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						    Step Right up folks…enter the tent and see the wonders of the world… Andrew is the son of a preacher man in a small town, struggling to establish a life of his own. When his mother encourages him to take a young lady from their congregation to the circus one night, the last thing he wants to do is see circus freaks. He was traumatized by this same event as a child and he can't bear to see these poor creatures penned up in cages. However, the young woman he escorts to the exhibition insists on seeing the sideshow, and Andrew doesn't want to disappoint her. Dog boys and limbless monstrosities are available for viewing upon paying the entrance fee, but at the end of the line, there is something else, something big and ferocious. And as the big, sleek black jaguar stretches and changes into the shape of a man before Andrew's eyes, his life will be altered forever.
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 Freaks and Saints
 
 By
 
 D.J. Manly
 
 Chapter One
 
 "It's not real," the adolescent taunted. "It's all fake. I don't believe any of it." "Come and see," Cyril beckoned from behind the curtain. The boy had jumped the fence again in order to avoid paying the entrance fee. He'd been hovering around the huge tent for the last fifteen minutes, looking for an opportunity to sneak in. These were the kinds of kids who got themselves into trouble. The kinds of kids who got themselves killed. It was three in the afternoon. The rides and the games were in full swing but the sideshows didn't open until after dark. This snotty little ass-wipe had been giving him a hard time since the exposition opened three days ago. It was time to get rid of him. The kid came closer to where Cyril stood, the tent opening held back. His eyes narrowed. "You aren't gonna try and pull my peter, are you, or anything like that, if I go in there?" Cyril laughed. What in hell would he want with a little snot nose brat like that? "No worries. You want to see what I got in here? Then enter." "I'm not paying to see fake stuff." "You got no money anyway. Come on if you're going to. Unless you're afraid." "I'm not afraid." He puffed out his chest and ducked inside. Cyril let the flap fall back into place and suddenly they were both submerged in darkness. In the darkness were sounds which didn't sound quite human. The boy hesitated. He backed up into Cyril. "I…I want to go now." Cyril placed a hand on his shoulder. "But why? You haven't seen anything yet." "I can't see anything anyway. That's your trick, to have no lights so…" "You want light?" Cyril reached up and turned on a light. Immediately they were surrounded by a line of huge cages, all covered with thick dark curtains. "What's that sound…it sounds like a…growling noise?" "Want to see what I have in the cages?" Cyril smiled, pulling on a rope that unfurled the first curtain. "Go on, get close. It can't hurt you," Cyril coaxed. The boy moved closer hesitantly. "There's nothing in there." "Look closer." There was a sudden intake of breath. "Oh my God! What is that?" "That's Dog Boy, half-dog, half-boy. What do you think?" "Is it real?" "Doggie, you real?" Cyril called out laughing. Suddenly the small boy got to his feet. He stood no higher than five feet. He peered at the teenager. "I'm real."
 
 He was covered in dark hair, but he had the features of a human boy. The teenager had taken a few steps away from the cage when the boy approached. "Disgusting," he said. "He would have been really dangerous if he'd grown to manhood, but he's destined to stay a child forever," Cyril said. "Want to play with him?" "Ah, no thanks," the kid said. "What's in the next one?" "Come and look," Cyril said, drawing back the second curtain. "What in fuck kind of freak is that? Where's the fat lady and the tall man and the…" "Oh, I have all those, too, but these are the real special ones. This one is called worm girl." "She has no arms or legs. How in the hell does she…" The worm girl rolled forward, peering at Cyril and the boy with big eyes. Suddenly, several legs appeared at her sides. "Can it talk?" "I'm not an it," the worm girl announced. The boy shuddered. "What's in that one there?" he pointed. "Spider man." "Yeah right, and Batman is next door." Cyril opened the next one. The spider web was spread everywhere across the cage, and in the corner sat a huge spider with human arms. "Oh that's freaky." The boy looked at Cyril. Cyril smiled. "She's looking for flies. Want to be one?" "Don't even go there," he said, glancing at the last cage. "There's that growl again." Cyril covered up the spider. "You want to see that one, too?" "What's in it?" "Ah, my prized possession. His name is Zarson." Slowly Cyril drew back the curtain. "Jesus Christ," the boy gasped. "It's a…a…tiger." "It's not a tiger. It's a jaguar." "He's huge." "Yes." "So, what does he do?" "He changes into a man." "Yeah right." The jaguar lay in the corner of the cage, his head resting on his two front paws. He watched them carefully, but he didn't move from his place. "Did you know," Cyril placed a hand on the boy's shoulder, "that the jaguar prefers large prey? It will take down cows, horses, deer…they have an exceptionally powerful bite." The boy shuddered. "Like most large cats, the jaguar uses the deep throat bite and suffocation technique to kill. It pierces directly through the temporal bones of the skull between the ears and…" "I get it," he said, shaking off Cyril's hand and backing up even more. "But I don't believe that it can shift into a man. Prove it."
 
 "If I do, you'll have to get into the cage with me." "No way am I going in there with that." "Well then, you'll just have to pay your money like everyone else tonight if you want to see." The cat rose now and began to pace up and down the cage. It stopped at one time, looked at the boy and growled. "Holy shit!" the boy cried out and raced back to the tent opening. "Now, that wasn't very nice," Cyril said angrily. "I almost had us a nice meal. You should be punished for that." The jaguar growled again and then went back to his place in the corner. "Calm yourself, beauty," Cyril smiled. He opened his jacket and stroked the amulet around his neck. "You are mine to do with as I like. And if you're not nice, I'll beat you. Now, thanks to you, I'll have to find another snack and you can just go hungry." **** Zarson watched Cyril leave. He waited until the lights went out and then stretched out into his human form. He lay there naked on the hard cold floor of the cage, contemplating the day when he'd break out of this cage and rip Cyril limb from limb. But that was impossible. As long as Cyril had that amulet around his neck, he was the blood drinker's slave. **** Andrew Windmark was so focused on the man who was repairing the steps of the church he didn't hear his mother calling him. "Andrew." Someone touched his shoulder. "Didn't you hear me?" He turned, surprised. "No. What is it?" "I asked you if you were taking Tammy to the exposition tonight." "I hadn't thought of it." "You've been very distracted lately. What's with you?" "Nothing. It's school, that's all. I'm having a heavy semester. I'll call her." "Good idea. She really likes you, you know, and her parents are regular members of your father's church. You'd be perfect together." Andrew nodded, his attention returning to the good-looking guy who was bent over in front of him installing the new steps. His heart sank suddenly. He didn't want to encourage Tammy. She seemed to have the same expectations that everyone did, that he would propose to her eventually and they'd get married. They'd been friends since Sunday school, but he didn't want to get married. In fact, what he really wanted was to move onto campus and live his own life. He was nineteen years old, and although living at home was good for his wallet, it really curtailed his freedom.
 
 His parents were good people. But he was the only child, and growing up with a father who was a Baptist minister had put a lot of pressure on him. Lately, he hadn't been going to church at all, explaining to his parents that he needed a break. "I'm not sure I believe the same things that you do anymore," he told his father when he asked him why he hadn't been in church. That didn't go over well at all. And neither did his announcement that he was thinking about moving out. The fact that this guy in front of him right now was putting all kinds of impure thoughts in his head…well…he could forget about telling them that…or confessing that he'd had sex with two different guys last week and had participated in a ménage. He was caught. And if he hadn't put his foot down, he'd be in divinity school right now and engaged to Tammy Readon. "Here's the phone," his mother said, handing him the mobile. She had a rag in her hand. She'd been polishing the pews. He didn't understand why his father didn't hire a cleaning lady. It was no picnic cleaning those. He took it with a sigh. So much for standing up to his parents. He dialed Tammy. "Hi, Andrew," she said, obviously seeing the church number pop up. "Hey, Tammy. Do you want to go to the fair tonight?" "Yeah. That would be great. I hear they have a sensational freak show, some are adult only." "I don't like those things, but if you want to see them…" "How can you not like them? They're so unusual." They were also cruel, inhumane and appeal to the basest instincts in people. "Pick you up at seven?" "Sounds good." She began to talk to him about one of her girlfriends who was having problems with her boyfriend, and at the same time, the handsome construction worker had taken off his shirt. Andrew almost dropped the phone. He licked his lips quite unconsciously and realized that the guy was looking at him. He smiled. Andrew smiled back. "So, what do you think?" Tammy asked on the other end of the line. "Think about what?" "Andrew! About Barb. Should she marry Frank or not?" "That's up to her. I'll see you at seven, okay?" "Okay," she said, sounding disgruntled, and hung up. "I'm finished," the hunk said. He glanced toward the house, which sat off a few feet from the church. "Come with me," Andrew told him. "I'll pay you." His hair was blond and windblown, his chest and shoulders kissed by the sun, and he had an obvious hard on between his thighs. The young man met his gaze. "Can't wait," he breathed. **** Cyril stood in front of the cage, stroking the amulet. Zarson's naked chest heaved in response. "It's like stroking your cock, isn't it, my beauty?" "Fuck you," Zarson told him.
 
 "Oh, you will. You will." Zarson watched him closely as he walked over and unlocked the cage. The door fell open. "I brought you a snack. It's still warm, still alive, my sinful beauty. Come, eat." Zarson moved closer to the edge of the cage. He could smell it. His sharp eyes focused in on the withering body lying on the ground. Cyril had drained the girl to the brink of death. "She works here," he said softly. "She's so young." "Eat or starve!" Cyril commanded, moving back away as Zarson gracefully dropped to the ground. He had never developed a taste for human flesh before Cyril. It disgusted him. But Cyril seemed to take pleasure in it. "Eat because you will need your energy." Zarson knew full well what Cyril wanted. He wasn't sure what disgusted him more, eating human flesh or fucking that bloodsucker. He glanced down at the girl. She was dying. He lowered his head and shifted back into a sleek black jaguar. "Coward!" Cyril accused. "You never feast on them like a man, always have to be that animal." Zarson glanced at him and growled ferociously and then turned to the prey and opened his jaws. **** Andrew still had the taste of that man on his lips when he picked Tammy up two hours later. God, he'd been good. Unfortunately they had little time, so a mutual blowjob and some ass play was all they got to do before his mother came into the house, calling his name. They came downstairs quickly, doing up their pants, trying to look as if they had been doing anything other than what they had been doing. "What were you doing up there?" his mother asked, looking curiously at both of them. "Ah," the young man replied, "your son was just showing me the window upstairs…in his room, says it sticks." "Oh," his mother replied, "I didn't know that. I have your check. I was wondering where you got to." "Sorry, I thought it was here in the house," Andrew muttered. Luckily his mother didn't pick up on anything, but then, she never did.
 
 Chapter Two
 
 Andrew bought two tickets at the gate and held out his hand for the stamp. Some carnival music was playing, and the smells of hotdogs, grilled onions and green peppers filled his nostrils. "I'm starved," he said, grabbing Tammy's hand, "let's get something to eat." She laughed like a child as they raced past the arcade games to the first food stand they found. Andrew ordered himself three hotdogs and some fries and Tammy asked for a cheeseburger and cola. They sat on a park bench watching the people walk by as they ate. "You're hungry," Tammy accused, tucking her short blonde hair back behind her ears. Andrew watched the Ferris wheel swing up high in the sky. "Yeah, didn't get lunch. And I must have worked up an appetite." He smiled remembering where he'd spent all that energy. What a shame they hadn't had more time. And he didn't even get the guy's number, let alone his name. "How's your biology course going?" Tammy asked, biting into her hotdog. "It's tougher than I thought it was going to be, but it's okay, I guess." "Oh look," Tammy pointed, "the sideshow tent, down there at the end. Let's go." "Not open yet." "There's a fortuneteller there." "You don't buy into that crap, do you?" "No. It's just fun that's all. I wonder how much it costs to see the side show." "Don't worry. It's on me." "No, I'll pay. I know you don't really want to see that stuff. It's my treat. Did you ever…see a sideshow?" Andrew shivered a little. "Yeah," he said. He'd been only seven and his uncle had taken him to a sideshow. He remembered seeing this pickled baby in a jar. It was horrible. He ran out of the tent screaming. "I didn't like it much." **** Cyril raked his nails down Zarson's chest. "Pretty kitty," he growled. "Fuck me harder." Zarson hiked Cyril's legs up higher around his waist, plunging his cock deeper into him. He pumped hard and fast, careful not to press himself against the amulet Cyril wore around his neck. He couldn't touch it for extended periods of time. It burned his skin and actually picking it up in his hands meant certain death. But it was so close, so very close.
 
 Cyril reached up and grabbed Zarson's long black hair. "You beautiful, fucking man," he gasped, coming now, his cock spraying everywhere. Zarson made a face and released him, fighting not to shift suddenly. He found he always wanted to go back into animal form after touching Cyril, probably because Cyril made him feel like an animal. "Don't!" Cyril snapped, lying back on the makeshift bed behind the cages. "Don't you dare shift. I can see it in your face. You want to. Shift and I'll give you pain, I promise." Zarson told himself to relax. He gave Cyril a sinister smile. "Happy?" "My beauty, come here and let me pet you." Cyril motioned to him. Zarson moved closer, hating this almost as much as what had come before. Cyril stroked his hair, his face, his chest and then his cock. "So nice. Have I told you how much I appreciate your cock?" He didn't answer. "Why are you so angry? Why don't you just bend to the will of your master? I love you, Zarson. You belong to me, to fuck, to torture, to play with. You will give a good show tonight, won't you? Won't you?" Cyril insisted, stroking the amulet. A sharp pain coursed through Zarson straight to his soul. "Yes," he gritted. "Perfect. Purr…" Back in the cage, Zarson transformed himself back into his animal form and paced. There was a time when he had had no master, a time when he was free, and the amulet was displayed in its place of honor on a mantle in the House of the Shifters, in a mystical land. Only their sovereign had access to the amulet and only she could wield its power. When a war broke out between shifters and vampires over hunting territory, their sovereign was murdered. Kea had two nephews, both of them in line to rule. The elders decided that there should be a competition between Zarson and his cousin, Fern, in order to decide who should take her place. The competition involved hunting down vampires, their archenemies, and collecting heads. Zarson was reluctant. Killing in self-defense was one thing, but killing for sport was another. He decided to surrender his claim to the throne, but he had no idea how much his cousin had always envied and hated him. Shortly after Fern was crowned, he made himself a hero by doing something that had never been done before. He made peace with the vampires, came to an agreement about territory and even invited vampires to join them on hunting parties. Zarson knew that it would eventually lead to no good, but he didn't dare say anything. He did try to tell one of the elders once that Fern had only two goals, to amass personal wealth and destroy him. It fell on deaf ears. As time progressed, Zarson found himself being brought before the council and accused of various crimes. He was hunting inappropriately, he was disrespectful to his ruler, he was too friendly with humans. Each count against him didn't endear him to the council. When Cyril came into the picture, he and Fern seemed thick as thieves, and Zarson knew that they were conspiring together against him.
 
 When he was discovered with a human lover, Fern had him thrown into a cell to await his fate. Mating with humans was forbidden, even though his mate had been a male and there was no danger of producing offspring. Fern left him in a cell for weeks before dragging him before the judges. His decision to override the judges and opt for banishment over death made his cousin look like the benevolent ruler. At the same time, he had effectively cut him off from his people. Fern couldn't just hand over the amulet however, which would be the final step in Zarson's enslavement. That would have been a considered a crime punishable by death. Instead, Fern gave Cyril the amulet and told everyone it had been stolen. What Cyril had given Fern in return, he couldn't be sure. But Zarson suspected it had something to do with a promise that Cyril would never use confess to anyone that he had given him the amulet, and that he would never let Zarson go. But Zarson dreamt of revenge, against Cyril, and against Fern. He dreamt of his human lover, a lover he'd left behind without word or warning. A lover, he feared was now dead because of him. Cyril was still stroking him. Zarson swallowed it, hating being this close to him. "Tell me something, Cyril." "Master," he snapped. He would never call him master. "Did you ever think of the consequences of losing that amulet?" "I'll never lose it. You'll always be mine, Zarson, always be in that cage, a freak for the freaks. And when I say jump, you'll jump. And when I say fuck, you'll fuck. Do you understand? Or would you prefer death?" He lay down on his back and stared at the ceiling. Sometimes he thought death would be better, but he wasn't ready to give up just yet. **** Andrew had eaten too many hotdogs and the rides were wreaking havoc on his stomach. "Come on," Tammy said, "win me a teddy bear." Andrew played a few games of darts and won a little bunny rabbit. Tammy was happy with that. "Sorry it wasn't bigger," he said. "I love it." She reached up and kissed his cheek. Suddenly she stopped and said, "Listen." "Step right up folks. See the freaks. You won't believe your eyes. Spiders and worms and dog boys…and one you have to be eighteen to see. Step right up and get your tickets." "Come on," she said. "It's open. I'll get the tickets." There was already a line when they got there. Andrew glanced up to see the moon grinning down on them and hoped he could get through this. ****
 
 Cyril watched the young couple approach and he smiled. She was a pretty little thing, all blonde and excited. He, on the other hand looked less than enthusiastic. He, too, was fair-haired and boyishly handsome. As they got closer, Cyril got to thinking how the young man would make a great midnight snack. He was slender, about five ten. He had a nice face, large green eyes, dark blond hair. I bet you got a nice tight ass. I'd like to play with you a little first. I'd like to see Zarson play with you, too. Need to get rid of the little princess. "Ticket for the main show is six dollars," he told them as the girl took out her wallet, "five dollars extra if you want see the main attraction. You are over eighteen?" He leered at them. "Yes," she said. "What is the main attraction?" "You'll see." "It's a rip off," the young man muttered thinking Cyril couldn't hear. "Oh I assure you, you especially will be well pleased." I can smell the man sex on him. It hasn't been that long since he had cock in his mouth. Cyril gave the girl a tolerant smile as he took her money, then his gaze shifted to the young man. "Enjoy your evening." "Thanks," Tammy said, grabbing the young man's hand and dragging him inside. **** There was a dim light inside. Andrew drew Tammy with him through the crowd of people and found a place where they could see. He held his breath. "You're shaking," Tammy said. "Told you, I don't like this stuff." Suddenly, that strange man came back inside. "We are now filled to capacity," he announced. "Are you ready to see what your eyes will not believe? Silence please." He had strange eyes, that man, and there was something compelling about him although Andrew wouldn't have called him handsome. "The amazing Dog Boy!" he called out, as the curtain slowly moved back, exposing a wire cage. The crowd grew silent, then gasped as the hair-faced creature peered out from the bars. Andrew's heart went out to that poor creature. He swallowed as that strange man drew attention to the hair on his face and on his feet. "Move closer and examine him for yourself." Andrew turned away. "Are you all right?" Tammy asked. Andrew nodded. Thankfully, the crowd moved on after a few minutes, but the curtain remained open so that people could stare on the way out. "You think he's always in that cage?" Tammy asked. "I hope not." Next came something that looked like a worm, a human with no arms or legs that suddenly sprouted what looked like a million tentacles, and another creature that looked like a spider. Then there was the bearded woman, the tall man and the obese woman, all the standard fare.
 
 Tammy was fascinated, but Andrew stood back, not daring to look. When a cold hand settled on his neck, he was surprised at the contact. "You are not enjoying the show?" It was that strange sideshow guy. "No, it's fine," Andrew lied. A few minutes later, he disappeared. Suddenly his voice called out again. "That's it folks, except for those of you who are staying for the final attraction. Goodnight and come back again." The people began to file out and Tammy clutched Andrew's hand again. "I wonder what it is." Andrew looked around him. "How come we're the only ones left?" Suddenly that man appeared. His eyes looked strange in the dimly lit tent. "Come with me. You are the ones brave enough to stay. You will not regret it," he said. Andrew felt strange as he walked hand in hand with Tammy down to the end of the circus tent. Suddenly everything started to spin and he felt Tammy's hand slip from his. "What's happening?" Andrew asked, breathless. "Wait, watch," the man whispered as the dark curtain drew back. Andrew's eyes were riveted on the beautiful sleek black jaguar. Large yellow eyes glowed at him from where he paced in his cage. "Now watch," the strange man at his side hissed. "It's magic." Andrew's eyes widened as he watched the beautiful jaguar begin to transform like a metamorphosis into the figure of a tall muscular man, right in front of his eyes. Andrew couldn't move. He could hardly breathe. "This," the man said, "is your destiny. Would you like to touch him?" **** Zarson watched the young man who stood in front of the cage carefully, then moved his gaze back to Cyril. What are you up to, you snake? He knew that Cyril could read his thoughts. He also knew the young spectator was under one of Cyril's spells. You are not going to kill him. I'm not going to kill him, Zarson, at least not until we've had a little fun with him. Don't worry. He's tasted cock and right now, he wants to taste yours. Send him away. Cyril took the amulet in his hand. Zarson felt the pain shoot directly to his heart. Cyril smiled. The pain subsided. Don't push me, kitty cat. Zarson studied the young man who was openly staring at him. Very attractive and very tempting. Cyril was no fool. He knew his weakness. "Aren't you in this mess now because you couldn't keep your cock out of human meat?" Cyril gave him a smug smile. "What about the girl?" "She's out of it. She'll be all right. I want to see you and him together." "You won't hurt the girl!" "No. I'm not interested in her. I'll have someone take her out of here if you like."
 
 Zarson nodded. He knew why Cyril was being so accommodating. "And him, he won't remember any of this, and you'll let him go after." "We do have to eat." "No. Kill me then," Zarson said through clenched teeth. "Don't be difficult. You'll do as I say." **** Andrew heard a whirlwind of words flutter in and out of his ears, but most of them made no sense. It was like another language. He felt as if he was in a trance as he stared, transfixed by the most beautiful man he'd ever seen, a man who was standing in front of him completely naked. His body a masterpiece of strong muscle and sinew, his face one of beauteous angles, melding soft lush lips with high cheekbones and a shock of shiny black hair, slicked back from his forehead. "Were you just a…" Andrew began, wetting his lips as the man glided down out of the cage and stood before him. "…a cat?" he managed. Zarson reached out and caressed his hair. He smiled faintly at him. "Forget everything you saw and go home." "I don't think so," Cyril spoke up "There are people waiting outside for the show," Zarson said sharply. "That's a lot of money." "I'll take the girl out and let the second lot in. You take our boy here into our private quarters and wait for me." Zarson went to protest. Cyril picked up the girl. He bared his teeth and lowered his mouth to her throat. "Give me a reason and I'll kill them both." If he were his own agent, if Cyril didn't have that amulet on, he'd have ripped him apart. But there was nothing he could do. He nodded resentfully. "Very well," Cyril smiled and slapped the girl on the cheek a few times. "Come on, darling. Wakie, wakie. We'll take you to lost and found and they can call your parents." Zarson walked to the side of the cage and picked up a robe when Cyril left. He slipped it on and belted it tightly. "What's your name?" he said to the young man. "Andrew." "I'm Zarson. I wish I could break the spell Cyril has you under, but it's not my spell. I'll do my best to keep you safe." There was no response, but he didn't expect any. Most of Andrew's free will was gone. "Come on," Zarson told him and he left the tent by the back end and headed for the trailer. As he opened the door, he heard Cyril begin his show. Zarson told Andrew to sit on the sofa and he did so without protest. The young man hadn't stopped staring at him. Cyril knew that mortal men were his weakness. It was one of the reasons he was in so much trouble. He often thought about Dunn, wondered what had happened to him after he'd been thrown into prison. He'd begged his cousin to spare the mortal's life, to tell him if Dunn was all right, but he'd had no word. And Cyril wouldn't tell him either. But he knew the answer. And even if Dunn had of been spared, what would he have thought? Zarson had just deserted him without a word. It must have broken Dunn's heart.
 
 Andrew was young, but he'd tasted men before. That he knew. However, having sex with a shifter was something different and he wasn't sure that Andrew would be prepared. Cyril wanted to see him fuck this guy tonight and he was into voyeurism. It was rare that he participated. It wasn't the first time he'd done this and Zarson knew what happened to these unsuspecting participants after it was over. They became Cyril's late night snack. If Cyril really liked them, sometimes he kept them around for a little while, killing them only when he wanted variety. Zarson studied the young man. He hated to say it, but there was part of him that was glad Cyril was in one of his moods. Each time presented an opportunity for him to get that amulet away from Cyril. If he could just convince the mortal to snatch it off Cyril's neck, Cyril would cease to have any power over him. The amulet was harmless to mortals and since they didn't understand its power, they wouldn't be about to use it against him. Problem was, none of the young men Cyril had chosen in the past were brave enough to get that close to the vampire. And Cyril knew Zarson would try to take advantage of that opportunity. He was always prepared. "Andrew?" Zarson said, sitting on the chair opposite him. He reached out and took his hand. The young man actually blushed. "I need your help. Do you think you could help me do something?" "Anything," he breathed. "Anything you want." Zarson smiled faintly, not sure if that was the trance talking or Andrew himself. "Good. I need you to take something from Cyril. When I give you the sign, pull that amulet off his neck and throw it out the window. Can you do that?" He nodded. "Yes. Anything. I want you." He met his eyes. "Only when I tell you to." "When you tell me, I will take the amulet." "Good." "Your eyes were yellow. Now they are the most beautiful shade of green." "Oh yeah?" He laughed. "How…how did you…you were a beautiful big cat and then…you are so beautiful, a beautiful man and…" Andrew got up. He reached out and placed his hand on Zarson's chest, then straddled his hips, and attempted to kiss him. "Whoa, wait," Zarson protested, fending him off. "Sit down now," he got to his feet and pushed the young man back to the sofa. He knew Cyril wouldn't want them to start without him present. It was not a good idea to make him angry. If he was displeased, he would kill this young mortal on sight. "Be patient."
 
 Chapter Three
 
 The desire in Andrew's mouth was more than he could handle. Every nerve ending was on edge. He wanted this man…was he a man…more than anything else in the world. At the moment, he couldn't think straight. Everything was fuzzy but these sensations running through him were all encompassing. His cock was hard, his balls close to his body. He ached all over and even his fingertips were tingling. He knew that strange man back in the tent had done something to him. He wasn't sure what it was, and right now, sitting this close to the object of his desire, he didn't care. "I ache all over," he told me. "I know," he said softly. "What did he do to me?" "He just took most of your free will. You couldn't leave here if you tried." "I don't want to leave here. I want you." The man smiled. "Are you really a jaguar?" "Yes and no." "You can be if you want to. Are there others like you?" "Yes." "Why are you in a circus?" "I broke the law. And someone was looking for an excuse to be ruler of our kind." "They did this to you." He nodded. "I helped them, unfortunately." "What did you do?" "I fell in love with a mortal." "A man?" He nodded. "And that's not allowed?" "It's punishable by death." "Why?" "With male/female pairing it's due to mating. A mortal woman wouldn't survive giving birth to a shifter and mortals are not supposed to know we exist." "But yet that man displays you out in the open." "But I'm displayed as a freak of nature, unique. Most mortals think it's some sort of a parlor trick anyway." "Pretty convincing if you ask me. And, Zarson, you're not a freak." "You say my name nicely." "It's a beautiful name. It sounds like music." There was a noise suddenly and the door opened.
 
 Andrew stared up at the strange man. He felt fear, something he didn't feel when he looked at Zarson. His eyes zeroed in on the amulet. Cyril laughed. "Don't even think about it," he told him. **** Zarson stood up. "He was just looking at it. It's an attractive piece." "Think I was born yesterday, my pretty." Cyril locked the door. "Okay, let's have some fun. Mortal boy. You want this pretty cat?" Andrew nodded. "Well, let's move to the bedroom. And, mortal boy, leave your clothes behind." Andrew began to remove his shirt. Zarson looked at Cyril. Don't hurt him. We'll please you. He's prepared to do everything. Wouldn't you like some nice fresh meat to eat? Please. Be a good boy and I'll send him home. That's if you don't rip him to threads. I'm not going to shift. You will if I say so. Zarson frowned, following Cyril and Andrew into the bedroom. Andrew stood there naked, erect, shivering with desire. "Now," Cyril said, installing himself in a chair in the corner of the room where he had a good view of the bed, "take that robe off of him, mortal boy. I know you want to. Tell me. Say you want to. In fact, ask permission." Zarson sighed inwardly. Cyril was going to be a real pain tonight. "Can I please?" "Can you please what?" Cyril asked. "Can I take off his robe?" "Yes, you may." Andrew approached him almost tentatively, his hands shaking as he undid the loop in the belt at Zarson's waist. He let the robe fall open and took a step back. There was an intake of breath. "Take the damn thing off," Cyril grunted impatiently. Zarson gave him an encouraging smile. "Go ahead. It's all right." Andrew reached out and tipped the robe back, letting it fall off of Zarson's broad shoulders. Andrew's eyes grew bright as he let his gaze move over him. "Jesus," he said softly. "Touch him," Cyril demanded. "Are you going to stand there admiring him all fucking night?" Zarson glanced at Cyril. You want passion? Then be quiet. You're ruining the mood. Fucking is fucking. And you do want to fuck him, don't you? Yes. That was no lie. Andrew's fingers trailed across his chest, then he moved closer. He fastened his mouth to one of his nipples with a moan and his hand slid down between Zarson's legs.
 
 Zarson's cock practically leaped into Andrew's hand. He was excited, more excited than usual. It might have been the almost innocent quality Andrew had, like a child first discovering a candy store. His tongue licked his chest now as he moved down to his knees and slowly began to lick Zarson's balls. Zarson's fingers curled in Andrew's hair. He closed his eyes, let his head go back. He felt the savagery inside him, the beast of the wild that craved the hunt, and needed to conquer. He tried to calm it, wrestling to bring it under control, his chest heaving as he felt it subside. Um. The kitty likes this one. The best thing was to ignore Cyril. He had a habit of encouraging the beast in him during these sessions. He didn't want to hurt Andrew and he was hoping that this mortal could get that amulet and set him free. Zarson reached down suddenly and pulled Andrew to his feet. "You don't like it." "Um, yes," he nodded, pulling him closer. He kissed him slowly, deeply, running his hands over the young mortal's flesh, coaxing sounds of pleasure from deep inside of him. He drew him over to the bed and laid him down, head over the side. He spread his legs and began to pleasure his cock, lick his anus and stimulate every nerve ending. "Oh God," he cried out, "your tongue…it's… um…" "Rough," he laughed. "I know. It's an advantage." He crawled over Andrew's chest and stood on the floor, his cock directly above Andrew's mouth. "Open up. I'm going to fuck your gorgeous mouth." Andrew took his cock as Zarson reached for his head and forced his mouth open even wider. He watched Andrew swallow him, then smiled as he saw his hips rise off the bed, pumping the air. Sexy. Very sexy, and causing him to thrust harder and deeper. Cyril was quiet, which meant he was enjoying the show, and for a few minutes, Zarson forgot all about him, preparing to pull out of Andrew's mouth as he balanced on the edge of orgasm. "Let go," he whispered, pulling away, moving on top of him again and kissing him hard. Andrew wrapped his hands around his waist and moaned against him. "Fuck me. Fuck me, Zarson." "Not yet," Cyril said. "First some toys. Andrew, I want to see you use this cat. Use him. Satisfy your every decadent desire. Forget who your father is." Zarson raised an eyebrow. "Yes, Andrew here is the son of a preacher man." Now, Zarson understood why he chose him. "Open that drawer," Cyril said. "There is a rope, a whip, something big and juicy to open him up and something to make those nipples peak beautifully. I want to see him beg." Maybe Cyril was onto him. But he knew if he was tied up and he could convince Andrew to take the amulet, he couldn't protect him from Cyril--who would kill him instantly. Could he sacrifice this mortal for his freedom? Maybe. But he really didn't want to if he could help it.
 
 You want to see me shift, don't you? It would be better if I weren't tied, Cyril, that way I could ravish him. You could see me fuck and then kill him all at the same time. You hunt and kill so graciously, my prince. Zarson bristled at my prince. He knew that Cyril did that just to get his ire. "Forget the rope," Cyril told Andrew abruptly as Andrew held it in his hand. "He'll cooperate. Now, turn me on, mortal boy. Tell me what you want to do with our gorgeous slave." **** Andrew ran his hand over Zarson's silken chest. "I want you to fuck me." "Not yet," Cyril stood. "I said live out your desires. Don't you have any dirty thoughts boy, or is your head too full of church stuff?" He wanted to hold him, to kiss him, to touch him all over. He wanted to feel his strong thick cock inside of him. He didn't need all these things he was staring at in the box. Zarson smiled at him and every time he did, Andrew's heart did flip-flops. He came closer, slid his mouth down beside his ear. "Don't forget," he said softly. The amulet. It had been in the back of his mind, but he'd forgotten why. He wasn't sure, but he knew Zarson wanted him to take it and throw it out the window. "Indulge Cyril. Get him hot and bothered," Zarson told him. "Get a little kinky then I'll fuck you. I promise. Just get that amulet." Andrew pushed Zarson back on the bed. He took out a leather cock ring, played with Zarson's penis until he whimpered and then wrapped it around the base. He'd seen these things in porn movies. "It looks hot," Andrew said. He wasn't kidding. This man was sex incarnate and to have his sex standing up straight like that…um…maybe this Cyril knew what he was talking about. Andrew looked at the huge cock-like contraption. He took out some lube and began to coat it. "This is huge," he said. "No problem," Cyril urged, breathing a little faster. "He can take it. Stretch him." Zarson smiled at him when Andrew looked hesitant. "Go on." Andrew lifted Zarson's leg and pressed in the contraption. Zarson turned on his side. "Play with it," Cyril urged. "Fuck him with it." Andrew placed his hand on it and began to move it from side to side. Zarson moaned a little. "You like that?" "Yeah," he breathed. "The clamps," Cyril barked as Andrew lay on the bed, fucking him with the makeshift cock and kissing his shoulder at the same time. Andrew was a little frustrated at Cyril's constant interruptions and for some reason the fog he felt he was under before had begun to lift. He was fully aware of what he was doing and enjoying every moment. Andrew got the clamps. He came around to the front of Zarson and took some time priming his nipples. Then he clamped one and the other. The clamps were sexy, thin gold and they looked beautiful against his chest.
 
 "Now fuck him hard and pull those chains," Cyril urged, his hands moving in his pants. Andrew looked at the Amulet. He looked at Zarson. Zarson shook his head. He got up on all fours. "Come on, use me." Andrew got in behind him and pumped his hips against his, using the object to impale him and pulling on the chain at the same time. Suddenly, Zarson cried out. "Oh yeah, do it, now!" Andrew sprang off the bed, pushed Cyril back in his chair and yanked hard on the amulet. He raced to the window and flung it out as hard as he could. Cyril bellowed. "Noooooo!" And Zarson freed himself of all the toys, scrambled up from the bed and lunged for Cyril. He took him around the throat. Andrew stood there stunned. "Get out of here!" Zarson told him. "Go." "Don't," Cyril told him. "You don't know what you're giving up! Did he tell you?" Cyril demanded. "Did he tell you that whoever holds that amulet controls him?" "I…I'll find it," Andrew said, hurriedly pulling on his pants. He looked at Zarson. "I'll give it to you." "You can't. He can't touch it," Cyril cried out. "It will kill him. And you know nothing about its power. Go and get it. Bring it to me," Cyril coaxed. "I will give you a great reward if you do." Zarson squeezed Cyril's neck harder. "Give me a reason not to kill you now." "I am the keeper of the amulet. Your cousin will know if I am dead and he will come after you, hunt you." "Then I'll put you where he won't find you," Zarson said, grabbing his robe and dragging him out of the room. "Andrew," he called, "go get the amulet and bring it back here. Wait for me." Andrew nodded, and pulling on his t-shirt, ran out the door.
 
 Chapter Four
 
 Zarson figured that letting Andrew take care of the amulet was a safe bet for now. He didn't sense any evil in the man, and even if he did, Andrew had no way of knowing the extent of the power he held in his hands. Andrew was there waiting in the trailer when he came back. It was almost three in the morning. He sat staring at the amulet, looking up when Zarson walked in. "It's beautiful." "Put it around your neck. Don't take it off." "Where did it come from?" "It belongs to the shifters, handed down from old. My cousin told everyone it was stolen." "Why?" "Because he couldn't tell the council he'd given it to a vampire." "Vampire?" "Cyril is a vampire, the arch enemy of shifters." "Cyril is a…" He stopped dead, blinking. "I think I'm waking up now." "It might have been better if you'd stayed asleep." Andrew lifted the amulet around his neck. "Your cousin wanted that vampire to control you?" "Yes. Fern wanted to keep the power for himself. We were both in line to rule. I didn't want the power really, but I knew that Fern wasn't worthy. Even so, I would have been content to let him rule, but he wanted to destroy me. He made an alliance with Cyril and gave him the means to control me. If the council discovered what he did, they'd skin him alive." "Then you must get this back to wherever it was taken from, and tell them what he did." "I can't. I can't touch it. No shifter can touch their own amulet." "There is one for each shifter?" "Yes." "Why? Why not just one?" "They were designed as a means of control. If a shifter broke the law, the ruler had permission to punish him by using the amulet. In order to prevent the shifter from stealing his own amulet and assuming ultimate power where he was above the law, the amulets were designed to bring instant death to the shifter who touched his own." "What about your cousin? Does he have one?"
 
 "Yes. It is locked away. Only the council has access to it and the authority to use it. The ruler himself has control over the others, but still cannot use them without approval." Andrew stood. "I'll take the amulet back for you and we'll tell the council what your cousin did." "You can't. You are a mortal. And I have been banned already for my… ah…association…with a mortal." "They will understand when you tell them, won't they?" "I'd have to have proof of that before the ban was lifted. They'd hunt and destroy me before I made it halfway. That's why I put Cyril down underground. My cousin won't be able to sense he's lost control that way." "I'll do anything to help you." "I have to think. I have to think about who I can trust to carry the amulet for me." "I am the only one you can trust. Surely, they'd understand and wouldn't forbid you to…" He laughed. "Even talking to you right now is forbidden." "It's too late for that. It's ironic, but really, Zarson, it's only a mortal you could trust with this." "Yes. But it's a long ways from here to this mystical land and the time between the two worlds is very different." "How different?" "It's difficult to explain. Anyway, I couldn't ask you to just leave your life for that long a time." "Yes, you could. I literally have your life in my hands. I want to help you. Let me help you." "Why? Why do you want to help me?" Zarson asked curiously. "You don't even know me." "Maybe it's because you are the most sensational thing I've ever seen. Leave it at that, okay?" "I could never repay you." "Yes, you could. I'll think of ways," Andrew smiled. Zarson laughed faintly. "Fine. Rest now. We'll get started tomorrow night when the sun goes down." "One more thing, I want to take the others with us." "The others? What others?" "Those pathetic creatures in the cages." Zarson was stunned. "Andrew. We can't take them with us." "We can't just leave them with no one to care for them. They'll just die or get exploited again. I can't stand the thought of that." "How are we supposed to…" "In this trailer. Can you drive it?" "Yes, I think so but…" "We'll get a caravan that's closed in, attach it to the trailer and…" "We need to think this over, Andrew. Some of these creatures are too dangerous to take where we're going. And I don't know if they'd even be admitted."
 
 "You, a jaguar, are telling me these creatures are too dangerous for this place where the shifters live?" He sighed. "Listen, we'll find a way. And then when you assume power in that kingdom of yours, they can live there." "Whoa, whoa, first of all, I have to win this fight, and secondly, they're not shifters. Only shifters live there." "You could change the law and they are in a sense shifters, some of them are part animal. They may not shift, but they…you know…are kind of like you." "I am kind of not like a spider person!" Andrew chuckled. "Okay, why don't we get some sleep?" "We need to check on them first, make sure they have food. Do you have keys to the cages? And the one's that can be let loose should be in here with us, not in a cage." "They've never known freedom, Andrew," Zarson said compassionately. "I'm not sure what they would do if we released them." "Well, guess we'll find out. I'm going to check on them," he said. "Coming, or not?" "Do I have a choice?" Zarson asked. Andrew shook his head. "Not really." The bearded lady, along with the tall man and the fat lady were all housed in one little trailer. They did have food, running water and a place for toileting. Andrew found it pathetic how they were all crammed in together. "Hello, Zarson darling," the bearded lady said, staring out from the bars and then licking one of them. "See what I mean?" Zarson looked at Andrew. "Hello, Darla," he muttered. The tall man was hunched over as he came forward. "What are you doing out, cat man?" he asked him, then repeated the same sentence three times. "Cyril is gone, Manhattan," Darla told him. "I saw you," she squinted at Zarson. "Boo hoo," the fat lady said from where she sat in the corner. "Slimy bastard. And who is this little morsel?" she enquired, her double chin waddling as she looked at Andrew. "I've come to free you," Andrew said, pulling on the door. "What's her name?" he asked Zarson. "Geraldine." Both the tall man and the bearded lady stumbled back. "Zarson, don't let him," Darla whined. "I won't hurt you," Andrew said. "I want to make your lives better." He looked at Zarson. "Will you look optimistic?" Zarson tried to smile. "We won't force you. Andrew thought you'd be more comfortable in the big trailer." "I'd be more comfortable with your gorgeous cock up my backside, my big dark, dangerous lion," Darla said. "I'm not a lion, Darla," Zarson snapped. "Right, just a big, purry pussy cat with soft dark fur. Ooh."
 
 "Still want to bring them in for the night?" Zarson asked Andrew. "Can you break the lock?" Zarson nodded. He reached over and held the lock between his fingers. It cracked in two. There were some gasps. "Can't we stay here?" Geraldine asked. "I'll stay with Geraldine," Manhattan said three times. Darla however pushed the door open and smiled at both Zarson and Andrew. "I'm come and come and come." Darla lifted up her skirt. "If you help me, big, tall, and handsome." It was Andrew's turn to gasp. "You have a…" "Yes," Darla giggled. "I have two." She turned around and showed Andrew her backside. Zarson howled with laughter when he saw Andrew's expression. "What?" Andrew demanded. "You should see your face." Andrew glanced at the other two. "It's open. Come if you like. If not, stay there. But you'll be coming with us." Andrew marched across the tent to the other side. "My God, the bearded lady has two cocks. Who would have known?" "Disillusioned, aren't you?" Zarson said. He was still sniggering behind him. Darla had bumped into him now. "Sorry, honey." Andrew drew back the curtain on the dog person. "Hi," he said. The small figure came forth immediately. "Hello." "He's a child," Andrew told Zarson. Zarson shook his head. "No, he's not a child." "I want to be your pet," he told Andrew and started to whine. "Is he a dog or a person?" Andrew glanced at Darla. "A little of both. But, Zarson…now, he's all animal…" Darla rubbed his bicep, "man mixed with…" "Never mind," Zarson snapped, pushing Darla's hand away. Darla laughed out loud. "Open the cage, Zarson," Andrew instructed. "He's lonely." Zarson reached up and broke the lock. "I hope you know what you're doing." The figure held out his arms and Andrew took him and lifted him down. He started to bark and lick Andrew's face. "Now stop that," Darla told him. "You can talk, Jojo." He licked her hand. "Is that his name, Jojo?" Andrew asked. Darla nodded. "Come on, Jojo." Andrew went to the next cage and drew back the curtain. "Don't tell me you're thinking of letting that spider thing loose?" Zarson shuddered. "A big kitty afraid of spiders," Darla cajoled. Zarson shot Darla a dirty look.
 
 "I think we'll have to leave it…ah…in the cage," Andrew said, studying the spider. "It's too big." "And deadly," Darla added. "Thank you," Zarson said. "The worm though, that one comes with us. Darla, can you look after the…" Andrew drew back the curtain, handing Darla Jojo. "Oh no, it looks dead." "I'm not resuscitating it, forget it," Zarson said. "Get me up there," Andrew looked at Zarson. Zarson broke the lock and hoisted Andrew up into the cage. "Careful. It could still be alive." "He's a regular little Florence Nightingale, isn't he?" Darla cooed. Zarson rolled his eyes. Dog boy leaped out of Darla's arms, barked a little and hopped around Zarson's legs. "So what did you do with the blood sucker?" Darla asked him, trying to shush Jojo. "I tucked him away where he won't be found." "Good. He used to love to torment everyone. He had me do a three way once. Can you believe it?" "Imagine that," Zarson muttered, although he really didn't want to imagine it. "You can play with my breasts, and one of you can blow me while I fuck the other. There are other possibilities as well." "I'm sure. Think I'll pass." "I'd love you to fuck me when you're the kitty." "I'm never a kitty, Darla. You don't want me near you when I shift." "I've seen you. You're majestic." "It's not breathing," Andrew called out frantically. "That's too bad," Zarson replied. "Come down. I'm really tired now. Let's take sheman and dog boy and get some sleep." He reached up and helped Andrew down. Dog boy jumped up in Andrew's arms immediately, almost knocking him over. "I love you." "Guess that leaves me to jump into your arms," Darla said, looking at Zarson and batting her eyes. "No, no, that's okay." He shook his head. Andrew laughed. Zarson gave him a dirty look. Back at the trailer, Andrew helped Zarson find a pillow and blanket to give to Darla, who complained about being relegated to the sofa. Jojo was clinging to his neck, obviously starved for affection. He felt sorry for the poor thing, but he hoped he could put him down somewhere to sleep soon. Zarson looked so delicious, still dressed in that sexy robe. He was longing to finish what they'd started before. Zarson, too, was eyeing him in a way that suggested that he'd like for them to be alone.
 
 "Go and cuddle up to Darla, Jojo," Andrew tried to separate himself from the Dog Boy, but Jojo clung tight and started whining again. "No, no. Andrew, you're my cuddy wuddy." "Oh Jesus," Zarson grumbled. "I'm going to bed." "I'll settle him down, and I'll be there soon," Andrew watched him go longingly, stifling a groan when Zarson deliberately let his robe drop outside the bedroom door. Darla was on her feet. "Forget it," Andrew threatened. "Down, boy." Dog boy laughed. "Darla wants your man." "I thought you were a child." "I'm not a child. I'm a Dog Boy, but I bet I'm older than you. How old?" he asked, licking Andrew's cheek. "Stop that," Andrew wiped his face. "Yuck. Now, listen, you're wreaking havoc with my love life here. Please, lay down next to Darla and go to sleep. I'll see you in the morning." "Why can't I cuddle with you in bed?" Jojo pouted. "Because," Darla interrupted, "he wants to be devoured by a big cat." "Shut up, you. Don't make me regret taking you out of that cage." Darla stroked her beard and lay down on the sofa. "Come on, Jojo. Looks like we're not going to get any tonight." Darla opened her arms. Andrew walked over and lowered Jojo onto the sofa. "I'll see you in the morning," he said. "Thanks, Darla." "You owe me a piece of that big hunk." "You can't have him," Andrew winked. "Goodnight." He switched off the light and hurried into the bedroom, shutting the door behind him. "You didn't go to sleep, did you?" "No," Zarson replied in the dark. "How in hell can I sleep?" Andrew crawled onto the bed and slid his hands up over Zarson's naked chest, making a pleasurable sound in his throat. "Now you're all grumpy with me?" Suddenly Zarson pulled him up on top of him. "I'm not grumpy," he grunted. "I'm horny." Andrew laughed, moving his hand down between Zarson's thighs. "So, you going to finish what you started?" "I'm not the one who put that thing up your ass." "I had no choice," Andrew kissed his jaw, his throat. "Did it turn you on?" "Oh yeah," he sighed. "You want vengeance?" Andrew teased, working his way downward, kissing Zarson's chest, his belly then licking around the base of his hard, dripping cock. "Vengeance…oh yeah," he gasped as Andrew sucked the head of his cock. "If it involves fucking that sweet ass of yours, I do." "Wait, I want to take this off," Andrew said, reaching for the amulet. Zarson reared up in bed. "No," he said. "Don't ever take it off, not until I tell you that you can." He placed his hand on the chain that held it. "Damn!" Andrew realized how fast Zarson withdrew his hand. "Are you all right?" he cried out. "I just burned my hand. It will be all right."
 
 "How can I make love to you if…" "When I feel it against my skin, it burns a little but it will be okay, but if I try and touch it…it's like it senses…I'm trying to take possession of it…I…it's strange." Andrew studied it for a moment. The light coming in from the moon illuminated it. "It's really shiny, almost alive." "Um." Andrew took Zarson's hand and kissed it. "I'm sorry." "It's okay. I should have told you. As long as you have it on, no one can take it from you, but if you…" "What about in the shower?" "Wear it in the shower." Andrew ran his hand down Zarson's thigh. He seemed to relax. Andrew lowered his head again and suckled him tenderly. A hand settled in his hair. "There's lube in the drawer," he said. Andrew raised his head, sucked in some breath. He'd never known anyone like Zarson. There was no talk of love. He wasn't sure what was going to happen. Maybe he wouldn't even live through this strange battle he didn't understand. He just knew that he had to be with Zarson tonight. His fingers curled around the tube and he glanced at the man…the beast…which was he? Would he shift into that beautiful animal and tear him apart? Zarson took the lube. Andrew lay down on his stomach beside him. He felt Zarson's hand rub his back, then a hand separate his ass cheeks. "You have a great ass," he told him as feather kisses fluttered across his shoulder. "I want to give you pleasure." A slippery finger sunk deep inside of him, causing him to grunt. A few seconds later, it was joined by another. Andrew's hips lifted off the mattress. "Yeah. That's nice," he murmured. Three fingers were moving around now, finding every nerve ending. He cried out. The fingers fucked him slowly, filling his body with a smooth pulsating sensation that shook him to his very soul. He wanted to scream, to plead, to beg, and just when he thought he could no longer take it, a soft rough tongue joined the fingers, wrapping around them and touching a place that no other could have gone, stroking, petting and deep purring. The purring didn't startle him. It somehow blended with the thrusting, making him feel completely possessed. God…God…God… The tongue and fingers slipped out of him and something hard and warm replaced it. "Oh yes, give me your cock," he screamed as his stomach rose off the bed and the cock drilled deeper inside of him. The purring grew louder and the room filled with its vibrations as a hand stroked him roughly and nuzzled his neck. He collapsed onto the mattress again, his body jerking with its release. He lay there, trying to catch his breath, and reached for Zarson. Suddenly he realized that he was alone on the bed. He sat up, and saw the yellow eyes glowing in the dark. He tensed for a moment as the jaguar stalked closer. Was this the end? Was he to experience the ultimate in pleasure before dying?
 
 Suddenly the big cat moved up beside the bed. It brushed its head against Andrew's hand then licked it. Tentatively Andrew reached out and stroked the great head. The purring began again, low in the throat and the jaguar dropped to the floor and rolled over on its back. Andrew's eyes widened. He took a breath and then reached down and rubbed the cat's stomach and as he did, before his eyes, he saw Zarson materialize. He lay there now smiling. "Were you afraid?" "Terrified." He chuckled. "I wouldn't hurt you. I have your scent on me. Was it good?" "Good?" Andrew croaked. He laughed again and got off the floor. Andrew moved over and let him into bed. "You're beautiful and you're hot. I don't know what you did to me but--" "Shush," he said, placing a finger on his lips. "Sleep now. You can lavish me with compliments in the morning." Andrew moved closer to his back and placed an arm around him. "That's not all I'll lavish you with," he murmured.
 
 Chapter Five
 
 When the sun streamed through the window in the morning, Andrew opened his eyes and looked at the figure lying beside him. He was the most beautiful man he'd ever seen though he wasn't really a man in the strictest sense of the word. It would have been bad enough telling his father he was gay, let along telling him that he was sleeping with a jaguar. He knew that his parents were probably already worried. He hadn't come home last night. And Tammy? What in hell had happened to her? That vampire had promised to get her home, but did he? What about his school? He'd blow his entire semester. Maybe they should just find someone to give the amulet to. But who? He couldn't bear the thought of someone hurting Zarson. "Thinking of leaving me?" Andrew glanced over at him, so beautiful in the sunlight. He stretched very much like a contented cat and waited for an answer. "I didn't say that." "You didn't have to. You're right. They will probably be questions. You should call your parents." "And tell them what, that I'm leaving with a shape shifter for some place which doesn't exist?" "You have a point." "Is Tammy all right?" "Yes. She's home." "Can you read my thoughts?" He fell quiet. "Do you have that ability?" "Sometimes. I don't want you to give up everything for me." "I can't back down now. I can't just pass this on to anyone." "No. And you are the only one who can find the path to my world." "With this?" Andrew held up the amulet. Zarson nodded. "It's strange," Andrew studied it, "to think I have your life in my hands. And with this, I could make you do anything?" "Just about." He smiled. "What about feelings? Can I make you…" He stopped, knowing he sounded foolish. Can I make you love me? "What are you trying to say?" "Nothing. Look, I'm not going to desert you. I'm--"
 
 "Then kiss him," a voice popped up. Andrew and Zarson both gasped at the same time as they sat up in bed and stared at Jojo, who lay curled up at the bottom. "Get to hell out of here," Zarson bellowed. Jojo yelped, and ran out of the room, barking like crazy. Andrew laughed. "Not funny. He's too attached to you." "He's a dog." "He's not a dog." "He's more dog than boy." "He's not a boy either. Watch him." "Think he'll try and cop a feel?" Andrew moved down into Zarson's strong arms. "Maybe." "Would you be jealous?" Zarson lifted his head and looked at him. "Would you be pleased if I was?" "That's not the right answer!" Andrew snapped, moving away from him. "Andrew." Andrew got out of bed. "Never mind." Just as Zarson was going to say something else, the door swung open and Darla stood there in a see-through pink nightie. "Hello, hunky guys. There is someone at the door. He wants to see someone in charge." "Damn, doesn't anyone ever knock around here?" Zarson muttered as Andrew grabbed a blanket and wrapped it around his waist. Zarson got out of bed totally naked and strode over to Darla. "Put some clothes on." Darla's eyes were popping. "Darlin', you should talk." Darla looked at Andrew. "No wonder you wanted privacy." "Out!" Zarson pointed to the door. "Tell whoever it is, I'll be right there." Darla took one last look, smacking lips together and headed out of the room. **** Zarson was swearing under his breath as he pulled on his pants. When he walked out into the living room, he saw a short man with a baseball cap on his head. "Hello," he said, "I'm Mr. Swimmer." He held out his hand to Zarson as Zarson did up his shirt. Zarson took it warily. "You're the cat man." "What can I do for you, Mr. Swimmer?" he said as Andrew walked out now, pulling on his t-shirt. "I would like to purchase the fat lady and the tall man. They don't seem to want to leave circus life. I'll give you a good price." "They are not for sale!" Andrew snapped. "How dare you sell…" "Wait," Zarson said. "Mr. Swimmer. I don't want anything for them. I'll speak to them, if this is what they truly wish and you promise to treat them with kindness, they may stay with you."
 
 "No," Andrew shook his head. "Zarson, we can't…" Swimmer was moving to the door. "Thank you," he said. "I'll let you know later today," Zarson said. He said his goodbyes and closed the door, knowing that Andrew was going to blast him a good one. "Before you say anything," he began, "you need to…" "Remember," Andrew said, "I have this amulet. I can make you not do that." Zarson laughed. "You can make me not do what?" "Jojo," Darla said, "let's go for a walk. I fear for you, baby," Darla told him, rubbing his bicep as she walked by with Jojo in her arms. "Don't go far," Zarson warned. "Don't hurt him," Darla told Andrew. "He's too…ah…." Her eyes went to his groin, "nice." "Oh I'll hurt him all right," Andrew muttered as the door closed and Zarson leaned against it. "Can I explain or…" "I'm listening," he crossed his arms. "You're pretty cute when you do that." "Don't distract me, Jaguar boy. I don't want that man exploiting them anymore. I don't trust him." "I think we need to talk to them first. Andrew, this life is the only one they know. How would they be treated by your kind, out there in the world on their own?" Andrew seemed to consider this. There were tears in his eyes. Zarson softened his voice. "I promise I won't leave them unless we are absolutely sure, okay?" Andrew surprised him by running into his arms suddenly and hugging his neck. Zarson's arms tightened around him for a moment. He kissed his hair. "It will be all right. Soon, all this will be over and you can return to your life." Andrew stiffened, backed away. "I don't want to return to my life. Don't you see, I want to get away from my life? I don't want to marry Tammy and go to divinity school. I want…I want…" He stopped. "Why are you looking at me like that?" Zarson could almost feel heat radiating from him. "Nothing." He looked away. "It's just that I thought we had a…connection." "I can't." Zarson shook his head. "I can't have a connection with another mortal, not after Dunn. They may forgive me once when I tell them that Fern gave the amulet to a sworn enemy, but they won't forgive twice." "Who was…Dunn?" Andrew was looking at him intently. "Was he…were you in love?" He sighed. He didn't really want to talk about Dunn. He'd probably gotten him killed. It hurt still. "It was a long time ago." "How long ago?" "A few years." "Where is he now?" "Probably dead." Andrew looked sincerely pained. "I'm sorry." "You could get that way, too." "It's not right."
 
 Zarson smiled faintly. "What's not right?" "Don't mock me." "I'm not mocking you. It's just that you are such a…well a walking do-gooder." "Walking what?" "Do-gooder. You sure you don't want to be a preacher?" Andrew reached for the cushion on the sofa and threw it at him. "Shut up, will you? Either get over here and fuck me or I'll summon you with this thing." "You wouldn't dare." He laughed. "I wouldn't?" He ran his finger over it. "Come on, kitty," he groaned. "I really want it." "How bad?" he asked softly. Andrew unzipped his pants and pulled them down. "This bad," he took his cock in hand and kicked his jeans aside. "I'll fuck you if you stop calling me kitty." Andrew laughed and ran for the bedroom. "Here, pretty kitty. Come and get your…" He didn't get a chance to say milk, which was what was on his mind, before Zarson caught him from behind, pulling his t-shirt up over his head. Andrew let out a yelp of pleasure as Zarson pressed his newly risen erection against his ass. He was definitely happy and Zarson could feel that happiness coming from him, and it was damn contagious. He turned off his thoughts because they were suddenly of Dunn and those thoughts filled him with sadness. He didn't want Andrew to love him. In fact, he couldn't allow that. And he couldn't allow himself to even imagine returning the feelings. He pressed Andrew up against the wall, raising his hands up, palms down, and prepared to take him. His breath came fast and hard as he pressed up inside of him, and he heard Andrew cry out. No, let this just be what it was, great sex, passion, lust, but not love. When and if he got home and Fern was punished, he would take his rightful place, and that meant he had to swear off mortal men forever. His body shook with need, with emotion, and he felt his body shifting some, the room weaving in and out. His jaws opened and he growled, holding back, holding off as he pumped into Andrew's quivering body, touching his soul, possessing him completely. **** "Yes, yes, yes!" Andrew screamed, the pleasure coming in circuits, round and round until he didn't think he could take anymore. His cock emptied against the wall, staining the ugly striped wallpaper. Soft fur moved against his back suddenly and Andrew sucked in some breath. He lowered his forehead against the wall, keeping his palms in place. He heard the soft purrs growing louder and he knew that it was no longer a man who stood behind him. When had he changed? He hadn't even felt it. Suddenly, there was silence. Andrew slowly turned around. The door to the bedroom was open wide and so was the window. He was alone. A shiver ran up his spine. "Zarson," he whispered. "I think I love you."
 
 He quickly dressed and then came out of the room when he heard Darla and Jojo. "Mad," Jojo said. "Wasn't." "Was." "Wasn't." "Whoa," Andrew said. "What's going on?" "We saw your big cat," Darla said. "He growled at us. He wanted us to go inside." "You saw Zarson? Was he okay?" "He's a big jaguar. Who's going to mess with him?" Darla shrugged, dropping Jojo and falling onto the sofa. "Where is he going?" Andrew asked, walking to the bedroom. "Probably to hunt," Darla said nonchalantly, switching on the television. She yawned. "I didn't sleep well last night. You guys fucked all night." Jojo sniffed. "Recent fucking, too." "Enough," Andrew said. "Don't make me regret rescuing you." "You think he'll eat somebody?" Andrew fretted. "Something, not somebody." Darla chuckled. "Don't think he eats little kids." "Very funny," Andrew said. "Cyril used to bring him fresh meat. He'll find some rats or squirrels or something." Jojo was chuckling to himself. Andrew made a face. "He's naked. What if he shifts?" "He won't. He'll come back through the window. Leave it open," Darla looked engrossed in some program on horses. Jojo curled up and slept. Andrew paced. He wouldn't feel at ease until he was back. Andrew rubbed the amulet. And if he wasn't back soon, he was going to summon him back.
 
 Chapter Six
 
 The roar was so loud that Jojo ducked under the sofa and Darla pressed herself into the sofa. "You've done it now," she said to Andrew. Andrew's eyes widened when the big cat growled ferociously at him. "Stop that!" he stuttered, holding the amulet, "down." Immediately the cat lowered itself to the floor and then began the transformation. It was awe-inspiring to watch. First, the paws stretched straight out became arms, then the head twisted and the dark fur turned into dark hair. Zarson's face appeared and then the body lengthened, taking on definition, flesh and muscle, and that was it. Zarson was sitting on the floor, glaring at him. "How dare you interrupt my hunting?" Oh, he meant it. He was furious. He stood up to all his grand height, hands on hips. Andrew swallowed, having to remember that he was in control. He had that amulet. He rubbed it. "Don't. Stay put." Zarson froze. "It works!" Andrew laughed, looking at it, shaking his head. "It really works." "Of course it works," he snapped. "What in hell possessed you to use it like that?" "I was…I was worried. You just left and…" "I have to eat. Would you rather I eat you?" "Would you…I mean…" "When I shift, I'm an animal, Andrew. Animals follow their instincts. You are meat. And that's why I must hunt." "Did you change when you were…you know…earlier?" "Inside you? No. The change happens sometimes after orgasm. And that amulet you have is not to be taken lightly. It's not for trivial things." "I'm sorry." "Now, can I move?" "If you promise not to kill me?" He laughed. "I promise, but I didn't get to finish my dinner so watch out." "Okay," Andrew half-grinned. "Can I ask what you were eating?" "No. Now, I'm going to take a shower, get dressed and go and speak to Mr. Swimmer. Then we need to get out of here." "It wasn't a baby, was it?" "A what?" "Baby?" "Andrew, have you lost your mind?" "Just something Darla said." "Darla is an idiot. I don't eat people."
 
 "Okay. Go shower." "Call your family. Tell them something so they won't worry." Andrew nodded. "I will." Two hours later, Zarson was ready to leave. They had a ten-hour drive ahead before they reached the place where they could make the path into his world. He was anxious to get going. He was sure Cyril would find a way out of that place where he'd put him, eventually. And he would be on their trail. "Where is Andrew?" he demanded, settling behind the wheel. Darla came to sit beside him up front. "He is still with Manhattan and Geraldine." Zarson laid his head back against the seat and closed his eyes. "Damn it," he let out an exaggerated sigh. "Why can't he just believe that that's what they want? He can't change the world." "Poor kitty," a hand stroked his hair. Zarson pushed the hand away and lifted his head up. "Knock it off, Darla. Now where is that Dog Boy?" "With Andrew of course. I think that if you don't marry him, Jojo will." "Don't be ridiculous! We have to get going." "Want me to go and get them?" "Here he comes," Zarson said. "About time," he called out as Andrew made his way toward the front of the trailer seat. "Go easy on him," Darla cautioned, standing up. "He's sad." Zarson rolled his eyes. Andrew slumped down in the seat, eyes brimming with tears. "You all right?" "You think it's stupid, don't you?" "I wouldn't make fun of your feelings, Andrew. I think it's a bit over emotional, but…" "How can you say that? You were a freak for a while. What did it feel like?" "I didn't like it much. But I wasn't in the same situation. I have a place to go." "Do you? You've been banished from that place." "Yes, but I have a chance maybe to change that. They don't. They just don't fit. Maybe what you see as enslavement, they see as security." "That's what they told me," he lowered his head, tears running down his face. "It's so sad." "They love each other." Andrew picked up his head suddenly. He smiled through his tears. "They do?" Zarson nodded. "In a way, everyone is a freak of some kind or another, Andrew. But they fit somehow, together, where they are." He squeezed his arm. "You really are a sweet man." Andrew met his eyes. Zarson found himself looking into them for far too long. He shook himself and started the engine. "Okay, we have a long drive. Let's get going." They didn't speak for a long time. Jojo came up front and curled into Andrew's lap. Eventually he fell asleep. Finally, Andrew asked, "What do I have to do to get into your world?" "The amulet will tell you when we get to the right place."
 
 "What's it like?" "Different." "How?" "We don't live the same way. We are…free of social conventions and we don't have to work at jobs. Our lives are organized around hunting and mating." "Do you mate with females?" "Supposed to, sometimes up to one hundred times a day." Andrew gasped. "One hundred times a day?" "You asked." "But not with just one?" "No, with many. We don't live in clans or packs like wolves. We are roamers, especially males. The females raise the offspring." "Do you have…ah offspring?" "Probably." "And you have no attachment to them?" He shook his head. "We don't stay around to see the babies. We sometimes recognize our own later on, but attachment is frowned on." "So, is there such a thing as love?" "Not like with you mortals. We may become attached, but it's not encouraged." "And is that why you were attracted to this Dunn?" He nodded. "You are more man than animal, Zarson." "Don't be so sure," he said, shaking his head. "They try to deny their human qualities, the shifters." Zarson nodded. "Why?" "We have been shunned from the human world, Andrew. At one time in our history, we tried to integrate into your world. We were slaughtered. Even now, the jaguar is an endangered species. They wanted us as slaves, wanted us to be animals only, never their equals. So, shifters swore off humanity and despise all that is associated with it, including your social system and your sentiments." "But you have those sentiments. Just because humans tried to make you think you didn't, doesn't mean…." "Andrew, it's better this way. Believe me." **** Andrew nodded miserably. It gave him pause. Who were the real animals, shifters or humans? He glanced at Zarson as he drove. His sharp eyes were on the road straight ahead, strong hands on the wheel. This was someone he could really love, someone he'd always want to be close to, hold in his arms. And yet, it wasn't going to happen. Not only had Zarson just told him that he couldn't or wouldn't have any feelings of love for him, he'd also let him know that once he had what he wanted, whatever this was between them would come to an end. ****
 
 Zarson didn't dare look at Andrew. He felt his sadness and he knew at one time he was crying. Although he never made a sound, Zarson knew it. He could picture the tears rolling down his face and he knew that he was the cause. The metamorphosis his people had undergone had taken many years. Way before he had been born, some of his people had lived among them and had been made slaves, reduced to animals, stripped of their intelligence and their dignity. After the rebellion, there had been no safe place for them until they'd discovered that they had mystical powers. These powers had led them to a safe haven and place where humans couldn't hunt them down and capture them. But it had also done great damage. They had once been a race that had embraced their human side, admired and emulated the humans, wanted to be them. But their bitterness over the way they'd been treated caused them to rebel against all that was good in humanity. Thus, to associate with humans on any level was a crime punishable by banishment or death. But laws couldn't completely bury one half of their natures. They were humans, too. And many had fallen for humans, and many had tried to escape to be with their lovers or had died for their sins. And the human lover was never spared. He cared enough about Andrew not to make him into another Dunn. It was better to keep his distance. The sex had been nice but he'd decided not to repeat it. From now on until this was over, he intended to keep his distance. **** "You must be tired," Andrew said a while later, realizing that neither had said anything for a long time. "Want to stop?" "Yeah. We'll pull in somewhere, sleep for awhile." "I saw a sign for a campground." "Okay." "I have to get Jojo off my lap. My legs are numb." "Where's Madame Darla?" "Sleeping," Andrew lifted Jojo, who whined a bit. "Come on, buddy," he said and took him to the back and laid him down beside Darla. When they were settled into the campground, Zarson excused himself and left the trailer. Andrew watched him take off through the bushes. Andrew fixed himself something to eat, offering Darla a sandwich at the same time. She got up, had a pee and went back to sleep. "Road trips exhaust me," she said, smoothing her beard with her hand. Andrew was on his own. He opened the door and watched a crackling campfire in the distance. It was romantic and lonely. "I miss you," he whispered in the dark. "Come back." When he saw Zarson walking out of the bushes, his shirt in his hand, he sighed. "Shit. I did it again, didn't I?" Zarson shook his head. "Yes. But it's okay. I was finished. You know, saying it aloud is as good as commanding it."
 
 "I'm sorry." Andrew ran his gaze over the rippling muscles in his arms and his chest. "Want to go for a walk? I've got trailer fever." Zarson slipped on his t-shirt and nodded. "Sure." They walked down the dirt road, trailers on each side. Some people were outside drinking beer and sitting around the fire. Some were already asleep. In the distance was a beautiful lake. The moonlight shone down on the water, making it look silver. Zarson paused suddenly, his sharp ears listening, then his eyes scanned up, following the flight of an owl. Andrew couldn't help but marvel at these instincts. "I wish I could do that?" "Do what?" "Hear what you hear, see what you see." "Ah." Andrew reached for his hand. "Better not. Your kind have hang ups with these things." Andrew was hurt. "No one can see." "Let's not take the chance." "You don't want to touch me. Why?" Zarson walked closer to the water. "I think its best, that's all." "So, it's over now." "Why prolong it?" "I could command it." "You could." He turned around and looked at him. "But then it wouldn't come from me, would it? You'd be just another Cyril using my body. Is that what you want?" Andrew swallowed, shook his head. He suddenly felt like he wanted to throw himself into that lake. Zarson reached out and took his hand. Andrew squeezed it in his. "I thought you didn't want to…you thought someone would see and…" Zarson met his gaze. "I don't care about that. I'll just eat them." He didn't crack a smile. Suddenly, Andrew started to laugh and Zarson laughed along with him. **** It was cold sleeping alone, and Andrew said so several times during the night. In fact, he woke Zarson up to tell him so. "Oh for the love of…" he grumbled, and finally on the forth try, he opened the blanket and Andrew scrambled in beside him. "Now, go to sleep," he muttered. Andrew snuggled down beside him with a sigh of contentment, listening to Zarson's slow, even breathing as he fell instantly back to sleep. ****
 
 Andrew had a hell of a time finding slumber. His hand found Zarson's cock instead and he wrapped his fingers around it, daydreaming about what he'd love to be doing with it. Finally, he did doze off, just as the sun was streaming through the window, and when he opened his eyes again, they were moving. "Damn," he hissed, sitting up in bed. He'd been hoping to persuade Zarson to change his mind this morning, but no such luck. Jojo was at the bottom of the bed, however, and he crawled up beside him for a cuddle. "Don't worry, Andy Wandy," he said, "it will all work out. You love the beautiful kitty, don't you?" Andrew hugged him. "Don't call him a kitty. He doesn't like it. If he hears you--" "Not scared of him. Okay, big, hunk of cat then." He giggled. Andrew laughed. "You hungry?" He nodded. "Come on, let's get some food. And don't worry about me, okay?" "Okay. You're not going to leave me, are you, Andy?" Andy put him down on the floor and took his hand. "No. I won't leave you, Jojo." He barked all the way to the kitchen. "Shut up!" Zarson called. "Meow!" Jojo called back. Andrew was laughing. Darla got out of bed and came out to where Andrew was making coffee. "What's with you guys?" "Jojo is cat calling Zarson." "Um, he's got taste. I'd like to take him for a ride, but he wants only you." "No," Andrew scooped in the coffee. "Not anymore." "Sorry, honey," Darla cooed, hugging him. "Want me to beat him up for you?" Andrew chuckled. "No. It's okay." "I'll talk to him." "Won't do any good. We're not supposed to mix. He's going pure to win back his place I guess." "Can't deny your heart." "He doesn't love me." "You love him." Andrew nodded. "I think so." "Well then fight! You have a cock, use it." Darla lifted her nightdress to show off hers. "It will take more than that I'm afraid." "Those cats got big libidos." "He told me. Can you believe one hundred times a day?" "Wow. Think he could do it with me once." Andrew grinned. "He'll need to do it sometime." "Maybe he'll screw something in the woods." "I don't think they do real animals, hon." Darla eyed the coffeemaker. "I can taste that already. Bring the hunky cat one upfront, naked."
 
 "No. I couldn't do that." "Jojo, come," Darla said. He looked at Andrew. "Trust me, coffee and cock." Andrew shook his head, laughed. When the coffee was finished, he shrugged. "What to hell," he said. He shrugged out of his pants and poured some coffee. Completely naked, he walked down to the front. He leaned over his shoulder. "Coffee?" "Thanks." He took the cup. Andrew walked around to the passenger seat and said down. He stretched his legs and leaned back in the seat. "Great scenery." "Yeah," Zarson began, "this part of the…" He looked at him, stopped talking for a second, as if he'd lost his train of thought, then he asked, "Andrew, what are you doing?" "Doing? Nothing much." Andrew looked at him innocently. "Then why are you naked?" "Damn it, Zarson!" Andrew snapped. "That's it? Why are you naked?" "Well, it's…ah…" He smiled. "Pleasant, but…if you're trying to seduce me, it's kind of hard for me to react with one hand on the wheel and hot coffee in the other. Whose idea was this, Darla's?" "Were you eavesdropping again?" "You forget my hearing." "And you let me make a fool of myself?" "I didn't let you do anything. You didn't ask my permission." "I don't like you." "Your cock does." "Fuck you, cat man." Andrew rose from his seat. "You've got a heart of stone." "Andrew, I'm sorry. I thought I made it clear that…" "You did. I won't be troubling you anymore." "Andrew!" Andrew stalked back into the kitchen. He poured himself some coffee and pulled his pants on. A few minutes later, the trailer came to a stop. He didn't look up as Zarson came into the kitchen. Zarson leaned down on the counter, putting his face in front of him. "I'm sorry." Andrew met his gaze. "You don't mean it." "Yes I do. I'm insensitive. Forgive me." "I'll forgive you on one condition." "Name it?" he eyed him suspiciously. "You make love to me one more time before we get there." He nodded. Andrew beamed. "Now you're forgiven." "Whew," he pretended to wipe off his forehead, "you drive a hard bargain." "Get out of here." Zarson returned to the front. A few minutes later, they were back on the road. ****
 
 Okay, okay, so he couldn't stop thinking about Andrew sitting there naked. Damn him. Damn Darla. He'd been so good last night and he'd even resisted the temptation this morning when he awoke. It wasn't easy with Andrew sound asleep beside him, his body so warm and inviting. But he'd done it. And now, he was back to square one again. There was less than a hundred miles to go and before they got there, he'd be inside of him again. He'd have to convince himself all over again that not loving Andrew was a necessity if he was ever going to go home. But of course there was this little part of him that wondered if he'd live through this. And if he didn't, he might as well indulge his human feelings, right? Soft fingers now moved his hair aside and warm lips pressed against the flesh of his throat. He almost closed his eyes, then remembered he was at the wheel. One hand slid down his chest and opened the buttons on his shirt. Fingers moved around the circumference of his nipple, caressing the tip, pulling slightly, making it stiffen. The lips returned to his throat as his other nipple got toyed with. Zarson swallowed, wetting his lips with his tongue slowly. "Andrew?" he pleaded. "What, baby? What do you want? Do you want me, Zarson?" His whispered voice invited. Zarson reached down and unzipped his jeans, releasing the pressure on his cock. Andrew came around to the seat and knelt, reaching out to slide his thumb along Zarson's stiff cock. "I want your cock," he grunted. Zarson glanced at him and Andrew leaned forward and kissed his mouth hotly. "Now." Zarson almost went off the road. "I need to stop. I need to find a place to…" "Up there," Andrew breathed as his fingers frantically fondled Zarson's erection through his underwear. "There's a dirt road, turn off." Zarson found the exit and turned off onto the dirt road. Andrew grabbed him and started kissing him again, then pulled him up and out of the trailer. They kissed as they stumbled down the steps together. Andrew dragged him to the side of the road where there was a field that was knee high with grass. "What are you doing?" Zarson laughed as Andrew pulled off his shirt and they stumbled down a little gully into the field. "You're going to fuck me like you promised right here in the grass." Zarson had no time to protest as his pants came down around his ankles and Andrew pushed him down to his knees. "Suck my cock," he urged with his own pants now down around his feet. "Please, suck it." Zarson took hold of it, running a hand up its hard length. He ran his tongue around it and swiped across the head. "Sweet, you taste so sweet," he grunted, taking it into his mouth as Andrew dug his nails into his scalp. "Oh yeah, you're sweet, Zarson, so fucking sweet your mouth…ahhh…yes, do it…do it." Zarson ran his lips up and down then began to suck in and out until he tasted Andrew's come. He released his cock, lay back in the grass, removed his pants, then pulled Andrew down, throwing his clothes aside. They rolled there, naked in the
 
 grass. Zarson kissed Andrew everywhere then rolled him onto his stomach and took his time pleasuring Andrew's ass. Zarson reached between Andrew's legs and played with his cock and his balls as he inserted his tongue deep inside of him. Andrew cried out, pleading, and Zarson took him there on the grass, pulling him up on all fours. He pounded his cock into him in the moonlight. The cool breeze and the ground beneath him made him long for the freedom his human body wouldn't allow him as he held back the shift. He purred low in his throat, allowed his semen to flow into Andrew's beautiful ass and nibbled Andrew's neck with his teeth. He released him and walked on all fours out into the field, watching the flight of the night birds overhead. Suddenly, he swiped out his paw and caught a passing creature. He dipped his head and crushed its cranium between his teeth. He dropped into a comfortable position and began to pull the flesh away from the bone. When he heard the sound of someone coming, he stayed calm, knowing the scent. His keen eyes saw Andrew clearly in the darkness. He watched him carefully, continuing his meal. "Zarson," he whispered. The bones and entrails of the rabbit were thrown aside and he rose. He moved close to Andrew, rubbed his head against his flank. A hand moved down over his head and petted him slowly. They walked back to the trailer. Zarson stared down at his discarded clothes and stretched out his paws. He rose on his hind legs and slowly transformed into his human form. Andrew went into his arms. Zarson held him for a moment. "I love you," Andrew said. "I can't help that." Zarson released him, but he didn't answer. He picked up his clothes and began to dress. "We're close now. We have to get moving. Cyril is out." "Out? Out where?" Andrew demanded, grabbing his own clothes and following Zarson to the vehicle. "He's escaped and he's alerted my cousin. He knows. They'll be waiting for us." "Does Cyril know where the passage is?" "Yes." Zarson got behind the wheel. "We must get there before him. He knows what I mean to do." "What you mean to do?" Andrew gulped. "That didn't sound good." "Don't worry about it." "I can't help worrying about it. I don't even know what I have to do. I don't know how this thing around my neck works or what to expect once we get to this place that--" "Andrew, stop. I told you, the amulet will do it for you when the time comes. And you won't be coming with me all the way. I thought I made that clear." "But you can't carry it." "I won't carry it. I won't need it once I get through the passage. You will take the amulet somewhere and bury it temporarily." "How will you find it?" "I'll send someone to find it for me when the time comes." "And we'll never see each other again," Andrew lowered his head.
 
 Zarson didn't reply. He just started the engine.
 
 Chapter Seven
 
 It was tense waiting to get there. Darla and Jojo, who weren't really sure what was happening, were tense as well. Cyril was out. Maybe he was even waiting there for them. And Andrew wasn't really sure what he could do with the amulet that hung around his neck. Zarson was being very closed mouthed, answering only yes and no whenever Andrew asked him anything, and when he asked him what he would be able to do with the amulet and how he was supposed to use it, Zarson replied the same thing, "You'll know when the time comes." "Darla and Jojo are nervous. They don't know what in hell is happening." "Then you shouldn't have brought them along," he muttered. "That's not fair." "Andrew, I have no time to argue about your bleeding heart. I have to concentrate." "Why? Is the road bad? And I don't know what my so-called bleeding heart has to do with it. At least I have a heart." Zarson sighed. "Okay, okay, can we just stop this foolishness now? If I don't concentrate, I won't be able to find the passage." "Oh. Fine." "Look, go back with the others and wait. I'll tell you when we've arrived." Andrew was annoyed. He didn't appreciate being treated like a child or being kept in the dark. He wasn't sure what was going to happen. Would they be killed by a vampire before even getting into this other world, or would the creatures in this other world kill them once they got inside? Would they accept Darla and Jojo if Zarson took power, or would they be forced to come back into his world where they'd be treated as freaks of nature? He didn't even want to think about the fact that Zarson was going to leave him. It depressed him. He'd have to trust Zarson, trust in this thing around his neck…but he wished that Zarson would hold him, give him some comfort. When the trailer came to a halt, Darla looked at Jojo and Andrew and said, "Guess we've arrived." "Whoops," Andrew said, "maybe not." Zarson came and sat beside him on the sofa. He placed a hand on his shoulder. "You've shaken my concentration. It's not the time for this. But don't worry. It will be all right." He drew him into his arms and hugged him. "I'm sorry. It kind of just came out, me wishing you'd come and comfort me," Andrew apologized as Zarson released him.
 
 "The sentiment was strong enough to make me come back here. Andrew." He sighed. "Stop doing that." He stood. "Now, I'm lost." Andrew gave him an apologetic look. "Can I help?" "Yeah. Keep your hands off the amulet and stop wishing things to do with me." Andrew winced as Zarson walked off. The anger in his voice was unmistakable. Darla sniggered. "I know what I'd wish for," she groaned. "Meow." "Stop that," Andrew snapped. "He can hear you," Andrew cautioned as Jojo played with a chew toy at his feet. "I don't care. He knows anyway. And if he had any sense, he'd take me up on my offer. I have a lot to offer," she winked. "Well, he's not yours," Andrew said softly, almost resentfully. "I'm sorry, honey. I know you--" "He's not mine either," Andrew groaned. "He'll be back to fucking the other cats one hundred times a day." He stood, knocking Jojo's chew toy out of reach. "One hundred times a day?" Darla's bearded jaw opened wide. "Yeah. He'll be busy," Andrew sighed. The trailer stopped suddenly. Andrew tensed. This was it. **** Zarson sat perfectly still and listened. If Cyril was here, he'd be able to sense him. He could usually smell a vampire miles away. They were a few feet from a small, swift river. Below were the rapids. All around them were trees and the sounds of rushing water. There was something. "Andrew," he said. "Come here with me. Tell the others to stay put and be quiet." "You heard him," Andrew said, walking to the front. "What is it? Who's out there?" "Quiet," he said, putting up his hand. Suddenly Andrew froze as the trailer began to move back and forth. It sounded like there were ten people walking around on the roof above their heads. Zarson got to his feet. Now the scent was there and strong. "Cyril," he breathed. "I want you to stay inside," he told Andrew. "Zarson," Andrew breathed. "Do as I say." Zarson opened the door and something flew inside. Andrew looked down to see Jojo's chew toy. "No," he shouted and raced to the back of the trailer. Darla stood shaking in terror, pointing with her finger. Andrew glanced at the window. He placed a hand over his mouth, trying not to vomit. Jojo was half-in, half-out of the window, his little body broken, his throat torn out. Suddenly, he heard the sound of a large cat, growling and screeching. The trailer began to rock back and forth again and Andrew ran to the front, cautioning Darla to stay put. It was still dark outside, but very near to dawn. He peered close to the windshield to see if he could see anything. "Please, Zarson, be all right." Suddenly, he stumbled backward as he saw a huge black mass fly through the air. "Zarson!" he screamed.
 
 Cyril floated directly in front of the trailer, his face pressed against the glass, white fangs gleaming in the dark and dripping with blood. Zarson's blood? "Give me the amulet," he hissed. Andrew shook his head and Cyril raised his fist and smashed the window. Just then a loud screeching sound howled through the night and a huge black jaguar reared up and grabbed Cyril from behind in his jaws. Disturbing sounds invaded the night. Andrew bit into his lip, not sure what he should do. He knew that Zarson was hurt, but couldn't go to him because he was still struggling with Cyril. Come outside now. Go to the water. Now! Run! Andrew knew it was Zarson's voice in his head. He raced back and grabbed Darla, bolted through the door, and ran with all his might for the water, half-carrying a petrified Darla with him. Touch the amulet. You will see the passage. Wait for me. I'll be there. When I say now, jump into the water. Jump into the water? Just do it. Okay….don't hesitate. Do it now! Andrew turned around to look behind him, a single move for which he paid dearly. It gave Cyril just enough time to grab him by the shoulder and wrench back his neck. His fangs grazed the flesh, then bit down. Andrew let out a howl of pain. A terrifying series of growls resounded around him and Andrew went limp as Cyril relinquished his hold on him and went hurling backward. The big cat leaped in the air and planted both paws on Andrew's chest. Andrew let out a yell as he went flying through the air, closing his eyes so that he wouldn't see the rocks below. He opened them just before hitting the water and saw the big cat twisting its body around in midair as it, too, plummeted toward the water. Andrew hit the water with such great force that his breath left him. He floated like a piece of drift wood, turning this way and that, as the current pulled him in the direction of the waterfall. "Rapids!" he cried out, trying to paddle his arms and legs to slow his progress, glancing over his shoulder to see if Zarson was behind him. Where is Darla? Suddenly he was tumbling, the water flowing over his head. He struggled to keep his head above water as his body dropped at a ninety degree angle and splashed into the swiftly moving water below. Jagged rocks dug into his flesh at various angles. He was still moving and bobbing up and down, coughing up water and wondering how he'd managed to still be alive. Suddenly, the water quieted and he was lying back in a quiet pool, with something alive and moving under the water, providing a barrier. When Zarson raised his head above the water, his hair plastered to his cheeks, Andrew let out a cry. He wrapped his arms around his naked body and hugged him tight. "Zarson. You're alive. You're all right." Zarson separated himself from Andrew and with one hand, pulled a halfconscious Darla out of the water. Darla sputtered and coughed, but seemed okay. Zarson didn't say anything. He just pulled Darla with him to the shore. Andrew wasn't sure where to put his gaze as he struggled to the shore himself--on the gorgeous figure Zarson presented, all wet and naked, or on the wonderland of green trees and scented flowers which surrounded them.
 
 Darla looked at Andrew when he fell down on the sand beside her. "We're not in Oz anymore, Dorothy." Darla sat up on the beach, trying to get her breath. Andrew smiled at the movie reference. "No. We're not." Zarson was standing by the trees, looking around him. "We can't stay here," he said. "We have to keep moving. Fern has shifters looking for us. Andrew, give me your shirt." "My shirt?" Zarson came closer and held out his hand. Andrew shrugged and took it off, his attention on Zarson's beautiful physique. "Don't cover up on my account." Zarson didn't reply. He ripped the shirt in two and constructed a little skirt, which he hiked around his waist. He stopped fiddling with the material and narrowed his eyes, staring at Andrew. "What?" Zarson bent down and pushed Andrew's head to the side. "He bit you." "He did?" Andrew jumped to his feet, fingering his neck. "Stop that," Zarson said, trying to examine it. "Damn it all. He bit you." "Stop saying that," Andrew muttered. "What does it mean, he bit me? I'm a fucking vampire now?" "No," Zarson said, "but you are connected to him. He'll use it to get you to give him the amulet." "I'd never give him the amulet." "Well maybe not willingly. Let's hope his connection to you is weak," Zarson frowned. "Come on." Darla struggled to her feet. "I'm exhausted. I could sleep." "They'll be no sleeping now," Zarson said and began to walk deeper into the woods. **** Zarson knew that it was treacherous here and that darkness would soon be upon them. It was fine for him. He could see even better in the dark, but Andrew and Darla would slow his progress. This was not the way it was supposed to be. Andrew was not even supposed to be here with him. He was supposed to have opened the door and then Zarson would have made him promise to bury the amulet somewhere and go home. That had been his plan. But Cyril's sudden appearance had changed all that. He was worried. He wasn't sure if he could protect Andrew and Darla, and now that Andrew had been bitten, he wasn't sure what to do with him. Cyril would use Andrew against him if he got the chance. But if Fern won this battle, he wouldn't have to worry about all that. Fern would make short work of doing away with Andrew and Darla. And his own end would be long and painful, of that he was sure. These thoughts moved around in his head when the sensation of being surrounded stimulated every instinct. He glanced around quickly to see that Andrew
 
 and Darla were close by and then ripped off the little makeshift loin cloth as he elongated his body and the shift began. His eyes scanned the settling darkness and he growled deep in his throat. Six pairs of identical eyes watched him closely, waiting. **** Andrew gripped Darla's arm and put her behind him. He wasn't sure what he could do, if anything, or if he was in any better position than Darla to survive. All he knew is that there were six jaguars hovering around them and he was beginning to feel as if he and Darla were being considered tonight's dinner. Zarson sprang straight up in the air suddenly and was instantly lost from sight as, without warning, the others attacked. The sounds of growls and screeches pieced Andrew's ears. He covered his ears with his hands to drown it out. "Do something, Andrew!" Darla cried. "They'll kill him. Use that damn thing around your neck." "I don't know how," Andrew breathed, desperately fingering the amulet. "Zarson never told me how to…" He broke off. The sight in front of him was a whirl of vicious clawing and savage biting. The yowling grew and one dark body flew in the air and dropped to the ground, lying still. Andrew had no way of telling if it was Zarson or not. With the exception of one that was stripped, the jaguars all looked similar. "It's not Zarson," Darla said, biting her nails, as if reading his mind. "Zarson is more muscular than the others." "I can't tell the difference." "You forget. I saw him in his animal form far more than you have." "Thank God," Andrew said, clutching Darla again. He prayed silently, thinking how amused his father would be that finally he was turning to religion. "Do something," Darla urged again. "I can't control the others, only Zarson." "Well, at least, get him out of there." Andrew held the amulet. "Zarson. Come. Come to me now!" Suddenly the cats flew in all directions and one emerged, coming to stand in front of him. It lay down, rolled on his back and looked up at him. "You're bleeding," Andrew gasped, leaning down and rubbing the matted fur on its chest. The others jaguars drew closer, sniffing the air. Again they were surrounded. "Now what?" he looked at Darla, laying his head on Zarson's chest. "Order him to take us out of here," Darla urged. The jaguars seem to be frozen in spot. They didn't move. They just kept sniffing the air and growling. "Stand up, Zarson," Andrew commanded, amulet in his hand. Zarson stood, but it seemed to take effort. "What are they doing?" Darla asked Andrew. "Why aren't they attacking?" "I don't know." Andrew crawled onto Zarson's back. "Come on," he motioned to Darla. "Get on."
 
 Darla crawled on hesitantly, holding on for dear life to Andrew. "Take us out of here," Andrew told Zarson. Zarson turned and began to run off in the other direction. "Are they following?" Andrew called to Darla, sure that at any moment he was going to slide off Zarson's back. "I don't know. I don't dare look. I'm going to fall…" "No, hold on to me." Andrew had clutched Zarson around the neck. He was running at breakneck speed. "Slow down," he told Zarson. Zarson immediately slowed, panting, looking around. They were standing in a clearing. Nearby was a clear lake with a waterfall, bordered by a moss-covered mountain. Darla had fallen on the ground and Andrew crawled off Zarson, feeling a little dizzy. "Oh my God, Andrew," Darla gasped, getting up. "There's a trail of blood behind us." Andrew moved around to Zarson and looked into his eyes. His eyes looked clouded. He dropped down onto his belly and lowered his head on his paws. "Zarson, shift. Change into your human form so that I can locate the bleeding." Darla and Andrew both watched as a shadow of Zarson's human face appeared, then vanished again. He attempted it a second time, but this time his face was even more diluted. "I don't think he can," Darla pointed out, stroking his head. "He's too weak to shift. Damn it, Andrew, what are we going to do?" "Help me turn him on his side," Andrew insisted as he tried to quell his inner panic. Don't die on me, baby. Please. Zarson growled a little as they both used all their strength to roll him onto the side. "Be careful," Andrew cautioned. "He's in pain. He could bite you." Darla nodded. "I have no medical supplies," Andrew said desperately. "I'll get water and leaves. We can wash the wound at least. I'll look to see what I can find." "Thank you. Don't go too far," Andrew said, suddenly feeling a little lightheaded as his hand found a damp area on Zarson's chest. "Blood." He withdrew his hand and examined it. For a moment, he was drawn to the scent of it, fascinated by the rich, red color. He licked his lips, then ran his tongue over his palm, startled at the taste of ambrosia. When he realized what he'd done, he tried to spit out the blood, but it saturated his tongue and moved slowly down his throat, warming him like fire. His face drew closer to the big cat's chest, to that damp place that was now staining the black fur red. Suddenly he realized that the jaguar was growling. He tried to touch it again, but it extended the sharp nails on its right paw and took a swipe at Andrew. It hit Andrew across the shoulder, slicing through his flesh like a razor. He fell back, and cried out in pain. Darla came running. "What happened? Andrew? Are you all right?" Andrew was holding onto his shoulder, blood running between his fingers.
 
 "My God," Darla knelt beside him, "what's wrong with Zarson? Why would he do that to you?" Andrew stood. He heard his own words with a sense of horror. "He was defending himself." "Defending himself?" Darla looked dumbfounded. "He was defending himself from whom? From you? You would never hurt Zarson." "Not me, but Cyril would. A vampire would. He's infected me somehow." Tears pooled in Andrew's eyes. "I wanted to…my God, for a moment there, I wanted to…to drink Zarson's blood." Darla shook her head. "No." Andrew removed his hand from his shoulder, his eyes widening. The wound had completely healed. All that was left was his tattered shirtsleeve soaked in blood. Darla ran her fingers over the place where the gash had been. She had no words. Suddenly they both noticed that the jaguar was moving, crawling on its belly toward the water. "Oh my God," Andrew said, "what's he doing?" Darla placed a hand on his arm to prevent Andrew from getting in Zarson's path. "He knows this world better than we do. Trust him." Andrew and Darla watched Zarson's course with trepidation. It was tough for Andrew to see that beautiful big cat in so much agony, so weak and helpless. A trail of blood marked the ground and the jaguar stopped for a second, letting out a high-pitched cry. Andrew again made an attempt to go to him. Darla shook her head. "Look," she pointed out, "he's moving again. He's going to make it to the water." "To die?" Andrew's tears ran down his cheeks. Darla hugged him for a moment. The sound of Zarson hitting the water was like the sound of a concrete slab hitting the ground. He floated for a moment, then went under. Andrew was crying out loud now as he and Darla ran to the edge of the lake and waited. After an agonizing few minutes, Zarson emerged from the water in the middle of the lake. He was in his human form, his long hair flat against his head. He stood almost to his full height and headed in the direction of the waterfall. "It's not deep," Darla said, half-laughing and crying at the same time. Andrew said a prayer to the azure sky. Zarson was now under the waterfall. He stretched his body and let his head fall back, the water enveloping him, almost obscuring him from sight. Andrew watched him with longing, his emotions in tatters, a mix of absolute relief and fear, fear that he could have killed him. And then there was the desire, the desire in his mouth and between his legs that never went away and that crested intensely at that moment. Darla gave him a shove. "Go on. I know what you want. Go and get it. I'll stay here." "You promise?" Andrew insisted, removing his clothes. Darla chuckled. "Yes. And I'll try not to look."
 
 Andrew grinned and waded into the water.
 
 Chapter Eight
 
 Zarson knew Andrew was behind him. His skin tingled with the anticipation of his touch. He knew he should turn him away, but that was impossible. His cock was hard and ready to take him, to pummel that sweet ass and hear his sighs. The water had healing properties, and although he wasn't one hundred percent healed, he was well enough to take Andrew and make him beg for more. "Aren't you worried that I'll drain you dry?" Andrew's arms circled his waist. Zarson closed his eyes, stepping away from the water, hearing it rushing around him, enclosing them with its white curtain. Andrew's teeth nibbled the skin of his throat. He wasn't sure if Andrew was really Andrew anymore, or if Cyril's saliva had captured some of his free will. "Drain me if you want, but start with this," he groaned, reaching for Andrew's hand and placing it on his cock. Andrew nuzzled closer, his own erection nudging Zarson's ass. His hand squeezed Zarson's cock. "You know that I can make you do anything I want. I have the power, your life in my hands." "What do you want?" Zarson groaned as Andrew's hand began to torment his cock, his balls, moving up and down his shaft, cupping his balls, and then sliding one hand up between his ass cheeks. "I want you on your knees for what you've done to me. I've always wanted you. I've always wanted you to want me." Zarson let out a cry and turned around. He looked down into Andrew's eyes, eyes which looked dark, haunted, filled with need. "If you want to make me your slave," Zarson whispered, "do it as Andrew. Andrew," he said, shaking him a little, "I want to please you." Andrew swallowed. "I'm so afraid to hurt you." He was trembling. "You won't hurt me," Zarson told him, stroking his hair. "Fight him. You say you love me. Don't let him have me." "Did I say that, that I loved you?" "Yes, but you don't have to say it," he breathed, lowering his head and gently kissing his lips. "I know," he whispered, nuzzling the corner of Andrew's mouth, then lowering his lips to his chest, licking each nipple slowly until Andrew groaned. Andrew's body again began to tremble, this time almost violently as Zarson went to his knees and began to feast on his cock. Suddenly he felt Andrew's hand on his head pushing him back. Zarson glanced up at him as he came off his cock. Those eyes looked strange again and he wasn't sure if Andrew was still there.
 
 But when he said, "Get on your back, whore," in a deeper, more authoritarian voice, his question was answered. "You'll never get the amulet," Zarson told him. "And you'll never be allowed into this world." "I have the amulet," the voice grunted with a malevolent laugh. "Get on your back, whore, let your head hang over that rock. I'm going to fuck your face and then I'm going to fuck you." The amulet was working its magic and Zarson knew he had no choice. He was compelled. "Wrists together, over your head, legs spread." Zarson did as the voice commanded. "What a delicious sight you make, you nipples are so hard and rigid, your cock standing ready for my torture. You need to be whipped, to remember obedience, but unfortunately I have no whip." Zarson looked up into Andrew's face, a face contorted by Cyril. "Let him go, Cyril. He is an innocent." "There is enough lust in his heart for both of us. I'm only doing what he wants to do himself." The figure walked up and down beside the length of him, lecherously studying every inch. Suddenly, he reached out and slapped his cock hard. It hurt, but not like Cyril had hurt him before when he didn't perform the way he wanted in the cage in front of the spectators. Many times he'd felt the lash on his back, or been tormented in his human form, tied up for days, plugged from all angles, his cock bound so that he couldn't come. Andrew's cock hovered now above his lips. "Open you mouth wide. I plan to shove my cock into your throat. Please me, Zarson, or I'll kill Andrew." "Andrew," Zarson met his eyes. "Feel me." The cock invaded his mouth brutally and Zarson put all his effort into giving that cock pleasure. When he heard Andrew's voice calling his name, he knew that he's managed to drive Cyril away for the time being. **** Andrew let out a cry of pleasure as his cock shot everywhere. He stumbled back against the rock and licked his lips, his entire body filled with a dreamy sense of satisfaction. When he felt as if he could think again, his gaze traveled over the figure of Zarson, laying spread out before him, his hands raised, legs open, his cock still hard, inviting Andrew to touch, to taste. "What a picture you make," he whispered, moving closer, going to his knees. "Are you mine?" Zarson nodded. "Yes." "Baby, you're so hot." Andrew moved his hand up on muscled calf, let it linger on the silkiness of his inner thigh, lifted his balls in his hand and then took them into his mouth. Zarson's hips lifted in invitation, his cock brushed against Andrew's cheek and Andrew lost control. He began to kiss him everywhere, twist and torment his nipples, lick his balls and his navel. "I want your cock. Give me your cock." "Can I lower my hands?"
 
 "Yes." "Where do you want me?" "Um, under the water." Andrew jumped to his feet, pulling Zarson with him, kissing him brutally until he had him where he wanted him. "Don't hesitate. Go ahead, deep and hard, and fast and…" **** Zarson was caught up in Andrew's passion. He seized him around the waist, lifted one of his legs, pressed him against the mossy rock, under the spray and skewered him with his cock. Their vocalizations echoed around them, sounding like two madmen in heat, groaning and panting, blending into the sounds of nature around them which seemed to join in their jubilant song. Zarson held him quietly for a long time after his cock grew soft inside of him. "Andrew," he murmured against his neck. "Um?" was the only reply. "You are now a danger to me. You must take the amulet off and bury it before you totally transform into a vampire. Already Cyril controls you." Andrew tried to struggle, but Zarson held him fast. "I'm trying to keep you alive. You can't go back to who you were. It's over. But you must leave here. You are now my natural enemy." Zarson stepped away from him, releasing him. Andrew ran a hand through his long wet hair. Zarson closed his eyes for a moment. Damn you, Cyril! It wasn't as if he could ever be with Andrew anyway, not if he wanted to regain his rightful place. But now, Andrew was becoming a vampire and he had his life in his hands. "I won't let him," Andrew said suddenly. "You won't be able to help it. You must do what I ask you to do. Take off the amulet and hide it somewhere. I can have someone else get it later and put it back in its rightful place." "I'm not your enemy, Zarson. I love you." Zarson turned and looked at him. "I told you, don't. Don't say that you love me. Do you know why the cats didn't attack back there?" Andrew shook his head. "They smelt you. They smelt vampire. It took them by surprise." "I'm not a vampire." "Look at your shoulder," he said, grabbing his arm and staring at it. "It healed right away. I knew it would." "A test?" Andrew jerked his arm away. "No, self-preservation. Don't you see, Andrew? You're his." "I won't let him use me. I'll kill myself first." "You don't need to kill yourself and I'm not even sure if that's possible. You need to get rid of that amulet before Cyril takes complete control and I'm right back where I started." "Then I'll kill him. If I kill him, will this curse end?"
 
 "Yes. But he's a powerful vampire and sorcerer. That won't be so easy." Andrew stuck his chin out. "Where should I bury the amulet?" "We'll do it together. Where is Darla?" "Waiting on the other side." "Let's get back." "Where are we going now?" "I need to get to Harvan. He's one of council members. He has a lot of power and he's always liked me. I think I can convince him to help me." **** Andrew followed Zarson into the water and they mostly walked to the other side, the water being very shallow. Darla was waiting. She seemed very happy to see them. "You have no clothes again, Zarson," Darla pointed out. "Yes, a constant problem I seem to have," he muttered. "Pleasant for the onlooker," Darla replied brightly, then sobered. "Are you going to live?" "Looks like it." "Great! Now, what?" Darla asked, looking around. "I have to be somewhere. You're going to go with Andrew to bury to amulet where I tell you." "Then what?" Andrew demanded. "You just abandon us?" "No, you leave this world." "How, without the amulet?" Andrew was pacing, in deep distress. "And what if I hurt Darla?" Now Darla looked distressed. "Feed off animals. It will satisfy you." "And who will satisfy my other hunger?" he demanded suddenly as he grabbed his arm and pulled him close. "Already, you are in my blood. Just being this close to you makes me hard. I think I hate you." "Good," he pulled away. "Good choice. Now, if you'll calm yourself and listen, I'll tell you what to do and how to do it." "And you'll be here all alone in this strange place." "I belong in this strange place, Andrew. It's not strange for me." "And I go back to my world as a blood sucking demon, without you, and I don't even know if you will survive or not." "Imagine that I don't and go on with your life." "I'm sure it will be quite easy to find a boyfriend. Only thing is, I won't keep him long because I'll drain him dry." Zarson put both hands on his shoulders. "I regret bringing you into this. I'm sorry. If I have the opportunity to destroy Cyril, I promise you I will. I'll send out shifters to your world to hunt him when my proper place is restored and you will be normal again. Until then, don't bite anyone." "Don't bite anyone?"
 
 "If you take human blood, take human life, the process is irreversible. I told you, feed off animals. Now, come on, time is wasting. And Fern has failed once. He is regrouping and planning to launch his second attack." They walked for a many a mile through the woods, Zarson pausing often for him and Darla to keep up. Andrew felt terrible. He was heart broken and desperate. When they came to another clearing, Zarson pointed to a tree in the distance. "There. Dig a hole and put it into the ground. Cover it well. After you cover it, stomp on the ground directly above it and close your eyes. Take Darla's hand and picture your world. Soon you will be in it again. Cyril has no access to this world. Once you leave it, he will no longer be a threat to me." "That's it?" Andrew asked. He nodded. "Bury it right away, as soon as I'm gone. Don't wait. And then picture your world immediately after, while your connection with the amulet is still intact." He turned around. "Zarson!" Andrew cried out. "Not like this." Darla moved toward the tree, giving them space. Zarson kept his back to him. "Just go, Andrew," he insisted. "Bury it deep and do it right away as I instructed." "I thought Darla would stay in your world." "Its better she go with you. Now do as I ask. Each second is precious. I'm trusting you to do this." "I love…" He was gone. Just like that. No second look. No goodbye. Andrew stood there in shock. You see. He never loved you, Andrew. Never even cared. Why should you protect him? Don't bury the amulet. Bring it to me. With it, you can still control him, even from another world. You can bring him to you in the night and make him do whatever you want. Rape that beautiful ass of his, make him yours, possess him, Andrew, stiffen his nipples, lick his balls, feel your cock in his velvet throat, tie him up, torment his flesh…fuck him, fuck him until he begs you…fuck him… "Andrew," Darla called out. "What are you doing? Zarson said to do it right away. Not to wait." Andrew was panting, obsessed with lust, with need. He fingered the amulet in his hand. Why should he bury it when it was his only connection? If he did, he'd never see Zarson again. I'm trusting you to bury it. With it, you can still control him…bring him to you in the night…rape that beautiful ass… Andrew…Andrew… The slap came hard and sudden. Andrew gasped. Darla had walloped him a good one. "Bury it!" Andrew nodded and trudged across the grass. "I've dug the hole. Place it in the hole," Darla insisted. "I'll never see him again. Darla, I could bring him to me, bring him to my bed, have him whenever I want and…"
 
 "He will hate you. Is that what you want? If you love him, your loyalty belongs to him. You don't want him against his will. You want him to want you. You want him to cross the universe for you. This amulet is false. It is a lie. It's not love, Andrew. Only Zarson can give you that of his free will. Don't let that vampire trick you." Andrew nodded. He laid the amulet in the dirt and began to cover it over. Darla helped him. Then he reached for Darla's hand and closed his eyes. He saw his father in the pulpit, the highways, the tall buildings, and then only a white blur. **** Andrew was gone. Zarson knew that, and he smiled in satisfaction. Fuck you, Cyril. He kept moving through the woods. If there was sadness in his heart, he pushed it away, refused to even consider it. Several times he reached out to trap a small animal. He ate and continued moving. Now he could concentrate, not having to worry about Andrew and Darla anymore in this world. And with the amulet buried in the ground, he finally felt free, really free. No one could control him anymore. He was closer now to the more populated areas. There were many shifters around him, but no jaguars yet. He assumed that Fern had them occupied. There were some natural birds and small mammals. No shifter would wander around here in its human form. Shifters lived in shelters in the inner village, which was where the Jaguar palace was located. Since it had been the reign of the jaguar for the last century, many jaguars lived in and around the grand palace, with other shifters living further out. When they shifted, they inhabited the woods where there were places for hunting and mating They once fed on each other, but that had changed a long time ago, when natural animals had been brought in from the human world and were farmed and then released into the wild for hunting purposes. It made for less conflict and confusion. Of course there was always the odd shifter gone mad who liked to cannibalize his own, or the odd act of vengeance, but that was punishable by death. Right now, however, all bets were off. He was a fugitive and therefore fair game for any shifter, although they certainly wouldn't eat him. That would be too merciful, from his cousin's perspective. The closer Zarson came to the inhabited area, the more cautious he became. The silence was ominous. There was no one, in any form, no children and no elders. It seemed totally deserted. He stayed in his jaguar form and waited in the woods for the sun to go down. Harvan's house was in view and the minute he had his chance, he'd make his way there and take the risk that Harvan would help him.
 
 Chapter Nine
 
 When Andrew opened his mouth, he tasted something odd. It tasted like metal. He tried to move and found that something was pinning him down. It was a body and it was like dead weight. He grunted and pried his eyes open, then glanced over to see Darla's leg sprawled across his chest. There was a strong wind blowing through the open window and half of the things on his bureau were on the floor. "Damn!" It was like a cyclone. "Darla?" he croaked. "Darla? Get off me please." Darla groaned and began to move, hitting various parts of his anatomy as she did. "Ouch," he muttered, giving her a push that landed her on the floor. "Now that wasn't nice to do, handsome." Andrew sat up and looked around him. "Shit. What am I doing here? How in hell…" Darla peeked up at him from the floor. "It's night time." Andrew nodded. "I'm tasting blood in my mouth. Did I bite you?" Darla felt her neck frantically. "No. And don't you dare," she pointed. "I must have eaten something." "You have to stick to animals," she scrambled to her feet. "Zarson said that…" "I know what he said." Andrew yawned. "But he's not here, is he?" "Andrew!" "Don't worry. I'm not eating anyone, at least until I can kill Cyril." "Well, good luck with that," Darla said. Andrew hopped off the bed and grabbed her arm. "Listen. My parents are at the church now, probably for something or other. It's all lit up." He drew Darla to the window and pointed. "Church?" "Never mind. Now, I need to explain you and that," Andrew cast an eye over the beard and the feminine attire, "it's not going to wash. Okay, come with me," he pulled him down the hall to the bathroom. "Trim that beard." He searched in the drawer for scissors. "Then I'm going to find you some guy clothes to put on." "But I'm a woman," Darla protested. Andrew reached between Darla's legs and grabbed his dick. "You are not a woman. Okay, go on. I'll find some clothes." After Darla had trimmed the beard and dressed in some men's pants, Andrew stared at her for a long time. "Something is off…oh yeah, the breasts. Damn." "Told you I was a woman."
 
 "You are not a woman. You may be something in between, but…damn…okay, no bra. Bind your breasts and put on a loose t-shirt. I'll get you one of my father's before he took up jogging." "That doesn't sound good. Who am I supposed to be?" Darla followed Andrew down the hallway. "I got lost. I fell in the woods on a hike and hit my head and you rescued me. We became best friends. Your house burned down in a fire and you need a place to crash. This is my way of paying you back." Darla's eyes popped. "Don't say anything stupid. Come on, put this on and follow me to the church. When they got up to the front door of the church, Andrew realized that the congregation was having a prayer meeting for him. "Oh my God," he muttered. "What?" Darla asked, pulling down on the t-shirt. "Stop that," Andrew slapped her hand. "The congregation has come out to support my parents. They think I'm dead. I don't want to give everyone a heart attack. What should I do?" "Just walk in. I've seen a lot of those prayer things, let me." Before Andrew could stop Darla, she threw opened the doors of the church and walked in, shouting as if she were a ring master in a circus, "He's been found…thank the Lord, he has done been found!" **** It was very dark and quiet when Zarson decided to brave the distance between himself and Harvan. It was open, no trees to hid him, and anyone watching would quickly catch sight of him. Harvan had left a light burning in his living room. It looked as if it was coming from a fire. When Zarson padded into the open door, wondering if he was walking into a trap, he heard Harvan growl. Zarson cocked his head up and waited, then drew back as a shadow emerged in the darkness, a shadow that gradually elongated and grew from cat into a man. "Zarson," he said. Zarson glanced up at him from his cat's eyes, still waiting. "You are safe here," he said, "for now. Come." Zarson followed him, every instinct honed. "You must be hungry. I'll get you something." Zarson took one last look around and made the shift. When Harvan returned, he was sitting on the sofa, a blanket strewn across his lap. Harvan handed him a plate with a sandwich of some sort and put a steaming mug of coffee in front of him. Zarson bit into the sandwich, making short work of it as he thought about how much Harvan had aged, his once sandy blond hair now silver, the lines in his face far deeper than he'd remembered. A tall man, his back had begun to stoop some.
 
 "I'm not the only one your cousin's reign has taken a toll on," he said quietly, gazing into the fire. Zarson put the empty plate aside and picked up the coffee cup. It was amazing what habits they'd retained from their time among the humans. "I'm sorry." "It's not your fault. I was so disappointed that you had broken the law. I thought that finally we would have a good leader." "May I ask…" "You know the answer. Dunn was left in a place where his family could find him and give him a decent burial." Zarson lowered his head. He bit into his lower lip, bitter tears stinging his eyes for a second, then disappearing. "It's my fault." "Yes," he said, turning around. "You knew the rules and yet you defied them." Zarson nodded. He had nothing to say in his defence. "I don't know if I can save you." "Fern gave my amulet to Cyril, the vampire." Harvan's eyes widened. "He told the council it was lost." "He lied. He made a deal for peace in exchange for my slavery. I was forced to be a circus act, among other things." "How could he do…" "Power. He lusts for power. It's all he's ever cared about, and now he needs to destroy me before he's found out." "Where is your amulet now?" "Buried by a mortal who is no longer in our world." "Zarson? Another mortal?" "There is nothing between…" He swallowed. "Whatever it was is over. I am here now, ready to obey the rules and take my place." "And the vampire?" "I'll deal with Cyril when I am in a position to." "What do you want me to do?" "I want you to convince the council that what I say is true. Then I will tell you where to find the amulet so that it may be replaced." "It won't be easy to arrest Fern," Harvan pursed his lips. "I don't want him arrested. I want the council to arrange a contest between us, to the death. The survivor will take his place as ruler." "But what if Fern wins, knowing what he's done and…" "He won't." Harvan met Zarson's gaze. "And how do we convince Fern to meet you one on one?" "You tell him you have proof of his treason and either he faces me or he faces the judgment of the council. If he wins, all past sins will be forgiven." Harvan nodded. "Very well. And I will get him to immediately call off the hunt. I'll call an emergency meeting. You rest. You'll be safe here." Harvan left the shelter and Zarson sipped some of the liquid, then put it aside. He laid his head back and closed his eyes. Dunn. If only I hadn't loved him. He would still be alive. Andrew. I will forget I ever saw you. I will forget.
 
 **** The congregation sat in shock as Darla danced down the aisle, acting like an Evangelist minister at a revival meeting. "Praise the Lord!" His parents ran to him when they saw him, enveloping him in their embrace, trying to get some answers while Darla had a field day at the pulpit. "I say…let's sing," she called out. "Onward Christian Soldiers…" "Oh dear," his mother said. His father just stood there, speechless. "Who is that person?" his mother asked. "That's my saviour." He grinned, moving toward the front to get Darla. "And our house guest," he said over his shoulder. His mother looked confused, but she followed on his heels. Andrew pulled Darla from the pulpit as the congregation continued uncertainly singing Onward Christian Soldiers to a strange new tune, and the organist attempted to play the chorus for the sixth time. "Mom, Dad, Darren," he said. "Hello, Darren," his parents said. "Nice to meet you, Darren." "Who?" Darla asked. Andrew elbowed her. "Darren!" "Oh yes, that's my name. Darren." "We want to thank you for saving our son," his father said. "For what?" Darla asked. "He's ah…" Andrew said, grabbing her arm, "suffering from fatigue. And a little…slow." "I am not slow," Darla protested as Andrew pulled her toward the door. "That means retarded and I'm not retarded." "Going home," Andrew announced. "See you there." Outside as Andrew kept pulling Darla along, Darla was giving him hell. "My name is not Darren and I am not slow and I…" "Darla," Andrew growled, "stop it." Darla looked at him. "Oh. Okay. I didn't answer well, did I?" "No. And what oh?" "You have, ah…sharp teeth… oh Grandma." "What are you…" Andrew felt his front teeth. "Oh shit." "Don't eat me." "I'm not going to eat you. Stop that." "You should eat something." "Like what?" "Like a cat or a rabbit." "I am not eating a cat. I like cats." "Rat?" Andrew made a face. "Do I have a choice?" "Probably not." "Damn that, Cyril. Tonight after my parents go to bed, you and I are going hunting."
 
 "But I'm…ah…slow. I can't go out after dark." Andrew rolled his eyes and they walked to the house. "Don't worry, that's only without supervision. Now, go upstairs and remember, you're Darren. I'm going to ah…find something to…" He made a face. "Never mind. I'll be back." On the way down the streets, he spotted an area with some trees and bushes and figured he's find something there. He walked into the bushes and just in front of him were several dead rabbits. Shit. That's what he'd eaten last night. He waited. How in hell had it come to this? Zarson. I hope you're all right. I miss you and I love you. Suddenly, he heard some crackling in the bushes. He reached out and made a grab for it. In his hand was a struggling chipmunk. He felt sorry for it. Oh well, better than eating his parents as a midnight snack.
 
 Chapter Ten
 
 "The council has decided to hold Fern under house arrest until the contest," Harvan told Zarson the next day when he awoke from his sleep. "I see. He mustn't have taken that very well." "No. But he has no choice. The contest will be monitored. No weapons are allowed." Zarson inclined his head. "We found the amulet. It was right where you said it was. It has been put back in its rightful place." "I thank you." "It was all the proof we needed. But there will be some questions about the mortal who carried it." "Leave it be." Zarson got out of bed. "He is not a threat to us?" "No." "But he has been here." "He won't say anything. He has his own problems right now." "And you have feelings for him." "That won't be a problem." "We hope not. We have scheduled the contest for tomorrow night in the palace." "Thank you. I will find a way to repay you." "I need no payment save your victory." **** "I am no vampire hunter," Darla whined as they walked down the deserted street. "Neither am I." "How are we supposed to find him?" "He'll find us." "Yeah and eat us. I was always afraid of him, Andrew. The only reason he didn't eat us before was that we made him money. Now, what's stopping him?" "Try not to worry," Andrew said, his keen vision spotting every movement. There was something to be said for this vampire stuff. Now, if Darla would only stop complaining. "You're a man now. Be a man." "What does that mean…stick my prick in every thing that moves, then pretend it didn't happen in the morning?" "In your case it's two pricks…and yeah, something like that. And men don't whine."
 
 "Who says?" "I say…at least they don't tonight." They walked across the park in the direction of the cemetery, debating the components of masculinity. "I think," Darla said, "in the end it comes down to pricks and prick size, and if that's the case, then I'm the man in this couple, honey." Andrew stopped, stared at him, then shook his head. "Can't argue with that." "Wait. Why are we going to a cemetery?" "Vampire hunting." "I don't like those places." Andrew didn't slow his pace. "Stay close." "What do we do if we see him? We just can't stake him. Why didn't we go in the daylight or just before the sun goes down, like in those horror movies where you wonder why they didn't leave hours before to give them enough time before the vampire wakes up and…" "Darla!" "What?" "Shut up! You could wake the dead." "Don't want to do that." In the cemetery, Andrew looked around cautiously. He was sure that Cyril knew where he was. Why was he in hiding? "Come out you coward. Afraid?" Silence. "He's not here, let's go," Darla muttered. "Cyril. You can't leave me like this. Come out and face me." Suddenly, he heard Darla let out a cry. Andrew turned around and there was Cyril holding Darla by the throat. "Hello, Andrew." He grinned. "Don't hurt her." "It, you mean. And I won't…unless you give me a reason." "I want you to reverse this curse. Take it away." "Where is the amulet? Give it to me and I'll release you." "I don't have it. It's gone." "Gone where?" "It's in his world now." "So, he's deserted you, used you and let you go." "Andrew," Darla squeaked. "Shut up, freak!" Cyril told her. "He needs to get his rightful place back. And I need to get mine." Andrew withdrew the knife he had tucked in his pocket. Cyril laughed. "And you plan to do what with that, preacher boy?" "Let her go or I'll drive this through your heart." He felt powerful. Even though he probably wouldn't win this, he felt the power coursing through him. "Drop it or I will rip out her throat now," Cyril insisted. "Come on, Andrew. You are just like Zarson, a bleeding heart, a sentimental dope. All I had to do was threaten to kill one of the spectators and Zarson would do anything I asked. And I didn't even have to use the amulet."
 
 Andrew narrowed his eyes. He'd been right. Zarson was capable of great feeling, even if he did say it was not natural. He wasn't like the others. "Doesn't mean he loved you, Andrew," Cyril laughed cruelly. Andrew swallowed. "No. But I loved him. And I still do. Nothing will change that." "I hear violins. But now you are mine. Unless you want me to kill the freak." "Let her go," he said. He couldn't stand by and let Darla be killed. "What do you want?" "The amulet. I want to control Zarson. I want to have him naked and at my mercy, his legs spread and his beautiful big cock on display. I want to torture him and use his body. And unless I have my Zarson back, you will pay, and so will your little freak." "I can't get the amulet. I told you that." "No, maybe not, but you can call Zarson back to this world." "How?" "You are connected for life. You were the last one who carried his amulet. And although you can't control him, he will hear your voice if you call to him." "He won't come. He doesn't care about me." "That remains to be seen." "And if he does, you'll hurt him. I can't let you do that." "I won't kill him. I want merely to have the pleasure…of his…ah, company. He is mine. Call him! And until he comes to me, your little freak here with her two cocks will stay with me." Andrew opened his mouth, but Cyril was gone. And so was Darla. **** Zarson had gone off by himself in the woods, to mentally prepare for the battle. Harvan had surrounded his hunting territory with bodyguards so that no one loyal to Fern would attack him before the contest. He heard Andrew's voice several times while he tried to find his center and angrily pushed it away. This was not the time. He couldn't think about Andrew now, not until this was over. He hoped he was safe, but with Cyril out there, chances were that Andrew was in trouble. He knew Andrew could never defeat Cyril on his own. He wanted to remind Andrew of what he'd said, that if he survived this he'd find Cyril and destroy him, set Andrew free. He'd be free, that is, if he didn't feed on a human before that time. But he had his own battle to fight right now and he couldn't let anything detract from that. Fern was a big cat, as big as he was. And he'd had time to train and keep himself in shape for this kind of battle over the last while. Unlike himself, who had been kept in a cage for far too long. If he was to defeat Fern, it would be by sheer will, but it was going to be a very close contest either way. Be safe, Andrew. ****
 
 Andrew paced the floor of his room. He hoped that Cyril wouldn't hurt Darla. She had nothing to do with this. Damn it. He should have left her where she was, in the cage where she was safe. He'd gotten Jojo killed, too, and he hadn't even had time to mourn him. And now, Zarson was basically ignoring him. "I'm trying to warn you. I don't know what to do, Zarson. I can't fight him alone. And I don't want you to come back where he can hurt you. He's going to kill Darla. What should I do?" Be safe, Andrew. That was it. That was Zarson's response. "It's true. You never cared about me. You are an animal! An animal!" **** Zarson strode out into the middle of the room and waited. There was absolute silence in the great hall as shifters sat in their human form to watch the fight. He bowed to the council, which was comprised of three males and three females, and allowed the fury to grow in his soul, his hands clenched at his side. To feel the complete release of his animal nature, to embrace his lust for flesh and blood, was to assure himself that he was prepared for this contest. Suddenly, Fern entered from the opposite end of the arena. His head was held high. His spotted coat gleamed from a recent grooming and his yellow eyes bore into his from across the room. You're dead. He didn't respond. He had no intention of letting words ruin his state of mind. He growled deep in his throat, his large tongue coming out to swipe at his lips. He could almost taste Fern's blood. Harvan rose from his seat at the front of the room. "My friends," he cried out. "We are about to witness a fight to the death between Zarson and Fern. The cat left standing will take his rightful place as our ruler. Let the contest begin." For a few minutes, neither cat moved. Zarson assessed his position, as did his opponent and then they both slowly moved forward on their powerful legs. Zarson's gaze settled on Fern's throat. He lunged, forcing Fern up onto his hind legs, his great front paws hurling through the air. Zarson clamped down his sharp teeth on Fern's throat, deep, tasting the blood gush into his mouth. He clamped his jaws down all the way, hearing the crunch of bone. Fern let out a high-pitched squeal. The crowd was on its feet as Zarson pushed Fern onto his back, swinging his head from side to side to tear at the flesh. A good slash to Zarson's side caused him to release the other cat and jump back. Fern struggled onto his belly, his eyes clouded. He struggled up, then fell again. Ignoring the pain from his side, Zarson lunged again, striking the fatal blow. His powerful jaws opened wide and from the side, he squeezed Fern's throat between his teeth, watching the life drain away. Fern kicked and struggled, then lay still. The crowd was on their feet. The applause around him didn't stir him. It was over. He looked down at Fern with a mixture of hatred and pity. That was for Dunn. Harvan was at his side. So were those once loyal to Fern. They would take him off now to the place once occupied by his cousin and tend to his wounds. His destiny was sealed.
 
 Although relief flooded through him, he wasn't quite sure why he wasn't filled with pride and contentment. And he decided that he was probably better off not knowing the answer. As servants treated his wound, Harvan stood at his side, smiling. "Perfect. It was a perfect kill, my boy. And it is over now. The people are happy to see the end of Fern and his reign of terror. Welcome home, my Lord." Zarson nodded. The servants finished bandaging his wound and left them. "Where is Dunn buried?" Zarson asked suddenly. Harvan seemed surprised. "Why do you ask me that now?" "I don't know." He looked away. "We need freedom." "Freedom?" "Freedom to reclaim one half of who we are, Harvan. We can't go on hating humans forever. We are only hating ourselves. I loved Dunn. Right or wrong, I can't change that. I won't make myself a criminal any longer." "That's in the past." He shook his head. "Maybe not. As soon as I am well, I will take a few men and go to the human world." "Why?" "Cyril must be punished. It will send a message to other vampires to keep their distance." "You don't need to go. You can send warriors to take care of him." "I must pay my respects to Dunn and repay my debt to the mortal who made this all possible." "You have feelings for him. It is best to keep your distance." Zarson sat up. "We will talk about that. Now, leave me. I'm very tired. I must rest." Help me! Zarson sat straight up in bed, swiping back some of his long dark hair off his forehead. He closed his eyes to see Cyril in Andrew's room. I'll kill the freak. You have twenty-four hours. If he's not here in twenty-four hours, the freak dies and you are mine, preacher boy. Zarson grunted, holding his side for a moment, before he crawled out of bed. He shouted for someone, anyone. Two young women ran into his room, heads bowed. "Okay, get me three of the strongest warriors, ready them and bring me the separator." They looked at him as if he'd lost his mind. "Your injuries," one said, "you are not…" "Do as I say," he roared, reaching for his clothes. A half hour later, he and three others were moving through the woods. The sunlight was streaming through the trees when they reached the waterfall and he finally allowed them to stop for a rest. "Your wound is bleeding," one of them told Zarson as he followed the others in the shift.
 
 One of them opened a little bag and doled out the clothing. Zarson watched as they all dressed quietly. He had kept his human form the entire time, saving his strength until he got to the water. "It's all right," he said. "The water will heal me. Wait here until I return." He waded into the water and over to the waterfall, suddenly visualizing Andrew standing there naked with him. He closed his eyes, licked his lips, his sex suddenly hard. If he'd had time, maybe he would have invited one of them over to the waterfall, maybe all three for a bit of raunchy sex, something to soothe his ache. But there was no time for that. He owed it to Andrew to save him from Cyril, and he wanted Cyril badly. He wanted him to pay.
 
 Chapter Eleven
 
 It was quite a sight to behold, the four of them striding through the cemetery. In their human forms, it was not hard for Andrew to imagine four sleek, muscular cats on the prowl. Zarson was out in front and Andrew was so happy to see him, he could hardly contain himself. Andrew had been scouting the cemetery since nightfall, calling for Cyril, but Cyril was playing games with him. He would have never believed Zarson would come, but here he was. And he'd brought friends. "Hello, Andrew," he said, white teeth gleaming in the dark. "This is Matt, Frank and Dorson. Where is Cyril?" "I…I don't know. He has Darla. Are you okay?" Andrew reached out and rubbed his bicep. The other three watched curiously. Zarson nodded. "Yes." "Fern is…" "Dead." "Are you happy?" There was silence as Zarson's gaze held his. "What is that, happy?" "I miss you." He nodded. "Cyril?" he called. "I'm here. Come and get me." Andrew shivered slightly, the eerie cemetery, the surrounding headstones giving him the creeps. Suddenly Cyril walked into the clearing. "Where is Darla?" Andrew demanded. He shrugged. "I'm not stupid," the vampire said, looking at Zarson. "So, you've won. And you've brought your little entourage. Fucked them yet?" "Bring Darla to me and we'll talk," Zarson demanded. "I am not a complete fool," he looked at Andrew. They both sprang at the same time, but Cyril was closer and took Andrew into his embrace. He wrapped his arms around him. "Get rid of your sex kittens or I'll end his miserable life." Andrew didn't dare move. "Don't," he said to Zarson. Zarson motioned with his head for the others to leave him. "Now," Cyril said, "let's see." With one hand, he ripped Andrew's shirt down the middle, then undid his pants. He lifted out his sex and ran one sharp nail down the length of his shaft. Andrew winced. Zarson's expression hardened. "What do you want?" "I want to bring the king of the beasts to his knees." Cyril squeezed Andrew's scrotum hard.
 
 Andrew cried out, struggling. Cyril held him with one hand. "If you're going to kill him, do it," Zarson said. "Then there'll be only you and me." Andrew swallowed. He wasn't sure if Zarson meant that or if he was calling Cyril's bluff. Cyril stiffened. "I mean it." "So do I." Dead silence. Andrew felt Cyril's hold loosen a little and he kicked back with his foot and broke away. Zarson reached out for Andrew and pulled him close. "Looks like I'm holding all the cards." In the shadows, Andrew noticed that the other three appeared again and were now standing behind them. "Where is Darla?" Zarson demanded. "I want to see her now." "Why should I give her to you?" "Because if you don't, I'll kill you." Cyril looked around him. "Have to catch me first, cat!" he called out and then took off so fast Andrew couldn't even trace him. "That shouldn't be a problem," Zarson said calmly. He looked at Andrew. "Go home. It will be all over soon." Andrew didn't have the chance to respond. Suddenly, four sleek black cats were running across the cemetery lawn like streaks of lightning. He was shaking when he arrived home to a quiet house. His parents slept peacefully. They'd had a lot of questions, none of which he'd answered very well. But given the traumatic accident he'd supposedly had, they were willing to give him the time he requested to recover. He stood at the window, looking at the full moon, trying not to think of all the small animals he'd had to drain recently, trying not to imagine that Darla was dead or that Zarson was hurt, or worse. He'd come back to save him, or maybe he'd really come back to take his revenge on Cyril. In any case, there didn't seem to be any hope for them. And he did love him. He sat down on the bed. Zarson. Eventually he lay down on the pillow, dreaming of his kiss. He closed his eyes and fell into a deep sleep. When he opened his eyes, the sunlight was streaming in though the window. There was a man sitting on the end of his bed. His eyes were dark blue with the slightest yellow hue. He'd seen him last night with Zarson. He sat up, startled. "Zarson?" "He's fine." He smiled. "I'm Frank. I've come with a message. Cyril is no more. You are free of your curse. Zarson has decided to take Darla back with us to our world." "Is Darla okay?" Andrew asked, swinging his legs over to the side of the bed. He nodded. "A little worse for wear and terrified, of course." "Will she be all right in your world?" "Zarson will take her to work in the palace."
 
 Andrew nodded. "Why didn't he come himself?" "He is at the cemetery, visiting a grave." He stood up, smiled. "I'm sure you would like to say goodbye." He held out his hand. Andrew looked at him. "To him or to Darla?" He nodded. "Both. Come." "You're not going to carry me, are you?" Andrew looked at him warily. "I have a motorcycle." "You do?" "We can drive. It's a loaner." He smirked. Andrew nodded, following him down the stairs. At the bottom, his mother appeared. She glanced at the big man curiously. "Andrew? Who is this?" The shifter nodded. "I'll bring him right back," he said. "His name is Frank," Andrew said hurriedly. "He's a…a…animal trainer." His mother stood there, mute in the doorway, watching as her son and this mysterious giant took off on a bike. **** Zarson stood looking down at Dunn's grave for a long time. Darla eventually came to stand beside him. "What was he like?" "Gentle." "Like Andrew?" Zarson looked at her. "Trim your beard, lady." "Very funny. Don't change the subject, kitty. You loved this man." He nodded. "You love Andrew." He looked at Darla. "And what makes you an expert on love?" "I have two cocks." Zarson laughed and walked away from the grave. Darla fell into step beside him. "What, you don't think that qualifies me?" "I wouldn't know." "What are you going to do when he gets here?" "Maybe he won't come." "He'll come. He's in love with you." Zarson looked at him. "Don't play the dumb kitty." "Stop calling me a kitty," he grabbed Darla's head and ground his hand into the top of it. Darla was laughing when the motorcycle drove up the road. Zarson watched Andrew get off the back and walk toward them. "See!" Darla sang out, then ran to Andrew for a hug. **** "I'm glad you're all right," Darla said to Andrew, holding on tight.
 
 Andrew hugged her back, but his gaze was on Zarson, who stood just behind Darla. Darla released Andrew suddenly. "I'm going over there to flirt with that big, tall, dark, mean bastard," she announced suddenly, indicating Frank on the bike. Andrew stood there alone in the field, looking at Zarson. "I'm glad you're all right," he said softly. Zarson nodded. "You, too." "At least now I can go back to eating pizza. The garlic," he added. Zarson laughed slightly. "So, what are you still doing here?" "Dunn, the mortal I told you about. He's buried over there." "Oh. I'm sorry." He nodded. "I guess I didn't love him enough." "It wasn't your fault." "I'm trying to convince the council to relax the laws around, you know…" Andrew glanced over at Darla, who was trying to flirt with Frank, the shifter who looked like a slab of granite. "Think she'll get somewhere with him?" "You never know." He laughed. He moved closer. "You got somewhere with me." "Did I?" Andrew asked him breathlessly, looking into his eyes. "Because when I crawl into bed at night all alone, I…" "Shush." He placed his fingers on his lips. He bent his head and kissed him softly on the mouth. "We can't help who we love." "No," Andrew said as Zarson pulled him into his arms and buried his face in his neck. Andrew moaned. "Zarson, baby." They stayed like that for a while, then Zarson released him. "Come with me." Andrew's eyes widened. "What?" "Come with me." "But I can't live there. You said that…" "My kingdom, my rules. If they don't like it, I'll leave." "Live with me, among humans?" He nodded. "We've done it before. I like pizza, too." He smiled, hooking his arm around Andrew's waist. "Come with me." "But I haven't heard the magic words," he said breathlessly, tracing the line of his square jaw with a finger. "Magic words?" He looked perplexed. "I love you," Darla called out, "you big feline clod!" Zarson frowned. Andrew laughed out loud. "Darla is going to be a challenge," he said. "Zarson, focus," Andrew told him, turning his face to his now. "I love you." He smiled broadly. "Me, too." "Say the damn words, kitty," Darla groaned. "You," Zarson pointed at her, "are about to become a cat toy." She quieted. Frank howled with laughter.
 
 "I'm waiting." Andrew grinned. "I love you," Zarson said softly. "There, happy?" Andrew nodded. "There's only one thing that could make me happier." "Name it." "You, naked, under that waterfall, doing my bidding." "I aim to please," he smiled. Andrew followed him through the opening to his world without hesitation, and he had to marvel at that. After all, he was leaving everything he knew to be with him. Frank and the others took Darla on ahead. Zarson stayed behind with Andrew at the waterfall. "It's so beautiful," Andrew said softly. "You're so beautiful and so brave." The water ran around them like a cocoon and Zarson smiled at him. "No. You're the brave one," he said. "Coming here, carrying the amulet, putting your life in danger for me. You've made all this possible, Andrew. I owe you everything." Andrew stood back. "Oh yeah?" he cooed. "Well, pretty cat, take off your clothes and start paying." Zarson smiled. "Pretty cat, eh?" He took off his shirt. "At least I'm not a kitty." "Meow," Andrew said as Zarson pulled down his jeans. "Oh God," he ran his gaze over him, "me…ow." Zarson looked at him and grinned. "What about you? I'd like to purr a bit." Andrew laughed and began to undress as he watched Zarson with lust-filled eyes go to stand under the spray. How could he resist that hard wet muscled body? Why should he? He stepped up behind him and ran his hands over him with abandon. "Oh God, you feel like heaven." "I'm purring now," he growled. Andrew kissed his shoulder. "I'm going to make you do a lot more than just purr." He pulled him out of the direct spray of the water and went to his knees, his palm snaking down over Zarson's chest and belly as he went. He took his cock into his mouth and tasted its sweetness, knowing that nothing was more important to him at the moment than this. He loved him. He'd love him forever, and they'd find a place to be together, no matter where that was.
 
 Epilogue
 
 Frank stood beside Harven on the shore, across from the two lovers whose silhouettes were clearly visible through the waterfall. Harven had been furious when the others had told him that their leader had brought his human lover back to their world. He wasn't too thrilled with that Darla person either. But this…well this… showed an all out blatant disrespect for the rules…defiance like he'd never seen before. He intended to confront them, to let Zarson know just how he felt about the whole thing. Under no circumstances could he allow Zarson to live with a human lover in their world. But instead, from the moment he'd spotted them together under that waterfall, he'd found himself spellbound. In each other's arms, their foreheads now pressed together, staring into each other's eyes, they rested in the aftermath of some furious and extremely erotic lovemaking. Now, it seemed as if they were talking softly to each other, saying things only lovers would say…as the human moved his hands slowly over Zarson's back and stroked his hair. They radiated such tenderness, such emotion, that Harven felt it in his core, like some strange, faraway stirring, almost forgotten. "So," Frank said abruptly, glancing at Harven, "what was it you wanted to do about this situation again?" Harven came out of his trance. He shook his head and turned away. "Nothing," he replied, "Nothing at all." Frank cast one last look at the lovers, smiled faintly, then followed Harven home.
 
 About the Author
 
 I write not only for my own pleasure, but for the pleasure of my readers. I can't remember a time in my life when I haven't written and told stories. When I'm not writing, I'm dreaming about writing, doing something wild and adventurous, or trying to make the world a better and more open minded place to live in. I adore beautiful men, and I know I'm not alone in this! Eroticism between consenting adults, in all its many forms is the icing on the cake of life! D. J.'s website is located at: www.djmanlyfiction.com
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