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Blurb: 
 

In the future, we don't choose our mates; Nature chooses for us. Nature doesn't 
make mistakes. And if you don't pay attention to Nature's Imperative, you 
suffer.  

Aquamarine Davis has an exciting future. The up and coming young 
choreographer is leaving town for a new job when she feels the unwelcome call 
of the Imperative. Hounded by an intense, biological compulsion to find her 
mate, Marina reluctantly attends the local mating assembly.  

Artist Con Montgomery is thrilled that the Imperative finally called! At 32, he 
believed his time had passed. For years, he's been haunted by visions of blue 
which he knew symbolized his mate. The Imperative leads him to Duncan 
Sinclair, and Con immediately recognizes his future in the smiling blue eyes of 
this man.  

When Con and Duncan walk out of the Assembly together, they leave something 
behind: Marina. Their mate. 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter One 

Standing outside the Morris City Gardens, Marina Davis glared at the ivy-
draped walls of the enclosure. She’d hoped her single life would have lasted 
longer. After all, she was only twenty-three years old. Her parents had not felt 
the Imperative trigger until they were much older than she. But there was no 
denying the tingling that swept from her nipples down to her sex. Hell, even her 
toes were tingling. There was no mistake. Her mate was near and their genetics 
were calling to one another. She had no choice. 

 
Marina entered the cool garden and left her name with the staff at the 

desk. The normally serene garden was a symphony of sensation, color, sound 
and smell. Hundreds of young people were milling, expectant looks on their 
faces, heads tilted as they honed in on a signal only they could sense. The 
resonance of the Imperative. The call to their biological mate. 

 
To Marina’s surprise, Nature wasn’t always intent on reproduction. To 

her left, two young women gazed at one another in surprise, quivering hands 
outstretched in disbelief and infatuation. She stifled a smile and moved on. 
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He was here. The air fairly vibrated with his presence. A strong wave rose 

behind her. She whirled, beaded braids whipping her cheek, expecting an 
outstretched hand. She saw no one. The resonance was now to her right. She 
changed directions. For long moments, contradictory signals pummeled her 
senses. Confused and discouraged, Marina surrendered and sank to a bench in 
the shade of an ancient tree. If she stayed put, he would be able to locate her. 

 
What was he like? She scanned the crowd, looking for a man of her own 

race. He would surely be of African heritage. She prayed that he would be 
understanding about her new position with the Ashland City Ballet. It was only 
for their Summer Festival. As choreographer, she would be required for 
auditions and rehearsals, and possibly for the run of the festival. Marina always 
danced in the productions she choreographed, and was anxious to begin work 
on this one. She’d be gone three months, tops. But what if he didn’t agree? 

 
Marina turned to her comp pad, losing herself in notes for the production 

they had chosen to highlight this year’s Festival. Minutes stretched. An hour 
passed. Then another. In horror, Marina looked around. The gardens were 
empty, and the last of the participants were filing out the gate, leaving their 
names and the names of their partners with the volunteers. She was alone. 
Unclaimed. 

 
Long after the volunteers had bundled up their table and departed, 

casting sympathetic looks her direction, Marina sat in the City Gardens, waiting 
in the darkness for her mate to come. 

 
* * * 

 
Conrad Montgomery was dangling upside down from the twenty-first 

story of the Harbor Building when the Imperative hit. And hit it did, slamming 
like a fist to the groin and a fireball to his heart. Con was profoundly grateful for 
the safety harness that held him snugly in place. 

 
Shaking, he lowered himself to the bamboo scaffolding he used when he 

worked. Scattered before him were the saws, nippers and other tools he needed 
to trim and secure the exotic stone inlay for this particular project. He cut the 
basic patterns in his workshop, and then refined them up here as they were set 
into place. Con’s workmanship was so fine and rare that he never used 
adhesives. His inlays held through precision and craftsmanship. He was now 
finishing the contract, putting the final embellishments on the crown of fiery 
haired Apollo who graced the building and gleamed in the sun. 
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Con’s hands were trembling too badly to continue working. His balance 
was shot to hell. He’d thought it would never happen. At thirty-two, he had 
begun to think he was too old, that the Imperative had skipped him. His brother 
and sister had mated years ago, leaving Con the bachelor uncle. 

 
He reached into the pocket of his jeans and fished out a velvet pouch. 

Inside the pouch was a pendant. A perfect, clear blue-green aquamarine he’d 
purchased for his mate years ago. He’d seen the cut stone at a gem show. It had 
called to him, whispering of his future love. Con’s subtle precognitive sense had 
kicked in overtime, so he’d purchased the stone and had it set in an ornate white 
gold setting. He knew her eyes would be as vivid blue as the stone. She would be 
a cool beauty, a vibrant contrast to his sun-darkened skin and blue-black hair. 
Grinning, he kissed the stone and returned it to his pocket. 

 
* * * 

 
Con arrived early, pushing his way into the Gardens, tilting his head, 

listening. No call yet, so he entertained himself watching others wander in, most 
with eager looks of anticipation, others looking dismayed. Every time a new 
woman entered the gate, his heart quickened, his eyes darted in that direction. 
But somehow, he missed her. 

 
Con straightened on the bench, certain that he felt a calling tickling the 

back of his head. He rose, and was briefly distracted when he saw Antonella 
Sillis in the arms of a pretty redhead. He grinned. He’d slept with Nella just last 
week, but it looked like she was through with men. 

 
The buzz now seemed to be coming from elsewhere, so he scanned the 

crowd, not seeing the source. He wandered, homing in on it, and then lost it 
again. He turned in another direction, and then back again. It was strong now, 
coming from first one direction, then the other. Damn! Why didn’t she just stay 
still? Finally, in frustration, he clasped the necklace in his pocket and closed his 
eyes, trusting his inner senses to lead him. 

 
Con moved slowly, opening his eyes for occasional reference. Once, he 

bumped into a stone bench, almost treading on a pair of coffee brown feet that 
quickly slipped out of his way. The buzz became stronger, more intense, finally 
holding still as he approached. His cock swelled, rose, acting with a will of its 
own. Bemusedly, he thought it was like a witching stick seeking out water in the 
desert. He allowed it to lead him. 

 
His eyes were closed, shutting out all the other distractions, focusing only 

on this single line of resonance. Con clenched his hands as he came to a stop, 
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smelling, feeling and knowing he stood before his mate. He looked into bemused 
eyes, as blue as the sky above. As blue as the stone clenched in his fist. Lush, 
wavy hair as auburn as a redwood. Creamy, unfreckled skin and a face as lovely 
as he could ever have hoped. His heart skipped a beat in answer to his mate’s 
eyes as they widened in perfect understanding. Perfect recognition. 

 
Con’s fingers loosened on the aquamarine, the chain sliding loose and the 

stone falling deeper into his pocket. He stepped forward into the arms of the man 
he would live with forever. 

* * * 
 
When Duncan first saw the dark-haired man moving toward him, his 

heart lurched in devastation and joy, warring emotions tangling together. He 
would never lie beside the mother of his children, but he would have this man 
that Nature had designed just for him. 

 
Duncan had never wanted a man before, but as soon as his sight settled on 

this one, he knew. The resonance screamed inside his head, and his cock 
tightened in response. He’d known this sometimes happened, but he assumed 
the individuals in same sex matings were already predisposed that way. This 
would take some adjustment. 

 
The dark man moved with grace and strength, even though his head was 

down and his eyes were shut. Duncan knew exactly why he had resorted to such 
measures. The resonance had been confusing and difficult to follow. He’d finally 
halted in the middle of the lawn, hoping to hone in on the message. And then he 
had turned to see the dark-haired man make his way carefully up the walkway, 
almost falling over a stunning African woman who was busy with a comp pad. 
Duncan had been watching her in awe, wondering if the resonance was coming 
from her. 

 
His breath froze. Even without the Imperative raging through his body, 

this man was striking. His skin was naturally dark, but tanned darker from the 
sun. His black hair was unfashionably long, caught back in a single braid. Latin? 
Native American? Duncan couldn’t tell. When they finally touched, the man’s 
hands were rough and hard, the hands of a workman. 

 
His almond shaped eyes tilted up at the corners, slightly crinkled from the 

sun and a happy disposition. The color was odd, a dark gray that hinted at green. 
They were similar in height, but while Duncan’s shoulders were wide, his 
stomach cut, his body muscular, this man’s body was lithe and sinewy. He 
carried much less weight than Duncan. Judging by the corded muscles of his 
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arms, his strength was probably comparable. Duncan knew that lithe body 
hadn’t been developed in a gym, but by his lifestyle. 

 
The men embraced, and Duncan could feel the other man’s cock straining 

against his own. There they stood, forehead to forehead, chest to chest, and thigh 
to thigh. Duncan thrilled to the feel of a muscled arm holding him tight. Their 
lips came together in a tentative first kiss that jarred them both to the bone. 
Duncan closed his eyes and savored the experience. Not too different, except as 
they bumped noses, he realized they would have to work out some dominance 
issues. Nevertheless, it was good. It’d add spice to things. 

 
“I’m Con. Conrad Montgomery.” 
 
“Duncan Sinclair.” Feeling giddy, Duncan began to laugh. “Were you 

expecting this?” 
 
Con stepped back, surveying Duncan from head to foot. “Anything but. I 

was expecting a blonde, actually. But a redhead will do.” 
 
“It’s not red, it’s auburn.” 
 
Con snorted in laughter. Duncan had probably learned to be tough, 

growing up with hair like that. 
 
The two men began moving easily together down the shaded pathways, 

focusing more on one another than their destination. They both had goofy grins 
on their faces, and as they walked, their hands occasionally brushed, bringing 
jolts and thrills down their bodies. A new and completely unexpected world had 
just opened to them both. 

 
“So, Con, what will your family think?” 
 
Con’s eyebrows flew up in surprise. “Wow, hadn’t thought of that. Dad’s 

gonna be okay, our culture is pretty open about same sex unions. Mom though… 
she’s gonna want grandbabies. But my brother and sister have already done their 
duty that way.” He shrugged. “She loves me. She’ll love you too. How ’bout 
yours?” 

 
Duncan’s eyes creased in a smile. “Same thing. My father’s gone, passed 

away a few years back. Pop might have been uncomfortable, but he mated 
through the Imperative as well, so he’d have come around. My three brothers 
have scattered seed far and wide. The family name is secure.” His dimples were 
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deep and charming. Joy fairly radiated from his face. Con felt like Duncan 
looked. 

 
They walked a wide loop through the garden, eventually returning to the 

gate. As they left the park, Con paused, his brow wrinkling a bit. He scanned the 
grounds briefly and then turned back to Duncan. 

 
“I’ll miss having kids. But I guess we can work around that.” 
 
Duncan nodded in agreement. “Adoption is good. Or a surrogate. I can 

afford one.” 
 
He watched as Con turned back to the park briefly. “What is it?” 
 
Con turned back to his new partner. “An echo maybe? I think we’re still 

putting off the calling vibe. It’s got me feeling a little off.” Duncan waited while 
Con stood, listening, and then shaking his head clear. After a moment, they 
headed down the street to their new future. 
 
Buy Link: 
http://www.changelingpress.com/product.php?&upt=book&ubid=927 
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Blurb: 

 

Tired of his rich, controlling father running his life, William Wesley Barrington IV 

temporarily escapes by "running away" to the Fantasies resort.  At Fantasies, he’s just 

Will Archer, a waiter who shares an apartment with surf instructor Ryan Steele.   

 

Being free to live his life however he wants to is great.  The strange feelings he’s 

beginning to have for his roommate are not.   

 

Can Will figure out his feelings before the lies he’s spun come unraveled? 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One 

  

“And of course, you’ll be taking Daniella LaRoque to the Independence Ball. 

She’s exactly the sort of woman a Barrington should have on his arm. The Ball is weeks 

away, so you’ll have time to take her out a few times beforehand and get to know her. 

You’re twenty-six years old now, William, and it’s time you thought about settling down. 

Daniella is beautiful and cultured, and she comes from a very good family…”  

 

 His father continued to drone on, but William Wesley Barrington IV didn’t hear 

another word he said. His rising panic drowned out all else. When exactly did I lose 

control of my life? He’s picking out dates for me now! He wanted to tell his father he 

wouldn’t take Daniella to the Ball, or anywhere else, but he couldn’t force the words out. 

Instead, he nodded, occasionally murmuring “yes, sir,” so his father would think he was 

still listening.  

 

 What seemed like an eternity later, his father finally finished his lecture and left, 

seeming confident of his son’s obedience. Will dropped heavily on the leather sofa, 

running his fingers through his short, dark hair in agitation. He looked around his 

apartment, suddenly seeing the place with new eyes. Everything in the room, from the 

sofa to the enormous television, had been selected and purchased by his father. There was 

nothing here, nothing in his entire apartment, Will picked out himself. The large space 

abruptly took on a claustrophobic feel. Twenty-six years of unquestioning obedience 

pressed down on him, and he couldn’t breathe.  

 

 “I hate my life.” Will was shocked by his own words. They were a revelation, like 

a cartoon light bulb going on over his head. Feeling freer than he had in a very long time, 

he let the truth out. “I really, really hate my life.” 

 

 He stood abruptly and began to pace. “The only question is, what am I going to do 

about it? I could take the easy path, like I’ve always done and take Daniella to the Ball. 

I’ll probably end up married to her with William Wesley Barrington V on the way within 
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a couple of years.” He grimaced, thinking of the spoiled, cold, icily beautiful Daniella. 

“Or…I could do something I want to do for once.”    

 

 The only problem is, I’m not sure what I want to do. I’ve been doing as I’m told 

for so long, I don’t know myself at all anymore! Will continued striding across the floor, 

thinking furiously. He’d already spent his whole life doing his father’s bidding. He’d 

attended the same private schools his father had, gone to Harvard, and then begun 

working in the family business. Every step he’d taken had been choreographed for him, 

and he’d never once rebelled. Well, enough was enough! His father had chosen his 

schools, his job, his apartment, and even his furniture, but there was no way William 

Wesley Barrington III would be choosing a wife for him. If he talked to his father, 

though, the man would have him agreeing to whatever he wanted with nothing more than 

a few stern words.  

 

William needed to get away for a while, to think. 

 

 As he paced, wondering where he could possibly go without his father finding 

him, his gaze fell on a brochure he’d received in the mail earlier today. He paused and 

picked up the colorful advertisement. If the pictures were anything to go by, Fantasies: 

Hawaii would be a great place to stay. Sun, sand, exclusivity: what more could a resort-

goer want? Of course, his father would be able to find him there… 

 

 He stopped pacing and sat on the sofa again as an idea occurred to him. What if 

he went there as an employee? That might buy him some time, and he could live a totally 

different life for a while.  He smiled and reached for the phone. He had some planning to 

do. 

 

***** 

 

 Will felt better than he had in ages as he stepped out of an airport shuttle in front 

of the Fantasies resort. His old friend Teddy, the resort owner’s son, had come through 

for him. Within a couple of hours after Will explained his plan, Teddy had called back 

offering him a job as a waiter in one of the resort’s restaurants, as well as a last-minute 

Friday morning flight he would have had a terrible time getting himself.  

 

He’d spent yesterday acting like everything was normal at work. He’d only told 

three people he was leaving: his secretary, Elaine Johannson, his father’s right-hand-man, 

Carlton Richards, and his younger brother, Garrett. He’d had to tell Carlton he needed 

some time off, but he’d implied a jet-setting vacation in Europe, knowing the man would 

report to his father. He knew Garrett and Elaine could cover for him at work.  

 

The only person who knew exactly where he was going was Garrett. He trusted 

his little brother. They were only a year apart, and they had always been very close. 

Garrett understood his need to get away for a while. His brother had even gone shopping 

with him during their lunch hour, helping him select clothing that hopefully wouldn’t 

make him stand out. 
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Still, even after fourteen hours worth of traveling, he was more relaxed than he’d 

been in years. Finally, he felt in control of his own life. No matter how different, or 

difficult, the work turned out to be, he would do it.  

 

Hefting his duffle bag, he headed toward the employee entrance he’d been 

instructed to use. Being a waiter would probably be hard work for a guy like him, who’d 

never worked a day in his life until he started working for his father. He hadn’t been 

allowed to have a job. As his father had been fond of saying, “Barringtons don’t have 

jobs, they have careers.” 

 

Once inside, Will was directed to the human resources office. He knocked on the 

door, opening it when he heard a voice call, “Enter.” He stuck his head inside, waiting 

until the woman behind the desk nodded at him before he came in.  

 

The woman stood, offering her hand. “Hello. I’m Greta Hansen, the Personnel 

Manager. You must be Will Archer.”  

 

He shook her hand. “Yes, I’m Will.”  That part is true, at least.  “Nice to meet 

you, Ms. Hansen.” When she nodded at the chair beside him, he sat.  

 

She opened a folder on her desk and shuffled through the papers. “Okay, Will. 

You’ll be working at our Terrace restaurant. I’ve assigned you a four-hour orientation 

shift tomorrow afternoon beginning at noon, and your first full shift will be on Sunday. 

Since you’re new, you’ll be working the breakfast and lunch shifts. One of our other 

waiters will train you for the first few days. I noticed in your paperwork you checked the 

room and board option. Luckily, we’ve recently had a vacancy in the employee housing. 

You’ll be rooming with Ryan Steele, one of our surf instructors. Ryan’s about your age, 

so you two should get along just fine. He can show you where the dining area is, as well 

as where the laundry facilities and employee recreation areas are. As part of your room 

and board, you get three meals a day and use of all employee areas. You’ll also have a 

day off each week, as well as one weekend a month. Do you have any questions for me?” 

Taking a deep breath, the Personnel Director finished her spiel and looked at him 

expectantly.  

 

His head spun from that overload of information.  

 

“I can’t think of anything right now. You covered all the major things I needed to 

know.” 

 

“Well, if you do have any questions later, you can ask Ryan. He’s been with us 

for about a year now, so he knows the resort very well. He should be arriving any minute 

now to take you over to the employee housing.” Smiling, Ms. Hansen pressed a button on 

her desk phone. “Rita, is Ryan here?” 

 

“Yes, Ms. Hansen. I’ll send him in.” 



 18

 

Moments later, the door opened. Will turned around and watched Ryan enter the 

room. Even if he hadn’t been told Ryan was a surf instructor, he probably would have 

been able to guess. The young man, who appeared to be a year or two younger than his 

own age, had longish sun-streaked hair ranging from light brown to white-blond. It hung 

down to a couple of inches above his collar in the back. He was lightly tanned and slim 

but muscular. He wore a pair of board shorts, a Fantasies t-shirt, and sandals.    

 

Smiling widely, showing white, even teeth, Ryan moved forward and offered his 

hand. “Hey, you must be Will. I’m Ryan, your roommate.” 

 

Will smiled back and reached out and the instant their hands touched, he felt 

unsettled, almost dizzy. What the hell? I must be more tired than I thought. His smile 

now strained, he shook Ryan’s hand and drew back quickly. “Nice to meet you, Ryan.”   

 

Ryan looked at the personnel manager. “Are you all done here, Ms. H?” 

 

 “Yes, we’re finished.”  

 

“Cool.” He turned back to Will. “You’ve got to be tired. I’ll take you to the 

apartment.” He grabbed Will’s duffle. “Let’s go.” 

 

Will stood and followed his new roommate. “You don’t have to carry my bag, 

Ryan.” 

 

Ryan grinned. “I know. I’m doing my good deed for the year. Come on. We’ll be 

home in a few minutes.” 

 

  Home. Shrugging, Will walked beside Ryan, who was only an inch or two shorter 

than his own height of six-foot-two. They walked out a back door, across a parking lot, 

and down a trail lined with palm trees. Finally, they arrived at a large, rectangular 

building, which looked a bit like a motel or a small apartment house. They walked around 

the back of the building and up a flight of metal stairs.  

 

 His guide stopped and motioned toward the ocean. “That’s the employee beach. 

We don’t have a large beach, but I think it’s pretty cool we get our own. You can go 

down there and swim or surf any time you’re off work.” 

 

 An employee beach? He loved this place already! “I like to swim, but I don’t 

know how to surf.” 

 

 Ryan’s face twisted into an expression of mock-horror. “You don’t know how to 

surf? I don’t know if I can room with you, man.” 
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  Will got a sudden mental picture of his father’s face upon finding out he was 

working as a waiter and rooming with a surfer, and he couldn’t hold back a smile. 

“Maybe you can teach me.” 

 

 “There’s no maybe about it. If I can teach old ladies and little kids, I can teach 

you.” Laughing, Ryan opened the door to apartment 210 and waved him inside. 
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Blurb: 

Newly transplanted Seattle resident Martin Benson is on a sight-seeing tour of museums 

and the Space Needle when he meets handsome, heavily tattooed Chase Reed. They hit it 

off, and Chase offers to show Marty his Seattle: grunge rock and good times.  

The men are total opposites, with only one thing in common -- an intense attraction to 

each other, which culminates in a weekend of white hot passion. Desperate to hang on to 

the new relationship, Martin attempts to change wild and crazy Chase into someone more 

responsible. Will he be able to give Chase the space he needs, and somehow strike a 

balance?  

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter One 

 

Six hundred and five feet in the air, the flying saucer sat atop massive steel beam 

legs. Martin Benson stared up at the structure with awe. The outline had been a 

recognizable part of the Seattle skyline for the past forty-five years, but he'd never seen 

the Space Needle up close. It was an amazing sight. 

 

People said the view from the top was even more incredible, but he didn't intend 

to find out. The twenty dollar price tag didn't put him off, though that would buy him a 

week's worth of lunches. The internal elevator took only forty-three seconds from bottom 

to top, so time wasn't a factor. The problem was his lifelong, irrational fear of heights. He 

broke into a cold sweat just thinking about ascending the tower. He'd been in town for 

three months, and had never actually visited the popular tourist attraction.  

 

Every weekend when he spoke with his mother in St. Louis, she asked what he 

did for fun. There hadn't been much to tell, and he felt a little guilty about it. She'd been 

so excited when he graduated college and took a job on the west coast. His family wanted 

to hear about the city, not the view from his desk and computer screen. 

 

It was a beautiful, sunny Saturday, so he decided to take advantage and see some 

sights. Summer would soon be over, and while it didn't get as cold in Washington as it 

did Missouri, he heard it could be incredibly wet and nasty at times. 

 

There was a lot to see, more ground than he could cover in a day. The Seattle Art 

Museum, with its outdoor branch on the banks of Puget Sound, interested him. It would 

probably require a day all on its own, so he left it on his list of things to do. 

 

Something drew him to Seattle Center, the large festive area around the Space 

Needle. There was plenty to do there, all within walking distance. There were dozens of 

souvenir shops in the courtyard, and he browsed through several. A lot of their stuff was 
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on the junky side. Cheap t-shirts, key chains, and shot glasses seemed the normal fare. He 

knew his mother and sister would like anything he got, but hoped to find something 

decent. 

 

The last shop he passed had some t-shirts displayed that seemed nicer than the 

others. He window-shopped for a moment, then went inside. The shirts were a better 

quality than he'd seen before, and reasonably priced. A pink one with the Space Needle 

logo looked perfect for his sister. He found a lavender shirt with Seattle embroidered 

across the front, and smiled. It looked exactly like something his mother would wear.  

 

Scooping up the two shirts, he headed toward the dark-haired man standing 

behind the cash register. Just as he got there, the phone on the counter rang. The clerk 

smiled at him apologetically. "Hang on one second?" 

 

"Sure, go ahead." He nodded, watching the man take the call. 

 

"Broad Street Gifts. Yep. Oh, hey." He turned his back to continue the 

conversation. 

 

A flash of irritation struck Martin, but as he noticed several very large tattoos on 

the man, irritation turned to intrigue. A tight black tank top didn't hide much; it was hard 

not to stare. He couldn't quite make out the design, but the ink spread from the man's 

upper back across both shoulders, and ended at his biceps. 

 

The muscles alone were stare-worthy. The guy definitely had the physique to 

wear the tank—the really tight tank. Martin looked away, self-conscious, then slowly 

back again. The clerk was still on the phone, oblivious to him, so what could it hurt to 

ogle a little? He was in the middle of a long, dry spell. 

 

Dating in a new town was always tough, but even trickier for a gay man. Office 

romances were out of the question. He'd done some nosing around and discovered a 

couple of gay bars, but both were sleazy as hell. They were the kind of places where men 

met in the bathroom for quick hook-ups. He wasn't interested in that at all. 

 

"Thanks for calling." The clerk hung up, then smiled at him again. "I'm really 

sorry about that. Hope you weren't in a hurry." 

 

"Not at all." He forced himself to speak coherently. The man was even better 

looking from the front. His thick, shaggy black hair framed his face, hitting just above his 

collar. When he brushed the bangs from his eyes, Martin noticed a silver bar pierced 

through the guy's right eyebrow. "Wow. Did that hurt?" 

 

"What?" 

 

"The eyebrow thing." 
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He touched the bar absently. "Shit, I forget about it. Nah, it didn’t hurt. Not as 

much as this one." He stuck out his tongue, where a round silver stud shone from the 

center. 

 

"Jesus!" Martin muttered. 

 

The other man laughed. "I'm not afraid of a little pain." 

 

"Apparently not!" His eyes darted to one bicep, where from the front he could 

make out a hunter with a bow and arrow. 

 

"I love tattoos." The guy grinned. "I have eleven. Some in places that might 

surprise you." 

 

Martin felt his face flush. "Eleven, wow. I'm impressed." 

 

"That's why I do it, to impress the guys." He chuckled. 

 

Martin tried to read the meaning behind the comment, but couldn't tell if it'd been 

sarcastic or not. This guy was gorgeous—a little out there, sure, if he really did have 

eleven tattoos. But his eyes were dark brown saucers, deep and soulful looking. There 

was a cleft in his chin. Martin didn't know exactly why, but it was the sexiest thing he'd 

ever seen. He was sure most women thought the same. This fellow could have anyone he 

wanted, no doubt about that. 

 

"You ready to check out?" The clerk glanced at the t-shirts. 

 

"Oh, yeah." Martin laid them on the counter. "You have nice stuff in here. Some 

of those other places were pretty cheap-looking." 

 

"Thanks." He folded each shirt, ringing the prices into his register. "That'll be 

thirty-two fifty." 

 

Martin handed over his credit card, and the man completed the sale.  

 

"Sign please, and here's your receipt. Thank you." 

 

"Yeah, thanks." He took his card, reinserting it into his wallet. Reaching for the 

bag, he hesitated, not in a hurry to leave. 

 

Seeming to sense it, the man asked, "Where you visiting from?" 

 

"I, uh, live here now. I'm from St. Louis." 

 

"No kidding? What brought you all the way out here?" 
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"I got a computer job here after college." 

 

"Ah, Silicon Valley. They suck a lot of people into their web—I mean—they hire 

lots of folks." 

 

Martin smiled. "They pay pretty well, though the cost of living is higher out here. 

I can't believe the price of soda pop." 

 

"I can't believe you called it soda pop." He rolled his eyes, grinning. 

 

"Sorry. You can take the boy out of the Midwest…" 

 

"Yeah, yeah, I hear ya. So what are you doing in the tourist district, if you live 

here now?" 

 

"I've never done any sight-seeing stuff, and I figured it was about time. Decided 

I'd make a day of it. I went to the Science Fiction Museum—" 

 

Nodding, the man asked, "Go up in the Needle?" 

 

"Not yet. I was going to go 'Ride the Ducks'." The World War II amphibious 

vehicles were huge, and painted yellow. It was a little cheesy, but supposedly a pretty 

good tour of the area.  

 

He made a face. "That's lame, man. Unless you're ready to say 'quack, quack' all 

through town." 

 

Martin's face drooped. "They make you say 'quack quack'?" 

 

"Or pay two bucks for a quacker. They're big on group interaction, kind of a 

kiddie thing. If I were you, I'd skip the ducks. What else do you have planned?" 

 

"Well, there's Pike's Place Market, and I haven't been to the art museum yet." 

 

The man made a motion like he was strangling himself. "You've got to be 

kidding! Who are you with, your eighty-year-old grandma?" 

 

"I'm alone." He shrugged.  

 

"If you want to get a feel for the real Seattle, you need to take in some clubs, hear 

some bands. You know we're the home of grunge rock music, don’t you?" 

 

"I thought grunge rock was dead." 

 

"Are you crazy? Pearl Jam released a new album not too long ago, and Nirvana 

will never go out of style." 
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"Nirvana? I know Kurt Cobain's dead." 

 

"Cobain's like the Beatles, man. Dead or alive, the music lives on. Those are just 

some mainstream names. We've had some great local talent here, too. Alice in Chains, 

Green River…classics." 

 

Martin smiled. "So grunge isn’t dead, Seattle's just hiding it from the rest of the 

world." 

 

"You got it. I could take you places you wouldn't believe." 

 

No truer words were probably ever spoken. He glanced at the man wistfully. It 

was crazy thinking about going out with a perfect stranger. And going out where? Seattle 

was a big city, he wasn't used to the same things this guy obviously was. He could find 

himself in a bad situation. 

 

The man eyed him, seeming to get that he was wrestling with himself. "Tell you 

what. I'll give you an address. If you feel like listening to some music, be there about nine 

o'clock. I'll leave your name at the door; you won't even have to pay to get in. It'll be fun, 

I guarantee it. My friends are great." 

 

"Maybe." It sounded simple enough, perhaps he could consider it. 

 

Picking up a business card from the stack on the counter, the clerk wrote a name 

and address on the back. He handed the card over. "Here's the address. Easiest thing to do 

is take a cab. There's my name. Ask the bouncer for me." 

 

He glanced at the card. "Chase Reed." Then he looked up. "That's you?" 

 

"That's me. How about you? What name should I leave at the door?" 

 

"Martin Benson." He shuffled his feet nervously. 

 

"Okay. So, whaddaya say, Marty? Think you'll be there?" 

 

"Nobody calls me Marty." 

 

Chase grinned. "Nine o'clock?" 

 

Until that moment, he hadn't been sure about going. The whole idea made him 

nervous. For some reason, Chase's smile reassured him. "Yeah, nine o'clock." 

 

* * * * 
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Just before nine, the cab pulled to a stop. Martin paid the driver and got out, 

scanning the front of the club nervously. It looked dark and old, but a lot of people were 

paying to get in. Most of them appeared normal, so he joined the line. A sign indicated a 

ten dollar cover charge, and he pulled a bill from his pocket. "I'm meeting Chase Reed," 

he told the broad, balding man at the door. 

 

"Name?" 

 

"Martin Benson." 

 

He nodded, flipped Martin's hand over and stamped it, ignoring the cash. "You'll 

find him up front to the right." 

 

"Thanks." Shoving the bill back into his jeans, Martin made his way through 

throngs of people to the stage. A band was warming up—at least he hoped they were 

warming up—because the music was bad. 

 

Dozens of people milled around by the stage. Just when he wondered if he'd be 

able to spot Chase, he did. The man looked different than earlier. His hair was gelled into 

a spiky, messy style. He wore a white tank top, tucked into low riding jeans with a thick, 

chain-like belt buckled tight around his hips. 

 

"Hey." Martin stepped behind him.  

 

Chase turned to face him, and for a moment his eyes were blank—glassy, and 

unfocused.  

 

Martin took a short breath, wondering if showing up had been a good idea. "I, 

uh," he hesitated, trying to decide if he needed to introduce himself. 

 

The other man's eyes crinkled, his mouth melting into a smile. "Marty's here! Hey 

everyone, this is the guy I told you about." 

 

"Hey, Marty." A woman with long red and black streaked hair slipped an arm 

around his shoulders. "So glad you could make it." She pressed a kiss on his cheek. 

 

"Thanks. No one calls me Marty…" He stopped talking. She'd moved on to 

someone else, her arms wrapped around another man's shoulders, and obviously wasn't 

listening. He watched the woman for a second, admiring the leather top which pushed her 

breasts up high. Her pants were tight black leather, and they sculpted her ass nicely. He 

normally didn’t check out women, but this one was hard to ignore. 

 

"Marty." Chase moved closer. "You made it. The band's getting ready to start." 
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"Good." He glanced at the stage. They had, thankfully, been warming up. Please 

let the music be decent. He wasn't sure he could stand so close to the stage if it was 

horrible. Turning back, he smiled. "You look different." 

 

The multi-tattooed man held his arms up. "You approve?" 

 

"Sure," he mumbled, wondering if his opinion really mattered. "You look great. I 

like the hair." 

 

Chase ran one hand through Martin's short, brown hair. "Next time we'll do you 

up right. Tina's in beauty school. She does everyone's hair before we go out." He nodded 

to the red and black tressed woman who'd greeted him. 

 

The caress felt wonderful, but he forced himself to temper his enthusiasm. He 

needed to find out about Chase, and decided to try a roundabout question. "Tina? Is she 

your—" 

 

Chase simply stared. "What?" 

 

"Girlfriend?" 

 

"God, no!" He laughed. "Tina is Naomi's girlfriend." 

 

Martin noticed Tina’s arms around another woman, and they were kissing. He 

glanced away, embarrassed. 

 

"Give Naomi her tongue back!" Chase called, and the group tittered. 

 

 At least they're open-minded. He still needed to determine Chase's sexual 

orientation, but that would have to wait. The show was starting. 

 

To his surprise, the music wasn't half bad. Since he wasn't driving, he had a 

couple of drinks and tried to relax. By the time the band wrapped it up, he found he'd 

actually enjoyed himself. 

 

"So, what did you think?" Chase called over the din. 

 

"I liked it!" 

 

"There's a party not too far from here, we're all going. You can ride with us." 

 

"I don't know." His cautious disposition reared again. 

 

"It'll be fine. This was good, wasn't it?" 

 

Martin thought about it, then nodded. "Why not?" 



 29

 

"Great." Chase scooped an arm through his, and led him through the crowd and 

out the door.  

 

About ten people joined them. He'd spoken with one guy named Eric, but besides 

the two girls, he didn't know anyone else. Everyone hung all over everyone else, to the 

extent that he couldn't tell if they were gay or simply drunk. 

 

"Marty's with us." Chase kept an arm though his, leading him to an old gray 

Dodge Charger. "This is Eric's car." 

 

"Nice," he said politely, ignoring the rusted tire wells. 

 

"Piece of crap." Eric grinned, looking over the hood. "It gets me where I need to 

go, and a few places I don't." He winked and got in. 

 

Three people piled into the back, and Chase pushed him into the middle front. 

"Okay?" He glanced over as the car moved. 

 

"Sure." He wanted to loosen up and have fun, while staying aware of what was 

going on. It seemed prudent, given he really didn't know these people. 

 

They pulled in front of a large, old house with groups of people standing in front. 

Loud music spilled out the open windows. "Come on." Chase tugged his arm, and he 

followed. 

 

Chase spoke to lots of people on the way in and seemed to know just where to go. 

A makeshift bar was set up in the dining room, and he got them a couple of drinks. "Here 

you go." 

 

"Thanks." Martin took the glass and sipped, looking around. The music came 

from a stereo with several big speakers. Some people danced, others stood in groups 

talking. Two men were making out on the sofa, while a man and a woman groped each 

other in the corner. "Interesting." He hadn't realized he was staring at the sofa, but must 

have been. 

 

"Yeah." Chase muttered in a loud voice, "Get a room, Joe." 

 

One of the two men on the sofa opened his eyes, flipped his middle finger at 

Chase, then resumed kissing. 

 

He snorted, and grinned at Martin. "We're old friends." 

 

"I see." Actually, I don't. Still trying to figure out if Chase was gay, he took 

another drink. 
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"This is awkward." Chase studied him over the rim of his glass. "I've been trying 

to find out all night, with no luck, so I guess I need to come out and ask. Are you gay or 

straight?" 

 

"You've been trying to find out?" Martin laughed. "I guess you didn't do any better 

job of it than I did." 

 

"You mean—?" Chase's eyes sparkled.  

 

At that moment, he knew. It wasn't easy for a gay man to put himself out there. 

Some guys were so homophobic, there couldn't be friendship once the truth came out. 

Every time he made his orientation known, he took a risk. Martin could tell by the look 

on the other man's face, they were in the same situation. "I'm gay," he confirmed. 

 

"Praise Jesus!" Chase whooped, and downed his drink. He set the glass aside and 

took Martin by the hand. "Let's go where it's quieter, to talk." 

 

He set his glass down and allowed Chase to drag him up the stairs. The house had 

three floors, and not finding an empty room on the second level, they ascended to the top. 

One room was open and Chase snagged it, drawing him in, and closing the door behind. 

 

It was sparsely furnished. A single bed with a filthy mattress, and a ratty wicker 

chair were the only things visible. "Whose house is this?" 

 

"Some friend of a friend of Eric's, I think his old man rents it out, or something. 

Come to think of it, I don’t really know." He stepped forward, pressing Martin against the 

wall. "Come to think of it, I don't really care. There's only one thing I care about right 

now." His mouth covered Martin's, and both men sighed as they came together. 

 

With more hunger than he intended to display, Martin parted his lips and Chase's 

tongue slid in. He tasted like rum and something minty, a delicious combination that sent 

Martin's head reeling. The little metal tongue stud added another dimension of 

excitement. He'd never kissed anyone with a piercing there. Clutching at the other man, 

he dragged his body closer. 

 

"Oh yeah," Chase mumbled, pressing his jean-clad crotch into Martin's thigh. 

 

He felt the solid erection, which caused his own cock to stir. Without thinking, he 

rammed his pelvis out, wanting to press against something. 

 

Chase snaked his hand between their bodies and cupped his package. "Mmm, 

you're as hard as I am. Have you been thinking about this as much as I have? The minute 

you walked into my store today..." His tongue dipped into Martin's ear. "I haven't thought 

about anything else all night. Wrapping my lips around your gorgeous cock and draining 

you dry." His tongue flicked the ear lobe rapidly. "Or fucking your tight ass. I can get off 

on either. What's your pleasure?" 



 31

 

The words sent shivers of decadent delight down his spine, but he had to push 

away. "Wait," he mumbled, panting. "We can't do this." 

 

"I have condoms." Chase squeezed his crotch. 

 

Martin groaned. Even through jeans, the groping felt heavenly. "It's not that." 

 

"I have a little piece of paper that says I'm clean. I have my blood tested 

regularly." He glanced toward the stained mattress on the rickety bed. "We don't have 

much of a place to get comfortable, but we can work around that." 

 

"Chase, no." He placed one hand on the man's chest. "Look, I like you. I'm 

attracted to you. But I don't do this kind of thing. I'd rather get to you know, become 

friends, before—" 

 

"We are friends." Chase grinned, still manipulating his cock with one hand. "We'll 

be better friends soon." 

 

"Not here." He glanced around the dusty room. "This place is nasty. Worse than 

the men's rooms at some of the gay bars I've been to. Listen, I'm serious. I don't want to 

do this now—or here." 

 

"We can go to your place. Eric'll let me borrow his car." With a tug, he unsnapped 

Martin's jeans and lowered the zipper. "I just want one taste, first." 

 

"Chase, no!" He pulled away forcefully. Things were moving too fast. No matter 

how cute the guy was, this didn't feel right. 

 

An angry look crossed Chase's face. "So what are we even doing here? You're a 

cock tease, you know that?" He moved away, straightening his clothes with disgust. 

 

"I didn't know what kind of a party this was! You never told me, you just brought 

me here." 

 

"Yeah, whatever." His dark eyes flashed. "You're free to go. I know I can find 

somebody here that's looking for some fun tonight." 

 

"How am I supposed to leave?" Martin asked, more than a little nervous. "You 

brought me here." 

 

Chase headed out the door, stopping to flip two quarters at him. "Here's some 

change. Call somebody who cares." With a glare, he disappeared from the room. 
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Martin swore, kicking the quarters on his way out. He had a cell phone; he didn't 

need change, or the other man's snotty attitude. If that's how he was going to act, Martin 

was better off without him. 

 

He stopped at the foot of the stairs, realizing he didn't know the address of the 

house. The music was so loud, the two people he asked didn't seem to understand the 

question. Finally, he went out the front door, got the numbers off the house, and walked 

half a block to find a street sign. 

 

Calling the same cab company he'd used to get to the club, he gave them the 

address and waited. "Sorry," the dispatcher replied. "We don't go into that neighborhood 

after midnight. It's not safe." 

 

"You're kidding me! What am I supposed to do?" 

 

"There's an all night Shop Rite Convenience Store, about six blocks to the south. 

If you call us from there, someone can pick you up." 

 

"Six blocks?" He wasn't pleased. It was pitch black outside, with no streetlights in 

view. 

 

"Best we can do." The woman hung up. 

 

He snapped his phone closed and pocketed it. He had no choice, and hoped the 

neighborhood wasn't as bad as its reputation. With a nervous glance around, he started 

walking. 
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Blurb: 

 

Brandon Keats is a paranormal investigator, specializing in Civil War phenomena. As a 

gay man, he's searched for years for evidence of gay paranormal activity. When he finally 

finds what he believes to be an example of this, he decides to confront the ghost of a 

homosexual Civil War soldier at the grave where he's been sighted. 

 

Ron Tayvail has guarded the grave of Matthew Hardesty for years. When he learns of 

Brandon's interest in the legend of "The Vigilant Soldier", he's determined to dissuade 

him from any deeper investigation. He didn't realize that he'd fall in love with the fellow 

on first sight. And yearn to become his lover. For always. 

 

Publisher's Note: This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and 

situations that some readers may find objectionable: Anal play/intercourse, dubious 

consent, male/male sexual practices.  

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Sunset came fairly late -- at 8:28 p.m., to be precise. I had two motion-activated 

infrared cameras, one to be placed on the headstone, one at the foot of the grave assuring 

pictures from two different angles. Also among my equipment were a Tri-Field Electro-

Magnetic Frequency Detector and a voice-activated recorder to pick up any unusual aural 

phenomena. Armed with permission from the cemetery officials and my laptop, I should 

have been ready for tonight’s vigil. 

 

I arrived early enough to set up my equipment and conduct a preliminary baseline 

reading to ensure that everything was in working order. Then I settled down on a small 

tarp with my laptop and a Thermos filled with coffee, black as pitch and just as bitter. 

Although a fine mist drifted in the twilight, I wasn’t too concerned. Weather reports 

showed no indication of rain, and I was comfortable enough in my all-weather jacket. I 

didn’t really expect to see, hear, or record anything. As I sipped the steaming, hot coffee, 

my thoughts wandered. Sepia-toned images of deMonde and Hardesty intruded on my 

concentration. DeMonde’s tanned limbs entwined with Hardesty’s fair-skinned ones. 

DeMonde’s pliant fingers caressed Hardesty’s face and neck, slid down his body along its 

muscles as he paused to suck his nipples. DeMonde kneading his flesh. Cupping his 

penis. The golden glow of gas lamps gilding Hardesty’s fair skin. When he bent to take 

deMonde’s cock into his mouth, I envisioned his wavy hair slipping against deMonde’s 

thighs. 

 

I could hear their sighs and groans as they pleasured each other. I could almost 

smell the scent of sex in the air as their bodies moved against each other. I shared their 

accelerating heartbeats. I wanted to be there with them in their bed, feeling silk sheets 

against me. Feeling their lips on me. DeMonde’s velvet baritone murmured to us. His 

accented words became even more arousing as he switched to French. I was pressed 
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between their hair-roughened chests. DeMonde’s cock nudged my ass, and his hands 

fondled my sac, cupping them, playing with them. Hardesty…I imagined Hardesty’s face 

as he must have looked at twenty-one. As his face drew closer to mine to kiss me, he 

smiled, the same smile in the photo, and the dimple peeked at me. 

 

I wanted to kiss that dimple. 

 

As his face overwhelmed my sight, I drifted off to sleep. 

 

* * * * * 

 

“Get up, damn you! Do you wish to drown?” 

 

A rough, angry, accented voice growled in my ear. A strong hand gripped the 

sodden hank of hair on my head and pulled. Hard. I opened my eyes to a torrential 

downpour, high winds, and an inky black night. 

 

“I said, get up! Merde! Do you wish to wallow in the mud like a pig?” 

 

A voluminous ebony slicker flapped in the wind like the wings of a bat, 

enveloping the figure bending above me. The faint backlight from the street lamp did 

nothing to reveal his features, hidden by a wide-brimmed hat. A raw, wet gust of wind 

blew in my face, and I came fully awake. 

 

“Christ! What the hell is going on?” 

 

“A rain storm, obviously. Grab your laptop and come with me.” 

 

“Wait! The rest of my equipment!” 

 

An irritable snarl erupted from my reluctant rescuer, but he scooped up the 

camera at the foot of the grave and shoved it inside one of the slicker’s deep pockets. I 

grabbed up everything else, dumped it into my equipment bag and stood up. 

 

Or at least, tried to. 

 

The wind, increasing in strength, knocked me to my knees into the slick mud. 

 

His two powerful hands lifted me to my feet, tossed the equipment bag over one 

broad shoulder, and he dragged me into his arms. I felt his warm breath for only a 

moment as he shifted the bag to his other shoulder and shrugged off the right side of his 

coat. He draped it around me, barking out another command. 

 

“Put your arm around my waist and hold on tight. We need to leave. Now!” 

 

Insanely, I remembered the Thermos, still remaining at the grave. 
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“I left my Therm --” 

 

“Enough! I will buy you a dozen Thermoses. These lazy fools have not trimmed 

the trees here for years. A falling branch could kill you! Vite!” 

 

We scrambled toward the gate. Each time I stumbled, he hauled me back up. At 

last, we reached the arched iron opening and the deserted street. I caught my breath while 

the stranger glanced up and down the wet pavement. A torrent created by the deluge 

roared by us in the road. The wind slashed our faces, trying to peel the skin off. 

 

He bit out his words. “Where is your car? Give me your keys.” 

 

I responded to him automatically. The keys left my left pocket as I handed them 

over without a murmur. I nodded toward the right, and once more, he dragged me 

onward. At this point, I can’t say why I let him control me. I’m certainly no lightweight, 

and my sense of self-preservation is by no means lacking. But somehow, I felt so secure 

in his embrace I didn’t try to escape. 

 

We reached the car, the wind howling at our backs. The stranger supported me, 

managing somehow to open the driver’s side, and unlocked the backdoor. He tossed the 

equipment into the back seat. I was next. He threw me into the car, told me to relax, and 

took command of the steering wheel. Before I could catch my breath, we were speeding 

down the rain-slicked streets to an unknown destination. 

 

“Where are you taking me?” 

 

“To my home. It’s near the cemetery, and you can dry off there.” I saw him 

glance at me through the rearview mirror, his face still shadowed by his hat. I could only 

judge his thoughts by the sound of his honey-dipped voice. He must have read mine in 

my eyes. He chuckled. “If I wanted to rob you, I could have done so by now.” 

 

“You can still steal my car. Dump me out in some dark, dirty, abandoned alley.” 

 

He laughed aloud. “And then have my way with you? I think not, mon ami. I 

prefer all of the creature comforts. And that includes clean sheets and a warm apartment.” 

He paused and his voice grew even deeper. “Unless dark, dirty alleys suit some exotic 

fantasy of yours, of course.” 

 

I gulped. At that moment, I think I would have agreed to a dark alley, as long as it 

was with him, my unknown savior. I closed my eyes, savoring the richly erotic scenario 

that engulfed my thoughts. 

 

“We’re here.” 

 



 39

I opened my eyes as he turned the car down a narrow lane between two 

townhouses. He pulled into a small slot behind one of the two and turned off the car. The 

wind had died down somewhat, but the moon still hid behind the clouds. He got out and 

opened the door on the other side of the car, retrieving my equipment, and then opened 

my side. I swiveled half in and half out of the car, unable to get up, still shaky on my feet. 

 

With a muttered, impatient curse, he hoisted me up, his arm around my waist. 

 

“I hope this does not become a habit with you, mon ami. If you were a female, I 

would accuse you of playing upon my gentlemanly nature.” 

 

His taunting words had the expected result, and I pulled away from him. 

 

A shaft of sickly, yellow light from his neighbor’s window illuminated his lush, 

mobile mouth as he smiled. 

 

“Bon. I hoped my aspersions on your masculinity would steel your resolve to 

walk on your own. Come. Follow me.” 

 

He led me back toward the street. The wind and rain had picked up again, and I 

kept my head bent, my eyes fixed on the bottom of his soaked jeans. I stumbled up the 

few slick stone steps to his door. I huddled in my drenched jacket while he paused for a 

moment before he unlocked the door and ushered me inside. He flicked on the wall 

switch, and I was dumbstruck. 

 

Had we stepped back in time? 

 

A scene from the nineteenth century greeted me. 

 

Tiffany-shaded lamps, set on heavy, dark Victorian furniture, gave off soft, 

golden light. Oil paintings in ornate, gilded frames hung on floral wallpapered walls. A 

baby grand piano, draped with a paisley shawl, sat in one corner of what could only be 

called the parlor. Deep, rich burgundy, greens, and golds created a warm, sensual interior. 

 

The stranger tossed my stuff onto a chair and, continuing farther into the room, 

directed me to a deep cushioned couch against one wall. I sank down, grateful to get off 

my feet, and tried to gather my confused thoughts. 

 

“There’s an afghan you may use to keep yourself warm. I’ll be right out.” 

 

He kept moving until he opened the door to a tiled bathroom. A large, framed 

mirror showed the interior of the room, and I watched him remove his hat and raincoat, 

hanging them up on the shower curtain rod where they dripped onto the floor. 

 

He ran his fingers through curly, brown hair. I saw his profile -- strong nose and 

jaw, and then he turned. His face, reflected in the mirror, made me gasp. Amber-colored 
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eyes and lush, sensual lips -- the face of an angel. He peeled off his t-shirt, revealing a 

lean, swimmer’s physique. 

 

Then he unzipped his pants and turned around again, exposing a firm, muscled 

butt. 

 

For one brief, tantalizing moment, his cock flashed in the mirror, and I moaned 

softly. Even at rest, he was big. I pulled the afghan over my lap, concealing my massive 

hard-on. 

 

His husky voice called to me from within the bathroom as I watched him pull on a 

terrycloth robe and belt it. 

 

“It would make sense for us to know each other’s names, n’est pas? My name is 

Ron Tayvail. And yours?” 

 

“Brand. Brandon Keats. Thanks for rescuing me.” 

 

“My pleasure.” 

 

He paused in the bathroom doorway in his bare feet, casually towel-drying his 

hair. Then he dropped the towel and leaned against the doorframe, and I started. 

 

His casual, elegant stance mimicked Aaron deMonde’s pose. 

 

Had I become so enamored of my vision of deMonde that I wanted to believe that 

Ron was my vigilant soldier? 

 

Chapter Two 

 

“Are you all right, Brandon? You turned white.” Ron moved toward me and knelt 

at my feet. He grabbed my hands and rubbed them. “Your hands are like ice.” He let 

them go and then pushed my damp hair back from my forehead, shaking his head. “I am 

an idiot. Wait. I’ll get some dry clothes for you.” 

 

I obeyed without a word. What could I do or say? Where could I go? He had my 

keys, the rain still beat against the windows, and my clothes were sopping wet. And how 

could I leave my vigilant soldier when I had just found him? 

 

I closed my eyes and waited. 

 

“Here. They should fit.” 

 

I hadn’t heard him come back. I opened my eyes and looked up at Ron standing in 

front of me. He had brushed his hair, tied it back from his face, and had put on a 

burgundy t-shirt that hugged his body. He’d pushed the long sleeves above his elbows, 
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and I could see the fine hairs that dusted his arms. Low-slung black jeans embraced his 

lean hips, but his feet were still bare. 

 

I wanted every part of him to be bare, too. 

 

He thrust the clothes he held in his hands into my face. “Well, take them. I’m sure 

they will fit. Go into the bathroom and change. Leave the door open, and we can talk. 

You can tell me why you were at the cemetery in the dead of night.” He helped me to my 

feet and pushed me toward the bathroom, seating himself in the same spot where I had 

just been, ignoring the damp cushions. 

 

I took the clothes and went into the john and stripped off my sodden shirt, 

unbuttoning the buttons slowly as crazy thoughts jumbled through my mind. 

 

Did he know he could see into the bathroom from this position on the couch? 

 

What was he doing at the cemetery so late at night? 

 

Why was he so strong? 

 

Who the hell was he? 

 

Did he have a lover? 

 

“Well, did you turn mute? I would think you owe me the courtesy of a response 

since I saved you from pneumonia.” 

 

I shrugged and let the shirt drop to the floor since Ron had neglected to give me 

any hangers. “I’m a parapsychologist. I’m doing research on a local legend called “The 

Vigilant Soldier”. They say one of Hardesty’s comrades appears every twenty years or 

so. I planned on recording any unusual paranormal activity tonight.” 

 

I toed off my sneakers without unlacing them, pulled off my socks, and stuck 

them in my pockets, unzipped my jeans and pulled them down with my briefs. I stood 

there, buck naked, holding my clothes in my hands, and then tossed them on top of the 

closed toilet seat. 

 

I glanced at my reflection in the mirror. Not too bad. I took good care of my body. 

When I wasn’t leafing through aged, crumbling books and surfing the Internet, I enjoyed 

hiking and biking. I had nothing to hide. If he wanted a peep show, I was more than 

happy to oblige. 

 

I hoped he enjoyed himself. 

 

“And have you found much information?” he called to me again. 
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“Not much. That’s why I decided to see for myself if there was any truth to the 

stories.” I took a breath and decided to tell him the primary reason I was interested in 

Hardesty’s grave. “I heard that Hardesty was gay. There’s not much in the literature 

about gay paranormal activity. If a specter manifested, I was going to attempt to question 

it and confirm this theory.” No response from Ron. I’d thought this would elicit some 

comment. Maybe he’d react later. 

 

I unfolded the garments he’d given me: long-sleeved, navy blue t-shirt, blue jeans, 

and soft, thick socks. No briefs. Had he forgotten or did he not care? “I’ll be dressed in a 

minute.” 

 

“Well, get out here. Let me see if the clothes fit you.” 

 

So, he wanted to pretend he hadn’t scoped me out in the mirror. “I’m almost 

ready. They fit okay.” 

 

I grabbed a towel and strolled back into the room, vigorously drying my hair. I 

raised my arms, knowing that the movement showed off my body. Two could play at 

seduction. I might not have that French accent or those pouting lips, but I wasn’t chopped 

liver, as my grandmother would have said. I heard his muffled voice as I dried my face. 

 

“Bon. They fit well. I’ll make us something hot to drink. Stay in the parlor.” 

 

Once again, I obeyed him without resisting while he left the room to go to the 

kitchen. It made sense not to leave while rain pummeled the window. And he still had my 

damn keys. 

 

I prepared a list of questions while I waited for him, but they all boiled down to 

one. Who the hell was he? 

 

I leaned back to wait for his return, sinking deeper into the cushioned comfort of 

the sofa. 

 

“Here. I’ll join you on the couch. You look so relaxed there, you needn’t get up.” 

 

Again, I didn’t hear him come in. The man moved like a damn ghost. 

 

He hooked his foot around a hassock and dragged it over in front of the sofa, and 

then set a tray with a teapot and fine china cups on top. An unfamiliar aroma assailed my 

nostrils. Not unpleasant, just strange. Ron poured us each a cupful of the brew, then 

shook his head and rose from his seat. 

 

“I forgot the most important part of the tonic.” He went over to a side table 

displaying rows of liquor bottles and selected one. “Brandy, from a private source I 

have.” 
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He sat next to me on the couch, our thighs nearly touching, splashed a healthy 

dollop of the amber liquid into the fragile china, and declared the drink fit for 

consumption. 

 

“I hope you enjoy the flavor. It’s an old family recipe made from the calamus root 

and other ingredients. It’s a family favorite.” He chuckled. “Perhaps it is the brandy that 

has made it so popular.” 

 

I sipped it cautiously, after waiting for him to take a drop before I did so. He 

didn’t miss my hesitation. 

 

“So, you think I am going to drug you and have my way with you?” He sighed. 

“If I wished to make you my slave, I have other methods of doing so.” He smiled, and his 

voice deepened. “But perhaps you enjoy being submissive, yes?” 

 

Once more, his words goaded me to assert myself. I placed my cup carefully on 

the tray, enunciating each word as I spoke. 

 

“I’d enjoy knowing what the hell you were doing at the cemetery so late, who the 

hell you really are, and what the hell you want with me!” 

 

He set his cup next to mine just as carefully and then grabbed my face, crushing 

his mouth against mine. I didn’t push him away. God, there was no way in hell I wanted 

to push him away. I hung onto his shoulders and opened my lips, letting him invade my 

mouth. He tasted of brandy and the concoction we had both drunk. The sweetness of the 

liquor and the astringency of the tonic boosted my energy and escalated my passion. I 

didn’t want to stop kissing him. His teeth nipped my tongue, sending little sparks of 

pleasure and pain through me. His beard-roughened skin abraded mine. I cupped his 

head, pulling off the tie that bound his hair, and sifted my fingers through the loosened, 

silky strands. Our tongues battled together until finally he dragged his mouth from mine. 

He grasped my arms and panted for breath, staring into my eyes. 

 

“You are right. This is what I want from you. I was at the cemetery because I am 

always informed if anyone shows an interest in Hardesty’s grave. My family has had a 

long term, close connection to Hardesty. I am the caretaker of his grave. That is who I 

am.” He dropped my arms and rose, pacing back and forth while I took in what he had 

told me and tried to come to grips with the overwhelming desire that I felt. “Well?” 

 

He stopped, waiting for my response. I tried to focus on the most important piece 

of information he had offered me. His family had a long term, close connection with 

Matthew Hardesty. I shot off a barrage of questions. 

 

“What do you know about Hardesty? Do you know about his relationship with 

Aaron deMonde? What do you know about the legend of the Vigilant Soldier? What can 

you tell me?” 
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He looked down at me as I sat glued to the couch. My legs were still weak from 

the power of his kisses, and I held my breath, waiting for him to answer me. 

 

He nodded slowly, as if making a decision, and then knelt at my feet, just as he 

had done earlier. This time, he grasped my knees while he spoke, his voice more warm 

and melodic than before. 

 

“Everything. I know everything about the legend. I know every detail about the 

relationship between the two men. I know everything about Matthew Hardesty and 

deMonde.” He took a moment and then rose a bit to lean in closer to me. His hands crept 

up my legs to my thighs and converged at my crotch, hovering above my zipper. “I will 

tell you the true story about them if you will do one thing. Let me show you what I 

want.” 

 

He pulled down my zipper and thrust his hand inside, pulling out my dick and 

fondling it. I groaned and closed my eyes, throwing my head back against the couch. He 

handled me more gently than I expected, even as I waited to hear him say precisely what 

he wanted. 

 

I felt his warm breath on my flesh just before he kissed the tip of my cock. As if 

he were putting a piece of fragile crystal back on a shelf, he tucked me into my pants and 

slid the zipper closed. 

 

“Open your eyes, Brandon. Look at me while I speak to you. I want you to know 

that I am not trying to trick you. Here is my bargain. Stay with me for a week, in my bed, 

as my lover, and I will tell you all I know.” He paused, and a smile slowly formed on his 

lips. “And I assure you &#8209;&#8209; I know everything.” 

 

I clung to that devastating smile on those lips that I had just kissed, and I nodded. 

 

His smile broadened. “You know what you are agreeing to, yes? No backing out. 

You cannot leave before then if you want to know…everything.” He frowned. “Tell me 

you understand.” 

 

I cleared my throat, trying to speak. 

 

“I understand, and I agree.” 

 

He smiled and then broke into a grin, the dimple in his cheek deepening and his 

eyes crinkling at the corners. He lifted me to my feet with one hand. He drew me into his 

arms and cupped my jaw. 

 

“Then let us celebrate our agreement.” 

 

And he led me up the stairs to his bedroom. 

 



 45

Buy Link: http://www.loose-id.net/detail.aspx?ID=712 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 46

 
Author Bio 

 

Jeanne Barrack 

Jeanne's worlds ~ exotic ~ erotic ~ exciting! 
 

I'm a native New Yorker, born and bred in Brooklyn, married for thirty-odd years (and 

they have been odd) to my high school sweetheart. Is it any wonder I became a romance 

novelist? I now live on a mountain top in rural Pennsylvania. I play guitar and studied 

voice privately with a coach from Juilliard. I sing everything from folk music to Grand 

Opera - in ten languages including Gaelic and Hebrew. 

 

My day job involves music therapy for seniors. Over the course of many years I have 

been inspired and astonished by the wealth of knowledge and experience of the elderly. 

I write erotic paranormal/fantasy romance. I'm published with Liquid Silver Books, 

Loose Id and Aspen Mountain Press. My latest work, "The Shimmering Flame", an 

Urban Fantasy, is part of the Terran Realm universe. I'm working on its sequel and also 

my first m/m paranormal romance. 

 

Learn more about me and my work at the following links: 

 Visit my blogs: 

http://jeanneworldsnewsletter.blogspot.com/  

http://thesweetflagmenlove.blogspot.com/  

http://jeannebarrack1.wordpress.com/  

http://www.leagueofamazingwriters.com/wp/ 

 

Visit my publishers: 

Loose Id: http://www.loose-id.com/searchresult.aspx?CategoryID=29  

Liquid Silver Books: http://www.liquidsilverbooks.com/books/theshimmeringflame.htm  

Aspen Mountain Press: 

http://www.aspenmountainpress.com/  

 

 

 

Published Works: 

 

"The Shimmering Flame" - Liquid Silver Books/Terran Realm - Urban Fantasy 

"A Song of the Sidhe" - Liquid Silver Books - paranormal historical 

"The Sweet Flag" - Loose Id - m/m paranormal historical 

"The Collector 5: The Crystal Flacon" - Loose Id - multi-author series 

"No One Else on Earth" - Loose Id - contemporary paranormal 

 

"Babes in Toyland: II" - Aspen Mountain Press - Holiday Anthology (multi-author) 

 

"Silver Fire" - Currently Unavailable. Please check author's blog for updates 

"Amber Inferno" - Currently Unavailable. Please check author's blog for updates 



 47

"Sapphire Flame" - Currently Unavailable. Please check author's blog for updates 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 48

 
 

 

 

 

Title: Voyeur 

Author: Jon Michaelsen 

Genre: Gay Contemporary romance, Suspense, M/M 

Rating: Rocky Road – Light Nuts 

Format: e-book and included in a print anthology titled: Men 

Buy Link: 

http://www.loveyoudivine.com/index.php?main_page=document_product_info&cPath=2

2_3&products_id=301  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 49

Blurb: 

 

Kevin has an obsession; one that involves the muscular Adonis  

in the penthouse  adjacent to his high-rise condominium. He’s told 

no one, not even Alice, his best friend at the office of his fascination. 

He purchases binoculars, adds a camera with zoom lens and spirals 

into the depths of voyeurism before devising  a plan to finally meet 

the man of his dreams. An evening of easy conversation and lustful 

glances ends far too soon, but not before Tony plants the most  

amazing kiss ever on Kevin’s lips, leaving him yearning for more. 

 

When Tony shows up at Kevin’s apartment the next night all bloody 

and bruised, Kevin offers him instant refuge…and his bed. But not 

all is what it seems. Police burst into Kevin’s home, searching for  

the killer of a man in the penthouse across the street—Tony’s so-called  

partner. 

 

Will Kevin’s pleas of innocence save him from this horrible turn of events?  

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter One 

 

“Cheer up, Kevin. It’s spring!” 

 

Kevin looked up from the flat screen monitor of his computer. 

 

“What now, Alice?” He loved his one friend at the office, but at times, she 

annoyed the hell out of him. 

 

She smirked and ignored the friendly jab. “Honestly, Kev. You should get out 

more. You look like you’ve lost your best friend.” 

 

He forced a smile. “Well, if anyone around here knows how that feels, it’s me.” 

He rifled through a stack of financial statements scattered across the desk. “It’s not a 

good day. If I can’t get these spreadsheets to balance before the Stutman meeting next 

week, I’m screwed.” 

 

“Correction,” she said, and moved behind the desk. “We’re screwed.” 

 

He flicked off the screen. “How ‘bout lunch?” 

 

Alice crossed with him to the door and smirked. “I thought you’d never ask.” 

 

                                     * * * 
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The warmer temperatures and longer days of April awakened a dormant nature. 

Spring permeated the air, and Kevin relished every moment of the city coming to life. He 

couldn’t wait to get home from the office before the sun faded. He often spent much of 

his time in his garden on the balcony of his twenty-eighth floor condo. The cultivation of 

an array of clay-potted plants amounted to no more than an urban collage of colors, both 

brilliant and full. He took great pride in his hobby, often working well into the night. A 

pastiche of carnations and snap-dragons filled every inch of soil in the pots. Though not 

one to gloat, he knew that he possessed the proverbial “green thumb”. 

 

It was sometime in mid-April when he first noticed the man who lived in the 

adjacent high-rise penthouse apartment. The building stood a couple floors shorter than 

Kevin’s apartment. Poised behind a giant palladium window, the stranger sipped a 

beverage while staring out across the western horizon. Molasses streaks of the sun's rays 

cascading across his shirtless torso cast a halo often seen in sultry scenes of a Hollywood 

movie. He raised a free arm and pushed fingers through a mess of dark curls. The ringlets 

of hair fell about his face as he let his hand travel along the back of his neck and around 

to his chest. He drained the last of his drink and rested a hand on a stomach that was 

toned and defined by youth. 

 

Fearful the guy might notice him staring, Kevin kneeled and peered around the 

edge of the foliage of his garden. True to form, when presented with such a tantalizing 

image, he began to perspire. Within minutes, his body soaked the cotton shirt. He wiped 

hands on the back of his shorts, careful not to tip backward and risk discovery. Heart 

palpitating, Kevin remained transfixed, staring over the pageant of colors at nothing short 

of an Adonis. 

 

His eyes blurred the more he strained to look at that angelic face through the 

window that reflected the glowing embers of a dying sun. A light breeze caused his eyes 

to tear up, but he refused to wipe them, afraid he’d miss even the slightest blink of an eye 

or flex of a muscle. The object of his desire stood there, frozen in time, gazing out at the 

sunset, perhaps daydreaming. 

 

Arms came from behind and wrapped around the man’s torso, pulling him away 

from the window and out of sight. He disappeared.  

 

Later in the week, Kevin sat at his desk and stared at a spreadsheet of figures. He 

calculated and recalculated the numbers, but each time he ended up with a total different 

than before. He snapped his fourth pencil and held his face in his hands. Frustrated and 

exhausted, with a headache the size of a boulder, he sighed. Month-end loomed and the 

more time he spent on this client’s portfolio, the less time he had for his other accounts. 

He’d spent the last few nights tossing about and awakened by nightmares, none of which 

he could recall. Each retching experience left him drenched in sweat and drained. Though 

forty-five minutes remained of his shift, he logged off the computer, killed the lights, 

closed the door to his office and exited the building. 
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He walked a couple blocks to Peachtree Street and headed south, strolling past a 

menagerie of street vendors who hawked everything from faux designer handbags and 

watches to fake collegiate team jerseys and sweatshirts. He entered the Five Points Rail 

Station and boarded a crowded commuter train headed west. Exiting at Centennial 

Olympic Park, he walked the few blocks home. 

 

Inside his unit, he rushed to the wet-bar camouflaged behind a beveled mirror 

door in the kitchen. He poured a tumbler full of scotch and downed half the amber liquid. 

Though not prone to needing a cocktail before dinner, tonight he made an exception. He 

was anxious, but he couldn’t figure out what made him nervous, or why he lacked focus 

at work. The guy in the window, maybe? He shrugged. Whatever caused his stomach to 

grind the last few nights and be responsible for his restless sleep, now seemed poised to 

ruin the rest of evening. 

 

He stepped out onto the terrace and moved to the railing to stare across the 

horizon. The scenery appeared aseptic, and not as beautiful as the other day. Could it the 

absence of that angelic face? The golden rays glistening across his bronzed skin? He 

frowned. The sun set the same time every day during spring, spreading tranquility across 

the sky. So, why should today be any different? 

 

He chanced a glance toward the window across the way. The glass stood empty 

and dark, the vertical blinds drawn. No young man peered out. Disappointed, he sipped 

the alcohol dry and moved back inside. 

 

Before going to bed, Kevin opened the mini-blinds in his bedroom. The floor to 

ceiling windows covered the south wall and overlooked the city. He looked up at the 

night sky that resembled a black canvas littered with white dots of various shapes. The 

view engrossed him. He stood there longer than he’d intended, when a flash caught the 

corner of his eye. He glanced down and across to the adjacent tower. A light glowed 

against the backdrop to reveal a bedroom of the unit across the way and by his 

calculations, the same floor belonging to the hot guy from the window. He made out a 

dresser, reclining chair and the lower portion of a frameless bed. 

 

His heart jumped into his throat, excited with the prospect of seeing the guy again. 

He would wait to catch a glimpse of the man once more, and he’d be content. Afterward, 

he’d go to bed and forget about him for the night. 

 

His plan failed the moment a figure moved within sight. He found himself 

trapped, frozen by hunger for more. The stranger he saw days before passed by the 

window. He moved about the room getting ready for bed. Sitting on the edge of the 

mattress, he removed his sneakers and socks, and stood, unbuttoning his jeans, letting 

them fall to his knees. He sat and slipped free of the denim. 

 

Kevin’s heart pounded in his chest like a jackhammer. His stomach somersaulted 

and his mouth went dry. What luck! Adrenaline shot through his body. Clad only in white 

briefs, the man came forward to the window. Kevin panicked. He tried to move away, but 
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stumbled. He regained his balance and eased forward like a child sneaking a peek at 

Santa Claus in the middle of the night. 

 

The blinds no longer glowed, and the guy disappeared once more. 

 

When Kevin missed his alarm in the morning, he called in to explain his tardiness. 

He showered, dressed in a pale blue linen suit with a yellow tie, and rushed to work. 

When he arrived, he found Alice waiting in his office. She handed him a cup of coffee. 

 

“You’re late.” 

 

“I called in.” Kevin pulled the cord of the lamp on his desk. 

 

“You missed our appointment.” 

 

Her eyes followed him around the room as he opened blinds and turned on the 

radio. He placed his jacket on the back of his chair, plopped down behind the desk and 

narrowed his eyes. “You’re late once in a while. Give a guy a break, will ya?” 

 

“I am never late,” she sassed, brushing aside auburn curls. “Relax, already. I’ve 

proofed the figures. We won’t be late for the presentation.” 

 

“I did that yesterday.” He felt the irritation rising in his voice. 

 

I know, but I found several mistakes.” 

 

Rolling his eyes, he retrieved a pair of reading glasses and placed them on the 

bridge of his nose. “Where?” He figured she’d already marked the errors, like usual. Her 

character often involved pointing out the faults in others. He watched her tiny body 

squirm with agitation. 

 

“Pages three, five and eight.” She pointed to each correction. 

 

“What in the hell was on your mind yesterday, Kev? You know this is an 

important proposal. If we don’t show the Stutmans they’re investments are solid, we’ll 

lose the account. That’s half a million in revenue for this firm.” 

 

“I’m sorry, Alice.” He sighed. “I promise I’ll pay closer attention. 

Okay, let’s get to the meeting.” 

 

Kevin drifted through the rest of the day. The image of the guy in the adjacent 

high-rise seemed to be everywhere, haunting him around every corner, in the lobby, even 

in the break room. Men who passed him in the corridor took on the features of the 

mysterious young man. In the john, a colleague stood beside Kevin at the sink as they 

both washed their hands. Turning to exit, he nodded at Kevin, who could only see the full 

lips of the stranger from the window. 



 53

 

On his way home, he passed a photography store. The window display featured 

binoculars of various sizes. Kevin entered to browse with no intent to purchase, but he 

left with an inexpensive pair of binoculars. Embarrassed and feeling guilty, he concealed 

the purchase under his blazer and rushed home. 

 

That night, after Desperate Housewives, Kevin glanced out the glass door to the 

balcony. The blinds across the way were open and lights illuminated from the penthouse. 

Seized by the possibilities, he rushed to get the binoculars. Sneaking to his bedroom 

window without turning on the lights, he pressed the rubber tips of the scopes to his eyes 

and focused. He’s lifting weights! 

 

The guy appeared far better looking than he’d imaged, with a narrow nose, sharp 

jaw line, dimples and piercing green eyes. He could easily be a runway model at Bryant 

Park. Shirtless and wearing white gym shorts that clung to his body like a second skin, 

Kevin watched as he bent down to retrieve a set of chrome dumbbells. He curled the 

weight in each arm, twisting his wrist at the top of each pull, his stomach contracting to 

reveal solid muscle. Kevin couldn’t help but count the lines of the six-pack. The 

stranger’s biceps bulged with each repetition. 

 

He ignored the stirring in his loins and struggled to keep the binoculars steady. 

Finishing his routine, the man moved out of view, perhaps to shower. 

 

Kevin remained at the window waiting for his return. His hands shook, his chest 

heaved. What are you doing? he chastised himself. Becoming a freaking Peeping Tom! A 

flash regained his attention. The guy reappeared, a white towel secured about his waist. 

Kevin stared through scopes, the heat of his eyes fogging the lenses. The man moved 

toward the window and in a quick one-two motion, he stripped from the cloth and closed 

the blinds. 

 

Kevin stood awestruck, angry he’d drawn the blinds, but thrilled to get a glimpse 

of the beautiful man. He stayed at the window for an hour longer, hoping the guy would 

return and open the blinds. Although he tried many times, he couldn’t pull himself away 

from the window. He wanted just one more look before going to bed, an image to take 

with him into slumber. His eyes aching from the strain of staring too long through the 

rubber-tipped scopes pressed into his face, and frustrated the glimpse he prayed for never 

came, he fell onto his mattress well after midnight.  
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Blurb: 

 

After nearly 660 years, Adin Swift is dreaming again. 

 

As a vampire, he slept like the dead. Now that he’s reverted to mortality after killing one 

of his own kind, vivid dreams surface every night to torment him. And the most 

disturbing ones involve his best friend, Jackson Spey. 

 

It was their “otherness” that drew them together ten years earlier—two extraordinary men 

living outside the mainstream, one a bright and beautiful vampire, one a cynical and 

handsome wizard. Their unique bond took on more dimensions than either was willing to 

acknowledge…until now. 

 
Realizing he can no longer ignore the desire that’s been simmering for a decade, 
Adin must face the heart-wrenching fact he’s in love with two people: the 
woman to whom he’s committed and the man he can’t seem to live without. Two 
confrontations ensue over the course of one explosive weekend, and they will 
forever alter three people’s lives. 
 

NOTE: Although this story can easily be read as a stand-alone, it follows the relationship 

arc begun in Plagued (available at Ellora’s Cave Publishing) and carried into Tormented 

(available at Changeling Press). 

 

 

 

Excerpt:     

 

Jackson came toward him. Adin’s vision seemed to blur. He didn’t know what to 

expect anymore, from Jackson or himself. He didn’t know what to strive or wish for, 

accept or spurn. When the other man reached out, he swung at him. 

 

Of course, the old street fighter couldn’t easily be decked. He adroitly blocked the 

punch. But Adin, stoked by thwarted passion and wounded pride, wasn’t about to 

concede. It was as if he could conquer the humiliating hold this man had on him by 

conquering the man himself.  

 

So they grappled, clutching each other wherever they could, stumbling back into the 

living area, bouncing off furniture. This was a wrestling match now, and neither had a 

clear advantage. Jackson was stronger—the muscles in his arms felt like bridge cables—

but Adin was more nimble. And the more experienced wrestler. Every time Jackson got 

the upper hand, Adin felt more incensed, more determined to chastise the coldly arrogant 

asshole who’d made a mockery of his painful need. So he’d summon his resentment and 

his knowledge of the sport and he’d reverse the hold, or turn it into one that was even 

more immobilizing…at least temporarily.  
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He wanted to win. At least in this, he wanted his will to prevail.  

 

Grunting, they tumbled to the floor, got up, went down again. Jackson’s shirt was 

gone. Adin’s whole body burned from exertion. They seemed to sweat into each other’s 

pores. Once in while, Adin got the vague, distracting impression that Jackson was 

enjoying the feel of him. There was something about the way his arm occasionally 

wrapped around Adin’s shoulders or chest, the way his hands moved, or didn’t move, on 

Adin’s back or ass. But within seconds Jackson’s ferocity resurfaced, as if he despised 

himself for his weakness, and it was at those moments they came perilously close to 

hurting each other. 

 

Then, as if by unspoken agreement or mutual concession, it was over. They were 

both on the floor, panting with exhaustion and spent anger, and simply rolled onto their 

backs and lay still.  

 

Jackson, eyes closed, bent one leg and threw an arm over his face. “I’m done. You 

want to knee me in the throat, go ahead.” 

 

 Adin, almost ten years younger and ten pounds lighter than he, had some energy 

left. He soon sat up, resting his forearms on his raised knees. His head drooped forward 

as he continued to catch his breath. He had nothing to say. All he could do now was get 

up, get dressed, and leave. He was afraid to look at Jackson, stretched out on the carpet 

like that, strong chest bare and misted with perspiration, arms pumped, hair spread out 

around his flushed, killer face. It was bad enough he felt the man’s heat radiating from his 

body like summer sun off pavement. 

 

Adin felt a smidgen of satisfaction over his athletic prowess, but he obviously hadn’t 

exorcised his demon.   

 

Jackson’s head rolled in his direction. “Where the hell did you pick up a fag thing 

like Greco-Roman wrestling?” 

 

“Where did you pick up a fag thing like fucking men?” 

 

It just came out. 

 

The retort was supposed to have been a good-natured jibe, more or less, but it went 

over like a tasteless comment about his mother. Jackson’s face gathered. It looked like 

he’d been stung by a particularly vicious hornet and was trying to suppress either tears or 

all-out, irrational rage. Bolting up from the floor, he strode toward the bathroom, jeans 

hanging loosely around his hips. The door closed firmly behind him. 
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Feeling like eight kinds of shit, Adin rubbed his face. So, this wasn’t entirely about 

Celia being in the picture. Adin had to keep reminding himself that Jackson was still 

deconstructing a longstanding self-image. Outlaw biker, magical power-broker, virtual 

master of all he surveyed. The Great and Powerful Oz on a Harley chopper. Must be 

tough, Adin thought, discovering that being bisexual was not always a casual exercise in 

neutrality and choice. The right person could yank you, hard, in one direction or the 

other. Whether you wanted it or not.  

 

He got up, walked to the bathroom and stood outside the closed door, gripping its 

frame and listening. There was no weeping or nose-blowing inside, no irate banging. The 

toilet flushed; a tap released water. That was all. 

 

The door opened. Adin lifted his lowered head. Immediately, his gaze fused with 

Jackson’s.  

 

And it was there again. His passion for the man flared and condensed. Whatever 

tangle of ducts and blood vessels and ganglia connected his balls to his cock was where 

Adin felt it. A deep, smoldering knot of need. It seemed his whole lower abdomen was 

contracting around it, his pelvic bones welding to it. 

 

This wasn’t mere desire. This was a singular condition only one doctor in the world 

could treat.  

 

He impulsively raised his hands and cradled Jackson’s face. At that moment, and 

probably for the last ten years, Adin loved him. Powerfully. He loved that starkly 

stunning face he held, those eyes that so hypnotically held his own. He loved the mature 

mind and ancient soul behind those eyes. 

 

“Hey, what happened to your sense of humor?” Adin murmured, because saying I’m 

sorry would have carried all the wrong implications. 

 

Jackson’s expression didn’t change. His face remained impassive yet somehow 

eloquent. Only his shallow breathing belied his blank composure.  

 

“You have no idea,” he whispered, “how much I’ve wanted to feel your mouth on 

me again. It’s been a kind of torture.” 

 

Buy Link:  http://www.changelingpress.com/product.php?&upt=book&ubid=926   
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Blurb: 

 

Adrian turned his passion for action figures into a thriving comic shop, The Fantastic 

Five. After spending most of his life in the world of super heroes and aliens, he’s not 

surprised when the action figure he’s repairing comes to life. He’s more surprised by the 

instant attraction he feels to the man—and the fact that it’s mutual. These guys are 

supposed to be Real American heroes. But right now, Adrian wants him to be his hero.  

Mack’s waited a long time for a reward. He’s come back wounded from a brutal mission, 

but the Toymaker upstairs promised him a new life and a new mission. When Adrian 

repairs his broken body, his gentle touch also repairs Mack’s broken heart. Now it’s 

Mack’s turn to repay Adrian, by teaching him about living your wildest fantasies and 

making your dreams come true. 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Adrian stilled as Mack rested his hands on the counter on either side of 
him. He pressed against Adrian’s back, pinning him. Releasing a breath, Adrian 
relaxed against him and closed his eyes. He relished the closeness. It’d been long, 
far longer than even Dean had known, since he’d experienced such intimacy, and 
his cock hardened.  
 

“Is it true?” Mack asked, his husky voice caressing already aroused nerve 

endings. “What Dean said about you not getting involved too quickly?” Leaning forward, 

he nuzzled the side of Adrian’s neck.  

 

Adrian sighed and tilted his head to allow greater access. “Yeah. It’s true.” He 

swallowed hard.  

 

Mack slid his right hand from the counter to cup Adrian’s hip. His big fingers 

splayed across the front of Adrian’s jeans, inching closer to his erection. “So if I take you 

right here then, you’ll be charting new territory.” He chuckled. “What do you think?” He 

slid open the button of Adrian’s jeans. His fingers toyed with the zipper tab, pulling it 

down a few centimeters, then up again.  

 

Adrian allowed his eyelids to flutter closed. Braced between Mack’s hard body 

and the counter, he tried to remain in control. The delicious anticipation of hearing the 

zipper rasp down ended as the zipper pulled back to its top. The teasing continued, each 

motion punctuated by Mack stroking the back of his knuckles across the denim of 

Adrian’s fly. Finally, Mack tugged the zipper all the way down with short, halting pulls.  
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His cock surged into Mack’s warm hand. Strong fingers circled it. With him 

nestled against Adrian, the hard ridge of his erection nudged Adrian’s buttocks. “Yes,” 

Adrian hissed, realizing just how long it’d been since he had allowed himself to feel. 

There was no analyzing this situation. A man turned action figure turned man defied all 

logic.  

 

“If you’ve waited for this, then I’ve waited longer.” Mack nipped Adrian’s neck 

where it met the shoulder. He moved away just long enough to unbutton his pants. They 

fell to the floor with a heavy thud, and he pressed blessedly naked against Adrian. “You 

have a nice ass,” he growled, pumping his hips against Adrian’s still-denim-covered 

globes.  

 

Adrian swallowed hard. Though he had come earlier, he was ready for action. 

Reaching behind him, he cupped Mack’s hips, grinding his ass into the man’s naked 

cock. A distant part of his mind told him to slow down, to take his time, that Mack had 

been an action figure. The rest of his mind had been blown by Mack’s talented mouth.  

 

Letting his chin dip toward his chest, Adrian sank into sensation. The stroke of 

Mack’s hand, the slight caress of his breath against Adrian’s rapidly heating skin, even 

the jeans sagging against his legs, served only to heighten his arousal. He couldn’t 

remember a time when he’d wanted someone so much, so fast, and when he’d liked it so 

much.  

 

Adrian’s jeans slid down his legs.  

 

Mack tugged them down in a quick whoosh of fabric. He reached for a bottle of 

corn oil on the counter.  

 

Adrian’s eyes widened. He swallowed hard. Was Mack really going to use that 

for lube? He looked over his shoulder, the determined look in Mack’s eyes telling Adrian 

all he needed to know. Sunlight slanted through the large windows, and he turned away 

from its blinding glare.  

 

Hell, the curtains were open. Adrian lurched toward them, stopped by Mack’s 

hand on his shoulder.  

 

“What’s the matter? Afraid someone’s going to see? You have a privacy fence for 

a reason, you know,” Mack growled. He put the bottle back on the counter, the lid 

toppling down beside. A quick swipe of his fingers smeared the cool liquid along the 

crease of Adrian’s buttocks. He swirled his finger around the puckered ring of muscles 

that led to heaven.  

 

Unable to answer, Adrian submitted. He dragged shuddering breaths into his 

lungs. The masterful swipe of Mack’s fingers against Adrian’s anus had him struggling to 

find words. He couldn’t. He shouldn’t. None of that mattered. Numbers didn’t matter. 
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Only the fact that even if he didn’t get the thick press of Mack’s cock against his ass, he 

was probably going to come again. The second time in just over an hour.  

 

“Easy,” Mack crooned as his slick fingers circled around Adrian’s shaft. The 

broad head of his cock pressed against Adrian’s opening.  

 

Adrian moaned and arched against Mack.  

 

Mack slipped the head of his cock inside.  

 

Drawing a harsh breath, Adrian savored the sensation of being impaled on Mack’s 

thick cock. He didn’t move, a long groan emerging from his throat. Mack’s fingers 

tightened on Adrian’s shaft, stroking him from base to tip. “So tight,” he growled. “So 

damn fucking tight.”  

 

“Finish it.” Adrian thrust against Mack. He was tired of thinking, of weighing and 

measuring his every move. Right here, standing in broad daylight with Mack’s fingers 

around his cock, something twisted deep inside. Like sniping a bid in the final seconds of 

an online auction, if he didn’t go after what he wanted, someone else would. The bright 

morning served to highlight the fact that it truly was a brand new world for Mack. A 

world Adrian had no doubts the man behind him would have no problem exploring.  

 

Mack inched inside him until their balls hung flush together. His fingers tightened 

around the base of Adrian’s cock as he pulled out, so slowly that Adrian thought he’d die.  

 

Adrian swallowed hard, bracing his hands on the edge of the counter. Mack 

surrounded him, filled him, swamped his senses and made him think about nothing 

except the hard pole sliding into him and the fingers tight around his cock. Damn, it’d 

never been this good. His balls tightened with the pressure to spill his seed. Even last 

night in the hot tub it had felt too good to be real. He’d thought it was in his mind, a 

fantasy that would never come to life. 
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Blurb: 

 

Sequel to the Amber Allure best-seller, Seven Year Ache... 

 

Two weeks on a ranch under the bright Montana skies can only be good for what ails 

you, right? Unless what ails you is grief and guilt severe enough to make you attempt 

suicide. Still, Blake Talbot agrees to accompany his Ivy League frat brothers on a trip out 

west to honor the memory of their beloved friend, Charlie. Blake hopes he can find a 

little peace of mind. Instead, he finds Kris Killborn, who's the exact opposite of peaceful 

in every possible way. 

 

Kris has big plans, but at the moment he's stuck in Montana's Flathead Valley, spending 

the summer working as a hired hand on the Lazy C guest ranch while he dreams of 

making it big in Nashville. He sure as hell has no interest in getting all tangled up with 

some damaged college boy from back east. 

 

On the surface, Blake and Kris have nothing in common...unless you count a sexual 

chemistry that's downright combustible. Yet underneath all that they fit together like 

pieces of a puzzle. Will they be able to put aside their differences long enough to get a 

good look at the big picture? 

 

Take one Ivy League frat boy, add a hired hand with attitude, and blend in a few hot 

Montana nights. Dish is done when steam fogs the barn windows. 
 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter One 

 

Blake Talbot decided he liked Montana the instant he laid eyes on the massive 

stuffed mountain goat standing guard between the snack bar and the gift shop in the 

lobby of the Kalispell airport. 

 

“Dude, seriously?” Dex stared at him over the tops of his sunglasses. “You want 

me to take your picture with a sheep?” 

 

“It’s a goat, Dex.” Blake could hear the weird little quaver in his own voice and 

wondered if maybe that fourth cup of first-class coffee had been a mistake. “A goat. 

You’re magna cum laude from Princeton, man. Can’t you tell the difference?” 

 

Gaelen strolled over to join them, every inch the preppie tool courtesy of his pink 

polo shirt with the collar popped, wrinkled chinos and ratty deck shoes held together with 

duct tape. “I’ve got the keys to the rental. Let’s get a move on, guys.” 

 

“Blake wants to preserve this moment in history. Him and the goat, they’re real 

tight.” Dex smirked and added an exaggerated Southern drawl to his next words. “I think 
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it’s a Mississippi thang.” 

 

Gaelen nodded. “I always knew that about him. Kinky bastard.” 

 

Blake draped his arm around the goat’s neck. “Both of you can bite my rebel ass.” 

 

Charlie would’ve loved this. He would’ve laughed his ass off. Charlie would’ve… 

 

Dex snapped the picture and tucked his cell phone back into his shirt pocket. “All 

right, time’s a’wasting. Horses to rope, cowgirls to ride, all that shit.” 

 

Blake pulled away from the goat with a final pat to its shaggy white hide. Charlie 

would’ve gotten the joke, but Charlie wasn’t here. Maybe it was time to get a grip on that 

nasty little fact of life. 

 

They retrieved their belongings from the baggage carousel and found Troy 

waiting for them by the exit. His chubby face gleamed with sweat from the exertion of 

toting his own suitcase. “I don’t know about you, but I’m starving. Let’s stop somewhere 

to eat.” 

 

Gaelen shook his head. “It’s an hour’s drive to Glacier Park. If we don’t start 

now—” 

 

“Hey,” Troy said, “I don’t sightsee on an empty stomach.” 

 

“Lay off the tour director shtick, Gaelen.” Dex stretched and leaned back till his 

spine cracked loudly enough to make the nearest passersby stare. “We’re not due at the 

ranch till noon tomorrow, right? Let’s take it easy today. Get the lay of the land. The 

mountains aren’t going anywhere.” 

 

“Fine.” Gaelen shouldered past Troy, knocking him off balance, and bolted 

through the glass doors. 

 

Blake followed into the late morning light. The searing blue of the sky gave him 

reason to reach into the pocket of his denim jacket for his sunglasses. He inhaled a 

lungful of sharp, clean air and held it till his chest burned and his vision swam a little, 

making the distant, snow-capped mountain range look as if it was underwater. 

 

Okay, I can do this. It doesn’t have to be bad. Just…one minute at a time. 

 

Dex nudged his shoulder. “Come on, before Troy expires of starvation.” He 

paused and quirked an eyebrow at Blake. “Or Gaelen strangles him with his own 

intestines and leaves him for dead in the parking lot.” 

 

“Yeah, what’s up with that? Why’s Gaelen being so…such a…” 

 



 70

“Prick?” Dex supplied the label with a sour twist of his lips. “It’s a mystery. But 

we’ve got two solid weeks to figure it out.” 

 

They found a diner in downtown Kalispell that served breakfast twenty-

four/seven. It was everything you’d expect of a place that boasted “EATS” on the sign 

outside—red vinyl seats, Formica tabletops, and middle-aged waitresses named Margie 

and Flo serving orders of grease and salt with big helpings of sugar on the side. Troy 

cheered up on the spot. 

 

They took a booth in the back. Blake ordered coffee he didn’t want and spent the 

time watching Saturday traffic through the window, ignoring his companions’ 

conversation, just as he’d ignored it on the flights from Jersey and Detroit. After about 

twenty minutes, he excused himself and went in search of the men’s room. 

 

Once inside, he braced his hands on the sink and stared into the smudged mirror, 

waiting for something to happen. A knock on the door, maybe…some other customer 

needing to use the john or wash the grease from a bacon, sausage and biscuit sandwich 

from his fingers. He counted the seconds, trying to breathe like his therapist had taught 

him—slow and steady, no need to rush and hog all that nifty, restroom-scented oxygen. 

No need to have a panic attack. No need to take another pill to avert the panic attack and 

end up going narcoleptic for the rest of the day either. Bad enough the others were 

already looking at him a little weird. Dex was probably apologizing for his psycho 

behavior every time he turned around. 

 

When the knock finally came, Blake jerked away from the sink, relieved. He 

made quick work of washing his hands and yanked open the door, half-expecting to see 

Dex waiting outside with that look on his face that said he was concerned, but trying hard 

not to show it. 

 

Instead of Dex’s blond head and linebacker physique, Blake found himself 

confronted with a good-looking guy just about his own height, with a shock of thick 

black hair and eyes as dark as a moonless Mississippi midnight. A silver stud twinkled in 

the lobe of one of his ears. 

 

Blake froze with his hand on the doorknob and glanced down almost against his 

will, taking in the truly excellent way the stranger filled out his blue-checkered button-

down and patched jeans. 

 

“’Scuse me,” the guy said as he ducked into the bathroom. He left behind a trace 

of citrus and musk that made Blake’s breath catch in his chest. 

 

Funny…he’d thought he’d managed to kill his libido dead with the various 

medications for anxiety and depression. But there it was, making itself known at the most 

inconvenient time possible, and all for some local who’d probably shoot him where he 

stood for what he was thinking. 
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The others had nearly finished their meals when he got back to the booth. 

 

Dex grinned a greeting at him, but the worry was right there beneath the surface. 

“We were about to mount a search and rescue.” 

 

“Not necessary. I’m just a little jet-lagged.” 

 

“What you need,” Gaelen said, his handsome face arranged in its usual know-it-

all lines of smug confidence, “is some fresh Montana air. Let’s drop our stuff at the hotel 

and hit the road.” 

 

Before Blake could answer, Troy leaned over the table and whispered, “Get a load 

of redneck Elvis at ten o’clock and moving this way.” 

 

Gaelen craned his neck to see. “Christ, he’s like a walking advertisement for shit-

kickers and chewing tobacco.” 

 

Blake didn’t have to look to know they were talking about the stranger from the 

bathroom. All he could do was pray Gaelen and Troy behaved themselves long enough 

for the guy to make his way past them without incident. Apparently, it was too much to 

ask. 

 

Just as he reached their booth, Gaelen cut loose with a wobbly, off-key rendition 

of “Love Me Tender” in a stage whisper audible from ten feet away. Next to him, Troy 

giggled, high and shrill as any twelve-year-old girl. 

 

“Thank you…thank you very much.” Gaelen’s impression of the King left a lot to 

be desired, but it seemed it wasn’t lost on the man they were mocking. 

 

The stranger paused and turned a tight smile on them. “Can I help you boys?” 

 

Blake aimed a kick at Gaelen under the table, but caught Troy’s shin instead. Troy 

quit laughing. “Ow! What the fuck, Talbot?” 

 

Dex looked up at the stranger and shrugged an apology. “We can dress ’em up, 

but we can’t take ’em out.” 

 

The guy nodded. The tense line of his shoulders relaxed and he smiled a little 

wider. Blake took the opportunity to check him out again, one quick glance at a time. 

Gaelen had been right about the shit-kickers—steel-toed, by the looks of them—but the 

white gleam of the stranger’s teeth made a lie of the chewing tobacco crack. 

 

Then he was gone, moving on to the booth behind theirs and the skinny, balding 

man who sat waiting for him. 

 

Troy scowled at Blake and reached under the table to rub his bruised shin. Gaelen 
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gave him a shove that sent him half-sprawling into the aisle. “Come on. I’m bored with 

this bullshit.” 

 

He tossed a wad of bills on the table and made for the exit. Troy trailed behind 

him, Dex followed, and Blake brought up the rear. 

 

Parked on the street directly in front of the diner sat a shiny pick-up in a color 

Blake would’ve called “Carolina blue.” He knew—was sure of it, right down into his 

bones—the truck belonged to the stranger with the dark eyes and the easy smile. 

 

He ran a light finger over the door as he passed it and said, “He doesn’t even look 

like Elvis.” 

 

A few steps in front of him, Dex glanced over his shoulder. “Huh?” 

 

“Nothing.” Blake snapped his shades into place and steeled himself for the first 

day of his long-overdue vacation. “Not a damn thing.” 
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Blurb: 

 

After the near genocide of his race, Teague Johnson now spends his life hiding in plain 

sight. In a city populated by humans and nightfeeders alike, he and his brother are forced 

to cloak themselves in forged histories in order to blend in among the hierarchy of 

society. When he's not working at Oasis, the sex club he and his brother own, Teague 

keeps to himself. He relies on strangers to feed his sexual desires, but anything more 

intimate is off limits. A nosy boyfriend snooping around in his business is the last thing 

he needs. 

 

Kyle Drake's arrival at the club makes Teague rethink his favorable stance on one-night 

stands. From the very first touch, Teague can't get enough of Kyle. Their weekly trysts 

give Teague a reason to anticipate the future -- until Kyle unexpectedly disappears. 

 

A visit from an old friend thrusts Teague's life under a microscope and endangers 

everything he holds dear. Allegiances are tested, and the lines of friendship blur in a race 

to stop an inhuman killer. Kyle's fate hinges on Teague's ability to untangle the intricate 

web of secrets and lies before it's too late. 

 

 

Excerpt: 

Chapter One 

 

Teague Johnson appeared calm and in control at all times. He’d been 
accused of being a heartless bastard more than he cared to recall. It was a 
common enough misconception. No one -- save his older brother Cadge -- had 
ever been able to see beneath the icy veneer he shared with the world. Teague 
liked it that way. Especially at rare times like now, when his internal thermostat 
was set to boil, and he felt anything but composed. 

 

The hard-on he’d woken up with that evening refused to go down. It outlasted an 

argument with Cadge about his endless obsession with the past and then continued 

unabated through the nightly procedures to prepare the club for business. Even now, as he 

walked through the crowd and nodded at people, his balls felt tight and heavy; his dick 

ached for attention from the one man he had no business fraternizing with.  

 

Teague felt sure Kyle would show up tonight, as he had every Saturday for the last 

few months, but he was torn about how he should respond. If he were a smart man, he’d 

walk away and find someone else to fuck. There were bona fide reasons for why he 

shouldn’t form attachments to a human, regardless of what his dick craved.    

 

To further rattle his concentration, the club was crawling with Nightfeeders and 

varying forms of shifters. Having so many creatures under the same roof made Teague 

twitchy. He didn’t mind the shifters so much; they could get a little rougher than 
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necessary at times, but discretion seemed to be coded into their genes. Nightfeeders, 

however, were a different story. Teague’s skin crawled with thoughts of what they were 

capable of.  

 

After five years of running Club Oasis and a lifetime of trying to blend in among the 

lesser subspecies of his own race, he should have been accustomed to being around 

Nightfeeders. Unfortunately, that wasn’t the case. The blood-sucking fiends caused too 

much trouble for him not to be wary -- for the kind of danger they posed to him and his 

human clientele. The last mess he’d been forced to clean up hadn’t been pretty, and he 

damn sure didn’t want to find himself in that sort of position again. He’d put safeguards 

in place to protect his members, but where there was a will, there was a way.  

 

Teague broke away from the herd of people skirting the outer edges of the dance floor 

and headed across the room. The throng of bodies thinned out the further he walked, and 

he would’ve sworn the temperature dropped ten degrees. The club was hopping, people 

packed in like sardines as they swilled liquor and fed off the vibe of party favors and 

sexual conquests yet to come. Heavy metal music piped through the sound system, the 

guitar riff electric and wild, like the cacophony of human heartbeats echoing in his ears. 

He stopped outside the lounge -- a separate area cordoned off and insulated with thick, 

soundproof sliding glass doors for those members who wanted to socialize without 

having to scream over the music -- and surveyed the mob with all the enthusiasm of a 

man facing the gallows of yore.  

 

“Yo, boss man.” Teague glanced at Joe, his right hand man and most trusted bouncer, 

who stood off to one side grinning like a loon. The flashing lights reflected off his wide 

forehead as he nodded toward the bar. “Your boy toy is here.” 

 

“What-the-fuck-ever,” Teague scoffed, rolling his eyes. He kept his gaze locked on 

Joe’s ugly mug, although he yearned to look around for Kyle. The human was quickly 

becoming an addiction he couldn’t afford.  

 

Joe laughed. “Your boy looks ripe for the pickin’ tonight. You’d better stake your 

claim before someone sweeps that pretty piece of meat right out from underneath you.” 

 

“Men are not pretty, and he is not my anything.” So what if Teague kept vowing that 

he would stop fucking the stunning blond. He had yet to follow through with it, although 

he would have to end things eventually, possibly even later that night. After I have 

another taste of what Kyle is oh so willing to share. There was no shame in taking 

advantage of what the other man offered. It wasn’t like Teague had ever promised 

anything, other than sex. 

 

“Well, you do what you like about the pretty boy, boss, but there are some new 

members who want to speak to you about reserving the club later this year for a private 

party. I know it isn’t something you like to do, but they’re waving around cash like it’s 

Monopoly money.” 
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Teague sighed. “All right. Go find them and bring them over, but I’m not promising 

anything.” 

 

“Sure thing, boss. You stay put, and I’ll be right back with them.” 

 

He waited until after Joe walked off before looking for the man who’d consumed his 

every waking thought and half his dreams to boot. He spotted Kyle leaning against the 

bar closest to the dance floor; the bright white T-shirt and snug faded jeans made him 

stand out like a spotlight amid the sea of leather clad partiers.  

 

An aura of innocence clung to Kyle as he gaped at the spectacle around him. With his 

sandy blond hair, shorn close on the sides and long enough to hang down over his 

forehead, large expressive eyes reflected his nervousness more than the way he kept a 

death grip on his beer bottle, he looked like a virgin waiting to be deflowered.  

 

Teague’s intimate knowledge of Kyle belied the man’s appearance. That didn’t 

prevent the thought of being the one and only to despoil Kyle from making Teague’s dick 

leak. He reached down and discreetly adjusted his package. I’m definitely getting a piece 

of that tonight. 

 

Teague spotted Joe approaching, several other men tagging along behind him, and 

pulled his gaze away from Kyle. There would be plenty of time for dalliances later, after 

he took care of a little business.  

 

* * * * * 

 

Kyle Drake leaned against the large, circular bar set dead center in the cavernous 

room and took a languorous sip from the longneck beer bottle gripped in his clammy fist. 

He gazed restlessly over the crowded dance floor, unmoved by the sight of dozens of 

sweaty men and women in various stages of undress, bumping and grinding to the heavy 

thump of classic rock that pulsed out of the loudspeakers overhead. The scene should’ve 

had some effect on him, since the men outnumbered the women by a ratio of six to one, 

but it didn’t. All those hot male bodies rutting and writhing -- acres of scantily clad flesh 

to choose from -- and all he felt was impatience.    

 

Taking another long pull from his drink, Kyle turned his focus to the small clusters of 

people socializing here and there along the fringes of the large open room. He squinted to 

see better through the dim atmosphere, searching for one man who made his pulse pound 

and his dick ache for attention.  

 

A pale, ginger-haired man, dressed in black denim and a sleeveless black T-shirt that 

accentuated his bulging biceps, walked past Kyle and looked him over. Kyle glanced 

away before the other man thought he was interested. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw 

the redhead shrug and moved on.  
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Since he’d arrived at Club Oasis thirty minutes ago, Kyle had been cruised by several 

men and women. Their gazes had met his for just the right duration; their come hither 

smiles trying to lure him into accompanying them out onto the packed dance floor or, 

more likely, into one of the secluded booths in the back room. His face heated as he 

recalled the way one woman had pulled down her stretchy shirt and waved her pendulous 

breasts at him, pouting when he shook his head and looked away. She’d had a nice pair, 

he had to give her that, but he’d never been much on tits.  

 

Firm pecs and hard nipples are much more my style.  

 

Through it all, his dick remained flaccid inside the snug black jeans he’d squeezed 

into earlier in the evening. His body refused to react to their offerings, holding out for the 

one man who turned his insides to putty and made him come so hard his eyes rolled back 

in his head. A man Kyle already knew he couldn’t have for anything more than a casual 

fuck.  

 

Teague Johnson, sex on legs and co-owner of Club Oasis, was an enigma. An 

unending mix of smooth sensuality and mystery that Kyle’s brain raced to unravel, while 

his body simply yearned for more. More contact, more time…more everything.  

 

Kyle had met the other man upon joining the club with his then boyfriend Darren and 

had instantly been attracted to the tall, virile man. Shortly thereafter, Darren had ditched 

him for an older, richer, sugar daddy, and Kyle had been free to indulge in his desire for 

Teague.  

 

After the first hasty fuck in the backroom, he honestly hadn’t expected to get a repeat 

performance from the sexy club proprietor. He’d been off his game that night, so excited 

by the prospect of cornering the other man that he’d shot his load almost the minute 

Teague pushed inside him. Mortification was an understatement compared to what he felt 

in response to popping off like a horny boy with his thieved copy of Playgirl. To his 

surprise, Teague had approached him the following weekend, and their routine was born. 

For the last few months, they’d been fucking every Saturday.  

 

Kyle kept waiting for Teague to move onto someone fresh and new, but he hadn’t yet. 

The arrangement would have been perfect, and had been for a couple of months, but 

lately Kyle found himself wanting to talk to the other man, to share things he had no 

business discussing with someone who was only a fuck-buddy.    

 

The situation was as annoying as it was hopeless. Yet there he stood, back at the club 

on Saturday night, waiting to see if he’d have another shot at the man he was quickly 

falling for, despite the knowledge that his feelings would never be returned. Coming here, 

making himself available, was an effort in futility. It was also a compulsion Kyle couldn’t 

resist.  

 

He was smart enough to realize things would end badly -- probably sooner rather than 

later. That hadn’t stopped him from acting on the strong impulse to be with Teague, not 
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tonight or any of the previous nights he’d broken down and given in to the urge. His 

sexual demons rode him as hard as he yearned for Teague’s touch. No matter how 

pathetic and empty he felt afterward, there was just something about the other man that 

kept drawing him back for more.    

 

Finally, he spotted Teague off to the right side of the building near the entrance. The 

other man loomed a head above the crowd, chatting with a small group of men Kyle 

didn’t recognize. Even amid the cluster of more heavily built men decked out in 

everything from leather to spandex, Teague stood out like a beacon, a flame among the 

embers.  

 

Kyle watched as his lover’s gaze casually scanned the room, even as he laughed in 

response to something one of the men said. Although he knew he was staring like a 

lovelorn kid, Kyle couldn’t look away. This was Teague in his element, always watchful, 

always…on. It made him wonder what his lover would be like outside of work. Would he 

be alert and reserved as he was here? The thought skittered away when Teague turned in 

his direction and their gazes clashed across the space separating them.  

 

Kyle shivered, Teague’s penetrating stare as potent as a hand caressing his fly, and 

lifted his beer in way of hello. Teague acknowledged Kyle with a barely perceivable nod 

before turning his attention back to the men around him.  

 

Kyle’s pulse thrummed, his blood rushing south to fill his shaft, making it ache from 

just one simple glimpse of his lover. He gulped down the last of his beer, the semi-cold 

dregs barely enough to quench his thirst, and set the empty bottle down on the bar. 

Glancing at his watch, he pushed the button on the side to light up the face and noted it 

was nearly midnight.  

 

After sneaking one last glance at his lover, Kyle began to weave his way through the 

crush of people toward the backroom. Teague did a walk-through at ten, twelve, and two 

-- you could set your watch by his punctuality -- and Kyle planned to be there when the 

other man showed up.  

 

He pushed aside the curtain of chains separating the illustrious backroom from the 

main floor and stepped into the dimly lit corridor. The stout tang of semen and sweat 

hung in the air, a hint of something almost coppery under the stronger scents. The wet 

slap of flesh and hoarse male groans echoed through the passage.  

 

 Tiny booths lined each side of hallway, each cubicle with its own large viewing 

window from approximately waist-height up to the eight feet ceilings. Crimson velveteen 

drapes shielded the glass, on the off chance whomever used them wanted privacy. He 

seemed to be the only club member who preferred to keep his sexual activities private.  

 

Within the tight confines of his jeans, Kyle’s dick twitched and began to swell in 

anticipation. He stepped inside, his eyesight gradually adjusting to the change in light. 

Although he had planned to walk to the end of the corridor and wait in one of the last 
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rooms for Teague, that didn’t mean he couldn’t change his mind and sneak a glimpse of 

the other things going on around him. Looking had never hurt anyone, but it did give him 

some extra creative ideas for what he and Teague could do during their time together. 

The man was an inspiration to Kyle’s libido. While he would be more than satisfied by 

straight sucking and fucking, he didn’t think that would hold his lover’s attention for 

long. Teague owned a sex club, for God’s sake; there probably wasn’t much he hadn’t 

seen or done a time or ten. The last thing Kyle wanted was for him to get bored.   

 

Quick peeks into the first couple of six-by-nine rooms provided glimpses of unknown 

couples in different stages of vanilla sex. One man had his female partner pinned to the 

glass, the globes of her round buttocks pressing more firmly against the viewing window 

with every thrust. Another man stood facing the far wall, his ass pushed out, while his 

male partner held his ass cheeks open and noisily slurped at his hole. Neither was 

anything that really caught Kyle’s attention.  

 

The third room offered up something a little different and he stopped for a moment to 

watch the threesome inside. Morbid curiosity kept his feet glued to the floor as two large 

bruisers fucked a slight blond man. The twink hung suspended in a sling connected to the 

exposed beams in the ceiling, strips of black leather tethered by silver metal rings 

crisscrossing his pale body and bracketing his thighs. A blood red ball gag spread his lips 

wide, his eyes scrunched tight in pleasure, pain, or a little of both.    

 

More interesting than the tools of their trade, or even each man’s individual appeal, 

was the fact that the blond was lifted to the perfect height between his partners’s 

muscular bodies, his hips at the perfect angle to accept either of their sizeable pricks 

inside his ass. Kyle studied their rhythm as they plowed in and out, the steady cadence of 

back and forth that grew faster, rougher with every ragged inhalation. The measure of 

their thrusts seemed like a dance, one pulling out while the other squeezed inside, the 

timing behind each lunge impeccable.  

 

Kyle considered what it must feel like for the man in the middle, to be surrounded by 

all that hot, silky skin rubbing over every inch of his body while his lovers held him 

captive. His ass cheeks clenched just thinking about it. On the other hand, being one of 

the men doing the fucking, squeezing into that hot, tight hole… That sounded pretty 

fucking good, too. His dick jerked inside his Levi’s with the intense desire to find out.  

 

Would a threesome be something Teague was into? He’d have to think on that one a 

little more before suggesting it. It was an interesting thought, but sometimes fantasy 

didn’t play out well in reality. He knew that better than anyone.  

 

The blond moaned around his gag, a shudder running through his slender body, as he 

came in what Kyle imagined would be the first of many orgasms before his partners were 

finished with him.  
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He tore himself away from the trio and continued down the hall, ignoring the other 

rooms and occupants in favor of finding an empty one to await Teague. Watching was 

fun, but it only went so far.  

 

Kyle rubbed the heel of his hand over the stiff outline of his cock and winced. The 

metal teeth of the zipper bit into his flesh, chafing the delicate skin of his shaft. If he 

didn’t get some relief soon he was going to have permanent track marks up and down his 

dick. He shuddered. If he wanted to decorate his prick, he’d wear a cock ring or get a 

piercing. Scars didn’t bear thinking on. 

 

After locating an empty room at the end of the hall, he slipped inside and pulled the 

drapes shut behind him. Kyle quickly undressed and folded his clothes, laying them in a 

neat pile in one corner of the bare room.  

 

Naked save for white cotton ankle socks, Kyle leaned against the back wall and took 

his cock in hand, loosely stroking its rigid length to full thickness. Soft skin shifted over 

the hard inner core, the friction barely enough to tease. His eyelids drooped, imagining 

what would happen once Teague arrived. Looking forward to it.  

 

The faint sound of chains rattling at the end of the hall filled the air with a musical 

tinkling. Kyle stiffened in anticipation. There was no guarantee the person entering the 

back room was Teague, but Kyle felt certain it was.   

 

He glanced down at his watch, squinting in the dim light. One minute after twelve. 

Right on time. 

 

Schooling his respiration into slow and even breaths, Kyle tried to calm the pulse 

thundering in his ears. He didn’t want to appear too eager, even if it was the only thing 

he’d been able to think about all week. Showing any expectation -- when their meetings 

were supposed to be fun and noncommittal -- would be akin to the kiss of death for their 

non-relationship.  

 

No more than five or six minutes passed before heavy footsteps clattered directly 

outside the booth. The curtain rustled and slid back with a quiet whoosh, revealing 

Teague in all his divine glory. A snug black T-shirt hugged his broad chest and lean 

torso; the short sleeves cupped the muscular contours of his biceps. Leather pants clung 

to trim hips and long, athletic thighs. As nice as the legs were, it was the impressive bulge 

between them that made Kyle’s mouth water. He knew precisely what lay beneath the 

butter soft leather and couldn’t wait to get his hands or his mouth around it. The salty-

sweet ambrosia of Teague’s skin was as addictive as methamphetamine, and Kyle 

couldn’t wait for another taste.   

 

Kyle lifted his eyes and met Teague’s gaze from across the room. Teague still stood 

in the doorway, casually braced over the threshold. He regarded Kyle with a neutral 

expression, his dark eyes betraying not a hint of what was on his mind. “Back for more, 

are you?” 
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Kyle smiled in spite of the brisk greeting. “You know it.” He forced himself not to 

take offense at what Teague said. The man seemed overly wary of being too nice, as if a 

few kind words were the equivalent of exchanging a vow of everlasting love. “I can’t 

seem to get my fill of you. I’m addicted to your sweet cock. Think I could find a suitable 

twelve-step program for that?”  

 

Teague let the drapes fall closed behind him and stalked across the room toward 

Kyle. The fluid, innate grace of his approach made Kyle’s heart race in excitement. 

Teague stopped a hairsbreadth away from Kyle and rubbed the tip of one forefinger along 

his collarbone. “I might, but why would you want to go to all that trouble when I’m right 

here to soothe away your craving?”   
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Blurb: 

Sabrina French’s life was on the exact path she wanted. The right man, the right career, 

even the right wedding dress. In one heartbeat, her perfectly laid course unravels when 

she sees the only person whose very memory could undo her.  

Jessica Hayes. Those bee-stung lips, those soft curves. Jessie.  

Like an addict, Sabrina finds herself fighting for a reason to be near her, to see her, to 

touch her one more time. Six years ago she’d been too scared. Today, despite everything 

doing so risked, she craved being Jessie’s Girl. 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Jessica took a deep gulp of vanilla-scented air and held it for a count of ten. Slowly, 

she let it out in a quiet hiss. She could do this. She had to do this. No tears, no 

accusations, only smiles and warm wishes would greet the woman who broke her heart. 

 

Her pulse calming to a near normal beat--normal being not thumping in her ears or 

throat--Jessica approached the three women, two of whom were greatly admiring a quite 

tasteful and well-fitting white dress. 

 

Sabrina turned for them, caught Jessica’s stare in the three-way mirror and spun back 

around. 

 

“Hey you,” she said, with a small quake in her voice that could only have been in 

Jessica’s yearnful imagination. 

 

“How are you?” Sabrina held out both hands as Ashley and Corinne parted a path for 

them. 

 

Jessica smiled, ignoring how widely along with how buttery her knees felt. And her 

belly. God, but she was stunning. The dress accentuated her long neck and graceful 

collarbone. Her skin gleamed in the bright light. Jessica had kissed those shoulders, had 

tasted that skin. And she’d be lying if she said she hadn’t dreamed of doing so again and 

again, night after night, for the last six pathetic years of her life. 

 

And why here, why now? She was taking her mother to meet her now serious 

girlfriend in less than an hour for lunch, a friggin’ milestone for which she had had too 

long prepare both herself and her mother. 

 

Disaster. The day could only end up in a complete disaster. And then Sabrina’s hand 

laced into hers and she was pulled into a tight embrace. Jessica felt her eyes sting with 

tears, her heart pang with regret. And she breathed in Sabrina’s scent. 
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How could she still smell the same after all this time? And how could Jessica 

remember it so distinctly. Part of her wanted to hold on tight and never let go. To fight. 

Fight as she should have years ago. 

 

And part of her shook in fear. 

 

“You look incredible,” Sabrina said low against Jessica’s hair. “You haven’t changed 

at all.” 

 

She squeezed again, pressing her breasts into Jessica’s and gathering her hair with 

one hand. Tickles raced over Jessica’s skin and the world might have disappeared but for 

her mother’s piercing voice. 

 

“When is the big day, Sabrina?” 

 

The embrace collapsed and Jessica stepped away in time to blink back the wetness in 

her eyes and steady her features. 

 

“April first,” Sabrina said. “You should all come.” 

 

“Oh that would be just wonderful,” Corinne said. “Why, that’s less than a month 

from now, though, so I’d better check my calendar.” 

 

“Of course,” Sabrina said, her voice even now. “And how is Kyle and everyone 

else?” 

 

Jessica turned to rejoin her companions, but a small tug at the back of her satiny 

dress stayed her. Her heart made a small leap. Sabrina didn’t want her to move away. 

What could that mean? That she felt it too? The sudden warmth, comfort, ache that 

Jessica was loath to say goodbye to once again but knew she had to? 

 

“Great, just great. There really is so much to catch up on. I know, why don’t you join 

us for lunch? We have a table at Monti’s waiting for us just as soon as Ashley finishes 

picking her dresses.” 

 

Jessica’s belly turned over. Lunch? Lunch?! 

 

“Lunch?” Sabrina sounded dumbfounded. 

 

“Yes, oh you must. We’re meeting up with Jessica’s friend, Cassandra.” 

 

“Cassie,” Jessica automatically corrected. They’d been dating for months. It was her 

mother’s way of protesting what Cassie actually was. And sitting across from both 

Cassie, the girl who wanted badly to become all that mattered to Jessica, and Sabrina, the 

girl who occupied the place in Jessica’s heart which Cassie vied for. 
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Disaster. Definite disaster. Bad idea. 

 

As Jessica spoke up to help Sabrina decline, Sabrina spoke as well. 

 

“I’d love to,” she said loud enough that Jessica’s meager, “Too short of  notice,” was 

not noticed at all. 

 

“Perfect. All we need to do then is find a dress for me.,” Corinne said and dragged 

Ashley forth to do just that, leaving Jessica standing far too close to Sabrina, and far too 

alone with her. 

 

“I won’t cause any problems, I promise,” Sabrina said. Jessica turned to her. “It’s 

just that ... well ... it’s been so long. And I,” she said, pausing to swallow and meet 

Jessica’s stare. “I’ve missed you.” 

 

Whatever resolve Jessica had to resist the tug in her heart, threatened to melt away. 

Sabrina’s hand went to her arm. “You look amazing, really, Jessie. Truly beautiful.” 

 

“Thank you,” Jessica said. “You look like a bride.” She winced at the less than 

complimentary sounding words. It was just so true, so glaringly obvious and the 

statement penetrated some of the haze of longing within her. 

 

Sabrina half chuckled, half gasped. “Yeah. I guess I do. I wish I felt more like one.” 

 

Jessica frowned slightly, resisting the urge to ask what she meant. She didn’t want to 

know. No, that was a lie. She did want to know--too much. And she’d learned by now 

that the answer was not likely to be what she hoped for, maybe even not how she would 

take it to mean. 

 

“I suppose I should take it off.” Sabrina shifted, the long empire waist skirt swished. 

 

Visions of Sabrina bare flashed in Jessica’s mind. God, but she would help her out of 

the dress if only asked and the fact scared her. After so long, this woman had a power 

over her. Dangerous power. 

 

“Yeah. Me too.” With a quick smile and a small shrug, she stepped back from 

Sabrina, but her eyes couldn’t seem to break away from the intense one locked onto hers. 

A look that seemed to ask a million questions, beg for a single hope. 

 

She longed to step back toward her, to step again and draw her face into her hands, to 

kiss her so thoroughly that her world spun sideways, so hotly as to brand her heart 

forever. 

 

Thankfully, Ashley’s demanding voice filtered through the fog and the spell broke. 

 

“Just this last one, Jessica, and I swear we’ll be done.” 
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A tawny gold number was shoved into Jessica’s arms and, like a puppy, Jessica 

followed the drill sergeant mom to be back to the dressing rooms. The swish of Sabrina’s 

dress echoed in her ears. 

* * * * 

 

Sabrina watched her go. The shine of satin slipped and gathered as she walked, 

showing every curve and dip of a body and face that had no business showing back up in 

her life, even for one day. She was getting married. In less than thirty days, she was 

walking down an aisle and seeing the end of a very long engagement, months of 

planning. She would become Chet’s wife, take his name, join his family’s firm and begin 

her life. No more would she waffle over who she was and what she wanted. 

 

She knew. 

 

If she didn’t know by now, she never would. 

 

This was merely a test. Her greatest wish, only regret, one desire, laid suspiciously 

before her feet to assess her readiness. 

 

She would not fail. She couldn’t. Too much was at risk. Her parents would never 

forgive her. Chet would never forgive her. And she’d already gotten the license and quit 

the WRC and her dress was perfect. 

 

Yet all she wanted to do was follow Jessica into her dressing room and explain. Tell 

her why she never called, detail why she was getting married, why it was the right 

decision, why they could never have worked out, no matter how much, how powerfully 

they felt for each other. Wanted each other. 

 

Lust. 

 

Lust tied to memory, colored by time and regret. 

 

She wanted to follow her and say she was sorry. But if she followed her, she would 

do something she couldn’t take back. She’d already tugged on her dress to make her stay 

close, like a school girl needing to stand next to her crush during the pledge of allegiance, 

as though sheer nearness could satisfy the sudden hole of need that gaped open upon 

seeing her. 

 

What had she been thinking, agreeing to lunch? She wasn’t thinking clearly, that was 

certain. And she probably wouldn’t until she got some space between her and Jessica. If 

only she didn’t look so ... delectable. 

 

Ugh. This was bad. Very bad. She was too old--mature--for this kind of thing to turn 

her inside out. And definitely too levelheaded to believe an hour across a table from her 
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would improve things any. Worsen, yes. Improve? Impossible. 

 

Yet Sabrina took her time changing out of her dress, the last fitting being perfect, she 

had little else to do in the shop except for try on her veil again or some other unnecessary 

activity. What she should do was go to Corinne and make her excuses rather than stand in 

front of her dressing room mirror and debate whether she should put her hair up or not. 

 

Jessica had last seen her with short hair. She used to skim Sabrina’s neckline with 

her gaze so pruriently that it had always made her inwardly shiver, want to tilt her head 

back just so. 

 

Sabrina did so now, with her hair up, letting the light dance over her nape and 

wonder what it was that Jessica had been so mesmerized by. A chill ran down her skin. 

She dropped her mane of waves and tried again to refocus her mind. 

 

She must go, make her excuses, bid them farewell and do it before Jessica was done 

being Barbied by Ashley. Nodding at her reflection, she wiped her hands down her thighs 

and stepped out of the bride room. Feeling only a little dizzy, she made her way across 

the lobby to the smaller chain of rooms on the other side. 

 

Corinne smiled widely, shoved her sunglasses into her hair and motioned her over. 

Sabrina took a deep breath and composed her features. 

 

“Mrs. Hayes...” 

 

“You know better than that, Sabrina. It may not have worked out with you and Kyle 

but you are still a friend of the family. Everyone has missed you. So, no Missus’s here, 

all right?” 

 

“Of course.” Sabrina kept her shoulders straight, though they wanted to loll forward 

and relax. The woman knew how to put a person at ease. “About lunch--” 

 

Jessica stepped out of the dressing room, her sand colored hair swinging, her bare 

navel catching Sabrina’s eye. She looked up, and whatever sanity Sabrina had just 

managed, fell away like a leaf on a warm autumn breeze. 

 

And she would get to meet Jessica’s “friend”... 
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Blurb: 

 

Once Mark Riordan had a happy, ordinary life -- before a vampire attack left him 

changed. No longer human, but not quite vampire, Riordan now hunts the evil vamps 

who terrorize his city, giving in to the desires his vampire half needs to survive -- 

occasional blood and constant, empty sex. 

 

Until he meets Roarke. The centuries-old vampire fills a need Riordan can't explain. 

Joining forces, they battle a nemesis from Roarke's past. But when the immortal Roarke 

sickens mysteriously, Riordan faces the ultimate question -- how much will he give up 

for the man he's come to love? 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter One 

 

It was dark in the back rooms at Gomorrah. It was always dark there. Riordan 

didn’t understand that. You came here because you’d found somebody you wanted to 

fuck, supposedly somebody attractive, with a nice face and a big dick. So why head into 

the dark to do the deed? He liked to see who he was fucking. But maybe that was just 

him. 

 

In the long run, it didn’t matter anyway. Riordan could see in the dark almost as 

well as he could see in broad daylight. He rubbed the scar on his neck, staring through the 

dim light, looking for subtle, telltale signs that one or more of the room’s occupants 

might not be human. The scar tingled -- there was a vamp here somewhere. 

 

He squinted into the corners. Fucking, fucking everywhere. Where was the biting 

and bloodletting? Had to be here somewhere. The damn scar was starting to burn. 

 

There -- in the corner. Movement against the wall. A big man, dark hair, a wide 

face. No outward indication he was anything other than human. 

 

Vamp. No question about it. A younger, slighter man knelt in front of him, 

sucking the vamp’s dick enthusiastically. The vamp had his hand in the other man’s hair, 

shifting his head as he worked, varying the angles. 

 

Riordan moved closer. The vamp’s attention shifted a little, focusing on him. 

Riordan gave him a look, a small smile. 

 

The vamp smiled back. It always worked. Vamps were insatiable as a rule; 

Riordan would get his turn. 

 

Looking away from Riordan again, the vamp closed his eyes and let his head fall 

back against the wall. His hips bucked and his body went taut, then released. Through the 
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dim light, Riordan could see the other man swallowing frantically. Riordan’s own cock 

rose hard against his zipper as he watched. The scar on his neck fairly burned, but the 

sensation aroused as much as it hurt. 

 

After a few seconds, the vamp pushed the man away from him. The man looked 

up at him and grinned, then stood up and moved on. The vamp looked at Riordan. 

Riordan smiled. 

 

“You game?” the vamp asked. 

 

“Damn straight.” Riordan closed the short distance between them. “You got a 

name?” 

 

“What the hell do you want to know my name for?” 

 

Riordan shrugged. “Change of pace.” 

 

“It’s Roarke.” 

 

“Riordan.” He shoved the vamp into the wall and kissed him. The inside of his 

mouth was cool, and tasted of blood, but not of a fresh feed. Riordan knew the difference. 

 

The vamp gave no protest. They rarely did, unless they’d just fed. If Riordan’s 

instincts were correct, this one hadn’t fed for a day or two. Which probably meant 

Riordan wouldn’t have to kill him. 

 

“Roarke, huh?” he said, drawing back. “Lame name.” 

 

“Yeah, and Riordan is so non-pretentious.” Roarke clasped Riordan’s crotch, 

fingers outlining his cock. Riordan resisted the temptation to close his eyes at the 

sensation. “What are you looking for?” 

 

“Vampires.” 

 

Roarke quickly withdrew his hand. “What the hell are you talking about?” 

 

Riordan smiled. “I know what you are.” 

 

Roarke studied his face, then his gaze fell to the scar on Riordan’s neck. “What 

are you?” 

 

“Horny.” He grabbed Roarke’s shoulder and turned him around, pushing him into 

the wall. The vampire gasped, in surprise, no doubt. Riordan was strong, and not afraid to 

demonstrate that fact. 
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“Shit…” Roarke let Riordan move him, shifting to allow Riordan access as he 

reached around and unbuckled Roarke’s pants. 

 

“You want it?” Riordan asked, sliding Roarke’s zipper down. 

 

“Shit, yes.” He hesitated. “You gonna kill me?” 

 

“Maybe not. Depends.” 

 

“On what?” 

 

“On you.” Riordan stripped Roarke’s jeans down and grabbed his ass, the full, 

solid, rounded muscles filling his hands nicely. 

 

He wondered what the human who’d just blown Roarke had made of the slightly 

cool temperature of Roarke’s body. Probably too drugged to notice. He reached forward, 

curling his fingers around Roarke’s cock. It was erect again, in spite of the recently 

completed blowjob, fired by natural vampiric hunger, with which Riordan was all too 

familiar. 

 

Roarke’s cock was thick, long, and uncut. Riordan wondered how old he was. 

Sometimes he could guess, from the intensity of the tingling in his neck, but not this time. 

A century, maybe more. It was hard to say. Old, though. Older than the one he’d killed 

last night. 

 

He dug a small tube out of his pants pocket -- enough lube for one application. He 

carried them whenever he was out cruising vamps, because six times out of ten he ended 

up fucking them before he killed them, or instead of killing them. Hazard of the job -- 

pushing them into an intimate situation, where their natural instinct was to feed, was one 

of the most efficient ways to determine which side of the line they were on. He’d done it 

with female vamps, too. Didn’t matter much. 

 

It had occurred to him, though, that it might be unflattering to go down in history 

as the vampire hunter who always carried lube. 

 

None of that mattered at the moment. He ripped the small tube open with his teeth 

and squeezed the clear gel out onto his fingers. There was no reason to use a condom -- 

vamps couldn’t carry STDs and, as far as he’d been able to tell so far, neither could he. 

 He pushed his fingers between the cheeks of Roarke’s ass, finding the taut 

opening and sliding a slick finger inside. 

 

“You can do better than that.” Roarke’s voice was already a little ragged. 

 

The obvious arousal in Roarke’s voice made Riordan that much harder. His cock 

ached -- it had been nearly twelve hours, and he needed release at this point about as 

badly as he needed air. 
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“Yeah, I can do a lot better.” Riordan shoved his finger all the way in, then slid it 

back out. When he went in the next time, he used two fingers. While he worked Roarke 

open, not too gently, he held the vamp’s shoulder against the wall with his free hand, just 

to remind Roarke of his strength. He wasn’t anything this vamp had encountered before 

and had no intention of being overpowered. 

 

Roarke didn’t seem inclined to ask questions at the moment. Riordan shoved a 

third finger inside him and pushed against his back, pinning him against the wall. 

 

“You want it?” He’d killed plenty of vamps, but he’d never raped one and didn’t 

intend to start now. 

 

“Yes.” 

 

Riordan tightened his fingers around Roarke’s cock. He liked the way it filled his 

fist. The soft membrane of the foreskin moved slickly under his palm and he pumped it, 

at the same time sliding his fingers out of Roarke, undoing his trousers to free his own 

hungry erection. 

 

He shifted again, feeling Roarke move to allow him better access. He butted the 

head of his cock against Roarke’s open and well-lubricated ass, then thrust inside. 

 

Roarke gasped, fingers clenching against the wall. Riordan took him hard, using 

only a few thrusts to sheathe himself in Roarke’s deep, open channel. The vamp wasn’t 

hot inside like a human, but he was deep and ready and tight. Riordan pumped heavily 

into him, his hand snaking around in front, working the vampire’s heavy cock. 

 

He felt Roarke’s body tighten, arching back toward him. His own body was filling 

with fire, growing in intensity as he fucked Roarke harder. He wasn’t going to let go, 

though, not yet. Just that last bit of control, until he got the answers he needed, then he 

could let himself release. 

 

Attending to Roarke, he drove the vampire to the edge. He felt Roarke’s body 

clenching his cock, felt his balls drawing up. 

 

He lifted his other arm, reached around the vamp, and offered him his wrist. 

Roarke’s teeth pressed hard into Riordan’s wrist. No fangs, though, Riordan 

noted, then the vampire pulled back, twisting his face away from the offered vein. 

 

“No.” Instead, he shoved his cock through Riordan’s curled fist and came. The 

cool semen spilled over Riordan’s fingers, the feel of it sending him over the edge as 

well, and he thrust harshly into Roarke’s body, coming deep inside him. 
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They hung there a moment together, both wrapped in orgasm, then Riordan drew 

his arm back and closed his hand on Roarke’s shoulder. His breathing was heavy and 

ragged. 

 

“All right,” Riordan said, “you don’t die.” 

 

“I don’t take blood unless I have to,” Roarke countered. “It’s been three days. 

You don’t know how close you came to dying.” 

 

Riordan gave an edgy laugh. “It would have taken more than a wrist bite.” He 

pulled back, drawing his cock out of Roarke’s ass. He was still hard -- he’d likely be hard 

most of the night. Not much to be done about that other than keep trying to fuck the damn 

thing into submission. He grabbed his jeans and jerked his zipper up. 

 

Roarke turned around, yanked his pants into place, and looked at Riordan 

questioningly. “What the hell are you?” 

 

“An accident.” He maneuvered his button back into place. “Why are you here?” 

 

Roarke cleared his throat. “I was looking for a vamp. There’s been one killing 

boys here, and in a club across town.” 

 

Riordan nodded. “Yeah. I thought it might be you.” 

 

“It wasn’t.” 

 

“I get that.” 

 

“I think he’s here tonight,” Roarke added. “I thought I saw him earlier.” 

 

“Think he’s still here?” 

 

“You’re the one with the vampire radar.” Roarke’s tone was sarcastic. “You tell 

me.” 

 

Riordan turned, scanning the room. It was dark and full of undulating bodies, 

moaning voices. There could easily be a vamp among the masses, taking advantage of the 

confusion of anonymous sex. 

 

“Doesn’t work that way. I can tell if there’s a vamp close, but not who it is, and if 

there’s more than one, I don’t get separate signals.” 

 

Roarke studied him. “I think I want to hear more about that.” 

 

“Maybe another time.” He frowned, then pointed. “There.” 
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Somebody being blown, was his first thought, but looking closer, he saw the man 

on his knees had his teeth sunk into the other man’s thigh. Riordan eased his way toward 

them, trying not to draw attention to himself. 

 

A shadow passed in front of him, large, wide, and dark. A sudden movement, too 

fast for purely human eyes, damn near too fast for Riordan’s, and suddenly the vamp was 

gone. Just -- gone, in a little whoosh and a vague flash of barely detectable light, the way 

they did when you shoved a piece of wood through them the right way. 

 

Riordan’s neck still tingled. 

 

Roarke -- for it was Roarke, of course, cutting in front of Riordan and stealing his 

kill -- leaned toward the victim, catching him as he slid down the wall. “You’re okay.” 

 

Roarke went to his knees, holding the other man, keeping him from collapsing. A 

few of the others moved away, giving them room, but most of the room’s occupants were 

too drugged to respond to anything but their sex partners. 

 

Riordan took a step forward. “He all right?” 

 

Roarke looked over his shoulder. “Could be worse. I think he’ll make it.” 

 

“How much blood loss?” 

 

Roarke gave the victim a cursory look. “Enough that he should go to the 

hospital.” He hauled the man up from the floor. “You got a cell phone?” 

 

“Yeah.” Riordan dug in his coat pocket and pulled out his miniscule Motorola. He 

dialed 911 and reported their location. It wouldn’t be the first time an ambulance had 

been summoned here. 

 

Finishing the call, he helped carry the unconscious man toward the front door. He 

and Roarke were both big men, which helped separate the crowd. 

 

They met the paramedics at the front door, received the usual reprimand for 

moving the victim, then let him go into their capable care. Only then did Riordan turn to 

Roarke and say, “What gives?” 

 

The vamp shrugged. “Nothing.” 

 

“You’re a vamp. You just killed a vamp.” 

 

Roarke studied Riordan’s face a moment, apparently judging his sincerity. “I do 

that sometimes.” 
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Roarke started to head back into the crowd. Riordan grabbed his shoulder. 

“Wait,” he said. 

 

Roarke waited, an eyebrow cocked. “What?” 

 

“Why’d you kill him?” 

 

“I had a right to.” Roarke started again to walk away. “I made him.” 

 

Riordan was taken aback, and quickly followed Roarke, trying to catch up with 

him. “Wait. I want to talk to you.” 

 

“Don’t always get what you want.” 

 

Riordan grabbed Roarke’s arm, turning him harshly around, blatantly 

demonstrating his preternatural strength, which was nearly on a par with Roarke’s own. 

“I do.” 

 

Roarke looked down at Riordan’s hand closed on his arm, then back at the other 

man’s face. “Okay. But I want answers, too.” 

 

Riordan nodded. “Fair enough.” 

 

* * * 

 

Riordan didn’t even like inviting humans back to his apartment, much less 

vampires. But, a half-hour later, he unlocked his front door and ushered Roarke inside. 

 

“So there’s another one prowling, and you think he might be one of yours, too?” 

He threw his keys into the wooden fruit bowl on the kitchen counter and went to the 

refrigerator. “Beer?” 

 

“No, thanks.” The vampire came into the living room and stopped, just standing 

there awkwardly next to the couch. He looked like he couldn’t figure out what to do with 

his hands. 

 

Riordan smiled and wrenched the top off his beer bottle. “The vamp.” 

 

Roarke’s attention shifted back to Riordan. “Yeah, I think there’s a good chance 

he could be mine. The one I killed tonight had a twin brother. I turned both of them.” 

 

Riordan cocked an eyebrow. “That sounds like an interesting story.” 

 

The look in Roarke’s eyes seemed regretful. “It was a long time ago.” 

 

“And you’re reformed now?” Riordan couldn’t help but be skeptical. 
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“Something like that.” 

 

Coming into the living room, Riordan walked around Roarke’s nervous and 

impeding presence and flopped onto the couch. He took a drink out of the bottle of Coors. 

“Want to tell me about that?” 

 

“Not really.” 

 

Silence hung in the air for a moment. When Roarke didn’t elaborate, Riordan 

gestured toward a tattered recliner with his beer bottle. “Have a seat.” 

 

Roarke sank into the old, worn chair. “If you’ve been hunting vampires for a 

while, you know not all of us kill indiscriminately.” 

 

“Yes, I know. I’ve run across several who were on the hemoglobin Twelve Step 

Program. Not all of them stuck to it, but there you go.” 

 

“It’s not easy. Especially when blood is the only thing keeping you alive.” 

 

“Well, my blood keeps me alive, too, and I’d just as soon keep it, thanks.” He set 

the beer bottle on the table. “So I guess you’re not going to tell me the story behind these 

twin boy vamps you’re stalking.” 

 

Silence fell again, almost tangible. Riordan studied Roarke’s face. He was a good-

looking man, with gray eyes set a little too far apart, and a full mouth. Riordan wouldn’t 

be averse to fucking him again. Or being fucked by him. Or blowing him. Or being 

blown by him… 

 

His eyes narrowed as he watched the vampire, and Roarke suddenly looked up, 

meeting his regard. The heat there made Riordan hard again. 

 

“I’ll tell you if it becomes relevant,” Roarke stated dryly. 

 

“Ah. So you think we’re going to team up on this or something? Some kind of 

paranormal buddy cop thing?” 

 

The sarcasm in Riordan’s tone seemed to surprise Roarke. “You don’t think that’s 

a good idea?” 

 

“I don’t team up with vamps as a general rule.” 

 

“But you don’t seem to have a problem fucking them.” 

 

“No, not really. Although usually they go for the wrist and I kill them after. Or 

during.” He shrugged. “Either way.” 
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“And that?” He tapped a finger against his own neck, indicating Riordan’s silver, 

crescent-shaped scar. 

 

Riordan eyed him placidly. “What does it look like?” 

 

“Vampire bite.” 

 

“Got it in one.” 

 

“Okay…” The vamp studied him, considering. “So you were bitten, but not 

turned.” 

 

“Obviously.” 

 

“But you’re not entirely human.” 

 

“Not anymore.” He picked up the beer bottle again, draining it this time before 

setting it back down. “She was about halfway through. She had started me on the blood 

feed, and I had taken quite a bit, when my backup man killed her. I passed out. Woke up 

later in the hospital. Didn’t find out until later what it had done to me.” 

 

“What did it do?” 

 

“I’ll tell you if it becomes relevant.” 

 

Roarke made a sour face. “So, are we working together, or not?” 

 

“You know more about these vamps than I do. I’ve been hunting them a couple of 

weeks, no luck, and you took out half my problem tonight. I say yeah, I’ll work with you. 

But, after this, no more. And if I see you again and you’re off your Twelve Step, I kill 

you.” 

 

Roarke nodded. “I get that.” 

 

“Good.” 

 

“So where do we meet up tomorrow?” 

 

“We don’t. You stay here. I want to keep an eye on you, for now.” 

 

“I can’t stay here,” Roarke protested, gesturing toward the nearest window. 

 

“Sure you can.” 

 

“What about the sun?” 
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Riordan smiled wryly. “It won’t be a problem. I don’t go out in the daylight 

much, myself.” 

 

“I see.” 

 

“No, you don’t, but it doesn’t matter.” He rose to his feet. “I’ve got one bed. We 

share, or you take the couch. Bed is safer.” He nodded to the same window Roarke had 

indicated. Sunlight would fall directly on the couch for several hours after sunrise. 

Roarke, his survival instincts tuned to the movements of the sun, would know this 

automatically, Riordan knew. 

 

Roarke looked pointedly at Riordan’s crotch, where his still painfully erect cock 

strained against his zipper. “Bed it is, then.” 

 

Riordan nodded, unable to hold back a smirk. “Good.” 
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Blurb: 

 

Lust. Power. Forgiveness. Can a romance live forever? 

 

To survive, superstar Wulf Gabriel must depend on the one man he swore he would never 

trust again - the most powerful and feared man in the empire - the Harbinger. Saving 

Wulf is simple; gaining his trust will take reaching into the Harbinger's own dark past and 

facing a truth he's avoided since the night Wulf's father died. Because of him... 

 

Content: Scorching, hot, graphic M/M sex, light spanking, forced masturbation, M/M/M 

seduction, mild D/s play. Oh, and bathing in champagne... ;) 

 

  

Excerpt: 

 

Deep space 

C-1, Saint-Cyr's private vessel 

Sumertsag 24, late night 

 

Saint-Cyr introduced Wulf to the captain and crew, ordered dinner for the two of 

them -- to be served in three hours, no sooner -- and then took Wulf to his private 

stateroom. It held only a desk with a built-in bench seat and an oversized bed with a pull 

down mesh covering that protected sleepers during low gravity. 

 

*Finally alone.* Saint-Cyr shut the door, locked it and leaned back against it. 

*I've been waiting for this all day.* 

 

Wulf ambled around the room, trailing his fingers across the built-in dresser. 

Dressed in conservative business clothes, he seemed to fit in the room as if he'd been 

born there. Wulf sat on the end of the bed and gazed back at him with an appealing mix 

of shyness and come-hither seduction. 

 

Saint-Cyr shrugged out of his jacket. "Is the room cool enough for you?" 

 

"Mmm hmm." 

 

"Good." He started opening his shirt. "I thought we'd start with a nice hot 

shower." Wulf blushed, as he expected. "I want to hear all about that hot shower-sex 

fantasy you confessed to having." 

 

Wulf cleared his throat. "Nothing much to tell." 

 

Saint-Cyr chuckled. "Oh, no. You're not getting out of it that easily. I want every 

delicious detail." 
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He stood and crossed to him, rested both hands on his chest. "We can do what you 

want first." 

 

"No." Bracing his feet wider apart, he drew Wulf between them and up against his 

body. "I want to hear what turns you on." He unfastened the top button of Wulf's white 

shirt. "I'm going to do everything to you that you dreamed about." 

 

A small sound of pleasure left Wulf's mouth as he leaned up to kiss him. Saint-

Cyr drew him close, hands sliding down the planes of Wulf's firm body to his hard ass. 

He lifted them and held Wulf's face between his hands as he took his mouth in a drugging 

kiss. Lips still connected, he traded places with him and pushed Wulf up against the door. 

He licked his mouth, sweeping his tongue inside to taste every part. He ripped open 

Wulf's shirt, shoved it back off his shoulders and down his arms. 

 

Wulf let it fall to the floor, reached over his head, and pulled off the tee-shirt. 

 

"Don't move, Wulf. Let me look at you." All that tawny bared skin, his chest 

rising and falling... "Mmm. You are luscious. Masculine. I love that about you." Saint-

Cyr ran his hands across Wulf's chest. His skin felt cool, the texture perfect, his muscles 

hard. "I never thought you'd be smooth." 

 

Wulf lifted his whiskey-colored eyes. "I shaved it the other night when I got 

drunk." He gave a half-hearted laugh. "I have no idea what possessed me to do such a 

thing." 

 

"I'm glad you did. I like you this way. Keep it, love." He bent and ran his tongue 

across one brown nipple, smiling when Wulf shivered and tossed back his head. "You 

like this, don't you?" He swirled his tongue across it again, making it pebble. 

 

Wulf made an incoherent sound and clasped a hand to the back of Saint-Cyr's 

head. 

 

He laved the nipple and sucked it into his mouth. Dragging his teeth across it, he 

breathed on the pale, wet skin. Wulf arched his back. 

 

"I'm going to make you writhe beneath me tonight, Wulf." He kissed his way up 

his throat. "I want to hear you cry out your pleasure." 

 

Wulf held his lower lip between his teeth, head back. 

 

"I want to know what you sound like when you climax." Saint-Cyr licked Wulf's 

throat, sucked a bit of his skin into his mouth and bit it. "I want to hear you groan. Hear 

you whimper beneath me." 

 

Wulf whimpered now; the sound low and dark with the promise of passion. 
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"I'm going to take you again and again." He licked the outer edge of Wulf's ear. 

"My cock is going to fill you," he whispered. "Every part of you. It's going to be in your 

mouth, and in your sweet, hot ass." He gripped him there and tugged him hard against his 

groin. "I'm going to claim every part of you tonight. I'm going to make you mine." 

 

Wulf moaned. He wrapped both arms around him and pressed his mouth up 

against Saint-Cyr's. 

 

Accepting that yielding kiss, he treasured its meaning. That kiss offered 

everything. It surrendered all that was Wulf. Saint-Cyr pulled back, trailed kisses across 

his chin. "Tell me about the shower. Are you naked?" 

 

He nodded, tilting back his head as Saint-Cyr kissed all along his throat. 

 

"How wet is your skin?" 

 

"Soaked. Drenched." He kissed Saint-Cyr's shoulder, pulling open his shirt to 

press his hands inside. "The jets of water -- you make me stand in them." 

 

"Mmm, I like this fantasy." He opened Wulf's pants, pushed them down. "Where 

does the water touch you?" 

 

"Everywhere." He kissed along Saint-Cyr's chin and jaw. 

 

"Here?" He slid his hand inside Wulf's underwear, along the hard ridge of his 

wide shaft. 

 

Wulf nodded, gasping. 

 

He ran one hand down to his balls and the other around to Wulf's firm ass. "And 

here?" 

 

Trembling, Wulf nodded, his lips parted. 

 

"Tell me. Say it." He lifted Wulf's sac and tugged it forward. 

 

Wulf shuddered, pinned between the wall and Saint-Cyr's hands. "Yes. The water 

touches me there." He wrapped his hands around Saint-Cyr's shirt and pulled him closer. 

"Kiss me." 

 

"Anywhere you want, love." He took his mouth in a kiss made to possess. "You're 

mine, Wulf. All mine." He knelt, pulling down Wulf's briefs. He slid his hands down 

those hard muscled legs. "Does the water touch you here?" 

 

"Yes. Oh..." 
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He wrapped his fist around Wulf's cock. "You're beautiful. I can't wait to taste 

you." 

 

Wulf trembled. 

 

Cooing to him, Saint-Cyr helped him step out of the pants and underwear, then 

pressed a hand inside each thigh.  

 

"Part your legs for me. I want to see all of you." 

 

Wulf widened his stance. 

 

"Good. Good, love." Saint-Cyr bit the knuckle of his first finger, trying to slow 

himself down. Gain control. Wulf was six tradestandard feet tall and built like a ruckball 

player. His raw masculinity made him the most sought after model in the empire, and 

having him stand here, naked, posing for him... His senses reeled. "Tilt toward me." He 

touched Wulf's rigid cock with gentle fingers and dragged them from the base all the way 

out to the circumcised, rosy tip. "Perfect, Wulf. Stand there just like that. I want to feast 

my eyes on you." 

 

His cheeks darkened but he remained still as Saint-Cyr stood and stepped back. 

 

"Oh, yes." Saint-Cyr licked his lips. "I want you to pose like this for me tonight 

when we come back from dinner." 

 

Wulf's cheeks turned a rough pink. "Pose?" 

 

"Mmm. When we come back to our room I want you to strip without me telling 

you to and stand right there against the door. I want your legs wide apart and your hands 

behind your head." He gestured to them. "Put them there now." 

 

Wulf obeyed. 

 

"Perfect." He smiled. "Remain in that position." He stepped out of his shoes and 

pulled off socks. He opened his pants and slid them off, folded and tossed them across a 

chair, then tugged off his undershirt, folded it in half and laid it beside them. 

 

Wulf chewed his lower lip, not taking his eyes off him. He almost panted. 

 

Naked except for underwear, Saint-Cyr crooked a finger at Wulf. "Come take 

them off me." 

 

Wulf crossed to him at once and knelt. The brown eyed gaze lifted to his, 

questioning. Saint-Cyr lowered his lashes in approval. 
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Wetting his lips, Wulf reached up to the waistband and pulled them down. His 

mouth formed an O of appreciation, although he flashed Saint-Cyr a glance that held a 

hint of fear. Wulf shook his head, swallowing. "I could never take all of you." 

 

He caressed Wulf's face. "Don't worry. Once I ready you, you will. After our 

shower." 

 

Worry nagged at Wulf's fine features, but he managed a smile. "May I touch 

you?" 

 

He nodded, pleased at how quickly Wulf accepted a submissive role. Wulf 

wrapped both hands around him, one above the other. The feeling of tightness shot a 

tingle through Saint-Cyr's balls; he rocked back his head and hissed. Fingers in his lover's 

hair, Saint-Cyr drew him near. "Kiss me, Wulf." Wulf pressed his mouth against the base 

and kissed along his length, all the way to the end. Saint-Cyr reached down and pulled 

him to his feet. "Let's go get wet." 

 

------- 

 

Two Lips Reviews: "Fasten your seatbelts for a wild and kinky ride! The 

heat level on this story is off the richter scale and I rate it a definite 

"thumbs up" for searing sensuality." 
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Blurb: 

 

A 26th century, time-traveling, bounty hunter snatchs a 18th century Earth pirate in a deal 

to enrich the archeoalogical knowledge of mankind, but as he develops an attraction for 

the likable, free-spirited prey, he attempts to alter the deal, threatening both his own 

personal code of honor and the strict rules of conduct of his race. Will the love of a wily, 

cock-sure, young pirate be enough for the stoic hunter to risk exile from his own people? 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter One 

 

Caribbean Ocean – 1769 
  

The Jamaican Maid was one of the fastest schooners in the Caribbean. With her 
sleek lines, narrow hull and shallow draft, her captain and crew were an envied lot 
among their brethren. The ship’s two tall masts and billowing, full sails cut an 
impressive silhouette on the blue, Caribbean horizon. She was a coveted prize among 
the unscrupulous lot of cutthroats sailing this part of the sea, a prize that presently 
belonged to a rather clever and devious soul by the name of Captain Aidan Maymon 
and his deadly, but jovial dancing winged-skeleton flag.  

 
Maymon was something of an enigma among his fellow pirates. At twenty-four, 

he was younger than most men who held the position of elected captain, but he made up 
for his lack of grizzled age with experience and clever wiles that usually kept him one 
step ahead of his peers and enemies alike. These characteristics served him well over his 
seventeen adventurous years at sea. Having served on every type of ship that hoisted 
sails since he was seven years old, and with all kinds of shipmates and captains running 
under the Red Jack flag, Maymon’s talents were many and varied, most of them 
larcenous, underhanded and self-benefiting. He possessed a keen mind with a flare for 
navigating and charting the remote and sometimes hidden islands and lagoons dotting 
the waters in this part of the seafaring world. Lithe and quick-witted, the young pirate 
ruled his small domain aboard the Jamaican Maid with a casual hand and a sharp tongue. 
He was quick with his sword if his word was challenged, but even quicker with a biting 
retort or an amusing anecdote to diffuse a situation and restore the balance among his 
crew.  Even still, there were always those on board who chafed under the command of 
anyone, especially a charismatic, younger man.  

 
The Jamaican Maid had just chased down and captured a fine Spanish merchant 

ship. Her entire swag-hungry crew and their scallywag of a captain were busy 
plundering the ship’s packed hold, transferring their ill-gotten fortune aboard their own 
vessel.  

 
Maymon stood on the captain’s deck of the Spanish vessel, surveying the activity 

below him, waist-length black hair stirring in the breeze, as restless and wild as its 
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owner. A scarf of deep burgundy fabric held the mass of hair out of his coal black eyes 
and kept the blazing sun from scalding the top of his head.  

 
Leaning into the rising wind, Maymon cast a calculating glance at the darkening 

horizon, then turned to watch men scuttle across the thin boarding planks precariously 
positioned over the gap of open sea between the two ships. Their arms were laden with 
bolts of fine silks, sacks of sugar, barrels of rum and precious medical supplies. 
Occasionally a man would stumble and pause in his task as the sea grew rougher with 
each passing white-crested wave.  

 
In a hurry to set sail against the changing weather, Maymon jumped up onto the 

top of the railing, hand entwined in the rough rope of the ship’s rigging.  Cupping one 
hand at the corner of his mouth, he called out to the men below, “Look lively, you lazy 
dogs!  The winds be aturning on us.” 

 
The men scrabbled to finish, shoving aside the less fortunate of the merchant 

vessel’s officers, several of whom defiantly eyed the pirates, despite their disadvantage 
of being out numbered, injured and disarmed.  

 
An older pirate, swarthy and scarred to ugliness, stood guard over the small 

group of bound men. Drawing a long, thin blade from his boot top, the pirate 
unexpectedly lashed out, grabbing the portly Spanish captain by the front of his ruffled 
shirt and finely-tailored, velvet waistcoat.  The dagger had already drawn blood from 
the helpless captain by the time Maymon noticed the pirate’s actions.  The captain’s 
crisp white collar was now smeared with a growing slash of bright crimson.  

 
Jumping down from the railing onto the deck below, Maymon stayed the pirate’s 

murderous hand with his own tar-stained fingers.  
 
“Hold up there, Perkins!  There'll be none of that.”  Maymon’s voice was low and 

throaty, raw from years of salty sea breezes and too much cheap rum. He yanked 
Perkins’ arm back, mindless of Perkins’ snarling frown and muttered curses.  

 
The injured captain wheezed, turning a paler shade of white as warm blood 

welled between the fingers of the hand he had pressed to his neck, but he refused to 
plead for his life or beg for mercy. Maymon admired that in a man. He clapped the 
captain on the shoulder and casually shoved him toward his own men, out of Perkins’ 
reach.  

 
“The Captain's been right generous in giving us all that he has.  Only fair we 

leave him alive to tell others the benefits of doing the same.” Maymon pointedly pushed 
Perkins’ blade to one side and stared the pirate in the eye until the other man 
surrendered in the silent battle of wills.  

 
Not bothering to hide his displeasure, Perkins backed down, a vicious scowl as 

large as the entrance to Port-Royale’s bay on his florid, pitted face.  Sheathing the deadly 
weapon, Perkins gave Maymon a murderous glare then spat on the deck, hitting the 
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bleeding captain’s boots with his spittle. With a final grunt, Perkins walked away and 
boarded the Jamaican Maid.  

 
A rumbling of discord rippled through the pirate crew, some disturbed by 

Perkins’ disrespectful behavior to their captain, but most irritated by Maymon’s decision 
to allow the Spanish captain to live. Maymon hastened his men back on board his own 
schooner before it could grow into more.  

 
Back on familiar ground again, Maymon called for the crew to break out a few 

barrels of rum and opened a bottle of fine brandy for himself, newly procured from the 
merchant’s captain’s quarters, and he loudly toasted his crew.   

 
After chugging a full quarter of the sharp burning liquor, Maymon bellowed, 

“Set the sails, me hearties. A mother of a gale from the east appears to be brewing to 
cross our bow afore the sun sets. The Maid’ll need to be aport by then and our own fine 
selves have need of the pleasures of the Charred Horse and the charms of its lovely ladies. 
Step to it, mates!”  

 
There were yells of agreement and crows of excited anticipation as the pirates 

hastened to release the Spanish vessel from the moorings that bound the two ships 
together.  

 
As the crew made ready to set sail, Maymon rooted through a small pile of 

personal belongings taken from the Spanish ship’s few passengers, tossing gold watches 
and strands of semi-precious jewels into a small heap at his side. Once he amassed a 
small fortune in glittering treasure, he carried the heaping handful of swag to the railing, 
all under the watchful, spite-filled eyes of Perkins and two of his more disreputable 
cohorts, Williams and Tate.  

 
Maymon peered over the edge of the schooner’s aft and studied the swirling 

waters twenty feet below.  The rising wind tossed his long hair in the air until it danced 
around his head like a wreath of sea serpents hell-bent on taking flight. His body curved 
over the railing, the thin, worn fabric of his black breeches and stained white tunic 
clinging to the lean lines of his back and firmly muscled buttocks. The twisted length of 
burgundy and white-striped cloth he wore wrapped snugly around his waist defined 
the curve of his slim hips and the flatness of his abdomen. More than one man below 
turned to eye the inviting stretch of fabric over the rounded flesh of the young pirate’s 
ass. Maymon knew it and ignored it, confident his position as captain and the sharp 
edge of his blade would be enough to keep even the boldest of black-hearted jacks from 
making a move on him he didn’t consent to first.    

 
Straightening, Maymon wormed a small statue from within the maze of folds in 

his waist sash, and lovingly rubbed a tar-stained thumb over the face of the worn stone. 
The four-inch carving was a deep jade in color, the primitive markings and curves 
fashioning a brawny, human-like figure topped with the head of sea creature the likes of 
which no God-fearing, seafaring man would fancy running into. The head and bare 
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chest of the statue sported rows of stubby horns similar to a turtle’s bumpy shell with 
fin-like appendages on its thick arms and legs.  

 
The carving symbolized the Cemi gods of the afterlife that his Arawak Indian 

mother had raised him to believe in. His absent, Spanish sailor of a father had only given 
Maymon his first name, his fine-boned good looks and his devil-may-care attitude 
toward life.  

 
Idol clutched tightly in one hand, Maymon murmured a short prayer in a soft, 

wistful voice before reaching down and throwing his small horde of treasure and gold 
overboard into the swelling waves of the green ocean waters. Behind him, several 
crewmembers grumbled and cursed, outraged, the cutthroat Perkins among them.   

 
“What goes on here? That be our swag, Captain!” Perkins’ alcohol-roughened 

voice had a threatening edge to it this time. His bloodshot eyes were narrowed down to 
slits, making him look more snake-like and villainous than usual to Maymon. 

 
“Offerings to the gods, man!” A rakish smile on his lips and a dark gleam in his 

eye, Maymon showed his tobacco-stained, but even teeth. He defiantly tossed a small 
gold ring that had slipped from the pile over the side, then watched it swirl out of sight, 
swallowed by white foam and grasping black tendrils of floating seaweed. Once it was 
gone he turned back to face Perkins and his small band of disgruntled cronies. “Want 
them to be kind to you when your time to leave this world comes, don't you, man?” 

 
“Sea Gods!” Perkins stepped forward and spit on the deck, gesturing at the Cemi 

statue still gripped in Maymon’s slender, stained hand. “Heathen creatures only the 
likes of you believe in, whelp!” 

 
Maymon moved up to meet Perkins’ challenge, quickly drawing his long knife 

from its sheath at his side. He fingered its thin, sharp edge, letting the bright sunlight 
glitter menacingly off the fine Spanish steel as he talked. 

 
“I can only hope you meet your maker first, Perkins.” Smaller in build, but an 

equal to the other man in height, Maymon met his challenger eye-to-eye.  
 
“Then your tortured,” he lightly poked Perkins in the chest with the tip of his 

blade, letting the sharp steel slice through the first layer of the man’s ragged clothing, 
“homeless, cursed, malingering spirit can come back from its watery grave and tell me 
which one of us was right.” Dropping his voice to a less forgiving tone, Maymon shoved 
a little harder, forcing the blade to touch skin. “Until then, this is still my ship.” One 
more push and the blade pierced skin. “Savvy?” 

 
Flinching slightly, Perkins managed a small sneer, but relented. “Aye, Captain.” 

He jerked his head in a parody of a nod, his lips twisting to reveal numerous gaps where 
his teeth used to be. With a backward glance at Maymon, the gnarled cutthroat rubbed 
at the small stain of fresh blood on his chest and muttered ominously, “For now.”     
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Wiping the droplet of red marring the gleaming knife’s tip, Maymon’s grin 
widened. Perkins’ dissatisfaction with Maymon’s style wasn’t a new element in their 
relationship and Maymon had learned long ago not to turn his back on the man. It was 
the way of a pirate’s life and he had come to accept it. It was part of the challenge of 
living free.   

 
An older man moved past Perkins and stood close to Maymon’s side in a silent 

show of support and protection. First mate Nathan Sterns had been on board the 
Jamaican Maid for the last eight years, two years under Maymon’s dancing winged 
skeleton flag and six under the rule of its previous captain, Jonathan Street. An older, 
tired version of Street, Sterns was a loyal and fiercely protective friend. The tide was 
threatening to turn against him soon, but Maymon knew Sterns would stand by him at 
least until it did turn. Self-preservation was the only way to insure revenge on another 
day.  

 
Bearded, dirty, but with a kindly, grizzled face twisted into a frown of fear and 

disgust, Sterns shoved his young captain back to the railing. “Put that heathen statue 
away, boy! Didn’t Street learn you nothing in all the years he trained your sorry, lash-
scarred hide!” He grabbed the statue and tucked it forcibly into Maymon’s tight waist 
sash, blocking his actions from the rest of the gawking crewman with his own stocky 
frame. Slipping his hand out of the sash, he wadded the worn silk into his fist and gave 
Maymon a harsh shake, hissing, “And you gotta stop throwing away the men's hard-
earned swag! It ain’t right, boy!” 

 
“Have to pay a proper tribute to the gods, Nate.” Maymon deftly plucked his 

statue back out of the sash and waved the carved creature in Sterns’ wrinkled, grimacing 
face. Sterns grappled with Maymon a moment before tearing the figure away and 
stuffing it deep into Maymon's pants pocket.  

 
Playfully slapping the man’s heavy hand away from his thigh, Maymon patted 

his pocket. “The Cemi spirits guide me way, man. Watch over me. A man can’t forget 
who it is he needs to pay tribute to.” Maymon tapped his lips with a dirt-creased finger 
and whispered, “Mark my words, Nate, it’s the proper thing to do.” 

 
Sterns glanced back over his shoulder at the pirates milling around close by, 

trying to eavesdrop. “Those heathen gods aren't going to help you none if the men take 
a mind to toss you overboard in place of their swag.” His voice was rough with concern, 
made harsh with a genuine fear. 

 
“That's where you're wrong, mate. The gods'll be waiting when it's me time to 

join them down under the ocean's swell.” Maymon winked at Sterns and clapped him 
on the shoulder, making the man sway on his feet. “I always say a prayer for you as 
well, mate. You'll see.” Maymon smiled and shrugged, turning away to sort through the 
remaining treasure, seemingly oblivious to the pack of disgruntled men led by Perkins, 
who gathered to whisper behind his back. 

 
                                               *** 
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The Jamaican Maid sailed into Tortuga just as nightfall settled its inky veil around 

the stench-filled town, softening the edges of the garbage-strewn streets and mold-
stained, crumbling buildings. Comfortably ensconced in the bawdy, noise-filled Charred 
Horse, the Captain and crew were deep into their cups in no time at all. The smell of 
rotting fish and sea brine that usually permeated the air around them was replaced by 
the odor of alcohol, sweat and human waste. 

 
The rum at the Charred Horse was only moderately watered-down and the rough-

hewn, stout tables and chairs weren’t prone to break easily, making it a favorite of many 
a ship’s crew.  

 
Seated at a table with his lean back to a wall, a disheveled, drunken serving 

wench on each side and third snuggled on his appreciative lap, Maymon gulped down 
the remains of his current tankard.   

 
Bestowing a quick kiss on her lips and a sharp pinch to her backside, he pushed 

the giggling young lass off his lap, and tucked a gold coin between her partially 
exposed, tiny breasts. “Sally, my sweet, be a luv and fetch us another round of the 
innkeeper’s best. Enough for all.” He swung his arm in a wide circle, taking in the 
women at his side and the unconscious Sterns. “Everyone looks like they could use a 
few sips more, darlin’.”  

 
Sally blushed and giggled then hurried off to do his bidding, doing her best to 

avoid grasping hands and catcalls as she made her way toward the bar.   
 
Sterns was sprawled on the table beside Maymon and his flock of whores. His 

fitful snores and swine-inspired grunts lent a certain rhythm to the jeers and catcalls 
punctuating the rowdy conversations and frequent outbursts of fighting going on in 
every corner of the dingy, lively room. Maymon playfully let the last few drops of drink 
trickle out of his tankard and onto Sterns’ face, smiling affectionately when the older 
man turned in his sleep to capture the small rivulet of beer with an open mouth before it 
could disappear from his lips.  

 
Maymon’s attention was caught by three men standing apart from the more 

active carousing by one end of the bar, an unwashed trio of stubble-covered, pox-
marked faces, all twisted in various dark and foreboding sneers, kept a watchful eye on 
Maymon and Sterns. In the center stood Perkins, blatantly staring at Maymon, his half-
hooded eyes doing nothing to hide the hatred in them.  

 
It was no secret among the crew that a few of the newer men felt the 

Spanish/Indian half-breed was too young and too undeserving of the command.  But 
none could dispute that Maymon had earned the title of Captain fair and square through 
a majority vote after their prior leader, Captain Jonathan Street, had met his fate at the 
end of the hangman’s noose two years gone.  
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Perkins had signed on six months ago, accepting Maymon’s station and the 
plundering and swag under his carefree and clever command. Maymon was calculating, 
inventive and tricky. He outmaneuvered and outwitted many a seasoned sea captain, 
robbing them of their luscious cargoes with few major human losses on either side of the 
battle. Until such time as death or the majority rule changed things, Aidan Maymon 
would remain captain of the Jamaican Maid, no matter how much Perkins envied and 
despised him for it.  

 
Leaning against the bar, Perkins hunched over the counter, one hand down the 

barmaid’s blouse. When she grinned and saucily slapped his hand away, he frowned, 
but pulled a red leather purse from his shirt and threw a coin down in front of her.   

 
The barmaid quickly grabbed up the silver piece, tested its authenticity with her 

few remaining teeth and moved around from behind the bar. Joining Perkins, one hand 
grabbing at his groin as she plastered her elf to his side, she pushed a fresh tankard into 
his hand and murmured something in his ear.  

 
Thrusting his crotch into her grip, Perkins’ grabbed the tankard with one hand, 

and her chest with the other, dragging a sagging breast out of the top of her soiled and 
ragged-edged blouse.  

 
Sally finally arrived at the bar and tried to worm her way past the groping 

couple. In her haste, she accidentally bumped Perkins’ drinking arm as she wiggled 
past. Sally smiled at the ugly lout she had jostled and murmured, “Sorry, sir, bit 
crowded, what?” She managed to get one step away before Perkins reacted.  

 
Shoving the scowling barmaid to one side, Perkins jumped back with an 

indignant roar. His complexion turned a deeper shade of crimson and one corner of his 
mouth curled up, revealing an ugly gap of broken teeth.  Snarling, he bellowed in the 
young girl’s face, “Stupid, gutter-sniping whore!”  

 
Not a single drop of Perkins' drink had spilt, but he instantly swung at the 

startled Sally, slapping her viciously across the side of her face, his rough knuckles 
abrading the skin off her cheek with the force of the blow.  

 
Caught off guard, Sally shrieked and crumpled to the floor. Perkins raised a slop-

covered boot in the air. Sally scrabbled backwards across the filthy flooring, navigating 
an erratic, panicked path through a sea of boots and heedless legs to put herself as far 
away from Perkins as possible.  Once she reached the relative safety at the other end of 
the bar, she pulled herself up off the floor. Dabbing at the blood gathering in the corner 
of her mouth with the hem of her skirt, her lips quivered as she appeared to try to stop 
the flow of tears.    

 
Maymon watched the exchange from his seat across the room, dark eyes 

narrowed and lips pinched tight at the sight of blood on the young girl’s sallow, pale 
face. Perkins’ harsh manner and blatant bullying of anyone smaller than he was had 
been a sore point for Maymon since the man had signed on to the crew. It was bad 
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enough when the sod turned his abusive and sadistic attention on another able-bodied 
man, but to bully and abuse a small slip of a girl didn’t set right with him.  

 
Rising from his chair, Maymon grabbed each of his trollops and pulled them 

close. He wove an unsteady path through the crowd of drunken pirates, buccaneers and 
sailors, his own weight supported largely by the women.  

 
Heading toward the stairs that led to the tiny barren bedroom on the second 

floor the ladies used to pleasure whatever customer could afford them for the night, 
Maymon swayed his way to the bar and passed Perkins and his men.   

 
Tripping over his own feet, Maymon lurched drunkenly into Perkins.  Hands 

fumbling over Perkins’ body, Maymon finally latched onto the man’s shirt and worn 
vest to right himself, then smiled a cheeky grin and mumbled a slurred, “Sorry, mate. 
The floor keeps moving out from under me boots.” 

 
Jerking out of Maymon’s grip, Perkins gave him a small shove backward into the 

waiting arms of his two whores. “Useless whelp. Can’t even hold your liquor like a 
man.” 

 
Smiling, Maymon pursed his lips and tilted his head in an agreeable shrug, 

before moving off, pulled along by his eager entertainment for the night. As he moved 
past Sally huddled by the bottom of the staircase, Maymon surprised her with a quick 
kiss and leering grope. He used the lecherous advance to covertly empty the coin from 
Perkins’ red leather purse down the front of her dress, unseen save by the two of them. 
He leaned in close and murmured a soft, low whisper of slim comfort to the girl, 
knowing Sally couldn’t be more than fourteen. “Makes up for the damages, Sally, me 
dear. A man should pay when he blemishes the face of a pretty young woman.”  

 
Tears welled again in Sally’s eyes and Maymon chased them away with a playful 

pinch to her bottom that made her jump and yelp, her feathery, young laughter still light 
and high-pitched like the child she was beneath the harsh make-up and grown-up 
petticoats. The sound made Maymon sad for a moment.  He touched her cheek and 
whispered, “Go home for the night, missy, there be enough coin in there to make up for 
a quiet night or two.”  

 
She gave him a hesitant smile, but shook her head no and slipped out into the 

crowd of men, eyes nervously glancing at the watchful innkeeper. Maymon sighed and 
refocused his attention on his companions as they began to drag him up the stairs, 
undressing him along the way.  

 
The whole time he moved Maymon was aware of Perkins’ unrelenting gaze 

boring into his back, following him up the creaking, rickety staircase. With a last glance 
over his shoulder as he turned to enter a shabby little closet of a room, Maymon caught 
a glimpse of Perkins as the man nudged Tate and pulled Williams closer. The three of 
them hunched together in conversation, like squalling rats locked in a ship’s empty 
hold.  
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                                                *** 
 
Three days later, ship’s stores replenished and a few minor repairs accomplished, 

the Jamaican Maid set sail for open water. On the fourth morning, Maymon woke to the 
sound of fighting and a knife tightly held to his throat. Tate, the bigger of Perkins’ 
lackeys, overpowered him by the grace of his sheer size and physical strength. The 
scoundrel pulled him from his berth, already manacled and still half-drunk, the 
unusually heavy after effects from several fine bottles of stolen brandy he had consumed 
the night before. By the time Tate dragged him out of his cabin and onto the main deck, 
the fighting was all but over. Only the most loyal or the most rebellious pirate resisted 
during a mutinous overthrow of a sea captain.  

 
The first body Maymon stumbled across, literally, was Sterns, face down on the 

deck outside his cabin door, his sword at his side where it had fallen in an obvious 
attempt to defend the cabin. Sterns had been a good, loyal friend to the end.     

 
 Shackled in irons, Maymon was pushed through the crowd of mutinous sailors, 

but he held his head up high. Until the moment he died today, he was still Captain. Yells 
and curses filled the air and more than a few threats and jeers were spit in his face. Dead 
crewmen lay scattered around the deck, a full dozen by his count, his only true mates 
gone. 

 
“The best of the morning is yet to come, lads!” Perkins stepped forward and 

grabbed Maymon’s arm, wrenching him over to the side of the ship’s railings. He leaned 
in close to Maymon and whispered, “Sleep well, Captain? Amazing what a little 
laudanum in a bottle of brandy will do to a man, ain’t it, boy?” With a harsh, biting 
laugh of triumph, Perkins addressed the crew again. “We’ll be free of this heathen 
whelp and all his ‘offerings’ of our hard earned swag to the cold bowels of the ocean.”  

 
A cheer went up from the men, knives and swords brandished in the air like 

triumphant flags of glory.  
 
Maymon stared at his attackers, a sudden, surreal feeling invading his mind and 

body. Sterns had been like a second father to him. Losing the older man was a blow to 
his heart, but he was glad Sterns had died like a true pirate, at sea, a sword in his hand, 
and probably a curse on his weather-chapped lips, fighting for something he believed in 
and cared for. Leaving this world for the next wouldn’t be so bad, knowing that his 
friend would be there, too.  

 
Maymon tilted his chin in the air, defying Perkins, refusing to cower or beg. “The 

deepest, darkest bowels of the ocean have a place for a murderous bastard like you, 
Perkins. Mark my words, you’ll be seeing it for yourself soon enough. The gods’ll see to 
it.” 
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Perkins grabbed the hairless, jutting chin and clamped his hand hard enough to 
leave marks on Maymon’s smooth skin. “Maybe, but you’ll be there first to greet me, 
boy!”  

 
Releasing his hold, Perkins shoved Maymon closer to the edge, face turned to the 

dark water below. Caught up in the bloodthirsty wave of excitement the mutiny had 
inspired, the crew began to slice open the dead and throw the bodies overboard to 
attract the few hungry sharks always trailing the schooner.  

 
Sharp, rancorous laughter carried on the rising wind and several pirates began to 

shout and point as more and more sharks circled the ship, feasting on the mutilated 
bodies, drawn by the scent of fresh blood.  The ocean churned and rippled with swirls of 
dark crimson that grew and ebbed, marring its jade-colored waves, as the sharks grew 
increasingly frenzied with each new offering. 

 
Perkins transferred his brutal grip to Maymon’s thick hair and forced him to 

watch, calling out to the feasting sharks. “I'm saving the sweetest meat for dessert, you 
bloodthirsty bastards.” Laughing, Perkins pulled Maymon back from the railings and 
gave him a hard shake with the hand fisted in his hair.   

 
“You'll make a lean meal, to be sure, but I know you'll be right pleasing to them, 

lad.” Perkins sneered in Maymon's face, a menacing, lustful gleam in his eyes. “Unless 
you'd like to live a few hours more and be pleasing to me and the boys. Might even 
decide to let you live, if the pleasing is good enough.” 

 
Maymon smiled, then spit in Perkins' face. Perkins backhanded him, but he 

couldn’t stop the feisty young captain from proclaiming, “Rather take my chances with 
the sharks than play with barracudas like you, Perkins.” Casting an accusing glare at the 
men surrounding him, Maymon added, “You lot make the cold-blooded creatures down 
under look infinitely more inviting.” 

 
Snarling, Perkins shoved his face to within an inch of Maymon’s, his fetid breath 

releasing the stench of tobacco and beer-laced fumes into the young man’s face. “Let's 
see how you feel when their teeth start tearing out your innards, boy.” 

 
Maymon wrinkled his nose, lips twisting in disgust. “That’ll still be better than 

the thoughts of your reeking mouth anywhere near me, you triple damned, scurvy 
swine.” 

 
Outraged, Perkins fisted Maymon’s shirt then ripped it open down the front. 

“Arawak bastard whelp. Think you’re better than most.” He pulled Maymon away from 
the railing, wrapping a stout arm around Maymon’s waist, pinning the young man’s 
back to his own chest, groping at Maymon’s ass with his free hand.  

 
At the sudden, intimate contact, Maymon began to struggle, twisting and trying 

to butt his head, but Perkins’ greater height and strength gave the older man the 
advantage. “Get the wine barrel and some rope, boys.  We got us some entertainment.” 
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The remaining crew scrambled to comply. Maymon tensed, prepared for a fight 

to the death, refusing to surrender to gang rape.   
 
He was surprised when Perkins threw him into the men’s arms and commanded, 

“It’ll be more satisfying to watch him eaten alive. I’ve waited a long time for this and I’m 
not going to wait any longer. Tie him down good boys. I want to see him struggle long 
and hard.”   

 
After tying Maymon, hands still shackled, face-up around an empty wine barrel, 

several men heaved the barrel up onto the railing. Perkins grinned and leered once 
more, grabbing the ties to Maymon's breeches with one hand. “Last chance, lad, me or 
the fishes.”  

 
Maymon spit his answer, hitting Perkins directly in the eye. “A curse on you and 

your bitch mother's black heart for ever giving birth to the likes of you, you son of a 
cunt-slurping whore.”  

 
Perkins slowly withdrew his hand to wipe the spittle from his face, his glare hard 

and eyes narrowed.  
 
“Drop him. Leave him to Davy and the sharks.”  
 
The men obeyed, shoving the barrel off the railing and into the water.   
 
Helpless, Maymon tumbled down into a circle of fins. He lay bent and spread 

across the wooden surface, torso bound tightly to the curved barrel.  Suspended in time 
for a brief moment, Maymon looked up into the clear Jamaican sky, getting what he 
knew would be his last glimpse of sunshine in his life before his weight offset the 
balance and the barrel rotated, plunging him under the foam-capped waves.  

 
Underwater, air slowly escaping from his nose in a thin stream of bubbles, 

Maymon struggled against the ropes binding his torso to the barrel. Eyes wide open, he 
kicked out, legs heavy against the force of the churning water, and the wake of the 
swimming predators. He kicked one particularly aggressive shark that came too near, 
raking his boot against razor sharp teeth and solid muscle.   

 
Just as the last of his breath leaked from his lungs, a huge shape rose up out of 

the depths directly beneath him. It was unlike any sea creature he had ever laid eyes on. 
Twice his physical size, with rough nubs of bone on its head and chest, it had scores of 
fin-like growths protruding out of its massive arms and broad back. Even as it cut the 
ropes that bound him to his fate, Maymon realized this was the Cemi god come to save 
his miserable soul and take him to the afterlife, just as his mother had said it would. The 
tribute paid over the years had been worth the sacrifice after all.  
Letting the hazy cloud of darkness that pushed insistently at his mind have its way with 
him, Maymon smiled a greeting and passed out just as he felt his limp body enfolded in 
a pair of strong, cold arms. 
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Blurb:  

Adam Hardy’s assignment was clear: Infiltrate the pseudo-biker gang Fallen Angels and 

bring back the dirt on their big boss, Lucifer.  

 

Nowhere in the mission statement did it tell him to fall for their leader, Mammon, named 

after the fallen angel of greed. 

 

Marc, aka Mammon, thought that a quick dip would sate the lust he held for the newest 

Fallen Angel. After all, Adam would never be his now that Lucifer has taken an interest 

in the pretty boy. Intent on making him a golden boy.  

 

Who knew sex and the unexpected bond of trust would bring the two men together as 

they try to take Lucifer down and out of their lives forever. Can the two survive all the 

obstacles thrown at them? 

 

    

Excerpt:Excerpt:Excerpt:Excerpt:    

ProloguePrologueProloguePrologue    

 

Special Agent A. Hardy -- 1:27a.m. -- Day 43 

Gaining confidence and position. Meeting with L in five days. Time/place TBD. 

 

With a few keystrokes, the message was encoded and sent on its way. A few 

more swipes over the keys and all evidence of the communication was gone. 

* * * * ** * * * ** * * * ** * * * *    

“I’ve got a bad feeling about this. I don’t trust the kid.” 

 

Mammon cast a glance at his second. “It’s not your call, Hammer.” 

 

“Damn it, Mammon. He’s been here less than two months, and already he’s up 

your ass.” 

 

Mammon sighed, closed his eyes, and silently asked for patience. “Yet in that 

short amount of time, he’s proven to be worth more than what I’m paying him. 

Wasn’t it he who discovered Dege’s deception?” 

 

“Mammon…” 
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“Don’t push it,” he growled, turning his attention back to the computer screen 

in front of him. “Adam is accompanying me, and that’s final. Besides, Lucifer 

requested he come. It appears as if Adam has caught his eye.” 

 

“Lucifer?” The name came out as a whisper. 

 

“If you’re willing to take his place, I’m sure --” 

 

“No!” Hammer shook his head. 

 

“Good. We leave in the morning.” 
 

 

Chapter One 

Adam 

 

Even in October, the heat could be suffocating, humid, and miserable. And the 

bugs. Damn, did they ever hibernate, migrate, or whatever the hell it was mosquitoes 

and other pests did? Not to mention the love bugs splattered on the motorcycle’s 

windshield. The squashed remnants stuck like glue to the plastic. Going to have a 

great time cleaning the thing. 

 

However, it didn’t prevent my gaze from locking on the red Ninja speeding 

ahead of me. Actually, it kept straying to the rider’s ass. Firm, tight. Sexy. It couldn’t 

be helped, as this style of motorcycle forced the rider to bend forward, offering all 

who happened to be behind them a view of the rider’s butt. I couldn’t complain, as it 

was a better sight than the endless miles of thick vegetation and swamp we’d passed 

on this hour-long trip. 

 

My own ass lacked much feeling from being in one position too long. My 

imagination floated along some interesting ways as to how to draw feeling back into 

my ass cheeks. All of them involved the man riding the machine in front of me. 

 

Mentally shaking those dangerous, yet delicious thoughts away, my focus was 

once again on the desolate road we were traveling on. We’d not passed another 

vehicle in the last ten minutes. If my bearings were correct, we were in the middle of 
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the insect-infested Everglades. Not exactly the ideal vacation spot. But then, I wasn’t 

here for a vacation. 

 

Leaving the paved road, we turned onto what wasn’t more than a dirt path and 

traveled another five minutes. Whoever invented the full-face helmet was a genius 

and my new best friend. It kept the stirred-up dust and any other crap floating in the 

air from my face and sinuses. I could only imagine the way my allergies would flare 

up if it weren’t for the plastic shielding me. 

 

I was more than thankful when we finally stopped. Then again, once I saw the 

sorry picture of our lodgings -- maybe not. 

 

Removing my helmet to get a better look, I took in the dilapidated cabin 

reserved just for us. 

 

“Are you sure we’re in the right place, Mammon?” 

 

The leader of the Fallen Angels removed his helmet; silky, black hair was 

plastered to his head from sweat. Still the man exuded sex appeal. It made this 

assignment both torture and pleasure. 

 

“Trust me, this is the place.” His voice rolled over me like a gentle stream. 

 

Following him up the rickety-looking stairs, I was cautious of my step, unsure if 

the floorboards would give way under my weight. The wood groaned with every 

movement. Mammon unlocked the door and entered. I hesitated. Something about 

this felt off. From all the intel gathered and from what I’d observed, Mammon’s 

interactions with Lucifer took place either by messenger or in person in a very public 

place. Not in some undesirable cabin in the middle of a swamp. And why was Lucifer, 

the infamous and elusive head of the leading smuggling ring in the United States, 

interested in meeting me? That worried and intrigued me all at once. Had I gone in 

too strong? Maybe my cover was blown. My greatest fear was that all the work I’d 

done would go down the drain and be worthless. My assignment was to infiltrate the 

Fallen Angels and get all the information I could on Lucifer. This was the closest unit 

associated to the big man. No other group the Agency had been able to associate with 

Lucifer was as connected to the big boss as the Fallen Angels. But if Lucifer knew who 

I really worked for, all of my work could now crash down around me. Then what 

would happen? 
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“If I wanted to be a mosquito’s dinner, I would’ve stayed outside. In or out, 

Adam.” 

 

I let out a sigh, seeing no other choice. Until I knew for certain, the act had to 

be played out. Stepping through the doorway, I was shocked, and my jaw hung open. 

 

“Shut the damn door,” Mammon growled, throwing his leather jacket onto the 

back of the couch. 

 

I did as he commanded without thought, using my foot to kick it shut. My gaze 

shot around the cabin in wonder. Outside it looked like nothing better than a piece of 

shit being held together by rust, mold, and luck. Inside -- a completely different story. 

Everything was nice, clean, and by the looks of it, fairly new. The walls were made of 

wood, free of rot and mold. The floor, more sturdy than the porch, was decorated 

with a couple of throw rugs. The furniture was simple but pleasing. The same with 

the décor. Woodsy, definitely masculine. Even the kitchen was equipped with state-

of-the-art appliances. No roughing it here. 

 

Mammon walked by and pressed one finger under my chin to close my jaw. His 

gaze lingered on my lips. Perhaps it was my imagination, but heat suddenly flared in 

my abdomen and shot straight to my cock. He chuckled and walked through another 

doorway leading to, I assumed, a bedroom. 

 

“Get comfortable, Adam. Lucifer won’t be here until tomorrow, early evening,” 

he called out. 

 

Over twenty-four hours alone with Mammon in the middle of nowhere. This 

could be any gay man’s fantasy or his worst nightmare, depending on the outcome. If 

my cover was blown, I’m sure there’d be hell to pay. If not, perhaps I could relax a 

little and enjoy some downtime. Along with possibly getting more information about 

Lucifer, since it seemed Mammon was the only one not intimidated by the mere 

mention of the boss’s name. 

 

I’d personally not indulged my sexual preference for men with anyone in the 

group, keeping my private life just that. However, I’d heard rumors that Mammon 

preferred men. Nothing hard to go on -- besides my cock, that is. Which could make 

this time together a challenge. 
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Grinding my teeth, I forced my body to behave and concentrated on my 

surroundings. Taking off my gloves, then jacket, I slowly made my way around the 

main room. The work was fairly recent. The smell of sawdust was still evident, as was 

the smell of stain. Or was that sealant? 

 

“Comfortable enough for a night or two?” Mammon walked out of the bedroom 

minus his shirt, hair tousled, with droplets of water still lingering on his chest. 

 

“It’ll do.” I tried to sound unimpressed. It was a difficult task when a chest with 

a perfect set of pecs was this close, his nipples pebble hard and just begging to be 

sucked. Piercings weren’t the norm for me, but I had to practically rip my eyes from 

the thin gold ring dangling from his right nipple. 

 

“Anything to eat?” I rushed to the kitchen, deciding the fridge looked like a 

good diversion. Thoughts of food would distract my lust for the man, right? The best 

way to a man’s heart was through his stomach. So not true, but I kept the mantra 

chanting in my mind. 

 

“Are you sure it’s food you want?” 

 

My heart skipped a beat. Okay, many beats. I closed my eyes and took a deep 

breath. This time my body didn’t give a shit what the mind said about rules, job, and 

duty. My cock had a mind of its own and took charge, completely hardening, 

painfully pressing against the rough denim of my jeans, making it a tight fit. I sucked 

back an anguished moan. I’d managed to keep my attraction to the man to myself for 

two months. But being alone with him…that might be really pushing my limit. 

 

“Adam?” 

 

I straightened from my inspection of the contents of the fridge and turned 

slowly. Instantly, I regretted it. Mammon was leaning against the back of the couch 

staring at me, legs crossed, head tilted slightly to the side, and the fingertips of one 

hand tucked into his waistband. My gaze swept over the smooth, muscular chest, 

settling on his handsome face. Mammon had an exotic look. His skin was dark, as if 

he’d spent hours out in the sun. His features were strong, with sharp angles much like 

that of American Indians. However, his striking dark eyes had a slight slant to them, 

hinting at an Asian heritage mixed in. 
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With knees trembling and heat suffusing my entire body, I reached out and 

took hold of the counter for balance. Over twenty-four hours alone with the object of 

my lust. It didn’t matter that he was one of the bad guys. Since being assigned this 

case, I realized lust knew no boundaries. It had few limits. What it wanted…it tried 

its damnedest to get. 

 

However, I was sure I could resist. Forty-three days I’d been in his presence. So 

far, so good. 
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Blurb: 

 

Adopted from an alien pound, the human reassures himself: “A good bottom can obey 

any master.”  His submission is tested in What Worse Place Can I Beg in Your Love? 

 

“Annoyingly obedient” is what David called me.  He’d dumped me because he wanted a 

less submissive bottom.  And now my attempt to recover from him has led me to where 

those same traits may mean my survival. An alien holding cell turned out to be a pound, 

and my new owner is a seven-foot tower of jet-black muscle with raptor legs and shark 

teeth.   

 

At last I’m getting the training and discipline I longed for from my Earth lovers at the 

claws of my alien owner.  If only I can make him want me…  

 

 

Excerpt: 

My new owner gives a patient “come along” tug – he can see I’m panicked – and 

a low hiss. I give my guard a scared look, but he bares his teeth, so I decide my new 

owner is the safest choice – as if it were mine to make. I earn an approving ass pat as I 

scoot to my master’s heels. My stomach churns as I realize I’ve already invested myself 

in him. I know I can handle it; a good bottom can obey any master.  

I stay on my knees as he walks down a long sterile hall with the guard 

accompanying him. From my all-fours they seem bigger than ever. I dare to raise my 

head as we approach the lobby. He towers over me. My head’s not even as high as his 

knees. They pause at a counter, and I suppose my new master collects my papers and 

pays for me.  

I stare out of the door. I’d seen little of the outside. We’d landed at night in a 

wooded clearing, and they were waiting for us. As we shared our cell, Joe deigned to 

speculate that their technology must be better than we thought – and undetectable. This 

isn’t the primitive world we expected. The sky is ocean-green – just blue enough to still 

seem sky, but alien enough to make me hesitate on the threshold and tremble.  

A vehicle pulls up from a parking area and a chauffeur gets out and opens the 

door for my owner. My owner climbs in and hisses when I don’t move. The step is too 

high to handle from my hands and knees and I’m scared to stand. He tugs and I scramble 

in. I’m so stupid: I try to sit like a man on the cool leather-covered seats, and I’m quickly 

on the floor with a slapped face. My head swims as he leans forward and reveals his 

teeth. I’ve seen the guards snarl, but this is my first close up view of one of their faces. I 

faint.  

*** 
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When I wake up, I’m alone in a cage. It’s a nice cage: six-by-six feet but only 

three feet high. I can lie down and stretch fully, but I can’t stand up. The floor is a smooth 

vinyl, and the mesh is big enough to stick my arm out to the shoulder. I have a bowl of 

cold water. I have a blue canvas-covered cushion. I’m curled up on it when I wake up. 

My collar is still on, but I can see my leash hanging on the outside of the cage door.  

No one comes to the room, and it gets dark. I can just sit up, cross-legged, on my 

cushion, without bumping my head, and I wrap my arms around my knees. I rock a little, 

and the moment of self-comfort unleashes my tears. I’m terrified both by my situation 

and the memory of his face, and I’m soon bawling as if I were six. I’m crying too messily 

to hear him come in and the first I know of his presence is a hand on my collar and the 

leash drawing me out. He has to pull – not because I fight, but because I can’t uncross my 

legs fast enough or gather my sobbing wits.  

He doesn’t hit me again, but drags me to the bed. He sits on the edge, and I 

sensibly stay at his feet. He’s making a lot of his hissing noises. I can’t distinguish 

between them, but they sound soothing. He rubs my head with his palm, and then uses his 

thumb to smear away my tears. I put my head on his knee and tremble more at the feel of 

his thigh. It’s like rock.  

I force myself to think. He seems kind in his way and I imagine what a good 

owner would do on a pet’s first night. Surely he’ll just let me adapt to my new space? I 

dare not let my mind run further. I’m an animal to him, but I suddenly find him 

unbearably desirable. I feel more hot tears flow as I see myself as a hump-happy little 

terrier pestering his legs. 

 

*** 

Days pass and my new master keeps me caged while he’s gone all day. He trains 

me in the evenings, and my reward is to sit by his feet while he works even more. He 

seems to be important, but he’s always calm and focused. It’s hard to sit still after a day 

in the cage but, if I’m very good at my training and don’t fuss in the evenings, he lets me 

sleep on his bed.  

After several weeks, I wake up one day with my face on his thighs and his 

massive half-erect cock fills my world. I am sleepy and before I think I give it an 

inquisitive lick. He’s still sleeping and I have his head in my mouth before he opens his 

eyes. He hisses, but he doesn’t push me off. It’s harder to make him finish than I 

expected, and the size he grows to is bigger than I can manage. Towards the end he starts 

to thrust, and I control my panic as his hot stinging fluids half-drown me. I’ve been with 

straight guys, so I’m suddenly very afraid. What if I’m too much of an animal to be 

considered at all? What if my attentions revolted him?  

He just carries on with his morning routine. I’m still on the bed when he returns 

from his shower and he points at the floor. I scramble off the bed. I can’t tell if I’m in 

disgrace, but I get fed as usual and, later, I’m taken out into the garden for the first time 

with the cook’s son to supervise me. That evening he lets me curl by his feet as he works 
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in his study, and we go to the bedroom together at the end of his day. I’m over-excited by 

my day of activity and apprehensive about being alone with him. I’ve seen his body fully 

many times, but now I’ve touched his cock. I could hardly swallow enough this morning. 

If he wants more I’m in trouble.  

Tonight he’s just training me a little more. I learn a new hand signal: bring your 

leash. When I carry it in my mouth to him and drop it on his lap, he rubs behind my ear, 

and signals me on to the bed. He’s being indulgent, but won’t let me touch his prick. I 

give a disappointed cry when he moves my hands away, but instead he sits me on his lap 

and holds my wrists still in one hand. He ducks his face down so we’re face to face. He 

strokes me as he shows me his teeth. His mouth is a terror. He has rows and rows of thin 

needles. I had cause to faint in the car at the sight of those shark teeth: I understand what 

caused the ravaged holes where Joe’s nipples used to be.  

Tonight I’m whimpering at the sight, but I know he’s not angry. I know he’s 

trying to get me accustomed to them. They usually only show their teeth in rage, but I’ve 

seen him gape when excited or exerted – and, this morning, passionate. Sometimes they 

sniff by opening their mouths. He’s checked my teeth in the past and seen how few and 

how blunt my teeth are in comparison to his.  

He lifts one of my hands to his face and has me run a finger over his cheeks – the 

raised bumps I thought were ritual scars are sinus holes – and then onto his ear 

membranes. His ears are sensitive timpani behind his jawbone. A light knuckle rub there 

makes him writhe, and I realize what a treat he intends when he rubs my ears.  

He places my finger in his mouth. I pant. He could sever my finger with no effort. 

Instead, his tongue welcomes me. He releases my wrist and I keep my finger there. I try 

to hear how his hiss of approval differs from others, but it’s still just a hiss.  

Although average in height and build for his race, he is on a larger scale than I. 

He’s in proportion all over and his prick is a foot long when it’s hard. It’s fat too, and has 

a bigger knob at the end than a human’s does. I’m terrified of it, but consumed by 

longing to feel my master inside me. He is seven feet of unyielding coal. A ridged spine 

breaks the terrain of his back muscles, and he has a four-vertebrae-long mobile tail. He 

tucks it down as ball armor when he crouches to fight. His dick and balls ride back high 

between his hips when he returns to quadruped mode.  

I try not to be disappointed when he puts me in my cage without doing more, but I 

know how to please a master and I make no show of petulance. I curl up and watch him 

undress. His massive hard-on reassures me: my master wants me. Eventually, he’ll 

convince himself that fucking his pet alien is okay.  
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Blurb: 

Merrick chose to become a soldier to protect his friend, a young man named Ambrose. 

He returns to his home, only to find Ambrose is missing. His rescue mission lands him 

back in the arms of a man from his past.  

Is love really lost forever? Or can time and maturity change everything? Merrick 

Underson has the chance to tempt fate once again. But will he make the right choice this 

time? 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter Eleven 

 

Andrus followed his guard up the steep steps to the top of the tower. His gaze 

flitted over the crowds milling about the marketplace. 

 

"There," the guard said, pointing. 

 

Andrus followed the gesture, a grimace twisting his mouth. Three men, now 

leading their horses, strolled through the streets, stopping now and again to speak to a 

merchant or passersby. Even without their uniforms, Andrus knew soldiers when he saw 

them. He studied them carefully. 

 

"What do you have on them?" he asked the big man at his side. 

 

"They rode in just before lunch. Apparently they're looking for an officer attached 

to their regiment." 

 

Momentary panic swelled inside Andrus, and he forcefully quelled it. "A name?" 

he snapped. 

 

"Lt. Merrick Underson." 

 

Andrus gasped, his gaze snapping to his guard. "Merrick?" he breathed. "Here?" 

He looked back out over the crowds. "Damn him." 

 

"Would you like me to find him and dispose of him, M'Lord?" 

 

"No! I just need to find out why he's here...and not with his men." He turned, 

brushing past the guard and started down the steps, talking as he went. "Get your men out 

on the streets. See if you can catch any information on his whereabouts, if he's even here 

in Andrustown. If you find him, don't confront him. Follow him. Let me know where he 

is. Put a few men on those soldiers, as well. I don't them anywhere near the track or the 
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stables. Let your presence be known in the streets, Thurcan. I don't want any talk of 

slaves or slavery anywhere. Understand?" 

 

The big man tipped his head in acknowledgement and hurried away. Andrus drew 

a deep breath and turned his steps toward his own stables, his mind racing. Merrick? 

Here? Why? Why now? Had word somehow gotten back to the king about the slaves 

Andrus held? He knew slavery was illegal, and he would have hell to pay if King Phator 

ever found out. So far, he and his fellow warlords had been able to keep the people silent 

about it. Fear had a tendency to do that. Still, he needed to let them know of this turn of 

events. It was sure to put a damper on the enthusiasm of the approaching race, and the 

thought only infuriated Andrus further. 

 

He stepped into the stables, snapping orders as he went. "You there!" He stabbed 

a finger at a stable boy. "I want all of the ponies taken to the river stalls." He whirled on 

another young man. "Get all of their equipment stored. I want this place in order within 

the hour. I want all of the riders sequestered in preparation. Move!" He took some delight 

in the outright terror that tore across the boys' faces as they raced to obey. In one hours' 

time, this place would hold no hint of human ponies or slaves. It would be a stable as any 

other stable. Andrus knew that none of his slaves would dare breathe a word about their 

indentured status. They had seen too many die for doing just that. Besides, when Andrus 

held the welfare of their entire families in the palm of his hand, he was more then sure of 

their obedience. He smiled as he watched them work, then turned toward Ambrose's stall. 

 

No. He stopped, drawing a deep ragged breath. No. He had things to do. He 

couldn’t take time out for his own pleasures. Besides, the anticipation would make it all 

that much sweeter when he finally did visit the boy. He clenched his fists and strode from 

the stables before he could change his mind, ignoring the erection he'd already sustained. 

He forced his thoughts away from Ambrose and to Merrick. He wondered what the man 

looked like now - ten years later. He supposed that military life would have put more 

muscle on the man, honed him to a fine specimen. Not that he hadn't been before. Andrus 

could still see the lithe, bronzed body, the sparkling green eyes, eyes that he had lost 

himself in many times in the past. If he closed his eyes, he could still hear Merrick's 

ragged breathing, still feel him... 

 

Andrus groaned. This was not helping his arousal. Now he ached to taste Merrick 

once again, to feel his childhood friend beneath him, to hear his cries of pain and 

satiation. He stopped, leaning his forehead against the side of the building nearest him. 

He closed his eyes, trying to control his breathing, but the more he tried not to think of 

his desires, the stronger they seemed to become. He reached beneath his robes and 

stroked his own shaft, trembling with want. But if there was one thing Andrus Lordson 

didn't do, it was self-gratification. He had far too many who would answer to his 

demands to have to resort to that. He pushed away from the wall, and stumbled into the 

main house, making a deal with himself. He would take the first person he saw - man, 

woman or child. It didn't matter. The thrill would be in the mystery of it. 
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He turned a corner into another room, and stopped short. A slow smile curved his 

lips. Almost perfect. True, it was a female, not exactly what Andrus had hoped for. But 

he had made a deal with himself, and he was determined to follow through, no matter the 

slight bitter taste of disinterest. Besides, he knew she was new here, only just arrived 

from the slave blocks in Ossey. And he also knew that at her age she was most likely a 

virgin. That alone would make this all worthwhile. He moved silently up behind the girl, 

who was carefully dusting each glass trinket on a display shelf. He slipped his arms about 

her, pushing against her backside at the same moment. 

 

She gasped, dropping the item she'd been holding. It hit the leg of the shelf, 

shattering. 

 

"Oops," Andrus said quietly, his mouth near her ear. 

 

"M'Lord!" she cried, trying in vain to twist away from him. "I'm so sorry. You 

startled me." 

 

"Did I?" he whispered. "You broke it. It looks like you owe me now." 

 

"But, M'Lord," she pleaded, then cried out when he lifted her skirts. 

 

"Hush," he said. "Just enjoy it." He ran his hands up her slender thighs, found her 

undergarments and pulled them away. 

 

She was trembling beneath him, her sobs muffled by her shame and terror. 

Andrus turned her to face him, and his breath caught in his throat. She reminded him of 

another, a young girl from his youth, one of the few times he had laid with a female.  She 

had become pregnant, had a child. A child Andrus had never seen, nor cared to see. He 

had left Orma shortly after, run out by the girl's enraged father and brother, and he had 

never been back.  

 

He reached up and ran one slender finger along the girl's cheek. "Your name?" he 

whispered. 

 

"Melana," she managed, then swallowed hard and added, "M'Lord." 

 

"Do you like it here, Melana?" he asked, deftly untying the strings at her bosom. 

 

She sobbed again, but made no effort to stop him. He smiled. He liked 

compliance from women. It was only the men he liked to tussle with. He freed her 

breasts, cupping them gently. They were small, firm, the nipples light and creamy. He ran 

one thumb over the nubs, but his thoughts suddenly turned traitorous. All he could see 

was the girl from his youth, the swollen belly that hid his progeny. His erection died 

almost as swiftly as it had come, and he released the girl with a rough shove. 

 

"You didn't answer my question," he snarled. "Do you like it here, Melana?" 
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She fumbled with the ties on her blouse. "Yes, M'Lord, of course I do." 

 

"And are you a slave here, Melana?" 

 

She went white, her lips trembling. "No, M'Lord. I serve of free will." 

 

He studied her a moment, then chuckled softly. "Of course you do." He glanced at 

the broken figurine. "Clean that up. You'll be punished for it later." Without another 

word, he turned and strode from the room, his thoughts once again on Merrick. 

 

 

Merrick slipped into the shadows of the building, his breathing ragged. He 

watched as his men shuffled down the street, not more than twenty paces away. Damn! 

They were good. They had almost caught him several times. In a way, this was almost 

fun, like a game, and Merrick was actually enjoying it. Still, he hoped to make contact 

with Andrus soon, before nightfall left him in the streets without a place to stay. He had 

forgotten to tell his men when to give up and leave Andrustown, and hoped they would 

do so soon. With a sigh of determination, he slipped beneath a thick wood fence and ran 

its length, before coming to a crouched stop in the shade of a large tree. The smell of hay 

assailed him and he turned, realizing he'd backtracked to the very stable he'd left his 

horse in hours earlier. He grimaced and shook his head. Stupid, to be coming back to his 

horse, even if the stable was at the far reaches of town. Still, if the men had already 

searched there, it wasn't likely they would come back expecting to see him there. Maybe 

it was the best place, after all. 

 

He slipped into the building, pausing to wait until his eyes adjusted to the gloom, 

then started slowly toward the stall he'd had the horse housed in. He stopped, stunned. 

Asher was gone. Merrick was so surprised, he didn't even see the stable hand approach, 

and nearly impaled him when he abruptly spoke. The boy leapt back with a yelp of 

surprise, his gaze locked on the dagger in Merrick's hand. 

 

"Where's my horse?" Merrick demanded. 

 

"He...he's outside, M'Lord," the boy managed. 

 

"Outside? What the hell's he doing outside?" 

 

"What's going on here?" A big, beefy man stomped Merrick's way. "Put that thing 

away. You got some quarrel, you take it up with me!" 

 

Merrick glared at him, but resheathed his dagger. "My horse is outside. Why?" 

 

"Because I got people paying twice what you offered, that's why!" the man 

retorted. "Be glad I give him a place at all. He's been fed and brushed. Now, unless you 

want me to fetch the constables in here to discuss it, you'd best join your horse. Outside." 
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Merrick bit back a scathing retort. It was obvious that the liveryman had deduced 

that Merrick was a hunted man. The thought amused Merrick at the same time it grated 

on him. He gave a curt nod and strode outside. There were a number of horses tethered in 

the gathering darkness, but nowhere did Merrick see Asher. It took him a full five 

minutes to remember he had left Asher with his men, and taken one of their non-descript 

horses instead. Relief surged through him with the same intensity as self-reproach. He 

was simply no good at this subterfuge. 

 

He made his way past the other horses, finally coming alongside his own. At 

least, he thought it was his own. His saddlebags were missing, and he chastised himself 

once again. He wasn't used to being robbed. He sighed and collapsed on the cold, hard 

ground. It was going to be a long night. 

 

Morning couldn't come soon enough for Merrick. He was cold, hungry and sore. 

He straightened, moaning as sore muscles protested, then patted down his own pockets, 

hoping to find at least a few coins that would buy a meal. He was disappointed. With a 

surly glance at his horse, who was enjoying an already paid for breakfast, he stumbled 

toward town, not really sure what to do now. Without money, he was at the mercy of this 

teeming city. He had to find Andrus. 

 

He walked the streets all morning, making note of street names, inns, drinkeries, 

betting halls. He managed to slip some tidbit of unfinished food from a small table set 

near the boardwalk after the patron had finished. He grimaced at the thought of ingesting 

someone else's tossaway, but forced himself to remember that he had eaten much worse 

while out on a mission. When you were very hungry, even a bug seemed a pleasant meal. 

By mid-afternoon, he was hot and thirsty, but hesitant to drink from the river. He made 

do with a few scoops of water from one of the fountains when no one was looking. But 

even that only seemed to make his thirst worse. Although he had questioned several 

merchants on where he might find Lord Andrus, he had received no real good answer. 

They all indicated the same thing - that Andrus was all about and sooner or later, the man 

would find anyone asking for him. That made little sense to Merrick, but he hoped it was 

true. He didn't know what he could do with no money. 

 

As the afternoon wore on, he made his way towards the track, studying the 

wooden seats built to one side. He supposed that the owners of the ponies would sit there, 

above the peasants and lesser beings who bet on the races. It seemed wrong somehow 

that those whose money paid for the grandeur seldom had a piece of it. He grimaced and 

turned back to the track. It was eerily quiet. He would have thought that with the races 

slated to begin the next day, the track would be a flurry of activity. Instead, they seemed 

deserted. He was about to turn away, to find someone he could beg for food, when he 

heard a voice calling his name. 

 

"Merrick! Merrick Underson!" 
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Merrick turned, immediately recognizing the voice from his past. He could 

scarcely believe his eyes. Andrus was pushing his way through the crowd, one hand 

raised, eyes alight with delight. He reached Merrick a few moments later and embraced 

him in a sound hug, then drew back, holding fast to his upper arms. 

 

"Merrick Underson! As I live and breathe! What are you doing here?" 

 

Merrick winced, his gaze darting over the crowds. Andrus seemed to notice at 

once, and chuckled. 

 

"Ah, yes," he said softly. "Heard they were looking for you." 

 

Merrick's gaze shot to Andrus. "Who is? How did  -- " 

 

At that, Andrus laughed, and placed one arm about Merrick's shoulders, turning 

him away from the track. "I know everything that goes on here. So, why are you hiding 

from your own men?" 

 

Merrick hesitated, licking suddenly dry lips. "I...um..." He stopped, tipping his 

head, eyeing Andrus thoughtfully. "How do you know they're my men? In fact, how did 

you even recognize me?" 

 

Andrus laughed again. "I keep up to date on those important to me. You joined 

the palace guard unit a while back, didn’t you? It shows." He squeezed Merrick's biceps. 

"And who could forget those green eyes? So, why are you lurking in the shadows while 

they search the streets for you?" 

 

Merrick sighed, rubbing at his neck. "Well, I suppose it has something to do with 

an unauthorized extended furlough." 

 

Andrus' eyebrows went up in outright surprise. "You're AWOL?" He dissolved 

into laughter when Merrick shushed him. "Rest easy, Merrick. You're safe here. In fact, I 

sent those soldiers on their merry way this morning. Told them you weren't here but that 

if I saw you, I would certainly let them know right away. After all, it isn't right for a 

king's man to be negligent in his duty to the crown." 

 

Merrick frowned, not really sure how he felt about that. It was like his last lifeline 

to safety had been cut. Whatever happened now, it was up to him and his own wits. Wits 

that he was finding fairly scattered while Andrus was standing so close. It amazed him 

that the man could still evoke a sexual response in him after so many years - and the 

parting they'd had. He sought something to take his mind off of it, and gestured at the 

track. 

 

"Racing? I saw the placard outside of town. And Andrustown? A bit arrogant, 

isn't it?" 
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Andrus laughed. "Not so much arrogance as laziness on my part. Just couldn’t 

think of anything else." He glanced at the track. "Have you ever seen the pony races 

before?" 

 

Merrick shook his head. "No. First I heard of them was in Ossey. That's where I 

heard of Andrustown, as well. I had to come see for myself, see if it really was you." He 

looked about, his gaze flitting over the ornate buildings, the fountains, the statuary. 

"You've done well for yourself, Andrus." 

 

"I do my best," Andrus said. 

 

"So, it looks like I've missed the races," Merrick said, for lack of better things. He 

was completely flustered, and Andrus' touch only seemed to be furthering that. He eased 

away on the pretense of stretching. 

 

"No, you haven't missed them at all," Andrus replied. "We've only had qualifying 

trials. The actual races open the day after tomorrow." 

 

"I see. Well, then, perhaps you could show me an inn," Merrick said, despite the 

fact he had no money to pay for one. "I could use a place to freshen up." 

 

"An inn? Don't be silly. You can stay at my place. I have plenty of room. It'll give 

us a chance to catch up." 

 

"My horse is --" Merrick started. 

 

"I know where it is," Andrus interrupted, then laughed again. "I told you, I know 

everything that happens here, including the fact that you were robbed last evening." 

 

Merrick flushed. "Apparently, I'm no good at this desertion bit." 

 

"Well, if it will help your case with the king, I recovered your things. The thief 

has been dealt with as well. I'll send someone over to fetch your horse. It can stable at my 

place." He draped one arm over Merrick's shoulders and urged him forward, through the 

crowds. "I must say, the years have been good to you. You look wonderful." 

 

"As do you, Andrus. Someone mentioned that you own some mines?" 

 

"I do," Andrus replied. "Black opals. The finest in the world." He gave Merrick's 

shoulder another hug, steering him down a narrow alleyway. "Gods! It's good to see you 

again. How long has it been?" 

 

Merrick shrugged. "At least ten years." 

 

"Ten years, and yet it feels like nothing." He gestured at the ornate buildings 

lining the cobbled streets they walked. "So, what do you think of Andrustown? I built it. 
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The entire thing, all of it, with the income from the opals. Beautiful isn't it? I add more 

and more every year as finances permit." 

 

"And the track?" 

"I own the grounds, but the competitors pay me for the use." 

 

"So, you own no ponies of your own?" Merrick asked. For some reason he wanted 

Andrus to say no, to not have a part in something that might very well be illegal. But the 

man's answer dashed his hopes. 

 

"Own? No, no one owns the ponies, Merrick. We sponsor them. I have three. I'll 

be running the fastest in the opening race. But you'll see him. He's a wonderful athlete, 

Merrick." He stopped before heavy, ornate iron gates set in stone. "Here we are. My 

humble abode." 

 

Merrick stared at the enormous structure on the other side of the gate. It was half 

hidden by leafy trees, but sported well-kept lawns, sparkling fountains, and a drive that 

gleamed like -- He gasped, looking closer. "Opals? You use crushed opals to line your 

drive?" 

 

Andrus laughed. "Just the poor quality ones, I assure you. Come inside." He 

slipped through a smaller gate to one side of the gatehouse, flicking one hand at the 

armed guard.  

 

Once inside the compound, the opulence continued, and Merrick gaped. "You 

have done well for yourself, Andrus. Very well." He followed the man into the foyer, his 

footfalls echoing on marble floors. Various scents drifted to him, setting his stomach to 

rumbling. 

 

Andrus noticed and laughed. "Hungry? You always had an insatiable appetite, 

Merrick, but I suppose having no money for dinner or breakfast might be causing that 

grumbling now. Tell you what. Let one my servants show you to your room. You can 

freshen up and join me for dinner on the back porch. The gardens are blooming and it's 

quite beautiful at this time of the year. We'll reminisce, and you can bed down here for as 

long as you want. Sound good?" 

 

Merrick smiled and nodded, unable to stop the tremble that rushed through him at 

the very mention of bed. He hoped his voice didn't belie his interest. "Sounds very good, 

Andrus." 

 

"Excellent." He pulled a silken cord to summon a servant, and gave instructions. 

"Until later then," he said, and gave a small bow. 

 

Merrick chuckled and followed the servant up the winding staircase. The room he 

was let into was enormous, with thick rugs scattered about, vases of fresh cut flowers, 

and a bed the likes of which Merrick had never seen. He dismissed the servant, and 
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approached the heavy iron bathtub. It was empty, and he sighed. He wished he could 

have bathed. Instead, he made due with a quick wash from the basin. A check of the 

wardrobe found him a fresh, clean set of clothing, and he donned them, ran his fingers 

through his hair and went in search of Andrus, his stomach demanding attention. 

 

He stopped before a narrow window that looked out what looked to be a riding 

paddock. No one was about, and all of the stalls were closed up, presumably for the night. 

He wondered where the ponies slept, if they were treated like horses even after the races 

were over. No. He shook the thought aside. No, he was sure they were not. They were 

men, after all. Trained athletes. Most likely they were housed in barracks, with servants 

catering to their every wish. In fact, they probably ate better than he did with his rations 

as a soldier. Tarad must have been wrong. Rumors were only that - rumors. He would 

find no slaves here. Andrus had already told him that the ponies were sponsored, not 

owned. With a sigh, he turned towards the stairs. He was met by a servant, and escorted 

to the porch, where Andrus waited. The man rose, his light gray robes swirling about his 

muscular form. 

 

"Welcome," he cried, reaching out to clasp Merrick's hand between his. He pulled 

the man toward the bounty arrayed on the wide table. "Sit, sit. I've just poured the wine. 

We've fresh carrots, pork, bread and custard. Anything else you might want, I can most 

likely get from the larder." 

 

Merrick laughed at the boyish exuberance, and took the seat Andrus held for him, 

his stomach growling in anticipation. He was starved. "No, no, this is more than 

adequate. More than what I've seen in any one place for years." 

 

Andrus frowned at him, sitting down. "They don't feed you well in the king's 

service? I would think they would, what with the money he has at his disposal." 

 

"And perhaps he chooses to keep that money his," Merrick replied, grinning, 

although that was not entirely the truth. As kings went, Phator was quite generous. "Why, 

I think you might have out financed even him." 

 

Andrus laughed, and motioned to the food. "Eat! Don't let it sit there and get 

cold!" 

 

For hours, the two man ate, drank and talked of old times. Merrick was not used 

to imbibing in fine wine, and soon found himself lost to its charm. His laughter rang 

freely, and as Andrus recalled more personal events, he found himself once again drawn 

to this man who had been his first lover. 
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Blurb: 

 

Half-demon, half-mortal, all bastard... 

In the underground realm of Daeva Shudra, the half-demon Orziel struggles to survive 

the deadly schemes of his immortal kin.  His vicious beauty and ruthless cunning are his 

only weapons, but he wields them with fatal precision.  When the empress of demons 

steals Orziel's lover, the half-demon vows revenge.  But then he seduces a beautiful 

mortal youth, and Orziel must decide - stand by the one who loves him, or commit the 

ultimate betrayal? 

 

 

 

Excerpt: 

 

Chapter One 

 

"You shouldn't be here." 

 

Orziel regarded his petulant lover with mild amusement. Asheru, a demon prince 

and nephew of his most hated enemy, sat at a marble dressing table running a brush 

through his silver hair. In the soft eldritch light emanating from a nearby lamp, the young 

demon's translucent skin glowed beneath his gossamer robe.  

 

"I spent over an hour scaling the walls of your uncle's keep, and that's all you 

have to say to me?" Orziel replied.  

 

Asheru sniffed. "You climbed the walls only because your sorceries are too weak 

to get you in here any other way."  

 

"Or perhaps I climbed the walls to show how much I desire you. How many other 

lovers would risk breaking their necks just to see you?"  

 

Orziel reclined against the window casement and pulled a silver flute from the 

folds of his doublet. He played a soft, seductive melody, letting the delicate notes spiral 

into the amethyst sky behind him. There was no sun or moon in the sky. In fact, there was 

no heavenly light at all. The underground realm of Daeva Shudra dwelled in endless 

twilight. Only the cool blue flames of eldritch fire pierced the darkness.  

 

The sorcerous light of the bedchamber lamps flickered and danced as Orziel 

played. He basked in the glow and stretched to the full length of his lean, muscular body. 

His sole weapon was his beauty, the rapier-sharp physique of a rogue sheathed in doublet 

and breeches of gleaming blue velvet. Black boots, fashioned from the scaled hide of 

some netherworld beast, molded to his calves. His hands and face remained uncovered, 

revealing flesh as pale as Asheru's though not quite so translucent. Where Asheru's hair 

gleamed silver-white, Orziel's brooded darker than a cloud of night upon his head.  
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"If my uncle finds you here, he'll kill you." Asheru spoke to his own reflection in 

the silvered glass, refusing to look at his suitor.  

 

The music stopped. Orziel pocketed the flute with a sigh as he studied the lines of 

the prince's willowy body, clearly visible beneath the silk robe. "Valefar can't kill me. 

The empress has forbidden it. No one may kill a Daeva and live."  

 

"You're mortal, not Daeva!" the demon prince exclaimed, haughty anger flashing 

in his silver eyes.   

 

"I'm half Daeva, and that's good enough for our beloved empress. As I recall, it 

was also good enough for you once."  

 

Orziel abandoned the casement and strode across the room. Asheru jumped up in 

alarm, but before he could flee, the half-demon caught him by the wrist and shoved him 

back against the dressing table. The hairbrush clattered to the floor as Orziel pressed his 

velvet-clad hips against Asheru's.  

 

"I'll scream!" the prince threatened in a fierce whisper.  

 

"Yes, you will scream," Orziel purred. "You'll scream my name over and over 

again as I tear away your robe and throw you onto the bed. You'll scream for mercy as I 

spread your legs and impale you on my hardened sex, and then you'll scream for more as 

I ride you like a prize stallion rides a mare in heat." He pressed his mouth against the 

young demon's, forcing his tongue between the youth's pale, shimmering lips.   

 

Asheru whimpered, tried to turn away, and then gave in, relenting to his lover's 

savage kisses. "You shouldn't be here," he moaned one last time.   

 

The gauzy fabric of the robe shredded in Orziel's hands, silk fragments fluttering 

to the floor as he stripped his lover naked. Asheru flushed, a pale rose tinting his skin. 

The half-demon reached up with one hand to pinch the soft buds of his nipples until they 

blossomed darkly beneath his fingertips. The other hand snaked around the youth's 

slender waist, sliding lower until it found Asheru's round, firm buttocks. He slipped a 

finger between the two quivering cheeks, and Asheru gasped. His cock hardened against 

Orziel, with not even a scrap of silk left to cover his mounting excitement.  

 

"You've missed me," Orziel whispered. "Admit it."  

 

The youth could only groan and say, "Please. Please!"  

 

Orziel flung his lover onto the bed. Asheru cried out, half in fear, half in 

anticipation as his lover flipped him over onto his soft white belly and spread his legs 

wide. "Admit it!"  
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"Yes!" He squirmed as Orziel spread his buttocks and slipped two fingers inside 

the puckered little hole.   

 

The half-demon grinned. "Look at you. You scorn me, yet here I find you oiled up 

and ready for my affections. How prudent of you to prepare yourself for our little tryst."  

 

Asheru gasped as Orziel slipped a third finger into his well-lubricated sphincter. 

He raised his hips off the bed, wriggling them back and forth as his lover stretched him 

wide open.  

 

"Oh, please!"  

 

"Please, what?"  

 

"Please take me, beloved. Take me and make me yours!"  

 

Orziel stopped and pulled his fingers almost all the way out. The young prince 

froze, caught on the cusp between desire and torment.  

 

"Make you what?" the half-demon whispered hoarsely.  

 

"Orziel, please!"  

 

"Say it, or I'm done with you."  

 

He waited, fingers on the verge of abandoning their ravishment. Need and desire 

burned within Asheru more brightly than the eldritch lights. He pressed his face to the 

sheets and closed his eyes, assuming the position of a supplicant before the god he 

adored.  

 

"Make me your creature and your plaything."  

 

"What else?" Orziel moved his fingers, slipping them out a fraction more.   

 

Asheru whined like a dog. "Make me your whore," he whimpered at last.  

 

Orziel laughed, dark notes spilling like wine from his red lips. Whore. It was a 

mortal word, one no self-respecting demon would use, let alone a prince. It amused 

Orziel to hear it come from his lover's pretty mouth. He withdrew his fingers, and Asheru 

wept. Then a moment later, the demon prince shrieked as Orziel entered him, his cock 

like an iron battering ram thundering through the gateways of an ivory palace.  

 

Squealing, Asheru clawed at the bed sheets and cried out Orziel's name over and 

over, begging for mercy and then begging for more. The half-demon gripped his lover's 

slender hips as he made his assault. He reveled in the sound of Asheru's cries, in the sight 

of his shuddering pleasure and in the tight, sweet feel of the Daeva's youthful body. With 
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each thrust he buried himself to the hilt, groaning as his balls slapped against Asheru's 

naked backside.  

 

"What are you?" Orziel demanded as he rolled Asheru onto his back.  

 

"Your whore!" Asheru cried, wrapping his arms and legs around his master. 

"Your bitch, your slave, your creature entirely!"  

 

"And will you ever deny me again?"  

 

"No, never again!"  

 

Orziel smiled and then bit Asheru's neck hard enough to draw blood.  

 

For over an hour, their bodies crashed together as they coupled. Now and then, 

Asheru fought against him, but his struggles never lasted for long. With each surrender, 

Orziel rewarded the beautiful Daeva with cruel kisses, brutal caresses and a vicious 

plundering of his exquisite body.  

 

"You're mine, mine!" Orziel groaned as a shuddering climax overtook him and he 

spilled his seed deep inside the demon princeling.  

 

Asheru shrieked and writhed as his lover came, and then stained the bed sheets 

with his own orgasm. Their lust satisfied at last, Orziel released him and let him collapse 

to the bed. He curled up behind the pale silver prince and wrapped an arm around his 

waist.  

 

"You didn't even undress," Asheru complained, plucking at the blue velvet of 

Orziel's sleeve.  

 

The half-demon smiled. "If it bothers you, then undress me now."  

 

He lounged on the pillows as Asheru leaned over him. The young Daeva was well 

trained, having learned from previous encounters how best to please his lover. Orziel 

watched with hooded eyes as Asheru undid the knotted lacings of his doublet with his 

teeth, and then pulled at the satin cords until the garment fell open. The prince's perfumed 

hair spilled over the half-demon's face as he paused to kiss his sculpted chest.   

 

Then Asheru moved lower to work at the waistband of Orziel's breeches. He 

struggled with the tight velvet, pulling it down past Orziel's hips an inch at a time. The 

half-demon shuddered as soft lips brushed against his naked groin. When at last the 

breeches slid freely over his legs, Orziel reached down and stripped them off in one 

smooth movement. Asheru sighed and picked up a linen cloth from the table beside his 

bed. He dipped it into a ewer of water and bathed Orziel from head to toe, stroking the 

half-demon's skin as he whispered his devotion. When he was done, the demon prince 
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laid his head in his lover's lap, his mouth scant inches away from the serpent that nested 

in the dark curls between Orziel's legs.  

 

"I thought you'd never come back," Asheru murmured. His words breathed a soft 

caress and the serpent stirred in its bed.  

 

"You're mine," Orziel said plainly. "I don't abandon what's mine."  

 

The young Daeva nuzzled his lover's lower belly. The serpent rose, weaving and 

dancing before his eyes, mesmerizing him.  

 

"You forgive me then, even though my uncle forced me to renounce you?"  

 

Orziel stroked the youth's translucent flesh, took note of the bruises he'd left, dark 

shadows that marked Asheru as his. "You fear Valefar too much. What can he do to you, 

truly? Punish you? My punishments are far worse, and yet you enjoy them. Kill you? Of 

course not, you're his only heir."  

 

"But he could kill you." Asheru lifted his head to gaze deep into Orziel's sapphire 

eyes. "Do you really think the empress would protect you from him?"  

 

Orziel shrugged. "I'm her kin."  

 

"And Valefar is her consort. If she had to choose between the two of you, whom 

do you think she would pick—her wedded husband, a prince among demons with an 

army to command? Or a mongrel cur with no status to speak of?"  

 

Stung by the insult, Orziel narrowed his eyes to glittering slits. He grabbed 

Asheru by the hair and twisted the silken locks into a cruel knot. "You forget yourself, 

beloved."  

 

"Oh, please, Orziel!" Tears spilled down the young Daeva's delicate face, liquid 

silver in the eldritch light. "Forgive me. I worship and adore you!"  

 

"Do you really?" the half-demon hissed. "Show me."  

 

He pressed Asheru's face against his groin. The dancing serpent leapt up and the 

prince paid homage to it, kissing it and licking it in a frantic attempt to please. His tongue 

swirled up and down its sinuous length, lapping at its base and then bathing its head, until 

at last he took the whole thing into his mouth.  

 

With his fingers still entwined in Asheru's hair, Orziel guided his lover's head up 

and down. "I may be a mongrel cur," he said as he ravaged the youth's mouth. "But I will 

always be your better and your master!"  
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He thrust his entire length between Asheru's lips. With a heaving shudder, the 

serpent released its sting into the prince's throat, choking him with its bittersweet venom.  

 

Orziel pushed Asheru away and slid out of the bed. The Daeva lay where he fell, 

crumpled and battered and gasping for breath.  

 

"Remember this moment the next time you think to scorn me," Orziel warned as 

he pulled on his breeches. "Remember that I can do far worse to you than your uncle ever 

could."  

 

"I would debate that," said another voice. "As it will be very hard for you to do 

much of anything once I've finished with you."  

 

Asheru squealed and dove under the bedclothes. Orziel spun around to confront 

the intruder. Valefar—prince of the Daeva, consort to Empress Shebazael, and his most 

hated enemy—stood in the doorway of the bedchamber and smiled.  

 

"Careless," said Valefar, fixing his icy gaze upon Orziel. "Very careless to be 

caught like this. You let your anger and desire overrule your caution."  

 

Orziel sneered as the elder prince strode into the room. The family resemblance 

between uncle and nephew could not be denied. Valefar sported the same coloring as 

Asheru, silver hair and eyes, fair skin faintly marbled by violet veins that carried the 

royal blood of demonkind. But where Asheru was soft and pliant, Valefar was hard-

tempered steel, a gleaming sword honed to a deadly edge, a blade thirsting for Orziel's 

blood.  

 

"Cousin," Orziel said with the most aggravating familiarity he could muster. "I 

was wondering when you'd show up. You weren't in when I came calling, but your 

nephew was kind enough to keep me entertained while I waited." He tore the sheets away 

from Asheru, revealing the youth's nakedness to his already enraged kin. "Now that 

you're here, perhaps you'd like to join in our games?"  

 

The half-demon reached down and stroked the shining jewel of Asheru's loins. 

The young prince stiffened with excitement even as he shivered in fear. "Orziel, don't 

make him angry."  

 

"Oh, beloved, I think we're well past that point now."  

 

"Indeed, we are," Valefar agreed. He seethed as he regarded the two before him. 

"You should have been more careful, Orziel. You might have lived longer."  

 

The prince consort snapped his fingers and a small retinue of Rephaim guards 

burst into the room. The giant warriors of the demon race appeared to have been hewn 

from granite, their thick-muscled bodies well suited to rending their opponents limb from 

limb. They bristled with weapons forged by demon magic—swords, spears, axes, and 
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maces—and they wore armor fashioned from the scaled hides of the fiercest black 

dragons.   

 

The captain of the guard grinned at Orziel and bared his teeth, adamantine slivers 

sprouting from an iron jaw. Orziel stood dwarfed by them, unarmed and clad only in his 

breeches. He was not half their size, yet even as they encircled him, he laughed. "Your 

guards don't dare to touch me, cousin. They know the penalty for spilling Daeva blood."  

 

Valefar favored him with a knifed-edged smile. "Of course they do, but I've found 

that mortals aren't so well-versed in demon law."  

 

With another snap, he summoned his other servants. Five mortals swarmed into 

the room and arrayed themselves like shadows cast before their master. Unlike the 

demons, they carried no armor or weapons, but their hands glimmered with a crackling 

spectral light as they recited incantations of power.   

 

Orziel drew back a pace and sneered. "Your pawns? Really, Valefar, if you think 

these slaves are capable of dispatching me, why bother with the Rephaim at all?"  

 

The prince consort chuckled. "Someone must bear witness that I never laid a hand 

on you. The word of the Rephaim will be sufficient to stay Shebazael's wrath against 

me."  

 

"She'll still know you ordered my death."  

 

Valefar shrugged. "I ordered no such thing. My pawns discovered an interloper in 

their master's house, an upstart who dared to molest my only heir. They sought to detain 

you as you attempted to flee. Your death was the unfortunate consequence. Shebazael 

won't even bother to punish them once she realizes you brought this fate upon yourself."  

 

Orziel hissed and looked around the room. The Rephaim and mortal magicians 

blocked every exit except the window through which he'd climbed, and he dared not 

leave by that route. As he had told Asheru, it had taken him over an hour to scale the 

walls of the keep. He feared the trip back down would be much faster, and end with a 

broken neck.  

 

"There is no escape, cousin." Valefar smiled. "But please, don't let that stop you 

from trying. I'm sure your attempts will be most amusing to my servants. I wish I could 

stay to watch, but I have more important matters to attend to." He gestured to his nephew, 

still huddled on the bed. "Asheru, get up. We're leaving now."  

 

Behind him, Orziel heard Asheru weep hysterically. The young Daeva grabbed 

his lover's arm and clung to him. Orziel shook him off.  

 

"Get up," he said in an icy voice. "Do as your uncle bids."  
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Wretched and sobbing, Asheru stumbled out of the bed. He took a few shaking 

steps toward Valefar. The Rephaim lowered their weapons, the pawns bowed. All parted 

to make way for their master's heir.  

 

Then Orziel shoved his lover into the nearest mortal.  

 

Asheru pitched headfirst, shrieking as he landed in the man's arms. The surprised 

sorcerer fell, dragging the young prince down with him. As the two became tangled in the 

Daeva's long silver locks, the pawn accidentally released the spell he had prepared to use 

on Orziel. The bedchamber exploded with thunder and flaming witch-lights, sending 

Valefar, the Rephaim and the other mortals scrambling for cover. Orziel ran for the door, 

darting between two pawns as he went. They turned to fire their spells at him, lances of 

dazzling light searing from their palms, and slew each other instead.  

 

"Your slaves are powerful indeed, cousin," Orziel shouted as he bolted through 

the door. "Too bad their aim is so lousy!"  

 

"Kill him!" Valefar thundered.  

 

The demon guards made no move, but the remaining three mortals tripped over 

themselves in their hurry to obey. Orziel took advantage of the chaos behind him and 

sprinted down the corridor until it ended at a juncture with another passageway. Hearing 

the shouts of his pursuers, he turned right and kept running until he reached an ornately-

carved spiral staircase that led upward through the keep.  

 

"Sun fire and damnation!" the half-demon swore. Going up would only take him 

further into his enemy's domain, but the clatter of booted footsteps spurred him onto the 

stairs. He ducked behind the balustrades as the mortal sorcerers reached the juncture of 

the corridors. The first two turned left and sped away from their hidden prey, but the third 

hesitated. He looked left then right, and cautiously approached the spiral staircase.  

 

Orziel huddled on the steps, beads of sweat gathered on his forehead as he silently 

focused his will. The mortal drew closer to the half-demon's hiding place, chanting a 

spell until crackling blue lightning wreathed his fists. Orziel waited until the man was 

almost upon him. Then the half-demon leapt up, launching a ball of emerald fire. The 

deadly missile slammed into the magician's chest. As he burst into flames, his death 

shrieks echoed down the corridor. Orziel took to his heels and fled up the stairs.  

 

"Valefar, you bastard," he muttered as he ran. "If I survive this, I'll bend you over 

your own throne and turn you into a bigger whore than your nephew. I'll cut off your 

shriveled-up balls and stuff them into your own mouth! I'll—"  

 

Orziel ducked as a bolt of sizzling blue light hurtled over his head. The cornice 

above him exploded into dust. He glanced back and saw the remaining two pawns 

bounding after him.  

 



 161

"Well, at least their aim is improving." He scrambled faster up the stairs. Twenty 

steps, fifty, one hundred and more. The staircase spiraled endlessly upward through the 

keep. Orziel stayed far enough ahead of his pursuers to keep himself alive, but that was 

all he could manage. He couldn't run and cast a spell at the same time. He simply didn't 

have the power. Though mortal, his pursuers were tireless, their abilities bolstered by the 

sorceries of their master. They could outlast him and outfight him. The half-demon had 

one chance at survival, but only if he could buy some time.  

 

Orziel rounded the twisting staircase again, and burst out onto an open floor. A 

vast, empty chamber lay before him, a death trap that offered no cover or concealment. 

On the other side of the floor stood a door of heavy iron, and behind that possibly the 

refuge he so desperately needed.   

 

He sprinted across the room. Before he was a third of the way across, Valefar's 

pawns reached the top of the stairs. The half-demon darted this way and that as they 

threw bolts of lightning at him. The marble floor exploded each time it was hit, and the 

scorching missiles came closer and closer to striking Orziel.  

 

When he reached the iron door, the half-demon threw his weight against it, 

forcing it open. As Orziel slipped through, one last bolt clipped his heel.  

 

"Bastards!" he screamed as he stumbled behind the door, but that was all the 

suffering he allowed himself. He slammed the door shut and slid the heavy iron bolt 

home. Panting, he turned and scanned his surroundings. A high-canopied bed carved 

from blackest ebony and hung with sheer red curtains dominated the center of the room. 

Rubies glinted along its frame, interspaced with pearls and citrines, and the headboard 

was carved with the insignia of Valefar, Prince Consort of the Empire.   

 

Orziel chuckled. He had found his way into his enemy's very own bedchamber. 

What wickedness he could do in this place!  

 

Then he noticed the obsidian mirror on a table next to the bed. Orziel limped over 

to it and trailed his fingers over its frame. Random images flitted across the surface in 

response to his touch.  

 

"A scrying mirror," he said, grinning. "Why, Valefar, who have you been spying 

on?"  

 

In answer to his question, an image of Asheru's bedchamber appeared in the black 

glass. Orziel saw himself grab the young Daeva and fling him onto the bed. Asheru knelt 

on all fours on the mattress and wriggled his hips as the half-demon slipped his fingers 

inside his lover's gaping sphincter.  

 

"Make me your creature and your plaything," the image of Asheru begged.  

 

"What else?" Orziel heard himself demand.  
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"Make me your whore!"  

 

"Enough." Orziel sneered as the image faded. "Valefar, you shit-eating eunuch, 

you watched our entire tryst." He looked at the bed and noticed the rumpled sheets, damp 

with sweat and maybe something else. "You enjoyed it too," he added slyly. "I wonder. 

Do you lust for your nephew, or for me? Perhaps I should leave a little love note with 

your precious mirror, something you can enjoy later when you're all alone."  

 

He touched the glass and concentrated. An image flashed across its surface, 

Valefar stripped naked and bent over a chair, howling as a shadowy, dark-haired figure 

ravaged him from behind. Orziel saw it and roared with laughter, tears rolling down his 

face. Then a furious pounding at the door reminded him of his present danger. Wiping his 

eyes, the half-demon turned away from his revenge and hobbled to the center of the 

room. It would take only a few minutes for Valefar's pawns to break through the door. He 

needed to work fast.  

 

Mortal sorcery relied on incantations, amulets, and other dubious props, but a 

Daeva had only to imagine a thing and it was done. Spawned from the primordial abyss, 

demons still carried the power of that enigmatic realm in their veins. The same power 

flowed through Orziel's veins as well, but his mortal heritage undermined his arcane 

birthright. He didn't possess even a quarter of the mystical abilities of his full-blooded 

brethren, and what talent he did have proved elusive and difficult to focus.  

 

There were, however, a few demon spells that Orziel could work. Of these, the 

portal spell was the most difficult and dangerous. To summon a portal meant to open a 

gateway into the void where chaos ruled. Through that gate one could travel anywhere, 

but there were risks. It would take all of Orziel's concentration to summon a portal and 

direct it to his desired destination. If he became distracted, he might enter the void, only 

to be trapped there forever. Even worse, he might come out someplace other than he 

intended, embedded inside a wall or a floor.  

 

Yet as treacherous as a portal could be, Valefar's pawns proved the greater threat 

right now. The pounding on the bedchamber's iron door grew louder and was now 

punctuated with explosions.   

 

Orziel took a deep breath. He put from his mind the danger outside the room and 

the searing pain in his foot. Then he reached out with his mind and sought for the void.  

 

Slippery as an eel and more difficult to grasp, the realm of chaos recoiled from his 

mental touch like a living thing. Orziel concentrated harder, grappling with the intangible 

until he pinned down a small piece of it with his mind. Holding that bit steady by his will 

alone, the half-demon mentally opened a hole in it. The air in front of him shimmered and 

split into a shifting maw of color. As it grew larger, Orziel summoned up the image of 

where he wished to go, and impressed that thought onto the portal. Every detail of his 

destination mattered. One tiny mistake could cost him his life.  
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As the portal submitted to Orziel's command, it stabilized and became a glowing 

ring of white light hovering before him. He looked through it and smiled. On the other 

side lay the imperial throne room. It was usually empty at this hour except for a handful 

of the empress' Rephaim guards, and they had become used to Orziel's abrupt 

appearances. They would ask no questions when he arrived.  

 

Behind him, the iron door ruptured. Valefar's pawns spilled into the room.   

 

Orziel threw them a wicked grin. "I'm afraid you're too late, gentlemen. Give my 

regards to your master."  

 

He made a lewd gesture and then leapt through the glowing ring of light. As 

Orziel hurtled through the void toward safety, he heard a shouted curse followed by a 

deafening explosion.   

 

Shockwaves surged through the portal, slamming into the half-demon and 

shattering his control. His vision of the throne room disintegrated and the void around 

him rippled and wavered, like a river pulling free from its course. Orziel swore as chaos 

shrugged off his imposed will and snapped back to its natural state. He tumbled without 

direction, lost in the abyss. In one last desperate attempt to save his life, he threw back his 

head and screamed, "Shebazael!"  

 

His voice echoed in the shifting maelstrom. Then without warning, the void 

steadied, took form, and pulled the half-demon toward a new destination. He plunged 

toward an opening, fell through it, and landed with a tremendous splash into a pool of 

crystal water.  

 

Orziel came up spluttering and gasping for air. He wiped the water from his eyes 

and found himself confronted with a pair of round perfect breasts, like twin moons 

gliding upon the ocean of the night. He grinned and gazed up at the transcendent beauty 

to which they belonged.  

 

"Empress!" he exclaimed to the iridescent creature floating in the water before 

him. "How delightful to see you!"  

 

 

Buy Link: http://www.mojocastle.com/demon/byday.html  
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Blurb: 

Michael never understood the compulsion to go to the beach. There, he meets Sevin 

Merrow, a Finman, a creature of the sea, and a seductive sorcerer. Michael begins to 

understand what the Dark Man wants of him as he weaves a sexual spell about him.  
Will it lead to love, or something darker and deadlier?  

  

 

Excerpt:  

       Michael. Wake up and come to me. Salt water to land, lover to lover, you are mine. 

       Michael woke up, struggling and gasping. He felt as if he were drowning in sea 

water. Not just his body, but his heart and soul too. Then his breathing became normal 

again. Instead, hot waves of fire blazed as his cock hardened, leaving him aching and 

unfulfilled. Reaching down with his hand, he closed his eyes and played with the head 

first, then gripped the shaft, stroking it and seeking relief. He moaned, and the pleasure 

rose, thrumming until he peaked, screaming from the explosion and spewing onto both 

his belly and the covers. He let out short spurts of breath as his body continued to vibrate. 

He itched to touched himself again, masturbate. He had fucked women, but none of them 

ever brought him the ecstatic relief his own hand could.   

        "See what I do to you, my Michael," said the dark voice in the room with him. 

        Michael screamed and sat up in bed, the blanket sliding down and uncovering his 

bare chest, pooling around his waist. The bedroom was dark, but he discerned the outline 

of someone standing by the rain-lashed window.  

        "Who are you and how the hell did you get in?" Michael demanded, frightened. 

        "I'm the reason behind the erotic dreams you've been having since you turned 

eighteen. I am called Sevin Merrow and I will teach you a different kind of love, one that 

will bring you ecstasy." 

        The shadow slowly approached the bed. Michael switched on the lamp standing on 

the table next to his bed. The soft glow from the halogen light lit up the lines of a man's 

stern, gloomy face, the skin dark. Long black hair fell over his shoulders like a waterfall 

and eyebrows black as sin slashed over dark eyes. A well-made man, he stood taller than 

Michael's own six feet, with a lean and sinewy form. And naked as a newborn baby! His 

cock jutted up, thick and long, a pearly bead of pre cum at the tip. 

       "Where are your clothes?" Michael asked. A horrible thought crossed his mind. "Oh 

God, you're going to rape me, aren't you?" Instead of fear though, he began to feel 

excited at the thought.  
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        The dark face glowered. "Do not say His name, it's abhorrent to me! And I assure 

you there will be no rape here tonight. You will give yourself freely to me." He drew 

nearer. "I have wanted you since the first time I dreamed of you at the bottom of the sea 

and so, I began to call to you. Finally after five years of cajoling you came here to me. 

Tonight, we will mate. Then you will come with me to Hildaland, to live with me as my 

lover."  

        His eyes smoldered with a dark flame. 

        Ensorcelled by his eyes, Michael felt the dark stranger pull him out of the bed and 

into his arms. His flesh felt cold as ice and slimy. Shocked, Michael tried to withdraw 

from his arms, but he held him in a vise grip.  

        A strange sheen of silver coated Sevin, adding a other-worldly gleam to his 

darkness. His skin felt soft and sleek as satin while underneath iron-hard muscles rippled. 

The same held true of the Dark Man's cock, steel in velvet. It pressed against Michael's 

belly, erotic to the touch, and Michael's own organ responded in kind, hardening. And 

yet, Sevin felt freezing cold to the touch, like the cold Atlantic Ocean.   

        Sevin reached between their bodies and his fingers found Michael's engorged flesh, 

gripping it. Michael arched away in shock. It felt like a shard of ice had surrounded his 

penis! Still, he grew even more sexually excited as Sevin slid his hand up to the head and 

back down to the balls. 

         For the first time in his life he enjoyed the touch of another, the sexual excitement 

from not a woman, but a man. Suddenly he began to understand why fucking women's 

pussies had never been enjoyable. He shivered, and then began to thrust, helping Sevin 

bring him the incredible feeling that burned in him. 

        Sevin growled against his lips. "I feel you wanting to come, my Michael. You're 

sweating and I can smell your excitement. Your cock feels so warm and dry. I've waited 

years to have you, promised to me in my dreams and now, here you are. Mine to fuck till 

the sea covers the Earth." He chuckled.     
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