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Smoothing out my yellow miniskirt, I glanced at Anastasia’s empty dinner plate and 

stopped myself from shaking my head. 

I swear, Anastasia must have the metabolism of a racehorse. My rail-thin girlfriend ate 

the steak in record time like it was an hors d’oeuvre. Her broad-shouldered, athletic 

boyfriend Gary was still working on his as she continued explaining how she came up with 

the idea for the four of us to eat out together. 

“So when Gary said he knew the perfect guy,” Anastasia gestured to Tom, my blind date, 

a yummy man with a strong jaw and piercing amber eyes, “I said we should totally double 

date.” 

“That was good of you to consider a restaurant date first.” I winked at her and threaded 

a lock of my raven-black hair behind my ear. 

“A restaurant date first?” Tom’s eyebrows rose. “As opposed to what?” 

I put a hand on his knee to get his attention. “Anastasia’s go-to plan is less of a 

‘restaurant date first’ thing and more of a partner-swapping thing.” 

“Oh, hush, Ariel!” Anastasia waved the comment aside. “Gary’s my boyfriend. I would 

never sleep with another man, even if Gary asked me to. I’m just not that kind of girl.” 

“Well,” Gary taunted, “you did suggest sharing a twin bedroom with Ariel and Tom, so 

that we could do our thing while they did their thing.” 

I smirked. “Why am I not surprised?” 

Tom laughed, shaking his head. He loosened his honey-colored tie. I loved how his tie 



brought out his eyes. Made me want to eat him up. 

Gary continued, “You have me to thank for suggesting a dinner date beforehand.” 

“Beforehand?” I asked. “Don’t tell me you have a motel room lined up for us after 

dinner.” 

Anastasia insisted, “It’s not a motel room, it’s a five-star hotel. I’m not sleazy, you 

know.” 

“I was kidding,” I laughed out my shock. It was fun to know that as well as I knew her, 

she could still shock me.  

“I’m not.” Anastasia patted her long, dark curls. “We can always cancel without any 

fee.” She leaned toward Tom. “But if you do want us to cancel, you’ll be missing out on 

Ariel’s hot, naked body.” 

“How would you know what I look like, Anastasia?” I said, playfully admonishing her 

suggestion. “You’ve never seen my hot, naked body.” 

She bit her finger as if caught. “Remember that time we went to the beach and you 

changed into your bikini in that stall?” 

Oh Em Gee! She didn’t. “Yeah?” 

“There may or may not have been a hole to peek through.” She grabbed Gary’s arm. 

“Well, wouldn’t you have peeked?” 

“Absolutely not,” Gary said. 

“Thank you for being a gentleman,” I said. 

He continued. “I would have taken a snapshot instead. Lasts longer.” 

“That’s my man. Now down to the ass tax.” She leaned toward Tom. “Tom, are you 

rich?” 



“Anastasia,” I warned. 

“What’s the big deal? I want to make sure he’s right for you.” 

I glowered at her. 

“Fine.” She rolled her eyes. “Maybe that was too taboo a question. I’ll tone it down. 

Tom, just how big are you?” She straightened and peered down as if that would get her a 

better view of his crotch. 

Tom laughed with shock. 

“Anastasia!” I kept forgetting how crass she could be. 

“Ariel, I’m just looking out for you.” Her cell phone rang. “Oh, I gotta take this. It’s my 

friend Emily on her honeymoon. I told her to call me after she lost her virginity tonight.” 

She stepped to the restaurant’s lobby. 

“I’ll be back in a bit,” Gary said. “The restroom calls.” 

When we were alone at the table, I took Tom’s hand in both of mine, my fingers 

casually resting on the pulse at his wrist. 

“I’m impressed,” I said. “Not many can handle Anastasia’s boldness.” 

“I can be a lot bolder myself if I’m certain I won’t offend anyone.” 

“That so? Good to know.” I asked him questions about his background to get a baseline 

read. 

He was born and raised in New York, went to a college prep high school, and was 

currently doing an internship with the rocket defense design company Lockheed-Martin 

before starting his scholarship at UC Berkeley in Engineering. 

“What about you?” he asked. 

“I’m from Kansas originally. Spent high school in schools across the country.” 



“Oh, is your father in the military?” 

A lump formed in my throat. Just who was reading who here? “Why do you say that?” 

“Military children move a lot. I’m sorry. I was jumping to conclusions.” 

“You’re right though. It’s my mother who’s in the military, not my father.” Might as well 

tell him the truth. “My father passed away when I was a teenager.” 

He squeezed my hand. “I’m so sorry.” 

I shrugged. I didn’t feel like telling him it was my mother’s fault. Nor was I about to tell 

him that my mother was a different species of hominid. 

“You’re in college?” he asked. 

I nodded. “Music major. I’m at Vassar. Hoping to do an exchange program with Russia 

during my sophomore year.” 

“Russia? Why Russia?” 

Maybe to settle the score with a Russian mafia leader? One who had my father killed 

just to anger my mother? “I don’t know. I’ve been studying the Russian language, so it just 

seems natural.” 

Enough about me. Time to evoke a lie.  

“Are you curious to know what Anastasia looks like naked?” 

He chuckled and said, “She’s not my type.” 

“That’s not what I asked,” I sing-songed. “Are you curious to see Anastasia naked?” 

“No.” There it was. A touch of an increase in his pulse and a little chew on his lips. 

No straight man would refuse a chance to see her naked. My lie detector was all set. 

“How many girlfriends have you had?” 

“Two.” 



His pulse was steady. No change in his expression. He was telling the truth. 

“Why so few?” I asked. 

He shrugged. “They each lasted a few years. Probably would have lasted longer if deal 

breakers didn’t come up.” 

“Deal breakers?” 

“One decided she wouldn’t try to quit smoking, the other wanted kids.” 

“And you don’t want kids?” 

He shook his head. Man after my own heart. Not that I didn’t want kids, I wanted them 

very much. But in my future line of work? Kids would never be a luxury I could afford. 

He looked at me. “Which begs the question...” 

I squeezed his hand. “I don’t smoke and don’t plan on having any kids.” 

He smiled. “Good.” 

“So you’ve had long-term relationships. That’s commendable. Ever cheat on either of 

them?” I watched him closely. 

He scowled, but with a smirk of good humor replied, “No.” 

His pulse was even. His expression passed the test. He spoke the truth. 

Then he pulled his hand out from mine. “Are you testing me? Seeing if I’m telling the 

truth?” 

Damn! I must have been losing my touch. No one ever caught me before. 

I put my hands up in surrender. “You got me.” 

He scanned the side of the room as if reflecting on all I had said. “Aside from saying I 

didn’t want to see Anastasia naked, I’ve been telling you the truth.” 

“I know.” 



He fiddled with the silverware near his empty plate, adjusting their position, and said, 

“Just be straight with me and I’ll be straight with you, okay?” He sounded angry but kept his 

cool. I had to respect him for that. 

But I could never be completely straight with him about who I was. Not without 

clearance from the organization my mother worked for, the CIA. Instead, I said, “Deal.” 

“So ask away.” 

As a form of peace treaty, I offered my hand. He smiled and took it. I held his hand in a 

more natural way, without any fingers resting on his pulse. 

“Earlier you said you could be as bold as Anastasia if you were certain it wouldn’t offend 

anyone.” 

He nodded. “Maybe bolder.” 

I had to admit, chatting with Anastasia was never a dull moment. Having a boyfriend 

like that? All sorts of intimate possibilities came up. “Just how bold?” 

“You sure you want to know?” 

I held up my free hand as if taking an oath. “I promise not to be offended.” 

“It could be anything from talking about sex to doing sexual things in public.” 

Gulp.  

I twirled a lock of my hair. “What... kinds of things?” 

“You promised you wouldn’t be offended,” he warned. 

I raised my hand as if in oath again. 

“Anything from giving, such as rubbing your clit or fingering you, to receiving, such as 

getting a hand job or a blowjob.” 

My jaw dropped. “In public.” 



“Right now, under the table if you’d like.” 

Anastasia returned, interrupting our moment. Maybe it was for the best. I wasn’t sure 

how to respond to what sounded like an enticing offer. 

“Emily’s fine.” Anastasia sat and repositioned her napkin on her lap. “She didn’t have an 

orgasm, but it was enough of a life-changing moment to rock her world, I mean, losing one’s 

virginity, that’s a big deal, right?” 

What if Tom was all talk? What if he didn’t have the guts to fool around in public? 

Anastasia leaned in and spoke in a conspiring whisper, “So did you two come to a 

decision? Do you want to have sex together at the hotel room? I mean not together-

together, just you two have sex while Gary and I have sex. Want to?” She added with a sing-

song voice, “It’ll be a lot of fun.” 

There was something exciting about the idea. But even more exciting was the prospect of 

having sex in front of Anastasia without her knowing. 

“I don’t think it’s a good idea.” Under the table, I took Tom’s hand and guided it 

between my thighs. He took the cue and glided a fingertip along the fabric of my dress that 

lined my intimate flesh. “Tom and I just met. It doesn’t seem right that after the first date 

we jump in bed together.” 

He hitched my skirt up with gentle fingers and found the hem of my panties. 

“Are you sure?” Anastasia asked as Gary returned and joined the table. “People always 

jump in bed when they first meet. Gary, what did I say to you when we first met?” 

Tom slipped his hand down my panties and dipped a finger into me. Mmm. I kept a 

hand on his wrist to make sure he didn’t pull away. 

“I’ll never forget it,” Gary said. “You said, ‘Hi. My name’s Anastasia. Want to fuck?’ ” 



We all laughed. My entrance clenched around Tom’s finger, nearly pushing him out. 

Thankfully, he stayed inside. 

“Well?” Anastasia defended herself. “Gary’s a gorgeous guy. Why would I pass that up?” 

Tom asked, “Is that the sort of behavior you would expect from your friend Emily?” 

“God, no! She’s the sort that thinks sex should just be for getting pregnant. It took me 

two weeks to convince her to have sex with her husband during their honeymoon for the 

sake of pleasure.” 

I chimed in, “We may not be as extreme as Emily, but we’re not exactly on your side of 

the spectrum, either.” 

Tom plunged a second finger inside. I bit into a buttered bread roll to keep from 

moaning and closed my eyes. Could people see fireworks with their eyes closed? Cause I was 

seeing fireworks. 

“Fine. I guess I won’t be seeing how big Tom is tonight,” Anastasia said. She brightened 

as though coming up with an idea. She held up a butter knife. “So Tom, would you say this 

is a small knife or a big knife?” 

“Come now, Anastasia,” Gary said. 

Tom laughed and removed his fingers, then coated my clit with my own essence. 

Another bite of the roll and a sigh of pleasure as if the roll tasted like the best food I’d had in 

years, and hopefully they didn’t know I was melting to Tom’s magic fingers. I could smell my 

liquid delight over the taste of buttered bread. Could they smell me too? 

“Five inches,” Tom said. 

“What?” Anastasia asked. 

“I’m just five inches when fully erect.” 



Anastasia nodded with a look of respect. “That’s good of you to say so, Tom. What 

made you decide to reveal that to us?” 

“It’s good for Ariel to know what she’s getting into if she does decide to start a 

relationship.” 

“That’s right,” Anastasia said. “Or in this case, it’s good for Ariel to know what’s getting 

into her.” 

She cackled along with the guys. I couldn’t laugh. Tom squeezed two fingers inside me 

again and that’s all I could focus on. My chest heated. I wanted to fan myself, but that 

would have attracted attention. 

Five inches, eh? Who cared what size he was? As long as he had his fingers around to spin 

me to heights as high as these, he would have no problem satisfying me sexually.  

“So Anastasia,” Tom asked, “how do you feel about that character in Fifty Shades of 

Grey having the same name as you?” 

Tom plunged with a fast rhythm now, the scent of my pleasure was so strong the whole 

restaurant must have smelled me. 

“I hate it,” Anastasia said. “Everybody I meet thinks I’m just some innocent, 

inexperienced prude. If anything, it encouraged me to shock guys by saying, ‘Hey, wanna 

fuck?’ Until I became Gary’s girlfriend, that is. Now I stay true to him.” 

Oh, God. My nipples looked like bullets on show for all to see, but with the oncoming 

wave, I didn’t care. 

I glanced at Tom to let him know I was going to come. Did he understand?  

I put both of my hands on Tom’s. He got the hint and thrust his fingers faster, his 

thumb doing fancy work on my clit. 



“What’s that smell?” Anastasia asked. “I recognize it, but can’t place it. Gary, do you 

recognize it?” 

He shook his head, thank goodness. My legs clenched, my core scorched. 

“It smells like...” She smelled the air and gasped. “I know what that tangy aroma is.” 

I hunched over the table. My climax burst through me. All the muscles in my body 

popped alive and ecstasy rippled in my chest, at my nipples, and out my pussy. 

Anastasia leaned in. “Holy assfuck, Ariel, did you just have an orgasm?” 

To answer her question, I smirked, brought Tom’s fingers to my lips, and licked them 

clean. 

Anastasia pretended to pout. “Too early to have sex on the first date, huh? You liar!” 

I patted my happy pussy to calm my purring lady without anyone seeing, then brushed 

down the hem of my dress. “I said sharing a bed was too soon. I didn’t say anything about it 

being too soon to have sex.” 

“She has a point.” Gary chuckled. “I’m going to pay the bill.” 

He stood and we all thanked him for his generosity. Tom offered to chip in. Anastasia 

waved him to shut up, before Gary had a chance to decline. Gary headed toward the cashier. 

“So are we taking this to the hotel room or not?” Anastasia asked. 

“I’ll leave that decision to Ariel,” Tom said. 

I asked him, “Would you be disappointed if we didn’t?” 

“Maybe a touch disappointed, but also quite grateful you already trusted me to get this 

close to you so soon. Will I see you again?” He leaned in close and eyed my lips. 

Dammit. I wanted to see him again. He was gorgeous and caring, and based on his 

relationship background, quite the catch. But the whole reason I didn’t date was because it 



could lead to long-term relationships. Long-term relationships might risk the lives of loved 

ones. When Anastasia had suggested a double date, I was convinced her friends were all one-

night-stand guys. It didn’t even occur to me that Tom was Gary’s friend instead of 

Anastasia’s. 

The hell with it, Ariel, take a chance. 

“You’ll see me again, Tom. I’d like that very much.” 

Gary returned. 

Anastasia stood and put on her coat. “Come on, Gary. Let’s go to the hotel and cancel 

the reservation while these love birds share a taxi home.” 

“Or,” Gary said, “you and I could make use of the hotel room.” 

She squealed with delight, embraced Gary with a firm kiss, then said, “I knew I made 

you my boyfriend for a reason.” 

  

*** 

  

At the restaurant’s front door, Tom and I said goodbye to Anastasia and Gary.  

Alone, Tom clicked on his phone. “I’ll get us a rideshare.” 

He turned his back to me and wandered to a nearby alley, away from the noise of the 

music broadcasted through the restaurant’s outdoor speakers. I followed him. A squeal of 

tires rounded the distant corner. 

“Got it,” Tom said, still working the buttons on his phone. “A Toyota Prius should 

arrive in four minutes.” 

In the low lamplight, a white van screeched beside us. Three men with black ski masks 



jumped from the open side door and grabbed me. 

“Hey!” Tom stepped to intervene before I could stop him.  

One of them pulled a gun and shot Tom in the shoulder. His side whipped around from 

the impact and he dropped to the ground. 

I screamed and let them take me into their van. The sooner they got me away from 

Tom, the safer he’d be. 

They shoved me to the floor of the van. The driver peeled off. One of the three 

abductors in the back of the van slammed the side door shut. 

Who would help Tom? Perhaps the rideshare would spot him and either take him to the 

hospital or call an ambulance. I had to believe that would happen. I had to believe he would 

be okay. 

The biggest threat, a man of average build, held me at gunpoint as one skinny criminal 

tied my wrists to a metal beam on the wall of the van and another, this one heavyset and 

short, tied my ankles together. 

A gun. Not good. I was strong but not indestructible. 

The van careened from side to side going who knew where? 

“Why are you doing this?” The words came out more agitated than I intended. Dammit. 

Shooting Tom shook me up. But it sold the helpless woman routine I wanted to keep up 

until I assessed the situation. 

“Relax,” the gunman said with a thick accent I couldn’t place. “We’re just going to 

make a deal with your mother. If she lets us do our business this weekend, we let you go 

unharmed.” 

I wanted to spit. My mother. Of course it had to do with my superhuman mother. 



Crouched, the heavyset guy who’d finished tying my ankles oozed his gaze along my legs. 

Then stood and ogled my breasts. He bent and stroked my shin with an icky gentle touch 

and said something in a foreign language to the gunman.  

I recognized it now. He was speaking Serbo-Croatian.  

Even though the only Serbo-Croatian I spoke was, “Have a nice day,”--Prijatan dan 

zelim--I could tell what this shin-groper was asking the gunman permission to do to me. 

The gunman shrugged as he replied and the heavyset groper grinned wide. He slid his 

hammy hand along my inner thigh. It was time to end this.  

With a firm yank, not even my best effort, I shredded apart the rope at my wrists and 

threw the bits at the gunman’s hand so fast, he cursed, and dropped the gun. Like a bullet, it 

wasn’t the mass of the rope that hurt him, but the sheer speed of it. 

I grabbed the groper’s hand at my thigh and twisted it backwards, saying the one phrase 

I knew in their language, “Prijatan dan zelim!” 

He yelped and fell to his knees. 

The gunman reached for the gun on the van’s floor. As he grasped the gun, I lifted and 

hurled the bulky groper at him. The two men collapsed together and the gunman cried out. 

In that case, it was the mass that hurt.  

“Prijatan dan zelim!” I yelled. 

Kicking the ropes off my ankles took a split second. The skinny guy looked as baffled as 

a guy watching an infomercial on how to eat a jeep. I punched him unconscious anyhow.  

“Prijatan dan zelim.” 

The driver swerved probably trying to figure out what was going on in the back of his 

van. I’m sure he didn’t expect his buddies to shriek as I wished them a nice day. I kicked the 



back door open and jumped out, tumbling on the dark road to my feet. 

I was on empty highway. This after-midnight hour, the highway’s lack of cars came as no 

surprise. 

The van sped away. I suppose I should have counted my blessings and let the whole 

thing go, but dammit, they made me so angry with what they did to Tom. Besides, they still 

had my purse. I paid good money for that Chanel clutch from eBay.  

I sprinted after the van. It meant going about ninety miles an hour, but not a problem. I 

caught up to the vehicle and ran alongside the driver side window. 

“Pull over,” I shouted at him. 

He saw me, whimpered, and sped up. Maybe he didn’t understand English. I raced to 

him, ripped off the door, and yanked him out. He rolled to a somewhat gentle stop. 

I called back, “Prijatan dan zelim!” 

Without its driver, the van veered to the right and scraped against the highway barrier 

until it rumbled to a stop. Inside the van, I found my purse in the back and did a quick 

check. Yep, everything was still inside. From the skinny criminal’s pocket, I extracted his 

phone. I called the police anonymously and let them know of the crashed van on the side of 

the highway. 

With the police on their way, I tied up the criminals with their own rope—a stash I 

hadn’t shredded—and left them woozy or unconscious in the back of the van. 

 

*** 

 

An hour later, at the hospital, I learned that Tom was going to be fine. The bullet grazed 



his shoulder. 

I didn’t talk to him, though.  

I learned my lesson. Every so often some sickos would try to harm me to get to my 

mother.  

Tonight was what I could expect for taking a chance on love. 

Tom was shot and would make a full recovery. But what about the next time? 

No more going after relationship for me. 

I wanted to go to him. I wanted to apologize to him, tell him how sorry I was he got 

injured. It was me, not him. He needed to know that. He deserved to know that. If I didn’t 

at least call him, he’d think I was a bitch for brushing him off. 

But the truth hit me. If he thought I was a bitch, it would be easier for him to forget 

about me. So instead of talking to Tom, I planned to ignore his calls if he tried to call me. 

Better he be disappointed than dead. 

The next day, Anastasia visited me at my dorm room while I was studying for a Music 

Theory exam. She wore jeans and a powder blue sweater slung low over one shoulder. I was 

in my comfortable grey Vassar sweats. 

“What the hell happened last night?” she demanded. 

“Tom and I got mugged.” 

“Mugged? Tom was shot! Gary and I visited him in the hospital. He said they grabbed 

you and forced you into a van.” 

“And shortly after got stopped by the police. They were caught and I’m fine.” 

Anastasia squinted at me, assessing me. “They didn’t try anything? Like, sexually?” 

“Believe me. I’m fine.” I crossed my heart. 



“Well, I’m here if you need to talk, okay?” 

I nodded and smiled. “I know.” 

My roommate had picked up the mail and left mine on the dining room table. I flipped 

through the envelopes. 

She sat at the table. “So when are you going to visit Tom?” 

Mostly junk mail. Here was one from Vassar College’s Office of International Programs. 

“I’m not going to date Tom anymore.” I ripped open the envelope as the stone of guilt 

dropped in my gut. “Look, when you see him again, can you tell him it’s nothing personal, 

it’s just that I have a deal breaker. He’ll know what that means.” 

She rested her head on her hand like she had just heard the heaviest load of bullcrap. 

“Deal breaker? Honey, I invented the term just to get guys to fuck me and never have to see 

them again. So what’s yours? You want kids? You don’t want kids? You’re taking up 

smoking? You want to be a man and the operation’s this weekend?” 

Telling her I was the daughter of a unique-species CIA operative with exceptional 

physical abilities was out of the question.  

“I’m just bad luck, okay?” At least that was true. 

“Bad luck? Multiple men capture you and you walk away without so much as a scratch? 

That’s bad luck?” 

I unfolded and scanned the letter from the Office of International Programs. The stone 

in my gut melted away into a joyful puddle. 

I handed the letter to Anastasia. “Then show him this.” 

Anastasia skimmed it and gasped. “You’re going to be an exchange student in St. 

Petersburg, Russia, for a full year? Holy cum bubbles! I am so jealous!” She dropped the 



letter to the table. “That clinches it. Long distance relationships never work. I hear it’s cold 

in Mother Russia, so you’re going to need a man to keep you warm at night. And no 

disrespect, but Tom deserves the freedom to get his rocks off, too. Just sayin’.” 

I laughed. “Knowing Tom, he should be able to find a terrific gal real fast.” 

“Hell yeah.” 

St. Petersburg. I couldn’t believe my good fortune. It was one of the most beautiful cities 

on the planet. And I could perfect my Russian there. 

“I’m so happy for you!” Anastasia gave me a bear hug. 

Excitement fizzed inside my belly. I couldn’t wait to begin my adventure. 

  

*** 
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Ariel’s Super Power of Love 

C h a p t e r  1  

 
A loud clanging sound jarred me awake. The sound came from a flight attendant pushing a 
beverage cart through the aisle. I woke up from my nap only to realize I’d rested my head on 
the shoulder of the handsome blond-haired, blue-eyed passenger sitting next to me. 

“Oh! Izvinitye,” I apologized in Russian over the din of the plane’s engines. 
He replied in Russian with a cute smile, full of sparkling teeth. “No, no. It’s okay. You 

can rest your head on my shoulder if you’re tired. You speak Russian?” Based on his accent, I 
placed him as someone born South of St. Petersburg, our destination. 

“I studied it in school.” At least I was partly honest. I threaded a loose lock of my raven 
black hair behind my ear. I couldn’t exactly tell him that I learned two dialects of Russian, 
along with martial arts, firearms, and high tech in a secret government facility from age 
fifteen onward. “Where are you from?” I continued in Russian. My voice fought against the 
hum of the plane and the passengers talking behind us. 

“Veliky Novgorod, a city South of St. Petersburg.” He scratched the cute five o’clock 
shadow. He had been clean-shaven at the beginning of our twelve-hour transatlantic flight 
with a four-hour layover in Paris. He looked fit and trim, and all over yummy. 

“Why were you in the US?” I asked. 
“My uncle got married. I went to his wedding.” 
“Oh, that’s lovely.” I admired his sapphire eyes. He had the kind of eyes that seemed to 

say, I’m here for you.  
“Are you American?” He asked. 
“Yes. Born and raised in Kansas.” 
“And your parents? Were they also born in America?” 
A fist of hurt bit into my heart. The insignia of two arrows and a sickle branded on my 

father’s forehead flashed in mind. 
Kind Eyes took my hand. “What’s wrong?” 
“Nothing, it’s just….” I let him hang on to my hand. “My father had an accident and 

died when I was a teenager.” 
“I’m so sorry.” 
“It’s okay.” I smiled sadly. “When I was a kid, I used to hate going to church. On those 

Sunday mornings when I rebelled against going, Dad would say, ‘But Ariel, you’ll get to do 
communion and drink wine. With enough wine, you can get drunk and look like this.’ Then 
he’d put this drunken smile on his face and stumble all over the room until I was rolling on 
the floor laughing.” 

“Sounds like a wonderful father. A good man.” 
I nodded. God, I missed Dad so much. “After he passed away, I never could bring myself 



to taste wine again. Any alcoholic drink, really.” I shrugged and stared past his shoulder out 
the window into the dark. 

He stroked my hand in soothing circles. “That’s okay. Alcohol is overrated anyway. 
Don’t let anyone in my country know I said that, though.” He smiled and I let in the love he 
offered me in his warm gaze. “Your mother is still alive?” 

“Yes. Alive and well.” 
“Where is she from?” 
I didn’t think telling him that my mother was a different species would go over well.  
“Canada,” I lied. Needing my space to think of my mother, I took my hand away from 

him and touched my necklace.  
“Oh. I’m sorry.” He scowled.  
Damn. When I took my hand away, he probably thought I wasn’t interested in him. I 

needed to offer back my hand. 
A flight attended appeared. “Napitok? Beverage?” 
“Nyet,” I said hoping to rid of her as quickly as possible. “Spasibo.” 
Once the flight attended moved on to the passengers sitting behind us, I turned to my 

neighbor hoping to connect with him again, but I was too late. He had shifted in his seat 
and leaned his head against the window to sleep. 

I sighed and rubbed the triangular medallion on my silver chain – a gift from my mother, 
and the symbol of her tribe hidden away in the African jungle. 

The deep rumble of the jet engines hummed as the plane soared over the Baltic Sea. The 
smell of cold recycled air wafted. 

Nearly one hundred years ago, the US stumbled upon my tribal ancestors, the men and 
women who sported increased muscle density from a millennia of evolution. When the 
American explorers realized they had stumbled upon a new species of Hominid, they became 
thrilled at the chance of making the discovery of the century. Wishing to remain an 
unknown culture, our tribal leader asked the US explorers what it would take to not expose 
the tribe’s existence to the rest of the world. The government requested to have one of the 
members of the tribe to study. The tribe offered an expendable member of their species. A 
woman named Wendistra. My mother. 

After studying her feats of strength and her physiology, the US included her on military 
missions. Though the government had every intention of keeping my tribal ancestors a 
secret, word leaked out somehow. Fortunately, the truth got skewed and found its way into 
comic books as Wonder Woman and other cultural media. My mother is nothing like the 
Wonder Woman character portrayed in the comics. She has no costume, no bracelets, no 
magical rope. The only thing the fictional superhero has in common with my mother, 
Wendy, is that they’re both strong. 

My mother married a human, Cyril Garrison, my Dad. Though I’m a hybrid, I’ve 
inherited the genetic high muscle density trait. I may look like a thin girl, but I weigh a lot 
more than I look. Ever since I was fifteen-years-old, I’ve been trained for missions of war. In 



the near future, once I finish college, I’ll be taking my mother’s place, starting with national 
assignments before moving on to international missions. 

The cute guy next to me was asleep. I wished he were awake. He had such sexy blue 
eyes. Whoa! What was that stirring at his pants? I’ve been forever impressed by how men 
can get hard-ons while they’re asleep. His was still growing. 

My nipples were doing their own growing. Glad no one was seated on the other side of 
me, I spread a blanket over my body and spooned in his direction. I hoped that all the 
movement I caused with getting the blanket over me would wake him up, but it didn’t. 

Didn’t matter. I didn’t need to wait for him. Underneath the blanket, I released the 
clasp at the back of my bra. That freed my breasts. I sighed. I cradled my breasts, skin on 
skin. With a gentle glide of my fingertips, my nipples perked up making me wet and yearning 
for more. I unsnapped the top of my jeans and zipped it open. I snuggled a finger between 
my folds. Putting the finger to my mouth, I tasted my tart self. I tucked my glistening finger 
back underneath and found my clit. I soothed her and stroked her in long, loving circles, 
imagining it was this man’s finger soothing me, stroking me. The more I touched, the more 
swollen she became, demanding more.  

My body started feeling it was on its own flight. I rose higher and muffled a moan. 
The yearning to be scratched sunk inside me. I pushed my finger past my entrance to 

find it. My body lifted higher at my touch. I squeezed my breast with my other hand. The 
yearning to be scratched dove further, so I pushed my finger deeper.  

A glance at the huge rod in my neighbor’s pants was all I needed to imagine him inside 
me, pumping me. I inserted another finger. I was practically writhing on my hand, but 
satisfying the yearning eluded me still, wanting more.  

This was ridiculous. I wouldn’t be content until I had him inside me. 
I spread the blanket over the both of us. With a gentle touch, I ran my fingertips along 

his length. 
He lifted his tired eyes. His shocked, pleased expression that followed was priceless.  
I gave him a squeeze. “We’ll arrive in about an hour. Are you up for getting to know 

each other better?” 
He didn’t say anything. He just opened his fly and gave me direct access. I gripped his 

hot flesh. He made a quiet groan of gratitude. 
Hey! This wasn’t just about him.  
I guided his hand to my open jeans and he got the hint.  
We sat like that for a good fifteen minutes, staring into each other’s eyes, letting our 

fingers do the talking. Though my body was flying to new heights, and my panties were 
soaked with desire, I needed more. 

“Let’s take this to the bathroom. Meet me there in two minutes.” I kissed his cheek, 
zipped up my pants, and straightened my hair. 

My Conscience, poor girl, was probably trying to shout how joining the mile-high club 
was not a good idea. I couldn’t hear her, though. My body’s dominating desire for sex had 



tied her to a chair and held a knife to her throat. 
I stood on wobbly legs to open the overhead compartment and retrieved the little packet 

I needed from my carry-on. I braced myself on the top of passengers’ seats, supporting myself 
on the move to the back of the plane. 
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WARNING: In Ariel’s Super Power of Love: The Erotic Wonders of a Super Heroic 
Woman, Ariel is a vengeful sleuth who pushes her own boundaries redefining what’s right 
and wrong in every situation, including the bedroom. Her racy journey of lace and lingerie 
includes solo F, M/F, F/F, M/F/M/M, and a stage performance that would make Miley 
Cyrus blush. For 18 years and older. 
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Liz Adams, bestselling author of the erotic fairy tale Alice’s Sexual Discovery in a Wonderful 
Land, lives in the San Francisco Bay Area, CA. Her sequel, Alice’s Erotic Adventures through 
the Mirror won two awards including first place for Best Fantasy in the Passionate Plume 
2016 Contest. Liz studied music and creative writing at UCLA and worked as a freelance 
model before making her writing her career. In her spare time she cuddles with her spouse 
on the couch to watch her favorite shows and often they work together doing hands-on 
research for her books. 



 

W h a t  r e a d e r s  a r e  s a y i n g …  

 
 

“A wild and crazy run! Ariel’s adventures kept me turning pages long into the night just 
to find out the next outrageously fun and sexy thing she’d do. She had her dark moments, 
too, but make no mistake, Ariel’s story is a romance with an unusual happily ever after.” 
~Jasmine Haynes, Author of The Jackson Brothers series and Open Invitation series 

 
“I started reading at 11 PM, figuring I’d read for a half hour and then go to sleep. 

Finally, at 3 AM, I forced myself to put my Kindle down. (A girl has to sleep, after all!) Yes, 
it’s that good.” 
~Karysa Faire, author of Swashbuckler and Siren’s Opus 

 
“The scenes are steamy and they will make you blush. I highly recommend taking the 

book to bed with you.” 
~Ana	Galvan,	author	of	The	Contents	of	Desire 


