave the room.  
 
    I practically floated up the stairs, finding myself in my room. I fell onto my bed, reliving the evening. 
 
    After a dreamless night’s sleep, I got up and got ready for school. Heading to school with my brother in the passenger seat, I pulled into the student parking lot. Sad to see Owen’s truck wasn’t there yet. 
 
    If my parents hadn’t been so overprotective, I would’ve had my cell phone at that time and could’ve called him. But they wouldn’t let me take it to school or even have it at night.  
 
    Just one more thing that I could look forward to once I went away with Owen was getting to keep my cell with me at all times. 
 
    The day went by and Owen never showed up for school. I asked his friends if they knew if he was sick or anything and they had no idea. I became really worried and decided I’d stop by his house after school. 
 
    I began to feel stupid as I headed toward his house, Sure he was just sick – maybe from food poisoning from the popcorn, we’d ate a little of at the movies.  
 
    I pulled up at his house, but there were no cars there. Not his nor his parents. 
 
    It must be a family emergency. 
 
    Hurrying back to the school to pick up Scotty from football practice, I drove home, eager to get to my cell to call Owen. Worry had taken me over.  
 
    Scotty kept looking at me weird. “Why so fast, Sis?” 
 
    “No reason.” I didn’t want to get into it. I just wanted to find out where Owen was and if he was safe. 
 
    Pulling up at the house, I rushed inside. Mom sat on the sofa reading a book. “Hi honey, how was school?” 
 
    “Umm. It was fine. Can I have my phone please?” I couldn’t think about anything but calling Owen. 
 
    “Sure sweetie, it’s in the kitchen on the charger.” She went back to reading her romance novel. 
 
    I rushed to get it, hoping he’d sent me a text to let me know what was up with him missing school and not being home.  
 
    Disappointment enveloped me as I saw no messages from him. So, I texted him -Missed you at school, is anything wrong?- 
 
    I took my phone up to my room and tried not to get all crazy with worry. After thirty minutes - still nothing. It was making me truly insane to just sit and wait. I had to get my mind off of Owen and what he was doing. 
 
    If it was anything serious, he would’ve left a message. 
 
    I decided to go for a run, so changed into shorts and running shoes, putting my cell phone in my shorts pocket in case he texted me back.  
 
    Running down the driveway, the steep driveway set my pace a little higher than I normally ran. My mind was a mess of thoughts. Where is he? What happened? When will he get in touch with me? 
 
    The thought came into my mind that his truck wasn’t there, nor his parent’s car. What if he was in a wreck after he dropped me off?  
 
    My mind flew to how much I hated the overprotectiveness of my parents. If I’d had my phone, he would’ve been able to call me. We would’ve always been able to talk to each other during the nights and mornings. 
 
    How I hated the rules that had been laid out for me. I couldn’t wait to leave my parents’ strict home. Then I prayed out loud for a minute as I ran down the road that Owen was alright, “Dear Lord, please let him be okay. Not just so I can get out of here, but also because I can’t think of a life without him in it.”  
 
    Before I realized it, I’d run all the way into town. A truck passed in front of me, letting out a loud honk. It brought me back into my head as I brought my body to a halt abruptly. 
 
    I stopped and looked around at my surroundings. My head began to spinning and I felt disoriented.  
 
    Falling! Oh, Lord, I’m falling! 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    Tyri 
 
    “How is she?” my mother’s voice came to me. 
 
    “She’ll be fine,” a man’s voice answered. 
 
    “I think it’s better that you don’t go in right now,” a woman’s voice added. 
 
    “Well, I am,” a smooth, velvety voice said. 
 
    Whose voice is that? 
 
    A warm touch to the top of my hand stirred me so deeply that I felt it in every fiber of my being. My eyes opened as I had to see whose touch had affected me in such a way. A blurry shadowy figure was all I see. I blinked but couldn’t see clearly so I closed them again in frustration. 
 
    “Tyri. Oh my Tyri, how sweet to see those eyes,” the velvet smooth voice came close to my ear, sending chills through me. 
 
    I felt soft lips on my hand. “Come, Tyri. Come wake up for me,” the velvet voice called to me. 
 
    Even though I was awake, I felt afraid to open my eyes again. That voice and the touch of that hand had set something up in my head that just couldn’t be of this world. 
 
    But curiosity soon overcame my fear and I opened my eyes slowly. A shadowy figure held my hand as it leaned over me. My eyes gained more focus as I blinked. 
 
    Finally, he came into focus. Dark black hair fell around a lightly tanned face. Then my eyes found his. Emerald eyes looked back at me. Thick dark eye leashes surrounded those beautiful eyes. 
 
    I reached up to touch his cheek as something took me over. I wanted – no – I needed to touch him. But something held my arms down. Looking at my hands, I found them strapped down.   
 
    “Get her out of these,” the emerald eyes ordered with a smooth masculine voice that made my heart ache it was so beautiful. 
 
    People came into the room, bustling around me as the restraints were removed. But he never moved even a step away from my side, his eyes on me at all times. “Sir, we have to see to her now, please step out of the room,” a woman that looked like a nurse said softly to the man with emerald eyes.  
 
    That is all I could see, those eyes. I couldn’t stop gazing into those eyes and crazily enough, he couldn’t seem to stop gazing into mine. 
 
    “I will not leave her,” he said to the nurse, never letting his eyes leave mine. 
 
    Who is this guy? Have I lost my memory or something? Why does this completely gorgeous man say that he won’t leave me?  
 
    The woman in front of me shined a light into my eyes. “Can you tell me what you remember?” 
 
    “Ummm…, I was running, it feels like I was dreaming.” 
 
    “You weren’t dreaming,” she assured me. 
 
    My focus went to the doctor as she turned off the light she’d been shining into my eyes. “What happened to me?” 
 
    “Well, it seems that you fainted right on the street.” She put her hand on a bump on the back of my head. “When you fell, you hit the back of your head on the pavement and gave yourself a slight concussion.”  
 
    I flush, embarrassed. “What a klutz.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea of why you fainted? You know, had you eaten?” The doctor quizzed me. 
 
    “You know, I don’t think I have eaten. Maybe that and…,” I trailed off, just remembering that I didn’t know where Owen was and that I was worried. But for some reason, I didn’t want the guy who looked at me so intently with those freaking gorgeous emerald eyes to know that. 
 
    “And what, Ms. Tyri?” The doctor asked. 
 
    “Just that. That’s enough to pass out, right?” I had to ask. 
 
    “Sure, that and the fact that you were exercising on an empty stomach as well as almost getting hit by a truck from what I was told.” She nodded. “That could do it.” 
 
    Hit by a truck?  “What are you talking about? Almost hit by a truck? How?”  
 
    The tall, intensely muscular guy with the wavy raven hair and emerald eyes came even closer to me. “Tyri, I happened to be driving down the road behind you. I saw you running. You must have not seen the truck that was crossing the road in front of you. Thankfully, the driver honked his horn and that brought you to a stop. Unfortunately, you collapsed almost instantly and hit your head on the road. I stopped and picked you up, put you into my car and brought you straight here.” 
 
    “Thank you, ummm… sir,” I trailed off because I realized that I didn’t know his name. 
 
    The doctor moved away from me, messing with some papers. The emerald eyes were suddenly in front of me, so close. “Arsun,” he whispered huskily. “My name is Arsun.” 
 
    I smiled and he smiled back at me. “Thank you, Arsun,” I whispered back as if it was our little secret.  
 
    I realized just how close his face was to mine and blushed fiercely. He must’ve sensed my embarrassment as he backed away from me slowly.  
 
    My head cleared a little more and I began wondering where my parents were. I remembered hearing my mother’s voice while I was coming to.  
 
    “Are my parents here?” I asked the doctor. 
 
    “Oh, yes. They’re in the waiting room. I’ll send them in.” She left the room. 
 
    She’d been the last one in the room, besides the handsome stranger. Since we were now alone, I wanted to know a few things from him. “I don’t want to be rude, so please don’t take it like that, but how come you’re here? I mean you did your good deed; most people would’ve gone on about their business by now. Who am I kidding? Most people would have just called 911 and reported it, then went on about their business.”  
 
    He seemed a little shy all of a sudden. He’d seemed uber-confident and worldly somehow, even though he couldn’t have been more than maybe twenty years old.  
 
    He looked into my eyes from across the room. “I hope you’re not mad. I didn’t want to leave you. Your parents had not been notified when I first brought you in. The thought of you being all by yourself, that you might be afraid when you regained consciousness, was more than I could stand. When I carried you into the emergency room, the nurse asked me who you were and who I was to you. I knew your name from looking at your cell phone that I’d found in the pocket of your shorts. You know it says, ‘Tyri’s phone, don’t touch,’ as your background. So I said this is Tyri and I am Arsun Lestrange, her fiancé.”  
 
    “Oh!” I said quickly with surprise. “So you had to stay on, so you wouldn’t get caught in a lie. Once my parents got here, though… well, I can’t believe that they didn’t throw you out. My Dad is pretty protective. How did that work out?” 
 
    “Ummm… well… that is a bit of a story and I’m not sure that you are up to that one yet. You need to rest and not work that brain of yours too much, the concussion you know,” he stammered. 
 
    The door opened; Mom, Dad, and Scotty came in as Mom gushed, “Oh, my baby!” She hugged me gently. “You had us worried. The doctor told us that you fainted. Probably because you hadn’t eaten all day. Tyri, honestly what were you thinking? Oh, never mind that, I’m just so happy that you’re okay.” Then she turned to the ever-present Arsun. “Thanks to the heroic, Arsun.” 
 
    My father crossed the room and shook Arsun’s hand. “We can’t thank you enough, son, for being there for our daughter.” 
 
    “Not a problem, sir,” he stated as he looked at me. “I’m glad it was me who was coming down the road at just the right time. I shudder to think if it wasn’t.” 
 
    Scotty tried to lighten the mood. “I called your friend Suzanne and told her about how you went and got yourself put in the hospital. She’s coming up here to see you.” 
 
    “I’m sure I won’t be here much longer. That’s silly for anyone to come up here.” I didn’t want anyone coming to the hospital to see me anyway. The reason I was there in the first place was so embarrassing. 
 
    “No, dear.” Mom patted my shoulder. “You have to stay overnight, doctor’s orders.” 
 
    I looked at her in shock. “What? That’s crazy, I feel fine. I would rather be home, in my own bed.”  
 
    Arsun interjected quickly as he was suddenly on the other side of me, “Tyri, you have a concussion, a bruise on your brain if you will. It’s necessary to be under your doctor’s supervision for a while. Just to be on the safe side.”  
 
    I looked at my mother and found myself wondering why this devastatingly handsome young man cared so much about me. The weird thing was that I kind of liked it. “Do, I have a choice?” 
 
    She shook her head, so I resigned myself to the fact that I would be there, at least overnight. My mind went back to Owen and where he was. 
 
    Dad abruptly made an announcement, “So, you’re awake and will be fine. We’re gonna head home, honey.” 
 
    “What, already?” I asked in confusion. 
 
    “You need to rest, dear,” Mom said as she kissed me on my forehead. 
 
    Scotty and Mom walked out the door as I stared at them in disbelief. Dad followed then, but just before he was all the way out, he turned to Arsun. “Call if anything happens or she needs anything.” Then he closed the door, leaving Arsun there with me. Alone. 
 
    Why would my overprotective parents leave a complete stranger in my hospital room? Especially such a damn hot stranger! Something is not right.  
 
    The handsome stranger crossed the room to come and sit with me on my bed. He reached out to touch my hand where the IV went into it. A bruised place where it entered my hand took his attention. He rubbed it gently. “Such a shame, the bruises are marring up your perfectly ivory-colored skin.” He reached across me to my shoulder and touched me gently there too. I winced a little as I felt the gentle pressure of him touching another bruise. 
 
    Why am I allowing him to touch me like this? What the hell is going on with me? I have made a promise to Owen! 
 
    The beautiful stranger must’ve sensed my thoughts, because he stopped rubbing my shoulder and stood, going to sit in the chair next to my bed. 
 
    “Ummm… uh-huh….,” I stumbled with my words. “Again, not to be rude, but may I ask why you are still here?” 
 
    “I brought you here.  I can’t just leave you, Tyri,” he told me as if that was a great reason – which it was not. 
 
    “Not that I want to be alone or anything but there’s a slight chance that if my friends come up here, they are going to freak out that you’re here.” Owen would shit a brick. “Why my parents haven’t is beyond me.” 
 
    “Does it matter what they think, really?” He wore such a serious expression that it made me wonder if it did really matter if they came up to the hospital to find a handsome stranger sitting with me. “As for your parents - we have talked at great lengths while you were unconscious.” 
 
    “I don’t know what to make of you, Mr. Lestrange.” I shook my head slowly back and forth. 
 
    He cocked his head to the side. “You soon will. Don’t worry.” 
 
    And how will that occur exactly? 
 
    To be continued… 
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